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Trigger Warning

			In this final book of The Witch’s Foundling series things have taken a dark turn. The stakes have risen and so, correspondingly has the danger. The characters face violence, ptsd, despair, deception, transphobia, anxiety and even death. If you feel this might be triggering for you, pleased be advised.

			



	

Prologue

			Gasping, he awoke. The damn dream again. No, it’s more of a nightmare. Shaking his head, he brought his hand to his face, seeking to suppress the feeling of wrongness that the dream had always left in its wake, along with the sensation that he was missing something. He clenched his jaw. It all started after the battle at the castle. His memories were so fragmented. He remembered his name, the tragic destruction of his family, parts of the battle and … strange, blurred images immediately subsumed beyond a bizarre grey fog. Every time he pressed against the haze in his mind, lightning flashed like searing spears around him, flickering in a taunting dance, daring him to go further. Why did he want to? Why did it tempt him so?

			In the morning, the special train of the Society of Seekers would take them to London to make their reports about the battle at Castle Orra. Although, how much could he report about a fight he barely remembered? He knew he had been gravely injured, but only because he was informed so by the doctors. A return to consciousness had presented him perfectly sound and healthy, with a pretty young woman gazing desperately into his eyes. Yes, things had felt different after the “healing” that she had performed. She had been so weak afterwards she hadn’t even been able to answer his questions before fainting. Curious indeed. That power of hers; so strange and unknowable. Perhaps the issue wasn’t him at all. Perhaps the problem was her?



	

Chapter One

			Stretching, twisting, reaching. Frustration burned, stoking my temper. I pressed my spirit forward through grey, hazy jelly. The only sensation to reward my efforts, a streak of muted colour or a scene blurred and pallid, impressed upon my mind, dull and drained of any depth. My vaunted stubbornness was not enough to prevail against the enchantment resisting me, refusing me entrance to the sacred space each Nephilim Host possessed, a place to commune with their ancient Spirit Guide. The dreamscape I had previously been privileged to visit was denied me by the curse of an interfering djinn.

			During my imprisonment by the Sons of Enoch, I had formed a tremulous alliance with Raj Hassan. As much as I could, considering his enslavement to the will of the fanatical and scheming Dr. Nautilus. We had each used the other for our own ends. He had claimed a desire for freedom, but the actual, brutal breaking of his chains had psychically wounded him so profoundly he was almost torn apart. He was desperate for someone to help him choose a path.

			“Freedom? Freedom is pain and suffering. Freedom is being pulled in a thousand different directions all at once. How does one choose which path is best?”

			I suppose I should have been thankful he chose me instead of a Blood Walker or, heaven forbid, Lilith herself.

			“If you accept my test, I shall heal your man of all his wounds.”

			“What are the parameters of this “test”?”

			“You will know once it begins. Do you accept?”

			All magic comes not only with a price, but a cost.

			The challenges of such a task were beyond my scope. Ultimately, the only safe option was for Raj Hassan to take up the cause of righteousness for himself. Any other approach would be false, another form of the servitude he proclaimed to disdain and just as likely to cause him to rebel against a choice imposed upon him. In his divided state, he scorned my talk of trust, mocked my connection to Ernest, refused to accept human love as anything but weak and ephemeral. I hadn’t the strength to debate him. Recovering after an interminable time of imprisonment by the Sons of Enoch and from the wounds and anguish I had suffered in battle with the Blood Walkers at Castle Orra, I struggled to heal Ernest of his terrifying injuries while drained and weak. Who was I to provide answers for a confused and distraught djinn when I could not save the person I loved?

			Dangling the lure of healing Ernest, Raj had demanded a test; proof the light was worth trusting and worth choosing. If love the way I shared with Ernest was so strong, would it not withstand a change, a twist in our circumstances? I was desperate and terrified. Ignoring Samdriel’s warning, I accepted the djinn’s offer without fully understanding what he was proposing and what his curse would entail.

			The cost was bitterly apparent to me now. Tossing out some choice curses of my own, I relented in my latest attempt to communicate with Ernest and Zhamuel through our dreamscapes. Again. The truth of my predicament was only made sharper by the mortification following Ernest’s question after Raj healed him.

			“Would you do me the honour of telling me who you are?”

			Ernest, his amber eyes clouded with confusion, his face blank of the myriad, mystic scars that were the physical sign of his power, looked at me as though I was a stranger. Appallingly, his expression of ignorance was reflected in the faces of everyone around us. I alone remembered our relationship. The curse of Raj Hassan overcame me and my world. The first inkling of the extent of the djinn’s test sent an icy tidal wave of shock through my exhausted body.

			I fainted.

			Swooned in the most fashionable and banal manner accepted for young ladies, utterly humiliating and at the most inopportune time. With Samdriel’s help, I recovered swiftly afterwards, but even his power could not enable me to speak of my plight to anyone; not to Caroline, my angelic friend, not to Mama Grace, the witch who had fostered me, and most certainly not to Ernest, the man I loved and father to our unborn child.

			An abrupt shaking startled me into wakefulness.

			In the week following our battle with Blood Walkers at Castle Orra and the overthrow of the Sons of Enoch, the Society of Seekers had conscripted me to their service. It was a career I had once imagined with a more naïve and optimistic tint than at present. However, as I recovered from the battle, Samdriel and I occupied much of our time attempting to reach out to Ernest and Zhamuel in a manner intended to circumvent the parameters of the curse.

			Healed of his own injuries, Ernest had joined his fellows in securing the castle and making preparations to return to London with no further conversation with me, even about his healing. I was left torn. My friend Caroline declared herself almost entirely recovered; Samdriel noted her often distracted manner and lack of resistance to the Society’s directives. It was so unlike her; anxiety on her behalf pestered me with the constancy of a wasp. ‘Waspish’ was an apt description for Mama Grace. Despite her claim to health similar to Caroline’s, she was not in the least reticent in expressing her displeasure over mine and my mother, Lady Veronica Bellingham, “fussing over her like she was a baby rabbit.”

			Shaking my head, I dispelled the remnants of the failed attempt to enter Ernest’s and Zhamuel’s dreamscape and sat up in my bunk. The movement prompted a wince as a brief, sharp pain shot through my left arm. During the battle, Lilith had given me a superficial wound with a Dagger of Sundering and not all of Samdriel’s or Raj’s ministrations could remove the thin white scar that remained along the back of my arm. Below me, Mama Grace sighed and shifted. Across from her, Caroline offered up a soft breath and snore. It was yet early in the evening, and I hadn’t intended to sleep, but the opportunity to try once more to reach Ernest’s and Zhamuel’s dreamscape had been too tempting.

			“Has anything changed from before, Sally?” Samdriel’s voice inquired in my mind. Quietly lowering myself from my bunk to the floor, I grit my teeth.

			“No,” I responded in kind, “Whatever Raj did to sever our connection remains intact. Have you not made any progress communicating through the Between Place?”

			“Zhamuel does not answer. I have never encountered such an enchantment. For Ernest to have no memory of their merging, or of you – the breadth of the spell is astounding. Breaking the curse will be more difficult than I first anticipated.”

			“Unless Ernest falls in love with me again despite the change in our circumstances. If Raj thinks I shall rest quietly and let his manipulative test continue, he will face a fierce test of his own! And then, he will be forced to admit to the strength of our connection, and follow our example. Or, at least, be open to choosing the light.” The bravado of my statement was belied by my voice descending into a tone, cynical and self-deprecating; the weakness deepened my frustration. I brushed out the wrinkles in my skirt with more force than necessary.

			“Entirely possible,” Samdriel consoled. I grumbled unintelligibly in response. “Perhaps you should get something to eat. Your forays to Ernest’s dreamscape are a drain of energy.”

			Any protest I might have offered, was dismissed by a loud rumble from my stomach.

			I paused to check once more on Mama Grace and Caroline. Both continued to sleep. All my worries rooted me to the spot, regardless of the train’s movement. Caroline’s mortal beauty was restored, yet her celestial powers remained chaotic. However, Mama Grace drew the greatest degree of my concern.

			“She is not young anymore, Samdriel,” I continued quietly, “You can see how slow she recovers, can’t you?”

			“Indeed, but she is a robust and hearty woman,” he answered confidently, “She has received marvelous care from your father and the other physicians. Rest is what she needs most at this time. As you should also rest. After you get something to eat.”

			Sighing, I slipped silently out of our private compartment.

			I stopped by my parents’ cabin next door, and informed them I was heading to the dining car. I fought to contain my smile when I saw the rumpled state of my mother’s hair and my father desperately trying to button up his shirt. “I’ll- uh – join you, if you can wait a few moments, dearest,” she stated as she tried to restore her wayward tresses to their proper places.

			“That won’t be necessary,” I responded, “If you could just check on Mama Grace and Caroline for me in a little while that would be enough.”

			“If you are certain, Salome.”

			“Quite so.” I leaned forward to whisper in her ear. “Enjoy your evening.”

			She smiled and almost managed to suppress a giggle. My smile faded when her door clicked closed and I heard her say: “Now, Adam, you were about to instruct me in certain astounding facts about anatomy, if I recall.”

			“The term I used was “erogenous zones”,” he answered with corresponding laughter in his voice.

			I immediately ceased my eavesdropping at that point. After twenty years apart, my parents finally allowed themselves to rekindle a passion they had long forsaken. It was the brightest light in my depressing situation.

			“Your commission may be for the best in the end, Sally,” Samdriel murmured in my mind, “It does provide you with an excuse to stay close to Ernest.”

			“I know,” I replied softly to my dear Nephilim, “Though I am not exactly close to him these days, am I?” Wobbling through the narrow hall, I entered the dining car to be assailed by raucous cheer.

			Crowded into the car were several agents, soldiers in a certain sense, of the Society of Seekers celebrating their recent victory. At the far end, an upright piano was vigorously played as Roberta indulged in an impromptu performance, encouraging the group of men and women to sing along. Her infectious energy aided her in drawing forth avid voices to join her. Even the one whose face I most longed to see and stood a head taller than the rest sang with the booming chorus. Never had I witnessed Ernest so free, his smile so open, relaxed and companionable. So … at home.

			“He was most at home in your arms, Sally,” Samdriel soothed as I stood in the doorway, unsure if to proceed. My throat closed as I watched him and my hands clutched together fiercely in front of me.

			Andrew abruptly appeared at my elbow, a shy smile on his face and his rumpled blonde hair falling into his eyes. “It is good to see you have emerged from your quarters, Salome,” he commented as he gestured me to a small table in the corner. Only my enhanced hearing allowed me to understand his words over the noise as I followed his guidance.

			“I was hoping to have a bite to eat,” I answered as I sat down. Andrew had to lower his head to hear me, and I caught a whiff of brandy and Roberta’s favourite perfume. He straightened and rubbed his stubbled chin.

			“This crowd may have presently drained the kitchen but I shall see if anything might be put together for you.” He swayed a bit as he stood, though I could not tell if it was from the movement of the train or the empty brandy glass he held in his hand.

			“Thank you, Andrew,” I replied, “A bit of soup and bread and some tea would suit me, if you could.”

			“I shall return shortly,” he rejoined with a nod and tottered over to a bar manned by a man wearing a white jacket.

			“At least Andrew seems to be enjoying himself,” I commented to Samdriel, “I haven’t been able to talk to Roberta about how things are going between the two of them. They seem to be getting along.”

			“It might be that he is happy that Roberta appears to have accepted her transformation. It was a traumatic experience for her, forced as it was by Dr. Nautilus.”

			Looking at Roberta in a burgundy gown with black lace, I could only agree. She had removed the black lace yoke set in the neckline to display a healthy décolletage and the lovely smooth column of her throat, lacking any Adam’s apple to indicate her previous bodily sex. She laughed, raised a glass, met by all who surrounded her, and began another song, fluttering her eyelashes at one of her male companions. The man smiled and edged closer to her. Her smile widened, and I recognized the warmth she was feeling.

			“Andrew should be careful if he does not wish for his place to be usurped,” Samdriel chuckled.

			My eyes again flickered to Ernest, joking with a female agent, and I was swept by a feeling of jealousy, sharp and galling. I could not recall him ever being so mannerly towards me.

			“Where is Andrew with that soup?” I muttered, tearing my gaze away, to see if I could spot the errant sorcerer. A huge bulk dropping itself into the chair opposite snapped my attention sharply back.

			“Agent Neilson, it is good to see you so recovered,” I responded with a smile. As the agent assigned to my father, he was obviously at loose ends with his charge being satisfyingly occupied for the time being.

			“I w-won’t take much of yer – your time, Miss Founder -er- Blackwell -uh,” the large man sputtered. A rosy tint painted his cheek and nose.

			“Either will do, Agent Neilson,” I supplied.

			“Hum, well, I just wanted to thank you for all you done – did helping us escape and fighting the Blood Walkers, miss. Your father’s a fine chap - despite being a werewolf and all, but he is right proud of you and your mum – mother – her ladyship.”

			“Thank you, Agent Neilson,” I answered, suppressing a chuckle. Samdriel did nothing to restrain his amusement. Seeing the usually silent, looming man smiling with an inebriated glow was rather entertaining. After what he and the others had endured at the hands of the Sons of Enoch, he deserved some enjoyment. He rose unsteadily from his seat.

			“Th-that’s all I had to say, Miss Foun- Miss Blackwell,” he continued, “Now, I must find the – uh - the – uh well, I’ll be going now.” He tried to tip a non-existent hat to bid me farewell, corrected himself and toddled away. Young Jacob Smythe grabbed hold of his arm and guided him towards the facilities the senior agent sought. I bowed my head and laughed into my hand; it was a relief.

			My ease evaporated when I raised my eyes to connect directly with Ernest’s gaze as he took the seat so recently vacated by Agent Neilson.

			“I hope I may presume to take a seat, Miss Founder,” he stated with a confident smile. Despite, I suspected, his having imbibed as much as Agent Neilson, Ernest displayed none of the other man’s signs of inebriation, only an indulgent humour as he leaned back in the chair.

			“It … is good to see you so … healthy, Ern – Agent Faraday,” I mumbled in return with an embarrassing wobble to my voice.

			“Thanks to you, I must admit,” he remarked after downing a deep draught of beer from his pint glass. “Words cannot express the depth of my gratitude for the opportunity to rejoin the cause of my fellows.”

			“What do you remember of your time at Castle Orra?” I asked. A shiver of hope rippled through my body. “What do you remember of the final battle?”

			“Not much, to be honest. Though the doctors have told me that it is not uncommon and is no cause for concern. In all the hubbub since that time, I wasn’t able to appropriately thank you for healing me - well, considering how you fainted afterwards. I hope you are just as recovered as I am.”

			He leaned forward as he spoke and gazing into his eyes, I searched desperately for a flicker of a sign his words were only an act, a ploy to fool a potentially harmful djinn his curse had worked, even as we knew differently. Yet, no sparkle of recognition betrayed any such longed-for connection, only bland civility and gentlemanly behaviour. Something he had previously scorned. Involuntarily, my hands curled into fists where they sat on my lap.

			“I am doing…well,” I responded. Samdriel pushed me to continue. “I appreciate your gratitude. Perhaps we could discuss things at another -.”

			My words were cut short as a pair of female agents entered the car and Ernest’s gaze immediately followed their sashaying forms as they joined the celebrants at the far end of the dining car. Before I could stammer anything further, Ernest rose from the table.

			“Well, I will bid you good evening, Miss Founder,” he commented with a smile. “I wish you as speedy a recovery as mine.” He turned and rejoined the group of agents, taking particular care to situate himself next to the two new arrivals. My outrage and anguish trapped me in my seat. Just as I decided to storm out, Andrew arrived with my requested dinner. For the sake of my child, I forcibly swallowed the soup and tea with a buttered scone, while Andrew ignored me to moon over Roberta amongst her new bevy of admirers. At least she spared him a wink of recognition as she took up another song request.

			***

			I only stayed for as long as it took to finish my modest supper. Bidding goodnight to Andrew as he half-drowsed in his seat, I slunk away without another word to anyone. Unshed tears of frustration burned at the corners of my eyes as I shook with the movement of the train on the way to my compartment. Awkward little fool that I was, I had not been able to think of any words to make Ernest stay. If only I could talk with him, as I had before when he -. I stopped short and took a shuddering breath, acknowledging what I had denied.

			“Sally, do not give up hope,” Samdriel soothed, “He will find his way back to you. I know it.”

			“Will he, Samdriel?” I whispered, “I just wished I could have talked to him as I had when we first met, when he needed me. He doesn’t need me anymore. For all I know, how he is now, is how he would have been had he never bonded with Zhamuel. Such a person wouldn’t have spared a country mouse like myself anything beyond gentlemanly courtesy. If that.”

			“As I recall, Ernest never liked being referred to as a gentleman. Rather he was your Black Knight. Yet, you are no helpless lady locked in a tower, even when you were so trapped. You must fight for what you want, Sally, and claim it because you deserve it.”

			I sighed and leaned against the frame of a window looking out into the darkness beyond. It was a bitter truth I was forced accept that in the face of the looming conflict, the wants and dreams of a single person were ultimately irrelevant. Though we had yet to confront all-out war, battle after battle had striven to educate me in the veracity of that harsh realism. My desire for a place to belong, a family and a purpose beyond the benign or malevolent expectations of others, was in the end a speck before the approaching confrontation. The Society of Seekers possessed three of the four pieces of the mystical Seal of Solomon, but the Blood Walkers still held one of their own. What they might be scheming to do with it, we could only speculate, in manners ensured to make our hearts run cold.

			The train had long ago left the highlands of Scotland for the lowlands, and we were set to enter England in an hour. The rush to reach London would follow. As a newly-minted agent of the Society, I would be debriefed on everything that had happened with the Sons of Enoch and my experience of the battle.

			From what I had overheard from others, no one remembered Raj Hassan. No tales of the giant djinn flailing about the battlefield, blinded by the traumatic loss of his enchanted home that served as his anchor in the mortal world. The parameters of the curse prevented me from even alluding to him. What could I teach him about free choice, when I was so unforgivably caught in his snare? I pounded my fist against the glass.

			“Salome, is something wrong?”

			I turned to see Roberta standing in the hallway from the direction of the dining car; the noise from which could still be heard filtering past her. I straightened and smoothed down the front of my dress to hide my shaking hands.

			“Nothing to concern yourself with, Roberta,” I lied, “I am simply a trifle weary.”

			She approached me with a raised, disbelieving eyebrow, and her hands resting on her hips. With a perceptive gaze, she waved a finger at me. “It’s more than fatigue,” she countered, “I saw you talking with Agent Faraday. When Agent Neilson sat down, you handled him with the most indulgent humour, but when Agent Faraday joined you, you became as pale as cream. Not entirely unbecoming, mind you, but not like you at all.”

			A slim hope Roberta might somehow remember my connection to Ernest swelled within me. “Roberta, I-,” I began. Further words stuck in my throat; trapped within the bounds of Raj’s curse.

			“He did not say anything to upset you, did he? I swear that man is an outrageous flirt and rake if ever there was one. I know those types, my dear.”

			“T-types”?”

			“Oh, you know, the types that chase any pretty butterfly that flitters before their eyes. I hope you will not be fooled by such shallow charm, my friend.”

			“You truly find him to be shallow, Roberta?”

			She shrugged and pulling a fan from her skirt pocket began to stir a breeze within the narrow hall. “I suppose a handsome face like his has its virtues, but only for a transitory connection. As far as I can see, he is wedded to the Society which permits him the excuse to avoid permanent attachments.” Roberta abruptly grasped my hand with her free one, a sombre lowering of her brows casting a serious light to her eyes. “I haven’t upset you, have I, Salome? I sensed you might hold a certain … regard for him. I only wished to put you on your guard.”

			“You needn’t worry about Ernest and I, Roberta. I understand the situation more clearly than you may realize,” I responded as I gently squeezed her hand before releasing it. Vague was as close as I could come to discussing my connection with Ernest.

			She snapped her fan shut and tapped it against her lips. “Ernest”, not “Agent Faraday”?” she murmured as she tilted her head to one side in a focussed look of appraisal.

			“Roberta, I am perfectly fine,” I replied, more testily than I intended, “I am a grown woman, not a child.”

			She continued her stare unabated until she suddenly burst out laughing. “After all you have accomplished, I know better than most what a woman you are, Salome,” she teased. “Why don’t you come back to the dining car? There are many handsome men who would enjoy your company.”

			Her lightness was a balm to my brooding thoughts, but I did not have the will to face the boisterous group. Smiling, I shook my head. “Perhaps another time. I am still tending to Mama Grace and Caroline.”

			Roberta sighed and with a nod accepted my weak excuse. “Until tomorrow, my friend. Be sure to get some rest for yourself.” She returned the way she had come, and I briefly heard a raised expression of cheer as she re-entered the dining car until it was muffled by the closed door.

			“She is correct that you, too, need rest, Sally,” Samdriel remarked. I could not argue and proceeded to my compartment to relieve my mother and father of tending Mama Grace and Caroline.

			***

			Samdriel snapped me awake a moment before the train came to a screeching halt; a violent shudder bucking along its extensive length. Using the motion’s momentum, I swung my legs over the edge of my bunk and dropped to the floor. Both Mama Grace and Caroline were tossing aside their covers and taking to their feet. I grabbed a dressing gown and tossed it over myself. “Stay here while I find out what has happened,” I ordered.

			Caroline opened her mouth to speak but Mama Grace surprisingly waved her to silence.

			“That would be a sound decision, my girl,” she stated equitably, “You go see and return to us.”

			Stepping out into the passageway, I was greeted by my parents exiting their cabin. A number of agents also stumbled from their chambers, the signs of excessive celebrating marking a number of wincing faces. The night was still dark, but dawn was near, with the thinnest sliver of light to be seen in the distance. However, with my enhanced sight, I could see more than the others who pressed their faces to the windows and peered out to the countryside beyond. Hooded figures appeared within the outer darkness.

			“Blood Walkers!” I shouted.

			“Where?” an agent questioned, holding aloft a lamp. An instant later, a shot rang out; glass shattered, and he crumpled to the floor. The rest of us immediately collapsed alongside him. A nearby agent flung his jacket upon the fire begun by the fallen lamp, smothering it. The smoke left a light miasma in the aisle. A hailstorm of bullets followed. I heard my mother scream, but I could not reach her as, bizarrely, the train shook and writhed like a living thing. We gasped as it struggled to rise from the track. Clutching the edge of the window I hazarded a peek above the edge.

			“Samdriel, there! Do you see?”

			“I do; a trio of sorcerers. At least one must be a Hekate but …” he replied.

			“What?” The train groaned in protest as it resisted the unnatural movement.

			“I think one may actually be male. That is uncommon.”

			“Worry about that later. Can you do anything to stop them from derailing the train?” The train dipped to one side and we all cried out in shock.

			“Allow me,” Samdriel answered grimly. His voice was overridden by the roar of gusting wind rolling up the hillside toward the trio of figures who threw spells at the shuddering train. More shots rang out but they went wild as the wind flattened everything until it slammed into the sorcerers, throwing them aside like chaff. The train fell back onto the track with a crash. Restored to the line, the train still did not move. I crawled over to where my father sheltered my mother with his body.

			“Stay here with Mama Grace and Caroline. I’m going to see what I can do,” I exclaimed as I scurried in the direction of the engine.

			“No! Salome!” my parents cried out in unison. They were blocked from preventing me by some of the other agents following the same instinct. More shots rang out but they were instantly answered by return fire from within the train. The armoury car was rigged between the rear compartments and the forward compartments for the command staff. Thanks to my mother, Lady Bellingham’s status and money, we had some of the more sumptuous compartments near the dining car. The arrangement did not feel so convenient at the moment. The train began to lurch again.

			“The sorcerers have recovered,” Samdriel remarked unnecessarily.

			“If we got closer, could you – could we, eliminate them?” I snapped back.

			“Well, I-I don’t know – Miss -uh- Founder,” a young man directly behind me stammered as we crouched close to the floor.

			“Your pardon, Agent Diego,” I explained wryly, “I wasn’t talking to you.” His eyes narrowed in confusion until the agent next to him jabbed him with an elbow and whispered in his ear.

			“Oh …Oh! I understand – uh- well, I – I suppose if your – um- Nephilim needs to reach the sorcerers who are trying to strand us here, we could lay down covering fire once we get to the armoury and you -um- could do whatever you need to …”

			“That sounds like an excellent idea, Agent -.” My statement was cut short as a massive shaking of the train threw us about. After a moment, more gunfire rang out.

			“If they strand us here, we’re done for,” the second agent declared. “We need to get out there and take the fight to them.”

			“We’d be cut down before we got five feet,” someone pronounced.

			“Only if they see you, my lads,” Mama Grace announced calmly from the doorway of our cabin. Green energy flashed from her eyes. With the enhanced vision Samdriel granted me, I was able to see glowing sigils of power leap from the cluster of small stones spinning in a circle above her raised hands. Within moments, our surroundings were cloaked in a stifling fog.

			“It won’t last long before their sorcerers push the fog away,” Mama Grace continued, “Do what you must, now, and quickly.” My heart swelled to hear her sound so strong and fierce.

			“Agent Diego, Agent Mykos, get to the armoury and arm your fellow agents,” I commanded. The gold light flashing from my eyes reflected on the planes of their startled faces. “Create as much distraction as you can while I go after the sorcerers.”

			“B-but – uh – yes, m-miss?”

			Pushing open the door to the car, I slipped out into the fog. Mama Grace had done exceptional work. I could barely see my hand in front of my face. Summoning my wings, it took a single beat and I was in the air.

			 

			



	

Chapter Two

			It required only a few strokes to break free from the blanketing fog. The dawn was beginning to illuminate more of the surrounding countryside, but it was still dim and the dark robed Blood Walkers resembled scurrying shadows beneath me. At least those that were yet beyond the range of the fog were visible; even I could not discern anyone within the thick mist. The ferocious blast of automatic gunfire tore through the fog, ripping through a cadre of advancing Blood Walkers.

			“We must be careful, Sally,” Samdriel advised, “The fog is so thick we run risk of being shot ourselves.”

			“The sorcerers are the greater threat,” I responded grimly. “We must do something about them.”

			Almost in answer to my statement, the screeching sound of the train being lifted disrupted the erratic gunfire. Desperately, I scanned the area, trying once more to catch sight of the sorcerers sabotaging our only escape.

			“There!” Samdriel shouted.

			In a small clearing on the nearby hill, with a direct line of sight to the train, three figures stood in an arrow-like formation. In a dance of magic, their arms twisted in intricate patterns, each one extending a cable of enchanted energy around a train car and wrestled to raise it from the track. It was a fortunate mistake; their unfocussed attempt to lift the entire vehicle failed where simply knocking over a single car would have achieved their goal of stranding us. Rage as opposed to prudence, orchestrated their strategy. Again, Samdriel summoned a fierce burst of wind and the sorcerers were thrown to the ground. It felt glorious to fly so freely after my imprisonment at Castle Orra and I dove down towards the fallen figures; the wind keeping them pressed to the earth.

			An answering tornado rammed into me, and I was sent spiralling backwards. Only a great outstretching of my wings prevented my falling into the cocoon of fog and stabilized my descent. Struggling to regain some height, Samdriel pulled me sharply to the right as a bolt of red lightning split the air in front of me. Crimson energy in his hands forming a spear of malice, Lord Asmodai flew above. Veins of red glowed along his bat-like wings and reflected upon the angles, of his pale face and blonde hair. Despite his fairness, the left side of his face marred by burns, his features displayed a tragic, familial resemblance to Ernest. Thought dead in a fire years ago, Ernest’s younger brother William had been resurrected to be the vessel for a lord of Hell. The shock of seeing his brother so enslaved had almost cost Ernest his life when we had fought Lilith and her followers in London, the previous year. Bile rose in my throat at the thought.

			Diving towards the sorcerers, I was again driven back by the wind, on the waves of which a recognizable laughter rang. Spinning like a top, I landed with a crash, my wings sweeping out and knocking several Blood Walkers from their feet. I flattened myself to the ground to avoid another round of gunfire as a number of agents for the Society emerged from the mist.

			“Here, Miss Founder, what have you been up to?” General Sturmdrake asked with a frown as he helped me to my feet.

			“The sorcerers are up that hill,” I hastened to explain, “I was trying to get to them when Lord Asmod -.”

			We were thrown from our feet when an explosion of energy blasted the ground next to us. Spasming, my wings withdrew and I rolled onto my back, my senses reeling from the force of the attack. Nearby, the General and several other agents all struggled to retain consciousness. I tried to push myself up but my arms felt made of lead and shadows rimmed the edges of my vision.

			“Sally, get up! Get up!” Samdriel shouted, “He approaches! We must rise!”

			A smothering fatigue pulled at my body as I strained to obey him. An escape opened up for me; no more fighting for a place, a purpose, the acceptance of a lover or the sanctuary of a home. The darkness would cover me and I could simply slip away. Samdriel’s voice began to fade.

			“Do not give up, Sally. Those thoughts come from Asmodai.”

			Light split through the fog and the billowing mists receded before it. Shining brightly, Caroline stood beside me, smiling confidently. The despair was burned away, and I found the strength to push myself up to my knees. “I shall take care of his Infernal Lordship,” she continued, her glow increasing, “You see about those sorcerers. Please be quick. I have no idea how long I can keep this up.”

			I nodded, Samdriel and I struck dumb by her appearance. As she blithely batted away the demon’s attacks, I could only imagine what it was costing her. Stumbling over to General Sturmdrake, I pulled him to his feet. Blood Walkers who had been similarly stunned in their master’s attack, also began to rise.

			“Quickly. Caroline cannot keep up her attack for long,” I informed him, “We must get to the sorcerers. They are the ones preventing our escape.” The General fired his gun in reply, forcing back the advance of a group of Blood Walkers.

			“We’ll keep these villains occupied, Miss Founder,” he barked as he continued to fire, “Do your best.”

			With a final shake to clear my head, I leapt into the air once more, swerving to avoid the chaotic battle between Caroline and Asmodai. She did not summon a quartet of wings as she had at Castle Orra or in London, but used the glowing energy she emitted as a shield; blocking and pressing back against the demon lord’s attacks. It took longer than I wished to reach the summit of the small hill, but it had been necessary to avoid random gunfire from below. As I alighted, throwing out a tumultuous wind, another form situated herself between me and the sorcerers. Lilith, still in the form of the young woman I knew as Nancy Chalmers, laughed in response to my display of power. With a cold smile, she diverted my buffeting wind and stood unmoved save for the dancing hem of her red skirt and brown tresses.

			“I’m afraid my pets must stay with their mistress, Sally,” she stated calmly, her red lips displaying her seductive charm to full effect. “Of course, you have but to deliver the pieces of the Seal of Solomon to rid yourself of our company.”

			“Your father will remain in his prison until Judgement Day,” Samdriel growled in return. “And you will be next to him.”

			Lilith’s smile faded and red flames burst from her eyes. “You are not worthy to speak of my father, you, feckless traitor,” she snarled and raised her hands. The sorcerers behind her followed suit like a set of puppets. Her intended strike never fell, as Lord Asmodai’s body plummeted to the ground beside her, spattering her fine dress with clots of mud. She hissed like a serpent as her servants rushed to her lord’s side. Caroline’s glow preceded her as she purposely strode up the hill, her light pushing our assailants backwards like an advancing wall. Torn between striking at me and risk facing an enraged angel, Lilith released a sharp, barking laugh.

			Raising her hand, she summoned one of the robed sorcerers to her side. Yanking a dagger from a sheath at his side, with her other hand she pulled the hood from the head of the Blood Walker. The wind howled and spun in a circle around her while she and her followers stood in the eye of the storm. The tumult threatened to toss me aside but I fought against it, rooted by the blood-freezing shock immobilizing me where I stood.

			“Adrien?” I whispered.

			Standing motionless, with a blank expression on his face and Lilith’s dagger at his throat, the man who had saved the lives of both Caroline and myself regarded us blankly. He stood passively as Lilith drew a trickle of blood from his throat.

			The spinning tornado expanded, ripping up debris and I was sent tumbling backwards down the hill, all sense of direction lost and my hands flailing to find some purchase. I bounced several times, my wings bearing the brunt of the force until I slid to a stop at Caroline’s feet. Her glow subsided to be replaced by the light of the dawn as she bent over me. The roar of the wind dissipated, the gunfire fell silent and I groaned with exhaustion and disappointment. Caroline carefully raised me to my feet as I withdrew my wings and bent over gasping for breath.

			“Did you see him too, Sally?” she asked softly as she rubbed my back.

			“Adrien? Yes, I saw him,” I panted, “Oh, Caroline, I am so sorry I could not reach him.”

			“Do not blame yourself. I too was spent. The battle with Asmodai had drained me too much to do any more …. Do – do you think he will forgive us for failing to save him?”

			A tremor in Caroline’s voice twisted within my own doubts and I wrapped her in my arms; she felt frail and dangerously mortal. Agents of the Society surrounded us but no further threat presented itself. Lilith, Asmodai and Adrien were gone. The attack was over but the wounded and the dead remained.

			***

			Caroline had underestimated her state of depletion and gratefully collapsed into the supportive arms of Agent Neilson as we had made our way down the hill. Some physicians, including my father and mother, set up an infirmary in one of the forward cars that was designated the Officers’ Lounge. I caught sight of Ernest, his black hair in rumpled waves and his jacket coated with dirt and streaks of blood. He was directing several agents where to take their wounded while he guarded their retreat with a piercing gaze displaying no trace of Zhamuel’s power. I desperately desired to run to him but I could not make my feet obey me. Instead, I followed Agent Neilson as he relinquished Caroline to Mama Grace’s knowledgeable care.

			It took a nerve-wracking hour to get the train on its way; its speed released at full throttle and extra hands lending their efforts to feed coal into the engines. I sat next to Caroline, who once more showed the strain of her weakened powers, in the shadows beneath her eyes and the lines of worry between her brows. Mama Grace patted my cheek as I lifted my gaze to hers.

			“Get some rest, Sally,” she gently chided, “Caroline is not the only one bearing the marks of battle. You must rest.”

			I shook my head. “I-I need to find Andrew and tell … tell him we saw Adrien,” I muttered, getting to my feet with a yawn. “He must know we can confirm his brother is alive.”

			“And apparently an acolyte of the Blood Walkers now,” Mama Grace added, “I think that is a conversation for a less turbulent time, dearest. Leave it. Go to bed.”

			I turned and stumbled out of the car, ignoring my mother’s call to wait. Samdriel guided me through the door, yet he was as worn as I. Tripping on the lower edge of the door frame I fell into the hall beyond. Familiar, welcome arms arrested my fall.

			“I’ll see her to her cabin, Lady Bellingham,” Ernest called out as he picked me up in his arms. I had neither the strength nor desire to object.

			A few minutes later, he was lowering me unto the bunk Mama Grace had occupied the previous night. He was so close, smelling of sweat and gunpowder. There remained no trace of his beautiful glowing scars, so potent and vibrant, so dear.

			“There you are, Miss Founder,” he said softly, “You deserve your rest. I’ll let your mother know you are settled.” He turned to leave but I grasped his smooth, scarless hand.

			“Stay,” I whispered as I felt myself falling into exhausted sleep. Gently, he released himself and placed my hand upon my stomach.

			“I rather think your parents would object,” he said with frustrating gallantry, an amused twist to the lips I longed to kiss. “Sleep now, Miss Founder.”

			Even Samdriel could not support further resistance. Yet, as I surrendered to sleep, I felt a tear escape from beneath my lid and trace a path along my cheek.

			***

			A strange electric sensation tingled along his skin as he settled into his bunk above a snoring Agent Neilson. He tried to sleep but the feeling continued. It had begun when he had carried the young woman, Miss Founder, the Host, to her cabin. She had felt so light in his arms, even frail. It was so at odds with the blazing, powerful being he had glimpsed through the fog during the attack. Her dedication and bravery were extremely admirable, even inspiring; he could not help but be moved. Ruefully, he recalled his flippant behaviour towards her in the dining car. He had fully intended to speak more fulsomely with her but the piercing gaze she gave him had stifled his courage. Later, after the confusion and thrill of battle had subsided and the focus had turned to tending the wounded and the need for escape, he had felt her gaze again shift in his direction; felt it on the back of his neck with a warmth that caused his breath to catch.

			When he had laid her exhausted body on the bunk in her cabin, her whispered, “Stay”, had sent a sharp tugging sensation through his chest. He was shocked with himself how tempted - sorely tempted - he had been to acquiesce to her plea. It was out of the question of course, Despite, how the strange pull stayed with him even after he left her; how it mocked him for ignoring the naturalness of his arms around her while doing the appropriate and proper thing.

			Perhaps her status as a Host explained his feelings. She had used her unique abilities to heal him of his grievous injuries. It was natural for a connection to spring from such an act. Gratitude and admiration were the expected responses; regardless of the warmth stirring in his body at her words.

			He closed his eyes and he relaxed again, reaching out to sleep. If he could simply succumb to rest, he knew he would see things differently in the morning. If only her unique eyes did not form in his mind. Such mismatched orbs were often called “witch eyes”, weren’t they? There was certainly a magical essence about her. Her foster mother was the explanation for that, or the spirit she carried. Could that also be the reason he dreamt of her? Was there some magic involved?

			Grimacing, he forced the questions aside. Best to concentrate on material things. Miss Founder’s state was none of his business.

			Still, those eyes….

			***

			Messenger crows had been sent ahead of our arrival in London, and we were greeted by a platoon each of soldiers and agents from the Society of Seekers. The atmosphere buzzed with tension. Nearby civilians, waiting on transportation for their own purposes cast nervous glances as wounded agents were swiftly loaded onto ambulances and taken away. A few journalists who were lucky, (or skillfully prescient) to be on the scene threw numerous questions at General Sturmdrake and Major Hutton – “Are the rumours of a Royal Edict against the Society of Seekers true, General Sturmdrake?”; “Have the Society of Seekers endangered London by pursuing ungodly experiments?”; “Can the military be trusted to protect the people from these unrestrained sorcerers?”. The men tried to ignore the questions until some civilians began shouting epithets against all “dabblers in the dark arts who stirred the wrath of God.” The mood began to grow ugly with a simmering potential for violence. Spitting out a curse under his breath, General Sturmdrake and the Major addressed the journalists, drawing the attention away from the rest of us as we exited the train.

			With my mother’s help, I aided Caroline and Mama Grace to our assigned carriage. Agent Smythe and Andrew joined us. My father had boarded one of the ambulances to assist with the wounded.

			“We’re to go straight to headquarters,” Jacob stated as the carriage lurched forward, “It seems that the prime minister himself might be there. The fault for all the strange things that have been going on, in London and elsewhere, have been laid at the Society’s feet. There have been some saying the Society should disband.”

			“Highly unlikely,” Andrew interjected, “I may not be a stalwart supporter of the Society but to do such a thing at a time such as this would be egregiously absurd. No other group is qualified to handle the fight for the Seal of Solomon.” Andrew leaned back with his arms crossed over his chest, daring us to contradict him. Jacob cast a worried look, offering no explicit belief in the other man’s assertion.

			“Andrew, I had hoped to speak earlier with you … only Caroline and I were so exhausted,” I began awkwardly. “When we went to fight the Blood Walkers, we – the both of us, to be clear – uh – we s-saw Adrien.”

			Andrew’s face froze, his lips slightly parted, his green eyes darkened to the colour of the sea. Caroline leaned forward and placed her pale hand on his arm.

			“He’s alive, Andrew,” she stated, “He is in England. We can rescue him.”

			“Why didn’t you call out to me? I could have confronted him, done something for him now! Not … not …,” he complained, looking away.

			“The ladies were in a fight for their lives, Mr. Wordsmith,” Jacob asserted before I could answer. “I was with Agent Neilson. Everything happened so quickly.”

			“Still, I … could have done -,” Andrew rasped.

			“Nothing, Andrew,” Mama Grace interjected as my mother concurred. “It was paramount we escape from that trap. The Blood Walkers cannot be permitted to get their hands on more pieces of the Seal.”

			A brief silence followed. Eventually Andrew nodded, Caroline withdrew her hand, and the tension in the carriage softened as we drew a collective breath. “Regarding the pieces of the Seal in the Society’s possession, they were sent ahead of us to London, the day following our recapture of Castle Orra,” Andrew confessed softly, “Prof. Van Helsinore and I wove the protective spells to disguise their transport.”

			“What do you mean, “ahead of us”?” I exclaimed, “Why else would the Blood Walkers attack us if they were not seeking the pieces of the Seal?”

			“Because they thought we had them, dearest,” Mama Grace added dryly, “It was a prudent strategy and effective decoy.”

			“But agents died this morning!” I gasped.

			“That’s war for you, miss,” Agent Smythe murmured in reply.

			***

			Within the Council chambers of the Society of Seekers, a committee of ranking members and their government peers conducted debriefings of the agents from the train. The tension we had experienced at the station permeated the entire facility with a buzzing undercurrent of whispered conversations. Upon our arrival, Caroline had been conducted to a separate interview amongst men expressing various levels of awe and astonishment. Lately, she had foregone her preferred trousers and dressed in a manner expected of a British lady. I did not know why, but her sombre pearl grey dress stirred a wistful worry within me as I watched her walk away. She spared me a glance over her shoulder, but her shining hazel eyes and small smile failed to alleviate my concern. With Mama Grace, my mother, and the others, I was whisked away in the opposite direction.

			Waiting outside the chamber for Ernest and the others of his team to complete their debriefing, I began pacing to quell the nervous fluttering in my stomach. Memories of the interrogations we had endured at the hands of the Sons of Enoch distracted me, evoking a growing sense of impatient frustration. It was almost as though I needed to strike something – or someone.

			“Do not tire yourself, Salome,” my mother advised, while her hands played with the gold locket about her neck; a long-ago gift from my father.

			“I do not think you have anything to fear from this council, my girl,” Mama Grace added as she tidied some stray hair fallen loose of its arrangement. “Not after how you acquitted yourself at Castle Orra and with the Blood Walkers this morning.”

			I paused and lowered my eyes to the floor. Thoughts of Raj Hassan, and how the djinn could have stood against Lord Asmodai and saved a host of lives burdened my mood further. All because he feared the consequences of choosing an action without being directed by another’s will.

			“His stance as observer is a choice, Sally,” Samdriel remarked as I opened my mind to him, “He is frozen with fear and indecision while failing to recognize that in itself has determined his current course. His curse is a diversion intended to prolong his unwarranted attachment to you. Until he becomes brave enough to risk facing the consequences of his own choices, he will look to others – you in particular - to direct him.”

			“Do sit down, dearest,” my mother said, patting the seat beside her.

			I turned to regard the two women; dear friends bound by deep respect as well as the secrets that had overshadowed their care for me all my life. Those tragic secrets were now known but they still leaned on each other for support in ways I greatly admired.

			“Do you remember when I ran away from Briarstone?” I asked abruptly.

			The women exchanged confused glances.

			“Only that our hearts were broken when you … flew away from us,” my mother, Lady Bellingham responded with a shake of her head.

			“How did you find me in London?” I pressed.

			“Sally, the djinn’s curse will not allow them to remember,” Samdriel pointed out. “Or remember correctly at any rate.”

			I continued.

			“Do you recall how you came to find out I was at the emporium?”

			My mother’s lips parted to answer and Mama Grace’s eyes narrowed in concentration. Before either could respond, the large wooden doors were opened with a groan echoing throughout our waiting room. Ernest, leading his team of men, exited. With a nod of acknowledgement, he stated, “Ladies, the Council will see you now.”

			“Are they true gentlemen?” I paused to inquire.

			“Quite the gentlemen, Miss Founder,” he replied, failing to recognize my attempt at levity. He would have smiled at the personal jest were he still in possession of his memories. Without another word, he stepped aside and I followed my two mothers into the chambers. Looking over my shoulder, I watched his impassive face as he closed the door behind me.



	

Chapter Three

			However unlike the Sons of Enoch the Society of Seekers’ council claimed to be, facing another group of grim-faced men, sitting stoically with judgement radiating from their stiff shoulders and frowning lips was just as nerve-wracking. No magical chains bound me with stinging, oppressive enchantment, but the hair on the back of my neck still rose in wariness. Unexpectedly, General Sturmdrake’s report had been replete with praise for my conduct during our capture by the Sons of Enoch, up to the attack on the train. Mention of the event spurred my surprised senses and I interrupted the Council’s questions with my own.

			“Sirs, regarding the attack, might we expect a team to be assigned with the rescue of Adrien Wordsmith?” I interjected, “He was a great friend to the Society and -.”

			“Miss Founder, we are well aware of Mr. Wordsmith’s involvement in the current circumstances,” interrupted a gentleman introduced as Sir Billingstoke, “Mr. Wordsmith – the other one – and Her Reverence have pled that case with us already. Regrettably, if this morning’s incident proved anything, it is that Adrien Wordsmith is beyond our capacity to aid.”

			“With the present circumstances proceeding at an unprecedented pace, Miss Founder, we cannot spare the resources to rescue one man,” stated a corpulent gentleman representing the government. His piercing grey eyes regarded me with such keen, dissecting interest, it caused my mouth to go dry. He had not been introduced beyond the title of “M. H.”.

			“Did “Her Reverence” agree with your position, gentlemen?” Mama Grace asked pointedly.

			The line of men shifted in their seats, until one of their number cleared his throat and stood. He was the youngest man on the panel, though his red hair was shot through with silver at the temples, and a scar ran along the left side of his face.

			“I believe you have surmised Her Reverence’s opinion of the decision, Mistress Grace,” the man replied, “While we remain … open to an opportunity to rectify Adrien Wordsmith’s capture, our decision remains. When all the pieces of the Seal of Solomon are in the hands of the Society, we may be able to spare the agents for a more active investigation but not before.”

			“What might the Society need with all the pieces of the Seal, sir?” my mother inquired with icy politeness.

			“Using the Seal, we shall destroy it utterly and finally,” he responded calmly.

			“You can do such a thing? King Solomon himself never attempted such a task,” Samdriel exclaimed through my lips. For the first time, the group of assembled men regarded me with nervous gazes, as Samdriel’s expression set my eyes glowing. Only M. H. and the red-haired man maintained a reserved, unconcerned stance.

			“At ease, gentlemen. We all know of Miss Founder’s status,” The government man remarked sternly, “I am certain we can trust Miss Founder to obey orders like any other agent of the Society. Continue, Agent MacGregor.”

			The red-haired man, designated as Agent MacGregor, (to my surprise), nodded and resumed his statement. “Greater knowledge has been accumulated since the days of the ancient king. We know of ways to turn the magic of the Seal in upon itself in a controlled implosion, if you will.”

			“Dealing with such energies would be exceptionally dangerous,” Samdriel answered. “I was not witness to the talisman’s creation, but I have heard of the sacrifices and blood used.” Beside me, Mama Grace nodded silently.

			“Precisely why it is so difficult to destroy; all four pieces are required. Yet, it must be done. We cannot leave all the pieces in the Society’s possession, as no government would tolerate it. Just as it could not be entrusted to any singular government. It is with the safety of not only the Society but society in general, we chose this path. The pieces of the Seal will be kept in separate locations by the Society of Seekers until such time as we can carry through with our plans.”

			“Where are the pieces to be kept?” Samdriel pressed.

			“That knowledge is restricted for now. When it is time, the pieces will be brought together and the appropriate actions taken,” Agent MacGregor answered, “Until then, we are asking you await the call to action at her ladyship’s manor of Briarstone.”

			I stiffened involuntarily. It had been my intention to return to the Wordsmith Bros. Emporium after the meeting at the Society headquarters; remaining in London also allowed me to stay close to my friends and Ernest. How I could upturn Raj’s curse if I was miles and miles away defied speculation. Yet, it was not only Ernest and the curse that plagued my mind.

			“After all you have endured, my darling, wouldn’t it be nice to return home?” Mother inquired softly, slipping her hand into mine.

			“What about Caroline?” I asked, my concern building like the approach of a storm hovering at the horizon. Samdriel too, stirred with unease.

			“Her Reverence has voiced a preference to remain at the Wordsmith Emporium, but the practicality of such a situation is … questionable,” Sir Billingstoke added through pressed lips.

			I grit my teeth to stifle my sharp reply. Both Caroline and I had had enough of overbearing men deciding our fate. “She should be permitted to choose for herself what she wishes,” I objected. “Indeed, I do not see why she should require permission about anything from anyone after what she has endured”

			A sudden chill pervaded the room, and the assembled line of men awkwardly averted their eyes; not with chagrin but irritation. I bristled. The hand not in my mother’s grasp, clenched into a fist on my lap.

			“I assure you, Miss Founder, Her Reverence’s security and comfort is our foremost concern,” Agent MacGregor remarked with a sidelong glance at his compatriots. “Nothing will be imposed upon her.”

			“Indeed, even now, she insisted on participating in an interrogation … despite our advice,” offered an elder gentleman with an attempt at a conciliatory smile. It was too patronizing to be endured.

			“What do you mean by ‘interrogation’?” Samdriel asked through me. This time the men did not react hesitantly to his question.

			“A vampire pride was recently uncovered, and its leader was captured by one of our werewolf units,” Sir Billingstoke remarked. “He was found to have certain coded documents in his possession that are of particular interest. So far, he had resisted our attempts to extract the information required of him.”

			“And you think, Caroline, can “extract” this information for you?” I queried, appalled at the presumption.

			“She volunteered, Miss Founder,” Agent MacGregor reiterated with a raised chin. “It is expected her mere presence will be enough to intimidate the creature into obedience. Prof. Van Helsinore and General Sturmdrake will accompany her to the cell.”

			Frustration leashed my tongue at Agent MacGregor’s words. The men in the room had no conception of the degree to which Caroline was depleted, no understanding as to the effects of her imprisonment and exploitation by the Sons of Enoch. If only I could have spoken to her before we were separated.

			“Miss Caroline has yet to recover from her imprisonment and her actions during the train attack, gentlemen,” Mama Grace interjected, placing a hand over my clenched fist.

			“From the reports of her actions during the incident with the train, it would seem her recovery has progressed admirably, Mistress Grace,” Sir Billingstoke replied. “Though your point is yet another reason
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