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A Midsummer Night’s Dream—pg. 26 - William Shakespeare




TITANIA [Awaking]: What angel wakes me from my flowery bed?

BOTTOM [Sings]: The finch, the sparrow and the lark,

The plain-song cuckoo gray,

Whose note full many a man doth mark,

And dares not answer nay;--

for, indeed, who would set his wit to so foolish

a bird? who would give a bird the lie, though he cry

‘cuckoo’ never so?

TITANIA: I pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again:

Mine ear is much enamour’d of thy note;

So is mine eye enthralled to thy shape;

And thy fair virtue’s force perforce doth move me

On the first view to say, to swear, I love thee.

BOTTOM: Methinks, mistress, you should have little reason

for that: and yet, to say the truth, reason and

love keep little company together now-a-days; the

more the pity that some honest neighbours will not

make them friends. Nay, I can gleek upon occassion.

TITANIA: Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful.

BOTTOM: Not so, neither: but if I had wit enough to get out

of this wood, I have enough to serve mine own turn.

TITANIA: Out of this wood do not desire to go:

Thou shalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no.

I am a spirit of no common rate;

The summer still doth tend upon my state;

And I do love thee: therefore, go with me;

I’ll give thee fairies to attend on thee,

And they shall fetch thee jewels from the deep,

And sing while thou on pressed flowers dost sleep;

And I will purge thy mortal grossness so

That thou shalt like an airy spirit go.

Peaseblossom! Cobweb! Moth! and Mustardseed!








Friday, November 13 - 1903




The old man lay crumpled on the flagstones in front of a Park Avenue brownstone, his lifeblood oozing from five small holes in his neatly buttoned tweed vest like sap from a maple tree tapped in spring. Standing over him, pistol still smoking in his fist, was a man with glassy eyes—vacant of rational thought.

A thrall, thought the dying man, and he wondered briefly who among his kind had stooped so low to send the poor, mindless mortal slave to do their unpleasant bidding. The old man’s eyes rolled upward, gazing past the face of the thrall into a sky of blue so bright, it squeezed tears from the corners of his eyes. He remembered when he had first set foot in this world. And his was the first. Others from his realm had followed, but he had been the one to lead them there.

He had been the foremost of the Fair Folk, the most powerful, the one to discover a passageway between that other realm and this one. He had created the Four Gates, one for each Court in the Otherworld, for each turning point of the seasons; doorways through which his kind could pass freely to savor the delights of this fresh new world.

That was in the days before mankind had stretched out his hand, before the forests had given way to the ax, before meadows had been paved over and rivers dammed. The old man had learned to live with humanity. And so had the Faerie who’d followed him: finding ways to coexist, in the same way that green things push their way up through cracks in the pavement.

He had moved the Gates from place to place over time, for one reason or another—war, or progress, or plain old Faerie boredom. He could still remember when the mortal populace of this world had referred to the Beltane Gate as the Hanging Gardens of Babylon. That was before he had hidden it in the deep green forests of Ireland.

The Lúnasa Gate was still called Stonehenge—and most likely always would be. The Gate of Imbolc, now far in the north, had never had a human name, no matter where it had existed. Gwynn ap Nudd, the inscrutable king of the Court of Spring, had preferred it that way.

Now, with the relocation of the Samhain Gate, the old man had done his finest work. His creation would be marveled over by the mortals of the New World for centuries to come. And even still, they would never know its true purpose—that it housed a Faerie secret, a portal to the Otherworld. But they would flock to the Gate, and they would call it by its human name: Central Park.

“Andrew.”

The old man blinked up at a tall figure silhouetted against the sky.

“Andrew, old friend...”

“Ah,” the old man gasped, struggling to rise up on one elbow. A trickle of crimson flowed from the corner of his mouth. “You are here.”

“Be still, Andrew.” The tall man knelt on the sidewalk and put a gentle hand on the old man’s bleeding chest. “I will help you.”

“Yes.” Andrew Haswell Green, a philanthropist and a father of New York City, one of the driving forces behind the creation of Central Park, sighed contentedly. “It is well that you are here.”

“What can I do?”

“Carry a burden for me.”

“Anything.”

“Thank you, old friend.” Green put his hand on the other man’s sun-browned brow. For a moment the little gray courtyard in front of the brownstone lit up with warm, forest-dappled sunlight. The chilly November air filled with the heady scents of growth and harvest, fermentation and vegetal decay. The other man gasped and his eyes went wide, but he did not flinch or pull away.

The bestowing did not take long.

When it was over, the other man laid his oldest friend down gently on the stones and stood. Then he turned and walked north past the ornate edifice of Grand Central Terminal, in the direction of the park. To where the trees now whispered his name.

The shiny black carriage rolled to a stop on the other side of the street. Its occupant drew back the heavy velvet window curtain, hissing in frustration at the sight of Andrew Green’s body, already emptied of life . . . and power. The passenger knocked on the roof of the carriage. The street was still empty, but that wouldn’t last long. In the distance could be heard the faint sounds of voices raised in alarm.

The carriage driver stepped down from his perch into the street. The heels of his polished, silver-buckled boots rang on the pavement as he walked over to kneel beside the body on the sidewalk. After a moment, the carriage driver stood and returned, bearing four silver hairs plucked from the dead man’s beard. They were stained with bright blood, twisted into four loops, and knotted together.

The shouting was closer now. Without another glance back, the lone occupant of the black carriage pulled the curtain closed and signaled the driver to move on.








Chapter I




O, now be gone; more light and light it grows.”

“More light and light; more dark and dark our woes!”

The lovers shared a brief, poignant embrace.

“And . . . scene!” the director called in a precise English accent. “I want to cut the rest of the lines up to Lady Capulet’s entrance—Mindi, make a note in the cue script. Juliet, upstage hand, please. Romeo, watch your diction.” He checked his watch. “It’s ten o’clock, so we’re done. We’ll pick it up here next rehearsal, people. Check the call time on the notice board, and don’t be late. I’ll have notes for you all before we start, so don’t think you’ve gotten off easy. Now go home and look at your scripts.”

Kelley Winslow packed up her gear and hung up her rehearsal skirt on the back of her dressing-room door. “Good night, everybody!” she called out as she slung her purse across her body and headed toward the stage door of the Avalon Grande Theatre.

“Night, kiddo.” Gentleman Jack Savage smiled at her from the doorway to the greenroom. The veteran actor raised his cup of coffee in salute. “Hell of a job tonight. Your balcony scene is gonna knock their socks off, Juliet.”

“Shoes, maybe,” Quentin, the director, said dryly as he rounded the corner from the backstage area. “I’ll reserve judgment on any sock-knocking until such occasion as you remember that quarter turn upstage when your nurse calls. And put a little passion into the snogging, hmm? He’s Romeo, for heaven’s sake. Not some distant relation your great-auntie forced you to kiss at a wedding.”

“I’ll work on that, Q.” Kelley stifled a laugh as Alec Oakland—Romeo—made kissy-faces at her just out of the director’s line of sight. He disappeared into his dressing room before Quentin could find him to berate his performance.

“Yes, well, you’ve only got three weeks.” Quentin sniffed. “I suppose miracles could happen . . .”

From anyone else the criticism might have stung, but coming from Quentin St. John Smyth, that comment was pretty much the equivalent of a four-star review in the Times. 

“You need me to get one of the boys to walk you home?” Jack asked, smiling at Kelley with fatherly affection. “I’m sure Alec wouldn’t mind. . . .”

“Nope. I’m good.” Kelley gave the older actor a hug and shouldered the heavy oak door open. “See you.”

“Be careful out there, Kelley.”

“Don’t worry about me, Jack.” She waved as she stepped outside. “I can take care of myself.” She could—maybe more than the average almost-eighteen-year-old. Kelley had toughened up a lot in the last few months.

As the stage door closed behind her, Kelley stood for a moment on the stone steps, staring up at the darkened silhouette of the old church that had been converted into the Avalon Grande Theatre. What to do with the rest of the evening? she wondered.

She’d planned to avoid going near the park, just as usual.

But the April evening was intoxicating. A perfect night to take in the delights of early spring flowers—and besides, she still had some of her longer Juliet speeches to get down cold. She’d done her best line work in the park during the last show. It couldn’t hurt to take a brief stroll.

And maybe . . . just maybe . . . Kelley sighed.

Sonny had been gone for almost half a year. An eternity, thought Kelley. And on such a beautiful night, when the air itself seemed almost brimming with its own subtle magic, it wasn’t beyond the realm of possibility that he might find his way back to her that very night, was it?

Before she’d really decided one way or another, Kelley’s sneakers seemed to make up her mind for her, and she turned and headed up Eighth Avenue, toward Columbus Circle—the nearest entrance to Central Park.

Soon after Sonny had returned to the Otherworld—the Faerie realm—Kelley had discovered that anytime she entered the park, the temptation to play around with her power was just too strong. Maybe it was because that was where she had first met Sonny . . . or maybe it was because the park wasn’t just a park. It was also the Samhain Gate: a doorway to the Otherworld. Most people didn’t know it existed, but Kelley Winslow wasn’t “most people.”

Neither was Sonny Flannery. Sonny was a member of an elite fighting force known as the Janus Guard. The Janus were all changelings—humans, taken as children from different times and different places to live among the Faerie in the Otherworld. These particular changelings had been appointed guardians of the Samhain Gate by Auberon, the Winter King of Faerie. Kelley’s father.

When the Gate had opened last fall, the Janus had been significantly busier than they had been in other years, all because Kelley’s presence in New York City had caused something of a ruckus. A deadly Faerie war band—the Wild Hunt—had been freed from enchanted slumber, Sonny had been transformed into their terrifying leader, and Kelley had been forced to bargain away one half of her Faerie birthright—the power she had inherited from her father—in order to save both Sonny and, pretty much, the entire mortal realm.

In the aftermath, Auberon had required Sonny to return to the Faerie realm in order to deal with the remnants of the Hunt, still rampaging through the Otherworld. 

After Sonny’s departure, Kelley had found herself occasionally spending time with the other members of the Janus Guard. They knew her secret, and that meant she could be herself with them. It also made her feel somehow closer to Sonny when she was around them. She knew that what he had gone to do—what he had been forced to go and do—was important. Kelley had experienced firsthand the devastation the Wild Hunt was capable of. Still, all she wanted was for Sonny to come back to her. Kelley knew in her heart that, once his task was accomplished, Sonny would make his way back to the mortal realm. He’d promised her that.

Strolling these familiar paths, Kelley fought the urge to reach up under her hair and unfasten the clasp on the silver chain that held a charm around her neck. The charm was made of green amber and shaped like a four-leaf clover; she’d worn it all her life. It was the only thing holding in check the power that still ran through Kelley’s Faerie blood.

Her mother’s power. Dangerous power.

The last time Kelley had been wandering alone in Central Park, she’d been careless—when a cop on horseback had come trotting into view and surprised her, she’d been hovering about six inches above the grassy surface of the Sheep Meadow. Fortunately it had been a moonless night, so the officer hadn’t noticed her slightly elevated state. Although she could have sworn the horse looked at her sideways. . . .

It wasn’t an experience she was anxious to repeat. So in recent months she’d begun to avoid the park altogether—and, in doing so, managed to mostly ignore the seductive call of her Faerie heritage. It helped that she’d been so busy with the new play lately. The company’s last show, A Midsummer Night’s Dream, had been a smash hit—thanks in large part to her performance as (ironically enough) Titania, the Fairy Queen. And this production of Romeo and Juliet aimed to top that. It would be a breakout role for Kelley if she could pull it off.

Kelley reached the Ladies Pavilion on the shores of Central Park Lake and mounted the steps. Her four-leaf clover firmly fastened around her neck, she leaned on the railing, gazing out over the still water. 


“This bud of love, by summer’s ripening breath . . .”



She murmured her lines and pictured Sonny climbing a trellis to her balcony.


“. . . May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet.

Good night, good night! As sweet repose and rest

Come to thy heart as that within my breast!”



“O, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied?” asked a voice in the darkness.

Kelley glanced up, startled. “Uh . . . ,” she stammered, flustered at being taken off guard.

The moonlight pouring down onto the pavilion steps illuminated her like a spotlight.

“Sonny?” Kelley peered hopefully into the darkness of the surrounding woods, trying to make out where the voice had come from. No . . . not Sonny. Sonny wouldn’t joke with her like that. It had to have been one of her fellow actors from the theater screwing around. “Alec?” There was still no answer. To cover her momentary unease, Kelley laughed a little. “Fine, I’ll play your silly game,” she said, and answered back with her next Juliet line: “What satisfaction canst thou have tonight?”

“Well,” the voice answered, “I’ll take that pretty necklace, for starters.”

Kelley put a hand to her throat as a stranger stepped out of the shadows and into the light. It wasn’t Alec Oakland.

“And I’ll take any other jewelry you got. I’ll take your wallet, too, just for the hell of it. And your watch, if it ain’t a knockoff.” The man radiated casual menace as he ambled toward her. He was lean and tattooed and wore a dirty denim jacket and motorcycle boots.

Great, Kelley thought, a knot of fear tightening her stomach. A mugger with a taste for Shakespeare. This could only happen in Central Park.

Running a hand through the long, shaggy hair that curtained his sharp face, the man said, “Didn’t anyone ever tell you this is a dangerous place after dark, little girl?”

“I’m not a little girl.” Kelley snapped. A flare of anger nudged her apprehension aside.

“Ooh. Touchy.” The man grinned unpleasantly.

Kelley felt the uneasy thrill of something dangerously close to excitement tingling along her spine. The sensation washed away the rest of her fear, even as it left her anger untouched. Do it, a voice whispered in her head, sounding like her mother’s. Let loose. It’ll be worth it just to teach this jackass a painful lesson. 

“Look,” Kelley said, holding up a hand. “I don’t want any trouble. And—believe me—neither do you.”

“Oh, I live for trouble, little girl.”

Kelley almost laughed at that. “Not this kind,” she said.

Of course he just sneered at her warning.

She felt a kind of heat blooming deep in her chest. “Trust me,” she said. “You should go now.”

“Let me guess.” He continued walking toward her in a predatory fashion, one hand disappearing behind his back. “You know kung fu?”

“I don’t need kung fu.”

“Stop screwing around now and you won’t get hurt,” the mugger snarled, suddenly brandishing a knife. “Hand over the lucky charm! No tricks.”

“Silly rabbit,” Kelley said coldly, going with the breakfast-cereal theme, “tricks are for kids!” She reached up and yanked hard on the silver chain around her neck. The catch came loose, and brilliant purple light flooded the pavilion, spilling out onto shores of the Lake. From within the heart of the flaring nimbus, Kelley watched the man’s expression shift suddenly in the dark blaze of her Faerie wings. He dropped the knife and took off running as if the hounds of hell were at his heels. Having once been chased by actual hellhounds, she understood the reaction. She almost felt sorry for him.

Shoving the charm into her pocket, Kelley stepped down onto the grass and bent to retrieve the weapon—a polished iron blade with a carved black ebony-wood handle. Grimacing with distaste and holding the thing between two fingers by the hilt, she stuffed it in the side pocket of her shoulder bag. It wouldn’t be a good idea to just leave the thing lying around in the park.

When she straightened, her mugger was nowhere to be seen. Kelley smiled to herself and inhaled deeply. The spring air was sharp in her nostrils, and everything took on a diamond-bright clarity to her eyes. Opening her arms wide, Kelley felt her Faerie strength surge. She leaped off the ground and soared up into the sky. High above the Lake, she paused.

Her assailant had fled north and was hidden from her sight by the densely forested terrain of the Ramble. Kelley hovered on the night wind for a moment, enjoying the rush of excitement and power she had been denying herself, and then a flash of movement caught her eye. She folded her wings like a hunting hawk and plummeted toward the ground in a steep, arcing dive. She navigated a twisting path with reckless abandon, narrowly avoiding slamming into trees as she tried to chase the creep down, but he was nowhere to be found. Caught up in the thrill of the hunt, Kelley snarled in frustration at the loss of her quarry and beat the air with her wings. When she found herself in the narrow ravine of the Gill, she paused, hovering, listening. 

Then something hit her from behind, square between her wings, and drove the breath from her lungs. The light from her wings flickered and dimmed, and she fell from the air, landing painfully on the rocky streambed of the cold, tumbling waters of the Gill.

Her concentration shattered by the fall, Kelley thrashed around wildly, trying to right herself and figure out what had hit her. Suddenly she realized that she was not alone in the water. She tried to scream but her throat filled with water as dozens of slimy, taloned hands grasped at her, dragging her down.

Nyxx! Kelley thought, panicking.

She knew that there were scattered Fae living in the mortal realm, and the Janus had warned her about which ones to avoid—and nyxx neared the top of that list.

Their scaly limbs wound around her arms and legs. Her brain screamed, telling her how stupid she was. Her mugger had been more right than he’d known when he’d said the park was dangerous after nightfall. Kelley had arrogantly thought to teach him a lesson and instead had flown straight into danger of another kind.

She kicked violently, dislodging the nyxxie that tore at her pant leg, and scrambled toward the stream bank. But then Kelley realized that the water-dwelling fae were not her only problem. Shadowy shapes moved in the trees and among the steep rocky outcroppings. There were eyes everywhere, staring at her with inhuman hunger. Kelley froze, paralyzed with fear.

Just then the moon cleared a bank of clouds and shone on a bluff in the near distance behind the menacing beings. The silver light perfectly silhouetted twelve figures, standing like statues on the ridge.

The Janus Guard.

Awesome! Kelley thought, almost shouting with joy. Adrenaline and Faerie magick coursed through her veins. She was spoiling for an all-out fight. She heard a command barked in a deep, sonorous voice—that would be Aaneel, the leader of the Guard—and Kelley saw the figures fan out, moving with precision and purpose.

Tiny, pretty Cait, ponytail swinging, slashed a slim-bladed rapier through the air. Selene targeted shadows with a compact bow from the vantage point of perching on a low tree-branch. Kelley saw Camina and Bellamy, twin sister and brother, working in lethal tandem. Maddox’s tall, lanky shape moved with surprising speed and grace as he chased down a creature that darted through the undergrowth, growling like a bobcat. In the distance, someone was singing as they fought—Godwyn, Kelley thought, as the fiercely cheerful sound floated in the night air.

Kelley climbed halfway up the steep bank to join in the fight. There was a sudden roar of warning. She turned sharply as another nyxxie leaped for her like a vicious, human-shaped barracuda—all razor-sharp teeth and sinewy body. The creature knocked her back into the water, grappling and twisting. The foaming waters of the Gill carried them both swiftly downstream, away from the sounds of fighting.

She punched the nyxxie hard in the stomach and floundered away to try to reach dry ground. Finally she gained solid footing on the rock, and space enough to gather her wits. Kelley stretched out her arm. Her fingertips crackled with eldritch energies as she wound up and threw a handful of raw, unformed magick like a fastball at the surface of the stream. The water erupted in a boiling geyser, and when the roiling subsided, the nyxxie floated motionless, stunned by the blast, its seaweed-black hair spread wide on the surface of water.

Kelley’s breath came in gasps, her muscles ached from landing on the rocks, and lacerations on her leg from the nyxx claws stung fiercely. But she knew she was grinning from ear to ear. She hadn’t felt this truly alive in months. She clambered along the rocks back upstream. The Janus had spread out, and in the darkness Kelley could just make out where running fights with the nightmare creatures of Faerie—spiny things and twisty things and shadowy-slippery, menacing things—carried on unabated.

A full-scale battle raged. She realized that the roar of warning had come to her from a Janus Guard called the Fennrys Wolf—he’d hurled himself into the Gill to take on the rest of the nyxx, who thrashed and flailed in the water where she’d first been attacked like piranha scenting blood. All of their attention was on Fennrys. It gave Kelley time. She concentrated again on reaching past the thunderous gallop of her pulse to the place where her mother’s power lay coiled and waiting for her to call upon it.

She felt the dark, sparkling lattices of her wings furl outward from her shoulders as firecracker sparks showered everywhere. Suddenly thunderclouds boiled in the skies above her, and fat, pelting raindrops began to splatter on the shore and surface of the stream.

Kelley hadn’t actually known how she would use her power to help Fennrys out of his dire situation—she wasn’t well-versed enough to even know what she could do—but that mattered little. Her Faerie magick had taken on a shape and purpose of its own making—and called for backup!

Kelley glanced upward as a deafening whine and hiss assaulted her ears. The sky directly above her head tumbled with black and purple thunderheads and three Cailleach—her mother’s fearsome Storm Hags—suddenly appeared in a burst of lightning and thunder. The Hags were Mabh’s most dangerous and powerful minions; they did Mabh’s bidding. And apparently . . . mine! Kelley thought, startled.

The Cailleach were like the living embodiment of unpleasant weather—in this case, three whip-twisty funnel clouds. Kelley yelled over the howling wind for Fennrys to duck and cover. The embattled Janus took one glance over his shoulder and dove for shelter behind a rock in the middle of the stream.

The nyxx weren’t so lucky.

The Cailleach swirled together into one massive, tornadolike formation, plucked the whole tangled pack of thrashing fae out of the Gill, and spun away with them over the treetops, spitting lightning randomly about the park as they went.

The silence left behind in their wake was deafening.

Kelley stood staring after the retreating storm as the Fennrys Wolf waded ashore.

“Evening,” he said, wringing out his shirt, one side of his mouth quirking upward in a shadow of his trademark mocking sneer.

“Hi, Fennrys.”

“That was interesting.” Fennrys nodded at the retreating tempest, now far in the distance, heading toward Harlem Meer at the far north end of Central Park.

“I guess so,” Kelley murmured, still a bit stunned by it all. “I didn’t know they could do that. I didn’t know I could do that.” She turned to Fennrys, her excitement in the aftermath of the fight building with the release of tension. “Call them like that. I mean—ever since November, they’ve been kind of hanging around, you know? But at a distance. Which I was cool with because, frankly, they creep me out. But . . . calling them just now? Okay—that was neat. And useful!” She was babbling, she knew—animated to the point of almost giddy. “And we won!” Impulsively she threw her arms around Fennrys’s soggy neck in a victory hug.

“Yes,” he said.

Kelley felt his shoulders stiffen as Fennrys hesitated for a moment before awkwardly returning her embrace. The Wolf wasn’t what anyone would mistake for easygoing or affectionate, and if it hadn’t been for her exhilaration, Kelley would never have even presumed to hug him.

“Yes,” he said again, as he lifted Kelley’s arms away and settled her back on her feet. “We did. But, if I were you, I’d be more careful where I chose to take midnight strolls. This place is dangerous after dark.”

“That’s what he said.” Kelley looked around at the mess they’d made. There were broken tree branches everywhere and long slashes of claw marks marring the stream banks.

“That’s what who said?” Fennrys asked.

“Some poor guy who tried to mug me.” Kelley frowned. “He ran this way. I bet the nyxx ate him.”

“Well, that’ll teach him the error of his ways, now, won’t it?”

“Fennrys!”

He grinned coldly in the face of her admonishment and waved a hand at their surroundings. “Should have taken his own advice, if you ask me. Ever since all that craziness during the Nine-Night, we’ve been seeing a lot more activity from renegade Lost Fae. The Gate blowing wide open like it did on Samhain Eve has emboldened them somewhat.”

“I guess that explains why all of you guys are in the park tonight.”

Fennrys nodded. “Aaneel says that, on top of the Lost Ones getting uppity, there are hairline cracks showing up in places throughout the Samhain Gate. None big enough for even a sprite to get through yet, but still.”

“I guess that’s kind of my fault. . . .”

“I didn’t say that. I just said you should be careful. You especially.”

“Thanks, Fenn.”

“Just a bit of advice. Take it or leave it.”

“No . . .” Kelley smiled sheepishly. She knew she should have taken more care. “I meant about rescuing me just now.”

“Don’t mention it.”

“Right!”

“No, seriously. Don’t mention it.” Fennrys shook out his dark-blond hair and ran a hand through it, pushing it back from his forehead. “If anyone knew I was rescuing damsels, it would ruin my reputation.”

Kelley wasn’t sure whether he was serious or not. “Well, thanks anyway.”

“You’re welcome, m’lady.” He bent low in a courtly bow, and Kelley tried to get a sense of whether or not he was mocking her. 

“C’mon,” he said and offered her an elbow. “Let’s go make sure the others weren’t eaten or killed.”

“See . . . this kinda thing?” Maddox said, breathing hard and leaning over, hands on his knees, as Kelley and Fennrys approached. “This is the kind of thing I was always nattering on about when I said things like ‘Be careful, Kelley’ and ‘Maybe don’t walk through Central Park alone at night, Kelley.’”

“I dunno, Maddox,” Kelley said wanly, limping rather noticeably now that the adrenaline had worn off. “Fennrys seemed to enjoy the exercise.”

Beside her the Wolf just grinned, sauntering away.

“Is it true what Fennrys told me about the cracks showing up in the Gate, Madd?” Kelley asked, digging her clover charm out of her pocket and fastening the chain around her neck once more.

“Yup.”

“And Lost Ones are attacking people?”

“Well.” Maddox shrugged. “Yeah. I mean—only some of them. Here and there. Like tonight.”

Maddox always got a little evasive whenever the subject of the Lost Fae was broached. It was because of Chloe, Kelley knew. The Lost were Faerie in the mortal world. Either they had been trapped there when Auberon had first shut the Gate, or they considered perpetual confinement to the realms of Faerie to be imprisonment and had decided to “defect”—escaping through the Samhain Gate and quitting the Otherworld forever.

Chloe was one of the Lost. She was also a Siren. An ex-Siren, if Maddox was to be believed. She had saved Kelley’s life when Kelley had almost drowned in the fall. In the process of doing so, Chloe had learned that Kelley was the lost Faerie princess stolen by a mortal woman from Auberon’s Court almost a hundred years earlier.

Until that time, growing up in the Catskills under the watchful gaze of her “aunt” Emma, Kelley had never had the slightest inkling that she was anything other than human. But Chloe, being a Siren, had not been able to resist stealing the memory of a piece of music from Kelley’s mind while she was unconscious, as payment for the rescue. A cheap price to pay to a Siren—they usually took every scrap of song that a mind could hold, and that would invariably cause irreparable damage. Death, most often. It was how they got their fearsome reputation in legends down through the ages. Chloe had long ago sworn off such behavior but had, it seemed, fallen off the wagon back in October when she’d rescued Kelley.

The theft had done Kelley no harm whatsoever, but that was because Kelley wasn’t human—a secret that lay open to the Siren once she was inside Kelley’s head. Chloe had gone on to barter the information she’d gleaned from Kelley’s mind, trading the knowledge for another piece of music: she’d burrowed deep into Sonny’s memories and stolen a lullaby, the only memory he’d possessed of his human mother.

As far as Kelley was concerned, Chloe was no better than a vampire. But Maddox had feelings for her, so Kelley usually avoided the subject.

“Let’s get you the hell out of this park,” Maddox said, ignoring Kelley’s uncomfortable silence and putting a lanky arm around her shoulders. He was Sonny’s best friend and had become almost like an older brother to her in Sonny’s absence, especially in those first few months when Kelley had visited the park more frequently.

In the darkness they heard Fennrys snarling gleefully—he must have found something hanging around that was still worth hurting.

“C’mon.” Maddox nudged her into a walk. “I’m sure the others can mop up the rest of this mess without my help.”

Kelley nodded absently, just as sure as Maddox that the other Janus had handled the renegade Fae easily. They were all extremely good at what they did.

“I wonder how Sonny’s doing,” Kelley suddenly thought. Out loud. She could feel her cheeks redden a bit as Maddox looked at her, amused.

“I’m sure old Sonn is just fine,” he said blithely. “While the rest of us are stuck here in the mortal realm, scrabbling around in the underbrush risking life and limb, Sonny’s probably taking it dead easy, drinking Faerie wine and eating wild raspberries!”








Chapter II




Sonny Flannery swore an ancient, exceptionally foul oath and threw himself violently sideways—right into an enormous tangle of wild raspberry bushes studded with two-inch thorns as sharp as fish-hooks. The move may have lacked elegance, but it saved him from certain decapitation.

The hunter Fae that had almost swiped Sonny’s head off bellowed in anger at the thwart. He’d obviously been pretty sure of a kill, and had it been any other adversary, he probably would have succeeded. But Sonny Flannery was a quarry of a different sort.

More hunter than hunted, even now.

The Wild Hunter had caught him unaware, yet Sonny had to admit that after months spent hacking through treacherous undergrowth, following trails of burned-out faerie woodland and the scattered bodies of dead lesser fae, relentless in his pursuit of the marauding remnants of the Wild Hunt, this contest looked to be more entertaining than most. Aside from the thorn bush—that was painful—Sonny was perversely enjoying the fact that this particular warrior Fae had sought to find Sonny before Sonny found him.

It is a deal more challenging to have the tables turned, he thought, struggling desperately to dislodge himself from the grasping branches before the hunter could wheel his mount and charge again. At least this way, I won’t feel quite so much like hating myself for what I have to do.

The contest seemed like it might be almost even this time. This opponent, a worthy adversary. Still, Sonny had no intention of losing.

As the hunter’s horse thundered to a stop, Sonny tore free his riding cloak from the bushes. Leaping to his feet, he ran for an open space between trees hung with Spanish moss. It was only then he realized that, in freeing himself from the thorns, he’d left behind the leather satchel that had hung from a strap across his body. It dangled uselessly from a thorny branch out of reach—full of the weapons of which Sonny was in dire need. The hunter wheeled his mount and charged again, straight for where Sonny stood unprotected.

Sonny threw himself to the side, throwing up his arm to protect his head as he hit the ground. The sudden hopelessness of his situation crashed like a wave in his mind—the hunter and his next pass would likely end the game once and for all.

But then a piercing whinny rang through the air, and Sonny lifted his head to see a kelpie—a faerie horse with a fiery red coat—come galloping furiously through a hawthorn brake, to shoulder aside the hunter’s deadly charge. 

“Lucky!” Sonny shouted in frantic relief, recognizing the creature he’d not seen since a certain Faerie princess had knocked him flying from that animal’s back high above New York’s Central Park what seemed like so many months earlier. Sonny leaped to his feet as Lucky whirled nimbly, but as the kelpie came to a halt directly
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