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Once upon a time, a princess’s heart turned to stone.

No, sorry. We’re not there yet.

Let’s start over.

Once upon a time, two princesses betrayed each other for a crown—

No. Now we’re starting too early.

But pay attention. Fortune favors those who can see things for what they really are.

We’ll begin here instead:

Once upon a time, there was a queen who went hunting for a curse.

She came from a long line of queens who had a history of untangling, breaking, and, on rare occasions, casting curses.

But the history books will tell you that she found herself pregnant with no curse necessary. After all, there are certain things you want to keep away from history’s eyes.

The impending princess’s birth was a cause for celebration. A single princess was always born in this kingdom, to one day take over the throne, and it had been that way for centuries upon centuries, and centuries before that.

Of course, no other queen needed to resort to curses in order to have a child. No other queen had tried, year after year, to conceive a child, only to watch the royal nursery remain empty. That made this queen quite desperate.

Before the princess’s arrival, the kingdom’s people gossiped about the color of her hair: Would it be black, like her mother’s and like the kingdom’s First Queen’s? Or half copper, half gold, as a queen’s was every century or so, the same as the First Queen’s wicked sister’s?

While they picked up their bread at the baker’s, they debated what the princess’s birth might mean for their taxes.

At the pub at night, they wondered what fairy blessings the new princess might receive.

In this kingdom, magic always lurked close at hand. It sprouted from the soil and would stain your fingertips, and you were at risk of being zapped into a ferret if you were a little rude to a touchy banshee. And for each of Apfel’s princesses, seven of Reverie’s good fairies bestowed a blessing upon the child.

Perhaps you can see where this is going.

But no one else did. Instead, the entire kingdom of Apfel rejoiced. With every birth came plentiful crops and unexpected treaties between warring goblins or angry bandits. Gold coins would appear in the gutters, within loaves of bread, in the heels of shoes.

Except before this princess was born, gold coins crumbled into dust. Dirt roads turned to mud, even on sunny days. Pigeons refused to deliver mail. Milk curdled in the pails, bread hardened to iron, and pillows vanished from beneath people’s heads halfway through the night.

Taken alone, these could each mean plenty of things.

But few saw how the queen’s belly grew larger and larger as she fell sicker and sicker, how the paintings of the past queens lost their smiles. In the castle’s courtyard, two apple trees bloomed year-round, one with red blossoms and the other with flowers as pearly as snow. But now none appeared on the branches, and all the leaves fell to the ground.

The king and queen worked to ensure that no one thought curse. The queen had not meant for this to happen. She didn’t realize what she had offered to give up.

So the royal family ordered gold platters for the feast, and the chefs worked without sleep for three days. Artists calligraphed the invitations. Outside, storms began.

You know what comes next, don’t you?

After midnight but before dawn, a baby girl was born, with skin white as snow, lips red as a rose, and hair black as a raven’s wing. And the queen grew weaker.

Seven of the land’s most respected and powerful fairies were invited to the feast. As rain and wind rattled the windows, the fairies drank from goblets of diamond alongside the king; they feasted on honey cakes; and, as was the custom, they met alone with the fading queen and the child. They each bestowed a gift upon the young princess: honesty from the Fairy of Grace, beauty from the Fairy of Joy, generosity from the Fairy of Breadcrumbs, a lovely voice from the Fairy of Singing Canaries, sweet dreams from the Fairy of the North Star, a backbone from the Fairy of Hummingbirds, who was getting a bit fed up with gifts she thought made a girl too submissive. But before the Fairy of Flora could bestow her gift, the storm worsened.

Glass shattered in windows. Torches guttered out. Hats turned into live birds and fluttered away.

Lightning flurried, bringing with it a very cruel witch, terribly displeased to find that despite her role in bringing the princess into being, she had not received an invitation.

Rumors swirled that she was the evil sister of Apfel’s First Queen, seeking revenge throughout all the centuries. But she offered such dazzling promises of love, glory, and riches that even those who knew better took the risk of bargaining with her.

The queen should have known better.

The witch’s face was hidden beneath a black veil; her dress looked like it was made out of onyx scales. Like the fairies, she bestowed her gift upon the child in private, where only the ailing queen could hear.

It was no blessing, but a curse. On her thirteenth birthday, the princess would fall into an eternal sleep.

And so would everyone else.
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Don’t believe everything you hear.

After all, nobody ever talks about how the princess vanished that night. Nobody ever talks about how seven good fairies entered the throne room’s doors and only six left.

But that’s because, according to everyone, that never happened.
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Snow
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IT’S OVER.

It’s always over.

Sometimes Snow just gets a little farther.

“This section of the city’s closed to the public, miss.”

Two guards pace forward, dawn glancing off the heavy plated helmets.

“Fine,” Snow declares, stuffing the paper bag within her cloak so they won’t see it. “I’ll go the other way.”

This part of the city isn’t usually closed—it’s one of Snow’s favorite shortcuts—but what’s more important than arguing is making sure the guards don’t recognize her. She’ll take any route as long as the queen doesn’t hear where she is.

Well. Temporary queen.

“Hang on a moment,” the guard says slowly. “I know who you are.”

Snow’s seen the guards not notice a family of small gnomes stealing an entire suckling pig from a market stand. If only they could be as equally unobservant today.

“You probably don’t,” Snow tries.

“It’s her,” one mutters. His eyes widen. “It is you, isn’t it?”

“The streets aren’t very safe for a young lady to walk alone,” the other insists. She’ll call him Captain Boot Licker. “Especially a certain young lady.”

Snow pinches the inside of her elbow to remind herself not to make a face that would get her into more trouble.

“The streets are very safe,” she says. “Unless you two haven’t been doing your job?”

“We do our jobs,” Boot Licker promises.

Snow tugs her hood tighter over her black waves. Her stepmother has been very strict about Snow not leaving the castle, and Snow would prefer that her stepmother think she’s dutifully obedient. It might be a hard sell at this point, but Snow’s never one to give up. She’s also not given up being disobedient when the mood strikes.

She whistles, a quiet song that she can’t remember where she learned but has known her entire life.

“What are you doing?” one of the guards says suspiciously.

“Be nicer,” the other guard scolds. “It might be her.”

But before they can continue to debate who Snow may or may not be, there’s a rustling of wings and a shadow blots out the sun.

“Wha—”

A large winged thing streaks across the sky, launching itself at the guards. They shriek, scrambling away.

“Attack!” one screams. “We’re under attack!”

In the commotion, Snow darts to the bustling High Street, where it’s easy to get lost in the crowds. Despite what the guards think, out of all the cities in Reverie, Apfel is the safest, as long as you stick to the right neighborhoods.

Like Reverie’s other five capital cities, it shares the same name as its kingdom; but unlike the others, it’s plopped straight in the middle of the Dreamwood, with no walls around it. Warlocks dine at cafés, next to ogresses sipping tea and teacup-sized pixies seated on sugar cubes. Wood nymphs lead art classes in the parks; famous fairies attend local balls if the costume theme is interesting enough.

In capital cities like Miravale and Coralon, the worst a pickpocket might face is a night in jail. In Apfel, picking the wrong pocket could get you turned to stone by an annoyed witch. Risks like that encourage better behavior.

As Snow trots up the narrow road winding to the castle, the shadowy shape streaks across the sky again. Snow grins. The raven lands on her shoulder, nuzzling Snow’s hair.

“Good job, Newton,” she says, stroking the bird’s back.

Apfel Castle sits high on a hill, its white spires topped with steep blue roofs, and the path to get there is crowded, especially at this time of year, when the trees are brilliant with red and gold leaves. Some people come here on royal business or to tour the castle, but most come for the view: the Dreamwood cascading around them, which doesn’t seem so dangerous from here. The large lake at the base of the hill is dotted with a few swans. From this far away, they look like white flowers.

In the main courtyard, vendors roast candied nuts for the tourists; the nobles, wrapped in furs, hurry between buildings. A woman sings for alms near the small chapel. Keeping her head ducked down, Snow drops whatever coins she has into the woman’s tin.

Snow yanks off the cloak’s hood. She inhales the smell of sugared almonds. Maybe she could sneak a few ….

“Princess!” a noblewoman exclaims, and curtsies, and Snow smiles tightly as she rushes past.

“Princess!” a young servant girl murmurs, curtsying.

“Princess!” a merchant lord smirks, bowing.

The odd part about being a princess is that everyone knows you and talks about you, but you don’t know most of them. She thought she would get over it as she got older, but it only feels stranger. And a little lonelier.

“Princess.”

This time Snow stops short, and Newton takes off, a black streak winding through the castle to Snow’s quarters.

Amalia folds her arms over her chest. She’s not dressed for the cold, like she’s daring it to try to bother her. “It’s not seemly for a princess to be seen dashing around.”

Amalia is Queen Consort Lucille’s damafrau. When Snow becomes queen, she’ll be Snow’s. Amalia is the queen’s right hand, assisting with affairs of state and enforcing court policies; she’s been here as long as Snow’s been alive. And no matter what Snow does, Amalia treats her only with annoyance. “I’m not dashing,” Snow says. “Maybe you’re just … moving too slowly.”

Amalia doesn’t seem amused. She never does. She has the same sense of humor as a block of iron, which she somewhat resembles, from her metal-colored curls to her rigid dresses and her terrible clogs, which make an echoing clop-clop-clop. At least they warn you when she’s coming.

“Be careful, Princess,” Amalia says with a slight bow. “Not everyone can be charmed by sharp words.”

“Then I’ll make sure to be exceptionally dull with you,” Snow says as she retreats.

Apfel Castle was designed by a man who created sets for operas, and it feels just that grandiose: the wooden walls are hand-carved with the shapes of plants, columns are lined with gold, chandeliers drip with countless crystals and eternal flames.

Snow hurries to her father’s chambers. He’s set to head out this afternoon to make visits across their kingdom, and Snow pats the pastry bag, pleased with herself. There’s a small bakery in the Old Quarter that Snow and her father both love. Her mother, Elora, loved it, too, so they say. Her mother died two days after Snow was born, and all she has is everyone else’s stories.

Snow isn’t entirely sure why her father has to leave in the week leading up to the most important day of her life, but he promised to return by her Crown Ceremony, a day that makes her slightly sick to think about. When her father will place the crown of Apfel on her head for the first time, and the ghost of all the past queens will decide if she’s worthy of joining their ranks. When the magic of the bloodline will flow stronger through her veins, instead of just letting her talk to the odd pigeon or Newton.

“Your ceremony? That’s something I wouldn’t miss, little one,” he said, ruffling her hair the way you might pet a nice-looking dog. “My girl, all grown-up.”

Hardly. She’s only on the cusp of thirteen, still five years of training away from officially taking the throne. Snow’s not ready to be all grown-up. Too much responsibility and paperwork.

Snow dodges secretaries and a lost-looking merchant as she reaches her father’s office.

“Father.” Snow opens the cracked door with her foot and holds out the slightly smooshed bag of pastries. It’s emptier than when she bought the buns, but she had given some to a pair of ogre younglings. “Before you go, I thought it might—”

“He’s already gone.” Lucille looks up from Snow’s father’s desk, brushing a strand of blond hair from her forehead with the tip of a quill. “I’m afraid you’ve just missed him.”

At first glance, the queen consort, Snow’s stepmother, is the image of goodness. She has long, shiny golden hair, skin smooth as marble, golden eyes that are as large as coins and framed by thick lashes.

But Snow has had more than a first glance for the three years Lucille and her father have been married.

Odd things happen around Lucille, Snow is sure of it. Blazes erupt in hearths. Candles extinguish themselves. Snow’s confident she caught Lucille standing close to a spiderweb, like she was reading messages left within it.

And Snow has overheard the chambermaids whispering about how they’ve found Lucille in the throne room, staring at the crown. It’s hard for Snow to ignore the stories of all those other stepmothers, plotting, plotting, plotting.

But Snow has few people to tell her suspicions to. Lucille is, unfortunately, very well liked. She knows the names of people’s babies, sends leftover food to the orphanages. It’s such an obvious front that Snow’s shocked no one else can see through it.

“I was looking for Father,” Snow says stubbornly. “Did he leave a note?”

“What’s that you have in your hand, darling?”

“Oh.” Snow stares blankly at the bag. “I, um … I had these delivered?”

Snow not leaving the castle is one of Lucille’s favorite rules, along with making her run laps and forbidding her to wander the halls after dark. But Snow is a princess, not an egg, and she’s pretty positive she won’t shatter.

“Snow,” Lucille says slowly. “You didn’t happen to be out of the castle this morning, did you?”

Snow was hopeful about having a mother. She liked the idea of someone to brush her hair and braid it at night, someone who wasn’t a chambermaid afraid to talk to the princess. Someone who would tell her about what’s it like to fall in love and get your heart broken, someone who knew how to ease blisters from wearing slippers and make the searing eyes of the world seem less … searing.

But most people, it turns out, just disappoint you.

Her father spends much of his time throughout Reverie on Very Important Duties of State, sampling the ale at this township or the cider in this village, charming nobles in their whiskey cellars, and returning home shrouded in the fumes of sweet wine.

And Lucille is … The stories of evil stepmothers have to come from somewhere, don’t they?

“What are you doing at my father’s desk?” Snow demands.

“I thought I told you, Snow, that you weren’t to leave the castle.” Lucille stands, ignoring the question. Her silky gown swirls about her, along with the smell of honeysuckle and smoke.

“Did you?” Snow scrunches her nose. “I’ll remember next time.”

“You’re right. You will.” Lucille snaps her fingers. Two guards appear at the door. “And it wouldn’t be fair if, as your stepmother, I didn’t give you a little bit of help.”

“What are you—”

“Helping,” Lucille says, smiling like they’re having a pleasant conversation. “Since staying put seems to be such a difficult concept.”

The guards stride forward and grab Snow by the forearms.

“What are you doing?” Snow yelps. “Put. Me. Down.”

“As I am queen consort and the most powerful person in this castle for the next seven days, you will listen to me,” Lucille commands. She strides forward and plucks the pastries from Snow.

“Those are mine!” Snow protests. She’d been looking forward to the sugar buns.

“Take the princess to her room,” Lucille declares.

“Don’t take the princess to her room!” Snow exclaims. “Excuse me!”

But the guards don’t listen, half-dragging and half-carrying her through private corridors to her quarters, Lucille trailing behind.

Snow’s room is halfway up a tower near the back of the castle. It overlooks a small garden her mother had tended to before she—well, before she became Snow’s mother and died for it.

Newton waits on Snow’s writing desk, picking at crumbs from last night’s half-eaten rolls. He eyes Snow strung between the guards.

The guards release her, guiding her so gently into her chambers that Snow’s tempted to run past them. But there’s no point. They’ll catch her.

“You must understand that this is for your own good,” Lucille simpers. “I’ve told you so many times, darling, that there are people out there who want to hurt you.”

“I can take care of myself,” Snow protests. And she was at a bakery. It wasn’t like someone was going to attack her with a croissant.

“Of course you can,” Lucille purrs. “But I’m here to protect you.”

Snow scoffs. “I don’t need protection.”

To prove it, Snow has developed rough edges, a sharp tongue. Because they all think she’s weak. And she’ll do anything to keep them from thinking her worst fear: that she’s not cut out to be queen.

“Perhaps not. But here we are.” Lucille’s voice is soft. “Didn’t you hear what happened in the city this morning?”

“What?” Snow’s annoyed that she’s curious, but Lucille always does this, dangling little scraps to get Snow to beg for answers.

“Something terrible,” Lucille says. She rests her hand on the door. “Something … disastrous.”

That was why the section of the city was closed? Something actually happened down there?

“What?” Snow presses. Was it an attack? A sorcerer who let loose a rogue spell? A troll who no longer felt like letting people pass over his bridge peacefully?

“Rumors of the Night Witch. How terrible if she got her hands on you.”

“Wouldn’t you like that?” Snow mutters. With Snow out of the way, Lucille could take the throne. But the Night Witch is long gone; Snow’s not scared of rumors.

Lucille just smiles.

Too late, Snow realizes what her stepmother is about to do.

“No!” she cries, darting forward, but the heavy door swings shut.

“I’ll have the kitchen send up a quiche,” Lucille calls through the door, as though Snow’s going to let herself be a little caged bird if she’s fed breakfast.

The lock falls heavily into place.

Snow is trapped.
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Rose
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AS FAR AS ROSE IS CONCERNED, IT’S A little early for problems.

Cross-legged on the floor of the storage room, she hunches over the mortar and pestle. Her toxic nettles are hissing, her dragon’s bane is letting out puffs of smoke, one pesky nightshade keeps floating in the air and nipping at Rose’s ears, and the potion is a puke green when it’s meant to be violet. Nothing is going the way it should.

“Rosie! There’s someone—” The door swings open, and here’s another problem.

Edel stands in a fog of flour and sugar and lemon zest. “What are you— I told you, you aren’t to use those.”

“It’s nothing!” Rose protests. “I’m just—”

“Those aren’t safe!” Edel scolds, but she can’t hide a small smile at seeing what Rose is brewing. A Dreamweaver’s Draught. A very tricky potion, but Rose is determined.

“I’m being careful,” Rose promises. Edel worries too much. Rose has never had an issue with the more dangerous flora—sometimes she even finds them easier to work with than marigolds and baby’s breath, staples in Edel’s Wishes.

“Well … I … Knock off this nonsense. And come say hello.” Edel sweeps some of the dragon’s bane and nightshade into her fists and tucks them into her apron. Flowers as alive as these only grow in the most magical of places. “Impressive,” she mutters.

With her tufts of white hair sticking out at wild angles and lemon curd splattered on her dress, Edel doesn’t look like one of Reverie’s most powerful fairies. But, after all, if you are that powerful, it’s often better if most people don’t notice.

“I’m practicing!” Rose protests, adjusting her belt bag around her waist and trailing Edel into the main room. “Will you give those back later?”

“Practicing for what?” Klaus Mertleroot asks. Everything about the head of the Western warlocks is extra long, from his height to his burlap-colored beard to his stretched-out fingers, which are currently tearing still-steaming sourdough bread.

Rose hides her surprise. Visitors turning up at their kitchen table is nothing new. The woodcutter’s cottage, deep in the Dreamwood, is where Wishes are answered, and it has a reputation among magical folk as where you go to find a serum for a nasty wound, or a warm place to wait out a storm. But Klaus and the other head warlocks are supposed to be in Miravale right now, investigating that kingdom’s nasty curse business.

“The Royal Apfel Academy,” Rose says, fiddling with the end of her strawberry blond braid. “They’re inviting new students to apply.”

Edel puts a pot of tea down on the table, kissing Rose’s forehead as she passes. A fire crackles merrily in the fireplace, and Klaus’s goats, which he never goes anywhere without, rest on the plush sofas, occasionally nibbling on a pillow.

“Dunsectnudentryeir?” Klaus mumbles around a large bite of bread.

“Excuse me?” Edel asks.

He swallows. “Don’t they accept new students every year?”

“They do,” Edel agrees before Rose can speak, a protest ready on her tongue.

The RAA does accept new students every year, but only from within Apfel and only students who can pay the full tuition. Out-of-city and scholarship students can apply once every three years. The next time Rose can apply, she’ll be nearly sixteen. She’ll be ancient. Besides, competition to get into the RAA’s School of Potion Brewing is steep.

“Why would you need some silly school when you have the best teacher right here?” Klaus gestures at Edel with a hunk of bread.

“Exactly my point,” Edel says, returning to a large lemon-scented dough on a stone counter.

Edel is revered throughout Reverie, or so folk remind Rose. Edel gets stacks of invitations addressed to the Fairy of Flora, imploring her to attend balls and royal galas, though she just ends up using them in the compost, muttering about a bad experience at a party years ago.

“It’s not silly,” Rose defends. “And we talked about this, Aunt Edel. You said when I turn thirteen, maybe I can go.”

Why does she want to go? Rose has countless reasons:


1) Starting with the magical elephant in the room: Rose is a human. And aside from the Villeneuve Trading Company girl and Dimitri, hardly any kids pass through this part of the Dreamwood. Rose would like to meet people her own age.

2) She’d get to see more of the world beyond the cottage and some of the Dreamwood.

3) Edel might be the best at making uppercase Wishes—potions and tinctures and serums that fulfill people’s lowercase wishes—but, once again, she’s a fairy. Rose is not.

4) And not that Rose wants to get her hopes up, but Edel said she found her near Apfel as a baby. If Rose were to get into the RAA … if she were to encounter any family she might have left in Apfel … well, they couldn’t exactly turn her away if she became so accomplished, could they?



But Rose doesn’t say any of this, because she doesn’t want to hurt Edel’s feelings. Edel is the closest thing she has to a mother, and she’s given Rose as much as she can. It’s not Edel’s fault that part of Rose yearns for a life that Edel can’t create.

“And you’re not yet thirteen,” Edel retorts. She turns back to Klaus. “Do you need something? Is something wrong with Miravale’s princess?”

“Oh, I wouldn’t know,” Klaus shrugs. “The princess went off with some merchants.”

“She did? Princess Anisa?” Rose leans forward. Edel usually ignores human affairs, but Rose hungers for whatever news she can get. How wonderful to be a princess. To know exactly where you belong, and to have so many friends and places to go and things to do …

“Surely, that kind of news can be sent in a letter,” Edel suggests.

“That’s not the news,” he says. “This isn’t— This is something …” Klaus rises, suddenly somber. He yanks the curtains over the windows, peeks out the door before locking it tight. He even glances up the fireplace like something might be lurking there, listening.

“It’s something what?” Rose presses.

“Something bad.”

Edel clucks her tongue against her teeth. “Klaus, this is life. There’s always something bad and, just as quickly, something equally good.”

“We were called away from Miravale,” Klaus interrupts. “Because of a curse.”

“The curse was in Miravale,” Edel reminds him.

“Another one.”

“I haven’t heard of another,” Edel says mildly.

“They don’t want word to spread,” he says. “They say … they say it could be the Night Witch.”

Rose knows that name. The Night Witch cast a sleeping curse centuries ago, in Apfel. Folk in the Dreamwood have been muttering about her recently, but they aren’t that concerned. There are worse things in the Wood.

“People will say anything, won’t they?” But Edel’s voice is a little bit too high. Her hands shake as she sips her tea.

Edel’s hands never shake.

“Why do people care about the Night Witch?” Rose leans forward so far that the tip of her braid nearly falls into her cup. Her interest is piqued. What could make Edel so nervous?

Klaus freezes, his mouth half open. “You don’t—”

Edel’s hands tremble so badly that dark tea spills over the tree trunk table. “It sounds as though there’s a lot on your plate,” she says. “You should be going, Klaus.”

“What?” Rose demands. “What were you going to say, Klaus?”

“Edel …,” Klaus begins.

“Klaus,” Edel interrupts, her gaze fiery.

“They’re falling asleep!” Klaus bursts out. “There are rumors of shepherds just outside Apfel, all fallen asleep, and you’re not going to say anything? What good does silence do, Edel?”

“It silences unnecessary panic,” Edel shoots back, tea spilling again as she tries to drink.

“Asleep?” Rose asks. “People are falling asleep? What? How? Why?”

The silence stretches like taffy. One of the goats bleats. Klaus mutters something under his breath and goes back to the fireplace, peering so far into the chimney that the tip of his long nose is stained with soot.

“We’ve said too much already,” he says. “But it was safer than a letter.”

People falling asleep doesn’t seem like that big a deal. That’s … kind of what people do.

So Rose doesn’t need to be worried. It probably won’t impact her application to the RAA.

She can think that as much as she likes, but it doesn’t explain Edel’s response. It doesn’t explain why Klaus is hunting for spies in the chimney. If this is just a matter of waking them up, Edel can spin up an alertness Wish in less than an hour. Or they could try stronger coffee.

“We’ll see you for Rosie’s birthday?” Edel asks, her voice tight. She gestures toward a corner of the kitchen packed with tottering bags of flour, sugar, cocoa powder, coconut flakes, and sprinkles imported from Ambrosia. “Thirteen cakes for her thirteenth.”

“Wouldn’t miss it.” He pats the top of Rose’s head.

He gathers his goats and is out the door before Rose’s mind can stop spinning with curses, and fairies, and exhausted shepherds.

“Why does it matter if people are falling asleep?” Rose asks.

Edel shoves the lemon bread dough into the clay oven, then wipes her floured hands on her apron. “Lavender. You forgot it in your draught,” Edel says. “If you’re going to attempt a Dreamweaver’s Draught without my supervision, don’t forget a sprig of lavender.”

Rose takes this as an opening to bring up the RAA again—after all, if people in Reverie are extraordinarily tired, wouldn’t it be helpful if more alchemists knew how to brew potions and elixirs to help?

“For the application …”

Edel interrupts: “The Huntsmen will be stopping by short—”

The door slams open. Klaus bustles back into the cottage, pausing as Edel rounds on him, looking horrified. “I couldn’t not say anything,” he says. “You best be careful, Rosie girl.”

“Why?” Rose asks. The tiniest bit of concern prickles at the back of her mind.

“Klaus,” Edel warns. “What you were told, you were told in confidence. Poorly placed confidence, clearly. Certain things are better not said.”

He ignores her. “This is what they said would happen. That it would start slow. But no one would be safe. Everyone in Apfel would be cursed into an unwaking sleep.”

“Klaus,” Edel interrupts, her gaze fiery.

He ignores her. “The exact same curse that is coming for you, Rose.”
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