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Prologue: Through the Shimmer—Fenn
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The air was moist in Fenn’s nostrils and it smelled of unfamiliar chemicals. They had pushed through the Shimmer and were crouched on a firm surface, the fading remnants of kias twisting around them and leaving a lingering taste of iron on their tongue. The earth was cold and hard and wet underneath them and they pressed their palms down on to its steady familiarity and breathed deeply to ground themselves. The Shimmer was still there in their peripheral vision and they took reassurance from its presence.

They still had the bag with them, thank the Graces, slung across their body where they had arranged it for safe keeping. Fenn took additional reassurance from the heavy weight of it against their chest. Their gable-stone was on its thong around their neck, warm and familiar and inert. And Alaress was strapped across their back, securely fixed with leather sheath and straps. They had timed this arrival for the dead of night, in a place the Ternants had ascertained would be without people. Fenn had time to find somewhere secure to nest before daybreak and settle themselves to formulating the rhythm of their search.
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Chapter 1: Vagrant—Will
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Reece wasn’t going to be here, but Sergeant William Grant was glumly going through the motions. Searching the empty munitions factory where the man had once worked was a very long shot. They had to check it out though and his team had drawn the short straw. The others had gone to visit the man’s mother again. Their murderer wouldn’t be there, either, but it had to be done. Procedure. Reece had gone to ground and they’d be lucky if they caught hair nor hide of him this side of the end of the world.

He sent Sedman and Triggs round to the front entrance with the big doors that opened on to the wharf and he took the side entrance. The brisk wind off the river cut through him like a knife, despite the early summer sun that had appeared as the smog dispersed. He was pleased to get into the shelter of the person-sized archway. The steel doorway was heavily chained and barred and he drew the keys he’d got from the owner out of his pocket and picked up the padlock. It hadn’t been opened recently. It was touched with rust and when he turned the key, the lock was stiff and solid under his fingers. No-one had entered this way recently.

The tumblers clicked round and he divested the heavy door of all its trappings and pushed it open. It swung easily despite the weight and clanged back against the unfinished brickwork inside. The noise filled the echoing stillness like a ringing bell.

No-one here. Nothing here, in fact. It was a large, high room with skylights—all the better to see to make the bullets to kill you with, he thought absently. The machinery had been taken out and sold, either to other companies or for scrap. It even smelled empty, if such a thing could be said.

At one end there was a huge archway set into the brickwork that let through to another section of the factory and then another he could see opened onto the wharf. At the other end was another person-sized door that he assumed led to offices or break rooms for the munitions workers. He meandered toward it in a desultory fashion. Reece wasn’t here, and he hadn’t ever been here. But. Procedure. Will went a lot on procedure these days. He found it combated the more esoteric parts of his job that came up from time to time.

The door was ajar, and he toed it open. There were a few sets of old overalls hanging on pegs along one wall, a couple of dusty chairs, and another pile of overalls or some-such in the corner.

It took him a moment to realize there was someone curled up in them. Damn it. He’d been hoping to get home at a reasonable time, not chase a murderer across the docks in his second-best boots.

“Oi!” he said, unenthusiastically. He was trying to cultivate a more policeman-like vocabulary.

Nothing happened, so he tried again, moving closer carefully. “Hey. Wake up!” He poked the body with his foot. He was half hoping the person was dead. However, at that point, the vagrant unfolded from the heap of dirty rags in a graceful roll of uncurling limbs. Will peddled backward, rapidly and unsteadily, and then found his feet again.

Instead of the unshaven face and dubious dental hygiene he was expecting, he was faced with a very tall, very cross looking blond-haired girl, holding a very long, very sharp looking knife in an impressively steady hand. Will went for his service revolver.

He’d left it at the station.

Luckily the girl seemed as surprised as he was, and they stared at each other, immobile.

Then he noticed that the face was heavier featured and the brows bushier than a woman would have. “You’re not a girl,” Will eventually concluded. And then realized he’d spoken aloud.

“No. I am not a girl,” the...person...replied.

It was a very long knife and the hand holding it was impressively steady. Will shifted on the balls of his feet a tiny amount, getting ready in case the chap came at him. In response, the knife was raised a little.

After another pause and some more eye contact, the light voice said, “Who are you? And what do you want of me?” He didn’t sound like a maniac, but Will didn’t like being questioned at knifepoint. He’d had a couple of go-rounds with German counter-intelligence before he’d invalided out in 1915 and hadn’t enjoyed it much back then, either.

“I’m a police officer. If you could put the knife down, sir. Please.”

Another speaking pause.

“A Police Officer? A Man of the Law?”

“Er, yes. I suppose. The knife, sir?”

“You are seeking a person in particular?”

Will looked at him. Really looked at him this time, both with his eyes and his othersense. And drew in a breath.

“Bloody hell,” he said, flatly. “You’re not human.”

It was a Creature! He could feel the same not-quite-normal tingle of power from it and now that he knew, even in the dim light of the warehouse he could see the slightly too-pale skin, the too-fine features under that silver-white hair. And the not-quite-right eyes. Something about their color and what looked like an inner eyelid that blinked across at reptilian intervals whilst the gaze stayed steadily on him, behind the equally steady knife.

But it didn’t look like the Creature they had apprehended at St Katherine’s Dock a few months ago. It was beautiful, in a fey sort of way. The opposite of the twisted claws and muzzle he would have recognized first off. And that Creature’s energy had felt heavy. Greasy and oily on his tongue as he had touched it. This one felt brighter. Clean, like the edge of the knife it wielded. A tangle of music and light.

He shivered and withdrew his othersense, quickly shielding himself.

The Creature watched him curiously, head slightly tilted as if it was listening. “You work kias,” it said, eventually, knife still up.

“Kias?”

“From the Shimmer. You were touching me.”

Will didn’t say anything. What was there to say? All his personal experience and the experience of those who had taught him, told him that very shortly he would be having his throat ripped to shreds and his brain dissolved by this thing’s bare hands. And he didn’t think he stood much chance against the knife, either. But trying to take the knife was probably preferable to turning his back and running. He still had occasional nightmares about the corpses from their last big case, with their ripped-out throats. He silently cursed his own bright idea to comb the old factories in search of his errant wife murderer.

He shifted his weight very slightly again. If he was quick, he might be able to get under the knife and grab the thing’s arm. Its bones were thin and fine where they stuck out from the shirt arrangement it was wearing and there were no claws. It was worth a try.

Three breaths, a sideways feint, and he jumped forward. He grabbed for the thing’s knife arm, got his hand around it, swung and pushed...and found himself face down on the dirty floor, arms twisted up behind him, and the thing astride him. He kicked upward at its back in the approved fashion, to no avail. For such a willowy creature it was incredibly solid.

“I do not wish to hurt you,” it said in its musical voice, from above him.

“You are hurting me!” His face was grinding in the dirt and his right shoulder felt like it was dislocated. A distant part of him mourned his overcoat and the knees of his trousers. He’d fallen on his hat.

“I will let you go, and we will talk?” It eased the painful grip slightly.

The pain was making him pant and he was going to start to cough in a minute. He could feel it coming.

“Yes, yes, fine...” And there it was. He curled up and just rode it out until it was over, eyes watering, cough after cough racking through him, internally cursing his lungs, the war, gas, the collective Allied governments, and the rest of it. The thing could have started to eat him from the toes upward and he’d not have been able to twitch.

However, it didn’t take the opportunity to stab him or rip his throat out, which was what he’d been quietly dreading ever since he’d realized it wasn’t human. Instead, it knelt beside him on the floor and pulled him semi-upright, across its thighs and against its chest, with one of those thin arms holding him in place. By the time the coughing episode was over he was done in. He rested there for a bit, gasping like a fish freshly caught, while it made humming noises above him. It smelled odd. Like sand and the cacti they grew in the hot greenhouses at Kew.

Finally, he wiped the tears and snot off his face with the back of his hand and jerked away from it, so he was kneeling upright. From there, he pushed himself to his hands and knees and then to his feet, and leaned against the dirty brick wall, staring down at it. It stayed on the floor, looking up at him. Closer to it and in the better light near the open door, he could see why he’d mistaken it for a girl. It was willowy and fine-featured for a man and it had pale silver or white hair that it wore in a messy plaited tail that hung down its back. It was dressed in leathers of some kind, like tight motorcycling breeches, with a floating undershirt topped by a sleeveless jerkin, all dark colors that he couldn’t make out very well. Across it’s back was some sort of contraption of webbing that he supposed was to hold the long, wide-bladed knife that was lying on the floor beside it. It must have dropped it during their brief fight.

He wiped his sleeve across his nose and face—there was no hope for his overcoat—and they stared at each other again.

“My name is Fenn,” it said, finally. Another pause. And then, “I do not wish to fight.”

It appeared to be telling the truth. It could have taken him out without any trouble any time in the last ten or fifteen minutes and could probably still do so, given the state of his breathing and the fact that he couldn’t stay upright without bracing his hands either side of him against the scraping brickwork.

“Grant,” he said, finally. “Will Grant.” He was still breathing pretty hard.

There was another pause.

“I would put Alaress away.” It gestured to the knife on the ground. “Do not be alarmed.”

Will was about as alarmed as he could possibly be, so he just nodded, wincing at his jarred shoulder. “All right.”

It kept its eyes on him as it slowly bent to pick the knife up. Then, all in one movement, it shoved it in the webbing between its shoulder blades and stood upright again.

They regarded each other in silence.

It was probably as tall as he was, he thought, looking at it. Its eyes were a striking kind of light green, like beech leaves in the early spring, dimming a little when that second eyelid flicked across and back. It had high cheekbones and a heart-shaped face. He really couldn’t tell whether it was male or female. He supposed that didn’t really matter. It was a Creature.

“You are sick?” it asked eventually, head cocking to one side again in the same movement it had made before, like a dog listening to the post being pushed through the letterbox and trying to decide whether to bite the postman’s hand.

“Yes. No. Not any longer.” He floundered at the unexpected question.

It stared at him some more. “I have not met a human here yet,” it offered, eventually. “I have been looking for a safe nest.”

It looked to one side, through the door to his right. “Your friends come.” It twisted on its heel, stepped away from him in a curl of leather and linen, took two steps forward, and seemed to blur in his vision. He blinked. It wasn’t there.

By the time Sedman and Triggs came through the door, he had slid down the wall and was grasping his knees, breathing hard. He couldn’t remember exactly what had happened.

“I think I fell and hit my head,” he said. “Bloody lungs.”

They helped him up.

“Any sign of our Mister Reece?” asked Sedman.

“Not that I saw. What about you?”

“No. Nothing. Although, it looks like someone’s been kipping over here.” He gestured toward a pile of rags in the corner.

“Yes, it does, doesn’t it. Worth coming back tonight for a look.” He had himself upright now and was starting to feel better. He was covered in cooling sweat. Why had that been? He hadn’t been running. Had he? Perhaps he had been. He seemed to have wrenched his shoulder when he went down. He rolled it, meditatively.

“Come on. Let’s move on. It’ll be dark soon.”
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Chapter 2: Home Visit—Will
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Will’s rooms were always peaceful after the hurly-burly of a day at the Wapping police station and he relished the silence when he could get back to Great Portland Street and hole up at night. He took a long, luxurious bath to wash off the sweat of the day and put on his pajamas and dressing gown.

He was in the small galley kitchen of the flat breaking eggs for an omelet, when he heard a sharp tap on the door. He turned off the gas, put the pan to one side, and went to answer it.

A tall blonde girl stood on the step, in some sort of loose-fitting trouser-outfit.

No. Not a girl.

He remembered the day’s events in a sudden cascade and with reflex reaction went to slam the door. But the Creature was too swift for him and held it open with that surprising solidity, shoving in a foot and an elbow. It was very quick.

He opened his mouth to yell and it pressed a hand over his mouth, stepping forward right into his space and wrapping its arms around him.

“Do not shout, Will Grant,” it spoke, very quietly. “I only wish to talk.”

At the same time, it stepped right into his hallway and shoved the door shut behind it with a foot. How on earth had it got past the concierge?

“Muhmph,” he said, pushing at it. It let him go and he retreated to the other side of the hall, staring. “Did you make me forget seeing you?” he blurted.

It blushed, of all things. A definite red flush over its high cheekbones. “I tried to smooth your memories out a little, to give me a chance to hide. I did not know if it would work. Did it?”

“Yes. Until just now. I think. I think I remember now.” He passed a hand over his face and glared at it. “What do you want? Why are you here? Not just here...but here? This side of the Border?”

That puzzled head-tilt again. “The Shimmer? You call the Shimmer, the Border? Yes?”

Will nodded.

“Let us sit? You need to sit? Because you are sick?” It phrased everything as a question, watching him curiously.

“I’m not sick,” he denied, quickly. “But yes, we can sit.” He gestured to the sitting room doorway. “Through there.” He wasn’t going to let it get behind him, especially with what he remembered about the knife on its back.

It walked slowly, clearly looking around with interest at the furnishings. In the sitting room, it walked to the low, dark walnut coffee table and folded itself down upon his late grandmother’s second-best Aubusson carpet with impossible grace. He stood, just looking at it. He wondered, if he was quick enough, if he could get to the telephone and get a message out. But by the time he’d gone through the operator and made her understand, it would all be over.

“What do you want?” He circled it carefully, keeping the heavy settee between them.

“Sit.” It looked at him, that second eyelid flicking across and back spookily. The eye looked a little milky with it closed, as if it was suffering from cataract. It was starting to sound slightly irritated. He didn’t want to irritate it.

He sat in one of the large leather club armchairs on the other side of the little table.

“I’m sat. What do you want?”

It seemed to take ages to parse conversation and spoke slowly.

“You said you are an Officer of the Law?” He could hear the capitalization.

“Yes. I’m a police detective.”

Another pause.

“I, too, am an Officer of the Law.” It blinked. “I seek one who has done a Wrong Thing.”

Will’s jaw dropped a little bit.

“Who...? What sort of wrong thing?”

“They came through the Shimmer, unsanctioned. They kill. Kill your kind, humans,” it clarified. “Most especially those that use kias.” Will was struck speechless. The Creature watched him calmly, looking around carefully from its seat on the carpet. “Do you live here alone, Will Grant?” it asked.

He flinched.

“There is no need to fear me,” it reiterated. “I seek one who has killed beyond the Shimmer and fled away through it. I need your help as an Officer of Law. I will not harm you.”

“What are you looking for?” Will asked. His voice wasn’t quite steady. “A monster?” and “How do you know my name?”

“We exchanged names earlier today. Perhaps you forgot that also? I am Fenn.” Again, that strange pause, as if it was translating in its head. “It is called a—” it paused, “...I cannot find the right word. You call it a Creature? Yes?” It looked politely inquiring.

“Are you reading my mind?” Will snapped.

It blushed. “Er. A little. Yes. To find the words. Only on the surface. I do not look underneath. It is a convenience. So we can talk to one another.” Will pushed his hands up through his still-damp hair and found himself pulling his knees up in front of him in a childish defensive pose. He wrapped his arms around his legs and continued to stare. The Creature—Fenn—continued to speak. “Please, Will Grant. I need help. I came through the Shimmer a week ago and I have been searching for the Creature I was...” that seeking pause “...tracking. It escaped from us in the Outlands and one had to come in pursuit. I was tasked to come after it.” Fenn passed his hands over his face and then looked straight at him again. “I am lost, and I am alone, and I cannot find the evil thing I was seeking, and I need your help.” He paused again and sniffed, delicately. “And, I am hungry.”

Will put his feet back on the carpet and put his elbows on his knees. “Hungry?”

“You were preparing food when I arrived. I can smell it.”

That, he could deal with. “I was making food. An omelet. Eggs. Do you want some?” He still eyed it warily.

“I am hungry.”

“Food, then. In the kitchen. It’s small. You can stay here.” He could maybe telephone from the hall while he was out of sight. Fenn got to his feet as gracefully as he’d sat and stood looking at him.

“You wish to call for help?” He squinted at him.

“I thought you weren’t reading my mind?”

“I couldn’t help it.” Again, that blush. “Your thought was very loud. Who do you wish to call?”

There was no point not saying it out loud if the stranger could read his thoughts. “A superior. Colleagues. They know about kias. Some of them work it.”

“They will want to hurt me?”

“Maybe. I’m not sure I don’t want to, yet.” Will wasn’t going to pull his punches. “One of our jobs is to deal with Creatures from the Outlands. That come from beyond the Border.”

Fenn looked at him again with that strange tilt of his head and this time he felt a sensation like someone tickling behind his ear, but inside his skull. “Call them, then. I can protect myself if needs be. And it will make you feel better. Call, then and we can eat your eggs while they come here.”
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Chapter 3: Will’s Flat—Alec
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The telephone on his desk rang and Alec answered it automatically. “Wapping Police Station. Detective Inspector Carter speaking.” He dropped the official tone when he realized who it was. “What do you need, Grant? I thought you’d gone home for the night?”

He sat back in his chair, the stem of the phone in his hand, and listened with increasingly raised eyebrows. Grant wasn’t usually hysterical. He didn’t sound hysterical now. Just...tense. “I’ll collect Tyler and come over. A police officer from the Outlands, eh?”

Will sounded like he heard the sarcasm clearly despite the tinny telephone line and greeted it with a long-suffering sigh. “Just get here, Alec. I don’t think he’s dangerous. But I’m out of my depth. And bring that magician of yours.”

“He’s not my magician. But I’ll bring him. Give me an hour.” Alec hung up with alacrity. He hated the telephone, it was just another way for people to pester him.

****
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IT WAS JUST UNDER AN hour by the time Alec hammered on the door of Grant’s flat. Will lived in a new building off Piccadilly, of all places. The man never spoke about coming from money or having any sort of private income—why should he, Alec supposed—but it was clear something more than a police detective’s weekly wage paid these sorts of bills.

Lew had been finishing up whatever he’d gone into the newspaper to do when Alec went to collect him. McGovern still had him working on the upcoming exposé of the Florish Gang, Alec thought. They had a sort of gentleman’s agreement that if what Lew was investigating for the paper came too close to Alec’s professional interests, they pretended the topic didn’t exist. They’d left Lew’s Triumph at the paper and come straight to Piccadilly in the little police Model-T Alec used.

Lew hadn’t been best pleased to be pulled out of the office, although his colleagues knew he consulted for the department. He’d told Alec a couple of weeks before that he was worried about people finding out they were friends. Alec couldn’t see the problem—they were friends, for goodness sake, everything else aside—but Lew was cautious. Alec supposed he was still getting to grips with living in a whole new century. It wasn’t a problem. He was happy to spend time with Lew whenever he could, whether it was because of work or well, just because.

When Will finally answered the door, it was clear that he had, indeed, intended to be off for the evening. He’d changed into slacks and a sweater. “Come in,” he said, quietly, stepping back to let them both pass. “He’s in here. She’s in here, I mean. I can’t tell whether it’s male or female.” He gestured to an open door at the end of the hallway.

Alec stepped through.

There was a girl with a sword standing by Will’s settee. The sword was more or less pointing at the floor. But still. It wasn’t what Alec expected when he visited his sergeant at home.

“What?” Alec said, intelligently, stepping back into Lew, who was close behind him.

“What?” Lew answered, reflexively, unable to see past Alec’s shoulder.

The girl raised the sword a bit. Alec stepped back further, and Lew slid round to stand beside him. Alec didn’t like that much. He’d rather be between a sword and Lew, even one held by a girl.

Will stepped forward beside them both and eyed them all cautiously. “Fenn, this is Detective Inspector Carter, and this is Mr. Tyler, who also works with us. Neither of them will hurt you. Please, put the long-knife down.” He glanced at Alec, who realized he had his hand on his Webley. He’d taken to wearing it all the time after the debacle at the tobacco warehouse. His superiors hadn’t said anything to him about it so far.

He could feel Lew starting to tingle with Pull beside him. He’d learned to notice that much in the previous few weeks, although most of this magical stuff still went over his head.

Will continued, “Please. Boss, Tyler, sit down. This is Fenn. He says he needs our help.”

The girl...person...Grant was right, Alec couldn’t tell whether they were male or female either...carefully put the sword down on the floor by the chair, although she didn’t put it back in what Alec assumed was its sheath, a mess of leather straps at her feet. She remained standing.

Alec took off his hat and coat without taking his eyes off her and threw them on the dining table. Lew followed his example.

“Tea?” Will asked, raising a brow at Alec, probably just to see him snort. It was a sort of running joke they used to defuse tension. “No, honestly, it’s no trouble, old chap!” Will used his politest drawing room voice.

“Thank you, no,” Alec replied automatically, and then mentally kicked himself for falling for it. He remained standing, trying to keep himself slightly in front of Lew.

Lew finally spoke. “What are you?” he said, staring at Fenn.

Fenn frowned. “What do you mean, what am I? I am an Officer of the Law.”

Lew frowned back. “No. I mean what species are you? Like, we’re human. What are you?” He paused. “We’ve never met anything from the Outlands that wasn’t trying to kill us.”

Fenn glared, clearly incensed. “I do not wish to kill you.” Something flickered across her eye. Christ. She had a third eyelid. Alec glanced at Will. What the hell had he gotten them into this time?

Lew looked at the Creature steadily. “I don’t think you do. But you’re different to the Creatures we know are on the other side of the Border. They’re hungry for energy and they kill to get it. They look nothing like you. They have wings for a start. So, what are you? And what are they? Is that what you’re hunting?”

That translucent eyelid flickered again as they all surveyed each other. Then the girl seemed to half-laugh, and sat, breaking the tension. The others slowly followed her to the worn leather chairs around the coffee table. She leaned forward, workmanlike, feet planted flat on the floor, elbows on her knees, head bent a little, and the plait of fair hair falling forward over her shoulder.

“We call them ‘Carnas.’ The Wild Ones.” She raised her head and looked at Lew. “They drain kias—er, energy? And leave a body with...a soft brain? Yes? And they will also kill with claws and teeth. By ripping at the throat, usually.”

Lew flinched visibly, and Alec had to suppress an automatic desire to touch him. “Yes. That’s right,” he said.

“And you know this how, Lew Tyler?”

Alec interrupted. “Because his friend is in hospital, still, recovering from an attack. Two months ago.”

Fenn became motionless. “She lived?”

Lew spoke again. “She was strong. She turned the Pull back to herself, so it didn’t drain her. But she can no longer Work. It’s all gone. She can’t even feel the energy now.”

“You killed it?”

“No,” Will jumped in. “It escaped. And it’s gone to ground. We haven’t heard sight nor sound of it since. Or been able to track it.”

“And the Young?”

Alec didn’t understand. “What?”

“The Young? What of its Young?”

There was a flabbergasted pause where they all stared at Fenn. Then Alec spoke. “It was female? It had offspring?”

“Offspring. Yes. Or a clutch of eggs.”

****
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IT HADN’T OCCURRED to any of them that there may have been spawn involved. Lew spoke first. “Shit,” he said, pithily, rubbing his face on his hands. “I thought we were done with this until it popped up again. That we just had to practice, then catch it and kill it.”

Fenn looked at him, sadly. “No-one is ever done with this, Lewis Tyler,” she said, voice soft. “Tell me about your friend. What happened to her?”

Lew looked at her woodenly. “She Pulled energy back from the Creature when we were trying to kill it. We think it tried to Pull from her, but she managed to turn it around. And although it mauled her, she survived. She’s been in the hospital since, drifting in and out of consciousness. Her ability to Work is completely gone.” He blinked. He didn’t like to talk about it at all, even to Alec, although Alec knew he was there every day he could manage it. “Her body is healing, slowly. But her skill hasn’t come back.”

Fenn looked down at her hands and then back at Lew. “May I see her? I may be able to help. And I may be able to sense something about the Carnas—if there were eggs—if I touch her. Because she was so close to it.”

Lew glanced over to Alec. “Alec? What do you think?”

Alec had been quiet, watching them all and listening to the conversation with as blank a face as he could manage, thinking furiously. “How do we know you are what you say you are?” he asked finally. “You could be anyone for all we know.”

Fenn leveled an equally assessing stare back at him. “Your friend has touched my kias. He can tell you what I am and am not.” They looked at Grant. “Tell them what you felt, Will Grant.”

Alec looked at him too, arching one eyebrow in an excessive parody of patience. “We met down in the warehouses earlier today,” Grant said.

Alec felt his eyebrow rise even further, which should have been impossible. “And you didn’t think to report this when you came back in this afternoon?”

Grant coughed uncomfortably. “I didn’t remember.”

“I smoothed Will Grant’s memory of our encounter,” Fenn interjected. “He did not remember until I arrived here this evening.”

Alec eyed Fenn warily. “So, you could blank this meeting out of all of our minds when we’ve finished it?”

“No. No! It does not work like that.” Fenn seemed distressed. “It is hard to do and it is uncertain whether it will work. And not something I can do to more than one person at a time.” She grimaced. “I only did it to keep myself safe when I met with Will Grant by chance this morning. I have been seeking the Carnas for a few days now and have had no luck. When I realized he was a man of the law, I wanted to ask for his help. But I needed to make sure it was safe for me first.”

“And you think it’s safe for you now?” Alec felt his face set.

Fenn returned his steady gaze. “I have taken that risk, whether it is safe for me or unsafe. It is in your hands, Inspector Carter.” She drew a breath. “I am tasked with finding the Carnas and the young and bringing them home. I would like your help. And I may be able to help Mr. Tyler’s friend.” She turned toward Lew as he spoke.

“What do you mean?” Lew’s face was blank.

“I have a certain amount of skill at healing wounds made by kias. And helping repair damage to kias itself, come to that. If your friend is not recovering as she should, I may be able to correct what has gone wrong with her kias, if that is the cause of the problem.” Fenn raised a hand. “But I cannot say for sure until I see her.” Her eyes were kind on Lew, the nictating membrane drawn all the way back. Was that a show of good faith? Allowing someone to see into his eyes properly? Alec wasn’t getting anything but a genuine feeling from Fenn. But he’d been wrong before. Occasionally.

Grant clearly couldn’t take his eyes off the strange person. He was transfixed. And Fenn kept flicking her eyes toward Grant, too, almost for reassurance. Alec supposed that Grant was the first person Fenn had met...perhaps she could read Grant better than the rest of them and was checking to see how he was responding to what they were saying.

Grant stepped forward, filling the conversational space. “That might be a help, Tyler. If we can get Miss Fonteyne back on her feet again and at the same time pinpoint where the Creature is?”

Lew was eyeing Fenn cautiously. “Yes. It would be helpful. But we only have your word on this.” He looked at Grant and Alec. “I want to check a few things, first.”

Alec looked back at him. “What sort of things?”

“I’ll tell you later.” Lew was inscrutable.

Fenn was watching all of them now, carefully. “I need your help,” she stated again. “I am not used to the territory here. I do not want to cause worry or damage to property. My Ternants...my Council...do not wish for me to cause distress or come to the notice of the people here. I am to carry out my task and either bring the Carnas and the eggs or young back to them or destroy them both, as quickly and quietly as possible. The Shimmer must hold. It must not be used by individuals for their own profit. The Ternants control the Carnas and use them to police the Shimmer.”

She looked around at them all. “I do not know how your world works. I do not know how you use kias. I am adrift here and I need your guidance.” She looked at Grant. “Teach me these things, Will Grant. Help me capture the Carnas and take the eggs back to the Ternants. Perhaps we can learn from each other?”

Grant looked at Alec, who looked at Lew. Lew looked back for a moment, biting his lip, and then nodded. Alec turned to Grant and included Fenn in the look. “Very well. We’ll make inquiries about taking you to see Miss Fonteyne. It depends upon her health, which is frail. Until then, you stay with Detective Sergeant Grant. Yes?”

Fenn blinked her third eyelid. “Yes. Very well.” She looked at Grant. “If that is agreeable to you, Will Grant?”

Grant glared at Alec. “Very well. We can try and search some more of the docks, if that’s where you think the eggs might be. And I can keep an eye open for Reece at the same time.” He glared at Fenn as well. “Unless I already found him, and you erased my memory?”

Fenn did that rueful half smile again. “No. I did not. You appeared to be searching for something when we met. I thought you were looking for the eggs.” She reached down to the sword-harness on the floor. “Let us begin again.”
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Chapter 4: Awakening
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Shivering and clammy, the Carnas awoke in the darkness. It couldn’t move. It was curled into a tight, damp ball, covered in a sheen of freezing damp.

Its eyes were closed. It opened them. It was in a place of total darkness. It shut them again.

Its body was reassuringly cold, wings folded tight against its back. It was wedged in a corner or hole somewhere. It could feel the walls pressing against it. When it was threatened its instinct was to hide.

Its body hurt. There had been fire. It had been trying to return to its home in the Outlands. It was lost.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE LOST IN TIME TRILOGY: BOOK 2

’
SHADOWS on
rHE BORDER

THE BORDER MAGIC UNIVERSE





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





