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      P Is for Preternatural


      

      Notation to the Records, Subject P-464-AT, Alexia Tarabotti


      

      Archivist: Mr. Phinkerlington, junior clerk, aethographic transmission specialist, second class


      

      Subject P-464-AT is with child, sire unknown. Subject removed from London. Subject detached from Shadow Council. Position

            of muhjah vacant.


      

      Notation to the Notation to the Records, Subject P-464-AT, Alexia Tarabotti


      

      Archivist: Mr. Haverbink, field agent, recognizance and munitions expert, first class


      

      Subject P-464-AT’s pregnancy confirmed as direct result of union with Subject W-57790-CM, werewolf. Impregnation duly verified by scientists in good standing and by Italian Templars (preternatural breeding program discontinued circa 1805).

            (Please note: Templars classified as Threat to the Commonwealth of the Highest Order, yet their research in this is rated

            Unimpeachable.) Subject P-464-AT reinstated as muhjah.


      

      Addendum to the Notation to the Notation to the Records, Subject P-464-AT, Alexia Tarabotti


      

      Archivist: Professor Lyall, field agent, secretary prime (aka Subject W-56889-RL)


      

      Werewolf howlers consulted on progeny. Child most likely a soul-stealer (aka skin-stalker or flayer). Templar records reported to indicate this implies ability to be both mortal and immortal. Potentate, Lord Akeldama (aka

            Subject V-322-XA), concurs. Subject P-464-AT says she believes “the horrible man said something along the lines of… a

            creature that can both walk and crawl and that rides the soul as a knight will ride his steed.” (Please note: suspect “horrible

            man” is reference to Florentine preceptor of the Knights Templar.)


      

      Only previous recorded example of a soul-stealer was Al-Zabba (aka Zenobia, Queen of the Palmyrene, no subject number). Understood

            to be related to Subject V-322-XA, Akeldama. (He won’t reveal the details—you know vampires.) Zenobia most likely result of union between Vampire

            Queen and Male Preternatural (subjects unknown). It is thus impossible to say if her abilities will be comparable to those

            of the forthcoming Subject P-464-AT progeny, as this child is the result of Female Preternatural and Alpha Werewolf union.

            In either case, type of manifestation unknown.


      

      Suggest new classification for progeny: M for metanatural.


      

      Additional Addendum for Consideration: Vampires clearly desire progeny eliminated, at expense of Subject P-464-AT. It is this

            archivist’s belief that it is in the best interest of the Commonwealth to see this child born, for scientific purposes if

            nothing else. Have consulted with Subject V-322-XA, Akeldama, and believe we have a solution to vampire negativity.
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      In Which Lady Alexia Maccon Waddles


      

      Five months! Five months you—dare I say it—gentlemen have been sitting on this little scheme of yours and only now you decide to inform me of it!” Lady Alexia Maccon did not

         enjoy being surprised by declarations of intent. She glared at the men before her. Fully grown, and a goodly number of centuries

         older than she, yet they still managed to look like shamefaced little boys.

      


      

      The three gentlemen, despite identical expressions of sheepishness, were as dissimilar as men of fashion and social standing

         could possibly be. The first was large and slightly unkempt. His perfectly tailored evening jacket draped about massive shoulders

         with a degree of reluctance, as if it were well aware that it was worn under sufferance. The other two existed in far more

         congenial partnerships with their apparel, although, with the first, dress was a matter of subtlety and, with the second,

         a form of artistic, nigh declamatory, expression.

      


      

      Lady Maccon was not looking fearsome enough to inspire feelings of embarrassment in any gentleman, fashionable or no. Perilously close to her confinement at almost eight

         months, she had the distinct appearance of a stuffed goose with bunions.

      


      

      “We didna want to worry you overly,” ventured her husband. His voice was gruff in an attempt at calm solicitude. The Earl

         of Woolsey’s tawny eyes were lowered, and his hair might actually have been dampened.

      


      

      “Oh, and the constant vampire death threats are so very restful for a woman in my condition?” Alexia was having none of it.

         Her voice was shrill enough to disturb Lord Akeldama’s cat, normally a most unflappable creature. The chubby calico opened

         one yellow eye and yawned.

      


      

      “But isn’t it the most perfect solution, my little lilac bush?” exalted Lord Akeldama, petting the cat back into purring, boneless relaxation. The vampire’s

         discomfiture was the most manufactured of the three. There was a twinkle in his beautiful eyes, however downcast. It was the

         twinkle of a man about to get his own way.

      


      

      “What, to lose possession of my own child? For goodness’ sake, I may be soulless and I am, admittedly, not precisely maternal,

         but I am by no means heartless. Really, Conall, how could you agree to this? Without consulting me!”

      


      

      “Wife, did you miss the fact that the entire pack has been on constant bodyguard duty for the past five months? It’s exhausting,

         my dear.”

      


      

      Lady Maccon adored her husband. She was particularly fond of the way he strode about shirtless in a fit of pique, but she

         was finding she didn’t actually like him at the moment—the fathead. She was also suddenly hungry, a terrible bother, as it

         distracted her from her irritation.

      


      

      “Oh, indeed, and how do you think I feel being on the receiving end of such constant supervision? But, Conall, adoption!” Alexia stood and began to pace about. Or, to be more precise, waddle fiercely. For once, she was blind to the gilded beauty

         of Lord Akeldama’s drawing room. I should have known better than to agree to a meeting here, she thought. Something untoward always occurs in Lord Akeldama’s drawing room.


      

      “The queen thinks it’s a good plan.” That was Professor Lyall joining the fray. His was probably the most genuine regret,

         as he disliked confrontation. He was also the one truly responsible for this plot, unless Alexia was very wrong in her estimation

         of his character.

      


      

      “Bully for the ruddy queen. Absolutely not—I refuse.”


      

      “Now, Alexia, my dearest, be reasonable.” Her husband was trying to wheedle. He wasn’t very good at it—wheedling looked odd

         on a man of his proportions and monthly inclinations.

      


      

      “Reasonable? Go boil your head in reasonable!”


      

      Lord Akeldama tried a new tactic. “I have already converted the room next to mine into a positively charming nursery, my little

         pomegranate seed.”

      


      

      Lady Maccon was really quite shocked to hear that. She paused in her wrath and her waddling to blink at the vampire in surprise.

         “Not your second closet? Never that.”

      


      

      “Indeed. You see how seriously I am taking this, my dearest petal? I have relocated clothing for you.”

      


      

      “For my child, you mean.” But Alexia was impressed despite herself.


      

      She looked to Lyall for assistance and tried desperately to calm herself and behave as practically as possible. “And this

         will stop the attacks?”

      


      

      Professor Lyall nodded, pushing his spectacles up with one finger. They were an affectation—he had no need of them—but they gave him something to hide behind. And something to fiddle

         with. “I believe so. I have not, of course, been able to consult with any queens outright. The hives refuse to admit to an

         extermination mandate, and BUR has not yet determined how to prove definitively the vampires are”—he coughed gently—“trying

         to kill your child. And by default, you.”

      


      

      Alexia knew that the Bureau of Unnatural Registry was handicapped by a combination of paperwork and proper appearances. That

         is to say, because it was the enforcing body for England’s supernatural and preternatural subjects, it had to seem at all

         times to be obeying its own laws, including those that guaranteed the packs and the hives some level of autonomy and self-governance.

      


      

      “Monsieur Trouvé’s homicidal mechanical ladybugs?”


      

      “Never did trace the vampires’ agent in Europe.”


      

      “The exploding gravy boat?”


      

      “No appreciable evidence left behind.”


      

      “The flaming Mongolian poodle?”


      

      “No connection to any known dealer.”


      

      “The poisoned dirigible meal that Mr. Tunstell consumed in my stead?”


      

      “Well, given the general foulness of food while floating, that could simply have been a coincidence.” Professor Lyall removed

         his spectacles and began to clean the clear lenses with a spotless white handkerchief.

      


      

      “Oh, Professor Lyall, are you making a funny? It doesn’t suit you.”


      

      The sandy-haired Beta gave Lady Maccon a dour look. “I am exploring new personality avenues.”


      

      “Well, stop it.”


      

      “Yes, my lady.”

      


      

      Alexia straightened her spine as much as her protruding belly would allow and looked down her nose at Professor Lyall where

         he sat, legs crossed elegantly. “Explain to me how you have arrived at this solution. Also, given that you have not proposed

         this scheme to the hives, how do you know with such confidence that it will stop this annoying little tick they seem to have

         developed wherein they continually try to murder me?”

      


      

      Professor Lyall looked helplessly at his coconspirators. Lord Maccon, with a wide grin, slouched back into the golden velvet

         settee, making it creak in protest. Neither Lord Akeldama nor any of his drones were built to Lord Maccon’s scale. The couch

         was overwhelmed by the experience. It had this in common with a good deal of furniture.

      


      

      Lord Akeldama merely continued to twinkle unhelpfully.


      

      Clearly surmising that he had been left out to dry, Professor Lyall took a long breath. “How did you know it was my idea?”


      

      Alexia crossed her arms over her very ample chest. “My dear sir, give me some credit.”

      


      

      Professor Lyall put his glasses back on. “Well, we know that the vampires are afraid of what your child could be, but I think

         they are wise enough to know that if raised with the proper precautions, even the most natural-born predator will behave in

         an entirely civilized fashion. You, for example.”

      


      

      Alexia raised an eyebrow.


      

      Her husband snorted derisively.


      

      Professor Lyall refused to be intimidated. “You may be a tad outrageous, Lady Maccon, but you are always civilized.”

      


      

      “Hear, hear,” added Lord Akeldama, raising a long-stemmed glass and then taking a sip of the pink fizzy drink within.

      


      

      Lady Maccon inclined her head. “I shall take that as a compliment.”


      

      Professor Lyall soldiered bravely on. “It is vampire nature to believe that any vampire, even—you’ll pardon the insult, my

         lord—Lord Akeldama, will instill the correct ethical code in a child. A vampire father would ensure the baby is kept away

         from the corruption of Americans, Templars, and other like-minded antisupernatural elements. And, of course, you, Lord and

         Lady Maccon. Simply put, the hives will feel like they are in control, and all death threats should stop as a result.”

      


      

      Alexia looked at Lord Akeldama. “Do you agree with that prediction?”


      

      Lord Akeldama nodded. “Yes, my dearest marigold.”

      


      

      The earl was beginning to look less annoyed and more thoughtful.


      

      Professor Lyall continued. “Lord Akeldama seemed the best solution.”


      

      Lord Maccon wrinkled his nose at that and huffed derisively.


      

      Professor Lyall, Lord Akeldama, and Alexia all pretended not to hear.


      

      “He is more powerful than any other rove in the area. He has a goodly number of drones. He is centrally located, and as potentate,

         he carries the authority of Queen Victoria. Few would dare interfere with his household.”

      


      

      Lord Akeldama tapped Lyall playfully with the back of one hand. “Dolly, you flatterer, you.”


      

      Professor Lyall ignored this. “He is also your friend.”


      

      Lord Akeldama looked up to his ceiling, as though contemplating possible new canoodling for the painted cherubs depicted there.

         “I have also implied that because of a certain unmentionable incident this winter, the hives owe me a debt of honor. My potentate

         predecessor may have taken matters into his own lily-white hands, but the fact remains that the hives should have exerted some control over his activities on their behalf. His kidnapping of my droney poo was utterly inexcusable, and they are very well aware of that little fact. I hold a blood debt and intend to bite them back with this arrangement.”

      


      

      Alexia looked at her friend. His posture and demeanor were as relaxed and frivolous as ever, but there was a hardness about

         his mouth that suggested he actually meant what he was saying. “That is a rather serious statement coming from you, my lord.”

      


      

      The vampire smiled, showing fang. “Better revel in the experience, my little cream puff. It will probably never occur again.”

      


      

      Lady Maccon nibbled at her lower lip and went to sit in one of Lord Akeldama’s more upright chairs. She found it tricky these

         days to extract herself from couches and love seats and preferred simply not to get involved with plushy furniture.

      


      

      “Oh, I can’t think.” She rubbed at her belly, annoyed at the fuzziness in her own brain, the persistent product of lack of

         sleep, physical discomfort, and hunger. She seemed to spend all her time either eating or dozing—sometimes dozing while eating

         and, once or twice, eating while dozing. Pregnancy had given her a new window into the human capacity for consumption.

      


      

      “Oh, blast it, I’m positively starving.”


      

      Instantly, all three men proffered up comestibles extracted from inner waistcoat pockets. Professor Lyall’s offering was a

         ham sandwich wrapped in brown paper, Lord Maccon’s a weather-beaten apple, and Lord Akeldama’s a small box of Turkish delight.

         Months of training had seen the entire werewolf household running attendance on an increasingly grumpy Alexia and learning,

         to a man, that if food was not provided promptly, fur might fly, or worse, Lady Maccon would start to weep. As a result, several

         of the pack now crinkled as they moved, having desperately stashed snacks all about their personage.

      


      

      Alexia opted for all three offerings and began to eat, starting with the Turkish delight. “So you are genuinely disposed toward

         adopting my child?” she asked Lord Akeldama between bites, and then looked at her husband. “And you are willing to allow it?”

      


      

      The earl lost his amused attitude and knelt before his wife, looking up at her. He put his hands on her knees. Even through

         all her layers of skirts, Alexia could feel the wide roughness of his palms. “I’m taxing BUR and the pack to keep you safe,

         wife. I’ve even contemplated calling in the Coldsteam Guards.” Curse him for looking so handsome when he came over all bashful

         and sincere. It quite undid her resolve. “Not that I would do it any differently. I protect my own. But Queen Victoria would

         be livid if I pulled military strings in a personal matter. Well, more livid than she already is over my killing the potentate.

         We must be clever. They’re older and craftier and they’ll keep trying. We canna continue on like this for the rest of our

         child’s life.”

      


      

      Perhaps he has learned something about pragmatism being married to me, Alexia thought. Oh, but why’d he have to turn all sensible now? She tried desperately not to fly into a tizzy over his unilateral handling of the situation. She knew that it cost Conall a terrible price to admit to

         any kind of inability. He liked to think he was all-powerful.

      


      

      She cupped his cheek with her gloved hand. “But this is our baby.”

      


      

      “Do you have a better solution?” It was an honest question. He was genuinely hoping she could think up an alternative.


      

      Alexia shook her head, trying not to come over mawkish. Then she firmed up her mouth. “Very well.” She turned to Lord Akeldama.

         “If you intend to take possession of my child, then I’m moving in, too.”

      


      

      Lord Akeldama didn’t miss a beat. He opened his arms wide as though to embrace her. “Darlingest of Alexias, welcome to the family.”

      


      

      “You do realize I may have to take up residence in your other closet?”


      

      “Sacrifices, sacrifices.”


      

      “What? Absolutely not.” Lord Maccon stood and glared down at his wife.


      

      Lady Maccon got that look on her face. “I’m already in London two nights a week for the Shadow Council. I’ll come in on Wednesday and stay through

         to Monday, spend the rest of the week at Woolsey.”

      


      

      The earl could do math. “Two nights? You’ll give me two nights?! Unacceptable.”


      

      Alexia wouldn’t budge. “You’re in town on BUR business most evenings yourself. You can see me then.”


      

      “Alexia,” said Lord Maccon on a definite growl, “I refuse to petition for visiting rights with my own wife!”


      

      “Tough cheese. I am also this child’s mother. You are forcing me to choose.”


      

      “Perhaps, if I may?” Professor Lyall interjected.

      


      

      Lord and Lady Maccon glowered at him. They enjoyed arguing with each other almost as much as they enjoyed any other intimate

         activity.

      


      

      Professor Lyall called upon the sublime confidence of the truly urbane. “The house adjacent is to let. If Woolsey were to

         take it on as a town residence, my lord…? You and Lady Maccon could maintain a room here at Lord Akeldama’s but pretend

         to live next door. This would keep up the appearance of separation for when the child arrives. You, Lord Maccon, could spend

         meals and so forth with members of the pack while they are in town. Of course, parts of the month everyone would have to return

         to Woolsey for security purposes, and there’s hunting and runs to consider. But it might work, as a temporary compromise.

         For a decade or two.”

      


      

      “Will the vampires object?” Alexia rather liked the idea. Woolsey Castle was a little too far outside of London for her taste,

         and those buttresses—positively excessive.

      


      

      “I don’t believe so. Not if it is made absolutely clear that Lord Akeldama has complete parental control, proper documentation

         and all. And we manage to keep up pretenses.”

      


      

      Lord Akeldama was amused. “Dolly, darling, so deliciously unprecedented—a wolf pack living directly next to a vampire such as moi.”

      


      

      The earl frowned. “My marriage was also unprecedented.”


      

      “True, true.” Lord Akeldama was on a roll. He swept to his feet, dumping the cat unceremoniously off his lap, and began sashaying

         about the room. This evening he wore highly polished oxblood boots and white velvet jodhpurs with a red riding jacket. It was all purely decorative. Vampires rarely rode—most horses would have none of it—and Lord Akeldama

         disdained the sport as disastrous to one’s hair. “Dolly, I adore this plan! Alexia, sugar drop, you must make over your town house to complement mine. Robin’s-egg blue with silver detailing, don’t you think? We could

         plant lilac bushes. I do so love lilac bushes.”

      


      

      Professor Lyall was not to be sidetracked. “Do you believe it will work?”


      

      “Robin’s-egg blue and silver? Of course. It will look divine.”

      


      

      Alexia hid a smile.


      

      “No.” Professor Lyall possessed infinite patience, whether dealing with Lord Maccon’s temper, Lord Akeldama’s purposeful obtuseness,

         or Lady Maccon’s antics. Being a Beta, Alexia figured, must be rather like being the world’s most tolerant butler. “Will having your vampire residence adjacent to a werewolf pack work?”

      


      

      Lord Akeldama raised his monocle. Like Lyall’s spectacles, it was entirely artificial. But he did love the accessory so. He

         had several, set with different gemstones and in different metals to match any outfit.

      


      

      The vampire regarded the two werewolves in his drawing room through the small circle of glass. “You are rather more civilized

         under my dear Alexia’s tutelage. I suppose it could be tolerated, so long as I do not have to dine with you. And, Lord Maccon,

         might we have words on the proper tying of a cravat? For my sanity’s sake?”

      


      

      Lord Maccon was nonplussed.


      

      Professor Lyall, on the other hand, was pained. “I do what I can.”


      

      Lord Akeldama looked at him, pity in his eyes. “You are a brave man.”

      


      

      Lady Maccon interjected at this juncture. “And you wouldn’t mind Conall and myself occasionally in residence?”


      

      “If you see to the cravat situation, I suppose I could surrender yet another closet to the cause.”


      

      Alexia swallowed down a broad grin and tried to be as serious as humanly possible. “You are a noble man.”


      

      Lord Akeldama tilted his head in gracious acceptance of the accolade. “Whoever thought I would have a werewolf living in my

         closet?”

      


      

      “Hobgoblins under the bed?” suggested Lady Maccon, allowing her grin to emerge.


      

      “La, butterball, I should be so lucky.” A gleam entered the vampire’s eyes, and he brushed his blond hair flirtatiously off his neck. “I suppose your

         pack must spend a good deal of time underdressed?”

      


      

      The earl rolled his eyes, but Professor Lyall was not above a little bribery. “Or not dressed at all.”


      

      Lord Akeldama nodded in pleasure. “Oh, my darling boys are going to love this new arrangement. They often take a keen interest in remarking upon the activities of our neighbors.”

      


      

      “Oh, dear,” muttered Lord Maccon under his breath.


      

      Biffy remained unmentioned, although everyone was thinking about him. Alexia, being Alexia, decided she would bring the taboo

         subject out into the open. “Biffy is going to be pleased.”

      


      

      Silence met that statement.


      

      Lord Akeldama assumed a forced lightness of tone. “How is the newest member of the Woolsey Pack?”

      


      

      In truth, Biffy was not adjusting as well as anyone would like. He still fought the change each month and refused to try shifting

         of his own volition. He obeyed Lord Maccon implicitly, but there was no joy in it. The result was that he was having trouble

         learning any modicum of control and had to be locked away more nights than not because of this weakness.

      


      

      However, not being inclined to confide in a vampire, Lord Maccon only said gruffly, “The pup is well enough.”


      

      Lady Maccon frowned. Had she and Lord Akeldama been alone, she might have said something to him of Biffy’s tribulations, but

         as it was, she let her husband handle it. If they, indeed, moved in to Lord Akeldama’s neighborhood and home, he would find

         out the truth of the matter soon enough.

      


      

      She made a dictatorial gesture at Conall.


      

      Rather like a trained dog—although no one would dare suggest the comparison to any werewolf—Lord Maccon stood, offering both

         his hands. He hoisted his wife to her feet. During the last few months, Alexia had taken to using him thus on multiple occasions.

      


      

      Professor Lyall stood as well.


      

      “So it’s decided?” Alexia looked at the three supernatural gentlemen.


      

      They all nodded at her.


      

      “Excellent. I shall have Floote make the arrangements. Professor, can you leak our relocation to the papers so that the vampires

         find out? Lord Akeldama, if you would use your very own special distribution methods as well?”

      


      

      “Of course, my little dewdrop.”

      


      

      “At once, my lady.”


      

      “You and I”—Lady Maccon grinned up at her husband, immersing herself, albeit briefly, in his tawny eyes—“have packing to do.”

      


      

      He sighed, no doubt contemplating the pack’s reaction to the fact that their Alpha was about to reside, at least part of the

         time, in town. The Woolsey Pack was not exactly renowned for its interest in high society. No pack was. “How do you manage

         to drag me into such situations, wife?”

      


      

      “Oh”—Alexia stood on tiptoe and leaned in to kiss the tip of his nose, balancing her belly against his strong frame—“you love

         it. Just think how terribly dull your life was before I came into it.”

      


      

      The earl gave her a dour look but ceded the point.


      

      Alexia nestled against him, enjoying the tingles his massive body still engendered in her own.


      

      Lord Akeldama sighed. “You lovebirds, how will I endure such flirtations constantly in my company? How déclassé, Lord Maccon,

         to love your own wife.” He led the way out of his drawing room and into the long arched front hallway.

      


      

      Inside the carriage, Lord Maccon scooped his wife against him and planted a buzzing kiss on the side of her neck.


      

      Lady Maccon had initially thought Conall’s amorous attentions would diminish as her pregnancy progressed, but she was happily

         mistaken. He was intrigued by the alterations of her body—a spirit of scientific inquiry that took the form of her being unclothed

         as often as he could arrange it. It was a good thing this was the season for such activities; London was experiencing quite

         the nicest summer in an age.

      


      

      Alexia settled against her husband and, grabbing his face in both hands, directed his kissing toward her mouth for a long moment. He gave a little growl that was almost a purr

         and hauled her closer. Her stomach got in the way, but the earl didn’t seem bothered.

      


      

      They spent a half hour or so thus pleasantly occupied until Alexia said, “You really don’t mind?”


      

      “Mind?”


      

      “Living in Lord Akeldama’s closet?”


      

      “I’ve done more foolish things for love in the past,” he answered, rather unguardedly, before nibbling on her ear.


      

      Alexia shifted against him. “You have? What?”


      

      “Well, there was this—”


      

      The carriage bucked and the window above the door shattered.


      

      The earl immediately shielded his wife from the flying glass with his own body. Even fully mortal, his reactions were fast

         and military sharp.

      


      

      “Oh, doesn’t that just take the sticky pudding?” said Alexia. “Why is it always when I’m in a carriage?”

      


      

      The horses screamed and the coach lurched, coming to a rattling halt. Something had definitely spooked the beasts into rearing

         against their traces.

      


      

      In classic werewolf fashion, Lord Maccon didn’t wait to see what it was but burst out the door, changing form at the same

         time to land in the road a raging wolf.

      


      

      He’s brash, thought his wife, but terribly handsome about it.


      

      They were outside of London proper, following one of the many country lanes toward Barking that would eventually branch off

         to Woolsey Castle. Whatever had startled the horses seemed to be giving Lord Maccon a bit of stick. Alexia poked her head

         out to see.

      


      

      Hedgehogs. Hundreds of them.

      


      

      Lady Maccon frowned and then looked closer. The moon was only half full, and though it was a clear summer night, it was challenging

         to make out the particulars. She reassessed her first impression of the roly-poly attackers. These were far bigger than hedgehogs,

         with long gray spines. They reminded her of a series of etchings she’d once seen in a book on Darkest Africa. What had that creature been named? Something to do with pig products? Ah, yes, a porcupine. These looked like porcupines. To her utter amazement, they also seemed to be able to eject their spines at her husband, embedding

         them into his fur-covered flesh.

      


      

      As each wickedly barbed spine hit, Conall howled in distress and bent to yank the projectile out with his teeth.


      

      Then he seemed to partly lose control of his back legs.


      

      Numbing agent? wondered Alexia. Are they mechanical? She grabbed her parasol and stuck the tip of it out the broken window. Firming her grip with one hand, she activated the

         magnetic disruption emitter with the other by pulling down on the appropriate lotus leaf in the handle.

      


      

      The animals continued to attack Conall with no slowing or reaction to the invisible blast. Either the parasol was broken,

         which Alexia doubted, or the creatures had no magnetic parts. Perhaps they were as biological as they initially appeared.

      


      

      Well, if they are biological… Lady Maccon took out her gun.

      


      

      The earl had objected to his wife carrying firearms, until the vampires orchestrated the gravy-boat attack. After that, he

         took Alexia out behind Woolsey Castle, ordered two members of his pack to run about holding trenchers over their heads, and showed her how to shoot. Then he’d gifted her with a small but elegant gun, American made and delectably

         deadly. It was a .28 caliber Colt Paterson revolver, customized with a shorter barrel and a pearl handle—the former for ease

         of concealment and the latter to match Lady Maccon’s hair accessories.

      


      

      Alexia named the gun Ethel.


      

      She could hit the Woolsey pot shed at six paces if she concentrated, but anything smaller or farther away was rather beyond

         her skill level. This didn’t stop her from carrying Ethel, usually inside a reticule made to match her gown. However, it did

         stop her from pointing Ethel at any of the creatures near her husband. She could just as easily damage him as them.

      


      

      Conall had managed to pull out most of the spines embedded in his body, but new and freshly equipped porcupines only fired

         at him again. Alexia tried to stop herself from panicking, as those projectiles might, just possibly, be silver tipped. However,

         while he seemed a tad overwhelmed and groggy, none had managed to hit him in any vital organs. Not yet. He was snapping and

         snarling, trying to get his deadly jaws about the creatures, but they seemed to move remarkably quickly for such pudgy animals.

      


      

      In the interest of scientific experimentation, Alexia fired Ethel out the carriage window at a porcupine nearer to the edge

         of the undulating herd. Proximity and density combined to result in her actually hitting one. Not the one she’d aimed at,

         but… The animal in question fell heavily to one side and began to slowly bleed, thick black blood, the kind of blood

         emitted by vampires. Alexia wrinkled her nose in disgust. Once in her past, a certain wax-faced automaton had also oozed such

         blood.

      


      

      Another shot rang out. The coachman, a newer claviger, was also firing on their attackers.

      


      

      Lady Maccon frowned. Were these porcupines already dead? Zombie porcupines? She snorted at her own flight of fancy. Surely not. Necromancy had long since been disproved as mere superstitious folderol. She squinted. They did seem to have oddly shiny

         quills. Wax perhaps? Or glass?


      

      Alexia’s gun was outfitted with sundowner bullets, although no one had authorized her to carry them. Conall had positively

         insisted, and Alexia was not one to stand against him on matters of munitions. Undead or not, the porcupine she had shot stayed

         down. That was something to note. Although, truth be told, sundowner bullets would work just as well on any normal porcupine.

         Still, there were positively masses, and Conall had fallen once more to his side, writhing and howling under the swarm of

         quills.

      


      

      Alexia put away Ethel and armed herself with her parasol once more. She poked it fully out the carriage window, opened it

         up, and then in one practiced movement flipped it about so that she held the tip, her fingers poised on the deadly dial there.

         Her husband would take some time to recover from the resulting injuries, and she loathed causing him pain, but sometimes circumstances

         warranted extreme measures. Making very certain she was dialing to the second and not the first or third position, she sprayed

         out a mixture of lapis solaris diluted in sulfuric acid. The liquid, designed to combat vampires, was still strong enough

         to burn any living creature—causing severe pain at the very least.

      


      

      The mist floated out, coating the porcupines. The unmistakable smell of burning fur permeated the air. Her husband, now almost

         entirely covered in the creatures, avoided most of the spray as the porcupines took the brunt of the falling acid.

      


      

      Eerily, they made no noise. The acid burned through the fur covering their faces but had little effect on the quills that

         continued to jab into Lord Maccon. The parasol sputtered and the spray turned to a dribble. Alexia shook it, flipped it up,

         and caught it in reverse before closing it.

      


      

      With a roar so loud it was guaranteed to shake the porcupines in their boots, had they been wearing any, her husband shook

         off the creatures and reared back, as though luring them to follow him. Perhaps he was not so disabled as he pretended. Perhaps

         he was trying to draw them away from Alexia.

      


      

      Struck with a sudden inspiration, Lady Maccon yelled to her lupine spouse, “My love, lead them off. Go for the lime pit.”

         She remembered Conall complaining to her about running into the pit by accident only a few nights previous, singeing all the

         hair off of his forefeet.

      


      

      Lord Maccon barked his agreement, understanding her completely—as Alpha, he was one of the few who held on to his wits when

         he lost his skin. He began backing off the road and down the gully toward the nearby pit. If the creatures had any wax components

         at all, the lime should at least seize them into immobility.

      


      

      The porcupines followed.


      

      Alexia had only a moment of reprieve to appreciate the macabre sight of a wolf luring away a flock of porcupines like some

         Aesop’s version of the Pied Piper. A thud resounded on the driver’s box on the outside of the carriage. Something far larger

         than a porcupine had hit the claviger coachman and knocked him out. Seconds later, for speed was always their strong point,

         the parasol was bashed out of Alexia’s grasp and the carriage door yanked open.

      


      

      “Good evening, Lady Maccon.” The vampire tipped his top hat with one hand, holding the door with the other. He occupied the entrance in an ominous, looming manner.

      


      

      “Ah, how do you do, Lord Ambrose?”


      

      “Tolerably well, tolerably well. It is a lovely night, don’t you find? And how is your”—he glanced at her engorged belly—“health?”


      

      “Exceedingly abundant,” Alexia replied with a self-effacing shrug, “although, I suspect, unlikely to remain so.”


      

      “Have you been eating figs?”


      

      Alexia was startled by this odd question. “Figs?”


      

      “Terribly beneficial in preventing biliousness in newborns, I understand.”


      

      Alexia had been in receipt of a good deal of unwanted pregnancy advice over the last several months, so she ignored this and

         got on to the business at hand.

      


      

      “If you don’t feel that it is forward of me to ask, are you here to kill me, Lord Ambrose?” She inched away from the carriage

         door, reaching for Ethel. The gun lay behind her on the coach seat. She had not had time to put it back into its reticule

         with the pineapple cut siding. The reticule was a perfect match to her gray plaid carriage dress with green lace trim. Lady

         Alexia Maccon was a woman who liked to see a thing done properly or not at all.

      


      

      The vampire tilted his head to one side in acknowledgment. “Sadly, yes. I do apologize for the inconvenience.”


      

      “Oh, really, must you? I’d much rather you didn’t.”


      

      “That’s what they all say.”


      

      *   *   *


      

      The ghost drifted. Floating between this world and death. It felt like being trapped in a coop, a cage for chickens, and she a poor fat hen kept to lay and lay and lay. What could she provide but the eggs of her mind? Nothing left. No more

            eggs.


      

      “Bawk, bawk!” she clucked.


      

      No one answered her.


      

      It was better—this was better, she had to believe—than nothingness. Even the madness was better.


      

      But sometimes she was aware of it, the reality of her coop, and the substantial world around it. There was something very

            wrong with that world. There were parts of it missing. There were people acting indifferent or incorrect. There were new feelings

            intruding that had no right to intrude. No right at all.


      

      The ghost was certain, absolutely certain, that something must be done to stop it. But she was nothing more than a specter,

            and a mad one at that, drifting between undead and dead. What could she do? Who could she tell?


      

   

      

      

      
CHAPTER TWO



      [image: image]


      

      Wherein Alexia Will Not Be Flung


      

      Lord Ambrose was an exceptionally well-formed gentleman. His perpetual expression was one of pensive hauteur exacerbated by

         aquiline features and brooding dark eyes. Alexia felt that he had much in common with a mahogany wardrobe that belonged to

         Mrs. Loontwill’s great-grandfather and now resided in embarrassed austerity among the frippery of her mother’s boudoir. That

         is to say, Lord Ambrose was immovable, impossible to live with, and mostly filled with frivolities incompatible with outward

         appearance.

      


      

      Lady Maccon moved toward her gun, finding the spacious carriage difficult to navigate with her attention focused on the vampire

         in the doorway and her mobility hampered by the infant in her belly. “Terribly forward of the countess to send you, Lord Ambrose,

         to do the deed.”

      


      

      Lord Ambrose made his way inside. “Ah, well, our more subtle attempts seem to be wasted on you, Lady Maccon.”


      

      “Subtlety usually is.”


      

      Lord Ambrose ignored her and continued with his explanation. “I am her praetoriani. When you want something done properly, sometimes you must send the best.” He lunged toward her, supernaturally fast. In his

         hands he held a garrote. Alexia would never have thought the most dignified of the Westminster Hive capable of wielding such

         a primitive assassin’s weapon.

      


      

      Lady Maccon might be prone to waddling of late, but there was nothing wrong with the mobility of her upper extremities. She

         ducked to avoid the deadly wire, grabbed for Ethel, swung about, pulling the hammer back in the same movement, and fired.

      


      

      At such close range, even she could hit a vampire full force in the shoulder, surprising him considerably.


      

      He paused in his attack. “Well, my word! You can’t threaten me, you’re pregnant!”


      

      Alexia pulled the hammer back again. “Take a seat, won’t you, Lord Ambrose? I believe I have something to discuss with you

         that might change your current approach. And I shall aim for a less-resilient part of your anatomy next.”

      


      

      The vampire was looking down at his shoulder, which wasn’t healing as it ought. The bullet hadn’t passed through but had gone

         into the bone and lodged there.

      


      

      “Sundowner bullets,” explained Lady Maccon. “You’re in no mortal danger from a mere shoulder injury, my lord, but I shouldn’t

         leave the bullet in there if I were you.”

      


      

      Gingerly, the vampire settled back against the plush velvet seat. Alexia had always thought Lord Ambrose the pinnacle of what

         a vampire ought to look like. He had a full head of glossy dark hair, a cleft chin, and, currently, a certain air of childish

         petulance.

      


      

      Lady Maccon, never one for shilly-shallying even when her life wasn’t in danger, got straight to the point. “You can stop

         with all your uncouth attempts at execution. I have decided to give this child up for adoption.”

      


      

      “Oh? And why should that make any difference to us, Lady Maccon?”


      

      “The lucky father is to be Lord Akeldama.”


      

      The vampire lost his sulky expression for one of genuine shock. He most certainly hadn’t expected such a bizarre revelation.

         The surprise sat upon his face as precariously as a mouse on a bowl of boiled pudding.

      


      

      “Lord Akeldama?”


      

      Lady Maccon nodded, sharply, once.


      

      The vampire raised one hand and fluttered it slightly from side to side in a highly illustrative gesture. “Lord Akeldama?”


      

      Lady Maccon nodded again.


      

      He seemed to recollect some of his much-vaunted vampire gravitas. “You would allow your progeny to be raised by a vampire?”


      

      Alexia’s hand, still clutching her gun, didn’t waver one iota. Vampires were tricky, changeable creatures. No sense in relaxing

         her guard, for all Lord Ambrose seemed to have relaxed his. He still held the garrote in his other hand.

      


      

      “The potentate, no less.” Alexia reminded him of Lord Akeldama’s relatively recent change in political status.


      

      She watched his face closely. She was giving him an out and knew that he must want an out. Countess Nadasdy, Queen of the Westminster Hive, would want one. All the vampires had to be uncomfortable with this

         situation. It was probably why they kept bungling the assassination attempts; their little hearts simply weren’t in it. Oh, not the killing—with vampires, that was but one step up from ordering a new

         pair of shoes. No, they would want to get out of having to kill an Alpha werewolf’s mate. Lady Maccon’s death at vampire hands,

         whether provable or not, would bring a whole mess of trouble down upon the hives. Trouble of the large, hairy, and angry variety.

         It was not that the bloodsuckers thought they would lose a war with werewolves; it was simply that they knew it would be bloody.

         Vampires hated to lose blood—it was troublesome to replace and always left a stain.

      


      

      Lady Maccon pressed the point, figuring that Lord Ambrose had had enough time to cogitate her revelation. “Surely you can

         do nothing but approve so tidy a solution to our current predicament?”

      


      

      The vampire pursed his full lips over his fangs. It was the very elegance of Alexia’s proposal that had him seriously considering

         it. They both knew that. “You would not contemplate allowing Countess Nadasdy to be the infant’s godmother, would you?”

      


      

      Alexia placed a hand on her belly, taken aback. “Well,” she hedged, trying for the most courteous response, “you know I should

         be delighted, but my husband, you must understand. He is already a little flustered by Lord Akeldama’s parental undertaking.

         To add your hive into the mix might be more than he could stomach.”

      


      

      “Ah, yes, the sensitivities of werewolves must be taken into account. I always forget that. I can hardly countenance his approval

         of the scheme in the first place. He is amenable to this arrangement?”

      


      

      “Unreservedly.”


      

      Lord Ambrose gave her a look of disbelief.


      

      “Ah, well,” Lady Maccon made light of the situation. “My dearest spouse has some reservations as to Lord Akeldama’s ideas

         on schooling and, uh, proper dress, but he has approved the adoption.”

      


      

      “Remarkable powers of persuasion you possess, Lady Maccon.”


      

      Alexia was rather flattered he should think it all her idea, so she did not bother to correct him on the matter.


      

      “You will make it fully legal, put the adoption in writing, file it with the Bureau?”


      

      “Indeed. I understand Queen Victoria is agreeable. Woolsey is intending to lease the house adjacent to Lord Akeldama’s to

         keep an eye on the child. You must allow me some level of motherly concern.”

      


      

      “Oh, yes, yes, entirely understandable. In writing, you said, Lady Maccon?”


      

      “In writing, Lord Ambrose.”


      

      The vampire put his garrote away in a waistcoat pocket. “Given such a proposed arrangement, Lady Maccon, you will excuse me

         for the time being? I should return to Westminster at once. It is taxing to be so far away as it is, and my queen will want

         this new information as quickly as supernaturally possible.”

      


      

      “Ah, yes. I thought the hive’s range extended only to parts of London proper.”


      

      “Praetoriani has some advantages.”

      


      

      With a gleam of pure mischief in her brown eyes, Lady Maccon remembered her manners. “You are certain you won’t stay? Take

         a drop of port? My husband keeps a small stash in the carriage amenities compartment for emergencies.”

      


      

      “No, thank you kindly. Perhaps at some future date?”


      

      “Not the whole killing thing, I hope? I should like to put that well behind us.”

      


      

      Lord Ambrose actually smiled. “No, Lady Maccon, the port. After all, you are taking a house in town. You will be in our territory

         now, won’t you?”

      


      

      Alexia blanched. Westminster Hive did hold sway over the most fashionable parts of London. “Why, yes, I suppose I will.”


      

      Lord Ambrose’s smile became less friendly. “I will bid you good evening, then, Lady Maccon.”


      

      With that, he let himself out of the carriage, tossed her parasol in, and vanished into the night. Mere moments later, Lord

         Maccon, looking none the worse for his porcupine-herding activities, let himself back inside and unceremoniously swept Alexia

         into his arms. He was naked, of course, and Alexia had no time to reprimand him for not changing out of his clothing before

         he shifted form. Yet another jacket ruined.

      


      

      “Where were we?” he rumbled into her ear before nibbling on it. He slid his arms about her, as far as they would reach, which

         admittedly wasn’t far these days, and rubbed up and down her back.

      


      

      Lady Maccon’s increasing girth had rendered most bed sport impossible, but this did not stop them from what Conall affectionately

         referred to as playing. Despite Alexia’s protestations that she was in perfect health, modern medical science banned connubial relations during the

         final months, and the earl refused to risk his wife’s well-being. He had, Alexia discovered much to her distress, unanticipated

         powers of resistance.

      


      

      She slid her gun out from between them and pushed it away along the bench. Time enough to tell her husband about Lord Ambrose later. If she told him now, he’d get all flustered and distracted. At the moment, she preferred to be the cause of both his flustering and his distraction.

      


      

      “No lasting harm, my love?” She slid her hands along his sides, enjoying the silkiness of his skin just there and the way

         he writhed under her touch.

      


      

      “Never.” He kissed her mouth in a heated embrace.


      

      Alexia wondered that even after so many months of marriage she still could get utterly lost in kissing her husband. It never

         became unexciting. It was like a rich milky tea—comforting, revitalizing, and delicious. Though she wasn’t certain how he

         would take such an analogy, Alexia Maccon was very fond of tea.

      


      

      She touched his chin with both hands, encouraging him to kiss deeper.


      

      Moving house, thought Lady Maccon, must be the world’s most incommodious undertaking.


      

      She, of course, was not being allowed to physically help, although she did toddle about pointing at objects and indicating

         where they should go. She was enjoying herself immensely. Her husband and coconspirators having sallied off about their own

         business several days ago, she felt much like a chubby general in sole possession of a field of glittery battle, directing

         a mass invasion of foreign soil. Although, after having to mediate a head-to-head between Boots and Biffy over the efficaciousness

         of velvet decorative pillows, she suspected generals had it easier. Conall and Professor Lyall had arranged for her dominion

         over the relocation operation in order to distract her, but as she was well aware of the manipulation and, as they were well

         aware that she was well aware, she might as well have fun.

      


      

      What made it particularly pleasant was that it had to be covert. They didn’t want it known that Lord and Lady Maccon were

         actually taking up residence inside Lord Akeldama’s house. The vampires had only reluctantly agreed to the Maccons moving in next door, frightened that a werewolf and a preternatural might unduly influence the rearing of a child, even one under Lord Akeldama’s

         care. Further intimacy was strongly discouraged. Thus, they had made it look as though Lady Maccon were seeking refuge from

         the chaos by taking tea at Lord Akeldama’s, while her belongings were moved into the rented accommodations adjacent. Alexia’s

         personal effects were taken up one flight of stairs, down a hall, and out onto a balcony. They were then tossed over to Lord

         Akeldama’s balcony—the balconies being a short distance apart and conveniently hidden by a large holly tree. Her private possessions

         were then carried down another hall, up another flight of stairs, and eventually into her new residential closet. This involved

         a good deal of ruckus, especially when it was furniture being tossed. Thank goodness, reflected Alexia, watching Biffy catch her favorite armoire with ease, for supernatural strength.


      

      Lady Maccon’s minions in this elaborate charade were three younger members of Woolsey’s pack: Biffy, Rafe, and Phelan (Biffy

         as catcher and the other two as porter and chucker, respectively); the ever-efficient Floote; and a positive bevy of Lord

         Akeldama’s drones scuttling about arranging everything just so.


      

      After overseeing the tossing, Alexia repaired to monitor the arrangement of her new sleeping chamber. Lord Akeldama’s third

         closet was quite spacious, almost the size of her bedchamber back at Woolsey. Admittedly, there were no windows, and there were gratuitous hooks, shelves, and rails covering the walls. But there was also enough room for a large

         bed (specially commissioned by Lord Akeldama to accommodate Lord Maccon’s frame), a dressing table, and several other bits

         and bobs. Conall would have to make do without his dressing chamber, but since he was prone to wandering around underdressed,

         anyway, Alexia suspected this would not affect his habits detrimentally. The lack of a proper valet concerned her for about

         five seconds before she realized no drone of Lord Akeldama’s would allow her husband passage through their hallways in anything

         less than tip-top, wrinkle-free condition.

      


      

      Biffy was in his element, free to wander once more the luxurious, colorful, and somewhat effervescent corridors of his former

         master. Of all Alexia’s acquaintances, Biffy was the most thrilled by the new cohabitation scheme. He was far more comfortable

         bustling about hanging Alexia’s hats on hooks than he had been for the last five months at Woolsey Castle. One might even

         have described him as gay, no longer weighed down by the sport destiny had made of his afterlife.

      


      

      The drones couldn’t have been more excited if Queen Victoria were gracing them with her presence. A female in their midst,

         a baby in their future, and a room to decorate in the interim—pure heaven. After a brief scuffle over repapering the walls,

         it was decided, wholly without Alexia’s say-so, that a new carpet and some additional lighting were sufficient to brighten

         up the closet.

      


      

      Once Covert Operation Fling Furniture was concluded, the two other werewolves jumped easily from one balcony to the other

         and came to see if there was anything further their Alpha female wished of them. There was a good deal more, as she readily informed them. She desired the bed be moved slightly to the right and her armoire moved to the other

         side of the room, and then back again. Also the drones wished to inquire as to the werewolves’ opinion on the matter of stacking

         Lady Maccon’s hatboxes, and the correct order in which to hang Lord Maccon’s cloaks.

      


      

      By the end, Rafe wore the long-suffering look of an eagle being ordered about by a flock of excited pigeons.


      

      Floote heralded completion by coming in with the last of Lady Maccon’s most prized possessions: her parasol, dispatch case,

         and jewelry box.

      


      

      “What do you think, Floote?”


      

      “It’s rather glossy, madam.”


      

      “No, not that. What do you think about the whole arrangement?”


      

      They had been organizing and packing for several days, and Floote had taken charge of leasing the house adjacent to Lord Akeldama’s

         (although not, much to the vampire’s disappointment, repainting it), but Alexia had not found the time to consult with him

         on his opinion of the scheme itself.

      


      

      Floote looked grave and very much the butler. He was ostensibly Lady Maccon’s personal secretary and librarian now but had

         never been one to let go of good training. “It is a unique solution, madam.”

      


      

      “And?”


      

      “You have always done things differently, madam.”


      

      “Will it work?”


      

      “Anything is possible, madam,” was Floote’s noncommittal answer. Very diplomatic was Floote.


      

      It was well into the night and no longer quite the time for social calls, even among the supernatural set, when Lord Akeldama’s doorbell sounded, interrupting Alexia’s conversation and the drone’s bustling.

      


      

      Emmet Wilberforce Bootbottle-Fipps—whom everyone, including Lady Maccon when she forgot herself, called Boots—trotted off

         in a flutter of green velvet frock coat to see who would call at such an hour. Lord Akeldama didn’t always keep a butler;

         he said his drones needed the practice. Whatever that meant.

      


      

      Alexia thought of something she had better see dealt with before it slipped her mind and became inconvenient. “Floote, would

         you please see about some very discreet carpenters to build a bridge between the balconies?”

      


      

      “Madam?”


      

      “I realize that they are hardly more than a yard apart, but my stability is not what it once was. It seems likely we must

         persist in this charade of actually living in the one abode while sneaking into the other. I refuse to be hurled willy-nilly

         between houses, no matter how strong my husband or how diverting he would find the attempt. Clothing isn’t always enough of

         a barrier to preternatural contact, and I should hate to be the victim of unreliable catching, if you take my meaning.”

      


      

      “Perfectly, madam. I shall see to the builders directly.” Floote kept a remarkably straight face for a man having heard such

         a preposterous statement come out of the mouth of an overly pregnant aristocrat.

      


      

      Boots reappeared wearing a look of mild shock under his sculpted topiary of muttonchops. “The caller is for you, Lady Maccon.”


      

      “Yes?” Alexia held out her hand for a card.


      

      There was none forthcoming, only Boots’s shocked statement. “It is a lady, what!”

      


      

      “They do happen, Boots, much as you would prefer to deny it.”

      


      

      “Oh, no, sorry ’bout that. I mean to say, how’d she know you were here?”


      

      “Well, if you told me which lady, I might be able to elucidate.”


      

      “It’s a Miss Loontwill, Lady Maccon.”


      

      “Oh, fiddlesticks. Which one?”


      

      Miss Felicity Loontwill sat in Lord Akeldama’s drawing room in a dress of sensible heathered tweed with only one layer of

         trim and six buttons, a hat with minimal feathers, and a gray knit shawl with a ruffled collar.

      


      

      “Oh, my heavens,” exclaimed Lady Maccon upon seeing her sister in such a state. “Felicity, are you quite all right?”


      

      Miss Loontwill looked up. “Why, yes, of course, sister. Why shouldn’t I be?”


      

      “Is there something amiss with the family?”


      

      “You mean, aside from Mama’s predilection for pink?”


      

      Alexia, blinking in flabbergasted shock, lowered herself carefully onto a chair. “But, Felicity, you are wearing last season’s

         dress!” She lowered her voice, in genuine fear that her sister might be deranged. “And knitwear.”

      


      

      “Oh.” Felicity wrapped the ghastly shawl tighter about her neck. “It was necessary.”


      

      Lady Maccon was only further shocked by such an unexpected statement. “Necessary? Necessary!”


      

      “Well, yes, Alexia, do pay attention. Have you always been this frazzled, or is it your unfortunate condition?” Felicity lowered

         her voice conspiratorially. “Necessary because I have been fraternizing.”

      


      

      “You have? With whom?” Alexia became suspicious. It was very late at night for an unmarried young lady of quality to be cavorting

         about unchaperoned, especially one who kept daylight hours and whose parents shunned association with the supernatural set.

      


      

      “I am wearing tweed. With whom else? Some poor unfortunates of the middle class.”

      


      

      Lady Maccon would have none of it. “Oh, really, Felicity, you can hardly expect me to believe that you have had anything whatsoever

         to do with the lower orders.”

      


      

      “You may choose to believe it or not, sister.”


      

      Alexia wished for a return of her ability to stride about and loom threateningly. Sadly, striding was several months behind

         her, and should she attempt to loom, she would undoubtedly overbalance and pitch forward in graceless splendor. She settled

         for glaring daggers at her sibling. “Very well, then, what are you doing here? And how did you know to find me at Lord Akeldama’s

         residence?”

      


      

      “Mrs. Tunstell told me where to find you.” Felicity looked with a critical eye at the golden magnificence surrounding her.


      

      “Ivy? How did Ivy know?”


      

      “Madame Lefoux told her.”


      

      “Oh, she did, did she? And how—”


      

      “Apparently someone named Professor Lyall told Madame Lefoux your relocation was taking place this evening and that you would

         hole up at Lord Akeldama’s, in case there were any orders pending delivery. Have you commissioned a new hat, sister? From

         that crass foreign female? Are you certain you should be patronizing her establishment after what happened in Scotland? And

         who is this Professor Lyall person? You haven’t taken up with academics, have you? That cannot possibly be healthy. Education is terribly bad for the nerves, especially for a woman in your state.”

      


      

      Lady Maccon grappled for some appropriate response.


      

      Felicity added, in a blatant attempt at distraction, “Speaking of which, you have gotten tremendously portly, haven’t you? Is increasing supposed to cause you to swell quite so much as all that?”

      


      

      Lady Maccon frowned. “I believe I have increased, as it were, to the maximum. You know me—I always insist on seeing a thing

         done as thoroughly as possible.”

      


      

      “Well, Mama says to make certain you don’t get angry with anyone. The child will end up looking like him.”


      

      “Oh, really?”


      

      “Yes, emotional mimicking they call it, and—”


      

      “Well, that’s no trouble. It will simply end up looking like my husband.”


      

      “But what if it is a female? Wouldn’t that be horrible? She’d be all fuzzy and—”


      

      Felicity would have continued but Lady Maccon lost her patience, a thing she was all too prone to misplacing. “Felicity, why

         are you visiting me?”

      


      

      Miss Loontwill hedged. “This is quite the remarkable abode. I never did think I should ever see inside of a vampire hive.

         And so charming and gleaming and full of exquisite collections. Almost up to my standards.”

      


      

      “This is not a hive—there is no queen. Not in the technical definition of the word. I will not be so easily detoured, Felicity.

         Why have you shown up at such a time of night? And why would you undertake such pains to discover my whereabouts?”

      


      

      Her sister shifted on the brocade settee, her blond head tilted to one side and a small frown creased her perfect forehead. She had not, Alexia noticed, modified her elaborately styled

         ringlets to match her lowbrow outfit. A row of perfect flat curls were gummed to her forehead in the very latest style.

      


      

      “You have not paid the family much mind since your return to London.”
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