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Once there was a girl who had nothing, and she was not content.

Hers was a hard world, and bleak. She grew up surrounded by dust and dereliction and was always hungry because there was never enough to eat. She sweated uncomfortably as she worked under the desert suns and froze in the night when the heat evaporated. Her family was gone, and there was no one to comfort her from the time she was small.

But the girl did have something, a belief that no one could take from her. She had faith in the inherent goodness of the galaxy and the forces that made it work. Though no one cared about her feelings or her future, she cared about the people around her, and she showed them in small ways. She didn’t know it, but that made her special. Another person might have turned under the same pressure and known only hate. She was forever generous, forever offering help to those who needed it, because she couldn’t keep her spirit contained.

As she grew older, she learned more of how the galaxy was supposed to work. The Jedi and their crusade to maintain balance. The Republic and its laws that couldn’t protect her. What she got instead was one criminal after another, those who used their power to serve themselves only. Another girl might have given up, resigned to her fate and made bitter by it. She knew many who had, and she didn’t blame them. They did what they needed to do to survive. But there was something in her that always turned away from darkness, no matter how tempting it was.

The girl got older. The desert lined her face before its time and cracked the skin of her hands. She worked endlessly, even tinkering with projects on her own time to fend off the loneliness. She could sell her work, though she would never have enough money to buy her freedom. No one noticed her, at least no one on Tatooine.

It wasn’t something she heard, not exactly. It was a call, but it was the sort of call you feel. Somewhere, out in the galaxy, something was waiting for her. She didn’t understand it, and she didn’t have a lot of time to try to figure it out, but when she dreamed, she heard a song and she felt less alone.

The song promised her something that, for a time at least, would be only hers. There would be no ownership, no pressured obligation. Only love and connection and the sense of a home. The girl didn’t feel manipulated, even though the power that sang to her was beyond her perception.

The girl knew that nothing was permanent. Even the scars on her back could be properly healed if anyone cared enough about her to do it. She was being offered a chance for joy, a chance to belong to someone because she chose to, not because she was stolen. A chance to have someone who would look up at her and feel love. Something worth fighting for.

Shmi Skywalker held out her hands to the stars and said: “Yes.”


[image: ]

For one of the very few times in her life, Padmé Amidala had no idea what to do. She kept secrets all the time, but this one was different. Usually, the girls she shared her secrets with also helped her keep them. They weren’t just her confidants; they held her web of secrets together. And this time she was alone.

A faint whirring from the corner of the room reminded her this was not entirely true. There were other beings who would keep this secret with her, though not very many. The only problem was that none of them could help her right now. At least, she was pretty sure. It never hurt to ask.

“I don’t suppose you know anything about dressmaking?” she asked the little blue R2 unit.

He turned his dome back and forth, mimicking a humanoid shaking their head, and beeped perhaps more sorrowfully than the situation really called for. Padmé thanked him anyway. There was no reason to be rude.

She returned to the contemplation of the fabric in her lap. There wasn’t enough for a whole new dress, but she hadn’t been expecting that. The cloth had been in her family for several generations, each person given a piece of it to incorporate into their wedding clothes. Her sister, who had chosen not to marry, had used her portion to make clothes for her daughters, showing that she welcomed new additions to the family.

It hurt, a little bit, to be doing this alone. Anakin didn’t understand, but she couldn’t really expect him to. He understood family, of course, and wanting to maintain a tradition. It was clothing he was a bit less familiar with. She appreciated that his compassion led him to give her time and space to work on a solution, though. They were in a bit of a hurry.

R2-D2 chirruped again, and when he had her attention, he projected a holographic image between them. It was familiar art, one of the windows from Theed palace that had been replaced after the Battle of Naboo. This one featured her, when she was queen, surrounded by orange-cloaked handmaidens. The droid’s suggestion was clear.

“I can’t, Artoo,” Padmé told him. It caused her nearly physical pain to say it. “What we’re doing has to be a secret. I can’t bring them into this.”

The projection changed to a holonet image taken during the victory celebrations ten years ago. Queen Amidala stood in white next to the Gungan leader, Boss Nass, surrounded by members of her court. R2-D2 zoomed in on one handmaiden in particular and beeped encouragingly.

“I don’t know, Artoo,” Padmé said. “It doesn’t seem fair to ask for help and not give any details.”

The droid made a sound that somehow managed to replicate a shrug, and the image disappeared.

Padmé considered his suggestion. She wasn’t asking for help as queen or senator this time. That would have been normal and easy. She was asking for help as Padmé, and somehow that made everything messy and complicated. She thought she knew where the boundaries were, but she rarely tested them. She wasn’t very good at asking the girls to help her as a friend. They’d spent too much time at work.

But they were friends. What she shared with her handmaidens, current and former, was a friendship so deep that it included large parts of her heart. She mourned for Cordé and Versé, even as she rejoiced at the successes the others had found beyond her sphere of influence. Surely she, Padmé, could ask for this.

Decision made, she gathered the fabric so as not to trip on it, stood up, and made her way over to the communications console.
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Saché had called her several hours ago, saying she would not be home at a reasonable hour and not to wait up for her. This was, Yané mused, for the best. Their bed was full of sleeping children. A mudslide in one of the eastern regions of Naboo’s secondary continent had taken out most of a village four days ago. The only survivors were eight children who had been in a school transport at the time of the disaster. While Saché and the other government representatives worked to stabilize the slide and calculate the full extent of the damages, Yané had opened their house to the children.

Four of them had since been taken in by other family members, but the remaining four, all cousins, seemed to have lost everyone. Yané was doing her best to make them feel safe and welcome, but she knew that trauma was not so easily dealt with. If they wanted to sleep in a pile on the bed she shared with Saché, they were welcome to it. It was plenty big enough.

As she often did when she had a moment to herself, Yané went to her loom. She didn’t have a lot of time to make cloth these days, though she still made most of the children’s clothing, as well as her own and Saché’s. It was always nice to get back to the very beginning of her art form, so she almost decided to ignore the communications console when it chimed for her attention, before common sense reasserted itself. When she saw who was calling, she quivered with excitement.

“Senator!” she said as Padmé appeared in front of her. “To what do I owe the pleasure?”

She knew Padmé was on Naboo, of course. She had arrived after the Geonosis incident and had gone directly to the lake house with a request that she was not to be disturbed. Saché reported that war was spreading, and Naboo was almost certainly going to be involved, but details were few and far between. Still, Yané was pleased to see Padmé.

“Hello, Yané,” Padmé said. “I’m sorry to call so late. I hoped you would be available.”

“Your timing is perfect,” Yané told her. “Saché’s still at work, dealing with the mudslide disaster, and all the survivors are asleep in our bed. I’m completely at your disposal.”

“Oh,” said Padmé. “I’m so sorry. I’d forgotten about the mudslide. Do you have everything you need for additional children? You must be so busy.”

“You have plenty of other things to worry about,” Yané said. “And so do I, to be perfectly honest, but at the moment, I could use a distraction. What did you want to talk about?”

Padmé hesitated, and in that moment, Yané knew it was a personal favor. If it were work-related, she would have simply stated her reason for calling.

“I would like your advice about a dress,” Padmé said finally.

Yané recognized the cloth immediately, or rather, its function if not its particular form. This was going to be a wedding dress. For Padmé. Seemingly out of nowhere, but now that the senator spent so much of her time offworld, it was hardly surprising that she did things Yané was unaware of.

It still hurt, though. Yané let a bit of it show in her face and saw Padmé recognize it for what it was. They didn’t need words. This was enough.

“You should use it as your veil,” Yané said, getting down to business now that they had cleared the air between them. “A few years ago, the style was to incorporate the fabric into the train or the sash, but I think a veil will be more of a statement piece for you.”

Yané’s wedding fabric had been incorporated into both the train and the sash, since she used her own fabric and Saché’s in the design. Saché’s outfit had been the mirror of hers, with wide-legged trousers in place of the skirt to suit her personal taste. That had been almost two years ago.

“That makes sense,” Padmé said. “I can handle that much sewing here. Do you have a suggestion for the dress itself?”

Yané looked closely at the cloth in Padmé’s hands and then across the floor to where her loom stood. Padmé deserved more than a dress she could cobble together from whatever pieces she had with her. She deserved something made by the hands of a friend. If Yané got out the mechanized ones and drank a whole pot of caf, she could do it. Saché wasn’t coming home tonight anyway.

“I’ll take care of it,” she said.

Padmé’s whole face transformed when she smiled. It wasn’t the smile of the queen or the senator, but the personal one that Yané saw only infrequently and treasured every time. Whatever Padmé was up to, she was happy, and Yané couldn’t deny that Padmé’s happiness was one of her very favorite things. That made everything worth it, even the secrets kept as Padmé drifted away from them.

“Thank you,” Padmé said. “Thank you so much.”

They didn’t linger on the channel, even though they both had many things they would have loved to talk about. They had work to do.
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Padmé found the sewing bot exactly where she’d hoped to, in one of the workrooms the lake house boasted. It was a house for artists, as most houses in the area were, but this one was specifically set up for the talents of the girls she’d brought here over the years. The lights in the workroom were soft and well-angled, and Padmé immediately got to work.

She wondered briefly what Anakin was up to. She wouldn’t see him again until tomorrow afternoon, though he was the only other human in the house. He could sense her, she knew, and he probably felt her excitement and her concerns. She hoped he understood that her feelings were normal. Not everyone had Jedi training in controlling the emotions they projected. He was probably meditating or working on C-3PO, who still needed to be cleaned before his final plating could be finished. The droid had been on Tatooine, and then Geonosis. His joints were probably full of sand.

The needle flashed as she worked, finishing the edges and modifying the pleats in the veil. It was quiet, and that was strange. Even if no one was talking, the rooms she worked in were always full of people. She was usually surrounded.

The pain of Sabé’s absence lanced through her suddenly and with no warning. She missed all of the girls, of course, but Sabé she missed the most. She wasn’t even entirely sure where her friend had gone. They hadn’t talked about it, what with Padmé running all over the Outer Rim and then the war beginning. There hadn’t been time. Sabé had run a variety of offworld missions for Senator Amidala since she’d gone to Coruscant, but Padmé had always given her the time she needed to follow her own interests. Trafficking led to the dark corners of the Republic, and Sabé couldn’t always send word. Now, even though this wedding was a secret that must be kept from the galaxy at large, Padmé missed her.

Padmé pushed down the guilt and sadness she was feeling and focused on the good things. She was safe. The Battle of Geonosis had been won, even if the cost had been high. Anakin Skywalker loved her.

And tomorrow she was getting married.
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This time it was going to be different. Sabé had decided that years ago, when their first operation on Tatooine had gone sideways. Since then, she hadn’t returned to the planet, but she had worked on building up a contact list and identities for both her and Captain Tonra that would allow them to go back and try to liberate people again. Both of them were technically still in the employ of the Naboo senator, but their long-term assignment had not changed. Lacking other orders, Sabé had decided it was time.

Most people in the Outer Rim didn’t really care about the escalating Separatist conflict within the Republic. It didn’t affect their day-to-day lives, and it didn’t involve their governments. They had much more immediate concerns. For those who profited off of pain and suffering, however—the crime lords and the traffickers—any war was an opportunity for more business. Sabé was here to do whatever she could to stop it.

“They’re calling it the Clone War,” said Tonra, in the copilot’s chair.

They’d spent more time away from each other than together over the past six years. She’d been building her network, and he’d been working much more closely with Typho and Mariek Panaka, protecting the senator. When they did meet up, it was usually for a specific operation that Padmé was running, or because Sabé needed backup. His voice was as reassuring as ever, though, and his presence as solid. Sabé had a lot of doubts about a lot of things these days, but Tonra was never one of them.

“Creative,” Sabé said.

“They have to call it something,” Tonra said. “Or else how would they sell news holos about it?”

“Two manufactured armies,” said Sabé. She shook her head. “I don’t like it. Our side has souls. We can’t just throw them at mass-produced machines.”

“There’s significant debate about that,” Tonra said. She glared at him, and he held up a hand defensively. “But I agree with you.”

Sabé looked at the ship’s chronometer. She was still in her bright, fancy-looking clothes and needed to change before they arrived. She looked just fine for a day spent as a high-level aide in the hallowed halls of the Republic Senate or for engaging in important trade negotiations in the Core, but that wasn’t who she was anymore. She flipped control of the ship to Tonra’s station and made her way to the back compartment.

Technically, a person of her claimed social standing wouldn’t have her own craft. They should be taking a public shuttle to Tatooine, if everything was going to be perfect. But Sabé was reluctant to give up the freedom and flexibility that a private ship allowed her, so she had managed to squeeze it into their cover.

Sabon and Arton Dakellen were middling successful traders, specializing in short-haul trips for specific higher-value and low-volume goods. With the onset of the war, they had sold their stake in trading and found land-based jobs that would be more stable during the conflict. Since Sabon owned the ship outright, she got to keep it. The pair were moving to Tatooine, where Sabon would run logistics for a water export company and Arton would maintain the supply chain for one of the local cantinas. Their ship would be generally available for hire, and though it was not to be their primary source of income, it would explain any absences from the planet.

Last time they had come to Tatooine, they had simply shown up. They had asked too many questions. This time, they would be members of the community. It would take longer, and they wouldn’t be able to help as directly, but Sabé knew in her heart it was a better plan.

She stripped off her upper-level Coruscant finery but left her undergarments in place. No one would see them, and she was certainly not going to get rid of practical clothing that was going to remain hidden anyway. She pulled a light shirt over her head. It covered her to the wrists, to keep the sun off her skin, but was made of a breathable material. She stepped into sturdy russet-colored trousers. They had plenty of pockets for any tools she would need. Next came the overtunic, a sleeveless vest that fell halfway down her thighs, though slits were cut to the waist so she could move around. It was faded orange in color, giving her a generally dusty appearance. She’d fit right in. Last came a wide belt, where she would carry her purse, canteen, and vibroblade.

She packed the fancy clothes away at the bottom of her trunk, leaving her other Tatooine-appropriate clothes on the top for easy access. They did have an apartment waiting for them, theoretically, but there was no way to tell what the storage would be like. She pulled on her boots and then opened Tonra’s trunk. He was perfectly capable of laying out his own clothes, but old habits died hard.

“Your turn,” she said, returning to the flight deck and taking her seat.

“We should be dropping out of hyperspace any moment,” Tonra said, flipping control back to her.

Sabé prepped their landing permit and docking clearance while Tonra changed. His clothes were mostly the same as hers, only bigger. He wore a blaster openly, an inelegant black-and-gray contraption they’d acquired somewhere. He was settling back into his chair when the comm crackled and a voice came through.

“Freighter One Seventeen, this is port control. State your business.” It wasn’t a droid speaking, just an incredibly disinterested person.

“Submitting our permits now,” Sabé said, feeding first the landing documents and then their docking permit.

“We read you, Freighter,” the voice said. “Bay thirty-one is yours.”

“Thank you, Control,” Sabé said. The connection had already been cut, but she still had good manners.

“Here we go,” Sabé said. She began the landing sequence.

“Again,” Tonra added as he went through the copilot’s checklist.

Sabé exhaled with a bit of annoyance. They hadn’t talked about it, not really, but she knew both of them were still a little sore about how things had turned out the last time they had tried this. They had completely blown their covers and only barely salvaged the operation by using their own funds to buy a shipment of enslaved people. The people had been immediately freed and taken to Karlinus, a planet that welcomed workers and paid them well, but it was hardly the rousing success Sabé had wanted. Nothing rankled like failure and unfinished business.

“I’m glad you could come with me,” she said. “I know the guard detail on Coruscant could have used you, and you’re probably high-ranking enough to get a regular palace job in Theed if you wanted.”

“You don’t exactly have to be here, either,” Tonra reminded her. “We’re both here because we left something undone and we want to try again.”

“Now that we’re smarter,” Sabé added.

“Wiser,” Tonra corrected gently. “I’m not sure the galaxy could handle you if you got too much smarter.”

Sabé laughed and brought the ship down over Mos Eisley. The city had not improved since the last time she’d seen it. Squat whitish-brown buildings stretched out below them. There was little evidence of public infrastructure. The streets were haphazardly placed and had no fixed width. Wires and water tanks hung everywhere. She knew it wasn’t possible, not with the air circulators on the ship, but she felt like she could already smell it: heat and dust and too many people.

Tonra reached over and placed his hand lightly on top of hers. She wasn’t alone. They brought the ship in together.
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The list Dormé was working from was very short. She wasn’t exactly sure how long Padmé was planning to stay on Naboo, and she didn’t want to know what she was up to, but Dormé had her own task in the meantime. It was a bit morbid, replacing her coworkers, but it had to be done. Cordé and Versé were gone, and Dormé couldn’t do everything at once. They needed more handmaidens.

“I think it should be different this time,” Padmé had said. Dormé had been on her way back to Theed with Typho. Padmé had already landed and set out for the Lake Country. “When we brought you and the others in, we were looking for specific talents. The first time, I was after look-alikes and friends. I think this time, I am more in need of . . .”

Her voice had trailed off, but Dormé knew where she’d been headed. It wasn’t just grief speaking, either. It was practicality.

“You need senatorial aides,” Dormé said. “You need handmaidens to actually do what everyone thinks handmaidens do anyway. They won’t be quite as multitalented as your earlier teams, but we can still find people who are loyal and wish to serve.”

“Is it fair to ask them to do that?” Padmé said. Service without friendship seemed cold to her. “I offered the rest of you so much more in return, in terms of a relationship with me and a challenge in your work.”

“They won’t know any other way, Senator,” Dormé had said. “And you’ll still have me, of course.”

“I’ll leave it to you, then,” Padmé told her. “Thank you.”

“My hands are yours,” Dormé murmured, and the connection was cut.

Now, sitting with the list of names, Dormé was pleased with how the interviews had gone. The handmaidens were basically legendary. Everyone knew that only the best of the best could be one, no one knew exactly what it was they did, and most people never thought they would ever get the chance to find out. Three of the interviewees were clearly better suited to life in the Theed court itself. Dormé had already sent them a polite rejection and a letter of recommendation to the palace. A fourth was too similar to Dormé in skill set, given what Padmé was looking for now. Even three months ago, zhe would have been perfect. She shared zher name with Saché, in case Saché had need of zher.

This left her with two. She had liked both candidates when she interviewed them and was pleased that they both returned for the secondary talk. They knew they were replacing handmaidens who had died, and Dormé would not have blamed them if they’d decided to back out.

“The senator is looking forward to meeting you,” Dormé told them after they had finished signing their contracts. “Her schedule can be a bit unpredictable, but she’s with family at the moment, so you have some time to go home and make your arrangements to leave Naboo. I recommend bringing only a few personal items. We will outfit you with everything else, and it’s easier to move quickly.”

Both girls nodded and then exchanged glances. Dormé decided to wait them out.

“What about our names?” Elleen asked finally.

Dormé was pleasantly surprised. It wasn’t a rule that the handmaidens changed their names, and she hadn’t planned to bring it up unless they did, but it was always a good sign. Already, across Naboo, children were being named with the é ending in Padmé’s honor. It was a fashion, like the hooded cloaks at court, but it was still part of her legacy.

“We are Naboo,” Dormé told them. “I will call you whatever you wish to be called.”

“I’ll be Ellé then,” the girl said. She’d clearly been thinking about it. Dormé looked at the second one.

“Moteé,” she said. She wasn’t particularly shy; she just preferred to let others talk if they were going to anyway.

“I’ll amend the files,” Dormé said. “On behalf of Senator Padmé Amidala, I am happy to welcome you.”

The new handmaidens left, and Dormé sent their files over to Padmé so she could familiarize herself with them. There was no answer, and Dormé hadn’t expected one. As long as she didn’t know what Padmé was doing, she couldn’t be asked for her opinion of it, and her opinion was nobody’s business anyway. Padmé would tell her eventually. That was the way of it.

A soft chime indicated an incoming message. Dormé smiled: it was Typho.

“Are you finished then?” he asked, his holographic face appearing in front of her. She was always glad to see him, even when he was blue and mostly transparent.

“Yes,” she said. “A full complement for the trip back to Coruscant.”

“Excellent,” he said. “I’ve got a table at that noodle place Eirtaé’s been growing algae for. Do you want to go eat art?”

Dormé laughed and told him she’d love to. Her work was important and very fulfilling, but sometimes it was nice to be home.
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Saché had come to work fully expecting a long day of debates and discussion as Naboo’s legislature worked to deal with the aftermath of the mudslide on the secondary continent. She knew that Yané had the most important part of the situation under control: the survivors were safe and were being taken care of. It was up to everyone else to assess the situation and do their best to make sure nothing like it happened again.

It took a few hours, but the legislature moved at a reasonable pace through their task list. Survey teams were dispatched to the slide site and to the surrounding regions. Engineers were called in to develop new safety mechanisms. Farmers were consulted on how to best move forward with further terracing of the hills. Medical funds were set aside for the orphaned children, to ensure they would be cared for if they needed something beyond what their caretakers could provide. Though their agenda was rooted in disaster, the legislature actually had a pretty good day. They got all their work done, and no one went too badly off topic or tried to manipulate the proceedings for personal gain. In fact, they were about to adjourn for the night when a young legislator from Theed stood up and was granted the floor.

“Honorable colleagues, I know we have had a long day,” the young man began. Saché braced herself for the other shoe. “But now that we have dealt with our own crisis on-planet, I feel that we should turn our attention to the galactic situation.”

There were some grumblings at that. Everyone knew it was important, but it was late, and they couldn’t really do anything until tomorrow anyway.

“I know, my friends,” the young man continued. “But we are already here, and a matter of some importance has been brought to my attention, because it affects not just Naboo, but the whole Chommell sector.”

That got Saché’s attention. Relations with the other Chommell sector planets were cordial, but they had not progressed as nicely as Queen Amidala had hoped they might after her reign.

“In the face of the Clone War,” the young man said, trying out the words for what seemed to be the first time, “I turn to the guidance of a military professional to advise the legislature, and yield to Captain Quarsh Panaka.”

Now the room buzzed with interest. Quarsh Panaka rarely spoke in public anymore. His calls for further militarization after the ion cannon was built had been almost entirely rebuffed, and most of his credibility with the crown had been spent. He still had friends in the legislature, though, and any time he showed up, it was invariably some sort of event. Saché took advantage of everyone’s distraction to make a note to call Yané during the next recess and tell her not to wait up.

Panaka strode to the center of the room. It was an odeon, and small enough that the acoustics worked without the aid of technology. Whatever Panaka said would be heard perfectly clearly, as long as he didn’t pace around the floor.

“Legislators,” he began, “I’m not interested in keeping you up past your bedtimes for no reason, but with the beginnings of the Clone War, there are things Naboo must deal with.”

The murmured response to that was mildly offended, but everyone was too polite to yell at him.

“Appearing on your screens now is a copy of an old bill, once passed in these very halls,” Panaka said. Saché looked down at her personal screen and began to read, splitting her focus. “As you’ll see, it dates back to the time when Naboo expanded to the uninhabited planets in the sector. As part of their agreement, the colonists signed a contract that remains binding to this day.”

“Just tell us what the contract says, Captain.” Governor Bibble was clearly on his last nerve.

“Of course, Governor,” Panaka said. “In return for Naboo’s loan of start-up costs, the colonists agreed to be called upon to supply Naboo in times of emergency. We didn’t do it during the Occupation because we didn’t have time, but we could have. They would be legally obligated to give us whatever we decided we needed.”

Dead silence greeted his statement. Saché leaned on her speaker’s button so hard, she thought she might break it.

“Legislator Saché?” the protocol droid recognized her.

“Governor,” she said, and stood
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I feel like we’ve moved a mountain. After twenty years of waiting, not only did we get one Padmé story, we got THREE. And that’s thanks to you, gentle readers. Your support has meant everything to me during this trilogy (TRILOGY!!!), and I am so glad we got to do this together.

Josh, compared to the first two, this one was almost normal! You didn’t have to figure out what time zone I was in or anything. Thank you for your continued championing of my books. What should we do next?

Jen, it must be said, was ENDLESSLY patient with me on this. I missed every deadline. I handed in the shortest manuscript EVER. I forgot how to spell the names of characters I made up, with alarming consistency. And yet she never gave up on me or made me feel like I was failing. Thank you for shepherding this book, for precise instructions when my brain needed them, and for understanding that some days I was a total wreck. We did it. Eventually.

Emma Higinbotham, Anna-Marie McLemore, and Dot Hutchison were all excellent members of team “I can’t explain anything, but I have some questions.” Friends who can help you out AND not infringe on your NDA are a real bonus in this business.

Tara Phillips and Leigh Zieske have once again come together with OUTSTANDING cover art and design. These two have done SUCH GOOD WORK on this series, and I love them both so much.

As always, without Story Group I would be afloat on a sea of [Pablo, I need a planet]s. In particular, I would like to thank Emily Shkoukani, who invested a lot of personal time in making sure I had built the characters I wanted to.

Lastly, I want to thank my readers. When Queen’s Peril came out last June, I had a pretty bad time of it, and you were all amazing. Writing is my job, but I like it the most when I’m having fun, and you make sure that I do. I can’t wait to see you again.
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