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It had been a fantastic Saturday night. 

Always our busiest nights at The Lakes, our little village’s tavern, but this one was packed to the rafters. Mikhail and I had been rehearsing our new routine all week, and we’d nailed it. Every note, every step on the stage was perfectly executed. People had been chucking coins into our basket all night. 

I collapsed on a stool in the back storeroom, our little dressing area, trying to catch my breath. Adrenaline still pumping through my body.  

Mikhail burst in, wild eyed and grinning. 

“What a night!” he crowed. “We made over seventy-five!” 

I shrieked and jumped up, grasping his arms in mine. “You’re joking,” I gasped. “Seventy-five gold?” 

He nodded enthusiastically, his bangs falling into his brown eyes. “I had Syl condense all the little coins for me at the bar,” he told me as he produced our small brown satchel. 

Even without opening it, I could see it was larger than ever before. 

I gulped. Glanced up at him. “You should get that new drum,” I told him. 

He shook his head. “We’re not talking about investments right now, Kat,” he replied, grinning at me. “We’re drinking.” 

I smiled back and flashed a quick peek in the mirror. Red face, curls pasted to my skin, all makeup I’d applied earlier destroyed. 

I flashed a frown at Mikhail. “Give me a few minutes so I can look like a human female.” 

He rolled his eyes, gripped my hand, and yanked me forward. “You’re fine,” he said. “We’re just having drinks at the bar.” 

His hand was warm, and firm, pushing my reservations out of the way. Blush rose to my cheeks as I followed him, straight out of the storeroom to the loud and rowdy bar. 

We’ve never talked about it; this is an artistic partnership and nothing else. But the chemistry between us was what made the performance work. 

We both knew it. 

At the bar, elbows braced on scarred wood, smoke curling from our rolled cigarettes, we let the night take us away. We drank and laughed until our throats ached, until the tavern crowd thinned and the fire in the hearth burned low.

By the time I staggered home, exhaustion and ale tangled in my veins. I nearly tripped on my own steps, too tired to notice the embossed envelope tucked beneath my door. It wasn’t until morning, when my head pounded and my stomach turned, that I saw it waiting.

I tore it open with clumsy fingers. One look was enough to jolt me sober. My breath caught, then I was running – barefoot, wrapped only in my housecoat, mud splashing cold against my calves as I pounded through the village streets.

By the time I reached Mikhail’s door, my chest burned, hair plastered to my temples. He yanked it open, blinking at me, shirtless and half-asleep. 

“What in the world?” he began, stifling a yawn.

I doubled over, clutching my knees, dragging air into my lungs. My legs felt like fire. He tapped one impatient foot on the porch, waiting. I glared up at him through my hair, teeth bared in something between a snarl and a gasp. I could only manage one word.

“Letter.”

I thrust it toward him with a shaking hand.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
RAVYN T. BLACKWOOD

TRIAL





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





