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one



Frost bit through Eve Carter's gray knitted gloves. Her fingers were numb with cold, her freckled face far from feeling. She trudged through the snow anyway, each boot print left behind another reminder of how far she'd traveled. 

It was fortunate that there was snow at all; if it were any other season, Eve was certain she would lose herself in these woods.

Not to say that she wasn't lost already. She pulled the thick black cloak tighter around her shoulders, all but shivering in the woolen dress she'd borrowed.

She didn't have a device to tell the time, but if she had to guess, six or seven hours had passed since Eve snuck out of the Bone Court manor. There was still sunlight to see by, but it wouldn't stay that way for long. Already the clouds were darkening as sunset made its way across the horizon. She would have another hour at most before she needed to turn back.

Eve pushed forward. She would find a way out of this place, one way or another.

Pain shot up her right leg. Eve dropped to her knees, muttering a curse under her breath as she grasped her calf. When she pulled her hand away, blood stained the glove.

A flicker of glistening wings caught her attention, followed by a faint giggle. Eve gritted her teeth and checked the wound. Five tiny scratches—the swipe of a tiny hand—tore through her tights down to her pale skin. The wound wasn't deep, but it stung. Eve flipped off the empty forest. "Stupid snow sprites."

Eve was learning about the creatures that inhabited the forest the hard way. Between the random yanking on her blonde hair, missing items from her bag, and the occasional clawing of her limbs, Eve was becoming a favorite plaything to the Unseelie Faeries.

"Be glad it's only tricks for now," Liam had said with a chuckle when she returned defeated to the manor yesterday with her hair full of brambles. "The Unseelie are bloodthirsty. Once they're bored with the pranks, they'll resort to other entertainment."

Eve had hoped to be out of Faerie by then. That wasn't likely.

Cursing under her breath, Eve fought against the pain in her leg and hobbled forward. One step at a time. If she could find the headstones of the church's graveyard, she could return home.

A strange lump in the snow ahead caught her attention. Eve approached it with caution.

"Christ," she gasped, covering her mouth.

The deer's—if she could even call the creature that—carcass was twisted and wrong, even for a corpse. The being's lips were spread wide in horror, rows of pointed teeth bloodied and beaten in. Its milky white eyes stared lifelessly into the trees. Two arrows stuck out from its broken legs, but it was the clean carve of its abdomen and the neat removal of its pelt that made Eve gag.

She had seen things in the woods—skirmishes between clashing Faeries and the messy, bloody bits of it all—but this was too neat. Too calculated.

Too intentional, a part of her whispered.

Eve's throat tightened as chills ran down her spine. She fled the scene, kicking up puffs of snow in her wake.

She had to get out of Faerie.

It was several minutes before she spotted a familiar set of footprints in the snow circling back where she had come from.

Eve followed the old steps, anger and dismay coiling in her stomach. They led straight back to the stone archway she'd first passed through on her journey this morning. The archway that was supposed to take her back to her world but stubbornly refused.

She had spent the day wandering in a circle.

Eve cursed and kicked a nearby tree. Small piles of snow fell at her sides from the shaken branches. This was her third attempt in four days to escape Faerie. Each time she'd tried to walk back to her small town in Vermont, Eve had been redirected back to the path from which she'd came.

That was her curse. Ever since she and Hailey had foolishly tasted the Faerie liquor at her birthday party, the girls had been trapped within the confines of this absurd plane. There was a time when Eve might have been grateful for the escape, but that was before she had the responsibility of caring for her grandmother on her shoulders. Before she had trapped her enemies in this realm.

Before she tried to kill the son of her captor.

It was too late to keep searching the woods. A part of Eve knew the effort would be fruitless if she tried. She trudged back to the manor with a bitter sense of shame, mentally retracing her path through the woods. It was as if the forest had a mind of its own: a living, breathing beast that enjoyed Eve's mortal anguish as it twisted and turned her around its branches. It was a miracle that she had been able to find her way out.

The Bone Court manor rose into view as a monstrous creature in its own right. It had taken Eve a few days to figure it out, but she could see that its structure was built entirely within the ancient ribcage of a dead beast. The bones curved into the ground, their age shown in the curling ivy and patches of moss that overtook their foundation. Eve had yet to come across a creature as daunting as whatever these bones belonged to—and she hoped the day would never come.

"Back so soon?"

Evren regarded her from the den, taking in the wound on her leg and the melting snow she dragged in from outside. Amusement sparked in his gold eyes as he sipped from his cup of wine. Every inch of him bespoke the Lord of the Bone Court, from his confident posture to the family crest signet on his finger. His long red hair hung in a loose braid over his shoulder, held back by clips of teeth. Bones were stitched into his clothes as embellishments, carrying an aura of death wherever he went.

Anger boiled in Eve's frozen veins, but she kept her mouth shut and stomped onward to the stairs. This was nothing but a game to him. He'd said as much on the first day of her imprisonment: "Come the dawn after Yule, whoever proves themselves to be worthy of the position before nightfall on Ostara will inherit the Bone Court." It was a game with simple rules—impress Evren and rule the court or die trying.

Evren had said that whoever inherited the court could choose how to dispose of the losers and their mortal "tools." She didn't know Preece enough to understand his morals, and Sage had made her opinion on Eve abundantly clear after she had failed to kill Liam. If she could not escape Faerie before Yule, Eve wasn't sure she would make it to next spring.

Liam lingered on the stairwell with a pointed smirk, his slender arms dangling over the curved ebony railing. Small crimson scales glittered on his cheeks, matching the vibrancy of his fluffy red hair. He took delight in the puddles Eve left in her wake and the defeat written on her face. "You gave up earlier than usual."

Eve passed him without comment. He was his father's son, alright. They couldn't resist a jab when Eve already wanted to sink into the bottom of the lake.

"You know, the spell should have worn off by now," Liam continued. She could hear him change direction and follow her, his footsteps soft against the moss carpet. "That is, the usual ones. I wonder what he used in the recipe this time? It's not that hard to trap mortals here, of course, but—"

"Have you found a way to break it or not?" Eve snapped. If he didn't shut up soon, she was going to shove him down the stairs.

Liam scoffed. "I've done you enough favors. If I recall, your idea of repayment involved a blade in my back."

"Keeping me hostage isn't a smart idea, Liam," Eve warned. Liam narrowed his golden gaze.

"We have a deal of protection," he reminded her. "You couldn't hurt me if you tried."

Eve was more than aware of that deal. Liam had given her his True Name in exchange for his life, and their first act of a limited truce had been to command each other's protection. No matter how many times he taunted her situation, Eve was stuck listening to him while her brain screamed at her to put up a fight.

See where that got me? she thought bitterly. Physical altercations with Liam had done nothing but screw her over. She needed another approach.

"Sure, I can't throw you off the roof, but I'm not the only enemy you have around here," Eve said. "Do you really want to make an enemy of the only person that's contractually obligated to protect you?"

"You certainly have a way with words."

Eve glared at him from the corner of her eye. Liam held his hands up in defense.

"I'll look into it," he said. "I can't promise anything more."

"That's all I need." That wasn't true—she needed to get the hell out of here—but Liam did not respond positively to pressure. Annoyed, Liam walked back downstairs, finally leaving Eve with a moment to herself.

She hobbled to what had become her bedroom, her leg still stinging with pain from the sprite's scratch. The room itself did not give any indication that it belonged to Eve aside from a few strewn pieces of clothes on the floor. Considering the other option was to sleep outside in the snow, she made do. 

Eve cleaned the wound the best that she could with a poultice one of the servants had left behind for yesterday's injuries. It stung, but so did her pride. She collapsed back onto the bed, kicking her shoes and winter layers off onto the floor with a huff.

The sun sank low between the trees outside of her window, and Eve's heart sunk with it. Thoughts of her grandmother plagued her, a constant worry ebbing at the corners of her mind. Nan had dementia and couldn't be trusted on her own for long. Eve had been sent to live with her grandmother not only as a reprieve for her frustrated parents, but to watch over the ailing woman as a caretaker. Eve believed she was doing a shit job at it.

Had their neighbor, Mr. Stone, noticed Nan's abandonment and taken care of her in Eve's absence? Eve hoped so. She couldn't bear to think of the alternative.

It was never her intention to leave her grandmother vulnerable and alone. It was never her intention to leave in the first place.

Eve grabbed the nearest item from her end table and threw it across the room in a bout of anger. A decorative piece composed of small bones struck the wall and splintered into pieces.

Her bedroom door opened. Preece hesitated in the doorway, his light green brow raised at the destroyed figure on the floor.

"I take it that you aren't accepting visitors?" he said with a hint of amusement. In the few days that Eve had spent here, Preece had proved to be quite comfortable switching between his humanlike form and that of a frog—and more commonly, a horrifying myriad of forms in between. He was never quite human enough in appearance, with his sticky webbed fingers and horizontal pupils. Blinking required use of both his upper and lower eyelids. She had yet to see him steal any bugs from midair, but Eve suspected that had more to do with the seasonal change than Preece's habits.

"What do you want?" Eve grumbled. Preece picked up a few of the broken bone shards with the tips of his fingers and examined them with interest.

"My father requested everyone's attendance in the dining hall," Preece said. He flicked the bone shards back onto the floor. "Apparently, he has found another suitable player for his little game."

"Tell him I'm not interested."

Preece clicked his tongue. "I share the sentiment. Alas, we have been summoned."

Eve narrowed her gaze. "What if I don't show up?"

"Hm." Preece made an exaggeration of thinking about the possibility as he tapped his finger against his chin. "Then I suspect my father would send the servants to drag you down. He's unusually patient for an Unseelie Lord, but do not mistake his tolerance for kindness." He must have seen her consider disobedience anyway because he added, "Would it sway your opinion to know we'll be having honey cake this evening?"

The offer of food was enough. After trudging through the woods for six hours, the few provisions she'd snuck from their kitchen cupboards had been hardly enough to sustain her. And if the honey cake was similar to that delicious cake she had for her birthday…

Eve reluctantly climbed out of bed, half tempted to throw herself back on top of it when she saw the smug grin on Preece's face. She followed him downstairs into the dining hall, where the others had already gathered. Eve took the open seat beside Liam, refusing to even consider the empty chair between Preece and Evren. The meal had already been laid out before them—a large spread of roasted venison, root vegetables, and fruit compotes—but the plates remained empty.

The servants stood toward the back walls, their black cloaks blending in with the dark interior. Most of them were human—or had been. Skeletal faces hid behind the dark cloth, some with flesh and some without.

"His collection," Liam had explained upon Eve's horrific discovery a few days prior. "My father thinks humans are fascinating. He keeps a glamour on them to cover the rot."

"Are the skeletons alive?" Eve had asked.

"Not anymore."

Eve hated the sight of them. Liam would have subjected her abusers to the same fate if she hadn't unknowingly intervened. Eve wasn't sure if she regretted it or not; the idea of forced servitude while their minds and bodies decayed left her uneasy. She wanted revenge, but this was especially cruel.

She turned her attention across the table to Hailey, who was more restless than usual. She drummed her fingers on her lap, and her leg bounced while she stared at her empty plate. Upon noticing Eve's attention on her, Hailey tried to give her a reassuring smile, but the expression didn't reach her eyes.

Evren clapped his hands.

"I have some excellent news for you all this evening," he said, proudly extending his arms to make sure he had their full attention. "I promised you all the competition would begin the dawn after Yule, and make no mistake; I am a man of my word. We are but a day away, and it is only fair that each of you are given the tools you need to succeed."

"You mean to entertain you," Liam muttered.

"Without further delay, let us welcome the final piece to our festivities." The servants shuffled against the wall, practically dragging forward a skinny young man with untidy blond curls. Eve struggled to see him behind the shifting cloaks. They pushed him forward until he took the empty seat beside Preece.

Eve's breath caught in her throat as Logan Richards stared back at her.
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Eve grabbed her dinner knife and dove across the table. Porcelain and silver crashed together as she knocked them out of the way. Gasps and cries pierced the air. A single voice of laughter cut through it all as some idiot grabbed Eve and pulled her away from the cowering man on the floor. 

"Let me go," Eve growled, thrashing her body in her captor's arms. Logan's petrified eyes were blue, but all she could see was red. Her head pounded. The knife tightened in her grip, demanding justice. "Let me go!"

"Your energy is delightful," Evren said between his laughter. His grip on her was iron. "But it has taken me quite some time to find a suitable partner for Preece. I will not delay the competition. Do you understand me?"

When Eve did not relent, Evren's grip tightened, his elongated fingers gripping her arms tight enough to bruise.

"Do you understand me?" he emphasized. Eve stopped struggling and Evren let her go. "Good."

Logan slowly rose up from the floor. She wasn't sure if she'd pushed him there or if he fell. His cheeks were splotched pink. He flitted his attention from one face to another, avoiding Eve's gaze directly.

Coward. Anger simmered deep within her, a pent-up rage that burned hotter than the depths of hell. The pounding inside of her skull beat harder the longer she stared him down.

"Eve." Liam reached for her, but Eve slapped his hand away. Evren was watching her, his warning ringing in the back of her head. When she did not make another move to kill her competition, Evren gestured toward the seats.

"Let us eat before the food gets cold," he said. No one moved. "Sit."

Everyone else reached for their seats. Liam's gaze urged her to follow suit. Logan kept his attention focused on his empty plate.

Eve threw her knife at him.

It missed and clattered onto the ground.

Eve turned and stormed from the room before she could face another lecture. The pounding in her head wouldn't stop. Her skull was going to burst. She squeezed her eyes shut as she fled the mansion, desperate to put as much distance between herself and Logan as she could. The adrenaline faded as the freezing temperatures hit her, working against the heated flush on her cheeks.

What the hell was she going to do? She couldn't go back in there. Eve raked her fingers through her hair as she paced back and forth across the narrow dirt road. The mansion was far enough away now that she could breathe but still provided a beacon of light before the forest swallowed her whole.

"I hope you don't plan to sleep out here," Liam said as he approached from the manor. He was closer than she'd expected, his cloak forgotten in his haste. He tightened his arms over his chest, clutching his arms through the thin material of his black peasant shirt. "Unless humans are more resilient than I thought. My balls are freezing."

"I'm not staying in there with him." The air briefly left her lungs. Her hands shook, but she shoved them into her pockets where Liam couldn't see.

Liam gauged her stubbornness. "Shall I get you a tent?"

"Keep him away from me." The words tumbled out before she could catch them. "Liam Thistle Fogtree, you will keep his ass out of the mansion or so help me God—"

The use of his True Name made Liam rigid. He scowled at her before turning around and marching back to the estate, forced to do her bidding. A pang of guilt etched itself into her heart. They had been avoiding the use of each other's True Names since their pact to protect each other, but her panic had overtaken her sense. She hoped Liam wouldn't use this opportunity to abuse his power over her as well. This needed to be done, though. She couldn't sleep in the same building as Logan. The mere thought made her queasy.

Hailey left the mansion a few minutes later, her thin arms crossed against the chill. Concern and reproach appeared on her face when she spotted Eve several yards away.

"You okay?" Hailey asked once she was close. She towered over Eve, long and gangly, as if someone had taken her limbs and stretched them out in all directions.

"Yeah, great." Eve's voice was scathing. She kept picturing Logan across the dinner table, his eyes wide with horror. "I'm having the time of my fucking life."

"You and me both." Eve was surprised to hear the bitterness in her voice. Hailey twisted the end of her ponytail until it resembled a dark strip of leather, then let it go. "Who's the guy?"

There wasn't any point in playing stupid; Eve had given herself away as soon as the knife was in her hand. "We went to school together. He graduated before me."

Hailey's brows shot up in surprise. Eve never talked about her past, much less the parts involving Logan. "I take it you guys didn't get along?"

"We do not."

Hailey waited for Eve to elaborate, but she did not. Hailey exhaled, her breath vaporizing in the air. Eve could see that her friend was cold, both from the way she kept glancing back at the mansion and from the sudden flush to her cheeks, but Hailey placed a gentle hand onto Eve's arm instead and asked, "What happened?"

Eve pulled back. She couldn't stand the sensation of someone touching her. Not now. "I don't want to talk about it."

"You might feel better if you did," Hailey said.

"There's nothing to talk about." Eve's voice became cold, callous. Her mind was too preoccupied with images of her knife pressing through Logan's flesh, carving her hatred into him until he, too, experienced the pain that never left her.

She could have ended it there if they hadn't held her back. Now what? Would she still be able to act on her threat the next time she saw him? Or would she freeze up the moment he walked in the room as she had with Nick? Her stomach lurched. She couldn't risk that, not when it came to Logan—and definitely not when it would come to Colton.

Hailey's concern for Eve battled with the exhaustion pulling at the dark circles under her eyes. Had she gotten thinner since they arrived?

Worry for her friend broke the spell on Eve's internal schemes. Something was clearly bothering Hailey, but all Eve could think about was her own miserable situation. After everything Hailey had done to pull Eve out of her shell, she deserved better than that.

"Are you okay?" Eve asked, internally cringing at the simplicity of her question.

"Yeah, I'm fine," Hailey answered too quickly, her reassurance lacking. "I haven't taken my ADHD meds in a few days. It can be hard when I'm not on them consistently, but Sage has been helping me through it."

Eve wondered about that. She knew that Sage cared for Hailey more than anyone, but Eve had seen firsthand how fragile Sage's friendship was. It had only been a few days since Eve made the deal to kill Liam—and failed. Even though Eve had Liam's True Name, their promise to protect each other prevented Eve from ever fulfilling her end of the bargain.

Still, there were worse things than death. Sage knew that Eve possessed Liam's True Name—did she intend to use that against him? If Eve failed to make it up to her somehow, she suspected Sage would find cause to end her life as well.

"Has Sage talked to you about the competition at all?" Eve struggled to keep her voice casual. There was even more incentive for Sage to act against her now that the court was up for grabs.

Hailey bit down on her lip and, after glancing toward the estate, dropped her voice to a whisper. "Sort of. I had no idea she wanted to inherit the court this badly. I've been trying to talk her out of some of her plans, but she's making me nervous. I don't know if she's listening to me."

Alarming, but unsurprising. Sage was putty in Hailey's hands—whether Hailey was aware of that or not—but there was something Sage wanted more that even her true love could not dissuade her from: power.

"Has she said anything specific that's worried you?" Eve pushed.

Hailey shook her head. "It's not always what she says, but the way she says it. I don’t think she cares what happens as long as she wins."

"Was she always this way?" Eve asked. She didn't know much about Sage's past, but if there was a chance she could quell the pixie's ire, she had to take it.

Hailey considered for a long moment. There was a faraway haze in her eye as she thought, her presence growing dimmer by the second. "I'm not sure."

"It's fine," Eve said quickly. Guilt pooled in her stomach as Hailey stared off into the forest. Of course Hailey wouldn't know—her memory had been tampered with by Liam several months ago. Whatever she had wanted to forget was locked away along with her other memories of that summer. "Don't worry about it."

"Right." The empty gaze that overtook Hailey whenever she tried to recall a missing memory lingered. When she blinked, it was gone again.

I have to tell her, Eve thought. It would be one thing if Hailey was willingly keeping her memories locked away, but according to Liam, she couldn't even remember that her memories were gone.

"She wanted her memories erased; everything involving her recent romantic pursuits," Liam had said on the balcony. In exchange, he'd taken away her ability to experience romantic acclimation at all.

Hailey could remember that she made a deal—that was how she'd convinced Eve to seek Liam's help in the first place—but how much of it did she remember? Could Eve try to pry those memories from her?

Before she had a chance to try, Liam strode out of the estate and slammed the front door behind him. They watched him approach from down the dirt road, his glare reserved solely for Eve.

"He's out of the house," Liam said. His tone insinuated that it had not been an easy task to accomplish. "You can come back inside."

"Where is he?" Even if he was out of the mansion, Eve didn't trust Evren—or Liam—not to screw her over. As far as she knew, Logan would be lingering outside, waiting for her to go in before he rejoined them at the table. Eve wasn't sure she could stop herself from strangling him if she saw him again that soon.

"He'll be staying in the servant's quarters," Liam explained, gesturing further away from the estate. "They have their own facilities near the forest—and before you ask, I've placed an enchantment on his feet to prevent him from entering the mansion. Is that satisfactory?"

Eve ignored the bitterness in Liam's voice as he grit his teeth through each word. Her own concerns clung to Logan's relocation; the mansion's grounds were still too close, but at least she wouldn't need to worry about him creeping down the hall. It also allowed her to keep track of him on some level. When the time came for her to strike, she would be ready.

"It'll work," she decided.

"Does that mean we can go back inside?" Hailey asked. She rubbed her arms for emphasis, her breath coming out in small puffs of frost.

"No one's keeping you out here," Liam said.

She rushed ahead of them, practically sprinting back to the warmth of the estate. Eve and Liam followed behind in silence. Neither anticipated Evren and his miserable festivities.

"So," Liam said once Hailey was out of earshot. "What was that about?"

This was the last conversation Eve wanted to have. "I don't know what you're talking about."

Liam rolled his eyes. "He's one of the men you had me capture. I'm no fool. You've never spoken of the reason for your hatred, though."

Eve shrugged. "It's not part of our deal."

"No, but it leaves me to speculate. Obviously, this man has wronged you in some way. Or you find stabbing men with pointy objects to be a new hobby of yours. If that is the case, you've proven yourself horrible at it and should seek a new activity immediately. Might I suggest knitting?"

"Are you done?"

"Are you going to tell me what happened?" Curiosity practically radiated off him. It only served to piss her off more. He wasn't concerned in the slightest; Liam lived for entertainment, and this was fresh gossip to stave off his hungry soul.

"It's none of your business," she snapped. "Leave me alone."

"Very well. Instead, why don't you tell me why you tried to kill me?" Eve's breath caught in her throat. "You owe me that much."

I didn't mean to. That wasn't true. Going into the ball, Eve had fully intended to murder Liam in exchange for Sage murdering her rapists. Something had changed, though. She didn't want to kill him. Eve couldn't bring herself to do it.

And Sage had made sure Eve couldn't tell anyone what had happened.

Eve choked on her confession. The truth squeezed her neck, rendering her silent. With her words held hostage, Eve managed to get out, "It doesn't matter now."

"You know, Evie, we're supposed to be working together. Don't you think that calls for an ounce of trust? If you won't tell me what I did to warrant murder, the least you could do is tell me why you tried to kill—"

"No." Eve whirled on him and stomped her foot in the snow, not caring that the cold flakes had soaked through her spider silk slippers. Her temper flared, both at herself for her foolishness and at Liam for putting her in this predicament. "I didn't leave you alive to bug the shit out of me. When I say leave me alone, I mean it. Do not ask me about that man again. Ever. I will not repeat myself."

Liam was stricken. As usual, his pestering had gone too far—but Eve had nothing left to defend herself. She left him standing in the snow, too angry to look back.
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By the time Eve returned to the dining room, guilt had wormed its way beneath the layer of fury seizing her heart. She shouldn't have snapped at Liam, but it was too late to take it back now. Her inability to control her temper further proved how rotten she was on the inside, a tooth grown brittle from decay. 

The others were already eating. Sage caught Eve's eye as she entered, her pale brow raised with interest. She wore a human glamour, the sharp angles of her face no different from any mortal aside from her golden eyes. It must have been for Hailey's benefit; if Eve squinted enough, she could see the barest outline of Sage's pixie wings and long lilac hair peeking through.

Sage caught Eve's elbow as she passed, tugging her down to whisper in her ear. "Be sure to spare some of that anger for my brother next time."

Eve yanked her elbow away and returned to her seat. Sage didn't press her, but she saw the pixie's impish smirk out of the corner of her eye. Eve stared at her plate, her appetite lost. Sage still hadn't come to her with a plan for Liam's demise. Eve wondered if Sage had lost interest since learning of Eve and Liam's pact to protect each other—she wondered if that made her a potential victim, too.

If Sage was willing to do anything to win, Eve didn't have much confidence in her own safety. Logan might not be the biggest threat in the mansion after Yule.

Eve's mind turned once again to the possibility of escape. There was a shoddy map in her room that she'd drawn up and tucked under her bed, marking off areas of the forest she'd searched for an exit. Nothing about it was accurate—Eve was no cartographer—but it was better than wandering blindly in the forest.

I hope Nan's alright. Her chest ached as she thought of her grandmother, alone and confused, without anyone to watch over her. Eve had no idea how to contact Nan to let her know she was missing, let alone check up on her.

Liam returned to the table, as uninterested in holding a conversation as Eve was in starting one. They sat in silence as the others jabbered on, their chatter overlapping into static noise. Eve ran through the outline of the map in her head again. She had it memorized by now: the winding dirt road to the wisteria arch, the lake inhabiting sharp-toothed asrai, and the ever-expanding forest that should have reached the cemetery—but never did.

There was a reason for that, according to Liam: the cemetery did not exist in this veil.

"What are you talking about?" Eve had confronted him about it two nights ago when she had failed—yet again—to return home. Liam had been lounging on the chaise in the den, tossing chestnuts into the open fireplace and watching them pop.

"What did you think was happening when you stepped down the stairs?" he'd said. "You crossed through the veil to Faerie. Our world here is not the same as yours, although we are close enough to brush against each other."

"You’re telling me that I’m in an alternate dimension?" Normally, Eve would have laughed at something this absurd. She did not laugh then.

"Not quite, but call it what you wish," Liam had said. "Regardless, you aren't going to cross back easily."

Eve did not want to think about what other veils or dimensions could be out there. It was bad enough she landed in this one.

Upon probing him further, Liam had told her of a few other known weak spots to access the other side of the veil from the Bone Court. A cracked well tucked between a ring of brown mushrooms. A half-finished bridge over a mountain pass. A rope ladder that dangled from the highest pine tree.

None of them had worked.

After poking at her meal, Eve took a slice of honey cake and holed herself back up in her room. She spread her map out over her desk and marked off the spots she'd visited today with angry red X's. It was time to think of another route. She had to, or else…

She had to.
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Eve did not sleep. She tossed and turned in her bed, twisting against the heavy velvet blankets until they were suffocating. She couldn't shake the sensation of eyes watching her from the shadows. The dark interior of the room did nothing to help her nerves—everything was unfamiliar, from the paneled wood walls to the earthy scent that rose from the moss carpet. She feared the bedroom was going to swallow her whole. 

With a huff, Eve kicked off her blankets and strode to the window, pulling on a thick charcoal cape over her chemise. The mansion was freezing, even with the dwindling fire striving for life in the fireplace across the room. The staff usually came to tend to the fires in the middle of the night, but Eve had refused them, keeping her door locked tight. She didn't care what kind of spell Evren had over them—Eve would not be caught unawares by a stranger in her sleep.

She shuffled to the window and glared down at the snow-covered lawn. Frost crept up the glass panes, blurring her vision, but she knew. She knew. Somewhere, tucked between the trees, was the servants' quarters—was Logan.

Clutching her cloak tighter, Eve pulled on her borrowed slippers and wandered out into the hall. Darkness curled at every corner, shadows dancing against what little moonlight leaked in. Silence enveloped the hall. The mansion resembled the sleeping beast it was made from.

Eve wandered the manor without purpose. With her breath as the only sound, she was no more than a ghost trapped within these walls. Is that what she would become? Escape became less viable with each passing hour. Yule was tomorrow. She had one last chance to get out before the competition doomed her.

Do I even want to leave yet? The question haunted her. She'd been eager to take her revenge—and now Logan's demise had been handed to her on a silver platter. What better opportunity to kill him than in a competition where she was encouraged to do it? Isn't this what you wanted?

What about Nan? Another part of her fought. After she killed Logan, it wasn't as if she was allowed to go home. Someone had to win, and Eve knew Sage wouldn't mind taking her out to do it. If she didn't find a way out now, who was to say she would ever see her grandmother again?

"Damn it." She wasn't any closer to deciding, and time was running out.

She took refuge in the kitchen without meaning to. She was still hungry from dinner. Whether she left or not, Eve needed to eat.

None of the food was labeled, but Eve was able to pick out fruits and vegetables she was familiar with from the pantry. Most food in Faerie came with a cost to mortals. Some brought an insatiable hunger, another trapped them in this realm—but it was distinguishable by the strange, almost pearlescent sheen that coated the food native to Faerie.

It was easy to miss at first. Liam had to point it out to her days ago when she'd almost eaten a particularly shiny apple, but she was learning to distinguish between mortal fare and the Fae's. The Fair Folk were lucky; their food was far more appetizing, with lush ripeness and a plum shimmer that somehow made their meals even more delectable.

It was fortunate that whatever meals made with the Fair Folk's native ingredients carried that sheen over to their finished product. So long as she avoided the never-ending temptation that came with admiring the Fae's spread, she would be fine.

Probably.

Her thoughts pulled toward the weird concoction Evren had tricked her into drinking at her birthday party. She hadn't noticed a sheen in it then, but she also hadn't been searching for it. Eve did not want to add more time to her sentence in Faerie, but who was to say that the drink wouldn't keep her there until Ostara anyway? What if it kept her there forever? Evren certainly wasn't telling her, and no one else in the mansion knew, either. 

Her stomach growled and Eve dug through the cabinet, setting jars and raw produce on the counter as she deliberated what was safe.

"The nuts appear to be edible."

Eve gasped, nearly tossing said jar at her intruder until she saw that it was Preece. She took a deep breath and set the jar down on the counter. That was the second time today she'd almost attacked him.

"You have to stop doing that," she hissed and popped the lid off. Dull, ordinary pecans sat inside, nowhere near as succulent as the Faerie food. Yes, these had to be safe. She plucked one from the jar and tossed it into her mouth.

Preece watched her, bemused. He took a seat on one of the wooden chairs at the kitchen table and gestured for her to join.

"You certainly livened up our meal tonight," he said. "My father thought your little stunt was hilarious."

Eve swallowed a cheek full of pecans. "It wasn't supposed to be funny."

"I know." Preece's gaze flickered to her throwing hand. "If you're intent on killing my partner, you'll need to learn to wield a weapon first. Your aim is terrible."

"Thanks," Eve said icily. She didn't come down here for a lecture. She wondered why she even came down here at all.

"How is it that you two know each other?" Preece asked, cocking his head to the side. Eve scowled.

"I'll tell you the same thing I told Liam: it's none of your business."

"Oh, but I wish to make it my business." Preece leaned forward, his slit, frog-like eyes bulging with interest. "I am a collector of stories, you see."

Eve regarded him suspiciously. "You're a librarian?"

"Oh, no, nothing of the sort." Preece waved the idea away with a webbed hand. "The librarians and archivists are such strict professions, mind you. I'd hate to be in their department." He shuddered. "No, I am as I said: a collector." He must have seen the confusion on her face, because Preece quickly asked, "How much do you know about the other courts?"

"Not much," she admitted. Sage had told her bits and pieces about them a few weeks ago—something about Faerie splitting into the Seelie and Unseelie Courts and overseeing several smaller courts in between. There were independent courts, too, but all Eve could remember of it was that the Bone Court was a part of the Unseelie Court.

Preece nodded with understanding. "I work in the Court of Knowledge, under the Seelie Court. We keep a record of every myth, story, and history that passes through our ears. It's grueling work, I must say, but at least I don't need to archive it; I'm merely the messenger."

"Messenger?"

"A collector of information," Preece said, splaying his webbed fingers out eagerly. "I can't resist a good story, and many love to tell them."

"How do you know if something is true or not?"

"We don't, but when you get enough accounts of a story, you tend to find a thread of truth there," Preece said with a grin. His smile was unnatural, white teeth against his amphibian face. It unsettled Eve, but she did not sense danger. She chewed another pecan in thought.

"You work in a court of gossip," Eve finally decided. Preece laughed.

"You'll find that much of Faerie is gossip." He leaned forward, his eyes dilated with interest. "I'm much more interested in stories from beyond the veil. There are a variety of fascinating perspectives. Won't you share yours?"

Eve grimaced. "I'll pass."

Preece shrugged and rose from his chair. The placid smile on his face told her that he was accustomed to rejection. "No matter. The truth tends to come out eventually."

A lump formed in Eve's throat. Preece left before she could find it in herself to make another remark. She put the pecans away and returned to her room even more anxious than before.
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It was past dawn when Eve found sleep. She awoke in the late afternoon, her hopes for a last-minute escape dashed when she saw the lowering sun. 

She was too late.

Eve managed to drag herself out of bed and unlock the door before a handful of waiting servants rushed in. Their cloaks swept across the floor in swaths of shadows as they carried in several large boxes. Eve did not want to think of how long they'd been waiting out there for her to wake up, silent as the grave and eternally patient.

From the boxes, they unloaded an assortment of clothes in fabrics she'd never seen before: dresses carved from tree bark, corsets made from beetle carapace, and several pieces adorned with clattering bones.

"What is all this?" she asked but knew they wouldn't answer. The servants never spoke.

Eve stood awkwardly to the side until they finished. After they left, she browsed through the new additions to her wardrobe, unnerved to find that—unlike the borrowed attire she'd been wearing—these were made to her measurements.

Dunla, she guessed, recalling the dwarfish seamstress that had made her birthday dress. Eve cringed to think of what Dunla would say if she saw the poor state of the gown now.

She picked out a black dress made of wool and some thick stockings to wear underneath. The dress came up to her chin and teeth were sewn around the lace cuffs as an adornment. Eve considered ripping them off, but that meant she would have loose teeth lying around her bedroom, which was somehow worse.

"There you are!" Evren greeted her on the stairs with a wide smile and open arms. Eve expertly dodged him. "The others are waiting in the den. I will be ready in a moment."

He didn't give her a chance to ask what he needed to be ready for—Evren was gone, their brief interaction sapping her limited energy.

Exhausted, Eve trudged to the den.

The room—as with the rest of the manor, Eve noticed—had been decorated for the occasion. Cranberries hung in twine garlands near the ceilings, and fresh pine had been wrapped around banisters and pillars. Lit candles had been placed in every window, while large wreaths of dried orange slices, pinecones, and cinnamon decorated the walls.

Christmas, but not quite. The likeness startled her. Eve found she preferred these natural decorations over the plastic and glass that accompanied her childhood holidays.

Everyone appeared to have been gifted a new shipment of clothes. Sage and Hailey  lounged by the fire with new thick velvet dresses of ebony and gold, their hair pinned up by combs made of bone. Preece read a book across from them, his vest and trousers a unique black leather that resembled oil.

There wasn't any room on the chaise for her, but even if there were, Eve wasn't interested in Sage whispering plans of murder in her ear. 

Her attention snagged on a sleeping figure hunched over a nearby table. Liam slept with his head in his arms beside a Yule log—a real one, with candles and pine and oranges covered in anise—unaware or uninterested in the people around him.

She settled into a chair beside him, angling it to keep some distance. It was only then she wondered how long Evren would make them wait and if she should have brought something to occupy herself with.

Eve glanced around the room for something; all the books were on the other side, held hostage by a potential conversation with Sage. That option was out.

Great. She sighed. Maybe Liam had the right idea by taking a nap.

He wasn't exempt from the new attire either. Bones made up a vest—or was it a corset?—stitched up together to wrap around his puffy black tunic in an external ribcage. Eve was almost jealous, until she remembered that they likely were someone's ribcage.

You're not doing any better, Eve thought, running her thumb across one of the teeth at her wrist. Its carnivorous curve was inhuman, but Eve had met plenty of inhuman creatures in Faerie.

Liam's high collar did much to hide the disease creeping up the back of his neck. Patches of gray stone that had protected him from her dagger only a few nights before. But he did not bother to hide his true appearance behind a human glamour. He hadn't done so since her birthday. Red scales resembling ruby freckles dotted his cheeks, and the black tips of his ears were as sharp as his teeth.

"I cannot possibly sleep if you keep staring at me," Liam said. He turned his head up in annoyance. "I'm aware of my unbelievable beauty, but you will need to control yourself."

You wish. Eve scowled, her cheeks heating up in embarrassment at being caught. She kicked his leg under the table. Liam grabbed his shin and let out a noise of pain.

"How's that for no sleep?" she muttered. Eve scooted her chair even further away, ignoring Liam's glare. Evren strode into the den and clapped his hands, demanding their attention. He was the most ridiculous of them all in a cape made entirely of bones. They rattled and clacked whenever he moved.

"Merry Yule!" he said. "Let us begin the festivities. Everyone, into the carriages now."

Unease crept into Eve's stomach. "Where are we going?"

"You'll see," Liam whispered when Evren ignored her. Eve pressed her lips into a tight line, but there was no use fighting back. Evren would not allow it.

She followed the others to the carriages and hoped that Evren was not taking them to their deaths.


      [image: ]They arrived at an enormous clearing in the forest, far outside of the boundaries of the Bone Court. A giant pine tree decorated with candles, berries, and other elements of nature sat proudly in the center of the grounds. Large arrangements of food were spread out evenly, so no one would have to walk far to partake. Candles were strung up around the surrounding trees, providing plenty of light, while a small orchestra played hauntingly beautiful ballads near the center of the clearing.

Eve climbed out of the carriage with Liam and Evren, relieved that she was not forced to ride alongside Logan. Eve was certain she would have killed him before they left the mansion grounds.

I guess Liam has his benefits, she thought. Being Evren's favorite child was certainly at the top of that list.

Their second carriage arrived, and Eve made a point to keep her distance, refusing to even turn in its direction in case she saw familiar tufts of blond hair. She heard Hailey and Sage leave the wagon first, their gowns rustling as they stuck close together.

"Is any of the food here safe?" Eve overheard Hailey whisper to Sage.

"Probably not. The other courts aren't nearly as fond of mortals as we are." Sage noticed Hailey's frown and squeezed her shoulder. "I'll make sure we get you something to eat when we return."

Eve tucked this nugget of information away, already regretting skipping dinner last night—and sleeping through breakfast. It would be hours before she ate a meal again.

Stupid, she thought to herself and pulled her cloak tighter. Her new dress was warm, but not warm enough to keep out the bitter chill. Clouds shifted overhead, dark and ominous. She had no idea how she was going to last the night out here without freezing to death.

"There's a bonfire later," Liam said from beside her. Unlike his father, Liam wasn’t eager to rush off to greet the other nobles. "The fire kicks off the festivities."

"And they couldn't have it ready when we got here?" Eve muttered. Liam made a noise of agreement under his breath. "This space is huge. One fire isn't going to be enough."

"It will," Liam said. "We needed a space big enough to host the guest of honor."

"Guest of honor?"

Liam smirked but did not elaborate. She followed him into the festivities as more guests arrived, their thick cloaks collecting a dusting of snow as they mingled. Eve recognized many of them from her birthday party; it was hard to forget hoofed feet and translucent wings. She watched them gather in groups, mentally noting that their attire coordinated with the party they had arrived with. Some wore red as rich as blood, while another group bore a variety of dried flowers and herbs stitched into their garments. Every member of Evren's court bore some kind of bone in their attire, her cuffs included.

I knew I should have ripped them off, she thought bitterly. The freezing temperature made that impossible to accomplish now. Why didn't she think to put on a pair of gloves?

Eve's attention landed back on the tree centered in the field. It echoed a Christmas tree pulled from nature. Hefty branches were decorated in pine cones, orange slices, bundled herbs and cinnamon sticks, and pillar candles attached with solidified wax. Dried berries made up a garland that draped over the pine needles in an elegant splash of red.

It was more beautiful than any tree her family had decorated growing up. It did not share the same nostalgia as her family's collection of glass blown ornaments and twinkly lights but made up for it in its wild embrace of nature.

The holidays with Eve's family had been strained in recent years, but there were aspects she had enjoyed. Decorating the Christmas tree had always been one of them, along with her family's tradition of competing to see who could make the best salt dough ornament. Eve usually won.

Would they do that without her this year? Bitter realization squeezed Eve's chest. It was a small thing, an inconsequential event, yet it bothered her in a newly unfamiliar way. She'd known things would be different for the holidays since moving to Nan's, but was this how it was to grow up? Would this ache continue to last as she lost more pieces that made up her past?

Liam nudged her. A crowd had gathered around the tree, their focus reserved for a smaller group of Fae. There were five of them, each one more dignified than the last. The tallest of them, a bipedal one that was more owl than man, stood with their chin raised and a macabre crown of twisted branches dipped in silver atop their head. They observed the crowd with a keen eye. The other Fair Folk behind them—family, Eve assumed, or close to it—showed less interest, their support no more than a formality. In each of their hands was a large candle, each lit with an unnaturally black flame.

Eve gasped as Liam suddenly yanked her into a kneeling position beside him. The other courts followed suit. "What—"

"Shh," Liam shushed her. His hand was still on her shoulder, as if she might run off. "The king is here."

Eve glanced back at the owl-like man. He was regal, with dark jewels glittering over his cape and vest. The woman beside him—an elven creature with high cheekbones and black thorns across her skin—wore a silver crown as well. Sage had mentioned something about a royal family overseeing the Unseelie Court. This must be them.

A well-dressed creature with the beak of a vulture and legs of a goat introduced the family. "Welcoming His Highness, High King Àrdghal Ironsiege."

The crowd clapped and cheered, but did not rise to their feet.

"Merry Yule," the sovereign owl said. Eve struggled to comprehend how he spoke through his beak. "And many blessings to you all. May your darkest days be alight with your desires."

The High King and his family turned and tossed their strange candles into the tree. The black flames took to the branches at once. The Yule tree burst into flames, an enormous roaring blaze that instantly warmed Eve to her core.

"Let the festivities begin!" High King Àrdghal shouted with a laugh. "Bring in the guest of honor!"

The king's attendant gestured toward the trees. "Welcoming, the Yule Cat."

"The what?" Eve turned to Liam for an answer, but he nodded to the line of forest instead.

The clouds shifted again. Eve realized they weren't clouds at all but great gray tufts of fur that had blended in with the overcast sky. A great beast lumbered forward, carefully stepping around pine trees that came up no higher than the cat's shoulders. The moon blinked. Then a second appeared beside it: eyes, it dawned on her, so dilated with excitement that the vibrant yellow underneath had been mistaken for the moon itself. It slinked to the edge of the clearing, its tail high and curled with delight.

Eve's breath caught as fear overrode her senses. She couldn’t even scream. Every inch of her body froze with terror, waiting for the beast to descend and swallow her whole.

Cheers erupted around the clearing as the crowd jumped to their feet. Eve did not join them. She was too busy trying not to have a heart attack.

"What the hell is that?" she demanded.

"The Yule Cat," Liam explained as he removed his cloak. One of his servants took it without question. Eve held up her palm, intent on keeping hers close. "It rules over Yule itself."

"What does that mean?"

"The Yule Cat works outside of the courts, although it tends to favor the Unseelie. If you aren't given new clothes for Yule, then…" Liam motioned with a finger across his neck.

Eve blanched. She touched the cuff of her new dress and toyed with the teeth. "How would the cat know if you got clothes or not?"

Liam pointed to the beast as it made its rounds through the party. The Yule Cat's head bent low as it sniffed through the attendees, its muzzle occasionally scrunching in disappointment before they moved on.

"Over here, kitty!"

Eve saw a handful of creatures wave the Yule Cat over. One of the larger men with horns at his brow yanked on a rope. A human man on the other end stumbled forward.

The cat's pupils widened. It crouched low, wiggling its butt before pouncing atop its first victim. The mortal man shrieked, begging others for help as the Yule Cat dug its claws into his flesh. Creatures surrounding the scene laughed and cheered.

Eve made herself turn away as nausea roiled in her stomach. "You find that kind of thing fun?"

"Not particularly," Liam said, grimacing at the gory scene. "I thought you might, though, considering you have a fetish for killing men. Or at least trying to."

"That's different," Eve hissed. "That man was innocent."

"And I'm not?"

Eve paled. "I…"

The words caught in her throat. Even if she wanted to tell him the truth, she couldn't; Sage had made sure of that. Eve glared at her shoes instead, her hands balled into fists at her sides.

"I didn't imagine you had justice to your method," Liam continued after a long beat of silence. "I'm afraid you won't find any justice here. The Unseelie Court enjoys its freedoms."

The Yule Cat moved on, its muzzle splotched in red as it happily explored the party. There was nothing left of the eaten man except a patch of snow steeped in blood.

"This party is full of monsters," she muttered to herself.

"On that, I can agree," Liam said, surprising her. "Let's make sure you and I avoid the worst of them. You've already seen the High King and his family—undoubtedly worth avoiding. Do you see that man in the red cloak?"

"There are a lot of red cloaks."

Liam's lips pressed into an annoyed line. "The one with the antlers."

Eve scanned the crowd. She came across a tall, slender man with a pair of black antlers and a cloak so deeply scarlet that she almost mistook it for blood. He moved with an ethereal grace only given to the Fae, his smile as sharp as his cheekbones. Eve watched the way his long black hair moved as the sea, rippling in waves that crested the shore.

Hair as liquid as ink. Eve suddenly remembered part of the riddle that Liam had given her weeks ago. The quest that would cure the stone-spreading disease on his body. It was the last item she needed.

"That's Lord Foxglove's son, Killian, of the Blood Court," Liam explained in a low voice. "I would stay far away from him if I were you. His court is not the kindest to mortals."

Eve scoffed. "And you are?"

"I am kinder than most you will find here." He pointed toward the other side of the clearing. "That group with the ugly pine vests over there are poisoners; neutral for the most part, but I would avoid touching them. Don't consume anything they offer you, but that goes without saying."

"Why are you telling me this?" Eve asked. Suspicion twisted in her gut; nothing in Faerie came for free, information included. "Why are you helping me?"

"It would be a waste of time if you were to die on me before you fulfilled your end of the bargain," Liam said with a sigh. "We are bound to protect each other. If you are determined to remain oblivious and risk your life, though, you have every opportunity to do so."

Liam flippantly gestured to the festivities around them. Eve had not fully been paying attention before, but now she couldn't resist. Between the carefree dancers twirling to a chaotic beat and the Faeries gorging themselves on wine and delicacies, many of the courts had found deadlier forms of entertainment.

Mortals danced until their feet bled, tears clouding their sight as their bodies jerked unceremoniously to the heavy thrum of stringed instruments. Horse-like creatures with riders infused into their backs and elongated mouths jeered and trotted around a cluster of human hostages whose bodies decayed when the creatures' mouths got too close.

Even weaker Faeries were not immune; Eve watched in horror as larger beasts plucked the wings from screaming sprites, gnomes with bloody red caps gutted unsuspecting attendants, and a slew of Faeries dined and played with discarded human entrails. Crude laughter intermingled with screams as the savage celebration carried on.

Eve watched the party spiral into madness. Her hands trembled, and she tucked them against her sides, hiding them within the folds of her cloak. This was not the place to show weakness.

"Do you see what I mean?" Liam asked. Eve gave a stiff nod. "Not all courts celebrate this way. Preece says the Seelie are more civilized in their holidays. I have never attended myself."

Why not? But Eve let the thought fade as she grew accustomed to the cruelty. Terror weaned off into grim acceptance—this was simply how things were done in the Unseelie Court.

There must be something wrong with her. Perhaps it was the shock. The longer she watched the bloody scene, the less it affected her; there was disgust, yes, but her mind kept wandering back to Nick's death and her role in it. She did not share the perverse pleasure of the Unseelie Court, yet she had participated in brutal violence just the same. How much blood on her hands did it take before she would be no different from the monsters painting the snow crimson at their feet?

"I need a moment." Eve pulled away and made for one of the buffet tables in the back. There was nothing she could eat, but she needed something to do with her fidgeting. She grabbed a leg of meat and settled against the forest's edge, as far away from the festivities as she could get. Creatures became no more than black shapes dancing against the light of the fire, their hooves and heels and toes creating a winding maze of crunched paths in the snow.

She took a deep breath. Then another. The hammering of her heart caught up to her, squeezing her chest tight enough that Eve thought she might rupture. She crouched down and squeezed her eyes shut to cut off the rest of the world. She prayed none of the Faeries noticed her. She was supposed to be the frightening one, the thing that her abusers would fear chasing them in the dark.

Why was it that she felt so weak right now?

Eve lifted her gaze—and immediately wished she hadn't. The Yule Cat sat in front of her, its gray tufts of fur dappled in scarlet as it peered down with interest. Its enormous fluffy tail flicked back and forth, but Eve couldn't tell if it was irritated or wanted to play. 

What do I do? Standing up might encourage it to pounce on her. Running away would ensure it would. The reminder of the Yule Cat swallowing the mortal whole lingered in the back of her mind. Was this how she was going to go out?

The cat's eyes followed Eve's hands—the leg of meat. Of course.

Slowly, Eve lifted the food up as an offering. The cat leaned forward and sniffed the meal. 

Gently, the Yule Cat took the leg of meat from Eve's hand. Its purr rumbled the ground she sat on, vibrating through Eve's bones as it happily trotted off with its new snack. Eve stared, amazed, as the Yule Cat curled up in front of the fire and consumed the meat with the flick of its tongue.

It's a big house cat, she thought. Eve took a shaky breath of relief and staggered to her feet. It was a miracle she could stand at all.

Eve searched for Liam or Hailey from the edge of the clearing, but neither stood out from the crowd. It was hard to make out anyone amid the array of bodies, but Eve caught sight of Logan and Preece by one of the tables of food and quietly seethed. Out of all the gore and chaos of Yule, how was it that Logan managed to escape unscathed? If anyone deserved to be eaten alive by the Yule Cat, it was him.

She turned her head away and kept searching. It wasn't safe to linger by herself. She needed to stick close to the Bone Court before someone else mistook her as another toy to play with.

Huddled in her cloak, Eve stuck to the outskirts of the clearing, avoiding direct eye contact with any of the Faeries that glanced her way. She spotted Liam snaking through the crowd when Logan turned his attention toward her. Eve tensed, hoping that something else would catch his eye. He leaned in toward Preece to say something, then made a beeline for Eve.

Shit. Eve reached for the dagger strapped to her thigh—but it was gone. In her mind's eye, Eve saw it sitting on her desk where she'd left it. She'd been too tired when she woke up to remember to bring it. Shit.

Eve pulled her hood low and pushed through the crowd in the opposite direction.

"Eve!" Her name on his tongue grated against her eardrums. Eve ducked her head, sparing only a glance over her shoulder to see how far he was. Logan, against his better judgment, pursued her, but it didn't last long. He hesitated near each group of Fae he came across, rightfully afraid to draw their attention. When Eve turned, she lost him.

Eve sagged with a sigh of relief. She didn't know what he wanted, and it didn't matter; Eve had no intention of facing him without a weapon. She turned to leave—and smacked right into one of the Fair Folk.

"Sor—" Eve's apology caught in her throat when she met the gaze of Killian Foxglove of the Blood Court.
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