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            Dedication

         
         
            For Casey, 

            I have you. I’m good forever.

         

         
      
   
      
      
         
            Epigraph

         
         
            There are places like this everywhere, places you enter as a young girl, from which you never return.

            —Louise Glück, “Averno”

         

         
         
         
            For I have sworn thee fair, and thought thee bright,

            Who art as black as hell, as dark as night.

            —William Shakespeare, Sonnet 147
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            Prince Emmett De Vere

         
         They keep forgetting to feed me.

         
         It’s my aching stomach that wakes me, not the rhythmic drip, drip, drip of water from the walls falling on my face. After weeks, I’ve grown used to that, but the hunger I can’t tune out.
         

         
         The first few days, they brought me trays of crusty bread and bruised fruit I didn’t recognize. At least, I think it was daily.
            There’s no light down here so I can’t be sure.
         

         
         But then the stretches between meals grew longer. “You have to feed me more often,” I said to one of the guards. My voice
            was hoarse with disuse. “I’m human. I’m going to die if you don’t feed me.”
         

         
         Bram might want to punish me, but he doesn’t want me to die. If nothing else, I have to believe that.

         
         The guard grunted a nonresponse and went on his way, muttering something about humans being too fragile.

         
         That was five sleeps ago.

         
         I reach up and prod at the fresh scar on my scalp where the hilt of one of the guard’s swords knocked me unconscious my first
            day here. It’s fully healed now, which is my only measure of time. It’s been at least two weeks, longer probably.
         

         
         I take stock of the rest of me. My shirt is torn all over, bloodstained and filthy. Under it, my ribs stick out, concerningly sharp. In the corner, my coat is balled up. I’ve been using it as a pillow. The rest of the detritus from the wedding, my dead boutonniere, my shattered pocket watch, the royal sash made of blue silk, are all shoved in the corner. I’ve sorted through them, found only one useful tool. 

         
         It stings worse than any wound to think of that day, but it’s where my mind goes every time I close my eyes. Her face. The way it crumpled when she realized we’d failed.
         

         
         I failed her.

         
         Every moment I’m in this cell I’m failing her.

         
         I’m not going to survive much longer. If I have any hope of escape, I have to act now, while I still have the strength.

         
         I’m delirious, but I’m not imagining the footfalls on the stone stairs. This time it’s a smaller guard, one I’ve seen before.
            That’s good. I think I could overpower him if it came down to it.
         

         
         He shoves the tray of food through the gap at the bottom of the bars, not caring that the cup of water spills all over the
            bread, leaving it soggy and me with nothing to drink.
         

         
         I swallow the food in small bites so that I don’t throw it up, and wait an hour or so for it to settle in my stomach. I’ve
            been waiting for weeks, hoping Bram would free me, but I won’t have the strength to attempt an escape much longer, and I refuse
            to just lie down and die. I’m more afraid of that now than I am of anything that lies beyond these bars.
         

         
         I take the silver pin that once held my boutonniere in place and slip it into the iron lock welded to my cell door.

         
         I feel around for the mechanism, and after a few agonizing minutes, something clicks and the door creaks open.

         
         I nearly cry I’m so relieved, but I can’t lose focus yet.

         
         Along the edge of the wall, I stay hidden in shadows. There are a few other prisoners down here, but they’re all huddled up
            in the corners of their cells, too unconscious, weak, or apathetic to rat me out.
         

         
         I turn one corner, then another, through the serpentine dungeon, and then finally I see it: the rough stone staircase. My
            way out.
         

         
         I make it up one flight and glimpse sun for the first time since the wedding. Warm yellow light pours through a gate at the
            top of the stairs like a beacon. I’m nearly there, hands outstretched, when footsteps rush up behind me. The guard doesn’t
            say anything, just grabs me from behind and tosses my too-light body down the stairs like it’s nothing.
         

         
         My temple bounces off the edge of a step, sending blood pouring down the side of my face and out of my ear in a sickening
            rush.
         

         
         He kicks me hard in the stomach, then brings the hilt of his sword down in the spot between my brows.

         
         They say when you’re about to die, your life flashes before your eyes, but I don’t see anything but her. Ivy in the back of
            a dark carriage, Ivy covered in mud, the May Queen crown on her head, Ivy biting her lip in a garden, Ivy sprawled out under
            me in a coaching inn. The freckle on her shoulder I longed to kiss. A loose blond curl. Soft brown eyes. A flush across her
            cheeks.
         

         
         Ivy. Ivy. Ivy. Ivy.

         
         I can’t bring myself to regret any of it. Not if it meant I got to have her.

         
         As darkness claims me, my final thought is of Ivy Benton in her wedding dress, haloed by golden sun. I feel warm for the first
            time in weeks.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Chapter One

         
         
            England, October 1848

         

         “Tell me again, the story of the faerie king.”

         
         It’s a pearl-gray evening, so cold even the heat of the roaring fire doesn’t quite reach the bed. Rivulets of rain race down
            the warped glass windows, pooling into mist that floats in drifts along the cobblestoned streets below.
         

         
         Bram looks up at me from my lap, his eyes the same gray as the sky, glinting in the weak light. His head is nestled in a pile
            of quilts, resting on my legs. “Tell me, Ivy.”
         

         
         I slip my fingers gently through his hair and sigh. “You need to rest.”

         
         His eyes flutter closed as he shakes his head. “Talk me to sleep.” He kicks his feet under my duvet and I know there will
            be no getting him out of my bed now.
         

         
         “There once was a faerie king who was beloved by his people,” I begin.

         
         Bram hums in the back of his throat, satisfied. I delicately trace the pointed tip of his ear and he curls up further, like
            a cat in a spot of sun.
         

         
         “He was beautiful and benevolent and everyone who came across him was enchanted by his presence.”

         
         “Fun, too,” Bram corrects me, eyes still closed.

         
         I pull a bit of confetti from where it’s stuck in the strands of his soft waves. “The absolute most fun.”

         
         This is the first time I’ve seen him in days. He’s been absent, reveling with his court and their playthings.

         
         “And handsome,” Bram adds.

         
         “Heart-stoppingly handsome.” I lie to him all the time, but this particular statement is the truth.

         
         I look down at his face—the delicate blue veins of his eyelids, his sharp jawline, full pink lips, thick eyebrows a shade
            darker than his sun-bleached golden-brown hair, his perfect nose. I trail my pinkie along the bridge of it.
         

         
         My fingers itch to curl up into a fist and smash it. I can picture the way blood would drip into the hollow of his Cupid’s
            bow, run down his chin and into the collar of his open green doublet. But it’s not time for that—not yet.
         

         
         It’s been nearly four months since my ill-fated wedding, the one that ended with Emmett and Lydia missing and Queen Mor in
            chains. The country is in shambles after all her bargains were broken.
         

         
         For the first few months of our marriage, Bram ignored me almost completely. I was left alone, locked up inside Kensington Palace with nothing but my ladies-in-waiting and Emmett’s old dog, Pig, for company. I would have wondered if Bram remembered I existed at all, if not for the way I would wake to him sleeping in my bed. It started as a rare occurrence, rare enough that I thought perhaps, in his drunkenness after the revels, he got lost and mistook my bed for his. But then it started happening more frequently, as did the way he whispered my name in his sleep. I would wake at dawn most days to a broken chorus of Ivy, Ivy, Ivy.
         

         
         He never acknowledged my existence otherwise.

         
         Then, a few weeks ago, at the end of September, he declared we were moving to Bath for the autumn and instructed my maids
            to pack my things. Days later, our carriage rolled up at our new residence, a second carriage following to carry my abundance
            of trunks (all powder blue, embossed in gold with my new royal seal, naturally).
         

         
         The Royal Crescent is the centerpiece of Bath’s architecture. A half-moon arrangement of thirty terrace houses built of sandy-colored
            Bath Stone, featuring grand columns and intricately carved facades, all perched above a sweeping green lawn. The first order
            of business was a magical renovation project that took down walls and added secret, and not-so-secret, passages between the
            buildings, transforming the Crescent, functionally, into Bram’s winter palace. It’s a rabbit warren of secret passages, ballrooms,
            and Others lounging in ornate sitting rooms.
         

         
         We’ve been set up at One Royal Crescent, the end unit with the best view of the city. Perhaps it’s the smaller quarters, or
            Bram growing more complacent, but his visits are becoming more frequent. He comes to me, glassy-eyed at dawn, or in the midafternoon,
            or in the evening when the sun sinks low—whenever his revels end, really—and lays his head in my lap for comfort.
         

         
         His breathing has slowed now, and I know he’s nearly asleep. It’s moments like this that he’s least guarded. “How are they?” I ask him in a soft whisper. His eyebrows twitch into an expression of displeasure and I’m afraid I’ve pushed too far. 

         
         But then his face relaxes and he sighs. “I don’t know what you mean.”

         
         I’m sure Emmett and Lydia are in the Otherworld; where else could they be? There’s been no trace of them in England, despite
            my best efforts to search.
         

         
         But Bram refuses to acknowledge them.

         
         He had Emmett’s portraits removed from Kensington Palace soon after our wedding, and I’m not allowed to even mention Lydia.

         
         It’s like the boy I love and my sister never existed at all.

         
         In my head I’m screaming, but I keep running my hands gently through Bram’s hair until his breathing settles into a shallow
            rhythm and I know he is asleep.
         

         
         I rise from bed once he’s fully unconscious, and pray he sleeps through tonight’s revel. 

         
         Outside of my bedroom, the house is a flurry of activity. Maids stoke hearths in every room, keeping fires alive against the
            October chill. Footmen race from room to room, ensuring everything is in tip-top shape for the evening. A bitter taste of
            fear lingers in the air. I do my best to protect our staff from his wrath, but no one wants to be on the wrong side of King
            Bram.
         

         
         I cross the third floor to the other end of my private quarters and have my maids dress me in my evening gown. Among them,
            Lottie’s face is a perpetual comfort. Emmett’s longtime friend, she is one of the few people I can speak to openly. She is
            waiting, a hot curling tong in her hand. “You’re late.”
         

         
         “I’m the queen; isn’t everyone else early?” The joke doesn’t quite land, but Lottie still lets out a hollow laugh.

         
         “How is the king?” she asks as she dresses my hair.

         
         “Asleep,” I answer tersely. She knows me well enough not to push further.

         
         She laces me into a celery-green moire silk gown and places a tiara on my head. I’m dressed more elegantly than I ever was
            back when I lived in Belgrave Square, but I can’t help but feel I’m wearing a costume. I look at myself grimly in the mirror
            and exhale.
         

         
         

         The tunnel into the revel is draped in a rainbow of streamers that keep getting caught in my tiara.

         
         Emmy reaches from behind me and plucks another from my head. “You’re going to show up looking like a chandelier.”

         
         “They wouldn’t know the difference. They’d probably think it was human fashion and all show up to next week’s revel wearing
            hats of crepe paper.”
         

         
         My four ladies-in-waiting—Marion Thorne, Faith Fairchild, Olive Lisonbee, and Emmy Ito—were formerly my competition for Bram’s
            hand in marriage, but they have since become my closest confidantes.
         

         
         As a group, we step into the swirling revel. The ballroom belongs to Rhion, Bram’s closest friend and adviser. He was gifted
            the house next door to ours: fitting, given his position at court.
         

         
         I’m always on edge at court revels, but tonight my nerves are reaching a fever pitch. Aurelia Vallen will be in attendance
            and I have a plan to execute.
         

         
         I clasp my hands behind my back to hide the way they’re sweating and glance anxiously at Faith.

         
         “Just breathe,” she whispers.

         
         Something wet seeps into my silk slipper and I look down, praying it’s punch, but find the floor is smeared with blood. It’s
            early in the night for it, but I glance to the center of the room and see a group of glassy-eyed humans spinning around and
            around, their feet raw from dancing. I hate the way Olive stills at my side and grabs my hand for comfort. She’s scared and
            it’s my fault. It’s my mistakes that allowed Bram to snatch power like this.
         

         
         There’s a shadowy interior balcony, adorned with dying cherry tree branches and beeswax candles, upon which a band plays a
            reel on a mix of human and faerie instruments. The thrum of a deep bass drum reaches right down to my marrow.
         

         
         There is no veil of propriety at these revels. No dance cards, no chaperones, no mamas trying to play the marriage market.
            There’s no need to sneak away to the darkest corners of gardens to kiss, not when it’s perfectly acceptable to push someone
            right up against the wall in front of everyone.
         

         
         “Don’t drink anything,” I warn the other girls.

         
         “Don’t worry about us.” Faith rolls her eyes. “We know by now.”

         
         The Others love a party theme and tonight’s is the Wild Hunt.

         
         The guests are dressed in a mix of classic English hunting dress, red coats and tweeds, and what must be traditional Otherworld
            clothing, finely wrought armor of gold and rich green tunics. Some are in costume as the animals themselves, a grotesque array
            of fox masks, boar tusks, and hellhounds.
         

         
         I wear a quiver of arrows on my back, strung across the front of my gown with a strap of emeralds on a thick gold chain.

         
         Marion nudges me in the side. “There she is.”

         
         Across the chaos of the ballroom, Aurelia Vallen stands against the wall, a golden goblet clutched to her chest. She looks
            down at the floor, but no one, save the five of us, pays her any attention.
         

         
         “We better go now, before Bram wakes up,” I say.

         
         Olive still blanches at the thought of espionage, but puts on a brave face.

         
         Aurelia Vallen is a little thing, unusually short for a faerie, with golden hair to her waist and overlarge sea-moss-green
            eyes. She’s dressed in the fashion of Bram’s court, with bell sleeves that trail to the floor, and an odd mishmash of human
            fashion: a partially visible hoopskirt, mismatched slippers, a red hunting jacket tied around her waist. To fit tonight’s
            theme, she’s got a pair of antlers on her head.
         

         
         “It’s so lovely to see you, Aurelia,” I greet her with a smile. This isn’t my party, but as queen, I’m always expected to act as something
            of a hostess.
         

         
         “Rhion’s invitation honors me, Your Majesty.” She bows her head but her voice is thin.

         
         I take the empty goblet from her hand and pass it to Marion who replaces it with a full one.

         
         “How is your husband, is he well?” I ask. Pax is one of Bram’s most trusted advisers. With blond hair and a sneering expression,
            he’s one of my least favorites.
         

         
         “He is well, Your Majesty,” she replies, keeping her eyes trained on the floor.

         
         I offer a warm smile. “Please, no need for all that formality. I hope you can think of us”—I pause and gesture to the other girls—“all of us, as friends.” 

         
         This gets a small smile out of her. “Thank you, Your Majesty.”

         
         Marion steps beside me and expertly shifts the conversation to a recent visit to the modiste. The other girls chime in with
            easy chatter about building out their winter wardrobes for the coming colder months. This far west of London, the mornings
            are already icy, with winds whipping in from the nearby sea, though it won’t be properly bitter for another month or two.
         

         
         Aurelia seems to relax with the girls’ talk of new gloves and fur-lined cloaks, and I relish it. This is all part of the plan.
            Tonight’s revel is only the latest step in a plot that we’ve been carrying out for months.
         

         
         It wasn’t easy to find the weakest link in Bram’s court. His advisers are unfailingly loyal to him, and their wives seem equally
            loyal to their husbands. I didn’t trust I could say anything without risking it getting back to Bram.
         

         
         But Aurelia was different. The first revel I attended I saw the other wives snickering at her from behind their insect-wing
            fans. Then one purposefully tripped over the tip of her pointed shoe and smeared cake all over Aurelia’s dress. It was meant
            to look like an accident, but I could tell it wasn’t.
         

         
         It was then that our plotting began. First, Faith and Marion called on her, offering tips on how to clean buttercream out
            of silk. Emmy took her riding. I sent over a new shawl, claiming it matched nothing in my wardrobe.
         

         
         Tonight is the culmination of all our work to get skittish Aurelia to lower her guard around us. We’re circling now. Ready
            to go in for the kill.
         

         
         I lean in and adjust Aurelia’s slightly askew diamond necklace casually. “I’ve been meaning to ask, how was your journey here?”

         
         “Oh, very pleasant, Your Majesty.” She takes a sip from her goblet. “They’ve magicked the houses along the Royal Crescent
            to be connected, so I didn’t even have to go outside.”
         

         
         “I didn’t mean your journey to the revel, dear.” I smile. “I meant your journey to England from the Otherworld.”

         
         She pauses, like a rabbit caught in a snare, and I’m terrified I’ve pushed her too far too soon, but then she takes a larger
            sip and lights up. “The journey to England was lovely! King Bram—”
         

         
         All of a sudden, two of Bram’s guards appear, pulling Aurelia off her feet.

         
         She screams in pure terror and kicks her mismatched shoes.

         
         “Put her down at once!” I command. “That’s an order from your queen.”

         
         But the guards don’t even look at me.

         
         Aurelia sobs as they drag her from the ballroom. “Don’t tell the king, please. I don’t want him to be angry with me. I’ll
            be good. I’ll be good. I’ll be good.”
         

         
         “Put her down,” I insist, but it’s like I’m invisible to them.

         
         Aurelia’s screams turn incoherent, no longer begging, but giving way to pure terror.

         
         The guards pay her no mind. They pull her away and the door to some other house or passageway slams shut. I rattle the handle,
            but it’s locked.
         

         
         I yank again and again until my eyes well with tears of frustration. Emmy lays a hand on my shoulder. “Ivy, stop. You’re making
            a scene.”
         

         
         I step away and wipe my eyes.

         
         I now know two things. One: I have failed in the only real plan I had to learn about the Otherworld, the first step to getting Emmett and Lydia back. Two: Bram and his guards are watching me more closely than I ever could have imagined. 

         
         At that moment the music stops. The party goes still.

         
         And Bram strides in.

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Chapter Two

         
         Bram catches my arm as he bisects the crowd and pulls me into his side tight enough to hurt.

         
         “I thought you were going to rest,” I say sweetly. In fact, I’d counted on it, specifically waited for a revel that Bram was
            too exhausted to attend, but it seems my planning has been in vain.
         

         
         Bram looks down at me, emotion flickering in his gray eyes. “I decided I’d rather be with you. If I didn’t know any better,
            I’d be wounded. It’s almost like you don’t want me here.” He keeps his face neutral, his voice soft, but I know Bram well
            enough by now to detect the simmering rage underneath. It’s in the bruising pressure against my ribs as he clutches me to
            his side. To anyone else in the crowd, it might look like we’re in love. Just as quickly, he lets me go.
         

         
         Bram ascends the dais in the front of the room and gestures for me to join him. There is no second throne; I am expected to
            sit on his lap or stand behind him.
         

         
         I long for the days when I could glance across a crowded ballroom, catch his eye, and he would smile at me reassuringly.

         
         I know now it was only an act, but he was so good at it, it might as well have been real. It was real to me.

         
         I step up to the dais and plant a kiss on his cheek, making sure his courtiers are watching. One of the strangest things about Bram is that his body is never warm like a human’s. His skin is always the same temperature as the air around it. When my lips brush him, it feels like I’m kissing something dead. 

         
         He doesn’t quite smile but his eyes soften as he looks at me. A lock of sun-kissed light brown hair falls across his forehead.

         
         “King Bram!” Some preternaturally beautiful woman with elaborately braided silver hair bounds up to him. “Dance with me!”

         
         “I’m with Ivy,” he says quietly.

         
         She laughs, so big I can see right down her throat. “We don’t know her! She doesn’t matter!”

         
         Bram steps down from the dais and kicks the woman’s feet out from under her, sending her falling to her knees on the marble
            floor. He grips a fistful of her hair and yanks her head back, until she’s staring up at me, gasping in pain.
         

         
         “She’s your queen,” he says coolly. “Apologize.”

         
         “I’m sorry,” she sputters.

         
         “Your Majesty,” Bram corrects her. “You’re sorry to Her Majesty.”
         

         
         “I’m sorry, Your Majesty,” she squeaks. Bram releases her hair almost dismissively.

         
         The woman glances at me disdainfully as she rises to her feet, but doesn’t risk saying anything else with Bram so near. She
            is quickly scooped up by the elbow and pulled into a chain of Others, dancing in circles.
         

         
         I look up at Bram and he plucks a streamer from where it must have been stuck in my crown.

         
         “You didn’t have to do that,” I say.

         
         “Of course I did.”

         
         I open my mouth. Close it again. I’m at a loss for how to respond.

         
         It would be easy to imagine he cares for me, in small moments like this. But then I catch a glimpse of the group of enchanted
            humans and their blood-soaked feet in the middle of the ballroom and know Bram is incapable of true care.
         

         
         What exists between us is something stranger and darker: not care, certainly not love.

         
         “You should really be more careful.” His face is unreadable in a way that turns my blood to ice.

         
         “I’m not sure what you mean.” Deny, deny, deny. That’s the only tool I have in my arsenal.

         
         “I have a gift for you. It should arrive tomorrow,” he says, still remote.

         
         And then he’s gone, off to merrymake with some other group of sneering advisers.

         
         Across the ballroom, Faith and Marion are doing their jobs flawlessly. They’re positioned next to the banquet table, locked
            in conversation with Rhion.
         

         
         Things with Aurelia may have gone sideways, but that doesn’t mean our work tonight is through.

         
         “Your Majesty.” Faith waves me over to join them. Rhion is difficult to pin down, but I’m hoping Bram seeing me in conversation
            with him will make him happy. If I’m lucky, perhaps Rhion will even tell Bram how devoted, how loyal I seem.
         

         
         Rhion tips his head in a bow as I approach.

         
         “No need for all that,” I say with a gentle laugh. “Not when we’re in your home.”

         
         The insides of my elbow-length gloves are sticky with sweat. Rhion always makes me nervous.

         
         It’s not just his beautiful face—closely cropped black hair, moonlight-pale skin, violently blue eyes—it’s the way he says everything like it’s a joke, like he finds the cruelty of Bram’s court hilarious. 

         
         I place my hand on the banquet table for balance but stick my palm directly in the center of a cracked pomegranate. Its jewel-like
            seeds squish under my weight, leaving my gloves looking bloodied.
         

         
         Fiona Devon and Althea Jones saunter up to us, and I can sense Marion’s annoyance. They both came out in society last year
            with us. Althea, who bargained with Queen Mor to become more beautiful, is back to the slightly mousy, familiar face of our
            youth. I heard a rumor that her new husband, Baron Rousting, was very disappointed when Queen Mor’s bargains were made null
            and void.
         

         
         “Ivy!” Althea greets me warmly. Then she blushes and corrects herself. “Your Majesty, I mean.”

         
         I still don’t know how to behave around people I’ve known my whole life. I want to scream at Althea and Fiona to take their
            shiny new husbands and run as far from this court as possible, but British aristocracy has followed Bram to Bath. It seemed
            the fashionable thing to do, I suppose, and the humans were unable to resist the siren song of more magic, more bargains,
            more inhumanly beautiful Others.
         

         
         “How have you been getting on?” she asks with two kisses on my cheeks.

         
         “Oh, you know. It’s always so taxing, setting up a new house,” I reply tightly. “My parents stayed in London, and of course
            Bram is busy, so I haven’t had much help.”
         

         
         “Where is Emmett these days?” Fiona asks lightly. The blood drains from my face. I can’t think of him, not here, not now.

         
         “He’s not at court,” I answer flatly. It’s the same answer Bram gives. He’s spread a rumor that Emmett has begged off, shirked
            his responsibilities as a prince, and is drinking his life away in a far-off, cozy country estate, seducing all the willing
            milkmaids he can find.
         

         
         Only I and my ladies-in-waiting know the truth, that he’s locked up somewhere for the crime of loving me. Or dead. But I can’t
            bear to consider that.
         

         
         “You’d think Britain’s most notorious rake wouldn’t miss the opportunity to seduce a whole new court of beautiful girls.”
            Fiona giggles.
         

         
         Althea frowns. “You know, he never tried with me. I’m a bit offended.”

         
         Fiona preens. “He kissed me once at Lord Gregory’s Yuletide choral performance. Fabulous kisser. What a mouth.”

         
         “What happened after?” Althea gasps.

         
         Fiona shrugs. “He got bored of me and moved on to Miss Tremaine. Then he got bored of her, and I think it was you next, Faith?”

         
         Faith raises her brows. “Something like that,” she answers tightly. The room shifts a little and I fear I’m going to be sick.

         
         Rhion grabs my hand, the one that’s sticky with pomegranate juice, and tugs. “Come with me to the fires!”

         
         “No, I’d rather stay.” I need Bram to see me performing my role as his devoted, dutiful wife after the disaster with Aurelia,
            but Rhion’s grip is strong and I don’t want to make a scene by resisting. Truthfully, I’m a little grateful for the chance
            to walk away from Fiona and Althea and their talk of Emmett.
         

         
         “Nonsense.” Rhion loops my arm in his and we exit the ballroom into the biting night air. The oval lawn in front of the Royal Crescent is transformed at night. It’s dotted by half a dozen roaring bonfires, with groups of fae and humans alike reveling among them. 

         
         Some courtiers dance in dizzy circles, while others lounge on an array of velvet cushions, attended to by their human companions.
            Perhaps companions is too generous a word. Pets may be more apt.
         

         
         All Emmett and I ever wanted to do was end Queen Mor’s cruel bargain system. We may have achieved our goal, but now, instead
            of one faerie making bargains to contend with, we have dozens. It’s like a hydra from the books my father used to read me.
            I chopped off one head, and one hundred others sprang up in its place.
         

         
         It’s constant now, the faeries playing tricks on the humans, luring them into bad bargains or impossible-to-win games. What’s
            worse is the humans were used to Mor’s code of conduct; she made her bargains with some sense of honor. These new faeries
            have none of that. The cruelty is the point for them.
         

         
         Rhion settles us down next to one bonfire where they’re in the midst of a drinking game. A tall blond faerie man is flipping
            a golden coin. Heads, he drinks; tails, the human next to him drinks. It lands on tails every time, and the human, in agreeing
            to play this enchanted game, is forced to bring his cup to his lips again and again. He’s in tears at the faerie’s feet, begging
            him to stop. His glassy eyes droop, nearly unconscious. He heaves and vomits all over his shirtfront.
         

         
         The gathered fae just laugh and laugh as the man pleads and sputters.

         
         I snatch the coin out of the fae’s hand and toss it into the bonfire.

         
         “Excuse me!” the blond faerie shouts in anger.

         
         “Excuse me, Your Majesty,” I correct him.
         

         
         He keeps yelling but I pay him no mind. I kneel down at the drunk man’s level and whisper, “Go home. Go as far from here as possible.” 

         
         With the last dregs of his strength, he pushes himself to his feet and wobbles away into the darkness.

         
         But he is just one man and this is just one horror. All around me, the torture continues. One bonfire over, a group of fae
            have begun a game that I think is supposed to be some kind of replica of the Wild Hunt, tonight’s party theme. I only know
            because they keep yelling “Hunt!” at the tops of their lungs. In a circle, around the bonfire, they chase a girl, who scrambles
            on her hands and knees, a deer mask pulled over her face.
         

         
         I march over, mustering all the authority I have, and shout, “Enough!” But it’s as if they don’t even see me; they just dodge
            me on their next lap around the fire.
         

         
         I bend and help the girl to her feet. She’s petite, her mud-stained dress in tatters. I suspect she’s a few years younger
            than me.
         

         
         “Go home,” I tell her like I told the other man. “Please, I beg of you.”

         
         Her mud-caked hands pull at the mask on her face; the overlarge eyeholes make it look something like a skull. Her own clear
            blue eyes are visible through it and she’s crying.
         

         
         “I can’t,” she wails as she pulls. The mask is enchanted, I realize. Some awful fae tricked her into this game with a bargain.
            “He told me I could join the court.” She hiccups. “I can’t even go home. My parents will know I’ve been here. Who will marry
            me now?”
         

         
         I turn to the group around the fire. “Undo it.”

         
         They don’t react.

         
         “I command you. Undo it!” I say louder.

         
         A large man, wearing a child’s christening dress as a scarf, belches, then looks up at me. “That was Westcott’s spell. He’s gone now. Sleeping or something. I don’t know.” Then he takes another sip from his goblet and returns to his conversation. 

         
         I’ve wondered, in the months since our wedding, why Bram keeps me around. Why bother with the trouble of making me queen when
            he has no intention of being loyal to me, or letting me participate in any official royal business.
         

         
         Now I suspect it’s because he knew I’d never get any respect from his courtiers. Even with my title and my status, I am utterly
            powerless. A joke, even.
         

         
         Perhaps I am nothing better than Bram’s pet, and he’s enjoying torturing me the same way the fae around these bonfires enjoy
            their games. He keeps me close because it’s fun to see me suffer.
         

         
         It’s either that or he feels some kind of affection for me, but that is even harder to wrap my head around.

         
         There’s a tug at my shoulder and I turn to see Rhion, his handsome face knit into an expression of confusion.

         
         My stomach sinks. Tonight, I was supposed to be perfect. Instead, I’ve made a scene, screamed at Bram’s court, and only further
            demonstrated my loyalty to our human subjects.
         

         
         “My lady, you seem unwell. Let me accompany you home.”

         
         “Oh,” I say weakly. “Yes. Thank you, Rhion.”

         
         I bend down to the girl in the mask and lower my voice to a whisper. “Come see me in the morning. We’ll find Westcott together
            and force him to break the bargain.”
         

         
         She sniffles and Rhion pulls me away.

         
         I cast one last look at the bonfire. The girl is back on her hands and knees as they chase her, the antlers of her mask silhouetted
            in the firelight. I don’t know how else to help her. I’ve never felt worse about myself than I do in this moment.
         

         
         Rhion leaves me at the steps of my home with kisses on both cheeks. Like Bram, his skin is the same temperature as the cool air around us. 

         
         “I’m sorry about tonight.” I put on my best act. “I was rather hoping we could become friends. After all, you and my husband
            are so close, and we are neighbors.”
         

         
         Rhion smiles, and it lights up his whole face. “I’d like that as well, Your Majesty. Come call on me in the morning. We can
            discuss our newfound friendship over breakfast.”
         

         
         Breakfast is early for a fae courtier; most don’t wake until late afternoon. He is unusual, indeed.

         
         “I’d be honored,” I reply with a fake smile.

         
         “There’s so much I’ve been meaning to discuss with you, so many human customs I’m desperate to know more about. For instance,
            is it usual for a lady-in-waiting to run errands in disguise?”
         

         
         “I’m sorry?” I ask, confused.

         
         “One of your ladies-in-waiting, the ginger girl. Wears a lot of green?”

         
         “Olive?” I confirm cautiously. I don’t know where this is going, but the curdling feeling in my gut says I won’t like it.

         
         “Why does she leave every morning around eleven wrapped in a drab cloak with a scarf around her face like some kind of beggar?
            Is that the fashion? Should I get one?”
         

         
         “You must be mistaken. At eleven Olive would be at home. We usually meet around luncheon at the Royal Crescent.”

         
         Rhion just shrugs. “Humans!” he says with delight. “I’ll never understand your customs. How thrilling to have so much to learn.”

         
         

         I walk into the dark of my house in a daze, through the echoing marble foyer and up the stairs. The maids haven’t left any of the lamps on for me, so I have nothing but moonlight and long shadows to guide my way. Rhion would have no reason to lie to me about Olive, but I’d be a fool to try to find any logic in the actions of Bram’s court. 

         
         I climb another set of stairs to the third floor, but when I open the door to my bedroom, I find a dim library, complete with
            spiral staircase.
         

         
         I sigh. The rooms are always changing. I don’t know if it’s on purpose or something went wrong with the spell used to connect
            the town houses in the Royal Crescent.
         

         
         I try another door and find a sitting room.

         
         Another and it’s a nursery. A slash of moonlight falls over an empty cradle, an old rocking horse.

         
         The third is a plain bedroom. Pushed up against one wall is a twin bed with a neatly pressed blanket. Next to it is a washbowl
            and pitcher in bone-white porcelain, set atop a simple table. It’s probably meant for a member of staff, but I’m too exhausted
            to keep looking, so I fall onto the rough blanket of the single bed.
         

         
         I’m nearly asleep when the sound of breathing startles me.

         
         “Who is there?” I call.

         
         No answer comes.

         
         Outside, a gust of wind ruffles the dry leaves clinging to autumn tree branches.

         
         There’s a thump under the bed.

         
         I lean down, heart in my throat, to find Pig, cowering. He looks as sorry as I feel, his tiny little body quaking with fear.
            He doesn’t like this new, strange house, doesn’t like the fae either. He barks every time one of them walks past my door.
         

         
         He must have gotten lost when the rooms shifted and couldn’t find his way back to my chambers either.

         
         “Come here,” I say softly. He burrows under the blankets and curls up against my side. I stroke his furry little head and let the tears flow down my cheeks. 

         
         I can’t shake the feeling that Emmett would know what to do if he were here.

         
         I miss him like a physical wound.

         
         If Emmett and Lydia are in the Otherworld, as I suspect, I fear I may be running out of time.

         
         Are their lives racing ahead like sand through a sieve while I plot and plan too slowly here? What good will rescue be if
            my sister is an old woman once I finally achieve it? Has Emmett spent years without me? Am I only a distant memory of some
            ill-fated young love? I can’t think too hard about it or I’ll lose hope, and hope is all I have.
         

         
         I clutch Pig to my chest, and together, we face another lonely night.

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Chapter Three

         
         The door slams against the frame and a shriek pierces the air.

         
         Pig bounds off my lap as I bolt up and scream myself. It seems the correct thing to do.

         
         There’s a maid at the threshold holding her hand over her mouth. “Oh, I’m sorry, Your Majesty. I didn’t know who was in my
            bed.”
         

         
         I rise sheepishly, still in my rumpled ball gown, my tiara on the pillow beside me.

         
         “I’ll give you your room back,” I apologize. “I just got lost.”

         
         The maid delivers me like a child to Lottie, who is already with my ladies-in-waiting. Together, they rearrange me into something
            resembling a presentable queen. I can’t stop glancing at Olive as Lottie winds my blond hair into a coronet of braids.
         

         
         Olive notices me staring and pulls a funny face.

         
         I hate Rhion for making me doubt her for one moment. I don’t want to live in a world where there’s one less person I can trust
            when the number is already so few.
         

         
         The morning sun streams like water through the central staircase as I descend. I have no desire to spend my morning with Rhion, but I am a little relieved at the second chance to make a good impression after last night’s disaster. 

         
         I pull my white ermine cape tight around my shoulders and step out into the brisk October morning.

         
         The Royal Crescent is in complete shambles after last night’s revel. The frost-covered lawn is covered in a rainbow of confetti,
            the burned-out skeletons of bonfires, and even a few fae, still sleeping off their hangovers.
         

         
         At the bottom of our steps, I trip over something, barely catching myself before I topple over completely.

         
         It’s someone covered up by a maroon cloak. I nudge them with the toe of my boot, hoping to wake the drunkard and send them
            on their way.
         

         
         They don’t stir, so I nudge again, a little harder this time.

         
         The person rolls onto their back with a flop and I stumble, gasping with my hand over my mouth. It’s not a person, at least
            not anymore.
         

         
         The lifeless eyes of the girl in the deer mask from last night stare up at me, ghost pale and unseeing. The deer mask lies
            next to her head, dirty and askew.
         

         
         The footman must hear me scream, because he comes running out the door after me. “Your Majesty?” he asks. It’s unsettling
            to hear his voice. Bram’s cadre of servants so rarely speak.
         

         
         “She’s—” The words get stuck in my throat like day-old bread.

         
         I don’t need to finish my sentence. He sees it as clearly as I do.

         
         He pushes past me, takes off his coat, and drapes it over her body. Her begging from last night rings in my ears, sharp like noon church bells. She asked me to help her and I did nothing. She looks even younger without the mask, no older than seventeen. I’m going to be sick. I kneel at her side, my tears landing in fat splotches all over her ruined cloak. 

         
         “I’m sorry,” I whisper, even knowing she can’t hear me. “I’m so sorry.”

         
         I never even asked her name.

         
         Another footman appears, and with one carrying her arms, and another carrying her legs, they haul her away.

         
         I’m left standing alone in tears on the sidewalk.

         
         “Greetings!” comes a cheery voice behind me.

         
         I turn to see Rhion poking his head out of his front door. “I thought you’d forgotten about me.”

         
         I wipe my eyes, but it’s still clear I was crying.

         
         “Oh no.” Rhion’s face falls as he sees me. “You’re crying. Wait—let me guess why.”

         
         “Um,” I hesitate.

         
         “Burnt toast, bad dream, money trouble, unrequited love, homesickness—” He lists them out on his fingers.

         
         “None of those,” I reply. “But I’ll take some unburnt toast if you have it.” I have no desire to speak of the girl in the
            deer mask to Rhion. Either he’d understand my sadness and report my dissatisfaction with their courtly games to Bram, or he
            wouldn’t understand and I’d be left trying to explain to an immortal why human life is precious. I’ve had four months to become
            an expert in hiding my emotions.
         

         
         I get a better look at Rhion. He’s dressed even more unusually today. He’s wearing riding breeches, a woman’s corset, a pale
            blue silk evening coat, and about a dozen diamond necklaces.
         

         
         I’m struck, as I often am in the presence of the fae, by how young he looks. Rhion doesn’t seem any older than eighteen or nineteen with his wild mop of dark hair and the faint smattering of freckles across his perfect nose. In truth, he must be nearly a century, if he’s Bram’s oldest friend. 

         
         In his receiving room, an elaborate breakfast has been laid out across side tables, coffee tables, tufted stools, and even
            the grand piano.
         

         
         “I didn’t realize we’d have company,” I say, more out of surprise than anything. There are at least ten humans in this room,
            Rhion’s pets, all dressed as oddly as he is. They’re young, a little hollow-eyed, clearly hungover after last night. One man
            is still fast asleep, snoring softly on a chaise by the fire.
         

         
         “Oh, there’s always a rotation,” Rhion says dismissively. A pretty brunette approaches him and he plants a kiss on her cheek
            affectionately.
         

         
         “Your wife?” I ask as I take one of the few available seats.

         
         He laughs. “Oh no. We met last night, I think.” He cups his hands around his mouth and shouts, “What’s your name, beautiful?”

         
         “Libby!” she hollers, and goes back to sipping a bottle of champagne she’s just pulled from between the floral couch cushions.

         
         Rhion turns back to me. “I’m unattached. I don’t share Bram’s respect for the institution of marriage.”

         
         “Does he respect it?” It’s too bold a question but I can’t help myself.

         
         Rhion takes a bite of croissant and shrugs. “You should hear how he speaks about you when you’re not around.”

         
         I don’t know what to make of that. I don’t like the idea that Bram speaks about me much at all.

         
         “And what of my sister?”

         
         A curious expression flickers over Rhion’s face. If I had to put a name to it, I’d call it pain. “Oh, Lydia” is all he says.
         

         
         “You know her?” I gasp. “Is she in the Otherworld now? Is she all right?”

         
         Rhion frowns. “I’d rather talk about you, Your Majesty.” He plops down on a worn armchair by the fire, and, like flowers toward
            the sun, all the humans in the room shift toward him. Two spectacularly pretty girls position themselves at his feet and curl
            up like elegant cats.
         

         
         “I’m grateful for your time. You’ve spent so much time learning our customs”—I gesture to his outfit, halfway sarcastically—“yet
            I still know so little of the Otherworld. Please.” I can’t stop myself from begging. My heart is racing at the mention of
            Lydia’s name.
         

         
         I look to the doorway and spot one of my footmen standing like a tin soldier. He must have finished disposing of the deer
            mask girl’s body. I wonder what they did with it. Every time I blink, I see her eyes staring up at me from the sidewalk.
         

         
         I turn back to Rhion. With the footman watching me, I’ll have to be careful. I can’t ask about how to get to the Otherworld
            directly like I did yesterday. But maybe if I’m lucky, if I make Rhion like me, he’ll let his guard down eventually. I don’t
            doubt his loyalty to Bram, but he does seem to be careless.
         

         
         “Did you ask your friend about her errands?” He completely ignores my previous remark and my hope deflates.

         
         “There’s no need, I trust her.”

         
         Rhion glances at one of his pets knowingly. “Tell me, Benedict, did I imagine it?”

         
         Benedict, who is in an undershirt and a tricorne hat, strokes Rhion’s shoulder affectionately. “No, my lord.”

         
         Rhion turns to me, as if to say Ha!

         
         The freckle-faced girl at his feet passes him the bottle of champagne and he takes a swig. “What has a neck but no head?”

         
         “Excuse me?”

         
         “A bottle!” He laughs and offers it to me.

         
         “I don’t make a habit of drinking before ten a.m.” I don’t make a habit of drinking ever, particularly around the Others, but that seems rude to say.
         

         
         “How have you found England? Is it much different than home?” I make a second attempt at conversation.

         
         “Damper here. I don’t know how you stand it. But I recently learned about the umbrella. A fascinating contraption. We’d never have the patience to devise such a thing back home. We’d simply magick the cloud to
            stop raining. It’s why I love you.” I’m not quite sure who he’s speaking to when he says you, but he reaches down and pats the brunette’s head.
         

         
         “If you dislike the damp so much, why stay through the winter? It’s only going to get worse. You could return to the Otherworld.
            Bram and I could go with you. I could see my sister.”
         

         
         He gestures to the people around the room. I swear, five more have entered since we began talking. I don’t know where they’re
            coming from. “How could I leave now?”
         

         
         “Are any more lords soon to arrive?” From what I have gathered, the Otherworld court doesn’t bother with the array of titles we have here. There are no viscounts or dukes or baronets. There is simply King Bram and the lords and ladies under him. The first night the portal was open—our wedding night—Bram brought over the twelve most important lords, the men who make up his council, and their wives. In the months since, he’s transported more aristocracy and members of his guard. Every few weeks he goes missing for a day or two, and suddenly revels look a lot more crowded. But any time I’ve tried to engage anyone in conversation about how traveling to the Otherworld works, I’ve been met with a stone wall. 

         
         Thoughts of the Otherworld consume me. If I can just figure out how it all works, I could go there, get Emmett and Lydia back,
            and then, maybe, find a way to shove Bram and his awful companions back through the door and bolt it behind them.
         

         
         The one person who has ever spoken with me about the door to the Otherworld was Bram’s mother, Queen Mor. The last time I
            saw her was on my wedding night, when her son had her imprisoned in the Tower of London. I went back to visit her again a
            few weeks later.
         

         
         It was an ordeal, sneaking out of Kensington Palace through the tunnel system Emmett once taught me, crossing town in disguise,
            bribing a yeoman guard to let me inside the ancient prison on the bank of the Thames.
         

         
         But up in the tower that once held her, I found only an empty cell, its gate squeaking as it swung open in the darkness.

         
         It’s another thing I’m too afraid to ask anyone about. If Bram knew I knew his mother was no longer at the Tower, he would
            also know I snuck out to conspire against him.
         

         
         Again, Rhion makes no effort to address my question. “We’re taking the waters today. Will you join us?”

         
         “Oh.” I’m startled by his request. Bram’s court has been particularly taken with the old Roman baths since our arrival. They
            sit in the natural hot springs and breathe in the mineralized air. The humans say the waters are good for your health, that
            they can cure all sorts of ailments. But what good does that do an immortal?
         

         
         “Don’t you . . .” I hesitate. “You live forever, so I’m afraid I don’t understand the point.”

         
         Rhion cocks his head, confused at my reply. “But it’s fun.”

         
         He sounds so much like Bram I recoil unconsciously.

         
         My efforts at reconnaissance are going nowhere. I can no longer stand to be in Rhion’s strange house, surrounded by his awful,
            glassy-eyed human pets.
         

         
         I need to go home and find a private space to cry about the deer mask girl. It was a mistake to come here so soon after finding
            her body. I can’t hold it together much longer.
         

         
         “I do apologize. I hate to take my leave early, but I’ve only just remembered I have another appointment.” I gather my skirts
            around me and start for the door.
         

         
         Rhion stands, and a surprisingly genuine look of concern crosses his eerily beautiful face. “Will you come again?”

         
         I pull my mouth into a smile with effort. “Of course, we’re friends now, are we not?”

         
         Rhion looks unsure. “Take the waters with us,” he says urgently.

         
         “Another day.”

         
         “Bring your ladies-in-waiting.”

         
         I’m nearly to the door when I stop and turn around, I can’t help it. The diamonds around his neck sparkle in the watery morning
            light.
         

         
         “You know Lydia?” I ask once more. My veins buzz with the confirmation that she must be in the Otherworld, that I’ve been
            right all along.
         

         
         Rhion turns his gaze to the floor. “Can one ever really know Lydia Benton?”

         
         It’s a good question. One that’s haunted me.

         
         Rhion glances around like he’s nervous we’re being listened to. It sets me on edge.

         
         He takes two quick steps toward me and shocks me by wrapping me in a tight embrace. “What can you shatter with just one word?” he whispers, lips nearly brushing the shell of my ear. 

         
         I pull myself from his grip. And then, as if nothing odd has happened, he snaps back to his cheery self and waves me out the
            door.
         

         
         I take one last look back at him and realize, strangely, he didn’t seem drunk at all.

         
         

         I wish I could spend the rest of the day in my room, wallowing with Pig, writing letters to Emmett and Lydia, then feeding
            them to the fire, but a queen’s work is never done.
         

         
         It’s been only four months since I was elevated far above my station, and given Bram’s distinct lack of interest in running
            this country, it’s all fallen to me. I may be powerless among Bram’s faerie court, but in human matters, I’m the only one
            keeping things afloat.
         

         
         I love Emmett and Lydia too much to let them come home to a country in ruins. So, by the bloody tips of my fingers, I am doing
            my best to hold it together.
         

         
         First on the agenda is a charity tea with the other wives and high society girls at the Pump Room.

         
         I’m taken down the hill in a sedan chair, essentially a chaise held up by two long sticks, with four footmen, one on each
            corner, to carry me. The ride is unsteady, and I’d really rather walk by myself, but I have to create some illusion of propriety.
         

         
         All along the route people wave handkerchiefs and take off their hats in respect. I even hear a few echoes of “God save the queen!” Months ago, the first few times it happened, I was offended, automatically thinking of Mor, before I realized they meant me. I still have to bite my bottom lip to keep from laughing out loud. 

         
         The Pump Room is the most fashionable parlor in all of Bath, the place to see and be seen for all the ladies of the ton. Strangely,
            it’s stayed mostly human. While other court activities have become a mishmash of human and fae traditions, our unwelcome guests
            have shown very little interest in joining us for afternoon tea in town. They’re almost always sleeping until early evening
            after partying until dawn.
         

         
         A hush falls over the crowd as I enter, and everyone dips into a hurried curtsy. In the corner, I spot Faith, Marion, Olive,
            and Emmy, but it would be impolite to head straight for them like I want to.
         

         
         I circle the room, greeting dozens of duchesses, baronesses, and marchionesses. Gleaming tiaras of diamonds sit in their sugar-spun
            white hair, glinting in the afternoon sunlight streaming in from the arched second-story windows.
         

         
         A grand crystal chandelier hangs above the assortment of round tea tables, and in the corner a stone Romanesque fountain bubbles
            with water pumped directly from the hot springs below us.
         

         
         Somewhere in the second-story balcony, someone gently plays a harp.

         
         I listen to the duchesses’ and the baronesses’ and the marchionesses’ tales of woe. For hours, I circle the room, lay a comforting
            hand on their shoulders, and watch as they cry.
         

         
         Some long for trivial things, like the return of their old nose, the one they got from Queen Mor that disappeared when her bargains were broken. But some tell me much worse stories. Lady Bexley weeps for her husband, Lord Bexley—owner of the most elegant gambling club in London. A group of faeries killed him two months ago over a game of poker gone wrong. They’d been enchanting the cards, and he tried to throw them out. He paid for it with his life. 

         
         Duchess Alton’s daughter has disappeared, vanished in the night a few weeks ago, only days after complaining she kept hearing
            strange music in the garden.
         

         
         Baroness Trilby’s tenant farmers have abandoned their land after a
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