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A WORD FROM THE AUTHOR ABOUT THE VESIK NARRATORS


I’m sure some of you are wondering why William isn’t narrating this return to Damian’s point of view. You may not have heard that we sadly lost William in 2020. As a small tribute, we assembled all of the Vesik titles he narrated into a box set called Vesik: The Dufris Years. We’ll all miss him.

As many of you realize at this point, Forgotten Ghosts ended on a bit of a cliffhanger, and then I decided to do a grand experiment with novellas that many readers didn’t realize were part of the main story. So if you haven’t listened to those, go grab The Books of the Dead box sets narrated by Erin Moon. Once we realized William wouldn’t be be able to record The Book of the Ghost, auditions started up again. And this time, because the majority of the novellas are from the point of view of Vicky, Sam, Nixie, Beth, and Zola, we were on the hunt for a female narrator with a range to rival William. From Graybeard’s squawk to Sam’s sarcasm and Vicky’s fury, Erin Moon took over admirably, injecting emotion and life into these characters.

And now we come back to Damian, who will be voiced by another narrator with a dynamic range that has blown me away. Travis Baldree stood out across the many auditions we held, and I hope you all enjoy his take on these characters as much as I do. His ability to maintain the feel William established and Erin continued has seriously impressed me. Am I also chuckling at the fact I’m making Travis read this last bit as an intro to an audiobook he’s narrating? Absolutely yes. Now please sit back and enjoy the latest adventure with the misfits.


CHAPTER ONE


I remembered the worst hangover I’d ever had. It had taught me an important lesson about never getting into a drinking contest with a fairy. But it was nothing, I mean nothing, compared to the living alarm clock standing at the end of my bed. Hangovers were one thing, but being brought back from the Abyss after being drowned in the powers of the Wild Hunt—and by a Titan no less—was quite another.

I glowered at the beautiful, feathered bird. “You better be glad you aren’t a pigeon.”

The iridescent peacock cocked his head to the side before ruffling his feathers and, I swear, stomping his feet.

A messy halo of blonde hair sat up next to me, smacking her lips as if trying to scrape off some regrets from the night before. The bird called again, like a bullhorn attached to a goose, startling Nixie into full alertness.

“Who hated you enough to give you that bird?” I whined. “And why is it here?”

Nixie blew out a long breath. “I told you, it was a gift from one of the clans near Sri Lanka. It is a sacred gift, Damian.”

“Gift,” I muttered.

“Nagma means well.” Nixie groaned and flopped back down onto the pillows. “I told you, once the clan heard I was planning on moving the throne back to Atlantis, they insisted.”

The peacock bleated in agreement.

“What does that have to do with the bird? If Nagma is so loyal to you, why would she punish you like this?”

“Damian, some traditions you don’t question. It’s said these peacocks are great protectors. And moving the seat of power to Atlantis is going to give Nagma more say in their local governance. Something Lewena would never have allowed.”

“Do you think peacock tastes like fried chicken?”

The bird honked at me again before pecking at my exposed foot.

“Ow. Oww!” I scrambled to take shelter under the blanket.

“You do realize that bird can probably understand you, right?”

I frowned at Nixie. “I was beginning to get that impression.”

“Are you done packing?”

I glanced around my bedroom at the few stacks of cardboard boxes, a rather distressed chest of drawers, and a handful of trash bags to be donated to the local shelters. “You know, I think I am.”

“I still can’t believe Calbach is building out a new apartment for you in Death’s Door. Is there enough space on the top floor?”

“He seems to think so. And considering he was able to keep the place from collapsing after Bubbles and Peanut ate away the supports, I’m willing to believe him. I was a little worried about putting a shower up there. Humidity and books, you know?”

“But you think it will be acceptable now?”

“Calbach does. Something about the vents and pipes in the wall or whatever.”

Nixie grinned as she slid out of bed. “It all sounds so scientific when you put it like that.” Her nightgown shimmered, only to be replaced by polished armor and treated leather.

“No shower?” I asked, pleading with my eyes as best I could.

Nixie rolled her eyes and sighed. “Come on, then. Let’s get this over with.”

“So romantic.” I swallowed a laugh.

She cast a smile over her shoulder as her armor vanished, leaving only a gentle curve of skin as she slipped into the bathroom.

The peacock honked again, jarring me out of the moment before I hurried past him to join Nixie in the privacy of the shower.
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Showered and dressed a while later, I found the peacock camped out on the old oak coffee table. That was one thing I wanted to take to the new apartment. It would be hard to let go of the battered leather couch, but Calbach swore he’d have something even better. Time would tell.

Nixie poured a bowl of game feed into a dish usually reserved for the cu siths. Whatever smells or fur lingered in that bowl from those monsters visiting didn’t bother the bird. He happily smashed his face into the assortment of preformed nuggets.

I separated the boxes I planned to take with me from those I’d be donating. Nixie stayed on the couch near the bird while she checked her phone. It wasn’t that long ago she couldn’t really carry one without a good deal of trouble. Waterproofing was far better than it used to be.

My phone buzzed as I taped the last box shut. I re-read the message, trying to remember what had happened before I’d fallen into Nudd’s trap. Before the nightmares came and I’d been dragged into the Abyss.

I couldn’t stop the shiver.

D. Time to talk?

“Everything okay?” Nixie asked.

I nodded. “It’s Samir, asking if I have time to talk. Was my car in the shop? Did something happen to it I don’t remember?”

Nixie shook her head. “I saw it in the parking lot when Sam dropped us off here.”

“Right, right. Sam drove us.”

“Are you sure you’re okay?”

“Yeah, it’s just, sometimes my memory is a bit spotty.” I read Samir’s message again and texted him back.

Sure. What’s going on?

My phone rang a few seconds later, breaking the sacred texting code of conduct. I hit the speaker button and set my phone down on a nearby stack of boxes.

“Hey, Samir. You’re on speaker.”

“Damian, it is good to hear your voice. It has been too long!”

I laughed under my breath. “That’s a good thing. It means my car has been running well. Maybe you’re too good at your job.”

“Maybe you replaced too many engine parts? Not enough original left inside the old girl to break down.”

The irony wasn’t lost on me. It was Samir who had done the restoration work when the original engine finally locked up. “Are you calling to remind me about my oil change?”

“Ha! No, my friend. You are not due for two months. I have… I have an issue. A question, really, I guess.”

I exchanged a glance with Nixie and didn’t miss her crinkled brow.

“It sounds crazy, but I know you do crazy.” Samir paused. “I think I have a ghost in the shop.”

With that, I let out a more earnest laugh. “Samir, the whole city is packed with ghosts. I’m sure every shop in Saint Charles has a ghost living there, and West County is no different. Well, not living there, but you know what I mean.”

“It’s not so simple. I don’t want to talk where they might hear me. Employees. They scare easy.”

“I’ll be at Death’s Door in an hour or so. Feel free to drop by after that.”

“Good. Okay, good. I’ll do that. Damian, it might be more than one. It… I’ve seen things I can’t explain. And it’s only been since the battles in the east.”

“What battles?” I asked. “You mean in Falias? When we fought Nudd?”

“I think it started before that, but not long before. I don’t think they’re all human, Damian.” A door chimed in the background, and Samir went silent for a moment. “I’ll see you at the shop. Thank you, my friend.”

The call dropped.

“What the hell was that?” I asked.

“Has he always been able to see ghosts?” Nixie asked.

“Not that I know of. I’m pretty sure he’s as normal as Frank.”

“Sounds like this day just got a bit more interesting.”

I narrowed my eyes. “Don’t say that. I don’t need interesting. I need plain vanilla ice cream and a poorly cooked hamburger. Give me boring for the next year, thank you very much.”

Nixie’s smile widened as my ramble continued on, lamenting the lost days where the most interesting things that happened were under-seasoned cookouts or movie theaters finally serving alcohol.

“You say that like you didn’t bring a parrot back to life and trap a pirate in it when you were a kid.”

My rambling lament stopped, and I blinked at Nixie. “Well, that’s taking things a bit too literally.”

“Are you saying I count as boring? Or do you not want me around for a year?”

“That’s cheating.” I gestured uselessly. “Now you’re cheating.”

Nixie bared her teeth in a wicked grin. “Am I?”

The peacock honked and shook his crest as if he found Nixie’s retort unbearably amusing.

“Not you too, bird. Let’s introduce you to the cu siths and see how that goes. Turn you into a chicken nugget. Peacock nugget. Whatever.” I paused and looked at the bird. “That’s his name. Nugget.”

The peacock honked in what I liked to imagine was irritation.

Nixie laughed, hopped off the couch, and leaned forward to give me a kiss before she started sorting a few more of the marked boxes. “Let’s go see what Calbach’s done to the store, shall we?”

Nugget leaped from box to box before landing on Nixie’s shoulder. He honked and settled in while she eyed him suspiciously.

“A gift,” I said.

Nixie scowled.


CHAPTER TWO


After fifteen minutes of combing through boxes to find the car keys I’d apparently packed away, we were off. Sort of. My ’32 Ford wasn’t exactly spacious, and in that moment I became one hundred percent aware that it wasn’t made for peacocks.

While our honored guest might have had enough room in the back seat if he stayed in one spot, he instead thought it would be more effective to stick his ass between the front seats and spread his feathers in our faces. I leaned as far to the side as I could as we backed out of the parking lot.

“This is fantastic,” I grumbled.

Nixie’s phone dinged, and she tried to read it around the edge of the peacock’s feathers. “It’s Euphemia.”

“Everything okay?”

“It’s fine, I’m sure. Some of the undines I met in Atlantis have surfaced close to Ireland.”

“Peacefully?”

Nixie laughed. “Yes, yes. I guess I didn’t tell you everything about Atlantis. They only wish to live in their homes in peace. Word must have reached them about Nudd’s fall. Why would you think they would not visit in peace?”

“Well, you told me you had to fight to the death when you visited Atlantis.”

“Touché. I’ll have to take you there one day.”

“To Atlantis?”

“Yes, it’s quite remarkable what they’ve done to the city.”

I leaned back and glanced at Nixie behind the feathers. “On the bottom of the ocean. I can see a few transportation issues with that trip.”

“Not if I drown you first,” Nixie said with a brilliant smile.

I met her gaze for a second as I guided the car through the next intersection. “You can drown me when I’m already dying and not a moment before.”

Nixie pouted in the passenger seat. “You realize how long that could take now? You ate like a million souls and might outlive the planet at this point.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“Unless something from the Abyss eats you. That could certainly shorten your lifespan a bit, but I just don’t know if gathering up the pieces and dropping them in a bucket will have the same satisfaction.”

Apparently satisfied with the growing horror on my face, Nixie exploded into laughter, to which Nugget bleated out another honk before thankfully moving to the back and settling down. I glanced at the bird in the rearview mirror.

“Threats of dismemberment and drowning seem to have calmed him down quite a bit. Do you think the cu siths will try to eat him? That would be… so tragic.”

Nixie snorted when Nugget unleashed a particularly hostile honk. “I don’t think we have to worry about that. Nagma wouldn’t send a peacock if she thought it would be in danger.”

“Have I met Nagma?”

“Not that I know of. She stays close to Sri Lanka for most of the year. You may have seen her in Faerie, at the Royal Court. But I do not believe you met her.”

“How’s Euphemia doing?”

“From what I can tell, she’s holding up well in my place. Euphemia is trying to bring the blue men of the Minch into talks with some of Lewena’s undines. I wish her luck with that. One side is as bullheaded as the other. She would make a good queen should something happen to me.”

I turned at the next intersection as old town Saint Charles came into view. “Why would you say that?”

Nixie hesitated.

“What? What is it? I think you can tell me if we can sincerely joke about getting dismembered.”

Nixie let out a low laugh. “You’re right, of course. There are things that will happen as long as I am queen. Things I have no wish to burden you with, Damian.”

“Pretty sure I have more baggage than you. Did you see that thing I was trapped in? I mean, damn. That was one replay I didn’t need to see.”

Nixie reached out and squeezed my leg. “I know why Nagma gifted me a peacock. Word is spreading about Atlantis, and it will open old wounds amongst the undines. She fears I will be assassinated.”

I slowly raised an eyebrow. “She gave you a bird because she thinks you may be assassinated? And you’re okay with that? So you think you’re in danger? More than usual anyway?”

“I don’t know.”

“About the bird or the danger?”

“All of it? None of it? I don’t know, Damian.” The peacock stuck his head through the middle of the seats and made a strange mournful gargling sound. “She thinks one of the serpent clans may come for me. They were fiercely supportive of Lewena.”

“We still have stone swords,” I said. “We could get some of the bullets from Park or Casper, I’m sure. Mike helped craft them, and they’re pretty horrible.”

“I remember, Damian.”

“Right, of course you do.” And like a movie playing back in my head, I remembered the crack of Casper’s rifle, the fall of Lewena, and the screams that followed. But that brought me back to what Nixie had said. “What’s a serpent clan? Like the Utukku?”

“Oh no, not like the Utukku. The serpent clans are still undines, but they rode serpents in war.”

“Humans have done that too. Using snakes, or at least their venom, to assassinate people. And Nugget is here to look out for you?” I glanced down at the bird’s crest resting on the console. He seemed more than capable of eating a snake or three.

“Damian, there are times your naivete is adorable. You cannot ride on the back of a cobra, can you?”

“Ride? As in literally ride?”

“Yes. Not all serpents foretell great evil. But there are some that do. And the basilisks were some of the worst.”

I sat up a little straighter. “You’re telling me some of those things are still around? I thought Morrigan said they’d all been killed off.”

“There are some things not even the Morrigan knows, Damian. And there are secrets among the undines that have been hidden for millennia. The guardian of Atlantis died a thousand years ago, by all accounts. But did he not rise to slay the Eldritch who attacked Puerto Rico? I should like to introduce you one day.”

“To the Mosasaurus? I think I’d like that. Terrified of it, sure, but I’d like to see that. But stop trying to change the conversation. Snakes. Assassination. And go.”

Nixie offered a small smile. “Many undines call the peacocks snake slayers. And those stories go back further than any of us can remember. Perhaps in the books that survived the fall of Atlantis we may find some detail of it, but I doubt it.”

“There’s no way this bird can face a basilisk. Those things are as big as a house. I’ve seen the skeleton in Falias.”

“Ward has faced a basilisk in his lifetime. He can speak to the horror from a human perspective.”

I kept my eyes on the road as we rounded the turn that would take us to Main Street. “Not filling me with overwhelming confidence here.”

“You have seen a cu sith fight,” Nixie said. “Creatures of power are not always what they seem. I will keep the peacock close, and you can rest easier. An assassin from the serpent clans would find it difficult to circumvent one of the old beasts.”

Nugget made a sound somewhere between a honk and a snort.

“Look, if he doesn’t eat the walls in the shop, he’s a step up from the guard dogs.”

We hit the cobblestones on Main Street, and I tried not to laugh at the suddenly alert peacock. He looked left and right at every bump in the road until Nixie scratched his head.

“It’s okay,” she whispered. “We’re almost there.”

We passed the parking lots and cars parked along Main, and it felt good to be back. I turned onto Adams, passing the angled door to the shop with the number 345 posted above it. My car bounced into the parking lot, and I took a deep breath as we came to a stop.

I climbed out and stretched, reaching for a backpack I’d forgotten I didn’t have anymore. Vicky had taken the remnants and stitched together her own. I’d have to get a new one.

“Well, well, well,” a familiar voice called.

I turned to find Foster with his arms crossed, leaning against the doorframe. I couldn’t help but grin at the fairy, his platinum blond hair pulled back into a tight ponytail.

“Is everything okay?” I asked, curious why he was standing there in his full-sized form.

“Oh, yeah. I just didn’t want to get trampled.”

I had about two seconds from the time I heard the first booming bark before Bubbles flattened me against the gravel. And if it hadn’t been for the blur of green and the very, very wet tongue, I don’t think I would have known why I was suddenly staring up at the sky.

By the time Peanut landed on top of me, I was pretty sure I wasn’t getting up until the cu siths decided to let me up.

“Bubbles!” Aideen shouted from somewhere I couldn’t see. “Peanut! You let him up right now.”

Bubbles chuffed, slowly dragged her tongue across my face, and then shot inside the shop. Peanut refused to move until I vigorously scratched his ruff. Only then did he raise his melon-sized paw off my chest and trot back inside.

Above me, her wings silhouetted in the sun, hovered a sight for sore eyes. Of course, my eyes were literally sore after Aideen flashed into her Proelium state and crushed me in a hug laced in fairy dust. I fought back a sneeze.

Foster laughed as he threw his arms around both of us. “Gods be damned, it’s good to have you back. I thought the Oreos were going to expire.”

Nugget took that opportunity to honk at the fairies, and I didn’t miss the sudden stiffening of their backs.

I nodded toward the bird. “New alarm. In case the cu siths need a break.”

“Nixie,” Aideen said, almost pouncing on the undine while the peacock eyed her suspiciously.

“Come on,” Foster said, snapping into his smaller form. “You have to see what Calbach’s been up to. Hopefully you won’t mind some of the changes he made.”

I shrugged. “I think as far as changes go, I can probably handle whatever an iron-touched Fae can dish out.” But I had a sudden thought that made me worry for the fairies who weren’t iron-touched. “It’s not iron, is it?”

“Calbach’s a bit more considerate than that,” Aideen said.

“Good, good. Is Frank here?”

“He is. Frank’s always here or at the Pit. Although he did get Ashley to watch the store for a few hours yesterday.”

I started to ask how she was, but then I remembered Beth, and how Cornelius had died in the Shadowed Lands. “Is she doing okay?”

“I think they both are,” Aideen said. “Beth just needs time.”

Foster and Aideen started up the stairs when we stepped inside. The deadbolt muttered something about being surprised I was still alive. I knew the feeling.

“I’ll be up in a second,” I said.

“See you soon,” Nixie said, giving me a kiss on the cheek before following Foster and Aideen.

I walked through the back room, past the cu siths’ lair, the Formica table, and the old grandfather clock. Every time I’d set foot in the shop, it felt strange to be there. Like I couldn’t quite believe I was still here. That there was some small piece of normalcy left from before I bonded with Gaia.

On the other side of the saloon-style doors waited the front of the store. Frank had been upgrading a lot of our inventory before water witches attacked Saint Charles. Business had died off for a time after that, and Nudd’s constant meddling hadn’t helped anything.

But outside the front windows, past the precious gemstones and display cases, the mortars and pestles and feathers and finely carved candles, I could see a handful of tourists making their way up and down the street. A few storefronts were still closed, but I hoped they’d be back before long. It wasn’t unusual for things to change on Main Street. Some of the small shops thrived, while others came and went in the blink of an eye.

I turned my attention to a quiet conversation at the counter as Frank rang up our sole customer. Once they were done, and the man exited the store to the chime of the bell, I made my way over to the counter.

“Hey, Frank.”

“Damian!” Frank smiled and closed the old register. “Glad to see you back again.”

“Business picking up?”

“For a few days now. Excited to see what the weekend looks like. It’s still a little weird out there, you know? But I think people are feeling safer.”

“You and Sam good?”

“Oh yeah. I mean, I haven’t seen her as much lately. She’s helping Vik after his arm got, well, dissolved in that fight with the Eldritch. He wasn’t always the perkiest vampire I knew, but man, is he ever gloomy.”

I nodded. I could only imagine what Vik was going through. He’d lost an arm in that fight. And vampires could recover from a lot, but getting part of your body dissolved by a fragment of an Old God had to take a toll.

Frank held his arm out and traded grips with me like the werewolves do, palm to forearm. He met my gaze for a time before looking away. It was an odd gesture. Usually, Frank was either all eye contact or no eye contact.

“Everything okay?”

“Calbach’s building you that apartment upstairs, right?”

“Right.”

Frank fidgeted. “Are you still going to need me working the shop? I mean, if you’ll be here all the time. I don’t know if you’ll need full-time help. I don’t want you keeping me here because of Sam. And—”

I tried to get a word in, but Frank kept rambling until I finally said, “Frank, shut up.”

He blinked and stayed quiet.

“You’ve got a job here as long as you want it. I’m not exaggerating. Look, even if I get killed, the store will be yours and Sam’s. Death’s Door has been here a damn long time, and it’s going to be here a hell of a lot longer.”

Frank gave me a relieved smile. “Thanks, Damian. It means a lot.”

“Look, don’t tell anyone I said this, but you mean a lot to me too. And not just because of my sister. You’re a good friend, and you’ve gotten yourself tangled up in some craziness because of me.”

“Whole world’s tangled up in some craziness, Damian. No need to apologize for it.”

I smiled at Frank as something crashed and boomed upstairs. We both looked up at the dust drifting down from the floor joists. “Maybe I should check on that.”

As if on cue, the bell to the front door rang, and two green witches made their way over to an old card catalog Frank had repurposed for herbs and teas. I exchanged a nod with him and headed for the stairs.


CHAPTER THREE


“Anybody dead?” I called out as I reached the landing on the stairs and started up the rest of the way.

Nixie had a rather reassuring answer. “Maybe?”

“What do you mean, maybe?”

“Something in the wall,” Calbach said, gesturing to the oblong box on the floor. Except box wasn’t quite the right word. It was clearly a coffin.

“Why is there a coffin in my wall?” I asked. “Who puts a coffin in the wall?”

Calbach shrugged, the burly Fae’s braided beard twitching as he considered that. “It was blocking some pipes, and I figured you’d want hot water with your cold water.”

“True, yes, but why is there a coffin in my wall?”

Aideen crouched down beside it. “It’s engraved. I don’t think it’s a coffin.”

Foster pursed his lips. “I think it’s a coffin.”

“May have been designed to be a coffin, but look at the sigils.” Calbach ran his fingers along the edge of the obsidian box. “Runes of protection and preservation.”

“Maybe it’s a mummy,” Nixie said. “You think Zola would know?”

Without so much as hesitating, Calbach jammed a pry bar into the lid and put his considerable weight on it.

“Wait!” Aideen shouted.

But the coffin only resisted for a moment before the lid pulled away with a rush of air like it was taking a breath.

We all froze as he put the lid aside. Except the peacock. Nugget honked at the coffin like it was death incarnate.

Relief washed over me when it wasn’t a body that had been stashed inside the walls. But I didn’t understand what I was looking at. Books filled half of the coffin, and on top of those sat an ancient helmet and a curved sword almost thin enough to be a rapier. But the blade looked as though a wavy Damascus pattern had been etched into it instead of forged.

“Nudd’s balls,” Foster whispered. “I know who hid this in the wall. Cara did.”

“How can you tell?” I asked.

He bent down to pick up the sword. “This was my father’s. A very long time ago. The helmet might have been his too, but I can’t remember.”

“Shit,” Aideen said, flashing into her Proelium state before picking up several of the books. “These are from… these are from before the Wandering War. Was Cara part of the resistance in the war?”

The Wandering War had been one of Nudd’s masterstrokes. Convincing the world the Mad King had died, when in fact he had been the Mad King all along. And he’d grown his forces in the shadows after that, grooming the knights of Faerie itself to be his new army.

Foster fell so quiet it sounded as if he’d stopped breathing. He picked up a silver-handled mirror that looked like something my grandmother would have spent ages studying in a museum. “I thought these were all destroyed.”

“What is that?” I asked.

“Old magic,” Aideen said. “Older than any of us.”

“Like Titans?”

Aideen shook her head. “Unseelie Fae. Before they had a name, and long before any of us knew how dangerous they could be.”

“Is that a veil mirror?” Calbach stepped away from Foster as he asked the question. “I’ve no mind to see the beyond.”

Foster started to turn it over, then gently set it back into the coffin. “It should stay buried.”

I turned to look at whoever was whispering at my back, but only the corridor of books was behind us. A shiver ran down my spine.

“Does anyone else hear that?” I asked as the voices came and went in waves.

Nixie cursed under her breath, and her words came out in a rush. “He’s a necromancer. Close it. Close it now.”

Calbach lifted the lid and slammed it closed. The voices silenced like a switch had been flipped.

I cocked my head to the side and stared at Nixie. “What the hell was that?”

“A veil mirror,” Aideen said, drawing my attention. “It’s one of the few ways Fae can see the dead. Those returned to the ley lines. We aren’t like you. Fae don’t leave ghosts behind. We’re one with the ley lines as much as your bodies are one with the earth. What is gone cannot be reborn.”

“And it’s different with me because I’m a necromancer?”

“There are spirits trapped in veil mirrors, Damian. But they are not what they seem. They take on the form of whatever memory they find in the hand that holds the mirror. I don’t know what it would do if you held it.”

“Open the coffin again. I want to see if the voices come back.”

Calbach did, and only silence met the void. Aideen reached in and picked up the facedown mirror, and the moment she did, the whispers came back.

“I can hear them again.”

Aideen turned the mirror over, revealing the reflective surface much to the protests of Foster and the peacock. Her breath caught in her throat and tears gathered at the corners of her eyes. “Cara.”

“What?” Foster said, stepping forward.

Aideen turned the mirror, and Foster froze.

But all I could see was a skull. An almost-human skull with a sickly red fire in its eyes. Eyes that turned away from Foster and locked onto me before they flared like gasoline thrown onto a flame.

“What in the ever-loving fuck is that?”

“Cara,” Foster whispered. “Don’t you remember her?”

“Yeah, I remember Cara. But whatever that thing is, it’s not Cara.”

Skeletal fingertips clawed at the edges of the mirror as the whispers grew louder. It was like the souls left inside my head after Gettysburg, but different. Wrong. The skull’s eyes turned from crimson to an iridescent rainbow, like the flesh of an Eldritch thing.

“That’s no spirit,” I hissed. “That’s an Eldritch creature trapped inside that thing.”

The skull split into a fractured scream that no one else seemed to hear. I almost doubled over with the pain of it until Nugget’s tail flashed wide, and the whispers fell silent.

The thing inside the mirror was no longer looking at me. Its attention was all for the peacock. And as I watched, those iridescent eyes backed away from the mirror, fading to crimson before vanishing altogether.

“It looked like a human skull, but its eyes turned into that rainbow muck like it was Eldritch.”

Foster took the mirror and set it down. Calbach closed the coffin without being asked.

“Not Eldritch,” Aideen whispered. “Utukku.”

“What?”

“There are wars older than you can know. Times when the Fae and the Utukku clashed. Their bones can hold magic almost as well as magrasnetto. I assume I don’t need to tell you how we know that.”

I stared at the coffin in horror. “That’s the soul of an Utukku trapped inside that mirror?”

“Yes.” There was pain in that single word, as if it was a truth Aideen had suspected for many years, but had never confirmed.

“Then we free it,” I said. “We can’t leave them imprisoned like that.”

“Damian,” Foster said. His words were still slow, and I had little doubt it was from the shock of seeing Cara. “That spirit has been imprisoned for hundreds of millennia. It can’t be sane anymore.”

I thought about the deadbolt imprisoned in the back door. At least he could see… something. It was easy to forget how ruthless the Fae could be when you were friends with them. But to trap a sentient spirit like that, and one of an Utukku, for thousands of years. It was beyond awful.

“Can you leave a door in the wall for it?” I asked.

Calbach nodded. “If you like. Once the pipes are in, I can shift it to another part of the wall.”

“I’d appreciate that.”

Calbach rubbed his hands together. “Well, would you like to see what I’ve done with the apartment? Not nearly as exciting as a veil mirror, though.”

I laughed at that. “Yes, please. This seems like a perfect time for an open house.”

Foster and Aideen exchanged a meaningful glance before snapping into their smaller forms and drifting down the stairs. I figured they wanted to talk about that coffin and what had been inside. For that matter, I wanted to as well, but I also really wanted to see what Calbach had been up to.

I’d never rented an apartment sight unseen, so basically giving the Fae a license to do whatever he wanted to do still felt like I’d had an episode of madness. Which, I supposed in some ways, I had.

“So the good news is I was right about that hollow in the back wall. Looks like they’d planned on putting an elevator in at some























OEBPS/i/i1.png





OEBPS/i/i2.png








Copyright (c) 2011 by Bernd Montag (berndmontag@gmx.de), with Reserved Font Name 'Sansation'

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at: http://scripts.sil.org/OFL

-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives, however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting, or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify, redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components, in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled, redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole, must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND, EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY, INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



The StarFont font is created by BB eBooks Co., Ltd., a registered company in the Kingdom of Thailand. This font is intended to supplement glyphs in various eBooks. It is freeware and may be used either for commercial or personal use.

http://bbebooksthailand.com 


OEBPS/cover.jpg
THE VESIK SERIES

BOOK NINETEEN





