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Chapter 1
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The Sithen loomed against the cloudy sky, its bloody neon sign washing the line of patrons below in hellish red. Bass loud enough to hear across the street pounded out through the nightclub’s open doors. Katie MacGregor huddled inside her coat. It was a cold December twenty-third. The Windy City was known for broad shoulders, not temperate winters.

The line was shorter than the last time Katie had waited here, though the customer base seemed to be the same. Each of the bar’s fashionable patrons was grayish pale. When they tipped their heads back to laugh, the red light of the Sithen sign glinted off their fangs.  

Beside her, Dahlia Von Leif shifted her weight. Dahlia was a beautiful half-Drow in her mid-twenties, with obsidian black skin and a poof of curly, snow-white hair. She wore jeans with a purple puffer coat and hugged her baby bump. The mournful expression on her face gave Katie pause. In Avalon, Dahlia had been ready for a brawl, furious as a boxer with a split lip. All the fight had drained out of her as soon as they caught sight of her father’s bar. Now she only looked tired and sad. 

Lord Commander Corali Misslo was clad, as usual, in his immaculate blues. He was only as tall as Katie, but lantern-jawed and stiff-necked. His black skin shifted with opalescent colors under the streetlamp. Every inch of his five-foot frame screamed ‘badass,’ from the perfectly arranged ribbons on his chest to the easy way he stood with his hand on the hilt of his sword. 

The leather-clad bouncers barked laughter as they waved someone in. Katie did not want to go into this club, not again and not for this. Her stomach clenched and unclenched as she watched the customers come and go. 

She cleared her throat. “So, what’s the play here, babe?”

Dahlia jumped as if she’d forgotten Katie existed. “We’re going to walk in through the front doors and demand to see my dad.” 

Misslo slanted a doubtful look at her. “Do you really think that’s going to work?”

Dahlia growled, “It had better.”

“After we find him,” Katie asked, “What are we going to do?”

Dahlia opened her mouth, but no sound came out. There was no plan. Of course there was no plan. Repressing an exasperated sigh as she loosened her sword in the scabbard hanging at her back, Katie said, “Fuck it. We ball.”

Dahlia stepped off the curb. Katie and Misslo followed. Katie managed to keep her hand off the pommel of the weapon hanging at her back by sheer force of will. This was not a safe place for anybody. She drew a breath and followed anyway.

Without bothering to get in line or walk past the red velvet ropes, Dahlia strode toward the bouncers with her pair of royal bodyguards at her flanks. 

The bouncers stopped talking mid-sentence. One of them grinned, showing sharp, shiny hardware. “Dahlia! Hey, look at you! You’re huge!”  

Dahlia jerked her chin down in a curt nod. “Hey, Gus. Mitch. Where’s my dad?”

Gus and Mitch exchanged a look of alarm. Gus said, “Uh. I don’t know, kiddo. Nobody’s seen him in a couple of weeks.”

Katie restrained a snort. She’d seen him. And when she saw him again, she was going to feed him his own intestines. 

Dahlia’s delicate nostrils flared. She balled her free hand into a fist. “You don’t know where he went?”

Gus and Mitch shook their heads adamantly. One of them said, “No, sure don’t.”

“Then I’ll wait until he gets back. You might want to let him know I’m here. The longer I wait for him, the madder I’m gonna get.” She stepped around the stanchion and velvet rope. 

Mitch stuck out a hand to stop her. “Woah. Look, sweetie, I can see that you’re upset, but your dad ain’t here. You can’t just go barging in. It ain’t safe.”

Katie opened her mouth, but Dahlia lowered a glare on him that would have stopped a charging elephant. “It was safe enough when I was working the bar at sixteen.”

He didn’t drop his hand. “Look, I just can’t let you in.”

Dahlia leaned back on her heel. “Let me put it to you this way: I’m going in. I can go around you or my well-armed friends can help me go through you. Which is it?”

Mitch exchanged a look with his partner, then stepped aside. Dahlia gestured to Katie and Misslo over her shoulder with her sharp chin and they followed. 

Dahlia stalked in like she owned the place, heeled boots striking the ground with the force of her fury. A dance floor full of chilly, rolling mist and colorful strobe lights stretched across The Sithen’s entire bottom floor. Bodies writhed and gyrated against each other while a vampire in a tracksuit played EDM from the stage at the back of the room. Katie kept her hand on her sword and stayed on Dahlia’s left flank. Misslo, tensed for battle, walked in the position opposite Katie’s. 

A shadow slipped out of the crowd, a woman in tight dark clothing and sky-high heels. Purple and blue lights flashed over her face. She bowed slightly, awkwardly, as if she wasn’t sure whether she should be doing it, then shouted over the music. “Prince Paul wants a word with you.” 

Dahlia shouted back. “I’m here to see my dad. I don’t have time to go into the Underground right now.”

The woman shook her head. “Your father isn’t here.” She pointed across the crowd of dancers up to the club’s second story, at an area where tables and booths filled the floor. “But the prince knows where he is.”

Dahlia turned to Katie and Misslo, eyes questioning. She couldn’t afford to lower her voice when she warned, “He’ll want something from us.”

Katie thought of a vampire prince with a boyish face puncturing Beri’s white wrist and spilling blood into his mouth. She shuddered. She didn’t have enough blood to share it.

Firmly, Misslo said, “He seems to be the only one willing to give us information. We’ll find a way to pay him.”

Katie shot Misslo a look askance while the strange woman grinned. Her sharp teeth gleamed under the strobe lights like a threat. “Follow me.” 

She led them across the dance floor. Cold-skinned club patrons eddied around them, looking curious. The group from Avalon trooped up a flight of stairs with a metal railing that wasn’t iron. Of course it’s not. No bar called ‘The Sithen’ is going to have an iron railing. 

The second floor made a horseshoe, with tables for two overlooking the dance floor and booths full of laughing, chattering people along the back wall. It was dimly lit, just bright enough for waitresses in short skirts and sky-high hooker heels to deliver drinks and flirt with patrons for tips. All sorts of liquor were handed off, though no one was eating.

The woman in black led them to the back of the horseshoe, to the deepest, darkest corner. A luxurious sofa and round table hosted a large group. A tray of white powder, cut into lines, waited for them in the middle. When Katie and the others appeared, the entire table fell silent. 

Prince Paul— formerly Count—lounged in the middle of the seat with his arms around two different women. He was dark-haired and handsome, trapped in his mid-twenties, dressed in leather. His shirt hung open so far Katie could see chest hair. She turned her head aside to hide a sneer. He’d offered to make her a vampire once, just for a chance at the Unseelie Crown. She’d decided he was too cruel to rule anything and kept her mortality. Now he was lord over every vampire in Chicago. 

Paul grinned. “Hiya, kitten. Long time no see.” 

The women beside him watched the fey with shining, predatory eyes. One of them ran her hand through Paul’s hair possessively.

Dahlia crossed her arms and cocked a hip. “I don’t have time for your bullshit today, sweetheart. Do you know where my dad is, or not?”

Paul released one of his women to lift a glass of dark liquid to his lips. “So grouchy.” He slipped his arm back around the shoulders he’d abandoned. “I don’t know where he is, but I know how to get him here.”

Dahlia’s voice stayed flinty. “You’re just going to tell us out of the kindness of your little rat heart, I assume?”

Paul’s smile slipped. He looked older then, tarnished like a dime somebody had rubbed until all the shine came off. “Your old man killed Prince Alex. Took him out like he was scrubbing a name off a tombstone. No trial. No duel. No nothing.” He flicked two fingers, careless and angry. “I want to hurt him. The only thing he cares about besides his kids? His money. I want his piece of the pie.”

Katie furrowed her brows. “What pie?”

“Oh god.” Dahlia raised her face to the ceiling as if in prayer. “My dad’s... he's not just some bar owner, okay? He runs Chicago.”

Katie’s eyes widened. “What, like, the mafia? There’s a Faerie mob?”

Dahlia sighed so hugely Katie could see it in the dark. “Don't say it like you’re in a movie.”

The mafia? Katie was entangled with the mafia now? The Unseelie were bad enough.

Paul was no longer smiling. “Euphoria.”

Katie had heard of the drug from some party kids at school. It made users feel the way they’d felt at the happiest moment of their lives. When they died on the stuff, rigor mortis made their hideous grins last forever. She shuddered.

Dahlia shifted uneasily. “My dad wouldn’t fuck with that stuff. He’s got his flaws—”

No one spoke. His flaws included forcing their mutual friend into an unwanted marriage, murder, and assaulting key American fey to steal the Unseelie throne. The only sound was the pulse of the music filtering up the stairs.

Dahlia pulled a shuddering, teary breath. “All right. My dad deals Euphoria. So what?”

“He doesn’t deal.” Paul snorted disgust through his nose. “He manufactures it. Come downstairs. I’ll show you.”

Dahlia looked the other way, hiding tears with quick swipes of her hand. Katie wanted to hug her but stepped forward to take over the conversation instead. “Show us what?”

Paul leaned forward, pushing his glassy-eyed girls aside like dolls. “You know how they make that shit, don’t you? Euphoria?”

Katie didn’t want to know but had the feeling she was about to find out. “Do tell.”

“Nightmares.” Paul’s eyes were bright and mean. “Harvested raw from human minds. He’s got a whole chamber full of sleepers down below. A nightmare farm.”

Nausea climbed the inside of Katie’s throat. How could he force a person to have enough nightmares to be commercially useful? What kind of a monster—

Dahlia’s voice came out low and dangerous. “What does this have to do with us?”

“Going down there will trigger his magical alarms, but he might still ignore the likes of me. If we have his sweet baby girl, he’ll come running.” Paul’s smile came back, sharp against his shiny dead face. “You’re as pissed at your old man as I am. He took my prince. I’m gonna take his business. Fair’s fair.”

In quiet Fey, Misslo said, “It’s a trap.”

“Of course it’s a trap,” Katie told him in the same language. “But we have to find Orion. He’s the one who did this and he knows how to save Beri.”

Dahlia raised one hand, silencing them both. Her gaze locked on Paul. “If you’re lying to me, I’ll cut out your goddamn spine.”

“Cross my unbeating heart.” Paul used one finger to do so. 

Dahlia’s jaw worked. “Fine. Let’s see the farm.”

“Right this way, Princess.” The vampire grinned, savagely triumphant.

*
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PAUL AND TWO OF HIS goons led the trio of fey down a white hall, into a storeroom full of booze and down a vertical tunnel with handholds sunk into the cement. It was only a few weeks ago Katie had first traveled this way, caught firmly between protective friends. Beri and Ushi had both been there, along with Dave. Now it was just her, Misslo, and Dahlia, and of them, Katie was the best with a sword. 

The Underground was brightly lit at first, full of bars and businesses, but while they traveled the lights flickered. Empty subway tunnels became deep cement shafts just wide enough across to take single file. 

Paul walked in front, swaggering in his leather coat, while the other big vampires followed. If Katie asked, she was certain they’d say they were being protective, keeping the newcomers safe from the other nastiness that lurked in the darkness underground, but the truth sat between her shoulder blades like a chunk of ice. They were being herded toward their fate like the proverbial piglets to the slaughter. She wished she could think of some other way to get Orion near enough to capture him. She couldn’t.

Katie smelled wet cement and disuse. Her heart fluttered against her ribcage and her nerve endings screamed that she was trapped in the dark with too many hostiles. There were miles of stone between her and help. If it came to a fight, there wouldn’t be enough space to swing a sword. She’d have to fend off three big immortals with her bare hands and still manage to rescue her pregnant sister-in-law.

She aimed her phone’s flashlight ahead. The darkness beyond her questing cone of light only thickened.  

The last tunnel opened into a cavern so black the darkness seemed solid. Katie’s little light pushed against it like a Sidhe child’s bright hands. Fear would not get the best of her. Not today. She was going to find Orion Von Leif or die trying. 

She couldn’t help thinking she would die trying.

Paul offered, “Home sweet home.”

Katie stepped over the concrete lip of the tunnel onto a floor that crunched like dirt and gravel. It was cold enough that she was glad of her coat. Her light showed the dim specter of an underground cavern, vast and towering overhead, too broad to see the edges with the small light she’d brought. Stalagmites thrust up from the floor like broken teeth. 

Something hard glittered, metallic, under her light. Wetness glistened on the floor. Katie took a step across the grit, then another. Rocks poked her feet through the soles of her worn Chucks. It was probably time for a new pair. 

A low moan split the silence. Katie fumbled her light to her left hand as she drew her sword all in a heartbeat, but she knew already it had taken her too long. Her blade trembled as she listened to her own rasping breath, forcing the illumination toward the sound. 

Row after row of beds, complete with white linens, cradled people in various states of slumber. Dressed in hospital gowns, they were attached to IVs and cuffed to their beds with soft cloth manacles. Each tossed and twisted fitfully against their bonds. Horror clotted in her throat.

Someone, Katie thought the same voice, moaned again. A quick count showed her eighteen beds full of helpless sleepers.

Katie sheathed her sword. Her breath came shallow and fast. “How long have they been like this?”

Behind her, Paul’s voice answered, “Some of them for years.”

Years? For years, these people had been stuck in unnatural slumber, compelled through nightmare after nightmare, all for a good high? Disbelief became disgust in an instant. Von Leif. You’ll pay for this.

Voice husky with threatening tears, Dahlia said, “We have to get them out of here.”

Katie walked toward the beds, letting her light play over faces creased with pain. How were they supposed to get nearly twenty unconscious people out of an underground cavern? None of them would be able to walk. Their muscles would have atrophied past mobility. “We’ll have to send healers back for them. And probably knights. Somebody will need to defend the medics while they work.”

Misslo said, “I know just who to send.”

Paul snickered a disbelieving laugh. “I don’t think so. Do you know how much money is tied up in these sleepyheads?”

Katie turned a hard glare and her light in the direction of his voice, though she wasn’t certain if he could see her. He was a gray shadow at the edge of her phone’s capability. “Why don’t you do something good for someone else just once in your life?”

Paul said, “I told you I wanted to take his business, not ruin it. What good does it do me if you rescue the farm?”

Near the doorway, Dahlia sniffled. “You’re such a piece of shit. Where is my dad? You said he’d be here.”

Paul’s voice gave the distinct impression he was smirking. “Oh, he’ll be here.”

Shuffling feet sounded as quick movement writhed in Katie's light. Dahlia screamed, short and sharp. The unmistakable sound of a safety clicking off echoed through the dark. 

Katie’s skin went cold under her thick coat. Dahlia. He has Dahlia. They stood in the doorway, too far away for her to help. 

Her brother would kill her if anything happened to his fiancée and child.

Katie focused her little light on the tableau in the doorway. Paul held Dahlia close, a gun to her temple. His goons had fanned out far enough to keep Misslo out of sword range. Katie’s mind jumped from point to point as she tried to determine how fast she’d have to run to take all three vampires down, but she’d wandered too far while she looked at the farm. With the guns in play, with Paul’s hands on Dahlia, she was as helpless as any of these sleepers.

“Let her go.” Misslo’s voice was low. He spoke accented English. Was he close enough to fight? Katie couldn’t see him in the dark. “Your Highness. A princess of Summer is a dangerous hostage.”

Paul snapped, “You think I brought you all the way down here just for a tour? I can charge a premium for fairy dreams, I figure.”

“Katie,” Dahlia choked out. “Don’t—”

“Shut up,” Paul snarled. “You think you’re such hot shit, marching in here, giving orders like you’re somebody. You’re just another mobster’s brat kid.”

Katie stretched her hands out in surrender. “You want money? We have money.”

Paul adjusted his grip on the gun’s handle.

Behind Paul, from the mouth of the tunnel they’d just exited, a man’s low voice spoke. His English was accented with traces of the Unseelie Court. “Let my daughter go, Paul.”

Orion Von Leif, shimmering with the silvery light of his own skin, straightened his cufflinks at the doorway.

Dahlia whimpered. “Daddy.”

Orion was a tall, handsome Drow, with long white box braids and ebony-dark skin. The shape of his face was a masculine version of Dahlia’s, and he wore a suit so white it glimmered under his bioluminescent glow. His brightly lit face twisted with hateful fury. “Paul, you stupid son of a bitch. I told you once to let the kid go.”

“Come get her, motherfucker,” Paul snarled.

A wave of magic swelled outward through the room. The invisible force struck Paul with the strength of a semi-truck. The vampire didn’t flinch, though it would have thrown Katie off her feet if it had been aimed at her. 

Orion hadn’t moved. Katie knew he’d already finished this fight. 

Voice full of leashed fury, Orion snarled, “Let her go.”

Paul shoved Dahlia away from him. She stumbled a few steps in the darkness but didn’t fall.

“Blow your fucking brains out,” Orion said. 

Paul lifted the nine-millimeter to his head, pressing the muzzle against his temple. For half a heartbeat Katie thought he was bluffing, that no glamourie could push a vampire this far. Then the shot cracked through the cavern.

Light flared white-hot. The sound was a physical thing, slamming into her head. Katie dropped to the ground with her hands clamped over her ears as Paul’s body fell in a graceless heap. 

Her ears rang with a high, whistling scream; horror careened around her skull. She’d seen strong glamourie before, been forced to move and act against her will like a marionette on someone else’s strings. She’d never seen anything like this.  

Dahlia held her arms away from her body, hunching her shoulders with shock. Blood, black in her father’s uncanny light, gleamed across her face and coat. Something small and soft dropped off her fingertips onto the floor with a wet, quiet plop. 

Katie’s heart rabbited in her chest. Ears still ringing, she rose to a crouch, yanking her sword free of its scabbard while Orion and the two remaining vampires focused on each other. She was fifteen feet from the tunnel mouth where Orion stood, and nobody was looking at her.

Staying low, she flitted amongst the shadows between the hospital beds with her sword ready. Sound returned through the shrieking whine in her ears, first incomprehensible murmurs, then voices as through water. Had the combatants in this gunfight not seen Katie at all, or had they just observed her furry-hooded coat and decided she wasn’t a threat? Didn’t matter. She crept behind a large stalagmite, then another. She could hear well enough now to notice grit crunching under her own foot, but no one looked her way. 

She pressed the sword point to Orion’s back. 

He stiffened like she’d shocked him, then raised his hands. “Oh, it’s you.” He chuckled over his shoulder. “Don’t do anything stupid, honey.”

“Take your own advice,” Katie snarled. “If you think I haven’t been waiting to slice your throat for the last two days, you’re very wrong.”

A silent pulse of magic engulfed her and closed in hard. Katie recognized it at once—the feeling of Orion’s glamourie. Her sword dipped and the magic squeezed her ribs. Prince Rhyn was in her mind’s eye: his cruel amusement, his lightless eyes. I know how to fight this, she reminded herself. She drew from her well of magic and flung it against the stifling shell of Orion’s will. It broke with the sensation of a world cracking around her. 

The remaining vampires fled into the dark passageway without stopping for Paul’s remains. Katie didn’t blame them.

She pushed her sword harder against the back of Orion’s suit coat. “Do not make me cut you in front of your daughter.”

Orion said nothing, only kept both hands up and his spine stiff.  

She closed her eyes and pictured the dungeon at the White Palace, with its pools of yellow light and cell doors made of Cold Iron. She focused her magic down by humming the hook from “She Talks to Rainbows” by the Ramones and slit open a Way between the worlds, a passage through the Veil between Faerie and Earth. Her head thrummed a warning pain. She’d expended too much magic lately. 

If she could save Beri, the pain would be worthwhile. 

A narrow breach, black but shining with distant stars, split open in the air before her. Her head split with a painful warning. Too much. You’re using too much magic.

Flatly, Katie said, “We’re gonna go to Avalon, do you understand me, Von Leif? And if it doesn’t happen exactly like I say, I’m going to make you bleed.”

Orion snorted. “I didn’t know you had the balls.”

Misslo and Dahlia circled around toward her and the way out. Misslo had his sword drawn. If Orion managed to slip her, he wouldn’t slip Misslo. 

Dahlia wept, shoulders heaving convulsively. It hurt Katie’s heart to see the woman she loved like a sister in this much pain, but the only way out now was through. Ahead, stars shone in the breach between the worlds. Katie kept her grip on Orion’s shoulder tight. There was no room for mercy now.
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Chapter 2


[image: ]


The White Palace was austere, with clean lines and nothing to draw the eye but the architecture. An ocean of shining white marble stretched underfoot and Roman columns held up the tall arches of the ceiling. The only color came from sunlight shining through blue and yellow stained glass. Whatever else a person could say about the progenitor of the Quintinar line, the bastard knew how to build a castle.

It felt obscene to walk on polished marble while the stink of blood and gunpowder still clung to Katie’s skin.

Servants in dark blue trudged from place to place with their heads down, speaking in the muted tones of people at a funeral. There was a distinct air of mourning Katie couldn’t ignore. As Beri’s closest confidants, she and Ushi had passed along a rumor that the young High King had fallen ill after the failed Winter coronation. Most of these people probably thought he was dying mere months after he’d taken the throne. Not many knew he’d lost the Birthright and become immortal. 

No, the king wasn’t dying. He couldn’t. It was much, much worse. 

She placed her hand on a passing herald’s elbow to stop him. “Where’s the Court Wizard?” 

The herald raised an eyebrow with disdain. “Do you mean the High King’s Regent? He is in the High King’s office.” He sniffed haughtily, then his expression softened. “Princess.”

Katie almost asked, ‘What’s with the attitude’ before she realized the herald must have seen the news story about her ‘inappropriate’ relationship with Ushi earlier that week. The people of Avalon wouldn’t know—or care—that the relationship was over, or that she’d hurt Ushi badly when she ended things with him. 

“Great. I’ll find him myself.”

She made her way through the empty throne room to a door behind the dais. Here was a set of guards, only one of whom she knew. Dame Sian, a fey with deer ears and cherry red dreadlocks, sketched Katie a quick salute. 

“Hey.” Katie waved. “I’m looking for Ushi, is he here?”

Dame Sian didn’t respond, just knocked on the door. “Agrimancer Yamoto? Princess Katherine is here to see you.”

There was a brief pause, just long enough for Katie to wonder if ignoring her text messages had turned into ignoring her physical person. Then Ushi’s voice, a low, musical sound that belonged in an orchestra pit, called, “Send her in.” Katie breathed out relief. 

The High King’s office was dominated by a large desk of native Avalonian mahogany and overstuffed bookshelves, along with a wall of stained glass overlooking an opulent garden. A small succulent had appeared on the blotter. To Katie’s right was a sitting area with an unlit marble fireplace and a cluster of expensive blue furniture. 

At the desk, the High King’s Regent buried his hands in ink-black hair. He wore a coat of dark blue brocade and silver rings on his elegant hands. Katie tried not to remember what his long fingers and broad palms felt like on her skin, but the memory came anyway. 

Beri would not like to know that she still thought of  those things when she looked at Ushi. Katie wanted to beg Ushi’s forgiveness again but kept her mouth shut. 

Dark, kohl-lined eyes flicked to Katie’s face. Ushi didn’t lift his chin. “Tell me you’re here to argue about our relationship and not to bring news about a House war.” He spoke High Fey with a faint, elegant accent. “I can’t take much more of this.” 

Katie nodded once. “We found Orion. He’s in the dungeon.”

Ushi spread his hands on the desk, slouching between his shoulders, long hair hanging past his face. He had known Orion Von Leif since he was called Archduke Acherys. To put it mildly, they were not friends. Katie could guess Ushi was not looking forward to this interrogation. 

He drew a deep breath and let it out as he straightened. “Time for a chat, then.”

The dungeon was about as far removed, both in vibe and in location, from the High King’s office as it was possible to get. Ushi led the way, spine straight and chin up, while Dahlia walked behind him and Katie followed her, with Misslo bringing up the rear. 

They passed through a room full of medieval torture devices in various states of disuse and decay, through a low door and into a tunnel that felt like being swallowed. Sparse yellow light barely illuminated a rough cement walkway lined with barred cages like something out of a nineteenth century circus show. The heat and pressure from the poison metal forced all four fey to the center of the path, as far away from the cells as they could get. 

Ushi led them deep, even deeper than where Beri had once imprisoned his future father-in-law, to a portion of the dungeon darker than the others. The walls here were damp and smelled of molding stone. They found Orion seated on a narrow bed in his cell with one knee tented up and his elbow draped across it. He’d leaned his head against the stone wall behind him. Dirt smudged his white clothes. The dinner jacket, still speckled with Paul’s blood, draped across the foot of the thin mattress. 

His eyes were lidded and his lips parted around labored breaths. Katie hoped he wasn’t too far gone with iron poisoning to make sane conversation. 

When Ushi stopped in front of his cell, Orion lifted his head, scoffing. “I’ll bet you’re loving this, aren’t you?”

Ushi’s fine nostrils flared. “More than I can describe.”

Orion blinked slowly. “You look very pretty in Quintinar colors. Are you fucking the High King now? Or are you just his lackey?” 

Ushi held his hands behind his back. Despite the non-expression on his face, they clenched into hard fists. He’d been forced into an arranged marriage with Orion once, and he still bore the emotional scars. Katie sent a feeling of comfort in Ushi’s direction. He didn’t look at her, but his hands loosened. 

Dahlia stepped around Ushi, much too close to the bars. One of her arms curled around her belly and the other was a fist at her side. Her eyes shone bright with tears. “How could you do this? Any of this? I knew you were a shitty person, but I told myself there were limits.”

Orion flinched. The put-on arrogance drained out of him. “I’m sorry, baby. I don’t expect you to understand.”

“Why don’t you try me,” Dahlia grated. “Just go real slow and explain to me why our king is bleeding out magic until the Royal Wing is Antarctica. Explain why my baby’s father is going to fucking war.” 

“We’re talking about the Winter throne, here,” Orion snapped. “It’s my birthright, my sister’s legacy. Of course you don’t give a shit. You’re just like your mother.”

“Fuck your birthright!” Dahlia shouted. Her hands clenched and she stomped her foot. “I’d rather be like Mom than anything like you!”

Orion’s expression closed down, went flat. Katie recognized the look. Dahlia must have wounded him, because he’d donned that Sidhe court mask like sliding into familiar clothes. 

Katie would have stepped forward to offer her hand if Misslo hadn’t drawn Dahlia away from the bars. 

Gently, he said, “Come, Your Glory. This much iron isn’t safe for the baby.” 

Dahlia choked back a sob, then let Misslo lead her away from Orion’s cell and back down the corridor. Orion, Ushi and Katie waited in silence until they could no longer hear Dahlia’s weeping.

Orion’s nostrils flared. “Real fucking cute, bringing her down here.” 

“Surely you’re familiar enough with your own daughter to know she wouldn’t be kept away.” Ushi’s voice was calm and even. Katie had never known him to turn off the dad jokes before. 

Sighing, Orion buried his face in his hands. “What do you want?”

I want you to hang, Katie thought, but hanging an immortal Drow wouldn’t do any good. Orion deserved death for treason as much as anybody ever had, but Beri’s Birthright magic was gone and there was no way to execute him. The worst they could do was hold him in this awful place until the proximity to iron became torture.  

Katie stepped forward. “Explain what you did to the Winter Mantle.”

A Mantle was a magical construct that gave Faerie’s rulers the power to control their immortal populaces. To don one made a fey ruler something akin to a god.

Orion raised pale eyebrows. “What makes you think I did anything to it?”

Katie knotted her fists until her fingernails dug into her palms. “The High King is a magic vampire. You did this. I want to know how, and I want to know how to fix it.”

Orion stiffened. Cold fury flashed across his face. “Keep wanting.” He pointed at Ushi. “I’ll drop dead before that Incubus trash takes the Unseelie throne. And since I can’t drop dead, I guess that means he’s not taking it.”

Ushi’s sharp jaw clenched. “I don’t want your blood-soaked Mantle and I never have.”

“I don’t care who ends up with it,” Katie snapped. “You can shove it up your ass for all I care. I want to know how to undo what you’ve done to our king.” I want to know how to save my fiancé. “It’s the least you can do to secure your grandchild’s future.”

Orion scoffed. “I’m not going to solve all your problems for free. What will you give me in return?”

Katie stepped even closer to the bars. She wanted to grab him by the lapels and shake until his teeth clicked. She could no more pass through Cold Iron bars than Orion could and kept her hands to herself. “I won’t drag your face against these bars so you can listen to your skin sizzling, how about that?”

Orion opened his mouth, then closed it. “You’re not going to torture me. You don’t have the guts.”

Flatly, Katie said, “You tried to bash my head in with a Louisville slugger. I have the guts.”

Something shifted in Orion’s eyes. It wasn’t fear as she might have expected, but cold calculation. “I want to see Dahlia again. I need to talk to her.”

“No,” Katie snapped. “The iron is bad for the baby. You’re bad for her.”

From behind Katie, Ushi said, “I’ll make the offer. She has the right to refuse.” 

Katie spun to glare at him, but his expression remained impassive. She turned back to Orion.

“It has to be today,” Orion insisted. 

Ushi nodded once. “I’ll ask her today.” 

Some of the rage smoothed from Orion’s face, and he leaned against the rock wall behind him. “I intended to take the Mantle myself, not stick the kid with it.” 

“That’s not how it worked,” Ushi said. “Now we need to know how to fix it. Can you take it from him?”

“No. I’m not strong enough.” Orion offered up an empty hand. “He has to pass the Mantle to somebody with the same amount of magical juice he has. Since you can’t have it, that’s a short goddamn list. The next person with the magic to take it will probably be his kid.” Orion shrugged. “He better start making a royal baby.”

Katie squeezed her eyes shut and gave herself a brief moment to despair. If Beri was stuck like this, it made him the King of Winter. He would be lost to Avalon. He would be lost to her. Katie was a Summer thing. She couldn’t stand the cold. 

She wanted to double over with grief. Instead, she ran her thumb over the inside of the sapphire ring she wore on the third finger of her left hand to remind herself what it had felt like when Beri slipped it on. “The vampirism, then. That can’t be intrinsic to the Mantle, or my mother would be a vampire, too. Tell me how to fix it.”

Orion’s hand whispered over his face. “You’re right. It’s not intrinsic. Queen Nicneven broke the Mantle to make it what it is. It’s supposed to give the Winter ruler the ability to wield power from the land. Nicneven used it to suck magic out of her people. She drained every magus in the Unseelie Court until we all broke.” 

Ushi asked, “How do we repair it?”

Orion said, “You have to drain a Source.” 

Sources again. Orion had claimed she was a Source when he’d tried to steal her magic for the coronation ritual. 

Orion continued, “The Source makes a bridge between the land and the Mantle. Vampirism clears up. Everybody’s happy.” He paused. “Well. Except for the Source. Who breaks like I did. Or dies, I guess. It never goes well.”

Faint horror flitted over Ushi’s face. His hand drifted up to cover his mouth.

Katie frowned, wondering what he’d realized that she hadn’t. “And where do you propose we locate a second Source?”

“Goddess, but I love to give you people bad news.” Orion jerked his chin toward her. “Tag. You’re it.”

*
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KATIE REMEMBERED A time, back before the Ogre War, when the Royal Wing bustled with life. Beri was one of five royal children, firmly a middle, and there had always been people in and out of their rooms: the High King and Queen, princesses and princes visiting their parents, their spouses or partners, the constant stream of servants it took to keep the royal household running, even nobility so important they didn’t have to wait for the king to put on his pants before they accosted him with their problems.  

That was all finished, now.

Even with chandeliers overhead, the hallway felt gloomy and dark. It was five degrees colder in this corridor than outside it, and it grew gradually more frigid with every step Katie took toward the penthouse suite. She spent a moment to be grateful she was still wearing her parka from Chicago and stopped in the corridor just long enough to zip the coat back up.

While they walked, Ushi talked, but he didn’t look at her. “I should have known. I should have guessed when you told me you had no element of dominion. You’re the Summer Queen’s daughter. Of course you are magically...odd.”

Katie snorted at the understatement. “I still don’t understand what a ‘Source’ is.”

He glanced sideways at her. “You are...” he made a circular gesture with one hand, the way he did when he was trying to find the right words in a non-native language. “A Source is a conduit. Instead of bearing magic inside you as most magi do, you channel it directly from Summer. You’re not a well of magic, you’re a river mouth, carrying magic from a sea of it.” He stopped for a beat as if trying to decide how best to say what he meant. “Maybe, knowing this, you shouldn’t confront a Winter vampire.”

Katie didn’t bother to mention that Ushi was an Incubus, another Winter vampire, or that physical intimacy with him was one of the riskier feats she’d ever undertaken. She shook her head. “I want to see him.”

Ushi looked down the hall at the shadowed doorway, then back at Katie, brows knitting. “You realize I’m not being petty, don’t you? He’s dangerous.”

Katie placed a hand on his arm. “I didn’t think you were being petty.”

No guards stood on the door at the end of the hall. Ushi had ordered them to stay away for their safety. Anyone crazy enough to attack Beri while he was in this condition would earn their fate.

A thick layer of ice crept across the carpet from inside and the air gusting through the spaces in the jamb was positively sub-arctic. Katie drew a deep, frigid breath. “Okay. Let’s do it.”

The room was hardly recognizable. Where it had been an elegant parlor with a view down the mountain, now it was a glittering winterscape. The snow filtering from the ceiling had accumulated in drifts and piles. Frost rimed the massive windows; icicles like stalactites grew from the crystal chandelier. Katie coughed out a stream of white smoke. The air was so cold her lungs burned. 

The spiral staircase was caked in ice; they clung to the rails just to stay upright. Ushi reached for her hand. Katie let him take it, telling herself it was because he wanted to keep her from slipping, not because he could literally feel her fear. 

The landing at the top was very still and very cold. It was mostly clear of snow, though fat flakes drifted down from above like Christmas morning. Katie couldn’t stop shivering. 

Ushi knocked softly on Beri’s bedroom door. When no one answered, he tried again. 

A familiar voice called, “Come in.”

The court wizard turned king regent pushed open the door. Snowdrifts piled high on the furniture. The canopy above his bed had fallen in from the weight of cold accumulation and left a pile, but Beri didn’t seem to mind. 

He looked so much different. Platinum blond hair had gone bone-white, and soft, pink lips had turned dark as mulberries with cold. Frost clung to his face the way it clung to the windows, sparkling along his hairline and the bridge of his nose. Pale light radiated from his skin. 

Storm gray eyes slid over Ushi to fix on Katie. The High King’s expression brightened to something almost feverish as he stood. The chain he’d used to bind his wrist to the bedpost clanked. “Katie! Hey! What are you doing here? Don’t—don’t come any closer. I don’t think I can handle it.”

She swallowed a hard lump of pain, wishing she could pull him into her arms, to somehow warm him with the body heat she could feel sliding away under his iceberg of uncontrolled—uncontrollable—power. She didn’t dare. He’d nearly killed her the last time he touched her. She pictured his younger face, warm and open, with the syrup from a grape snow cone staining his lips.

“Hey.” Her voice rasped. She swallowed again. “We caught Orion.”

Beri stilled like an ice sculpture. “Where is he? Does he know how to undo this?”

Katie shook her head. “Orion says you can only transfer the Mantle to someone as strong as you are. Since Ushi can’t take it, he says you might have to wait until you have a child.”

Despair slipped across Beri’s features. “I can’t...Katie. I can’t live like this. I have a country to run, I have...” Fog shuddered out between his lips. “I can’t live my life without touching anyone, chained to my...” He clanked the chain against the bedpost. “There has to be something. I can’t...I can’t feel my heart anymore.”

Her lashes crusted with ice. She swiped at them and made it worse. “I know, babe. There might be another way he doesn’t know of, or another magus who could take it. We won’t stop looking.”

Beri nodded. His usually smooth movements were jerky. He pinched the bridge of his nose. “Goddess, I’m so hungry.”

Before she thought, Katie blurted, “There might be a way to fix the vampirism.”

Ushi gave her a warning look. “Katie.”

Her insides churned. “Look at him, Ushi. Somebody has to do something.”

“Not you,” Ushi warned, glaring. “Not this.”

But what did it matter if her magic broke like Orion had claimed it would? Parting the Veils made travel easier, but lately every time she opened a Way she ended up with a searing headache. Who cared if she had to use airplanes if it meant she could touch Beri again?

Beri stood beside his frozen bed, eyes flickering from Katie’s face to Ushi’s and back. “What? What aren’t you telling me?”

Ushi lifted his chin. The dim light sparkled off the sapphires dangling from his ears. “Nothing you need to concern yourself over, Most High. Nothing worth trying.”

Katie flinched and looked away. Even if they weren’t talking about Beri, if it could heal their High King, make him what he should be, what wasn’t worth breaking? Who?

“Shouldn’t I decide what’s worth trying?” Beri’s brow furrowed. Cold wind gusted against Katie’s hood. “Why are you hiding things from me? Don’t you think I can be trusted?”

Ushi set his stance like a man holding a spear. “The last time you had the opportunity to choose Katie or yourself, you nearly killed her. If I’m frank, no. I don’t trust you with this.”

Beri’s eyes flashed hot fury. “How dare you imply I would hurt her?”

“Do you mean ‘again?’” Ushi stepped forward, subtly placing Katie behind him. “You’ll have to trust that we’re doing the best we can for you.”

Wind gusted against Katie’s face. A visceral spike of fear raised her blood pressure. 

“Bullshit,” Beri snarled. “You always think you know best when all you’re trying to do is get between us. She thinks you love her. You’re a manipulative creep who’s preying on her innocence.”

Ushi’s fierce expression flickered. “Most High. Beri. My feelings for Katie have nothing to do with this. I want what’s best for Avalon. This is my home.”

Another gust of frigid air whistled through the room, rattling the frost on the walls. The chandelier cracked with a high, bell-like sound. Beri’s voice rose over the blowing wind. “You don’t have feelings.”

Katie remembered the bone deep cold of Beri’s last kiss, and the single instant it would have taken to go from freezing to endless sleep. She swallowed fear and shoved her small body between the two men, holding out an arm toward each of them. “Beri. Stop this. Please. He’s just trying to help you.”

“Then help me.” Beri lifted a hand. A frozen blast of air gusted past Katie and hit Ushi in the chest. He flew backward against the desk, scattering white snow and loose papers as he collapsed onto his hands and knees. Katie spun on the slick ice, slipping as she darted toward Ushi. 

“Don’t you dare.” Beri’s voice was low and threatening, his jaw clenched. “Don’t you dare choose him over me again.”

Panic struck her as hard as the guilt. What was she supposed to do? She couldn’t leave Beri alone here. She couldn’t let him hurt Ushi. She made her decision all at once. Before the king could react, she parted the Veils with a hummed song and dragged the regent through a Way. A shard of headache slashed behind her eye and was just as quickly gone.

They stepped into the Eastern Courtyard, directly beside the koi pond. A warm sea breeze immediately melted the snow from their hair and clothes. Katie had never been so relieved by any temperature change in her life. Shaking, she collapsed onto a stone bench to rub at her temple with one hand. 

Ushi blew out a hard breath, puffing his cheeks. “He’s getting worse.”

She squeezed her eyes shut tight. She saw Beri again as he’d looked the day he fixed Mr. Thoreau’s motorcycle, in his ripped jeans and vintage band t-shirt. He’d been so happy then. They’d been so happy, to be together, to be free from the pressure that constantly surrounded them. Was that only a few days ago? It felt like a lifetime. “Yeah. He definitely is.”

The stone was pleasantly warm from the last of the day’s fading sun, just starting to set in warm bands of coral and gold, indigo at the edges. To see the ocean from here Katie would have to stand on the wall where she could look over the blooming apple trees. 

The giamil ti rora, the rains that fell when Faerie was grieving a dead ruler, did not gather. The Winter Mantle was firmly installed on a worthy candidate. The weather could have no idea how wrong Winter’s line of succession had gone.  

Ushi spoke behind her. “He’s starving. That’s what happens when you starve a vampire.”

It wasn’t blood Beri needed, but raw magic. If anybody would know about starving energy vampires, Ushi would.

Katie said, “There has to be something we can do for him. At least to ease the pain.”

Ushi stayed silent for a moment. When he spoke his voice was tight. “I can think of one thing... but you won’t like it.”

He walked around the bench to seat himself beside her, far enough away to keep from touching. Katie had the sudden desire to lean her head on his shoulder, and she knew if she did he would put an arm around her, then kiss the top of  her head. Ushi’s voice echoed in her mind: I love you, Katie. I want you to know that. He wasn’t a manipulative creep. She knew a liar when she saw one.

She said, “Tell me your plan and I’ll decide if I like it.”

Ushi lifted his hands from where they dangled between his knees. “I could feed him magic. I can’t give him enough to restore his sanity entirely, but it might staunch the bleeding.”

Katie considered this for a moment. One of Ushi’s Incubus talents was to transfer power between himself and someone else. However, like most of his racial abilities, he could only accomplish it with sex magic. 

Katie raised her eyebrows. “So you mean you’d have to—”

He nodded, lips pressed tight. “That’s how it works, generally.”

She squeezed her eyes shut, then stood to pace. The idea of Ushi’s mouth on Beri’s skin made her stomach curdle with confusion and anxiety. But Beri was suffering, and Avalon was suffering without its king. Despite her visceral reaction, Ushi’s idea would probably work. They badly needed something to work. 

Ushi wasn’t a tool, no matter how desperate the crown was, and Beri was—well, he was hers. They were both hers. Logic, fairness, didn’t matter here. “You’re right. I hate it. You’re a smart man; think of something else.”

He clasped his hands between his knees again. “I don’t have any other ideas. I haven’t had a moment to research how to fix any of this while acting as regent. Not to mention that I’ll be leaving soon for the Emerald River Delta.”

Katie’s stomach plunged into her shoes. She stopped pacing to fix him with a desperate look. “Ushi. This is an emergency. Can’t you wait?”

“My people are dying under a corrupt regime.” Ushi rubbed his hands over his face. “No. I can’t wait.”

She squeezed her eyes shut against tears. “I can’t do this by myself. You guys are the geniuses, not me. I’m just the girl with the sword.”

Ushi stood. He placed his hands on her shoulders, then kissed the very center of her forehead with soft, cool lips. “You are not just anything, Katie MacGregor.”

She usually believed him when he spoke. She wished she could now. 
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Chapter 3
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The suite she shared with Dahlia was considerably fancier than the one she’d lived in while she was High King’s Blade, from the expensive furniture to the beautiful French doors. There was something to all this princess business after all, but Katie could hardly bring herself to care.

She collapsed on a blue velvet sofa, taking a moment to be grateful the couch was more comfortable than it looked, then toed off her shoes and slumped against the arm. 

Dahlia plopped down on the couch beside Katie. She’d wrapped her hair in a green satin kerchief and smelled of fresh toothpaste. “What a freaking day.”

Katie sighed. “You’re telling me.”

They sat in exhausted silence for a moment, watching the sun set through their windows, liquid and golden. 

“How’s Beri?” Dahlia asked. Even she believed he’d fallen ill; Katie could not divulge to any of the Summer Court how badly the Winter coronation ritual had gone. 

Katie blew out a hard breath. “Real bad.”

Dahlia grimaced, showing her delicate fangs. “Oh, honey. Do you want a hug?”

Without answering, Katie deposited her head in the part of Dahlia’s lap that wasn’t covered by her baby. Dahlia ran her fingers through Katie’s brown curls, brushing them away from her forehead. 

Katie squeezed her eyes closed against tears. On her left hand, the sapphire ring felt heavy and cold. Not even forty-eight hours ago, Beri had slipped it onto her finger. She thought of the way he’d looked: faintly smiling, holding a finger up to his lips for quiet. He’d placed it on her hand, dropped a kiss on her shoulder, and vanished back into the throne room. 

For the first time, she realized somebody must have created this ring. How long would it take for the jeweler, probably proud of having made something for royalty, to say something to a friend, and for that friend to take it to the press? If Beri was smart, he would have claimed the ring was for Tilly, his contracted betrothed. He’d spent so much time in the public eye pretending he wasn’t ‘bent human’ that the Sidhe compunctions about lying didn’t really affect him anymore. 

Dahlia made a sound halfway between a sob and a hiccup. Katie looked up at her just in time to catch her swiping a tear off her cheek with the heel of her hand.

“Do you need a hug?” Katie asked.  

Dahlia sniffled. “I just can’t believe my dad did all this stuff.”

Katie reached for Dahlia’s hand. She couldn’t imagine what Dahlia must be going through. She trusted her own father with all her heart. What if he’d been the one to attempt the violent theft of a crown? 

“I can’t wait to go home,” Dahlia said. “I miss Liam. Little girl misses him, too.” She poked gently at her tummy. “Don’t you? You miss daddy.”

“Gross.” Katie almost smiled. “Imagine missing my dumb brother.”

Dahlia shoved her shoulder lightly, not hard enough to dislodge Katie from her lap. “He might be dumb, but he’s really pretty.”

Katie wrinkled up her nose. “Not that pretty.”

Dahlia made a sound like a watery chuckle. “I’m pissed that we have to put our wedding off for a whole week because of this nonsense. These men do not respect my need to lock it down.”

Katie wanted to ask who would give her away now but didn’t have the heart to make Dahlia cry even harder. Maybe Katie’s dad would do it. She didn’t ask who the best man would be, either. The answer was ‘anybody but Beri’ and she didn’t want to make herself cry harder.

“Is Ushi talking to you yet?” Dahlia asked. 

Katie rubbed at her forehead with one hand. “I mean, he doesn’t have much choice. But if you’re asking whether he’s forgiven me for getting engaged, no. No, he has not.” 

Dahlia shook her head. “I’ve never seen him like this. That man is stress in a suit.”

Katie snorted agreement. “You would be too.”

They ordered dinner from the palace kitchens, then watched reruns of Faerie’s Next Top Model until an episode came on where Beri’s ex-girlfriend was a guest judge. Serena. The skinny little cow. She’d been the one to tell the Priory of Danu about Beri and Katie.  

“Ugh, god, I hate that girl.” Katie held up fingers crossed as if to ward off a vampire. “Change it to the English language channel, please?”

“I don’t think so.” Dahlia held the remote out of Katie’s reach. “I’m not trying to watch a bird documentary. Besides, you have the ring. Let her be extraordinarily famous and beautiful. It’s whatever at this point.”

Katie sniffed. “You’d feel differently if she was Liam’s ex.”

Dahlia snorted. “Liam’s never dated a supermodel, but I did almost have to fight a curvy second lieutenant one time.”

“Well. Everybody knows second lieutenants are sluts.”

They sat in silence for a few moments, Katie seething at the television, Dahlia absently running her hand over her bump. 

“I feel funny,” Dahlia announced. “I feel like something’s wrong.”

Katie pulled herself up straight. “What is it? Is it the baby? Are you having contractions?”

The frown deepened. “No, I don’t think so.” She cocked her head sideways as if listening for something. “I don’t know, you didn’t feel anything?”

“I didn’t,” Katie admitted. “Maybe you’re sensing a disturbance in the Force.” It wouldn’t be the first time Dahlia knew something she wasn’t told, and it definitely wouldn’t be the last. 

Dahlia shrugged. “Yeah, maybe. But maybe we should be ready, too. Just in case.”
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KATIE FELL ASLEEP ON the couch in her clothes with a bird documentary playing in the background. When there was no noise, her brain filled with chaos. If David Attenborough’s voice and the mating habits of the yellow-billed stork hadn’t lulled her into slumber, she never would have made it there. 

A fist pounded against the door. Katie sat up with a jolt, her heart ricocheting around in her chest. She broke open a Way, dug her arm in it to the elbow, and yanked out her sword. She unsheathed it just as the quick shiv of mage-exhaustion pierced her skull. Katie ignored the pain as she hurried toward the door. 

Dahlia burst out of her room, wrapping a satin bathrobe around herself. Her eyes were wide and frightened. “W-who is it?”

“I don’t know,” Katie whispered. “Ssh.” 

She stopped inside the door, sword in her right hand, pressing the door’s latch with her left. She cleared her throat, then calmly called, “Who is it?”

The voice from the other side was gruff and familiar. “Lord Commander Misslo.”

Dahlia touched her chest near her collarbone with one elegant hand. “Jesus, he knocks like a cop.”

“He kind-of is a cop.” Katie pulled the door open. 

Lord Commander Misslo stood in the hallway with two other knights, both tall enough to dwarf him and Katie. She knew them both. One was a seven-foot-tall fey with a mane like a lion called Destig. The second was a bipedal, blue-eyed wolf whose name Katie had never caught in all the time she served with him. He wasn’t armed. If she remembered correctly, he was a magus instead of a warrior. 

They both looked immaculate in their uniforms, even at this hour, while Katie was in rumpled jeans. She didn’t bother to sigh at her own sloppiness. “Jesus, Misslo, what’s with the honor guard?” Katie quickly parted the Veils again and fed her sword back through. Her head wailed and she pressed the heel of her hand against her eye. 

Misslo didn’t respond. “Might we come in?”

Dahlia murmured, “Tell them to come back with a warrant,” but only loud enough for Katie to hear. 

Katie smirked over her shoulder and stepped aside. Her gut told her Misslo’s overly serious expression, solemn even for him, meant something was wrong. She thought of Dahlia’s warning while they sat on the couch. We should be ready. Katie braced herself with a single deep breath. 

“Have a seat,” Dahlia said, cheerful. “Coffee? Tea? Cap’n Crunch?”

“No, Your Glory.” Misslo couldn’t meet their eyes. “I’m afraid we’ve come with bad news.”

Destig and the other knight exchanged a conversational look. Katie wondered why Misslo hadn’t brought Dave with him instead. Destig hated half-humans and was bad at keeping his muzzle shut. Katie was half-human and had the same problem with her mouth. They had exchanged more than one verbal blow.  

Misslo straightened his shoulders and lifted his chin the way he did when he was uncomfortable. “Mr. Von Leif has escaped.”

Katie
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