


Prologue

Fight	and	Flight
“Where	are	we	going,	Quinn?	Where	are	 James	and	Steven?”	Elise	gripped
Quinn’s	 large	 hand	 tightly	 with	 her	 small	 one	 as	 they	 hurried	 through	 the
darkness.	Something	was	wrong,	and	had	been	wrong	ever	since	Quinn	had
retrieved	her	from	dance	class	yesterday,	shoved	a	valise	into	her	hands,	and
hauled	her	onto	an	airship	with	no	explanation	whatsoever.

She	wished	someone	would	tell	her	what	was	happening.

“I	 told	 you,	 we’re	 going	 to	 meet	 Mathias	 in	 the	 park,”	 Quinn	 shushed,
walking	even	faster	through	a	giant	place	that	he	called	“Central	Park.”

“Then	you’ll	 tell	me	what’s	going	on?”	Cold	chilled	her	 to	 the	bone,	and
hunger	and	fear	gnawed	at	her	belly.	She	pulled	her	cape	closer.	Fatigue	made
each	footfall	a	chore.	“I	want	Dadaí.”	Elise	hadn’t	called	her	father	that	in	a
long	time,	but	 that’s	what	she	wanted	right	now.	Her	daddy.	Even	 if	he	was
often	irritable—when	he	was	around.

“Hush.	Head	down,	walk	fast,	don’t	make	eye	contact,”	Quinn	whispered	as
he	put	an	arm	around	her,	bringing	her	close	as	 they	hurried	down	 the	dark
path.	The	sun	still	hadn’t	awoken,	and	the	chill	in	the	air	made	her	shiver.

A	humming	under	her	skin	sent	prickles	up	her	spine.	Magic.	Her	heart	beat
faster	as	her	small	legs	struggled	to	match	Quinn’s	much	longer	stride.

“Quinn	the	Fair,	halt,”	someone	yelled	from	behind	them.

Quinn	 the	Fair?	Certainly	her	 tutor	was	 fair,	with	his	near-white	hair	 and
pale	skin.	But	she’d	never	heard	him	called	that	before.

“Run.”	 Quinn	 half-dragged	 her	 down	 the	 path.	 They	 ran	 until	 her	 chest
ached	and	she	could	barely	breathe.	The	magic	closed	in	on	them	like	a	net.
Fear	crept	through	her,	twining	around	her	limbs	like	morning	fog.	She	tried
to	push	it	away.	Quinn	was	here,	he’d	protect	her.

When	 they	 ducked	 behind	 a	 tree,	 he	 pressed	 a	 card	 into	 her	 hand.	 “Run
until	you	find	a	policeman.	Tell	him	that	you’re	lost	and	men	are	chasing	you.
Give	him	this	and	say	that	your	dadaí	is	at	that	address.”



“Dadaí’s	 there?”	 The	 idea	 of	 running	 more	made	 her	 want	 to	 collapse.
However,	the	urgency	in	his	voice	made	her	heart	skip	a	beat.

“No,	it’s	Mathias.	Pretend	that	he’s	your	dadaí.	He’ll	keep	you	safe	until	we
can	find	your	brothers.	I	give	you	permission	to	use	magic	to	defend	yourself
—any	kind	of	magic	you	like.”	His	blue	eyes	sliced	through	her	like	a	knife
through	bread.

“What?”	The	words	only	cemented	the	fact	that	something	was	dreadfully
wrong.	Usually	she	wasn’t	allowed	to	use	magic	unless	 it	was	a	 lesson,	and
then	only	earth	magic.

Someone	yelled	from	down	the	path,	“There	they	are!”

Quinn	kissed	her	forehead.	“Be	good.	Now,	run.	Don’t	let	them	catch	you,
no	matter	what.	Go.”	He	pushed	her.	“Run—and	don’t	look	back.”

Nodding,	Elise	barreled	down	 the	path,	 as	 fast	 as	her	 feet	 could	 take	her,
valise	 thumping	across	her	back.	Quinn	wouldn’t	 tell	her	 to	do	such	a	 thing
unless	it	was	important.

“Ah,	I	caught	you.”	A	man	in	a	strange	green	outfit	grabbed	her	around	the
waist.

Don’t	let	them	catch	you	no	matter	what.	Quinn’s	words	rang	in	her	ears.

“No.”	 Squishing	 her	 eyes	 shut,	 she	 launched	 a	 little	 ball	 of	 fire	 at	 her
pursuer.	He	yelped,	and	she	kicked	him	in	the	shins	and	took	off.

Elise	sprinted	until	her	legs	burned	and	sweat	dripped	down	her	back.	She
didn’t	 slow	down,	not	 even	 to	 look	behind	her	 to	 see	 if	 she	was	 still	 being
followed.	 A	 policeman.	 She	 needed	 a	 policeman.	 Not	 that	 she	 saw	 one.
Maybe	 it	was	 too	early?	An	ornate	gate	caught	her	eye,	a	garden	behind	 it.
Yes,	she’d	be	safe	there.	She’d	catch	her	breath,	then	find	a	policeman.

She	sent	out	a	hint	of	magic	to	make	the	gate	open.	Looking	both	ways	to
see	if	anyone	watched,	she	slipped	inside.	As	she	took	in	the	beautiful	garden
surrounding	her,	 she	meandered	 through	an	 arch	of	 ivy	 and	 came	 to	 a	 little
pond.	Not	a	soul	was	in	sight.	Good.	What	she	needed	was	a	tree	to	hide	her
while	she	rested.

Were	 there	 any	 wood	 faeries	 about?	 A	 garden	 like	 this	must	have	wood
faeries.	Holding	out	her	hand,	she	gave	them	a	silent	call.	A	moment	later,	a
green	ball	of	light	landed	on	her	finger.	The	ball	of	light	resembled	a	tiny	man



with	translucent	wings	and	clothes	made	of	leaves,	but	she	recognized	it	as	a
wood	faery.

“Hello,	 I’m	 lost	 and	 tired.	 Is	 there	 a	 tree	 that	will	 hide	me	while	 I	 rest?”
Elise	cocked	her	head	 to	hear	 the	 tiny	faery’s	answer.	“There’s	a	magic	 tree
that	can	take	me	home?”	She	tried	to	 imagine	such	a	 thing.	“That	would	be
even	better.”	Yes,	home	to	Dadaí,	Steven,	and	James.	“I’d	love	it	if	you’d	take
me	there.”

The	little	faery	led	her	through	the	garden	to	a	tree.	It	glowed	with	balls	of
light—pink,	yellow,	blue,	even	purple,	as	tiny	faces	peered	at	her.

“Hello	 there,	 I’m	Elise.”	She	bobbed	a	 curtsey.	 “How	do	 I	make	 the	 tree
work?	I’ve	never	traveled	by	tree	before.	Usually	we	just	take	an	auto—or	an
airship.”	 Magic	 thrummed	 under	 her	 fingertips	 as	 they	 brushed	 the	 tree’s
trunk.

Several	faeries	attempted	to	speak	at	once.

“One	 at	 a	 time,	 please.”	 If	 only	 she	 had	 something	 in	 the	 pocket	 of	 her
pinafore	to	feed	them.	If	only	she	had	something	in	her	pocket	to	feed	herself.
“All	I	have	to	do	is	tell	the	tree	where	I’d	like	to	go?”

They	kept	using	the	word	portal	and	she	had	no	idea	what	that	meant.	Oh,	a
portal	 was	 probably	 another	 tree.	 Yes,	 magic	 travel	 from	 tree	 to	 tree—
brilliant!	Certainly,	not	every	 tree	was	magic.	But	Noli	had	a	 faery	 tree.	No
faeries	lived	in	it,	but	it	was	next	door	to	her	house.	She	could	climb	through
the	fence	and	be	home.	Perfect.

Elise	pictured	Noli’s	tree	in	her	mind	and	put	both	hands	on	the	trunk,	glad
Noli’s	tree	was	so	distinctive	with	its	J-shaped	trunk	and	tree	house.	“I’d	like
to	go	there	please,	to	the	tree	with	the	house	in	it.”

Her	arms	and	hands	grew	tingly.	The	little	green	wood	faery	perched	on	her
shoulder.	 His	 presence	 comforted	 her.	 The	 garden	 began	 to	 spin	 faster	 and
faster,	as	if	she	were	on	a	carousel.	Elise	gripped	the	trunk	with	all	her	might.
Then	everything	faded	away.

“Come	out,	come	out,	wherever	you	are,”	Kevighn	muttered	as	he	wandered
through	 Central	 Park.	 Why	 would	 Quinn	 and	 the	 girl	 come	 here?	 And	 so
early.	He	yawned.	Prickles	shot	up	his	spine.	Quinn	and	the	girl	were	close.
Extremely	close.



“You’ll	never	get	her,”	someone	yelled	in	the	distance.

Magic	swirled	around	him	so	thick	he	could	practically	hold	it	in	his	hands.
He	 sprinted	 toward	 the	 clamor.	 Several	 men	 in	 earth	 court	 guardsman’s
uniforms	 flew	 at	 a	man	 in	mortal	 clothing—a	 tall,	 thin	man	with	 pale	 hair.
There	was	no	sign	of	anyone	else.	Not	even	a	girl.

Quinn	 the	Fair	 hurled	 balls	 of	 light	 at	 the	 earth	 court	 guards.	One	 of	 the
guards	 stamped	 the	 ground,	 his	 earth	 magic	 making	 the	 path	 ripple	 under
Quinn’s	feet.	As	Quinn	tumbled	to	the	ground,	he	lobbed	more	balls	of	light
at	the	guards.

Kevighn	ran	 faster,	 fueled	by	both	 triumph	and	anger.	He’d	 found	Quinn.
No	one	got	to	kill	Quinn	the	Fair	but	him.	Taking	his	bow	out	of	his	rucksack,
he	 fired	 fire	 arrows	 into	 all	 three	 of	 the	 guards.	 Not	 stowing	 his	 bow,	 he
breathed	a	sigh	of	relief	as	the	guards	fell,	and	then	he	approached	Quinn.

“I	never	thought	I’d	be	saved	by	the	likes	of	you.”	Quinn	lay	on	the	ground,
his	wiry	form	crumpled	and	bleeding.

Kevighn	 whipped	 an	 arrow	 out	 of	 his	 quiver	 on	 his	 back,	 the	 one	 with
Quinn’s	name	carved	into	it,	and	loaded	it.	“Three	on	one	isn’t	fair.	Even	for
someone	like	you.”

Quinn	stood	up,	his	injuries	obviously	causing	him	pain.	He	was	hunched
over	and	bleeding,	a	hand	over	one	of	 the	wounds.	“I	 suppose	you	mean	 to
kill	me,	Kevighn?”

His	 voice	 was	 composed.	 He	 didn’t	 tremble,	 and	 his	 calmness	 angered
Kevighn.	Quinn	should	be	scared.	He	should	be	begging	for	his	life.	Anger	at
Quinn’s	lack	of	reaction	swirled	within	Kevighn.

“Where’s	the	girl?”	Kevighn	pointed	the	bow	at	Quinn	as	he	cast	his	eyes
about	the	area	searching	for	a	sign	of	her.	Nothing.

“She’s	safe.	Safe	from	Tiana,	safe	from	Brogan.	She’s	a	girl,	not	a	pawn,”
Quinn	spat,	his	expression	challenging,	and	although	 the	man	couldn’t	even
stand	up	straight,	Kevighn	could	sense	his	pride,	his	strength.

He	 tightened	his	 lips	and	resolved	 to	still	make	Quinn	pay.	“I	don’t	work
for	Tiana	anymore,”	he	retorted,	the	need	for	revenge	coursing	through	him.
“Also,	I’ve	always	thought	Brogan	was	a	prat.”



“Brogan	is	a	prat,”	Quinn	agreed,	color	draining	out	of	his	pale	face.	“But
Dom	…	Dom	regretted	doing	what	he	did,	as	do	I.	We	…	”	His	entire	being
crumpled	 as	 the	 life	 drained	 out	 of	 him	 and	 he	 sank	 to	 the	 ground.
“Creideamh	and	I	could	have	been	happy	in	exile.	Ahh,	everything	is	clearer
in	hindsight.”

“You	 killed	 my	 sister.”	 Kevighn	 prepared	 to	 fire	 at	 him.	 Why	 couldn’t
Quinn	flinch	like	a	normal	man,	beg	for	his	life?

“I	 did.	My	 pride	 and	 arrogance	 killed	 her.”	His	 blue	 eyes	went	misty.	 “I
loved	your	sister	so	much.	Kill	me,	Kevighn.	Kill	me	now.	At	least	then	I’ll
be	with	her	once	again.”	His	body	moved	slightly	to	make	it	a	clean	and	clear
shot	to	the	heart.

Of	 course	 the	 bastard	 would	 beg	 to	 be	 killed.	 Fury	 boiled	 in	 Kevighn’s
veins.	No,	no,	no.	This	wasn’t	how	revenge	was	supposed	to	be.

“No,	you	won’t.	She’s	in	the	place	where	the	good	and	kind	people	go.	You
said	 you	 were	 my	 friend.	 You	 promised	 to	 protect	 her.	 You	 knew	 what
bringing	her	into	the	earth	court	would	do	to	someone	like	her.”	Kevighn	kept
his	 bow	 trained	 on	Quinn,	 face	 and	 voice	 burning	with	 a	 rage	 so	 fierce	 he
expected	something	to	ignite	at	any	time.

Only	 those	of	 the	high	queen’s	 line	were	 allowed	 to	possess	 the	 talent	of
more	 than	 one	 court.	 To	 have	 an	 affinity	 for	 both	 earth	 and	 fire	 was
blasphemous,	 considering	 those	courts	were	bitter	 enemies.	Even	Kevighn’s
tiny	amount	of	earth	manipulation	ability	could	get	him	killed.	Creideamh’s
gift,	on	the	other	hand,	had	grown	too	great	to	
hide	among	 the	proper	elemental	courts.	So	 they’d	 lurked	 in	 the	dark	court,
where	no	one	cared.

Until	she’d	fallen	in	love	with	Quinn.

Quinn’s	 chin	 rose	 slightly,	 eyes	 brimming	with	 angst	 that	would	 soften	 a
lesser	man’s	heart.	“I	thought	that	I	could	protect	her.	At	least	…	”	His	head
dropped.

“At	least	what?”	Kevighn	demanded,	taking	a	step	closer.	Why	did	Quinn
always	have	to	be	so	damn	civil?

His	voice	quieted.	“Please,	let	him	know	I	love	him.	It’s	too	little,	too	late,	I
know,	but	it	was	all	we	could	do.”



“What	are	you	talking	about?”	Kevighn	yelled,	anger	roaring	in	his	ears.

Quinn	didn’t	answer,	eyes	closed,	breath	fading.

No,	Quinn	couldn’t	die,	not	unless	 it	was	at	his	hand.	Kevighn	unleashed
the	arrow,	the	arrow	he’d	carved	by	hand,	pouring	all	his	anger	and	frustration
into	it.	It	zoomed	through	the	air,	piercing	Quinn	in	the	heart.	Blood	pooled	at
the	arrow’s	entrance.	Quinn	didn’t	move.

“Creideamh,	you	have	been	avenged.”	Kevighn’s	head	tilted	upward	to	the
grey	sky,	fist	to	his	heart,	bow	dangling	in	his	free	hand.

Police	whistles	 echoed	 in	 the	 background.	Kevighn	 touched	 the	 arrow	 in
Quinn’s	chest,	reducing	it	to	ash.	He	drew	a	glyph	in	the	air,	which	turned	red,
erasing	 his	 presence	 for	 a	 good	 hundred	 yards.	His	 rucksack	went	 over	 his
shoulder	and	he	ducked	behind	 the	nearest	building,	pulling	 the	magic	with
him	to	cover	his	tracks	both	physically	and	magically.

He	 should	 feel	 elated,	 but	 instead	 he	 felt	…	 empty.	Unsatisfied.	 Like	 he
needed	to	get	very	drunk	and	go	to	bed	with	a	room	full	of	beautiful	women.

For	 so	 many	 years,	 he’d	 yearned	 to	 avenge	 Creideamh’s	 death.	 Now	 he
had.	What	now?

And	what	had	Quinn	been	babbling	about?

He	shook	it	off.	First,	he	needed	to	find	Ailís.



It	matters	not	how	strait	the	gate,

How	charged	with	punishments	the	scroll,

I	am	the	master	of	my	fate;

I	am	the	captain	of	my	soul.

—William	Ernest	Henley,	“Invictus”



One

Return	to	Los	Angeles
Noli	glanced	from	her	dilapidated	house	to	the	neatly	kept	Darrow	residence
next	 door.	 Her	 belly	 rolled	 with	 a	million	 different	 emotions.	 Between	 her
mother	 moving	 to	 Boston	 and	 the	 shock	 of	 finding	 V	 and	 James’	 father
murdered	 in	 his	 own	home	by	 earth	 court	 guards,	 she	 thought	 they’d	never
return	to	Los	Angeles	again.

Yet	here	they	were.

“I	 still	 can’t	 believe	 Uncle	 Brogan	 wasn’t	 home,”	 James	 Darrow	 said,
pouting	as	they	stood	in	front	of	their	houses,	the	winter	sun	streaming	down
onto	their	backs.

Steven	 Darrow,	 whom	 Noli	 always	 called	 “V,”	 put	 his	 fist	 to	 his	 chest.
“Believe	me.	Father	will	be	avenged.	And	thus	the	whirligig	of	time	brings	in
his	revenges.”

“I	know.	Though	I	really	wish	you	would	stop	quoting	Chaucer.”	James	ran
a	hand	through	his	messy,	dark	blond	curls.	Even	though	he	was	younger	than
V,	he	was	taller	and	broader.	But	V	was	catching	up.

“It’s	Shakespeare,”	 V	 grumbled,	 taking	Noli’s	 hand.	 “Truly,	 I	 should	 get
you	his	complete	works	for	Christmas.”

Noli	had	a	feeling	that	James	knew	very	well	it	was	Shakespeare.	Riling	V
could	be	amusing.

They’d	 come	 straight	 from	 the	 earth	 court	 palace,	 after	 failing	 to	 find
Brogan	 to	 challenge	 him	 to	 a	 duel.	As	 luck	would	 have	 it,	 their	 uncle	was
away	on	earth	court	business,	so	V	had	suggested	they	return	to	the	Darrow
house	in	Los	Angeles	to	see	if	any	of	Quinn’s	journals	and	research	materials
were	 still	 there.	 They’d	 already	 buried	 Mr.	 Darrow	 at	 the	 big	 house,	 the
family’s	 home	 in	 the	 Otherworld,	 and	 now	 their	 main	 task	 was	 to	 find
information	about	the	mysterious	artifact	Brogan	was	trying	to	assemble.

All	three	were	still	in	Otherworld	dress.	The	boys’	green	and	brown	velvet
outfits	were	heavy	with	embroidery,	 their	 swords	on	 their	backs.	They	both



looked	so	handsome.	So	…	adult.	Even	Noli	still	wore	an	embroidered,	green
velvet	gown	with	a	drop	waist	and	a	brown	corset	on	top,	with	no	bustle	or
crinoline,	and	her	green	cloak	instead	of	a	cape.

“I	 think	 I	 should	sleep	at	my	house.”	She	shot	another	 sidelong	glance	at
V’s	house	as	a	car	flew	overhead.	The	idea	of	staying	overnight	in	the	place
where	V	and	James’	father	had	been	murdered	sent	chills	up	her	spine.

“I	think	we	should	all	sleep	at	your	house,	Noli.”	James	shivered	a	little,	as
if	echoing	her	own	thoughts.	“The	last	thing	I	want	is	to	be	haunted	by	Father.
I’m	sure	he’ll	find	some	reason	to	scold	us	in	our	sleep.”

V	 shoved	 his	 brother,	 a	 frown	 tugging	 at	 his	 lips.	 “How	 could	 you	 say
something	so	disrespectful?”

James	shoved	him	back,	his	jaw	set.	“It’s	true.”

Actually,	Noli	could	see	the	dour	Mr.	Darrow	doing	just	that.	However,	V
had	a	point	about	disrespecting	the	dead.

“I’ll	go	to	the	market	and	buy	a	few	things	so	we	have	something	to	eat.	I
have	 a	 little	money,”	 she	 told	 them,	 partially	 to	 escape	 having	 to	 enter	 the
house,	partially	out	of	practicality.	There’d	be	nothing	edible	in	either	house,
she	was	sure.

Cake,	I	want	cake!	the	sprite	interjected	mentally.

Thanks	 to	 an	 ill-worded	 bargain	 with	 High	 Queen	 Tiana,	 Noli	 currently
shared	 head-space	 with	 an	 earth	 sprite,	 and	 every	 day	 it	 got	 increasingly
difficult	 to	 keep	 her	 from	 taking	 over.	 V	 promised	 to	 help	 her	 fix	 it.
Somehow.

Cake?	Perhaps.	Actually,	Noli	liked	that	idea.

Also,	 she	 still	 felt	 odd,	 like	 she	 hadn’t	 fully	 recovered	 from	 the	 illness
Brogan	 had	 given	 her	 back	 on	 her	 brother’s	 airship,	 the	 Vixen’s	 Revenge,
when	 she’d	 refused	 to	 hand	 over	 the	 piece	 of	 artifact	 that	 she’d	 kept.	 Her
brother	Jeff’s	crew,	hired	by	Brogan,	had	stolen	fragments	of	the	artifact	from
museums	across	 the	country.	But	 instead	of	 letting	Jeff	deliver	 the	pieces	 to
Brogan—since	Noli	knew	Brogan	was	up	 to	no	good—she’d	given	 them	 to
Kevighn	Silver,	who’d	promised	to	hide	them	once	again.

Yet,	 on	 an	 impulse,	 she’d	 kept	 a	 piece	 of	 the	 artifact	 for	 herself.	 As
insurance.



This	she	hadn’t	mentioned	to	V,	since	he	had	other	things	to	deal	with—like
Brogan,	his	father’s	death,	and	the	fact	that	Quinn,	their	tutor,	and	Elise,	their
little	sister,	had	gone	missing	and	had	yet	to	be	found.

The	 artifact.	 All	 the	 pieces	 made	 up	 one	 single,	 powerful	 artifact	 so
dangerous	 it	 had	been	expelled	 to	 the	mortal	 realm	 long	ago.	However,	 she
had	a	feeling	there	was	something	else	she	was	supposed	to	remember	about
it.	But	every	time	she	almost	did,	it	slipped	away	like	a	will-o’-the-wisp.

V’s	voice	cut	through	her	thoughts,	bringing	her	back	to	the	present.	“You
don’t	wish	 to	stay	and	help	us	 look	 through	 journals?”	His	green	eyes	went
wide	with	disappointment.

No.	Not	particularly.	Really	 she	 should	assist	him,	 since	he	was	 trying	 to
figure	out	what	the	artifact	was.	If	only	she	could	remember.

You	think	too	much,	the	sprite	chided.

“I	don’t	blame	you.	The	house	is	creepy	now.”	James’	face	screwed	up	in
distaste.	“We	need	to	eat.	Besides,	while	Noli’s	out	she	can	check	and	see	if
we’ve	received	any	aethergraphs.	Perhaps	Quinn’s	trying	to	get	in	touch	with
us.”

“That’s	a	good	idea.	I’m	very	worried	about	them	since	we	haven’t	gotten
word.”	 V	 looked	 from	 his	 brother	 to	 his	 house	 and	 back	 again,	 his	 lips
pressing	 tight,	 then	 releasing.	 His	 blond	 hair	 didn’t	 quite	 lie	 flat,	 a	 lock
hanging	in	eyes,	which	were	green	like	oak	leaves.	“You	know	where	to	find
us.	James	and	I	should	get	started.”

James	made	 a	 barf-face.	 “Could	 you	 get	 us	 something	 good	 for	 supper?
Please?”

Noli	laughed.	“Like	what,	cake?”

His	green	eyes	lit	up	like	a	basket	of	wood	faeries.	“Yes,	chocolate	cake.”

“We	can’t—”	Wait.	Why	couldn’t	they	have	cake	for	supper?	There	were	no
parents	here.	Not	anymore.	It	would	also	make	the	sprite	happy.

Cake,	cake,	cake,	cake,	the	sprite	chanted.

Fine,	we’ll	have	cake	for	supper,	she	laughed.	“We	can’t	have	cake	without
tea,	 so	 if	 I’m	 to	make	 it	 to	 the	shops	before	 they	close,	 I	 should	be	going.”



Not	 that	 she	 wanted	 to	 go	 back	 into	 town,	 to	 have	 to	 explain	 her
reappearance,	but	James	was	right,	they	needed	to	eat.

Crossing	 the	 space	 between	 them,	 V	 straightened	 her	 hat.	 “Could	 you
please	get	us	more	than	cake	and	tea,	please?	I’ll	give	you	money.	Will	you	be
all	right	shopping	by	yourself?”

“Why	 wouldn’t	 I?	 I’ve	 spent	 my	 entire	 life	 running	 around	 this	 town
alone.”	Well,	not	quite,	but	she	was	used	to	being	independent	and	his	lack	of
confidence	in	her	made	her	bristle.

“I	know.”	He	gave	her	a	lopsided	grin	in	apology.	“See	you	soon.”

Before	 she	 could	 answer,	 his	 lips	 met	 hers.	 His	 arm	 snaked	 around	 her
waist,	bringing	her	chest	to	his.	She	deepened	their	kiss,	holding	on	to	him	as
if	any	moment	he	might	float	away.

“I’ll	be	inside,”	James	muttered	behind	them.

V	touched	his	forehead	to	hers	as	he	broke	off	their	kiss.	“Hurry	back.”

“I’ll	probably	be	at	my	house,	cleaning	up	so	we	have	places	to	sleep.”	Her
finger	traced	his	cheekbone.	She	let	go	of	him	and	watched	as	V	entered	his
house,	then	climbed	up	the	familiar	front	stairs	of	her	own	home	and	turned
the	doorknob.	Locked.

Walking	around	the	house,	she	tried	the	back	door,	which	was	never	locked.
But	the	door	didn’t	open.	Hmm.	Grandfather	Montgomery	must	have	locked	it
when	 he’d	 helped	 her	mother	move	 to	Boston.	Noli	 hoped	 her	mother	was
finding	happiness	there,	since	she	hadn’t	found	much	in	Los	Angeles	after	her
husband	vanished.

Seven	 years	 ago,	 Noli’s	 father	 had	 disappeared	 while	 in	 San	 Francisco,
helping	to	rebuild	the	city	after	a	devastating	earthquake.	Even	though	there’d
been	no	word	all	 these	years,	Noli	still	clung	to	 the	 idea	that	her	father	was
alive	and	would	someday	return	to	them.

She	 gazed	 up	 at	 her	 bedroom	 window,	 which	 was	 on	 the	 second	 floor.
She’d	scaled	it	before.

Why	don’t	we	use	magic?	the	sprite	supplied.

Oh,	I	could	do	that,	couldn’t	I?	I	just	put	my	hand	on	it	and	ask	it	to	open?
That’s	what	V	always	did.	The	idea	of	using	magic	was	still	so	strange	to	her.



I	think	so,	the	sprite	replied.

Noli	 put	 her	 hand	 on	 the	 metal	 knob.	 She	 envisioned	 an	 invisible	 key
turning	inside	the	mechanism.	Open.	The	lock	clicked.	When	she	turned	the
knob,	the	door	opened	without	resistance.

She	entered	the	dark	kitchen	and	put	her	valise	on	the	table.	On	a	scrap	of
paper	 she	 jotted	 down	 what	 they	 needed:	 Food.	 Tea.	 Cake.	 Milk.	 Sugar.
Candles.

Then	she	gazed	around	the	sparkling	clean	kitchen.	It	hadn’t	been	this	way
when	she’d	left.	She	opened	the	
cupboards—the	 everyday	 dishes	 were	 there,	 but	 the	 china	 and	 silver	 were
gone.	 Startled,	 she	 ran	 into	 her	mother’s	 sewing	 room.	The	 only	 thing	 that
remained	was	 a	 box	 half-filled	with	 odds	 and	 ends	 and	 the	 steam-powered
sewing	machine	she’d	built.	The	sitting	room,	also	clean,	lacked	the	portraits
on	the	walls	and	Mama’s	special	keepsakes—and	the	piano.

Noli	plopped	down	in	a	worn	floral	chair,	the	familiar	musty	scent	wafting
around	her.	Oh.	Grandfather	probably	had	 someone	pack	up	Mama’s	 things
and	take	them	to	Boston.	The	clock	struck	and	she	stood.	She	should	get	the
market	basket	and	be	off.	There’d	be	time	to	explore	the	house	later.

Pulling	 her	 green	 cloak	 closer,	 Noli	 hurried	 down	 the	 street,	 basket	 on	 her
arm.	She	wished	she	could	hoverboard,	since	it	would	be	much	faster.	It	was
probably	 early	December	 by	now	…	she’d	 lost	 track	of	 time.	V	 and	 James
had	put	her	in	a	tree	for	a	while,	to	heal	her	from	the	illness	Brogan	had	given
her,	 and	 time	 between	 the	 mortal	 realm	 and	 the	 faerie	 realm	 ran	 a	 little
differently	in	general—and	not	in	a	way	that	made	sense.	At	least	to	her.

A	display	of	gloves	caught	her	eye	as	she	walked	past	the	milliner’s	shop.

Can	we	go	inside?	Please?	the	sprite	pleaded.	She	liked	pretty	gloves.

We	can—but	only	for	a	few	moments.	Perhaps	they	had	net	gloves,	like	the
ones	she’d	gotten	on	 the	Vixen’s	Revenge.	She’d	 like	 to	get	 some	 in	colors
other	than	black	to	match	her	different	dresses.

A	bell	tinkled	when	she	entered.	The	store	wasn’t	empty	and	the	shop	girl
seemed	busy.	Noli	 looked	at	 the	gloves	on	display—silk,	kidskin,	 lace,	ones
covered	in	pearls	or	embroidery.	None	were	net.	Pity.

“Noli,	is	that	you?	Noli	Braddock?”	a	voice	screeched	from	behind	her.



Noli	winced.	Of	course	she’d	be	here.	Turning	around,	Noli	plastered	on	a
fake	 smile,	 greeting	 the	 two	 women	 she	 least	 wanted	 to	 see.	 “Why	 hello,
Missy,	Mrs.	Sassafras.”

Missy	Sassafras’	dull	brown	eyes	widened	and	a	smirk	twitched	on	her	lips.
“My,	what	an	unusual	dress	you	have	on.”

“I	think	it’s	rather	lovely.	Your	mother’s	work?	It	looks	quite	comfortable.
Green	 looks	 so	 nice	 on	 you.”	 Mrs.	 Sassafras	 smiled	 kindly	 at	 Noli.	 She
always	 reminded	Noli	 of	 an	 apple	 dumpling—round	 and	 ordinary.	The	 fact
that	Mrs.	Sassafras	preferred	to	dress	in	mousy	brown	to	match	her	hair	and
eyes	 never	 helped.	 Missy,	 on	 the	 other	 hand,	 always	 reminded	 Noli	 of	 a
peacock.	 Loud,	 proud,	 and	 full	 of	 bright	 colors.	 Also,	 some	 girls	 weren’t
meant	to	wear	bustles.	Missy	was	one	of	them.

“I	 think	 it	 looks	 like	 a	 peasant’s	 dress,”	Missy	 continued.	 “But	 isn’t	 that
what	you	are,	really?	Is	that	a	corset	on	the	outside	of	your	dress?”	Her	thin
lips	curved	into	a	sneer.

Peasant?	What	century	was	Missy	living	in?	Noli	looked	at	Mrs.	Sassafras,
who	turned	pink	but	didn’t	scold	her	daughter.	She	never	did.

Bristling,	 Noli	 placed	 her	 hands	 on	 the	 corset.	 “It’s	 a	 popular	 fashion	 in
court.”

“Court	where?”	Missy	tossed	her	head	as	if	she	were	a	horse.

Noli	stopped	mid-breath.	It	wasn’t	as	if	she	could	tell	Missy	it	was	all	the
rage	in	the	Otherworld,	since	most	mortals	had	no	idea	that	faeries—and	the
realm	of	Faerie—existed.	Or	that	what	they	called	aether	was	actually	magic
leaking	into	their	realm	from	the	Otherworld.

“France,”	Noli	 replied	 instead.	That’s	what	 her	mother	 always	 said	when
trying	to	coerce	a	customer	at	her	dress	shop	into	trying	something	new.	She
itched	to	get	away	from	Missy.

Missy	rolled	her	eyes.	“I	haven’t	seen	it	in	any	magazines.”

“It’s	 too	 new,”	 Noli	 returned,	 feeling	 as	 if	 she	 were	 playing	 verbal
Mintonette.	 “V’s	aunt	was	 telling	me	all	 about	 it	when	we	had	 tea	with	her
earlier	 today.”	 Lies.	 Aunt	 Dinessa	 had	 been	 telling	 them	 about	 gardening.
Even	though	Brogan	hadn’t	been	home	when	they’d	gone	to	the	earth	palace,
his	sister	had	insisted	they	stay	for	tea.



“Oh,	Steven	Darrow	is	back	in	town?”	Missy	took	out	her	fan	and	fluttered
it.	The	sparkle	 in	her	eyes	 turned	accusing	as	her	 fan	snapped	shut.	“Aren’t
you	supposed	to	be	in	Boston	with	your	mother?”

Mrs.	Sassafras	waved	her	gloved	hand.	“Oh,	are	you	in	town	for	the	ball?
Do	 you	 think	 your	 mother	 would	 have	 time	 to	 make	 some	 alterations	 to
Missy’s	dress?	Perhaps	you	should	come	to	call;	Missy	has	developed	a	new
recipe	for	scones.”

Missy	and	her	blasted	perfect	scones.	Did	she	have	no	other	hobbies?

“The	Christmas	ball?”	Noli	blinked.	Surely	that	much	time	hadn’t	passed.

Ball?	I	want	to	go.	We’re	supposed	to	go,	right?	The	sprite	bounced	around
the	inside	of	her	head.

“I	don’t	think	Noli	would	be	invited	to	the	museum’s	ball,”	Missy	simpered
before	she	had	a	chance	to	silently	answer	the	sprite.

I	don’t	like	her,	she’s	mean,	the	sprite	replied.

That	Missy	was.	The	Sassafrases	weren’t	that	rich	and	the	money	they	had
was	recent.	In	Boston	they’d	be	looked	down	upon	as	nouveau	riche.

Missy,	however,	enjoyed	putting	on	airs.	Yes,	Boston	society	would	eat	her
alive.	If	Noli	were	a	lesser	person,	she’d	get	Missy	sponsored	for	the	season
there,	 just	 so	 she	 could	 watch	 her	 squirm.	 However,	 that	 would	 mean
enduring	it	herself.	She’d	rather	eat	gears.

“I’m	 sure	 your	 Steven	 has	 an	 invitation.”	Mrs.	 Sassafras	 patted	 her	 arm.
“Besides,	you	look	as	if	you’re	doing	well.”

“Mama’s	 fine.	 She’s	 remaining	 in	 Boston;	 I’m	 still	 here	 to	 take	 care	 of
some	…	 unfinished	 business.”	 Yes,	 that	 sounded	 acceptable.	 Noli	 tried	 to
capture	the	shop	girl’s	attention	so	she	could	leave.

Missy	 touched	 the	 tip	 of	Noli’s	 ear	 and	 giggled.	 “You	 really	 should	 visit
that	doctor	in	Europe.”

Noli	flinched	as	if	burned.	Being	a	sprite	had	given	her	ears	a	slight	point.
Usually	she	was	able	to	cover	them	with	her	hair.

“May	I	help	you?”	The	shop	girl	finally	hustled	over.



Thank	 goodness.	 One	 more	 moment	 and	 she’d	 smack	 Missy	 with	 her
market	basket.	“Yes,	do	you	have	any	net	gloves?”

“Do	you	mean	lace,	miss?”	The	shop	girl’s	face	contorted	in	confusion.

“No,	I	mean	net,	like,	well	…	a	net,	only	it’s	finer	and	softer.”	She	should
have	brought	a	pair	so	she	could	show	the	shop	girl	what	she	meant.

The	shop	girl	shook	her	head,	lips	puckering.	“No,	miss.	We	have	nothing
like	that	here.	I’m	not	even	sure	where	you’d	look	…	”

Missy	tittered	in	the	background	as	she	tried	on	a	hat	with	a	birdhouse	on	it.
“Net	gloves,	truly?”

“Well,	I	do	appreciate	your	help.”	Noli	smiled	at	the	girl.	She	gave	the	other
ladies	a	curt	nod.	“Mrs.	Sassafras,	Missy,”	and	left	the	shop	and	hustled	down
the	street,	waving	at	a	car	flying	overhead,	simply	because.

Ugh.	Missy	was	such	a	social-climbing	dollymop.

Noli	strode	into	the	bakery.	“I	need	a	really	large	chocolate	cake.”

Mr.	Benson,	 the	baker,	 smiled	 at	her	 from	behind	 the	glass	 counter	 as	he
wiped	his	hands	on	his	white	apron.	“Did	you	have	that	bad	of	a	day,	Noli?”

“I	just	ran	into	Missy	Sassafras.”	She	eyed	the	trays	of	colorful	confections.
“I’d	like	the	big	chocolate	cake	in	the	front,	the	one	with	the	candied	cherries
on	top.”

Yes,	that	one,	the	sprite	agreed.

Noli’s	 favorite	 cake	wasn’t	 found	here	 in	 the	mortal	 realm,	but	 chocolate
was	just	fine	with	her—and	the	sprite.

Her	eyes	traveled	from	the	cakes	and	pastries	to	the	cookies.	“I’d	also	like	a
dozen—”

“Cookies	 with	 chocolate	 on	 top,	 of	 course.”	 He	 laughed.	 “For	 your
mother?”

Mama	had	always	kept	them	in	her	dress	shop	for	her	customers.	The	shop
wasn’t	far.	Noli	should	check	on	it—if	it	was	even	still	there.

“Mama’s	 in	Boston,	 I’m	 going	 to	 eat	 these	 all	 by	myself.”	Noli’s	mouth
watered	at	the	thought	as	he	packaged	up	the	cookies	and	cake.

Cake,	cake,	cake,	the	sprite	got	excited.



Yes,	cake.	Noli	did	like	cake,	but	those	cookies	were	her	favorites	and	had
been	such	a	rare	indulgence.	She	couldn’t	wait	to	eat	every	single	one	herself.
Perhaps	she’d	share	with	the	boys.	Maybe.

“I’d	heard	you’d	moved	back	east,”	the	baker	replied	as	he	packed	up	the
pastries.	“Are	you	here	getting	the	last	few	things	out	of	your	house	before	the
new	owners	take	over?”

Noli	nearly	dropped	her	basket	in	shock.	“Yes,	of	course,”	she	lied.

Her	heart	thumped	in	her	chest.	Grandfather	had	sold	their	house?

The	 bag	 of	 cookies	went	 in	 the	 basket,	 but	 the	 cake	 box	 didn’t	 quite	 fit.
Perhaps	she	should	have	gone	there	 last.	A	hoverboard	would	be	useful—or
asking	James	to	drive	her,	since	Mr.	Darrow	owned	an	auto.	Oh	well.	She’d
just	have	to	balance	carefully.

As	 she	 bought	 tea,	 tinned	 milk,	 sugar,	 crackers,	 and	 tins	 of	 food	 at	 the
greengrocer,	 all	 she	 could	 think	 of	was	 that	 soon	 some	 other	 family	would
move	 into	her	house.	Other	 children	would	play	 in	her	 tree	house.	Sleep	 in
her	room.

When	Papa	finally	came	home,	he’d	find	some	other	family	living	there.

She	walked	past	her	mother’s	dress	shop,	which	was	closed	and	dusty,	as	if
no	one	had	been	inside	in	ages.	A	faded	note	said	closed	until	further	notice.

Sniffing,	Noli	made	her	final	stop	at	Mr.	Thompson’s	General	Store.

“Are	 there	 any	 aethergraphs	 for	Magnolia	 Braddock,	 or	 Steven	 or	 James
Darrow?”	she	asked	Mr.	Thompson	as	she	bought	some	candles.

He	shook	his	head	and	handed	her	the	parcel.	“No,	I’m	sorry,	Noli.”

“Oh.”	She	stuffed	it	in	the	basket	and	shuffled	back	to	the	house,	shoulders
rounded	in	defeat.

Are	we	 going	 to	 the	 ball?	 the	 sprite	 asked.	We	 should	 go	 and	 be	 prettier
than	Missy.	We’re	always	prettier	 than	Missy,	but	now	we	can	be	especially
prettier.

Part	of	her	wanted	to,	even	though	she’d	normally	rather	do	homework	than
attend	a	ball.	 I	don’t	 think	we’ll	have	 time	she	answered.	The	 sprite	pouted,
but	didn’t	reply.



Noli	 walked	 through	 the	 back	 door	 into	 the	 kitchen,	 set	 the	 cake	 on	 the
counter,	 and	 unpacked	 her	 basket.	 Through	 the	 window	 over	 the	 sink	 she
could	see	pinks	and	oranges	streaking	the	sky	as	darkness	fell.

Sold.	The	house	had	been	sold.	Had	her	mother	packed	up	her	room?	Noli
put	 the	 kettle	 on	 to	 boil,	 took	 down	 the	 old	 teapot	 since	 the	 nice	 one	was
gone,	grabbed	her	valise,	and	trudged	upstairs	to	see	what	state	the	rest	of	the
house	was	in.

Her	 room	 looked	 exactly	 the	 same	 as	when	 she’d	 left,	 complete	with	 the
discarded	 pile	 of	 clothes	 on	 the	 bed.	 She	 set	 her	 valise	 on	 the	 desk	 and
fingered	 the	half-finished	ball	gown	her	mother	had	been	making	 for	her	 to
wear	to	the	Christmas	Ball.

We	could	wear	that,	the	sprite	said.	I	think	we	can	finish	it.

Perhaps,	 if	 we	 were	 going,	 but	 I	 don’t	 think	 we	 are.	 Right	 now	we	 have
work	to	do.	She	needed	to	tidy	up	so	everyone	had	a	place	to	sleep.	Noli	put
away	 the	 dresses	 and	 everything	 else	 she’d	 left	 behind	 the	 night	 she’d	 fled
with	Jeff.	She	had	joined	the	crew	of	the	Vixen’s	Revenge	instead	of	going	to
Boston	with	her	mother	and	grandfather	like	a	good	little	society	girl.	Really,
she	 had	 everything	 she	 needed	 from	 here.	 Perhaps.	At	 least	 her	 valise	was
magic	and	she	could	tuck	plenty	inside	if	necessary.

She	changed	 the	 linens	on	her	bed,	 then	went	 into	 Jeff’s	 room	 to	 freshen
those.	James	could	stay	in	there.	The	room	was	barren	of	personality,	more	a
guest	 room	 than	 her	 brother’s,	 though	 they	 had	 a	 guest	 room	 too.	One	 day
after	 Jeff	had	 left	 to	become	an	aeronaut—well,	 an	 air	pirate—their	mother
had	stormed	in	and	thrown	out	most	of	his	things,	leaving	only	the	furniture
and	a	few	books.

Had	her	mother’s	things	all	been	packed	up?	Noli	peeked	into	her	mother’s
room.	 That,	 too,	 seemed	 empty	 of	 everything	 personal.	 Her	 forehead
furrowed	as	she	spied	an	open	suitcase	 lying	on	the	inexpertly	made	bed.	A
suitcase
filled	 with	 clothes	 that	 didn’t	 look	 like	 her	 mother’s.	 A	 cup	 sat	 on	 the
nightstand.	Was	someone	here?

A	hand	touched	her	shoulder	and	she	jumped.

“Noli,	I’m	so	glad	you	haven’t	left	yet.	When	we	arrived	this	morning,	we
thought	we’d	missed	you	and	you’d	already	returned	to	fairyland.”	Jeff	stood



behind	her,	a	large	grin	on	his	face,	chin	scraggly	with	whiskers	as	usual.	Her
older	brother	looked	even	more	like	her	father	than	he	did	just	a	few	days—or
was	that	weeks—ago,	right	down	to	the	cleft	in	his	chin.

“Vix	 needs	 to	 make	 you	 shave.	 Air	 pirates	 don’t	 need	 to	 be	 unkempt.”
Standing	 on	 tiptoe,	 she	 gave	 her	 brother	 a	 kiss	 on	 the	 cheek,	wrapping	 her
arms	around	him.	Vix	was	Jeff’s	fiancée.	She	was	also	a	fearsome	air	pirate
and	captain	of	the	Vixen’s	Revenge.	Jeff	was	her	pilot.

“What	fun	is	that?”	Jeff	teased.

“You	must	have	received	my	aethergraph,”	Noli	said.	The	last	time	they’d
come	 to	 the	 mortal	 realm—when	 they’d	 found	Mr.	 Darrow’s	 body—she’d
aethergraphed	her	mother	and	brother	to	let	them	know	she	was	all	right.

“I	did.	I’m	glad	it’s	you	knocking	about	the	house	and	not	some	very	polite
burglars.	Tea	and	cake	for	supper?”	Jeff	grinned,	goggles	still	on	his	forehead.

“Why	 not?”	 She	 grinned	 back.	 “It’s	 not	 as	 if	Mama’s	 here	 to	 tell	 us	 we
can’t.	 Oh.”	 The	 smile	 slid	 off	 her	 face.	 “Did	 Grandfather	 really	 sell	 the
house?”

“He	did—to	us.	You	were	ill	when	we	discussed	it,	so	we	didn’t	have	the
chance	 to	 tell	 you.”	Vix	 joined	 them	 in	 the	 hallway.	 “We	…	 ”	Her	 cheeks
pinked.	“We	thought	it	might	be	nice	to	have	a	place	to	call	home	besides	the
ship.”

“Hello,	Vix.”	Noli	gave	her	sister-in-law-to-be	a	hug,	her	heart	lightening	at
the	idea	that	strange	children	wouldn’t	be	playing	in	her	 tree	house.	“I	 think
that’s	a	wonderful	 idea.	I’m	glad	he	sold	it	 to	you.	Now	when	Papa	returns,
you	can	tell	him	where	Mama	is.”

A	sad	look	flitted	through	Jeff’s	blue	eyes	as	he	patted	her	on	the	shoulder.
“Of	course,	Noli.	We	won’t	be	home	most	of	the	time,	but	we’ll	leave	him	a
note.”

“You’re	 the	best.	You’re	staying	 in	 there?”	Noli	glanced	at	 their	mother’s
bedroom.

“Is	that	all	right?”	Vix	shifted	from	foot	to	foot.	Tall,	thin,	and	built	like	a
boy,	she	often	wore	men’s	clothes,	which	clashed	slightly	with	her	Southern
drawl.	Today	she	wore	the	same	sort	of	trousers	and	loose	shirt	Jeff	did,	only
he	 also	 wore	 his	 usual	 vest,	 filled	 with	 pockets	 and	 loops,	 while	 hers



resembled	 a	 waistcoat.	 Her	 black	 hair	 was	 boyishly	 short	 and	 a	 blue	 lock
hung	in	her	slightly	angled	dark	eyes.

“That’s	 fine.	 It’s	 just	 that	 …	 well,”	 Noli	 tried	 not	 to	 fidget,	 since	 their
presence	 actually	 presented	 a	 different	 dilemma.	 “I	 told	 James	 and	 V	 they
could	stay	here	too.	They	weren’t	fond	of	the	idea	of	sleeping	at	their	house.”

Jeff’s	brow	furrowed	in	dismay.	“They	live	there.”

Noli	took	a	deep	breath,	chest	shuddering	slightly.	“Someone	murdered	Mr.
Darrow.	We’re	pretty	sure	Brogan	did	it	…	he	said	he’d	get	V	and	me	for	not
giving	him	the	artifacts.”

“Someone	did	what	?”	Horror	streaked	Jeff’s	 face	and	Vix	 let	out	a	gasp,
probably	 remembering	 how	Brogan	 had	 attacked	 them	 on	 the	 ship	 back	 in
San	Francisco.

“Did	you	summon	the	police?	What	did	they	say?	Mr.	Darrow	was	such	a
quiet	chap.”	Jeff’s	look	went	solemn.

“Why	 would	 we	 contact	 the	 police?	 This	 is	 Otherworld	 business,”	 Noli
replied,	trying	to	understand	what	the	police	had	to	do	with	any	of	this.	“We
already	took	care	of	the	body.	We’ll	take	care	of	Brogan	later.	But	that’s	not
why	we’re	here.”

“Why	are	you	here?”	Jeff	pulled	her	 to	him,	concern	dancing	 in	his	eyes.
“Though	you’re	welcome	here	anytime	;	we’ll	even	keep	your	room	for	you.”

Vix	 nodded	 in	 agreement.	 “If	 you’re	…	coming	 and	 going	…	you	might
need	a	base,	too.”

“I	 appreciate	 that.”	That	might	 have	 its	 uses.	Also,	Vix	 and	 Jeff	were	 far
more	 understanding	 than	 her	 mother,	 not	 to	 mention	 they	 knew	 about	 the
Otherworld.	“Do	you	 remember	 the	artifact?	We’re	doing	some	 research	on
it.”	Well,	trying.

“If	you	need	help,	I	might	be	able	to	put	you	in	touch	with	some	people.”
Vix’s	 voice	 went	 soft.	 “People	 I	 trust	 with	 my	 life.	We	 did	 a	 little	 asking
around,	and	Kyran	has	hired	more	people	than	us	to	steal	strange	things.”

Noli’s	eyes	opened	and	she	nodded.	“I	appreciate	that.	I’ll	let	you	know.”

Kyran	was	the	alias	Brogan	had	used	when	hiring	Jeff,	Vix,	and	their	crew
to	 steal	 the	 artifact	 pieces.	 It	 was	 also	 the	 name	 of	 someone	 else	 in	 the
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