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As I strolled through the flea market, the memory came unbidden: a gypsy tent awash with blood—deep reds and purples fading to brown before my eyes; the amber eye of the dragon, disembodied, palmed in the bloody hand of a child. The child looked up at me, a tiny girl with a hooked nose and silent tears streaming down her face. “My brother,” she said, before choking on her sobs. “My brother.”

I was too late to Autumnfell. Too late to save the boy from the sacrifice the birth of a dragon demands. The least I could do was save his sister. Her parents were easily glamoured into believing she had been consumed by the beast, and so that night, I helped her bundle her things into a shoulder pack and away we went, two vagabond seekers on the road to fortune.

Gypsies are a superstitious lot, and the fate of a true witch among them has never been kind. Zelda could have been burned at the stake if she angered the wrong man. Angering men seemed to be one of her talents.

“Hey, mister! How much for the old lamp?”

My reverie broken, I turned to find a greasy-haired wheeler-dealer with a paunch that told me he’d earned his keep over the years. He smelled like much-handled cash and warm peppermint, and his thick glasses magnified his eyes so much it hurt to look at him.
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