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1. Why So Silent?


The cold hit her first, a damp and penetrating chill that seeped right through her thin shirt and settled deep in her bones. Sluggishly, Fey reached out her hand to pull the covers over her head, but her fingers grasped only empty air. Annoyed, she figured that the covers must have fallen to the floor along with the pillow. Too drained to continue the search, she curled up to keep warm instead.


She tried to sink back into the dark, letting herself be lulled by what she thought was the rustling of the leaves outside. She drew a deep breath, anticipating crisp and clean night air, but a lungful of damp, stale cement assaulted her senses instead.


Horror dawned, and her eyes shot open. The sound was not leaves in the wind, but whispers close by. A jolt of icy panic struck her as she realized she was not in her room. She was lying on a thin, uncomfortable mattress on a dirty concrete floor. Thick bars stood right in front of her face.


Carefully, she raised her head from the uncomfortable mattress, her eyes tracing the thick metal. They stretched from one battered wall to the other with a gate anchored in the middle. Unlike the rest of the old, neglected room, the bars looked brand new. They separated her from a narrow corridor that led to a staircase, which twisted to the right and disappeared upward into the unknown.


An ominous shiver ran along her spine as the whispers continued to echo off the walls. She cautiously turned her head and looked behind her, careful not to draw attention. The room was no bigger than her studio apartment, the grayish plaster had fallen off the worn walls in several


The cold hit her first, a damp and penetrating chill that seeped right through her thin shirt and settled deep in her bones. Sluggishly, Fey reached out her hand to pull the covers over her head, but her fingers grasped only empty air. Annoyed, she figured that the covers must have fallen to the floor along with the pillow. Too drained to continue the search, she curled up to keep warm instead.


She tried to sink back into the dark, letting herself be lulled by what she thought was the rustling of the leaves outside. She drew a deep breath, anticipating crisp and clean night air, but a lungful of damp, stale cement assaulted her senses instead.


Horror dawned, and her eyes shot open. The sound was not leaves in the wind, but whispers close by. A jolt of icy panic struck her as she realized she was not in her room. She was lying on a thin, uncomfortable mattress on a dirty concrete floor. Thick bars stood right in front of her face.


Carefully, she raised her head from the uncomfortable mattress, her eyes tracing the thick metal. They stretched from one battered wall to the other with a gate anchored in the middle. Unlike the rest of the old, neglected room, the bars looked brand new. They separated her from a narrow corridor that led to a staircase, which twisted to the right and disappeared upward into the unknown.


An ominous shiver ran along her spine as the whispers continued to echo off the walls. She cautiously turned her head and looked behind her, careful not to draw attention. The room was no bigger than her studio apartment, the grayish plaster had fallen off the worn walls in several places, revealing damp red bricks underneath. A meager light streamed in through a small, high window set just below the ceiling, creating the unsettling impression that the room was below ground level. The space was unfurnished except for a few thin mattresses scattered on the floor and a dubious bucket in the far corner. Fey was disgusted by the idea of the bucket's purpose, given the lack of other facilities where natural needs could be met, but to her relief, it seemed unused so far.


Beneath the window, a small cluster of six people huddled together.


They all looked lost, and an atmosphere of desperation and raw, unadulterated fear hung thick in the air. Their voices were hushed as they tried to comfort each other. She recognized the self-soothing body language, hugging their knees to the chest and rocking back and forth. Fey knew that despair well, but she had learned to turn off that part of her brain a long time ago.


One of them stood up, stretching his legs and taking up a fair bit of the small space. He was a bear of a man who apparently noticed she was awake. With two steps, he crossed the cell floor and crouched down beside her.


"You're awake," he rumbled with relief in a deep, rumbling voice.


"The rest of us woke up a while ago, but when we saw that you were still out, we got scared for you."


"I'm okay," Fey said cautiously.


"Can you stand? We can move your mattress over to us," he offered.


"I'd rather stay close to the exit," Fey stated, pointing toward the barred gate and the stairs.


"Okay," the man said, hesitating, before finally broaching the subject that clearly had been weighing on his mind. "Do you know what's going on here?" "No," Fey answered curtly, pulling her threadbare t-shirt tighter across her chest.


"No one seems to know," the man sighed, disappointed. "The only thing we've figured out is that we were all at the marina at some point last night."


"Okay," Fey mumbled distractedly, already at her limit for pleasantries for now.


"I was fishing, and then I don't remember anything else before waking up here," the man continued, undeterred. "And Julia was out with her dog?" "Also at the marina," a woman close by nodded in agreement.


Looking past the giant man in front of her, Fey could see they had the full attention of not only this Julia-person but the entire group.


Every eye was turned to her, and everyone leaned forward in suspense, desperate to hear what she had to say. Uncomfortable with the rising tension, she locked it away, burying the anxiety beneath her usual thick layer of numbness.


"What's the last thing you remember?" the man asked gently, turning to Fey again.


"Something similar," Fey deflected.


"Were you really out in those clothes?" an older woman asked suspiciously, her grinding voice a needle pulling Fey back to immediate reality.


Fey flinched and quickly looked down at her comfortable sweatpants and worn-out T-shirt. She had not been anywhere near the marina.


She had no idea why her circumstances were so starkly different, but she knew acting as if she were just like them was the easiest option for now. The last thing she remembered was going to sleep in her apartment, which felt far more personal and terrifying to her than random selection. But that was not something she was prepared to share with a bunch of strangers whose desperation she could already feel pressing in. It was something she wanted to keep to herself, at least for now. Thinking quickly, she tried to come up with an explanation for her lack of appropriate outerwear.


"I was staying with a friend close by," Fey lied, ready to put an end to this forced conversation.


"But they only took you and not your friend?" the older woman snapped, narrowing her eyes.


Fey flinched at the woman's accusatory tone, her scrutiny cutting straight to the logical flaw in Fey’s hurried narrative. She scrambled to quickly regain her composure.


"It seems so," Fey said, realizing her initial, hurried lie was already beginning to fall apart.


This was irritating. Had Fey known this would lead to an interrogation, she would have just told the truth from the start, but she could not take it back now. They were already treating her sourly, and she did not want to know how they would react if they knew she had been abducted from a completely different part of the city. If she changed her story now, it would probably only make things worse.


"One more thing," the big man said meekly. "You don't happen to have a phone on you?" Fey stared at him, dumbfounded by his lack of observational skills.


She patted the sides of her sweatpants to draw his attention to the complete lack of pockets. No, her phone was at home, charging on her nightstand, about as useless as this guy's attempt to reach out to her.


"Ah, I just had to ask," the man said, a bit embarrassed. "They took all of ours, too."


The giant, dark-skinned man introduced himself as Jacob and then proceeded to introduce the people behind him, but Fey forgot the names just as quickly. He turned his attention back to Fey to ask a question, but his words were a distant hum as her mind raced to grasp her new reality. Jacob waited for a moment, but when it became clear that Fey would not answer, he returned to the others.


They would probably assume she was simply too shocked to talk, which suited her perfectly. She did not feel like being social right now, and definitely not undergoing any further interrogation.


A petite girl of apparent Indian descent broke away from the group, beginning a methodical inspection of the room. Fey watched her with passive interest, tracing the girl's movements. She was likely searching for any possibility of escape, examining the locked gate, the inaccessible stairs, and the prison bars bolted to the floor and ceiling.


As the girl moved closer, Fey realized she was older than her petite figure suggested. The woman finished her inspection by standing beneath the window, eyeing it thoughtfully. Fey noticed the window had no bars, but the opening looked far too small to squeeze through, even if she could break the pane. She wondered, however, if someone of that woman's smaller build might have a better chance.


Fey’s thoughts were interrupted by the others' chatter.


"So what do you think, what do you think they're going to do with us?" a nervous young blond guy stammered.


He tried to put on a brave face, but his trembling hands and the catch in his voice said otherwise. His fear shone through, reflected in all the others' faces. They all avoided eye contact and shook their heads.


"Ransom?" the older woman finally suggested.


"Simon and I are students," a dark-haired guy dressed all in black pointed out, gesturing to the blond guy beside him. "We don't have any money."


"From your families, then?" the unpleasant woman snapped back.


"I don't have a family," a sugary sweet girl with bleached-blond corkscrew curls whined piteously.


That got Fey's attention. Just like this girl, Fey did not have anyone who would miss her or come looking for her. She was not anything special. The thought made her feel strangely detached, as if she were a ghost observing her own predicament. That is when a woman close to Fey's age spoke up. The one who had been walking her dog. Fey recalled Jacob calling her Julia.


"I don't think they did any thorough research into our backgrounds," Julia said, her voice calm. "We were all taken from the same place, so it was probably just a coincidence."


"Maybe we're just here for their amusement," the dark-haired guy muttered.


The room went silent at his chilling comment, and a heavy, smothering dread settled over them all. Everybody in the room went rigid, eyes darting between each other. The space suddenly felt darker, as if all the light had been swallowed by his words.


"It doesn't matter what they want because we are going to get out of here," the petite woman said confidently.


"Of course we are," Jacob said, smiling gently. "We'll figure something out together. After all, we're each other's best chance to succeed in getting out of here."


The hours of the day dragged slowly on, and still, no one came to claim them. The conversations eventually died out as day turned to night and the light in their prison cell grew dimmer. A lamp in the corridor outside the bars shone with a dusty light, offering some mercy to those trapped inside. Eventually, the sounds of moaning and sobbing also faded away as the others fell asleep.


Fey, however, had a hard time falling asleep. The minutes dragged on slowly, and the night felt eternally long. She did her best to fall asleep, but with the emptiness gnawing in her stomach and the cold burning in her fingers and toes, it felt futile. Her mouth felt sticky, and her lips threatened to crack from dryness. There was not much else for her to do but wait until the sun came up. She gently moved her hands and feet to keep the blood circulation going. She hoped morning would come soon.


As the sunrays finally found their way through the window, they brought much-needed warmth. Fey managed to stand up and, on stiff legs, staggered toward the light. Her whole body trembled, weak with exhaustion and aching for sleep. The others had also started to move, stamping around to loosen their stiff muscles and joints after having spent the night with only a thin mattress between them and the hard concrete floor. The feeling that went through her body when she reached the patch of sunlight was like the ice in her veins was finally thawing.


"You look awful," the older woman remarked, eyeing Fey up and down.


"You're no beauty yourself," Fey muttered, not caring who heard her.


Fey glanced over at the others and recalled what had been discussed the day before. It seemed they had been taken by pure chance because they were all out in a remote area at the same time, while she had been safely at home in her bed. She could not understand why someone had gone to the trouble of breaking into her place.


Her thoughts were sharply interrupted by the deliberate sound of footsteps coming from the stone stairs. The room suddenly went silent, and everyone waited, rigid and intensely focused, for what was coming.










2. Grinning Yellows


Fey leaned closer to the bars, trying to see down the corridor. At first, she could only make out three dark figures approaching. Two of the figures were dressed in long black robes, with the hems sweeping the floor, while the third wore a simple hoodie. All of them kept their faces hidden beneath pulled-down hoods. The daylight filtering through the window slit didn't reach this far, and the dusty wallmounted lamp outside the cell cast only a hazy glow.


"...can't fathom why you brought them here," a deep, gravelly voice grumbled. "How did you ever come up with this idea?" "Thank you," the man in the hoodie answered. "I've always considered myself the creative sort."


"That wasn't a compliment," the first man growled. "And on top of that, you've ruined my basement."


The first speaker was clearly upset with his companion. His silhouette was impossibly gaunt, and he stood at least a head taller than the others.


"We didn't have much of a choice, Nox," the second man replied in a pleasantly soft voice. "They would never have survived down in the tunnels."


The voice sounded like a storyteller's, one that under other circumstances might have lulled listeners to sleep. In this dreary place, however, it left a bitter aftertaste, and Fey sensed an uncomfortable falsehood about the man. The taller man, whom the other called Nox, growled in dissatisfaction. He irritably pushed back his hood and stared down at the other two.


Fey couldn't help but recoil at the sight of the man's monstrous appearance. His face was incredibly emaciated, as if he were nothing but skin and bones. His cheekbones and chin jutted out, the cheeks were sunken, and his forehead seemed to protrude above deep-set eye sockets. The man with the soft voice also lowered his hood. Though not as thin, he looked no less wretched. He had nasty scars all over his face that, despite not being fresh, had not fully healed. The fawning smile on the creature's cracked lips sent a shiver down Fey's spine.


Still, she remained by the bars, eager to find out what was going on.


Her cellmates, however, stared wide-eyed at their kidnappers, too terrified to do anything that might draw attention.


"Lukas is right," the third figure said, his words slurred. "We couldn't put them anywhere else."


"But why take them at all?" Nox snarled. "We've never had to do anything this insane before."


The third creature turned to inspect the prisoners, and Fey could now clearly see what caused his slurred speech. The skin on his face looked like melted wax, and his mouth was more diagonal than horizontal, as one side of his face hung lower than the other. The creature's empty eye sockets had slid down his face, hanging low. These men, each more deformed than the last, were difficult to perceive as human.


That's when she noticed the bleached-blond girl stand up and make her way to the bars, with her eyes fixed on the scarred man. The movement drew his attention, and when he met her gaze with contempt, she stopped.


"Lukas?" she asked tentatively. "What happened to you?" "Maya, look at that!" Lukas said coldly. "How did you end up here?" "What is this about, Lukas?" Maya asked boldly.


"Who knows," Lukas replied with a mocking smile.


"Let me out!" Maya pleaded desperately.


"Hm, but it’s such a nice look for you," Lukas said thoughtfully.


Maya sobbed and stumbled back toward the others. The blond guy, Simon, stepped forward and pulled her into his arms.


"An old acquaintance?" Nox wondered, raising a questioning eyebrow at Lukas, who met his companion's gaze with boredom. "If I didn't know better, I'd think you're using our little inconvenience to serve your own purposes, like getting rid of some baggage?" "Absolutely not, my friend," Lukas said with a fawning smile. "This is just a coincidence."


Nox pulled his hood up with an irritated sigh, his gaze sweeping over the basement that had been turned into a dungeon against his will.


Finally, his eyes fell on Fey, who was sitting on the floor. The lamplight reflected in his eyes with a reddish cast. Fey's first instinct was to recoil, but she fought the impulse, daring herself to meet his gaze.


"They can stay on one condition," Nox said, finally breaking eye contact with Fey to point directly at her with a bony finger. "I'll take her. You don't touch her, and I'll ignore the rest."


"Why?" Lukas asked curiously. "It's not customary for us to make claims."


"Nothing happening here is customary for us," Nox pointed out irritably. "Your choice. This is my deal, or you take them out of here."


"What are you going to do to her?" Jacob asked, ready to play the hero.


"Probably the same thing the others will do to you," Fey retorted snidely, cutting Jacob off.


Fey had never needed a knight in shining armor, or ugly flannel for that matter, and she didn't need one now. From the corridor, she heard a raspy laugh, and Nox walked leisurely up to the bars. She rose to meet him eye-to-eye, or eye to solar plexus, more like it. He leaned forward, one arm on the bars, to match her height. The hood of his robe was still up, and it was hard for her to make out his features, except for his glowing, grinning yellow eyes.


"My name is Nox, and you're with me," Nox said lightly. "Does that scare you?" "Hardly," Fey snorted, to his obvious amusement.


"I said, what are your plans for us?" a voice demanded stubbornly from behind Fey.


Jacob, who hadn't given up on playing the hero, had taken a few more steps forward to stand next to Fey. In a flash, Nox shot his arm between the bars and grabbed the front of the misguided hero's shirt, then yanked him forward. Despite the sturdy man's struggles, his face was smashed against the bars.


"I don't recall inviting you into this conversation," Nox growled between crooked teeth. "It's rude to interrupt when someone is talking."


When Nox finally let go, Jacob staggered backward, his hand flying to his face. He slammed into the far wall, breathing heavily through his injured nose as blood ran between his fingers.


"So, where were we?" Nox said to Fey as calmly as before.


"Nox, we're in agreement," Lukas chimed in with exaggerated resignation. "You can have her."


"Of course, we're in agreement, Lukas," Nox stated. "After all, I didn't give you much of a choice."


Nox waved the other creatures away. They squeezed past him and left, eyeing Fey all the while. He, however, lingered, letting his eyes glide over Fey from head to toe and back up again.


"Since you seem so concerned with manners and etiquette, you should know it's rude not to look people in the eye," Fey pointed out testily.


"I'm not used to being close to people like you," Nox said, finally meeting her gaze again.


"What do you mean, people like me?" Fey asked guardedly.


"Sweet girls," Nox said, laughing amusedly at her look of disbelief while he shrugged off his long robe.


Without the robe, he looked even more emaciated. Fey could see how his shirt followed the contours of his ribs across his chest, his pants desperately held up with a tight belt.


"What are you doing?" Fey asked as he handed the robe out to her.


"You're freezing, aren't you?" Nox said, gesturing toward her chest.


"What a gentleman," Fey mumbled with a voice dripping with sarcasm.


"Says you who just checked me out," Nox chuckled. "Do you like what you see?" Embarrassed, she took the robe and covered herself. For all his unnerving appearance and manners, Nox seemed to genuinely want her to be more comfortable. He didn't seem inclined to simply let her go, but perhaps she could negotiate for something else.


"Could you bring us some food, too?" Fey ventured.


"Are you saying Lukas hasn't fed you?" Nox asked in surprise, immediately turning serious.


"We can eat on our own," Fey snapped. "But we're having a little trouble getting food at the moment."


"You're not a little bit insolent, considering your situation," Nox pointed out, sounding more amused than angry.


"Would it help to be pathetic?" Fey asked bluntly.


"No," Nox replied instantly. "I rather like you this way.”


Just as Fey had suspected, his amusement at her straightforwardness meant there was no need to grovel, which suited her just fine.


"Then we need food," Fey repeated. "And water."


"Noted," Nox said simply.


Nox glanced into the cell at the other prisoners who were staring at the floor as if this would make them invisible.


"Those ones aren't very brave, are they?" Nox pointed out disapprovingly, wrinkling his nose.


"They're probably afraid you're going to eat us," Fey suggested.


A cunning smile spread across Nox's face. The deep-set eyes that glowed yellow under his high forehead made him look even more terrifying and caused even Fey to take a step back.


"Oh, they think so," Nox said in a low voice, meant for her ears only.


"That's actually not so far from the truth."


"What do you mean?" Fey said, immediately becoming guarded.


Nox placed one of his long, bony fingers against his thin lips to show that he didn't intend to reveal more. As he left the basement, Fey's eyes followed him all the way to the stairs.


"Do you know him from before?" Jacob asked with a disapproving voice.


"No," Fey answered truthfully.


He was very kind to you," the older woman said, clearly not believing Fey.


"He wasn't kind," Fey defended herself. "He was intrusive."


"But you must have some idea what they want,” the woman accused.


“You didn't seem very interested in finding anything out," "If they had wanted us to know, they probably would have told us already," Fey muttered grimly.


"Stop it, Vanja," Julia urged. "She doesn't know any more than we do."


"And you?" Vanja continued, and this time turned to Maya, who had retreated to the innermost corner. "You recognized one of them."


"Lukas... It was Lukas," Maya replied weakly.


"Do you know that... man?" Julia asked gently and cautiously knelt down beside her.


"Yes, I... I mostly recognized the voice. I could recognize it anywhere," Maya whispered with tears in her eyes. "Lukas and I, we were... but he didn't look like that."


"Please, tell us about him, Maya," Jacob urged. "It might be useful."


Everyone turned to the shaken girl with the platinum-blond hair.


Maya collected herself. Despite the situation, she seemed to perk up at the sudden attention.


"We were a couple... or at least I thought so," Maya began. "He was not like this then. He was incredibly charming and handsome. He...


deceived me."


Maya broke down, and Simon comforted her before she took a determined breath.


"I grew up on a large estate where my family had lived for several generations. It had an old library. Grandmother said the books were so old they might crumble, and we were strictly forbidden from entering. But it turned out that I was the only one being excluded.


That's how they always treated me. Lukas persuaded me to break in, for all the injustice I had to endure. In reality, it was all for his own sake," Maya continued, letting out a deep, trembling sigh. "I don't know what he stole, but grandmother became furious and threw me out."


"That doesn't sound right," Jacob said sympathetically, and Maya nodded wretchedly. "Whatever happened, she should forgive you."


"But what can you tell us about Lukas?" Vanja persisted, and she now sounded almost annoyed.


"Nothing. I'm terribly sorry," Maya said, distressed. "One day, he was just there. He had a charm that was irresistible. He could persuade anyone to do anything."


The conversation died out, and Maya sank inconsolably into Simon's arms again, who stroked a couple of tear-drenched strands of hair from her face. As night fell, Fey's fellow prisoners huddled together to stay warm, yet she remained on her side of the room.The exhaustion from the previous night's sleeplessness had taken its toll, and with the newfound warmth of the robe, she quickly fell asleep.


As Nox emerged from the basement, he leaned heavily against the wall. He had only been away from home for a few days, but during that short time, his life had become uncomfortably complicated. A stream of questions poured from the black, bottomless well that was the day's events, but the biggest of all was why she was here.


"What do we do about this mess now?" a familiar sharp voice said beside him.


"We keep them alive," Nox answered warily.


"Is that necessary?" the woman at his side asked in an icy voice. "Let them die down there and get it over with. It's cruel to drag it out."


"We must first find out what's really going on, and to do that, we have to let this run its course," Nox said thoughtfully.


"And that's the only reason?" the woman said and Nox couldn’t help but to grin, sensing her mouth pursing underneath her raised hood.


You'll help me with the livestock, won't you?" Nox said, as coaxingly as he could.


"Was that a question?" the woman asked curtly.


"I was just trying to be polite," Nox admitted. "I need your help."


"Why do I put up with this?" the woman said with a sigh of resignation and turned to walk away.


"Because you actually like me!" Nox called after her with another grin.


With a snort of contempt, the woman disappeared through the back door.










3. In Dreams


The car sped down the road, its engine a deafening roar. It was going too fast, far too fast, but she couldn't hit the brakes. If she did, he'd catch her, and it would all be over. All she could do was push forward as the world outside blurred. The streetlights made the road glisten, their light reflected in the puddles. Suddenly, a great wall of darkness rushed at her. There was no time to swerve. A deafening bang, and she was thrown forward. The windshield exploded, and glass shards sliced into her skin before she tumbled into the endless blackness.


Fey jolted awake with a gasp, the fabric of her shirt glued to her clammy skin. It had been a long time since she was haunted by these nightmares. She thought she had managed to leave them behind. The events of the past twenty-four hours had probably brought them back to the surface. She closed her eyes and tried to relax, but a sense of unease washed over her. Only the breathing of her cellmates a short distance away broke the silence, yet she couldn't shake the feeling of being observed.


A cold shiver crept down her spine as she cautiously looked around.


In the dim light, she spotted a shape that was too solid to be a shadow, too still to belong to the sleeping forms of her cellmates. Her eyes traced its unnerving shape until it resolved into a dark-clad figure, slumped against the wall, not even a meter away from her mattress, inside the barred room.


Her mind snapped into full awareness. Every muscle in her body went rigid, and her heart slammed against her ribs. Panic seized her, and she thrashed against the entangling folds of the robe. Her legs kicked uselessly in her desperate bid for freedom, the rustling breaking the silence.


"Calm down," a raspy voice whispered. "It's just me."


Fey squinted, her eyes adjusting to the gloom, and recognized both the raspy voice and the skeletal silhouette. Her mind, still reeling from the dream, scrambled to place him. She blinked in baffled recognition.


"Nox?" Fey whispered tentatively.


"Yes," Nox replied just as quietly.


She didn't know what to make of this nocturnal visit. She glanced over at the other prisoners in the corner where they lay, considering her options. His gaze followed hers.


"If you wake them, I'll leave," Nox announced, his words cutting into her thoughts with unsettling accuracy.


Fey realized it wasn’t a threat, but stating a fact. She nodded to show she understood. The questions swirling in her head demanded answers, and the chance was too valuable to pass up. The most unsettling fact was the strange absence of fear. Nox hadn't been threatening to her so far. He remained a respectful distance away in the gloom. The lamp outside the bars did little to cut through the shadows, yet with his hood down, she could make out his distinctive features more clearly than before.


She caught something gleaming in the dim light and, without thinking, leaned in. Her hand twitched with the impulse to reach out and touch the rings on his elongated ear, until she caught his glowing yellow eyes following her every move. He waited patiently as she scrutinized him, and she realized she had gotten a bit too close. Grateful for the darkness to hide her flushed cheeks, she quickly pulled away from him.


"What time is it?" Fey asked to fill the silence.


"Half past three," Nox said casually.


"You woke me up at three-thirty in the morning?" Fey grumbled sourly. "You're a monster!" Nox threw his head back, straining to contain a silent laugh, revealing his crooked, sharp teeth. In a bizarre way, the sound of his unforced amusement made a small, unwilling smile twitch at the corner of her lips.


"Yes, that's what people usually call us," Nox admitted. "But to be honest, I didn’t wake you, did I? What were you dreaming about?" "What are you doing down here?" Fey dodged the question, and to her relief, he let the matter slide.
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