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ELORA

I	was	seventeen	when	death	crossed	my	path.	Before	that,	I’d	only	dreamt	of
twisted	limbs	and	blood	as	bright	as	poppies.	But	late	one	night,	death	offered
me	an	opportunity.	She	whispered	dirty	secrets	in	my	ear	and	pulled	back	my
eyelids	with	curling	hands.

“There,”	she	said,	and	pointed.

I	did	not	recognize	her	voice	then.	I	did	not	know	who	was	leading	me	into
the	darkness.

I	followed.

Down	 below,	 a	 girl	 traveled	 the	 highway	 alone.	 She	 carried	 a	 hefty
knapsack—the	 staple	 of	 the	 runaway.	 Her	 hair	 was	 red	 like	 mine	 and	 we
might	have	been	sisters,	if	not	for	the	obvious	difference.

She	was	a	mortal.

As	 I	 followed	 the	 runaway	 along	 the	 darkened	 street,	 I	 thought	 about
mortality.	Perhaps	a	part	of	me	knew	what	was	 to	come.	When	a	chariot	of
iron	pulled	over	to	the	side	of	the	road,	and	the	girl	climbed	inside,	I	feared
the	worst.

Then	the	buck	stepped	out	into	a	pool	of	light,	and	I	realized	death	would
not	be	satisfied	with	one	life	tonight.

Buck	and	car	collided.	I	closed	my	eyes,	hoping	to	block	out	the	worst	of	it.
But	the	sound	of	the	tires	and	the	scent	of	blood	did	not	escape	me.

Try	as	we	might,	we	cannot	block	out	everything.

After	 the	 sounds	had	died	down,	 I	heard	a	whisper	on	 the	wind:	 “Go,”	 it
said	to	me.	Was	it	death,	or	had	I	imagined	it?

I	approached	the	scene	with	caution.

A	crack	in	 the	front	window	spiraled	out	 like	a	web.	Before	 this	moment,
I’d	 thought	 only	 spiders	 could	 create	 such	 things.	 But	 the	 girl’s	 skull	 had
collided	with	 the	glass	and	 the	result	was	 this	strange	artistry.	Curious,	how
beauty	 exists	 beside	 horror.	 Now	 her	 body	 lay	 slumped	 against	 the	 door.



There	was	only	a	smattering	of	blood,	there	on	her	forehead.	But	even	in	the
dim	light,	I	knew	she	was	dead.

Not	so	for	the	man	in	the	driver’s	seat.	His	breath	came	out	in	little	rasps.	I
reached	 in	 through	 the	window	and	 touched	his	head;	 just	a	 jolt,	 to	blur	his
memories.	When	he	came	to,	the	scene	would	tell	a	story	his	mind	could	not
place.	He	would	see	the	front	of	the	vehicle	smashed	in,	and	the	body	of	the
buck	sprawled	out	before	it.

And	he	would	know	what	had	happened.

As	for	the	girl,	the	one	who	had	come	into	his	life	a	few	miles	back,	well	…
He	wouldn’t	even	remember	her.

I	carried	her	body	into	the	woods.	Even	in	the	darkness,	she	was	a	wonder
to	behold:	once	a	 living	organism	 filled	with	possibility;	now	a	bag	of	 skin
containing	sharp	secrets.	Her	blood	stained	my	gloves.

I	stripped	off	her	clothes.	Underneath,	she	was	as	pale	as	I	am.	Her	hair	was
a	duller	shade	of	red,	but	that	was	no	surprise.	What	human	could	have	hair
like	mine?	 If	 I	wanted	 to	 pass	 as	 one	 of	 them,	 everything	 about	me	would
have	to	be	dimmed.

My	wings	rustled	at	the	thought	of	it.

I	peeled	off	my	gown,	not	bothering	to	unlace	the	bodice.	Ribbons	tore	in
my	haste.	Then	we	were	free,	clad	only	in	the	skin	we	were	born	in.	Two	little
girls	about	to	switch	places.

Who	would	have	thought	it—a	changeling	at	my	age?

Changeling.	 That	 word	 had	 power	 behind	 it.	 That	 word	 could	 transform
me.	 Surely,	 a	 loyalist	 of	 the	 Dark	 Court	 would	 never	 wear	 the	 mask	 of	 a
human,	but	that’s	why	my	plan	was	so	perfect.	I	would	be	in	and	out	of	the
human	world	before	my	family	could	track	me.

I	had	to	be.

Still,	my	heart	raced	as	I	pulled	on	the	mortal’s	clothes.	In	the	pocket	of	her
pants	I	found	a	stack	of	paper	bills	and	a	little	card	with	her	information	on	it:
Laura	Belfry.	Age	sixteen.

A	year	younger	than	me.



In	 the	 eyes	 of	 my	 mother,	 I	 was	 still	 very	 much	 a	 child.	 Reckless.
Irresponsible.	Incapable	of	creating	any	real	change.

I’d	show	her.

I	laced	up	Laura	Belfry	in	my	gown.	At	the	last	minute,	I	decided	to	keep
my	 gloves.	 Those	 gloves,	 along	 with	 the	 pouch	 I	 wore	 around	 my	 neck,
would	serve	as	a	reminder	of	who	I	was.	When	I	 lifted	Laura’s	corpse	from
the	ground,	her	head	rolled	toward	me.	Eyes	open,	she	asked	silently:	Why?

Wrong	place,	wrong	time,	my	dear.

I	carried	her	deeper	into	the	woods.	Already	I	could	feel	the	power	of	our
exchange.	 Even	 glamour,	 the	 simplest	 of	 magic,	 gave	 me	 a	 rush.	My	 skin
buzzed	 as	 I	 lay	 her	 down	 on	 the	 ground.	 Together,	 our	 bodies	 began	 to
change:	my	features	softened	while	hers	grew	rigid.	Within	seconds,	I	looked
positively	mortal,	and	a	crumbling	log	sat	where	she	had	been.

My	little	homage	to	the	stories	of	old.

I	almost	laughed.

But	I	didn’t.	The	girl’s	blood	speckled	my	skin.	It	seeped	into	the	creases,
staining	 me.	 As	 I	 trudged	 back	 to	 the	 road,	 legs	 heavy	 in	 her	 boots,	 I
summoned	the	rain	to	wash	me	clean.	A	quick	wave	of	my	hand	disguised	the
crack	in	the	chariot’s	window.	By	the	time	my	magic	faded	and	the	log	turned
back	into	a	girl,	I	would	be	long	gone	from	this	place.

I	walked	in	the	direction	of	the	next	town.



2

TAYLOR

The	minute	 I	walked	onto	 the	 soccer	 field,	 I	 knew	we	were	going	 to	cheat.
The	signs	were	right	 in	front	of	me.	The	guys	on	 the	opposing	 team	looked
like	 they’d	 shot	 up	 over	 spring	 break,	 and	 Coach	was	 too	 busy	 ogling	 the
cheerleaders	to	give	us	any	valuable	direction.	But	worse	than	anything	was
the	look	in	Brad	Dickson’s	eye,	the	one	that	said:	Win	or	go	home	in	a	body
bag.

What	does	that	spell?

S-C-R-E-W-E-D.

See,	Brad	was	on	our	side.	He	was	supposed	to	be	our	lead	defender.	But	he
was	better	at	skirting	the	rules,	and	the	guys	on	the	team	tended	to	follow	him
—if	nobody	called	him	out.	So	I	had	to	decide	if	I	wanted	to	keep	quiet	(as
usual)	and	let	Brad	cheat,	or	speak	up	and	get	punched	in	the	face.	Every	day.
For	the	rest	of	the	year.

Isn’t	high	school	great?

I	can	do	this.

In	this	corner,	with	170	pounds	of	skin	and	bones	…	Wild	and	Wiry	Taylor!

I	can	probably	do	this.

And	 in	 this	 corner,	with	 220	 pounds	 of	muscular	madness	…	Brad	 “The
Beast”	Dickson!

Maybe	I	should	just	duck	and	cover.

The	first	half	of	the	game	passed	in	a	blur.	Our	guys	just	couldn’t	make	a
shot.	Meanwhile,	Carson	High’s	players	scored	goal	after	goal.	The	score	at
halftime	was	four	to	zip.

I’m	royally	screwed.

When	 the	 halftime	 whistles	 blew,	 Brad	 beckoned	 us	 into	 one	 of	 his
infamous	huddles.	I	tried	to	think	about	palm	trees	and	breezes.	If	I	could	slip
into	a	state	of	Zen,	maybe	it	wouldn’t	hurt	so	bad	to	have	my	teeth	knocked
out.



“Listen	 up,	 guys.”	 Brad	 draped	 his	 arm	 over	 my	 shoulder	 like	 we	 were
buddies.	With	his	bulging	eyes	and	spiked-up	brown	hair,	he	 looked	 like	he
had	 the	 bad	 habit	 of	 sticking	 forks	 into	 electrical	 sockets.	 “Keller’s	 our
biggest	problem.”

“Our	problem	is	crappy	coordination,”	I	muttered.

Brad	 acted	 like	 he	 hadn’t	 heard	me.	He	was	 too	 busy	 glaring	 across	 the
field	at	Carson’s	dark-skinned,	goal-
scoring	 god.	At	 six-foot-seven,	 Jackson	Keller	was	 everything	 stocky	Brad
would	never	be.

“We	remove	Keller,	we	control	the	game,”	he	said.

“Remove	him?”	I	asked.

Are	we	going	to	levitate	him	off	the	field?	Are	we	wizards	now?

“Don’t	worry	about	it.”	Brad	squeezed	my	shoulder.	I	think	he	was	trying	to
get	me	to	pass	out.

Nice	try.

“I’m	not	worried	about	it.”	I	eased	out	of	his	death	grip.	“I’m	worried	about
winning	with	integrity.”

“I’m	worried	about	winning	with	integrity,”	Brad	mimicked.	“You	believe
this	fairy?”

The	guys	laughed.	Of	course	they	did.	Assholes.

“I	just	don’t	think	we	should	give	up	yet,”	I	said.

Brad	looked	at	me	like	I	was	the	town	idiot.	“We’re	not	giving	up.	We’re	in
it	to	win	it!”	He	was	practically	barking	now.	And	that,	the	guys	responded	to;
they	started	cheering	and	pumping	their	fists.

I	felt	like	I	was	in	one	of	those	old	TV	Specials	of	the	Week.

Everyone’s	doing	it,	Taylor.

Just	try	it	and	see	if	you	like	it,	Taylor.

YOU	WERE	JUST	FOLLOWING	ORDERS,	TAYLOR.

I	 took	a	step	forward.	“Hold	on,”	I	said,	fully	prepared	to	get	knocked	on
my	ass.	But	maybe	I’d	get	a	shot	in	before	Brad	put	me	on	the	ground.	“We’re



not	 doing	 this.	 This	 is	 pathetic.	And	 anyone	who	 thinks	 it’s	 a	 good	 idea	 is
pathetic.”

Dear	God,	if	ever	you	were	to	listen	to	me,	please	let	me	survive	this.

I	waited	for	the	blow.

I	kept	waiting.	I	realized	my	eyes	were	closed,	and	I	opened	them.

Now	Brad	was	laughing.	“Nice	speech,”	he	said,	giving	me	a	slow	clap	to
illustrate	my	powerlessness.	“You	guys	believe	this	shit?	Who	knew	we’d	be
getting	a	game	and	a	show?”

Now	they	were	all	laughing.

I’d	never	felt	more	humiliated.	Then	Brad	slapped	me	on	the	back.	“Thanks
for	giving	us	a	laugh,”	he	said.	“Guys,	get	back	to	your	places.	If	anyone	sees
a	clear	shot,	pass	me	the	ball.”

And	that	was	that.	My	heroic	moment	had	come	and	gone.	Brad	would	find
a	way	to	win,	and	the	victory	would	be	all	his.

I	would	lose.

We	all	would.

I	walked	back	onto	the	field.	Brad	was	already	in	position,	conspiring	with
Guillermo	Martinez	 to	 take	Keller	out.	 I	knew	 the	play:	Brad	would	charge
Keller	while	Guillermo	came	up	behind	him.	When	Keller	jumped	back	and
to	 the	 left—his	signature	escape	move—he’d	 trip	over	Guillermo.	Twist	 the
shit	out	of	his	ankle.	Maybe	break	his	neck.

I	had	to	stop	them.

But	how?

Then	it	came	to	me.	God,	it	was	so	obvious!	I	just	had	to	play	really	well.	If
I	scored	enough	points	ethically,	Brad	and	the	rest	of	the	guys	wouldn’t	need
to	cheat.	They’d	get	their	victory,	and	the	glory,	and	no	one	would	suffer	for
it.	Of	course,	I’d	been	playing	my	best	all	game,	and	we	were	still	losing.	But
I	was	getting	desperate,	so	I	put	my	heart	and	soul	into	my	plan.

Race,	dodge,	kick.	Race,	dodge,	kick.	Good	God,	it	was	actually	working.	I
scored	two	goals	in	the	next	ten	minutes,	and	Keller	managed	to	outrace	Brad.



Everything	was	falling	into	place,	for	the	first	time	in,	well,	ever,	until	Brad
shifted	his	attention	from	Keller	to	me.

Shit.

He	 looked	 like	 Old	 Yeller	 did	 after	 the	 guy	 got	 rabies.	 He	 may	 have
actually	been	foaming	at	the	mouth.	And	he	came	running	up	to	me,	yelling,
“Pass	the	ball	to	me,	pass	the	ball	to	me,”	because	winning	the	game	wasn’t
enough	for	him.

The	victory	had	to	be	his.

Too	bad	I	 ignored	him.	The	guy	was	clearly	a	psychopath.	He	was	also	a
purely	defensive	player,	 and	 right	 then	he	wasn’t	 doing	his	 job,	 because	he
was	running	after	me.	And	the	rest	of	the	team	was	watching,	just	waiting	for
a	 fight	 to	break	out.	When	Keller	 stole	 the	ball	 from	me	at	 the	 last	minute,
there	was	no	one	to	stop	him	from	going	for	the	goal.

So	he	did.	And	as	 the	ball	 flew	past	our	goalie,	 this	wicked	 smile	 spread
over	my	face.	 I	actually	 felt	happy.	For	 the	 first	 time	 in	 longer	 than	I	could
remember,	I	experienced	joy.

Because	we	didn’t	deserve	to	win.

Then	Brad	fell	to	his	knees,	and	my	smile	turned	into	a	laugh.	Coach	was
shouting	at	us	to	huddle	up,	but	I	wasn’t	about	to	listen.	Where	had	he	been
all	game?	I	gave	Jackson	Keller	a	high	five	and	headed	to	the	gym.

The	farther	I	got	from	my	teammates,	the	better	I	felt.	I	was	in	and	out	of
the	locker	room	before	the	first	of	them	arrived.	Then	it	was	just	a	quick	jog
to	my	car.	 I	called	her	Sue.	She	was	my	secondhand	sedan.	She	had	a	 long
history	of	malfunctioning,	usually	at	inopportune	moments,	so	when	the	door
didn’t	open	right	away,	I	didn’t	think	much	of	it.	I	just	wiped	my	hands	on	my
jeans	and	tried	again.

Again,	the	handle	snapped	back	without	unlatching.

What	the	hell?

Crouching	down	to	get	a	closer	look,	I	reached	for	the	handle	a	third	time,
then	stopped.	On	the	other	side	of	the	park,	someone	had	made	a	sound	like
laughter,	the	kind	that	jumps	from	your	mouth	when	you’re	trying	to	hold	it
in.	Not	for	the	first	time	that	week,	I	got	the	feeling	that	I	was	being	watched.



But	I	wasn’t	in	the	mood	to	cower—the	game	had	knocked	that	out	of	me—
so	I	put	my	keys	into	my	pocket	and	walked	toward	the	sound.

I	had	a	feeling	I	knew	where	it	was	coming	from.

On	the	outskirts	of	the	grounds	was	a	swing-set,	which	people	liked	to	say
was	the	portal	to	another	dimension.	In	reality,	it	was	the	sad	remainder	of	a
rickety	wooden	play	structure,	a	structure	that	died	so	our	second	parking	lot
could	 live.	 But	 the	 swing-set	 was	 saved—we	 “kids”	 needed	 somewhere	 to
play—and	I	liked	to	sneak	away	there	when	things	got	too	typical	at	school.

I	 approached	 the	 swings	 slowly.	 The	 girl	 sitting	 there	 was	 anything	 but
typical.	Her	hair	was	fiery	red,	and	her	skin	looked	stark	white	in	comparison.
In	 the	blue	 light	of	dusk,	 I	could	make	out	a	black	T-shirt	and	 jeans,	which
seemed	out	of	place	on	her,	though	the	long	black	gloves	didn’t.

She	looked	up.	“Have	I	stolen	your	secret	hiding	place?”

She	had	a	hint	of	an	accent,	maybe	Italian	or	French,	but	it	was	too	subtle
for	me	to	place.	I	hadn’t	exactly	traveled	to	many	places.

“No,”	I	said,	stepping	up	to	a	vacant	swing.	“I	mean,	it’s	fine.”

I	 could	 feel	 this	 wild	 energy	 radiating	 from	 her,	 the	 way	 it	 feels	 in	 the
middle	of	a	storm.	My	hands	buzzed,	wanting	to	brush	the	tips	of	her	fingers,
her	shoulder,	anything.

I	had	to	get	myself	together.	“Aren’t	you	cold?”	I	asked,	sitting	beside	her.

“Yes.”	She	smiled	slowly.	Seductively.	“But	I	like	it.”

“Are	you	 sure?”	 I	would’ve	given	her	my	coat.	Possibly	 the	 shirt	 off	my
back.

Whoa	there,	buddy.

“I’m	 sure,”	 she	 said,	 holding	my	 gaze.	 I	 couldn’t	 believe	 how	bright	 her
eyes	 looked	 in	 the	 shadows—like	 the	 hottest	 parts	 of	 a	 fire,	 like	 blue	 and
green	flames	dancing.	“But	you	changed	the	subject.”

“I	did?”

“You	most	certainly	did.	And	I	wasn’t	finished	with	it	yet.”

“Sorry.”



“Oh,	how	can	 I	blame	you?	First	 I	 intrude	upon	your	secret	hiding	place,
and	then	I	intrude	upon	your	privacy.”

“It’s	 fine,”	 I	 said.	 Over	 in	 the	 parking	 lot,	 car	 doors	 closed	 and	 engines
turned	over,	but	here	in	the	park	I	felt	far	removed.	I	had	only	to	glance	at	the
girl	and	the	headlights	disappeared.

“Truly?”	she	asked,	and	the	sound	of	the	cars	became	a	memory.

“Sure.”

“You	don’t	mind?”

“I	don’t	mind.”

“Oh	 good.	Then	 you	won’t	mind	 telling	me	what	 it	 is	 that	 you’re	 hiding
from?”

“I’m	not	hiding	from	anything.	I	heard	a	noise,	so	I	came	to	investigate.”

Like	Sherlock	Holmes.	Sure,	that’s	sexy.

“But	this	is	not	your	first	time	here,”	she	said.

I	froze.	It	sounded	like	she	was	confessing	to	spying	on	me,	and	I	probably
should’ve	bailed	right	then.	But	I	didn’t.

I	told	her	the	truth.	“Sometimes	I	come	here	to	get	away.”

“From	what?”

“My	family.	School.	Life,	you	know.	All	of	it.”

“It	weighs	heavily	on	you,”	she	said,	eyes	widening	in	surprise.

I	turned	away.	It	was	amazing	how	I	could	spend	hours,	days,	even	weeks
ignoring	 parts	 of	 my	 memory	 simply	 by	 keeping	 busy	 with	 unimportant
things.	Yet	the	minute	one	memory	squeezed	its	way	in,	there	was	a	flood.

I	 ran	my	hands	 through	my	hair.	 I’d	recently	started	growing	it	out,	and	I
liked	the	way	I	could	hide	behind	it	when	I	needed	some	space.	My	mom	had
other	 thoughts	 on	 the	matter:	 each	 time	we	 came	 into	 contact	 she	 shot	me
veiled,	 disapproving	 glances,	 like	 the	 daggers	 in	 her	 eyes	would	 transform,
midair,	into	scissors	and	give	me	a	much-needed	trim.

“Same	as	what	weighs	on	everybody,”	I	finally	said,	searching	for	a	way	to
shift	the	focus	away	from	me.	What	was	she	doing	here	anyway,	swinging	in



the	park	by	herself?	“What	about	you?	Did	you	come	here	to	hide?”

“I	came	here	 to	escape,”	 she	 said,	 and	her	 lips	 twitched.	Her	 skin	was	 so
pale,	 and	 her	 lips	 so	 red,	 it	 reminded	me	 of	 that	 story	 of	 Snow	White.	 Of
blood	in	the	snow.

“Escape	what?”

“The	repetition	of	history.”

I	chuckled.	“So	we	have	that	in	common.”

“I	suppose	we	do.”	Her	tone	was	casual,	but	I	could	see	caution	in	her	eyes.
It	occurred	to	me	that	she	was	using	humor	to	mask	vulnerability.

I	should	know.	That	was	my	favorite	trick.

She	held	out	a	hand.	“What’s	your	name?”

“Taylor,”	 I	said,	sliding	my	fingers	over	her	gloved	hand.	She	was	warm,
easy	to	sink	into	like	water.

“Call	me	Laura,”	she	said.	At	the	last	second,	she	added,	“With	an	O.”

“Lora,”	 I	 repeated.	 “What	 brings	 you	 to	 Unity	 High?	 Did	 you	 just
transfer?”

“Transfer?”

“You	know,	change	schools?”

She	licked	her	lips.	“I	guess	you	could	say	I’m	checking	things	out.”

My	face	flushed.	For	a	second,	I	could’ve	sworn	she	was	using	innuendo.
But	girls	were	different	from	guys.	They	didn’t	go	around	making	hints	about
sex	in	casual	conversation.

Did	they?

“So	what	do	you	think?”	I	asked,	both	fearing	and	needing	her	answer.

“I	haven’t	 decided	yet.”	Her	upper	 arm	grazed	 the	 swing’s	 chain	 and	 she
sucked	in	a	breath,	like	she	was	in	pain.

“You	okay?”	I	wanted	to	touch	her	arm,	to	soothe	the	place	where	the	chain
had	shocked	her.	I	couldn’t	understand	the	intensity	of	my	feelings.	Sure,	she
was	beautiful,	but	it	wasn’t	just	that.	There	was	something	about	her	fear,	and
her	refusal	to	give	in	to	it,	that	made	me	feel	perfectly	at	home.



For	once.

She	 leaned	 in.	 “I	 might	 consider	 …	 transferring,”	 she	 said	 slowly,	 like
she’d	just	learned	the	word.	“I	think	it	would	be	useful	to	meet	more	people.
But	I	don’t	know	what	to	do,	exactly.	I’ve	never	gone	to	a	traditional	school
before.”

Ah,	 that	 was	 it.	 She	 was	 home-schooled.	Well,	 it	 wasn’t	 anything	 to	 be
embarrassed	about.	“You	can	still	 register,”	 I	 told	her.	“You	 just	won’t	have
transcripts	 from	 old	 schools.	 Can’t	 your	 parents—”	 I	 stopped	 as	 the	moon
rose	above	the	trees,	illuminating	her	face.	The	look	in	her	eyes	killed	me.

“I	don’t	live	with	my	parents,”	she	said.

“Me	neither,”	I	quipped,	before	the	reality	of	her	words	sank	in.	I	waited	a
beat	before	asking,	“Did	you	run	away?”

“You	might	say	I	flew.”

I	 smiled	 involuntarily.	 It	 was	 like	 my	 body	 was	 rebelling	 against	 the
seriousness	of	the	situation.	“Do	you	have	a	safe	place	to	stay	for	the	night?”

“Not	exactly.”

“Do	you	need	a	place?	I	live	above	my	parents’	garage—”

“What	would	you	ask	in	return?”

“Nothing,”	 I	 said,	 and	my	body	 felt	hot.	She	 looked	 so	distrustful	 then,	 I
wanted	 to	 hurt	 whoever	 had	 taught	 her	 that	 kindness	 always	 came	 with	 a
price.	“I	just	want	you	to	be	safe.”

“Why?”

Because	I’m	a	good	person.

Nope!	Try	again.

Because	if	I	help	her,	I’ll	become	a	good	person.

Not	quite,	but	we’re	getting	close.

Because	I’m	a	terrible	person,	and	I	need	to	atone.

There	you	go.

“Because	 the	 park	 is	 dangerous	 at	 night.	 Someone	 could	 harass	 you,	 or
worse	…	”	I	tried	to	subtly	look	her	over.	She	was	almost	as	tall	as	me,	and	by



no	means	scrawny.	I	was	pretty	sure	she	could	hold	her	own	in	a	fight.	But	if
someone	caught	her	unaware,	or	had	a	weapon,	would	any	of	that	matter?

“Just	try	it	for	one	night.”	I	stood	up,	holding	out	a	hand.	“Please?”

“I	guess	I	could	take	a	look,”	she	said	finally,	taking	my	hand.

I	 could	 feel	 her	 pulse	 through	 her	 glove.	 I	 focused	 on	 the	 feeling	 of	 it.
“Really?”

“Yes.	If	you	promise	to	help	me	transfer.”

“I	do.	I	will.”	I	helped	her	to	her	feet.	Up	close	she	smelled	like	the	forest,
like	earth	and	rain	and	berries.	I	resisted	the	urge	to	 taste	her	cheek.	“Come
on.”

–––––

I	turned	off	the	lights	as	I	pulled	into	the	driveway.	To	the	right	of	the	yard,
the	 house	 was	 dark.	 This	 time	 of	 night,	 it	 would	 take	 a	 full-scale	 alien
invasion	to	get	my	parents	out	of	bed.	I	had	no	reason	to	feel	worried	as	we
hurried	into	the	garage.

But	I	did.	My	nerves	were	in	a	tangle.	My	heart	acted	like	it	had	something
to	prove,	always	racing,	sometimes	jumping	over	hurdles.

Lora	had	that	effect	on	me.

Now	 that	 we	 were	 nearing	 my	 bedroom,	 those	 nerves	 were	 making	 me
jumpy.	The	garage	felt	like	a	minefield	of	boxes.	Sleeves	spilled	over	the	tops
of	the	cartons	like	abandoned	limbs,	but	they	gave	me	an	idea.	I	reached	into
a	box,	searching	with	my	hands	as	much	as	my	eyes.	My	fingers	trailed	down
the	 fabric	 of	 a	 nightgown.	 A	 minute	 later	 I	 was	 climbing	 the	 stairs	 to	 my
room,	balancing	the	box	in	front	of	me.	It	took	me	a	minute	to	locate	my	keys.
And	 once	 I	 had	 them	 in	my	 hands,	 I	 still	managed	 to	miss	 the	 lock	 twice.
Finally	the	key	slid	into	the	lock.

I	flipped	on	a	light.

Oh	no.

What	 had	 happened	 to	 my	 room?	 Hours	 earlier,	 it	 had	 seemed	 like	 a
perfectly	acceptable	place	to	sleep.	Now	it	looked	like	a	pigsty;	the	last	place
you’d	ever	want	to	bring	a	girl.	I	tried	to	very	casually	pluck	clothes	from	the



floor	 and	 toss	 them	 into	my	 overstuffed	 closet.	 I	 had	 to	 leverage	my	 body
against	the	doors	just	to	get	them	to	shut.

Way	to	look	like	a	badass.

At	least	the	bathroom	was	dark.

“Are	those	school	books?”	Lora	asked	as	I	gathered	stacks	from	the	floor.

“Some,”	I	said.	“Do	you	like	to	read?”	The	question	was	stupid,	something
I	might	have	asked	in	kindergarten,	but	I	wanted	her	answers	to	everything.

I	needed	them.

“I	love	to	read.”	She	grinned,	sitting	on	the	edge	of	my	bed.	I	have	to	admit,
it	felt	good	to	make	her	smile	like	that.	“But	I	haven’t	had	the	chance	to	read
…	modern	things.	The	books	back	home	are	much	older.”

I	 nodded,	 picturing	 bookshelves	 stacked	 with	 multi-colored	 Bibles.	 I	 set
some	of	my	favorite	books	beside	her.	Then	I	just	stood	there,	feeling	out	of
place	in	my	own	bedroom.	“You	can	change	if	you	want.”	I	tapped	the	box	of
clothes	with	my	foot.	“And	feel	free	to	sleep	in	the	bed.”

“All	right,”	she	said,	almost	dismissively.	Her	hair	spilled	over	the	books	as
she	flipped	through	them.	It	was	so	bright,	and	her	lips	were	so	red.

Yeah.	I	was	staring.	“I’ll	just,	uh	…	”	I	took	a	step	back.	“I’ll	be	back	in	a
minute.”

Turning	away,	I	 felt	 the	blood	seep	back	into	my	brain.	Then	it	was	 three
short	steps	to	the	bathroom.	It	hadn’t	really	occurred	to	me	that	the	bedroom
was	barely	big	enough	for	me	to	live	in.

Now	it	was	too	late.

I	rushed	through	my	nightly	ritual,	brushing	my	teeth	like	my	life	depended
on	it.	I	practically	fell	over	trying	to	get	into	my	pajama	pants.	I	went	through
T-shirt	after	T-shirt,	searching	for	one	that	didn’t	smell	like	sweat,	but	they	all
smelled	 like	sweat.	Then	 I	 started	 to	panic.	 I	 felt	 increasingly	cornered,	 like
I’d	been	given	far	too	little	time	to	transform	into	the	man	I	wanted	to	be.

Man?

The	thought	made	me	laugh.	Most	days	I	still	felt	like	a	clumsy	kid.	Other
days,	I	was	an	old	soul	drowning	in	disillusionment.	But	that	elusive	essence



—the	essence	of	being	a	man—was	something	I’d	yet	to	drink.	Except	when
she	looked	at	me.

God,	when	she	looked	at	me	…

I	had	to	get	back	to	the	bedroom.	What	if	she’d	already	left?	I	checked	my
face	in	the	mirror	(twice)	and	hurried	out	the	door.

Lora	 looked	 up	when	 I	 entered.	 She	was	 dressed	 in	 a	 full-length	 flannel
nightgown	my	mom	had	worn	when	I	was	a	kid,	and	her	cheeks	were	pink,
like	she	was	up	to	something.	She	might’ve	passed	for	a	cherub	if	not	for	that
hair.

She	hadn’t	taken	off	her	gloves.

“Are	you	sure	you	don’t	want	to	sleep	in	the	bed?”	she	asked.

I	didn’t	know	if	she	meant	with	her	or	alone.	I	shook	my	head,	lying	either
way,	as	she	thumbed	through	Othello.

“I’ve	heard	of	this	man,”	she	said.	“He	wrote	about	faeries.”

I	sat	down	on	the	edge	of	her	bed.	My	bed.	“You	like	fairy	tales?”

Her	hand	stopped	in	mid-flip.	“Some.”

“Yeah,”	I	said,	thinking	of	the	cheesy	movies	I’d	loved	as	a	kid.	I	wanted	to
tell	her	about	them,	maybe	share	a	laugh,	but	the	look	on	her	face	stopped	me
from	joking	around.	I	realized	we	were	skirting	the	conversation	we	needed	to
have.	“Hey,	Lora?”

She	lifted	her	head.	She	must’ve	noticed	the	change	in	my	voice.	“Yes?”

Don’t	ask	now.	There’s	no	reason	to	ask	now.

“Are	you	 in	any	danger?”	For	a	 fleeting	 instant,	 I	saw	myself	as	 the	hero
who	 would	 save	 her	 from	 the	 villains	 of	 her	 past.	 Then	 I	 realized	 that
inventing	some	danger,	just	so	I	could	save	her	from	it,	wasn’t	heroic	at	all.

She	 sighed.	When	 she	 said	 “Yes,”	my	eyes	 closed.	 “There	 are	 those	who
would	 do	 terrible	 things	 if	 they	 knew	 I	was	 here.	 They	would	 force	me	 to
return	with	them.	They	would	hurt	me.”	She	watched	me	as	she	spoke.	“They
might	hurt	you	as	well.	I	should	have	told	you	before	I	let	you	bring	me	here.”

I	fought	to	keep	my	emotions	off	my	face.	“Do	you	think	they’ll	find	you
here?”



She	started	to	shake	her	head,	but	stopped.	“They	dwell	outside	of	society,
surrounded	by	acres	of	wildlands.	They	would	not	expect	me	to	come	here.”
She	braved	a	smile.	“To	the	city.”

She	 took	my	hands.	Smooth	 currents	 shot	 up	my	 arms,	 jump-starting	my
heart.	I	realized	I’d	been	holding	my	breath.

“If	you	wish	 for	me	 to	 leave,	 I	will	do	 it,”	 she	 said.	 “Right	now.	 I	won’t
hold	 it	 against	 you.”	 She	 scooted	 toward	 me.	 The	 nightgown	 bunched	 up
beneath	her,	revealing	long,	curvaceous	legs.

I	willed	myself	to	watch	her	face.	A	nice	pair	of	legs	would	do	me	no	good
if	some	asshole	mobster	came	and	broke	mine,	not	to	mention	my	face.	“I’m
not	going	to	throw	you	out	in	the	cold.”

“I	appreciate	 that,”	 she	 said,	 staring	 into	my	eyes.	Studying	me.	“And	do
not	worry	that	I	will	stay	too	long.	Inevitably,	I	must	return	…	”

“Wait.	What?”	Now	I	was	totally	lost.

“Not	 to	rejoin	them,”	she	said,	and	I	 thought	she	was	choosing	her	words
carefully.	“But	there	are	those	I	left	behind	…	”

“I	 see,”	 I	 said,	 though	 I	 didn’t	 really.	 But	 I	wouldn’t	 push	 her	 on	 it,	 not
tonight.	“Why	don’t	we	get	some	sleep?	I’ll	be	able	to	think	more	clearly	in
the	morning.”

She	lowered	her	eyes.	It	was	like	she	knew	the	effect	they	had	on	me.	“That
sounds	fine.”

I	 turned	 off	 the	 light	 on	 the	way	 to	my	 futon.	 It	 felt	 good	 to	 stretch	my
limbs,	in	spite	of	the	narrow	space.	It	wasn’t	like	I	was	going	to	miss	out	on
my	normal	good	night’s	sleep.	Usually	I	was	lucky	if	I	fell	asleep	before	three
a.m.	With	Lora	lying	so	close,	I	doubted	I’d	sleep	at	all.

Then,	 just	 as	 I’d	 accepted	 that	 I’d	 probably	 be	 up	 all	 night,	 her	 voice
pierced	the	silence.

“I	need	to	…	purchase	some	things.”

I	started	to	laugh.	I	couldn’t	help	it.	“You	need	to	go	shopping?”

“Yes.”



I	grinned	into	the	darkness.	I’d	never	been	so	happy	to	hear	something	so
mundane.	“What	do	you	need?”

“I’m	not	sure	exactly.	But	 it	 looks	as	 though	I’ve	come	 into	some	money
—”

I	wasn’t	going	to	ask.	No	matter	how	much	I	wanted	to,	I	just	wasn’t	going
to	ask.

“—and	I	was	hoping	to	find	something	I	could	use	to	contact	a	friend	back
home.	Something	that	would	be	confusing	to	one	who	lives	outside	of	society.
Something	h—”	She	stopped	herself,	breathing	heavily.

“High	 tech?”	 I	 offered,	 my	 eyes	 adjusting	 quickly.	Moonlight	 filtered	 in
through	the	window	above	my	bed.	 I	could	 just	make	out	 the	outline	of	her
face	as	she	said,	“Yes.	High	tech.”

“Disposable	cell	phones,”	I	said,	unfazed	by	 the	feeling	 that	she	wouldn’t
know	what	the	hell	that	meant.	“I	could	get	you	some,	and	you	could	mail	one
to	your	friend	or	something.”

“You	wouldn’t	mind?”

“No	big	deal.	You	can	just	pay	me	back	whenever.”	I	didn’t	really	want	to
take	her	money.	I	wasn’t	sure	what	she’d	gone	through	to	get	it.

She	nodded	slowly,	like	she	was	mulling	over	the	offer	as	she	agreed	to	it.
Then	 she	 smiled	and	 I	was	certain—certain—the	moonlight	 spilled	 directly
over	her	head.	When	she	spoke,	she	spoke	in	the	voice	of	a	person	in	a	trance:
“It	 feels	 as	 though	 my	 power	 wanes	 with	 the	 passing	 of	 each	 breath.	 But
power	shifts	like	changing	seasons,	and	when	it	waxes	once	more,	I	promise
you	this:	in	exchange	for	true	kindness,	I	will	do	everything	in	my	power	to
grant	your	heart’s	greatest	desire.”

My	 body	 flushed,	 a	 multitude	 of	 emotions	 filling	 me	 with	 warmth	 and
shame.	First,	 the	thought	that	my	greatest	desire	was	to	crawl	onto	that	bed,
climb	over	her	like	an	animal,	and	draw	her	lips	into	mine.	Then,	the	fear	of
what	 could	 be	 interpreted	 if	 I	 read	 between	 her	 words.	What	 if	 she	 was	 a
teenage	 prostitute	 run	 away	 from	 some	 crazy	 cult?	 I	 wasn’t	 naïve.	 I	 knew
these	things	happened.	I	tried	to	imagine	myself	using	a	baseball	bat	to	ward
off	a	gun-toting	preacher	pimp.



I	pressed	my	face	into	my	pillow.	If	Lora	wasn’t	a	prostitute,	she	wouldn’t
be	thrilled	that	I’d	allowed	the	thought	to	enter	my	head.	And	if	she	was	…
well,	if	she	was,	I’d	do	the	best	I	could	to	help	her	begin	a	new	life,	and	if	she
wanted	to	thank	me	carnally,	I’d	smile,	give	her	a	brotherly	hug,	and	politely
decline.

Then	I	wondered,	with	a	new	wave	of	shame,	how	I	was	supposed	to	use
theoretical	 morality	 to	 resist	 the	 most	 beautiful	 creature	 I’d	 ever	 met.	 My
cheeks	were	so	hot	I	 thought	my	capillaries	were	going	to	burst.	I	 lifted	my
head,	peering	at	the	outlines	of	my	belongings:	books	stacked	on	my	desk;	the
accordion-like	 shape	 of	 the	 lampshade;	 and	 my	 soccer	 jersey	 hung	 over	 a
chair.	But	these	familiar,	 inanimate	objects	failed	to	tantalize	my	very	active
imagination,	 and	 my	 eyes	 found	 themselves	 trailing	 Lora’s	 barely	 moving
form.	I	studied	her	from	across	the	room.	When	the	sound	of	her	breath	grew
even,	 I	knew	she	was	sleeping.	When	she	started	 to	 twitch,	 I	knew	she	was
dreaming.

Hours	later,	I	slipped	into	sleep.
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Liquid	 moved	 like	 honey	 through	 my	 dreams.	 Ravens	 took	 wing	 and
blanketed	the	sky.	I	could	almost	taste	the	air	of	Faerie,	sharp	and	sweet	like
the	forest	after	the	rain.	Then	I	awoke	and	these	things	slipped	from	my	mind.

I	was	on	my	knees	in	an	instant,	staring	out	the	window	above	the	bed.	The
moon	 drifted	 behind	webs	 of	 clouds	 like	 a	 secret	 the	 sky	was	 not	 ready	 to
reveal.

I	know	the	feeling.	I	kicked	the	tangled	sheet	from	my	legs.	If	I	could	just
slip	into	the	sky	for	a	moment,	I	might	be	sated	for	the	remainder	of	my	trip.

See,	that	is	the	thing	about	faeries	and	lies.	We	can	lie	perfectly	well	in	our
own	minds.	It’s	the	passage	of	the	lie	from	the	lips	that	is	forbidden.

One	short	flight,	and	I’ll	be	fine.

I	pulled	myself	onto	the	windowsill.

It’s	dark,	and	I’ll	be	quick.	What	is	the	danger?

Of	course,	I	knew	the	answer	to	that.	The	mortal	lay	so	close	I	could	hear
him	breathing.	He	needed	only	to	glance	up	to	see	me	climbing	through	the
window.	He	might	banish	me	from	his	bedchamber,	or	worse:	see	a	glimmer
of	my	true	nature	and	try	to	trap	me.

Make	me	bargain,	like	a	villain,	on	my	knees:	I’ll	grant	ya	three	wishes,	or
me	pot	o’	gold.

I	never	could	do	a	believable	Irish	accent.

Slinking	 back	 into	 the	 room,	 I	 moved	 onto	 the	 bed	 and	 then	 the	 floor,
creeping	 across	 the	 carpet	 like	 a	 sulking	 pup.	The	mortal	was	 sleeping,	 his
breath	unsteady	as	chirping	sounds	escaped	his	mouth.	His	tawny	hair	spread
out	around	his	head.	In	the	dim	light	I	saw	his	resemblance	to	a	young	forest
elf,	 before	 age	 slants	 the	 cheeks	 and	 points	 the	 ears.	His	 eyes	were	 closed,
fluttering	little	wing	beats	against	his	cheeks.

Taken	in	by	the	illusion	of	innocence,	I	lifted	a	hand	to	his	cheek.

He	is	a	killer.



I	stopped	in	midair.

All	of	them	are.

Taylor	laughed	in	his	sleep,	as	if	he	had	heard	my	thoughts	and	found	them
faulty.	He	turned	on	his	side,	away	from	me.

I	took	it	as	a	sign.

I	was	back	at	the	windowsill	in	an	instant,	crawling	through	the	frame	and
out	onto	the	little	ledge.	My	wings,	tucked	neatly	beneath	the	loose,	billowy
nightdress,	 began	beating	 against	 the	 cloth	before	 I	 had	 even	 set	 them	 free.
The	 night	 air	 swirled	 around	 me,	 undoing	 the	 buttons	 on	 the	 back	 of	 the
gown,	and	within	seconds	my	wings	burst	from	their	bindings.

Then	I	was	off.

Calling	on	the	night	to	stain	my	skin,	I	soared	into	the	sky,	beating	back	the
cold	with	ecstatic	wings.	The	beauty	of	that	moment	knocked	the	breath	out
of	me.	I	did	not	dare	try	to	steady	my	heart,	but	let	it	beat	against	my	chest	as
a	reminder	of	how	much	flight	meant	to	me.

Held	in	the	embrace	of	the	cool	night	air,	I	was	truly	free.

Higher	and	higher	I	 flew,	chasing	 the	moon,	pulling	back	clouds	with	my
hands.	I	dove	into	a	burst	of	rain,	came	away	soaked	to	the	skin,	and	felt	the
bumps	rise	upon	my	arms	in	silent	tribute.	The	scent	was	intoxicating.

Then,	 something	odd:	 I	 seemed	 to	be	 shedding	 stars.	Drops	 fell	 from	my
skin	toward	the	earth,	catching	each	glimmer	of	moonlight.	I	touched	my	face
with	 cold	 fingers	 and	 brought	 them	 away	 covered	 in	 tears.	Giddy	with	 the
wildness	of	it	all,	I	licked	them	from	my	hands,	tasting	the	salt	of	the	sea.	Sea,
earth,	air,	darkness:	I	was	a	part	of	them	all,	and	all	of	them	resided	inside	of
me.

Slowly	I	became	aware	of	other	 things.	Glowing	bulbs	of	 light	suspended
in	the	sky.	Tree	trunks	sprouting	wire	branches.	A	honking,	unlike	any	bird,
came	 near	 and	 then	 faded	 away.	 My	 glamour	 flickered,	 responding	 to	 my
unease,	and	I	knew	I	should	return	to	my	little	cage.

One	more	minute.

I	did	a	flip	in	mid-air.	My	stomach	dropped,	unable	to	catch	up	to	my	body.
I	laughed,	feeling	reckless	and	free.	There	was	a	part	of	me	that	knew	I	was



risking	 too	 much,	 knew	 I	 needed	 to	 lower	 myself	 from	 the	 sky.	 But	 my
happiness	in	that	moment	kept	me	in	flight.

Until	Taylor	screamed.

The	fearful	sound	echoed	throughout	the	sky.	I	could	scarcely	think.	I	dare
say	 I	 forgot	 how	 to	 breathe.	 And	 though	 it	 seemed	 highly	 illogical,	 my
instinct	told	me	to	lower	myself	back	to	the	ledge	of	the	garage.

What	will	he	do	to	me?	What	will	they	all	do?

I	was	terrified.

Yet	the	strangest	thing	happened	when	I	lowered	myself	to	that	little	ledge.
No	raging	mortal	awaited	me	there.	No	torches,	no	knives.	No	guns	to	tear	my
wings	to	shreds.	I	peered	inside	the	window,	my	stomach	aching	with	nerves.
Still,	 silence.	 A	 simple	 glance	 to	 the	 left	 showed	what	my	 heart	 dared	 not
hope.

Taylor	lay	sleeping.

Had	I	imagined	the	scream?	Or	had	someone	else	spotted	me	in	the	sky?	I’d
been	certain,	at	 the	 time,	 that	 the	scream	was	his.	But	how	could	I	be	sure?
Here	in	the	mortal	world,	men	of	a	certain	age	might	all	sound	alike.

Squeezing	back	through	the	window,	I	moved	quietly	into	the	bathroom	to
dry	 my	 skin	 and	 clear	 my	 mind.	 Clothing	 formed	 pyramids	 on	 the	 floor,
accompanied	 by	 the	 occasional	 towel,	 but	 I	 passed	 them	by.	Drawing	 upon
my	waning	strength,	I	drew	quick	circles	above	my	head	until	the	room	was
spinning	with	warm	air.	I	tucked	my	wings	against	my	back	and	set	to	work
buttoning	 the	 nightdress.	 I	 hated	 the	 confinement,	 the	 feeling	 of	 being	 held
down	in	my	own	skin.	But	what	choice	did	I	have,	here?

Now	my	clothing	was	dry.	My	desire	for	flight	was	temporarily	sated.	Yet	I
did	not	leave	the	room	immediately.	Instead	I	walked	across	the	tiles,	feeling
their	strangeness	with	my	feet,	and	touched	the	glass	of	the	mirror.

Reflections	hold	a	deep	fascination	for	the	fey.	Often	we	steal	glances	at	the
surfaces	of	lakes,	just	to	see	if	our	reflections	will	do	something	silly	without
our	 bodies’	 permission.	 But	 staring	 into	 this	 looking	 glass,	 at	 the	 two-
dimensional,	trapped	version	of	myself,	all	I	could	see	was	the	lie.

For	 a	 moment	 I	 let	 the	 glamour	 slip,	 freeing	 the	 glow	 that	 lived	 within.
Dark	 symbols	 flashed	 and	 faded	 beneath	my	 skin.	My	 hair	 curled	 over	my
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