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  For my mum, 
who always made sure I knew magic was real, and anything was possible.
Thank you and Happy Birthday.








  
  Changeling
Noun 
A child believed to have been secretly substituted by fairies for the parents' real child in infancy.
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In the nocturnal peace of Lizzy's bedroom, lit only by the dim shards of light from a newly risen crescent moon, the thud of her jewellery box snapping open as it hit the hard wooden floor seemed amplified. 
The sound pulled an involuntary wince to her features and forced Lizzy to freeze, her eyes wide with barely controlled panic. Her arms tightened around the folded clothes that had knocked the box to the floor in her haste, and her half-packed bag sat conspicuously on her bed, while Lizzy waited to see if the bang would betray her.
She froze in place, not even daring to breathe as she strained her hearing, listening for any sounds of movement in the house. When she heard nothing, Lizzy released her breath in a sigh.
She brushed her long, dark hair away from her face, relieved her actions hadn't summoned her best friend and turned back to her bag.
Booker would be furious with her when he woke in the morning to find her gone. Lizzy knew the Fey Court wouldn't waste any time before dragging him in to answer dozens of questions. They were sure to ask about her whereabouts. About how she'd managed to sneak out of his home without him noticing. About what her plans were.
She was placing Booker in a terrible position, and yet Lizzy also knew she didn't have a choice.
She had to leave.
She couldn't stomach sitting at home, doing nothing, while her mother was missing.
Missing and presumed dead; Madeline Hail's official status. And that had been the Fey Court's final word on the latest delegation of fey that had travelled to, and gone missing in, the mortal realm almost a month ago.
Lizzy had tried to grieve and move on, like she was expected to. She'd tried going to classes and distracting herself by practising her fey magic. Booker had even let her move in with him, until she turned eighteen and the court laws would allow her to live alone, but Lizzy couldn't settle.
She couldn't stop the feeling in her bones that her mother was still alive somewhere.
Shoving her armful of clothes into her bag, trying to make as little noise as possible, Lizzy then quickly turned to pick up the box.
She crouched down and began gathering up the jewellery pieces scattered across her floorboards, tossing them back into their individual compartments. Her movements were swift and careless, unwilling to waste any more of her limited time than she already had.
As her fingers brushed over a distinctive silky surface, Lizzy paused and, against her better judgement, lifted the familiar pendant to hang in front of her face.
It was formed from four inky black pearls, held in place with frames of delicate goldwork to form the shape of rounded fey wings. She couldn't make out the intricate pattern of veins carved across them, as the night's shadows blended against the green-black of the pearl's surface and muted the shine of the gold that framed them, but Lizzy didn't need to see them to know they were there.
She knew the intricate design of swirling metal, carved veins, and silky pearls as intimately as her own face.
It belonged to her mother. The only memento, besides herself, that her father had left behind. Lizzy had long ago been promised it for her eighteenth birthday.
It was still a few weeks away, but Lizzy slipped the gold chain over her head and pressed her hand against the pendant as it settled against her breastbone, cool and somehow reassuring, like she was carrying a piece of her parents close to her heart.
Shaking herself, she eased the lid of the jewellery box closed and shoved it back onto her desk before returning to stand beside her bed, running through her mental checklist once more.
Dried food, clothes, spare shoes, and all the precious gems she could conveniently lay her hands on to buy and bribe information.
After another moment of quiet consideration, Lizzy pulled the thick blanket off her bed, roughly shoving it into her bag, in case the mortal realm was cold.
With her final checks done, and the sharp crescent of the moon tracking its way steadily across the sky, she tied her bag closed. She slung it over one shoulder, but Lizzy only managed two steps towards the door when she heard movement in the hall outside her room and ground to a halt, her heart pounding.
The only other person in the house was Booker, and panic clawed at her throat as she listened to her oldest friend approach her room on quiet feet.
If he found her like this, he'd try and stop her. Or worse, he'd want to come with her, and while Lizzy loved Booker like a brother, the last thing she wanted to do was drag him into the middle of the mess she was about to make.
Desperately glancing around her room for a solution, her eyes landed on the window. For a split second, she seriously considered the jump from her room to the ground, debating its merits as an escape route.
If she hadn't been lacking the signature wings all female fey should bear, Lizzy wouldn't have thought twice. Instead, her hesitation cost her the chance to flee or hide, and now it was too late.
Her bedroom door opened slowly, swinging wide to reveal the frowning features of her best friend. Standing there, Booker leant his tall form against her doorframe, effectively blocking her path, a yawn wide enough to crack his jaw escaping him.
"What, in the realm, are you doing?" Booker asked her on a heavy exhale, his sleep-coated voice rumbling quietly as he ran a weary hand through the tufts of bed-mussed blond hair in a vain attempt at smoothing them into place.
"Nothing," Lizzy answered, wincing. It was too short, and too sharp, and she hoped he was still drowsy enough to miss her tells.
Her hope sank when Booker paused in his grooming to blink at her owlishly. It took a couple of seconds before her abrupt answer seemed to register, but when it did, his frown deepened into an outright scowl.
"Lizzy, you're fully dressed in the middle of the night, with a bag packed, and the best you can come up with is 'nothing'?"
"What are you doing up, anyway?" she deflected, but she could hear her voice still wasn't right. 
She might be able to lie to a stranger, but lying to Booker was different. She watched anxiously as irritation chased frustration across Booker's features before he finally crossed his arms and raised an eyebrow.
"Whatever you dropped woke me. I knew you had to be up to something disastrous, you usually swear when you drop things," he explained dryly. "So, what's going on?"
Despite him catching her red-handed, Lizzy still hesitated. Booker had been her best, and only, friend for most of her life, and she hadn't wanted to repay that loyalty and friendship by putting him at risk by dragging him into her plans.
She met and held his steady green gaze for a long moment as she considered several different answers to his question, all of them lies.
She should have known better than to try and keep him out of things.
Booker had always been at the centre of her plans, ever since he planted himself by her side when they were still children, and Lizzy grudgingly relented to his questions.
Booker's discovery of her escape had ruined any chance of the plausible deniability she'd wanted to give him. One trip inside Booker's mind by the Court's master of telepathy was all it would take.
And if plausible deniability wasn't on the table, Lizzy saw no reason to keep lying to him. She resigned herself to giving him the truth and shook her head with a sigh.
"I'm leaving," she admitted, fingers tightening around the strap of her bag when Booker rolled his eyes, bracing herself for the fight she was sure was about to come.
"That much I'd gathered from the packed bag. Where and why?" he prompted, beginning to sound more alert in response to her evasiveness. "I thought we agreed that staying with me was the best place for you, until you hit eighteen?"
They had, and it was. Her only other alternative had been to become a ward of the Court, and Lizzy had never been more grateful Booker had a good half a year on her in age, but that was another reason she'd wanted to slip out undetected.
She knew full well her plan was obstinate, childish, ridiculous, and borderline insane... not to mention illegal. But she had to do it anyway.
Shifting her weight, nerves closing her throat, Lizzy lifted her chin and took a calming breath. It helped, a little, and she forced herself to speak and answer Booker's questions. 
"I'm going to the mortal realm to search for Mum," she said, relieved to find that her voice was steady, and unwavering, despite the thrumming beat of her heart against her chest. 
Silence.
She'd expected shouting, or laughter, but Booker just stared at her in silence.
Lizzy cleared her throat, heart still thumping hard enough to make her feel sick. As she dropped her gaze, she saw Booker finally stir into action, pushing off the doorframe in a sharp movement that made her jump, drawing her eyes back to his.
"You're not joking," Booker muttered, shaking his head. "Lizzy, are you insane?" he snapped, his voice raising as the argument she'd predicted finally arrived. "You can't go to the mortal realm! You're not even considered an adult yet! Even if you could sneak past the court sentinels at the fairy circles, they would track you down and drag you back in a matter of hours."
Despite the tension Lizzy could see in his frame, she couldn't stop the scoff that escaped her at his words. "The Fey Court wouldn't risk anyone to bring me back, and without Mum here, you're the only person who'd even try to make them."
"It's court policy," Booker shot back, voice sharp and eyes narrowing, "adult fey accept the risk of vampire attacks. They accept they might not return, but children, unaccompanied by a chaperone, are to be brought back—"
"Oh come on, Booker! Be realistic!" Lizzy finally snapped, interrupting his recitation of the fey laws. "You know they wouldn't bother for me, I'm not exactly fey material! Just look at me!"
She spread her arms wide, challenging him to do exactly that, but Booker refused to shift his green eyes from her determined gaze.
Despite his stubborn refusal, Lizzy could see Booker press his lips together hard. She saw the way his hands clenched into fists, half hidden beneath his crossed arms, and she knew he understood exactly what she meant.
With her long, dark hair, Lizzy didn't look like a fey should. Not as light and willowy as was normal for a fey either, and while her eyes were the same bluebell colour as her mother's, the warm tan she gained from time spent beneath the summer sun marked her as strange and other amongst the permanent pale etherealness of the residents of Arbaon.
The most damning difference, however, was her complete lack of wings. An integral part of all female fey; their absence from her form had caused her to be ignored at best and outright ridiculed at worst, until Booker had made himself her friend.
She was right about the Court's indifference, and Booker knew it.
The longer the silent standoff continued, the more signs of his frustration Lizzy could read in his face. She could almost hear him trying to think up another reason for her to stay, and Lizzy let her arms fall back to her sides with a sigh.
"You said it yourself; adults take the risk of not returning. They're not going to look for her, or the rest of the missing fey. I have to go, Booker. I have to know what happened."
"So what was your plan then?" he asked, voice turning sharp and taking on a bitter edge that made her wince. "Sneak out in the middle of the night, sweet talk the sentinels so you could slip past them, and leave me to answer the Court's questions?"
Lizzy didn't have an answer that wouldn't hurt him, so she chose silence. Booker shook his head in disbelief while a short, sharp laugh escaped his throat.
"You know Maddy wouldn't want you doing this, don't you?" he asked, invoking her mother's name.
Lizzy flinched in response as pain lanced through her chest.
Booker's voice softened as he kept going. "She wouldn't want you risking your life for this, and she certainly wouldn't want you to run off, alone and unprep—"
"Then she shouldn't have gone and gotten herself—" killed hung in the air between them. Unspoken, but heard by both.
Lizzy turned away from the rising sadness in Booker's face and shook her head. "What else can I do? I can't sit here not knowing, Booker. I've tried and I just can't. I'll go mad."
Another moment of tense silence overtook them both as Lizzy avoided his gaze. Her hand rubbed at her chest while the pain in her heart subsided, and she waited for Booker's decision.
It was when Lizzy heard him heave a heavy sigh that she risked glancing back up at her friend. He had the palms of his hands pressed against his eyes, and as she watched, they raked up through his nest of blond hair in abject frustration. But there was defeat in his slumped shoulders too as he dropped his hands to his sides, and Lizzy tentatively began to hope.
"Alright, fine," Booker grumbled, "can you give me ten minutes?"
"For what?" Lizzy asked, cautiously hoping that he was about to give her a head start before alerting the Court, but Booker's features shifted from tired frustration to open amusement at her question.
"To pack a bag, of course. If I can't talk you out of this ridiculous plan of yours, then I'm coming with you."
"What?" Lizzy spluttered. "No. Booker. I can't drag you into this—"
"No?" he repeated, cutting her off and lifting a disbelieving eyebrow. "I either come with you, or I go straight to the Court, right now, and have them stop you. What's it going to be?"
It was on the tip of Lizzy's tongue to tell him that he wouldn't dare. To challenge his ultimatum with a scoff and an eyeroll, but a quick study of his features and she swallowed back the words. He was serious, and she shook her head in confusion.
"Why?"
"I have a whole list of reasons," Booker said with a shrug, "starting with the fact that I don't want to explain to the court officials why I didn't stop you. Followed quickly by the fact that Maddy was important to me too... but mostly because you're my best friend, you idiot. I'm not going to let you go wandering off to the mortal realm without me."
Lizzy could feel the tears burning her eyes and she launched herself at Booker, burying her face against his sleepshirt-covered chest.
He caught her easily, arms sliding around her shoulders in a tight, familiar hug, and Lizzy felt him sigh in relief at her surrender.
"Thank you," Lizzy muttered, and she felt the vibration of his quiet hum of acknowledgement against her cheek.
"When this explodes in our faces, don't say I didn't warn you," Booker muttered, drawing a watery laugh from Lizzy before she released him with a grin.
Booker knew better than to draw attention to her tears. With nothing more than a soft smile, he turned around and left her, heading back to his room so he could pack a bag for their impromptu trip.
Lizzy waited until she could hear him rummaging around in his wardrobe before she let herself wipe away the tears that had stained her face.
The tight band of fear that had settled around her chest was easing. Relief began to creep into the cracks in her armour with the knowledge that she would now have Booker at her side, and she suddenly felt like the chances of finding her mum just got infinitely better.
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Lizzy had chosen the small collection of fairy circles on the edge of their village. Unlike the main arboretum in the central city, it wasn't guarded by a large number of sentinels. 
Since most fey had no desire to leave the realm of Arbaon in exchange for the mortal one, the court sentinels were little more than a warning system. Their orders consisted of watching for unscheduled activation of a portal from the other side and deterring curious children.
Booker had taken the lead, directing them both through the sleeping village, creeping along the dusty dirt roads as fast as they dared.
Every time they came to a corner, Booker checked the next street to make sure they didn't bump into anyone taking a late-night stroll.
The last thing either of them wanted was to be forced into answering awkward questions about the bags slung over their shoulders.
Booker was already eighteen, an adult under Arbaon law, but Lizzy knew her presence on the streets, late at night, would bring too much attention.
As they approached the wooden fence that surrounded the arboretum, Lizzy's steps slowed and she stared at the small copse of sacred trees.
Ash, birch, oak and hawthorn, all acting as portals between the two realms. Powered by the fairy circles growing in a wide ring around the base of each tree.
The stems of inactive, white-capped glowshrooms were aligned with the trees' deep roots beneath the soil, even as their twisting limbs stretched up, tall and dark, against the night sky. Lizzy felt a surge of relief and gratitude well up in her chest that she had Booker's reassuring figure at her side.
"Ready?" he asked, keeping his voice low as he leaned closer to her, and Lizzy braced herself before nodding.
As he scaled the fence, Lizzy watched him with narrowed eyes, his movements quick and determined, and his long coat seemed to give him no trouble at all.
Then he was dropping to the grass-carpeted ground on the other side. The soft soil muffled his landing, and Lizzy moved to follow.
Booker had a good six inches on her in height, and Lizzy found herself struggling with her bag as she climbed, but by the time she managed to swing her legs over the top, Booker was already waiting to help her down to the ground.
They moved together into the shadows cast by the portal trees, keeping back from the winding pathways through the grove and trying to stay out of sight of patrolling sentinels.
"Which portal do we need?" Booker whispered as they moved deeper into the trees, and Lizzy forced herself to offer a casual shrug, hoping Booker wouldn't realise quite how flimsy her plan actually was.
Lizzy stepped over a line of pale glowshrooms, taking care not to damage them. The last thing they needed was the sentinels raising the alarm.
"I don't have any way to activate a fairy circle, so we need to find one being prepared for the morning transportation. So, just... look for the blue light of activated glowshrooms."
"Do you even know which one Maddy went through?" Booker asked, voice raising in concern, but he fell silent when Lizzy shot him a sharp look of warning.
"Unless you have a way to activate it, then it doesn't matter which one Mum went through," she reminded him. "We can figure out where she arrived once we're in the mortal realm—"
Lizzy cut herself off when she spotted a patrolling sentinel approaching along one of the neatly trimmed pathways. She grabbed Booker's hand, dragging him behind a large hawthorn to hide.
Booker pressed the pair of them as close to the tree as he could, lifting the hood on his wool coat and using the dark material to blend with the shadows.
In tense silence, they watched the sentinel wander down the path. Her wings fluttered in open boredom, but their luck held and the sentinel never glanced in their direction.
It was only when she was finally out of sight and they were in no immediate danger of being overheard that Booker continued their discussion. This time he kept his voice low and quiet, all but hissing his complaints in her ear.
"Lizzy, do you have any idea how big the mortal realm is? Without knowing which portal Maddy used—"
"Getting out of here is the hard part," Lizzy deflected. "Once we're there, they won't follow us. We'll have time to figure everything else out but, most importantly, we'll be that much closer to Mum."
Lizzy didn't give Booker a chance to argue, turning to glance around the tree they had hidden behind, scanning the pathways for any more sentinels before stepping out, ready to move on.
"Come on, we need to find an active circle before one of the sentinels finds us," she said, tugging a silently sulking Booker along with the light grasp she still had on his hand.

      [image: ]They didn't have to go much deeper into the arboretum before Booker pointed out the bright blue glow of an active fairy circle, and Lizzy immediately headed towards it. 
Her excitement, and the hope for answers, distracted her until she almost walked headfirst into another of the court sentinels.
Only Booker's grasp on her hand, and the large trunk of a huge oak, kept the sentinel from spotting her and raising the alarm.
Lizzy turned to Booker to thank him but silenced herself with a grimace when Booker pressed the fingers of his free hand against his lips before tapping at his temple—a silent request for telepathy.
Glancing at the sentinel standing by the active circle, Lizzy watched the woman, hoping she would walk onto the next leg of her patrol. Lizzy let several long seconds pass, but the sentinel didn't appear inclined to move any time soon, and Lizzy reluctantly turned back to Booker and nodded her acceptance.
There was a tiny twitch at the corner of Booker's mouth, a familiar sign he was focussing his powers. Seconds later, Lizzy wrinkled her nose and bit her lip at the uncomfortable sensation of something wriggling against her skull.
"This would be so much easier if you didn't fight it every time," came the quiet voice in her mind, and she shook her head.
"I wouldn't fight it if it didn't feel like a fly buzzing against my ear," she grumbled, glancing back at the sentinel before adding, "What are we going to do about her?"
"You had to find the fairy circle with a permanently stationed sentinel, didn't you?" Booker complained, but with their thoughts linked, Lizzy could almost taste the reluctant amusement behind his words. 
"How was I supposed to know?" she shot back, and the strange sensation of a simultaneous laugh and sigh brushed across her mind.
"Fine, fine, lemme think for a moment..."
Lizzy couldn't help but grimace again when she felt the pressure in her head change. Booker retreated and sank into his own thoughts, but the connection remained and she could still feel him thinking.
In an attempt to distract herself from Booker's mind, Lizzy watched the stationed sentinel pace along the same small stretch of path.
Lizzy's active dislike of telepathy was just one more thing that set her apart from other fey. Its use was a normal part of fey society, but she had always shied away from the contact unless it was with her mum or Booker.
Someone inside her head had always felt too intimate and a little foreign to Lizzy, and yet there were some fey who communicated almost exclusively via telepathy.
Lizzy had made it a point to avoid those fey as much as she could.
She felt Booker's attention return to her. The slow deliberate press of his mind against hers. Booker was always careful not to startle her, so by the time his voice floated through her thoughts once more, Lizzy had prepared herself.
"I'm going to distract her," Booker said, and Lizzy turned to stare at him, eyebrows raised.
"How?"
"Do you trust me, or not?" he replied. Booker was being careful to keep his thoughts guarded, but Lizzy didn't need to be inside his head to know he wasn't as confident as he was pretending to be. The way he wouldn't meet her eyes told her that much. They'd known each other too long for his well-practised bravado to fool her.
He must have sensed the argument brewing in her mind. Or perhaps, she mused, he can read my face as well as I can his.
Before she could respond, Booker continued quickly, "Look, just be ready to make a run for the portal if this goes sideways," he told her while dropping his bag into her hands.
Before she could summon any kind of answer, Booker had broken the connection between their minds. He stepped away from the tree, leaving Lizzy to lift his bag onto her empty shoulder and hope he knew what he was doing.
She watched him from her hiding spot as he made his way out onto one of the cultivated paths. Booker was still hidden from view by a blind corner, created by the branches of a portal tree, but it only took half a dozen paces before he was in sight of the sentinel. 
The woman was quick to straighten from her bored slouch, her wings flaring in preparation to take to the sky, her hands grasping at the long wooden shaft of her bardiche.
Its curved blade tilted towards Booker, the pale blue light of the glowshrooms glinting off the sharp edge of the weapon, and Lizzy's concern escaped her in a soft hiss.
Booker's pace slowed, and his hands lifted, but he kept advancing on the woman, and Lizzy's heart continued to hammer against her chest until the bardiche pointing at Booker finally retracted.
Since she couldn't make out what was being said, no matter how hard she strained, Lizzy turned her attention from Booker to the sentinel. While she still couldn't make out their words, the sentinel's face was an open book. Her features shifted from wary to confused before sliding straight into panic-stricken.
It was enough to reassure Lizzy; whatever Booker had intended, it was going to plan.
When the sentinel's wings flared, fore and hind both lifting away from her body and hooking together as she launched herself into the air, Lizzy's jaw dropped open in shock.
The sentinel's body twisted fluidly in the air, turning towards the town centre. She braced the shaft of her weapon against her chest as she flew into the night, disappearing into the sky without a single look back over her shoulder.
"Lizzy!" Booker's hissed call snapped her wide-eyed gaze down from the sky and back to her friend, who was beckoning her urgently. "Hurry up, she won't be gone long!"
Jerking into motion, Lizzy tightened her grasp around both their bags and jogged over to Booker's side. He didn't let her stop, hooking his hand around her elbow and sending them both running towards the oak tree surrounded by the active circle; a perfect ring of glowshrooms, glimmering and throbbing bright blue, full of fey magic.
The instant their feet crossed the ring of 'shrooms and pressed against the soft grass, the blue light pulsed brighter. Racing across the ground beneath their feet like a shockwave, it closed in on the sacred tree, hitting the base and running up the oak's trunk before sinking into the deep cracks between the bark and turning its surface translucent while the 'shrooms became washed out and white once more.
Then an aurora of warning lights lit up the sky above them.
"Squirrel shit!"
"Keep running!" Booker snapped back, tugging on Lizzy's arm when her steps faltered at the light display they'd inadvertently triggered.
The humming vibration of fey wings filled the air behind them, and Lizzy realised the aurora must have summoned every court sentinel in the vicinity.
She kept running, heart in her throat, until she and Booker hit the still glowing trunk of the tree and passed through it.
Bright blue faded to black. Like the aftermath of an explosion, or from staring into a fire too long and then looking away. She was weightless, and Lizzy had just enough time to realise the whole sensation felt disturbingly like falling before her feet slammed into solid ground.
Her legs gave way beneath her from the force, and Lizzy dropped their bags. Her hands snapped out in front of her, slamming hard against damp grass, barely halting her forward momentum and stopping herself from smashing face-first into the grass.
Booker's anxious panting beside her suggested her experience wasn't a unique one, but Lizzy pushed through the moment of disorientation.
Rolling over, she stared wide-eyed at the tree they'd travelled through, then scrambled backwards across the soaked soil and away from the fey portal.
Despite her reassurances to Booker earlier in the night, Lizzy still half expected the sentinels to follow them through at any moment, determined to drag them back to face... whatever the punishment was for unauthorised portal access.
As she watched, heart in her throat, the glow faded from the tree. It leached out from between the cracks in its bark and sank into the soil before disappearing entirely.
"We did it," Lizzy breathed. It took a second or two for their success to sink in, but then she released a loud, relieved laugh as it hit her.
"Booker, we did it!" she repeated before flinging herself at her friend. Her arms wrapped around his neck in a hug that knocked him back down onto the grass, pulling a groan of complaint from his throat.
"You had doubts?" he huffed breathlessly, and she released him with a grin.
"How did you get rid of the sentinel?" she asked, moving back so he could sit up. Booker shrugged in answer, but there was a small twist to his lips that told Lizzy whatever he'd done, Booker had thoroughly enjoyed it.
"I told her Crisan had sent me to get her, and that she'd looked furious," Booker explained. Reaching for his fallen bag, he climbed to his feet, holding out a patient hand to help Lizzy up.
"Crisan?" she repeated, accepting his help and frowning. "As in Fiona Crisan, captain of the court sentinels?"
"That's the one."
"And she fell for it?"
"I think you're forgetting how much of a bitch Crisan is," Booker said lightly. "No one wants to get on her bad side."
Lizzy snickered as Booker glanced back at the now-inactive portal and shook his head. "Can we get out of here now? I feel like the tree's going to reactivate at any moment..."
"Absolutely," Lizzy agreed. Picking up her bag, she slung it over her shoulder and turned to examine their surroundings, more than ready to figure out where exactly the portal had spat them out.
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It was still the middle of the night, but the similarities ended there. 
When Lizzy and Booker had stepped into the fairy circle, they had been surrounded by the carefully curated collection of sacred trees. Now they were standing on a large patch of grass with the lone oak they had arrived through standing at their backs.
Even the moon looked different, Lizzy noticed, hanging full and round, despite the light cloud cover hiding the stars overhead.
Beyond the green were what looked like streets, paved in uniform square stone slabs, with lights on top of tall poles that stood at regular intervals and bathed their surroundings in pools of harsh orange light.
Lizzy hesitated, glancing around as she tried to find something she recognised but each direction looked the same. Rows of buildings stretched out into the night, further than she could see.
Their doors were sealed, their windows dark, and Lizzy felt her fingers tighten on the strap of her bag as a wave of doubt crashed over her.
"You have no idea which way to go, do you?" Booker groaned, and the threat of his imminent teasing banished her hesitation. Booker wouldn't let her live it down if she admitted to being lost, so she did the first thing she could think of. She lied.
"Of course I do," she answered, clearing her throat and pointing towards the nearest row of orange lights, "it's this way."
Without looking at Booker to see if he'd bought her bravado, Lizzy started across the green, hoping they would stumble over something she recognised before he called her on her bluff.
"And what makes you so sure?" he asked, scattering her hopes to the winds, even as he fell into step beside her. Lizzy forced herself to roll her eyes like she wasn't making everything up on the spot.
"There are lights," she told him, "and where there are lights, there are people. If there are people, Booker, then there's going to be an inn—"
"A hotel."
"—a hotel, and then we can stay there for the night, and figure out where to go next in the morning."
"With what money, Lizzy?" Booker prompted, and she shot him a glare.
"I have gems to trade, of course. I'm not a complete idiot."
"Did you fail the class on the mortal realm, by any chance?"
"Why?" she asked sharply, coming to an abrupt stop, her suspicion rising at the amusement in Booker's voice, and when she turned to face him, his green eyes were almost glimmering with barely restrained laughter.
"Because humans don't work in trade anymore. Unless we can find some kind of jewellers to sell them to tomorrow, those gems of yours are worthless here."
Lizzy stared at Booker for a long moment, disbelief battling with despair in her chest, before her shoulders slumped and her eyes slid closed.
"Tell me you're joking?" she pleaded, but her friend's quiet laughter said he wasn't. "How did I not know that? And stop laughing!" she added, voice sharp as she slapped the back of her hand against his arm, but the reprimand did nothing to smother his amusement.
"What are we going to do?" Lizzy moaned. Pushing her hair off her face with a groan, she struggled to reorganise her plan. If her gems were useless for bartering, then everything was at risk of disintegrating before it even began.
"This was your idea, why do I have to come up with a solution?" Booker shot back, still grinning. Despite his words, he slung an arm around her shoulders and tugged her into his side reassuringly, starting them both walking towards the street once more.
"Well, you're now the self-appointed brains of the operation," Lizzy muttered, calming under the comforting weight of Booker's arm. Trusting him to find a solution to their current dilemma, she continued her earlier observations of the human town they'd found themselves in the middle of.
The portal they had arrived through seemed to be acting as a sort of central point to the town, and Lizzy felt a rush of relief that they had arrived in the middle of the night. While humans couldn't perceive fey magic, a couple of teens crawling across the grass in open panic might have raised a few eyebrows.
As the pair of them stepped off the grass and onto the smooth stone slabs that seemed to pave the street, she began to study the buildings more closely. They were all uniformly rectangular, put together with red brick, and there wasn't a single thatched roof in sight.
They didn't look residential to her, but it was becoming clear her knowledge of the mortal realm might not be as solid as she had believed it to be.
Beyond the fact her gems were useless, nothing around them looked familiar. Nothing like her teacher, Master Weylan, had described in his lessons and she glanced back at Booker, her curiosity piqued.
"How do you know so much about the mortal realm, anyway?" she asked. "You didn't even take that class."
"I didn't take it because Weylan is an idiot who's never set foot here," Booker muttered. He glanced around briefly before turning them both down a street that, to Lizzy, looked no different than all the others.
"I read my dad's journals," Booker continued, his voice growing soft and quiet. "He and Mum came here a lot. Especially when they were trying to convince the Court to reimplement regular contact."
"Ah…" Lizzy couldn't think of anything else to say. Booker didn't talk about his parents often, and she didn't want to press him further. Instead, she slipped her arm around his waist in silent support and accepted the gentle squeeze around her shoulders as wordless thanks.
They moved down the street, their footsteps against the damp pavement the only sound disturbing the night air until Booker huffed out a soft sigh.
"So, I'm thinking if we wander around the town tonight, we can try and spot a store that looks like it might buy your gems. It'll let us familiarise ourselves with the layout a bit too, so we don't get hopelessly lost every time we turn a corner," Booker began slowly. 
"Once we've got some of the local currency we can find somewhere for breakfast, and ask about a hotel. That'll give us somewhere to sleep while we figure out where to go next. Sound good?"
Lizzy hummed as she considered Booker's plan, stepping over a small puddle that had collected in a dip on the pavement. 
She glanced up at the sky again, but the clouds had grown thicker as they'd walked, coating the moon in inky shadows. It wasn't raining, but the damp night air had already sunk through her light linen clothes and settled against her skin.
"It sounds miserable in this weather," she grumbled, wrinkling her nose in distaste, "but what choice do we... have...?" Lizzy's voice trailed off as a sudden chill raced along her spine.
For a second, she thought it might be nothing more than the cool night air, an unexpected breeze against her damp skin, but then she heard a sound behind them. The slap of something against the stone that she almost put down to their footsteps bouncing off the buildings, only it echoed wrong.
A little too fast, a little too soft.
Lizzy stopped and turned, Booker's arm falling away from her shoulders, but despite the almost ominous orange glow of the lights lining the street behind them, Lizzy couldn't see anything out of place.
When the sound she'd been hearing abruptly stopped, her skin began to crawl.
"What is it?" Booker asked, his voice quiet and wary, and Lizzy knew he was reacting to her tension.
"I think... someone might be following us."
"The portal deactivated, and no one here knows us."
Despite his reassurances, Booker's voice had dropped to an anxious whisper, and Lizzy swallowed, shaking her head while she continued to scan the street behind them for any sign of movement or a shadow out of place.
"I don't think it's fey..." she told him, voice just as quiet before taking a step back and bumping into Booker, pressing her frame against his in an attempt to make him move without having to tear her eyes away from the street.
"A human? Lizzy—"
"Let's just go," she pleaded, fear bubbling up through her stomach, burning her throat. She didn't want to argue, she wanted to run.
Lizzy didn't know what she was afraid of, but she couldn't fight it off either.
"Please, Booker."
A nerve-wracking moment of silence followed her request before Booker grabbed her hand and tugged her around with a quiet, "Alright, this way."
He quickly led them down more streets, taking seemingly random turns, and within moments Lizzy felt hopelessly lost. She wouldn't have been able to find her way back to the portal if she'd wanted to.
The moment they'd continued walking, the strange slapping sound had returned. Faster now, and close enough to make her shiver. Lizzy kept sending anxious glances over her shoulder, trusting Booker to tug her through the maze-like town.
Without warning, the sound changed. It seemed to overtake them, and Lizzy ground to a halt.
They were in the middle of a cobblestone street that passed between two buildings, the narrow pathway only a little wider than Lizzy and Booker walking side by side and with no space for the regular orange street lights that had seemed so eerie only ten minutes ago.
Despite the close quarters, they had somehow been overtaken, and Lizzy turned to stare up at the rooftops as the answer came to her too late.
It had only taken a moment and Lizzy's hand slipping out of his grasp for Booker to notice she'd ground to a halt. He turned back to check on her, eyes wide with concern.
"What is it?" he demanded, voice still quiet but filled with urgency. "What are you looking at?"
Lizzy didn't answer him. It didn't matter that they'd been tracked from the rooftops, not when the person trailing them had moved ahead.
Lizzy dropped her gaze from the buildings, staring down at the end of the narrow street. Booker turned to follow her gaze, and immediately backed up to stand beside her.
The glow of the orange street lights ahead of them were no longer ominous, but reassuring. It summoned a desire in Lizzy to step closer, to seek out the safety of a well-lit area, but their path forward had become blocked.
A woman stood at the far end of the alley, her hands clasped against the small of her back with the narrow street opening out behind her into a fresh part of town.
It was as beyond their reach as the portal back to Arbaon.
Before Lizzy could summon her voice to call out, the stranger began to move closer. One slow step at a time. Bright blonde hair hung around her face in long, lank strands and swayed with her movements.
As she approached, Lizzy felt her heart rise to sit in her throat, the source of the sound that had been following them through the town became obvious and she found herself staring at the woman's bare feet, mesmerised and horrified as they slapped against the damp ground.
A dark dress fell to the stranger's knees and merged with the shadows cast by the buildings on either side of them as she approached. Her head tilted to one side as though curious, but twisted too far over in an unnatural manner, and everything about her made Lizzy's skin crawl.
"I don't know what I did to get this lucky," the woman purred before suddenly giggling like a child, her hands springing up from her sides fast enough to make Lizzy flinch back and press against Booker's side.
Lizzy's fearful reaction didn't seem to have any effect on the woman, and she tangled her fingers together and pressed her hands to her chest.
She continued her slow, measured approach, but with each steady step, she twisted her body. Back and forth, swaying until her skirt spun around her knees, giving a deceptively innocent appearance.
As she moved closer, Lizzy realised her light blonde hair almost gave the woman the appearance of a fey, but the unrestrained manic glee in her bloodshot eyes and the twisted expression creeping over her face placed her firmly on the wrong side of terrifying.
Neither Lizzy nor Booker needed the connection of telepathy to begin retreating as one, but the strange woman didn't change her pace, only matching their movements and releasing a delighted laugh.
"Where are you going?" she snarled darkly, snapping from amused to furious in a heartbeat and tilting her head to the opposite side. 
The movement made her seem even more broken, like her neck had no support. The angles reminded Lizzy of a puppet with its strings cut.
"Don't you want to play?" Her voice shifted from its dangerous growling into a high-pitched, almost singsong, tone.
She began to chant then, a chilling rhyme, hopping onto a new square of stone pavement with each beat of her song. Advancing ever closer and Lizzy felt her hands begin to shake.
"Two young fey-blood walking 'long the street,
How will I choose which to eat?
Knock them out, and break the boy,
Then turn the girl into this month's toy!"
"A vampire," Booker breathed, and Lizzy almost stumbled, her limbs shaking with the desire to turn and run.
But it was too late now. The vampire was close enough Lizzy could see the sharp teeth of a predator behind the woman's delighted grin, and a second later, she lunged.
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"No!" Lizzy screamed as the vampire dove for Booker, almost too fast to track. Its hands outstretched, twisting until the fingers resembled grasping claws. 
The vampire never reached Booker.
Instead, it slammed hard against the force of Lizzy's telekinesis.
The invisible blow sent the vampire careening back down the narrow street, a furious snarl escaping it, even as the creature twisted in the air like a cat and landed on all fours.
Lizzy's reaction had been primal and instinctive, but she didn't know what to do next. She held the mental force in place, pushing back against the vampire.
"Come on," Booker gasped, sounding shaken to the core, but Lizzy couldn't turn her attention away from the vampire as it began to fight against the push of her mind.
"I can't... I have to... focus..." she spluttered, jaw tensing in concentration. Booker cursed when he figured out what Lizzy couldn't say. If she turned to flee, the shield would dissipate and the creature would be on them before they made it onto the next street.
"What the rot are we going to do?" he hissed, watching the vampire finally stagger upright, and push towards them with a single slow step, its grin widening when it found it could still advance, albeit slowly.
Lizzy didn't have an answer for Booker's frantic question. She was out of ideas and couldn't risk letting her focus falter to consider alternative solutions.
"I was going to be kind," it snarled, taking another slow stride towards them, leaning into the force of Lizzy's mind as though fighting against a strong wind.
"I was going to keep you in a pretty room, with toys and lace," the vampire continued, bracing bare toes against the hard ground before pressing towards them in incremental steps.
"Telepathy's not working," Booker added, voice wavering with almost palpable fear, and Lizzy swallowed hard against her growing terror as another strand of hope shattered.
"But now, fairy-child, I think I shall just devour you here, in the filth and muck, like you deserve!"
The vampire's voice had lifted into a playful lilt once more, and the chill that had first warned Lizzy they were being followed returned, prickling across her skin.
There was a madness in the vampire's wild, bloodshot eyes, and Lizzy's concentration almost faltered as it moved another step closer. Cackling in delight, its grasping hands stretched out, clawing at the air, pulling itself forward another step.
Lizzy grunted from the strain, her brow furrowing against the pounding headache rising in her temples, while the seed of a desperate plan began to form.
She watched the way the vampire pressed against her telekinesis, leaning forward until it was almost parallel to the ground.
If she could make the creature stumble, fall, it might give her and Booker a moment of opportunity. A tiny chance to try and flee.
It was reckless, and Lizzy had serious doubts about their chances of success, but she couldn't hold the vampire back much longer. Either the pain in her head would force her to withdraw, or the vampire would reach them through brute force.
"Be ready," Lizzy muttered, making her decision and stretching out her hand blindly for Booker's, not daring to tell him the rest of her plan and risk tipping off their attacker.
"Ready for what?" he shot back, panic coating his every word.
Lizzy didn't answer, but that didn't stop Booker from clasping her hand in his. The familiar feel of his palm against hers grounded Lizzy as the vampire giggled, seeming to delight in their fear, and its tongue ran over its lips like it was tasting the air.
A soft whimper escaped Lizzy, the pain in her head almost blinding as the vampire took its time in pressing closer across the last few feet. Forcing its way steadily through the telekinetic barrier Lizzy was struggling to maintain.
"Lizzy..." Booker's voice was a low warning as the monster before them cackled, her outstretched hands almost close enough to touch, but Lizzy remained still.
Waiting. Waiting for their best chance.
It was only as it prepared to take the final step forward, to bring its grasping, claw-like fingers within range of the two fey, that Lizzy moved.
"Now!" Stepping back and to the side, shoving Booker along with her, Lizzy released the mental barrier the vampire was fighting against, and it staggered forward, its straining limbs sending it crashing into the ground.
Lizzy's head throbbed with pain, and she swayed with exhaustion, but Booker didn't falter. He took the opening Lizzy had provided and ran with it.
His fingers tightened around hers as he dashed towards the end of the street, heading for the orange glow of the street lights and tugging her along behind him.
She did her best to keep up, but the world was spinning around her and nausea churned in her stomach at the furious snarls from the vampire on the ground behind them.
Lizzy could barely stay upright, let alone run, and she grew cold, shuddering as the realisation hit her; they were going to die.
Booker was going to die, and it was all her fault.
In the moment it took her to get lost in her growing despair, Booker came to a dead stop right in front of her, snapping Lizzy out of her spiralling thoughts when she crashed into his back.
Her free hand lifted to grasp at the sleeve of his coat. "What—?"
"Get out of the way," a new voice snapped, interrupting Lizzy's half-formed question.
Booker reacted instantly, pushing them both back from the speaker and trapping Lizzy's still disorientated form between the wall of the building and his shoulder.
A tall shape moved forward in a blur of motion like that of their attacker, making Lizzy gasp and press her back harder against the rough stone of the building, but it made no move to lunge for them. Instead, the dark shape flung itself at the vampire.
The shape, she quickly realised, was a man and as the vampire turned to snarl at them, he planted his curled fist against the creature's jaw in a blow that sent its head snapping backwards with an audible crack.
The punch drew blood, an unnatural shriek of rage from the vampire's throat, and a sound of surprise from Lizzy, her eyes wide and fixed on the fight.
"We should run, Lizzy," Booker prompted, "while it's distracted."
He took an encouraging step away from the building and towards the main street, still bright with the orange lights, but Lizzy couldn't make herself follow him, despite the tugging on her hand.
Her head still ached, and the world remained unsteady, but the fight held her mesmerised.
The fey weren't natural fighters. They had declared it uncivilised centuries ago, but the movements of the stranger didn't look uncivilised. They were smooth and controlled. Almost like a dance Lizzy could feel, but didn't know the steps for.
He wasn't wearing any kind of armour Lizzy recognised either. Just a shirt without buttons or lacing, and trousers in a stiff, blue fabric that somehow still managed to move with him.
The only thing that looked armoured or reinforced were the heavy boots he used to kick the vampire back a few paces.
Seconds later, the newcomer had traded fists for two short blades, slicing at the vampire as the creature lunged for him again, forcing it to retreat or bleed.
Only minutes ago, Lizzy had believed the vampire to be the most dangerous thing in the mortal realm. As she watched the stranger close in, grabbing the monster and slamming it into the building before his weapon sliced across its throat, Lizzy began to re-evaluate that belief.
Blood flooded out from the vampire's severed neck. Its claw-like fingers scrabbled at the stranger's broad shoulders in a desperate attempt to escape his grasp. It gurgled, the sound forcing Lizzy to swallow back the taste of burning acid, but the man never faltered, watching the vampire die with a cold, stoic expression.
The clawing hands fell limp. Its head drooped and its eyes slipped closed, but the stranger continued to hold the body pinned to the wall for another long moment before stepping back swiftly and letting it drop unceremoniously to the ground.
As it hit, it disintegrated in a soft splash, leaving behind a foamy pile of red against the damp street that looked like it had been expelled from someone's stomach. The only evidence of the man's kill.
Lizzy's hand snapped up from where she'd been clinging to Booker to press against her mouth, struggling not to be sick at the sight, while Booker swore quietly at her side, sounding as shaken as she felt.
Their reactions drew the stranger's attention, his head spinning around until his gaze settled on Booker before flicking down to land on Lizzy.
In an instant, his features twisted and a growl escaped him, prompting Lizzy to step back as far as she could, still trapped between Booker and the wall.
The stranger lunged for her in the same way he had the vampire and she could do nothing but release a startled yelp.
Booker stepped between them, a snarl on his lips and his hand still clasped around her own, like a lifeline. "Don't touch her!"
The stranger's attack faltered at Booker's command, and he staggered sideways to lean against the building. One of his blades dropped to the ground and he raised his now-empty hand to his head with an audible groan of pain.
"Enough!" he ground out between clenched teeth, the word half request, half demand.
Lizzy saw the twitch on Booker's face, telling her he'd brought his telepathy into play. She knew he must have flooded the other man's mind with a cacophony of noise to force him to falter and she squeezed Booker's hand.
It was a gentle reassurance she was fine, even as she struggled to slow her breathing, but a moment later, the line of Booker's shoulders softened and the stranger blew out a sigh of relief.
The stranger's pain-filled expression had begun to fade, but Booker stayed in his position between their rescuer and her.
"Who are you?" Booker asked. "You're not like... her..." he fumbled, indicating the now foamy red mess congealing against the pavement, and the other man gave a dry, humourless laugh as he straightened slowly.
"I should be the one asking questions," he snapped. "What the hell is a fey doing running around alone, protecting a vampire."
"I'm not a vampire," Lizzy snapped, "we're both fey."
"Is that so?" the stranger asked, running his eyes across her, assessing, and Lizzy could almost taste the disbelief rolling off him.
"It's true," Booker confirmed, and Lizzy caught the flash of surprise on the stranger's face before he hid it and shrugged. He bent to collect his fallen blade, slipping both weapons into sheaths strapped to his legs before speaking again.
"That still doesn't answer my question. What are you both doing wandering around, alone?"
"Why is that any of your business? Who are you?" Lizzy demanded, eyes narrowing as she fought back the fury at his easy dismissal of her honesty.
"I just saved your lives. I think the very least you two owe me are some answers," the man offered back calmly. Lizzy had every intention of telling him where he could shove his answers, but Booker squeezed her hand and she fell silent, turning to her friend instead.
Lizzy didn't need telepathy to read Booker's intentions. They were written all over his face. The brightness in his eyes, the hint of an arched eyebrow. He was asking her to trust their rescuer.
Whatever he'd glimpsed in the stranger's mind, it was enough for Booker, and Lizzy pursed her lips in irritation before surrendering. If Booker wanted to trust him, she would trust Booker, but that didn't mean they had to tell him everything.
Spinning her gaze back around, she found the unnamed man watching them, features sharp and alert as he patiently waited for one of them to answer his questions. Lizzy released a heavy sigh to give herself another moment to think.
"We're looking for a missing fey delegation," she said. "They came here about a month ago, and never returned to Arbaon."
"Just the two of you?" he asked, and after another moment's pause, Lizzy nodded.
"Right..." the man said before huffing out a soft sort of laugh and shaking his head.
"You don't believe us?" Booker asked, but the stranger merely offered a nonchalant shrug.
"I think if a whole delegation went missing, then sending two people to track them down is stupid. It's just asking for two more to go missing. But that's above my pay grade."
Something in the man's frame had relaxed at their answer, and he stepped closer to them, finally giving Lizzy a clear look at his face.
The first thing she noticed up close was how tall he was. With her nose level to the man's sternum, Lizzy needed to tip her head back to meet his gaze, only to find storm-cloud-grey eyes already staring back at her intently, shadowed by heavy brows.
She'd thought his hair to be black, hanging to his shoulders in loose curls and making his tawny skin appear paler than it was, but as he stepped out of the alley's shadows, she could see it was actually a dark auburn colour.
A short, matching beard softened the line of his jaw, but everything about him spoke of a leashed strength. All hard lines and sharp angles, except his eyes. Despite the way they pierced through her, there remained a softness to them that made Lizzy want to trust him.
The snarl as he'd lunged for her flashed through her mind, and Lizzy squashed the thought ruthlessly. She glared instead, focussing on her irritation and stubbornly resisting the urge to flinch away from him.
"Are you going to introduce yourself?" she demanded, and for a moment, there was almost a smile on his lips before it vanished and she was left wondering if she'd imagined it.
"Are you?" the stranger shot back, but before Lizzy could snap at him, Booker answered.
"Booker Reed," he offered, placing the hand that wasn't still curled around her own against his chest, "and this is Lila Isabelle—"
"Lizzy," she corrected, her voice sharp, "Lizzy Hail."
She glared at Booker for handing her first name to a stranger and he grimaced, offering her a wide-eyed look of apology until she relented.
Glancing back at their rescuer, she found him studying them, his attention sliding between her and Booker with calm consideration before humming and finally offering his name in return.
"Andric Roche," he introduced, "kavian hunter."
"A what hunter?"
"Kavian?" Lizzy asked, her question clashing with Booker's, and Andric blinked at them in unmasked surprise.
"The... woman that attacked you," he explained, "she was a kavian."
"A vampire," Booker said slowly, as though double-checking the wording on a particularly complex piece of Arbaon law. "You call them kavians here?"
"No," Andric answered, beginning to frown at them in open confusion, "kavians are different. I'm a vampire."
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Andric had a sneaking suspicion his night was about to go from mildly entertaining to annoying at record speed. 
When he'd heard the snarls of a kavian, the last thing he'd expected to find had been a couple of fey still alive enough to attempt an escape.
A couple of fey. He still wasn't entirely sure about the woman, Lizzy.
Her skin didn't have the near-translucent etherealness of the fey, and she had no wings he could see. On the other hand, the young man at her side was protective enough that Andric found himself inclined to believe them on principle.
Until he pointed out the difference between a kavian and a vampire, and the pair of them stood gaping at him in stunned silence.
Admittedly, Andric had only been half-listening to his mother's talk of council procedures. Still, it seemed likely officials would have briefed all fey arriving from Arbaon on the current state of the mortal realm.
"How old are you two, anyway?"
A mixture of curiosity and suspicion drove his question. As the adrenaline from the fight drained away, he found himself studying them with narrowed eyes and a fresh, critical gaze.
They were both dressed in typical fey garb. Shoes woven from leaf-like fibres, matching trousers and shirts in light linens of cream and blue, and the young man, Booker, had a long dark coat. Each of them only carried a single small bag, and Andric's suspicions grew.
"You seem very... new... to the mortal realm."
"Ah, well—"
"Old enough," the girl, Lizzy, growled, jabbing her companion in the side and silencing his words.
Andric smothered a grin for the second time since he'd met her. Consistently, and furiously, stubborn. Her attitude was refreshing, but he pushed down the admiration and focused on his suspicions instead.
Forcing his expression to reveal nothing, he considered what to do with them.
He couldn't let them wander off alone. Kavians were wild, rabid, and uncontrollable, and while they usually travelled alone, they could also hear fey blood humming with power. It would draw more of them in, like flies. Leaving the two companions to fend for themselves would be a death sentence.
"I think I had better take you to someone who knows more about this than me," Andric muttered, mostly to himself, as his thoughts turned to his employer.
He didn't let himself wince, but he wasn't looking forward to revealing how close to Speculo School he'd been staying. He'd been hoping to keep that little tidbit a secret until after his mandatory leave had run its course.
"Come on, follow me, I'll drive you up to speak with Thomas Walcott," he told the pair, not giving himself a moment to second-guess the decision.
Andric moved to step past them, heading towards where he'd parked his car for the evening's hunt, but Miss Hail's voice stopped him in his tracks.
"And what if we refuse?" she demanded, voice sharp and reluctant, and Andric bit back a laugh before turning to meet her electric-blue eyes that were sparking at him furiously.
He let one eyebrow raise, the sole trace of amusement he allowed on his face, but it only seemed to amplify her irritation. Instantly, her features twisted into a scowl and her hands curled into furious fists.
"Lizzy," Mister Reed groaned, but the girl never wavered and Andric admitted himself impressed.
She'd watched him dispatch a kavian, with blades and blood, but he could find no fear in her features as she stared him down, challenging him.
She was going to be trouble.
"Then, Miss Hail, I shall be forced to assume you're both lying to me, knock you out, and take you anyway," he announced lightly, as though he didn't already suspect the pair of concealing their real intentions. "I promise you, however, coming with me voluntarily will be a much more pleasant experience."
They didn't have a choice. He knew it, and Booker Reed knew it. Andric held her gaze, letting her see that he wasn't about to take no for an answer and, begrudgingly, the realisation sank into the lines of her face.
Even then, she only seemed to back down with great reluctance. Offering a short nod of agreement before she heaved a sigh, Miss Hail pulled her hand free of Mister Reed's, only to cross her arms in open disapproval, forcing Andric to bite back another grin.
"Fine. Lead the way," she ordered. If not for the bitter tone to her voice, Andric





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
FEY TOUCHED
| TRILOGY

EEY: GO MISSING IN THE MORTAL REALM.
: EVERYONE KNOWS THAT.

HOLMES

”\\






OEBPS/images/d32e84ab-33f2-4716-ab78-7e9dae6e3061.png





OEBPS/images/07ac1eea-32a1-4290-8eab-f2dd90cf3c64.png





OEBPS/images/7bd2ee2b-e551-4b9c-842c-04fdeccceeb3.png





OEBPS/images/ea045426-eaf2-4804-a982-b9eb568673d7.png





OEBPS/images/ac2c8cb3-3ffa-4a3c-bf2c-c998009c72b7.jpeg
FEY TOUCHED TRILOGY

Chapgeling

HOLMES






OEBPS/images/767f3c7a-d973-46a8-a036-d754edf40dde.png
DD





OEBPS/images/9764384c-e73b-4ea0-bb39-a66a960b037e.png






