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				About the Book

				WHEN THE FULL MOON RISES, DARKNESS FALLS

				A young man is found dead after a college party in a small town. His body bears the marks of a brutal attack, but police are mystified as to the actual cause of death.

				Afterwards, student Didi Tiensuu is approached by two mysterious women. Beautiful and other-worldly, they have come to warn her she is in danger. And to live, she must for ever leave her old life behind.

				There are evil forces at work that mere mortals can never comprehend. And Didi is about to discover her past is a lie. The night of reckoning is coming and the choice is hers. Reject her fate. Or accept her destiny and embrace her power . . .

				The second of two exclusive part-serialisations of the bestselling NYMPHS.
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				When the moon goes dark above the pale hills, a nymph will be born in the forest eaves, her hair is as red as the rose . . . Bearer of the Knot of Astarte, this nymph will be raised in the cities of man, and she will not fear to wage war on behalf of the freedom of all nymphs everywhere.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Chapter 40
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				It was at the airport that Didi became aware of how helpless she really was. She had never traveled alone before, and when she added to that the fear of being caught, it felt like she was bathing in a cold sweat at every security check. It wasn’t until she made it onto the plane that she had time to properly consider what she had done and what she was doing now. Under other circumstances, Didi might have even laughed at the knowledge that her taking all of Kati’s money must have thrown the mountain nymph into a total tizzy. But this theft was on a much more serious level than some minor annoyance. Yet emptying Kati’s stash had been the only way of carrying out her plan.

				Whatever that plan is, Didi thought as she snuggled under her blanket and tried to edge away from the man sitting next to her, who was eyeing her extremely appreciatively. She had no guarantees that her mother was where she imagined she would be. Still, her hunch had been so strong that she had been compelled to act. And to leave Samuel. She needed to get some distance from everything. She was dangerous to Samuel, and she herself was in danger. The nymphs and the police were on her tail, not to mention that strange dark man from the cafe who had made her skin crawl. What exactly had happened there? The questions crisscrossed Didi’s mind, and there was no way she could ever have slept, even if she had dared.

				Didi had been traveling for almost two days straight when the bus pulled into the square at Latacunga. The landscapes had started to look familiar before they arrived at the village, and Didi remembered the strange sensations she had experienced when Elina had brought her there as a small child. At first she had had a hard time not being put off by the unfamiliar smells and all the other differences, but gradually she had warmed up to the locals’ lack of affectation and unhurried way of life. Mom seemed so much more relaxed, quicker to smile, than she ever did at home.

				Now Didi realized that this tiny town in a remote corner of Ecuador was Elina’s spiritual homeland, and she had perhaps been yearning for it all these years. That’s why Elina had to be here now, too.

				Didi looked around for a moment so she could get back into the vibe of the place. The colors and scents were the same, but the scale was different. As a child, she had thought that the plaza was enormous, but as it turned out, it was just a little village square. Food and clothes were being sold on stands, and on the church steps a little distance away someone was playing a guitar and someone else was reading a paper; close by children were playing football. As if of their own volition, Didi’s feet started leading her down a narrow lane towards the edge of town, until she saw a small, red stucco house. The shutters were drawn, but a dark green linen shirt hung on the line. Didi gasped. There couldn’t be a clearer sign of her mother’s presence. She practically ran up the stairs of the house.

				She waited a second before she knocked. There was no response, but Didi’s keen hearing could make out the scrape of chair against floor from inside.

				‘I’m here,’ Didi said in a loud voice, and took a couple of steps backwards.

				The door flew open, and Elina immediately wrapped Didi in her arms. Not many months earlier, Didi would have tried to wriggle free of her mother’s embrace as fast as she could, but now her body was overtaken by weariness from her long journey, and she allowed herself to rest in her mother’s arms for a moment. It wasn’t until she pulled back from Elina that she realized that her mother was still holding a rifle in one hand.

				‘Why do you have a gun?’ Didi asked.

				Elina didn’t answer. She just stared at her daughter, utterly surprised: ‘How did you know where to find me?’

				‘We were on vacation here over ten years ago,’ Didi said. ‘I remember this place.’

				‘That wasn’t exactly a vacation.’ Elina led Didi in and sat her down at a small, battered kitchen table. ‘It was just too dangerous at home for a while.’

				Didi looked around the small house and the way it had been decorated. Everything was familiar from before; cozy. Beyond the shutters, the sky was already growing dark, and even though Didi wished more than anything that she could forget all about it, a full moon was rising.

				A question occurred to Didi. She had journeyed here simply imagining that she would meet her mother, but she hadn’t given a second thought to what her mother’s life had been like since they had parted ways. She had just assumed that Elina would welcome her with open arms. And she had, but something about Elina had changed.

				‘Why did you come here?’ Didi asked.

				‘I left you in good hands,’ Elina answered.

				‘You mean Kati’s?’ Didi snapped.

				Elina smiled and shook her head. ‘You haven’t changed a bit.’

				‘I’m a totally different person,’ Didi said.

				Elina took Didi’s hand and stroked it. This was exactly the kind of tenderness, the kind of care Didi was yearning for. She was more than ready to unburden all of her feelings on Elina, when she caught something overly familiar in the older woman’s eyes. Elina was looking her over like a doctor, feeling the veins in her hands.

				‘You might be totally different. But Didi, I know you’re not human.’

				Elina’s words were like a slap in the face, and Didi quickly pulled her hands back.

				‘You’re hungry, even now,’ Elina continued. ‘I can see it in your veins. It might seem difficult, but you’ll get used to it.’

				‘No one can get used to killing.’

				Elina weighed Didi’s words for a moment.

				‘So Johannes wasn’t the only one?’ Elina waited for Didi to nod. ‘You had to stay alive.’

				Didi was completely thrown by the comment. So Elina accepted her for who she was. Wasn’t that wrong, though? And why hadn’t Elina done anything to prepare her for the future? Didi was so frustrated she felt like raging, like screaming, but she had to control herself. Maybe if she could explain how she felt, she would be able to get help.

				‘I’m afraid of that feeling,’ Didi said. ‘I’m overcome by desire. And afterwards it’s like there’s an electric current running through my body. I taste and smell everything so distinctly, I can make out every single blade of grass . . .’

				Didi fell silent. She waited for Elina to respond by offering words of comfort, of consolation, or maybe by offering some concrete assistance, like medicine.

				‘I’m not your mother, and you’re not my daughter,’ Elina said. ‘You should get used to that as soon as possible, because there’s no point fighting it.’

				‘What if I don’t want to?’ Didi asked.

				‘Go,’ Elina urged her. ‘You need nourishment. The old Jeep around back is mine.’

				Didi was in a state of complete shock. The brusque rejection was too much for her, and at the same time she could feel the rays of the moon reach her in spite of the shutters covering the windows. Maybe Elina could sense it too, because she went over to the side table and got the car keys.

				Didi held out her hand and accepted the keys with trembling fingers. She had just barely found her mother – or foster mother – and now she was already driving Didi out the door to have sex with some total stranger, presumably a very unlucky one. Elina, who had always warned her about boys. Elina, who had tried to keep her sheltered as long as possible. I wish there could have been some sort of middle ground, Didi thought, but she could already feel the spasms in her belly. She had no desire to feel the same pain she had suffered the night of the masquerade ball, and that kicked her into gear.

				I wonder if Elina knows that Laura and I used to sneak out at the cabin and drive down the dirt road, Didi thought as she climbed up behind the wheel. For a second she imagined how they used to turn the radio on full blast and shriek as they raced down the bumpy road. But tonight was no joyride. She headed out of town, remembering that as a child she had seen a few bars out along the road there where the music echoed and people drank, laughed, and danced outside. A place like that would be the perfect place to hunt tonight.

				To hunt . . . Didi had to admit that she knew exactly what she was doing. She wasn’t just going off to flirt with boys at the local pub; she had to seduce someone for real.

				Dim, colored lights were already gleaming up ahead. Didi saw a small, modest-looking bar and pulled up in front of it. Boys were sitting around outside drinking beer, and a few old men were playing backgammon, drinking coffee and aguardiente.

				Didi got out of the car and heard the languid rhythms and soft strains of a marimba. She let them infuse her steps as she walked slowly towards the younger men. They all looked up. She swept her red hair back from her forehead and eyed each of them in turn. She took a few dance steps. One of the young men, an Indian who looked powerfully built, stood and handed Didi a bottle of beer.

				‘Por favor,’ he said, eyeing Didi as she took a small sip to quench her thirst.

				Didi looked into his almost-black eyes and felt the nymph inside her take over. It was like being possessed, and this time she gave in without resisting. She stepped closer to the boy and let him lead her in a dance. This is the first time I’m doing this alone, she thought victoriously, pulling her hair free of her ponytail. The boy wrapped a fist around her red tresses and said something in Spanish. Didi let out a tinkling laugh.

				It feels so good to dance, Didi thought as she swayed to the music, but she couldn’t allow the rhythms to numb her. The moon was already high in the sky, and the nagging sensation was running through her veins. She had to get the boy somewhere out of sight, somewhere where they could be alone.

				‘Do you want to come to my place?’ Didi asked, grabbing him by the hand. Her tone of voice told him all he needed to know, and he followed her to the car.

				Didi put the key in the ignition and glanced over at the boy, who looked bewildered. For a second Didi felt like she should kick this one out and find some old backgammon-playing grandpa whose days were numbered anyway, but one glance at the taut pecs bursting out under the fabric of the boy’s shirt made her refocus on her own desires. Didi placed a warm hand on his thigh, stretched her face forward, and kissed him softly. She felt the boy relax. Didi looked him in the eye, started up the Jeep and drove off, still heading out of town. She drew the boy’s free hand down to the hem of her skirt, where the fabric met her thigh.

				A little further down the road, Didi pulled off onto the shoulder and parked under the trees. She looked at the boy again. If I wait too long, I’m going to start feeling bad, she thought, and I can’t afford that. Didi slid smoothly from her seat into the boy’s waiting arms. She pressed her warm lips to his lips, and didn’t stop him when his hands fondled her full breasts under their nearly nonexistent covering of thin fabric. The moon was almost at its zenith, and the hot current inside Didi began to take over. She let the top of her dress slide down. The boy gently nipped at her nipples, whispering something. Didi moaned. This is the way it was supposed to happen. She opened the car door, pulled the boy out, and a second later they were on the ground. It was a warm night, and from somewhere in the distance she sensed the humid, misty cloud forest, its mosses and tree ferns. She was an orchid wrapping itself around a powerful tree trunk, glowing white in the light of the moon, opening, giving off scent.

				The next time she opened her eyes, she was looking straight into the boy’s eyes and he was smiling blissfully. The next instant, his gaze was empty, extinguished. Didi waited for the horror to come, the horror that had surged through her when Johannes died. It never did. Instead, her skin started to glow; she was filled with a current of electricity. She rose from the ground, pulled on her panties, and slipped into her dress. There were plenty of bushes conveniently nearby, and she grabbed the naked boy by the feet and hid him in the brush. A few extra leaves on top and it was as if nothing had ever happened.

				Didi was so deliciously exhausted that when she made it back to Elina’s she could barely say a word. Elina had made up a small bed for her in the back room, and Didi collapsed onto it. She fell into a sweet, deep slumber.

				From time to time, she woke up to the sound of Elina busying herself about the house, but then she would drift back off to sleep. By the time she woke to the inviting aroma of food, it was the following evening.

				Didi sat up in her bed and stretched pleasurably. The cool linen sheets that had softened in countless washes caressed her skin, and she would have loved to sink back into bed, but the lure of the food was overwhelming. She rose from her bed and saw a dress set out for her on the back of a chair, as well as a pair of simple white panties. The dress had a butterfly motif that was evidently local. Didi dressed and then she went into the kitchen, enticed by the tantalizing smells.

				Elina had laid the table with plantains, tomato salad, a dish of herb-laced quinoa dotted with peanuts, and fried chicken. Healthy and nutritious, as always.

				‘This looks so good!’ Didi exhaled. This time it didn’t cross her mind to whine and try to wheedle money for a burger.

				‘I thought you might be hungry,’ Elina said, sizing Didi up.

				Before she even sat down properly, Didi reached for the chicken with her bare hands and tore at the flesh that was so tender it almost fell off the bone. Elina spooned everything else onto Didi’s plate and watched her feast as she drank thick coffee. Didi also registered that her mother had some aguardiente in her glass, which was not like her. But that didn’t matter now; the only thing that mattered was the aromatic food before her.

				Gradually Didi sated her hunger, and she sighed. She was completely satisfied and intended on saying so out loud when she realized that Elina had not been watching her eat out of pure joy at her healthy appetite. Elina was also observing her. And that’s all it took. The dead boy’s smile and the image of the life fading from his eyes flashed back to Didi’s mind. She had taken another human life. She had robbed someone of a family member, of someone they loved. She had coldly dragged the body into the bushes and let the forest hide her deed. Had she even bothered to close the boy’s eyes? She hadn’t even asked him his name . . .

				The food that a moment earlier had warmed her stomach struggled to come up and Didi lunged into the bathroom. She retched it all out in spasms, and was still holding onto the toilet with both hands when Elina walked in, wiped her face, and led her back to bed.

				‘What have I done?’ Didi’s voice was raw from the vomiting, and she could taste the blood in her mouth.

				‘You’re alive, that’s the important thing,’ Elina said.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Chapter 41
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				The next day, Didi put on a sun hat and worked in Elina’s tiny yard, doing whatever Elina asked her to. She staked the tomatoes, turned the soil, spread the beans out to dry. She was eager to help her mother, because sweating in the scorching yard helped her forget what she had done. She knew in the back of her mind that she couldn’t put off dealing with it forever. But for once she had the patience to wait until she was able to express her feelings rationally, instead of just blurting them out.

				‘How can you drink that swill?’ Didi asked Elina, as they moved into the shade to eat and Elina boiled herself another cup of thick coffee in a small enamel bowl.

				‘I couldn’t live without coffee,’ Elina laughed.

				When she heard those words, Didi lowered her face to the table. Elina couldn’t live without coffee, she couldn’t live without men. But Elina wouldn’t die from lack of caffeine.

				‘What should I do, Mom?’ Didi finally asked. ‘I don’t want to kill anyone else. I’d rather die.’

				‘No,’ Elina said. ‘When you were entrusted to my care, I made a promise. I promised to care for you and protect you in any way possible.’

				Didi took Elina by the hand and waited for her to look her in the eye.

				‘You made that promise. And you’re a doctor. A doctor is supposed to protect and help everyone. You can’t protect a killer.’

				Elina shivered as Didi uttered the final sentence. For the first time, Didi saw how at a loss Elina was when faced with the situation.

				‘Isn’t there some medicine for this?’ Didi asked. ‘I want to be free of this!’

				‘Have you talked to Nadia about it?’ Elina asked. ‘In the world of the nymphs, she’s considered a healer, but she has also studied traditional medicine. Over the years I’ve had a hunch that she’s performed some tests. Unfortunately, she’s never discussed them with me.’

				‘Nadia did take some samples from me,’ Didi said thoughtfully.

				‘You have to go back to Nadia and Kati anyway.’

				‘Why?’ Didi huffed. ‘They don’t even like me. They think I always do everything wrong.’

				‘They can still help you,’ Elina answered. ‘Kati is strong and stubborn, and Nadia longs for freedom in her own way, but they are the only ones who can completely understand you.’

				Elina rose from the table and drained her glass of water. She took her dishes to the sink and was about to start washing them, but Didi took the rag from her.

				‘Let me do that,’ Didi said.

				‘Wow. There’s a first time for everything,’ Elina said, as she wrapped a scarf around her head. ‘I’m going to go out and do a little more work in the garden.’

				Didi washed the dishes, which gave her time to consider what Elina had said in peace. Nadia hadn’t taken all those samples and analyzed her reactions for no reason. And Nadia was a healer. Didi had always just been so hell-bent on battling the older nymphs and the way they thought that she hadn’t known to ask the right questions. Still, she didn’t want to go back to them just yet.

				Didi wandered around Elina’s little home. It was compact and tidy. All the fabrics were the naturally dyed cottons and linens that Elina was so fond of. The bookshelves were filled with a range of herbals, botanicals and plant guides, all thumbed through many times. Didi picked one that specifically covered the plants of the South American rainforest, and browsed through it for a couple of hours without realizing how much time had passed. It was already growing dark when she heard Elina sprint into the house.

				Elina’s face was sweaty from her yard work, but her eyes were burning with a combination of fear and rage. Didi sprang to her feet.

				‘Someone’s coming!’ Elina said, getting her rifle from the corner. ‘Go into the back room and shut the door. Use the furniture to barricade yourself in.’

				‘Who is it?’ Didi asked, frozen in place.

				‘Go!’

				With that, Elina’s dread spread to Didi, and she raced into the little room and twisted the lock. She could hear someone kick in the door to the main room with a grunt. Elina cried out. Didi started shoving the dresser and bed over in front of the door, but even as she was doing it she wondered how anything was going to stop the monster that was wreaking havoc in the kitchen.

				Then she heard a gunshot and the sounds of a fistfight. Didi couldn’t take it any more. She had to get out there to help Elina. She thrust the dresser out of her way and twisted open the lock with trembling fingers.

				The kitchen had been demolished. A man Didi had never seen before was straddling Elina. Two thick horns were jutting out of his forehead, and his eyes were two glowing red orbs, just like in Didi’s nightmare. He was choking Elina, but suddenly he coughed and fell to the side, holding his chest. A curious carved knife protruded from his breast, a stream of blood dripping down the blade. Elina held onto the handle for a moment longer, but then her grip loosened.

				The first sensation Didi registered was a powerful smell of iron. She leapt over to her mother’s side and raised Elina’s head. It wasn’t until she was holding Elina that she dared to look down. There was a huge gash in Elina’s stomach. Her shirt was colored through with congealing blood. Didi quickly scanned around, desperately trying to think where she could find bandages. She didn’t want to leave Elina’s side even for a minute. Most of all, she was worried about Elina’s dreamy expression; it was as if she didn’t feel the slightest pain.

				‘Mom?’ Didi said. ‘What should I do?’

				Elina had to struggle to open her eyes one last time. Didi tried to raise her mother’s head higher.

				‘Is it dead?’ Elina asked faintly.

				‘I guess,’ Didi whispered. She didn’t know if it was a man or a monster or both. ‘What was it?’

				‘A satyr,’ Elina said, fumbling at her neck and pulling off a leather thong bearing an oak pendant. ‘Take this.’

				‘I can’t take your necklace,’ Didi said. She was doing everything in her power to reject what she already knew in her heart to be true.

				‘It was against orders, but I still loved you like my own child,’ Elina said.

				‘Mom . . .’

				‘Take that nomos dagger and hide it,’ Elina whispered. ‘Promise me you’ll go back to Kati and Nadia. Burn all of this.’

				Didi didn’t answer. Elina looked at her almost angrily.

				‘Promise!’

				‘I promise,’ Didi said.

				‘And now I’ve fulfilled my own promise,’ Elina said. One heartbeat later, she was dead.

				It was pitch dark by the time Didi rose from her mother’s side. She stroked Elina’s hair one last time and folded her arms across her chest. Then she pulled out the faded bedspread and lowered it over her. She didn’t know what else to do.

				Didi stared at the dead satyr, its face contorted in its final roar. She didn’t want to touch the beast, but she had given her word. She took a deep breath, grabbed hold of the dagger with both hands, and pulled it out of the satyr’s chest. As soon as she gripped the weapon, she felt a current of powerful energy, but it was impossible to say whether it was good or bad. She wiped the dagger clean and wrapped it in a towel. After that, she doused the house in aguardiente. A minute later she was sitting in the Jeep, and then she turned to take a final look at the burning house – the burning house that was now her mother’s funeral pyre.
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				It had rapidly become evident to Kati that the situation demanded action, which suited her eminently. It was clear that the satyrs were closing in, and so were the police. She had to figure out as quickly as possible what the satyrs knew. So Kati went right to the source.

				Detective Heikki Hannula was sitting at his desk in his office when Kati shut the door behind her, the only source of light the pallid glow of his desk lamp.

				‘What have you told the satyrs about us?’ Kati asked, stepping right up in front of the young detective.

				‘About who?’ Hannula asked.

				‘I’m in no mood for games,’ Kati said. ‘About us nymphs.’

				Hannula jabbed a ballpoint pen into the desk and stared at Kati, who was dressed in skintight leather yet again. A black silk top peered out from under the zipper of her jacket, and under that, pale skin rose intensely in time to her breathing. That probably should have been proof enough.

				But Hannula couldn’t help himself: ‘How do I know that you’re one of those . . . nymphs?’

				Kati leaned in closer, and Hannula caught a whiff of her alluring skin. Perhaps he even expected a caress from her. Instead, Kati pressed her palm to his heart, and Hannula felt as if he had been administered an electric shock. He stopped breathing for a second. When he recovered, Kati was sitting on the edge of his desk, clearly waiting for an answer.

				‘How did they get their hooks into you?’ Kati asked, her tone no more sympathetic.

				‘I was at a bar with my wife, or she was just my girlfriend at the time. She was pregnant.’ Now Hannula felt that it might just be easiest to spill the beans. ‘Some crazy guy started harassing Heidi and being a total dick. I lost it. I broke his arm. It would have been a bigger deal, but “luckily” there were a couple of young lawyers there.’

				‘Satyrs,’ said Kati, who knew how they operated.

				‘They settled everything right there on the spot, threatened the douche bag with a big court case. We had a kid on the way . . . I wanted to hang on to my job, and the guys said that a little favor down the road was all the payment they needed.’

				Kati considered what she had heard. Nadia might trust Jesper, but she didn’t trust a single satyr. And one of the satyrs was more dangerous to them than the rest.

				‘Does Erik know?’ Kati asked.

				Hannula shook his head, looking exhausted. Kati grabbed the phone from the pocket of the jacket hanging from the back of the chair.

				‘You don’t mind if I send a text message from your phone, do you?’

				‘To who?’ Hannula asked, knowing full well that he wouldn’t be able to decline.

				‘To Erik,’ Kati smiled without a trace of warmth. ‘I’m going to make myself a date with a satyr.’

				Frida lay in the dark hotel room next to Erik as he slept, utterly relaxed. That night, Erik had danced, drunk, and screwed to his satyr heart’s content, and now he was breathing satisfied and steadily. But Frida couldn’t sleep. These nights she spent plotting revenge were long. If she closed her eyes, her thoughts immediately flew to the past. She was running through the dim forest, weaving between the trees and leaping over rocks. On many prior occasions like this, she had been the happy huntress, but on this particular night, she was the prey. The barking of dogs echoed in the distance, and she could hear her companions panting. Rose, Kati, Nadia and Ana-Claudia tried to maintain a steady pace, but it was getting harder and harder. Ana-Claudia in particular, who was finer-boned than the others, started to lag, and they had to stop and wait for her from time to time. Now they could see the beams of flashlights in the distance, and Frida knew they had to keep going.

				‘Frida, I can’t do it any more.’ Ana-Claudia stopped in her tracks and doubled over, holding her sides.

				‘We can’t stop now!’ Kati said.

				‘The dogs haven’t caught our scent yet, the rest of you keep on going,’ Frida said, running back to Ana, even though she knew that if she and her lover didn’t keep up with the others, the ship that Kati had arranged to carry them off would sail without them.

				The other nymphs looked on silently. Ana-Claudia smiled weakly at them.

				‘We have to keep going,’ Kati said.

				‘Would you leave your own beloved to the mercy of the satyrs?’ Frida asked Kati, and saw the answer in her eyes.

				‘Kati, don’t let Frida sacrifice her life on my behalf,’ Ana said.

				‘Go!’ Frida shouted. ‘I’m staying here.’

				She was determined, but her heart still froze when the other nymphs turned and continued their flight. All except Kati. Suddenly Frida felt Kati’s powerful hand around her throat, and no matter how hard she struggled, the other nymph didn’t relent. She sensed Kati nod at Ana-Claudia, who started back in the direction whence they had come.

				‘Tomorrow you will board the boat and look into the morning sun,’ Ana said to Frida. ‘And at that moment I will be with you, because you are free.’

				Then the darkness had swallowed Ana. Frida tried to free herself from Kati’s grip, but Kati didn’t release her for several minutes. Frida immediately drew her hunting knife from its sheath. If she had the time, she would have gladly slain Kati. They stared each other down like the worst arch-enemies.

				‘If you follow Ana, you go at your own risk,’ Kati said. But Frida had no choice. There was only one thing she could do. She wanted to be with Ana, now and forever. She turned and sprang off in pursuit of her lover. The barking of the dogs grew louder and louder, and she hoped she would catch up to her soul sister before Ana ended up in the satyrs’ hands. Frida didn’t even want to imagine what would befall her if that happened. Nor did she have time to imagine, because Lucas stepped out from behind a tree and slammed her in the breastbone with a stout branch, knocking her to the underbrush so hard that she almost passed out. Somehow Frida managed to drag herself up.

				It only took a few moments before the satyrs had circled her from all directions. They stood there silently; the hounds were leashed. Mitchell stepped into the crossbeams and hurled Ana-Claudia down at Frida’s side. Ana-Claudia didn’t even seem to see the satyrs any more.

				‘I loved you for six hundred years,’ Ana said, and bewilderment and love could be heard mingling in her voice.

				Frida was on the verge of answering, but Ana knew where her lover kept her knife and was quicker than thought. Ana raised the knife to her throat and slashed. Warm blood spurted onto Frida’s face, and an animal cry escaped her lips. Ana-Claudia sank to her knees and then to the earth. Frida collapsed on top of her, desperate to feel her final breath.

				The same nightmare every night, Frida thought in Erik’s luxurious bed, and I’m not even sleeping. Nor would it end if she killed Kati, she knew that. But at least she’d be able to take some pleasure in the vengeance.

				Frida heard Erik’s cell phone buzz on the coffee table. She waited to see if the satyr would react, but the evening’s reveling had taken its toll. Frida warily snuck out of the bed and crept over to the phone, naked. She opened the message. A smile rose to her lips and she re-read it, just to be sure. Coming face to face with Kati at nighttime was beyond her wildest dreams. She sent a reply.

				Kati loved retreating to the mountains. She felt at home in the steep rock slopes above the treetops, where it was beautiful and barren. It was hard to find such spots in cities, but Kati had always been good at improvising. Now she stepped out onto the flat roof of the mid-century hotel and waited for Erik Mann. She had arrived in plenty of time, enjoyed the sensation of the wind above the city, knowing that all the pointless hubbub lay below.

				She inhaled deeply. Even though the air wasn’t fresh the way it was in the Carpathians, it still soothed her. She had to stay calm yet ready for anything. She hadn’t spoken with Erik since the nymphs had fled from Nesebar, but a couple of times curiosity had gotten the better of her, and she had sought out places where she could observe the satyr. She had belonged to Erik’s covey, after all, and had even admired him in her own fashion. But those times had passed.

				Kati sensed that it was about to rain, but it didn’t bother her. She imagined what it would feel like to look at Erik’s storm-lashed corpse at her feet. If she were careful enough, she would rid herself of her enemy for once and for all. They would be safe.

				Suddenly Kati registered movement out of the corner of her eye. She turned and saw Frida. She should have been surprised, she supposed, because in all likelihood Frida should have died ages ago. But on the other hand, she had rarely seen a nymph as strong as Frida. And now that nymph had tricked her.

				Then Kati noticed that Frida was carrying her trusted weapon, her hunting bow. Frida raised it and tensed.

				‘You killed Ana,’ Frida said.

				‘Ana knew exactly what she was doing,’ Kati replied, as she felt the first drops of rain on her face. She also knew that this was about something much deeper, and now was the time for straight talk. ‘I didn’t take Ana from you. Erik did. We wanted to be free of the satyrs. Ana wanted to be free so you two could love each other without fear.’

				‘You don’t know anything!’ Frida yelled.

				‘Give me a break, Frida. Your little affair was not the love story of the millennium,’ Kati said, to whip Frida into a rage, because she knew she didn’t stand a chance against the bow.

				Kati succeeded. Frida cursed and threw the bow aside. The first blow struck Kati in the knee and the second hit her in the neck, knocking Kati off balance. Frida was immediately at her throat, but Kati grabbed hold of Frida’s wrists. The two nymphs were extremely well matched.

				‘This is for Ana-Claudia,’ Frida hissed. ‘I’m going to break your neck.’

				‘Ana sacrificed herself so you could be free,’ Kati said.

				That made Frida pause for a moment, and Kati took advantage of the hesitation. She flipped herself on top of the blonde nymph. The rain was whipping the nymphs mercilessly, but they barely noticed.

				‘Think about what Ana would have wanted,’ Kati said. ‘Either you can die now, or you can help us get rid of Erik. Forever.’
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