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LONDON, MAY 1817


The man stood over his victim, knife flashing in the dim light of Silmith’s round yellow moon. The scent of blood and urine hung on the stale breeze, and the clink of a money pouch echoed in the quiet of the alley. David hung back in the shadows, awaiting his moment. The thief would have to pass by him to reach the street and disappear into the warren of dockside wharves and warehouses. When he did, David would pursue. It was a tactic he’d perfected over the course of the past year.


Not once had he allowed his prey to escape his particular brand of justice. Not once had he been caught or even seen except as a ghostly shape, an enormous dark shadow with glowing gray eyes. Some called him a demon or a monster—the newspapers who prospered from his exploits and those who worked the darkness for their own gains. But those who’d been saved by his intervention labeled him a guardian angel, a mysterious hero.


He was neither. Merely bored.


And angry.


Very, very angry.


If any member of the five clans of shape-shifting Imnada were to discover he spent the time between sundown and sunrise saving the lives of humans, they’d deem him mad. Not that he cared what they thought. He was emnil, dead to his clan. An outcast and an outlaw.


And while he was no longer condemned to pass his nights in his clan aspect of the wolf, having escaped the clutch of a curse that forced him and his friends to shift, these short, vicious hours had become a solace; these cluttered, squalid alleys and dark, twisted lanes his personal hunting ground. If he couldn’t spend his rage upon those who’d banished him to this tormented existence, he’d turn it on the villainous cutthroats and slimy pimps who prowled the stews in search of victims. Not that he cared overmuch about the men and women he assisted, but few questioned the deaths of thugs or mourned the loss of murderers. Only the Fey-bloods might realize the truth behind the monstrous beast prowling London’s stews, but that only added to the knife-edge thrill he craved like an addict—an existence he knew all too much about these days.


The clouds passed over the full moon, the breeze kicking up in starts to ruffle the fur along his back, the bristly ridge at his neck. He lifted his face to it, felt it curl over his muzzle, bringing with it the salty tar-laden stench of the Limehouse docks. Just then the victim moaned and stirred as he regained consciousness. His hand groped feebly for the knot at the back of his head. Shoving the money pouch in his coat pocket, the assailant lifted his knife with deadly intent. Theft soon to become murder.


Thought fell to instinct, and, with fangs bared in a vicious snarl, David sprang.


*  *  *


Callista rubbed a cloth over the last silver bell before returning it to its case alongside the other two. Closing the lid, she secured the lock with a roll of her thumb over the circular tumblers. But instead of tucking the mahogany box upon the high shelf beside her bed, she remained at her desk, the box in front of her. Her finger followed the familiar loops and swirls decorating the lid. Her mother’s box. Her grandmother’s. Her great-grandmother’s.


Necromancers, all.


The power to journey into the realm of the dead and speak to those who walked its paths had been gifted to the women of her house, stretching back beyond anyone’s memory. At least that’s what Mother had claimed. Callista couldn’t know for certain. She’d never met any of the women of her house except Mother to ask them.


Now she couldn’t even ask Mother.


Callista slid open the top desk drawer, removing a bundle of yellowed letters wrapped in a frayed ribbon. The wax was dried and crumbling, the writing smudged and faded. Mother had kept them all, every single missive she’d sent to her family that had been returned unopened. The prominent Armstrong family of Killedge Hall never forgot or forgave the shame of their daughter’s elopement.


Callista pulled free the top letter, reading the words, though she knew them by heart. A cheerful letter, despite the anguish and the dread prompting this last desperate attempt to reconcile. Mother had died a month later.


Mother’s letter had been returned a week after the funeral.


Every time Callista walked into death, the urge to summon her mother’s spirit almost overcame her. And yet, she held back. Refused to trace the symbols that would bind her mother to her. Callista couldn’t bear to let her see how far her only daughter had fallen, trading her power for coins like a huckster at the village fair alongside the dog-faced boy and the bearded lady. To her mother, the gift of necromancy had been a sacred trust. To Callista, it had become a trickster’s ploy.


The door behind Callista opened, a breeze stirring the hair at the back of her neck, raising gooseflesh over her arms. As she slid the packet of correspondence back into the desk drawer, she felt Branston’s thunderous stare bore into her, his fury like a shimmer of red behind her eyelids.


“Running away again, sister dear? You should know by now, Mr. Corey has eyes and ears all over London. There’s nothing happens in this town he doesn’t know about.”


Callista shuddered with loathing for her half brother’s new business partner but wisely kept her opinion to herself.


“I almost wish his men hadn’t found you in time for your appointment,” he said. “Better to postpone the summoning than have poor Mrs. Dixon’s hopes dashed so cruelly.”


“Your concern for the grieving mother is touching,” Callista answered wearily. “I’d not have taken you for a sentimentalist.”


“What I am is a businessman and you, my dear, are the business. A fact you keep forgetting.”


She rose to confront Branston. His small, washed-out blue eyes narrowed, his nostrils flared as if he smelled something rank. “That’s where you’re wrong. I know it all too well. You haven’t let me forget for one moment in the past seven years.”


His hands flexed and curled into fists, his well-fed body wired with tension. “Is that what your sulks are about? Your feelings are hurt? You don’t feel appreciated? Is that why you decided to dash a grieving mother’s hopes by telling her you were unable to speak to little Jonny?”


“It’s not right to take these people’s money without offering them comfort in return.”


Shoving his hands in his pockets, Branston shrugged away from her. “We offer solace. Reassurance. Hope. Worth it at double the price,” he said, in the same tone he used to hawk her skills during their years traveling town to town and fair to fair. “We’re the only link to their loved ones beyond the grave, to the infinite knowledge of the future the spirits can offer us.”


“Yes, if I’m able to find the spirit they seek and the client’s questions are answered. But I never found that woman’s son. I walked as far as I dared into death. I tried every path I knew. I couldn’t lie to her.”


“Perhaps you need to delve farther? Walk paths you’ve yet to explore?”


“I’m not trained for the deeper reaches. Mother died before she could teach me those lessons, and without the proper instruction, it’s too dangerous to attempt.”


“I don’t bloody care.” He spun around, jaw clenched. Brotherly concern, obviously a pose too difficult to maintain. Not that he’d ever tried very hard. Perhaps if they’d been closer in age or she’d been born a boy or if he’d not been an ill-tempered, spiteful, good-for-nothing sod.


“Do what you need to do to satisfy the customer, Callista. If you won’t risk it, then lie. If you’d done that tonight, the old cow would have left here pleased as punch, thinking little Jonny was with dear old Dad doing ring-the-rosy in heaven. She’d have been happy to be comforted in her time of grief. I’d have been happy to relieve her of her money.”


“We’ve only begun to recover after the fiasco in Manchester. Do you want to be arrested this time? Or worse? Mother always said—”


“What I want, Callista”—he slammed his hand upon the table—“is for you to do as you’re told. I don’t give a damn about your bloody bells or your Fey-born gift or your sainted mother. She’s long dead, and if it weren’t for me, the only gift keeping you from starvation would be the one between your legs. So, you’ll tell these sniveling, drippy, hand-wringing women with their sob stories whatever they want to hear, because if you don’t”—he shoved his face close enough for her to smell the whisky on his breath—“I’ll make you very, very sorry.”


She refused to cower before him, though she knew it only made him angrier. Instead she locked her knees, forced her shoulders square, and met him glare for glare. “You’re no longer my guardian, and I won’t be forced to act as your circus sideshow any longer.”


His gaze grew icy, a wicked smile dancing over his mouth. “The next time you leave, I’ve told Mr. Corey he can return you in any condition he chooses. I’m sure he’d be more than willing, and, knowing him, any struggle on your part will only increase his ardor. You suppose that high-flown aunt of yours you’re always running on about will take you in once you’re ruined and stuffed with a bastard child?”


“You wouldn’t dare.” Cold fear splashed across Callista’s back, nearly buckling her knees. Aunt Deirdre, her mother’s elder sister, resided in Scotland as a priestess of High Danu. Callista had never met her, but for seven years, she’d dreamed of traveling to the convent at Dunsgathaic. Of finding a home with her long-lost relative. Of finally escaping Branston.


“Wouldn’t I?” Branston grabbed her, his fingers digging into her upper arms until tears burned in her eyes. “You’ll do as I say. No more arguments. No more running. Do I make myself clear?”


“Completely,” she answered, forcing a calm she did not feel.


He released her to pat her cheek, an unpleasant smile stretching his wide mouth. “You make it so much harder than it needs to be. I’m only looking out for your best interests. Haven’t I always been there to take care of you, unlike those high and mighty relatives of your mother’s?”


She crossed her arms over her chest, eyeing him like the disease he was. “Your persuasive abilities continue to amaze me. It’s no wonder none of your schemes pay off.”


Annoyance flickered in his gaze. “Get some rest. We’ve two appointments tomorrow, and I want you at your best. I’m going out. Mrs. Thursby will be here if you need anything.”


Hardly a comfort. The old bawd acting as Branston’s housekeeper was another of Mr. Corey’s associates. Since they set up shop in London six months ago, their household had slowly been taken over by the ruthless gang lord and his underlings. But why? What really lay behind his continued and growing interest in them?


“Where are you going?” she asked.


Branston chucked her chin as if she were ten years old. “Worried for me? Don’t be, dear sister. I’ll always be here to look after you. Always.”


She crossed to the hearth, though no warmth touched her frozen, shivering skin. Always was what she most feared.


*  *  *


No matter how many times he did it, David St. Leger always hated this part.


With held breath and steady hand, he eased the silver-bladed knife across his opposite palm, wincing as blood welled behind the thin cut. Holding his hand above the glass he’d prepared earlier, he waited as three large drops fell into the viscous slime-green liquid, then snatched up a napkin to wrap around his wound. The initial sting became a steady throb as the silver’s poison moved up his arm into his head until spots bounced in front of his eyes and his stomach squirmed ominously.


Swirling the liquid around as if he were appreciating a fine brandy, he raised the glass to his lips, closed his eyes, and downed the vile, greasy brew in one shuddering swallow. It had been almost two years since the dying Fey-blood had spat his evil curse over him. A few months since the discovery of the draught that prevented his unnatural shift from man to beast with each setting of the sun.


David wasn’t sure which was worse—the cure or the curse.


Leaving the glass on a nearby table, he sank into an armchair, leaning his head back against the cushions, until the dizziness passed and the potion took hold. The clock struck the hour. A log in the grate fell apart in a shower of sparks. Rain pattered against the window.


And then there were the sounds that didn’t belong. A far-off click of a latch. The brush of a boot against carpet. A rattle of a knob. Not a servant. He’d sent the last one to bed on his arrival home an hour ago.


Taking up his knife once more, David waited—and listened. He’d take no chances. Not with the Imnada’s brutal Ossine enforcers searching for any shapechanger suspected of going against tradition to seek an alliance with the Fey-bloods. The rebels claimed it was their only chance to save the race from extinction. The Ossine called it treason.


David might be innocent of insurrection, but he was still emnil, exiled from his clan and labeled a dangerous rogue. That was an engraved invitation to any enforcer who sought to cleanse the clan once and for all of his corrupted bloodline. None would question his death . . . after all, within a wolf pack, the crippled and the sickly were the first to be eliminated. Within the five clans of Imnada, those same laws applied.


But David would not be taken down without a fight. The Ossine enforcers would not lay their hands on him again.


Ever.


The sounds came closer. David hung back, the knife ready, every muscle tensed for the attack. The door opened and a shadow fell across the floor. Unhesitating, he lunged, his arm sweeping out to catch the intruder. A shout erupted. Glass shattered. A knife flashed. The intruder’s neck ended trapped in the crook of David’s elbow, his back arched against the silver blade pressed to his kidneys.


“Are you barking mad, St. Leger?” the man growled from between clenched teeth.


David closed his eyes on a string of profanity. Dropped his arm and his blade.


Captain Mac Flannery.


“Is this how you greet all your guests?” Mac snarled, his cat-slanted green eyes narrowed in fury.


“Only those who sneak in like thieves,” David quipped with a smile, despite the renewed rush of dizziness spinning his head. He tossed the knife with a clatter onto a nearby table.


“I knocked, but I expect your housekeeper’s retired for the night.”


David cast a glance at the mantel clock. “It’s two in the morning. Of course she’s retired.” He poured himself a drink. On an afterthought, poured one for Mac, who was straightening his waistcoat. “What the hell are you doing here at this godforsaken time of night anyway? Shouldn’t you be home making mad passionate love to your new bride?”


“I wish. I came to let you know there’s an enforcer skulking around London.”


“Let him skulk. I’m not up to my neck in traitorous revolution like some I could name.” David settled into a chair. It felt good after the busy night he’d had. He tossed back the whisky, feeling the burn all the way to his toes. “Much as I appreciate the warning, couldn’t it have waited until morning?”


“I didn’t want an audience for my arrival . . . just in case.”


“Does Gray know about this meddlesome Ossine?”


“Gray’s gone north to Addershiels. I haven’t heard from him in weeks. I’m starting to worry.”


“And well you should. If the enforcers discover his involvement with the rebel Imnada and their Fey-blood conspirators, he’ll end in pieces and us right alongside him.”


Mac rubbed his temples as if staunching a headache. “I know, but Gray doesn’t listen. I think this whole uprising is his way of getting back at his grandfather.”


Among British society, the Duke of Morieux was known as a shrewd and cunning aristocrat with the wealth to buy a nation and the influence to rule it, though he chose to spend most of his time and attention on his vast Cornish estate.


Among the Imnada, the heavyset bear of a man with his shock of white hair and the ice-blue eyes of a hawk was known simply as the Morieux, hereditary leader of the five clans, whose word was law.


David simply called him a fucking mealymouthed cocksucker.


“Do you blame Gray?” David asked. “His grandfather could have saved him. He could have saved all of us. But if Gray wants revenge, a nice blade between dear Grandpapa’s ribs would be a hell of a lot easier than a revolution.”


A tense silence sprang up though neither strove to break it. The three friends had reached a tacit agreement. They never spoke of the last chaotic days of war and a dying Fey-blood’s vicious spell that had trapped them all within the prison of the curse. Nor did they talk of the cure that fast became a deadly addiction. They could not stop; they could not continue. Either choice brought sickness and finally death. In their struggle to free themselves of the spell, they’d ended trapped and tainted by the magic of the Fey—again.


Mac found solace from his pain in love; Gray in revenge.


David found it at the bottom of a whisky bottle.


“Your message has been delivered, Captain. Care for a drink—or three?” He started to rise.


“There’s another . . . small matter.”


David sighed, dropping back into his chair. “There always is.”


A shuffling step sounded from just outside the door, followed by the click of a heel on the parquet. David snatched up his blade and was halfway to the door before Mac grabbed him. “Wait.”


David swung around, eyes wild. “What the hell—”


“Caleb!” Mac called. “Show yourself. It’s all right.”


A thin man with a long, pockmarked face and dingy brown hair stepped into the study. His eyes darted around the room as if gauging safety.


“St. Leger won’t harm you. Will you, David?”


“That depends on who the devil he is.” He turned once more to the sideboard. Mother of All, but he needed another drink.


“This is Caleb Kineally,” Mac began. “He’s—”


“Imnada.” David finished Mac’s sentence at the first mental brush of shapechanger magic against his mind. “I take it he’s one of Gray’s rebels.”


Mac ran a hand over his haggard face, and for the first time David noticed the waxen pallor of his friend’s features, the smudges hollowing his eyes. “Aye. He needs to lay low while the enforcers are close. I want you to look after him.”


“Me?”


“While Gray’s away, you’re the only one I trust. Bianca’s been through enough. I can’t place her in danger again. Not with a baby on the way.”


David’s resolve wavered at mention of Mac’s out-clan bride, but he shoved his better nature aside. Mac had asked for trouble when he’d bought into Gray’s mutinous rhetoric. It wasn’t David’s problem nor his cause.


“Just until things quiet down,” Mac pleaded.


“You and Gray are deluding yourselves if you believe you’ll make our lives better by defying the Os-sine. You’ll end up dead. But you won’t take me with you.”


“We’re dead either way, though, aren’t we?” Mac answered. The simple truth of those words hit David like a kick to the stomach.


So much for delusions.


“Please, David.”


He’d never heard Mac beg. Not in Charleroi with battle looming and the Fey-blood’s spell singeing their veins like acid. Not when he’d been brought in chains before the stern-faced clan Gather to have the sentence of emnil pronounced. And not even when they’d burned away his clan mark, leaving his back a charred wreck and making death seem like mercy. Mac did not beg. He suffered. He endured. It was what David had always admired about his friend.


“You once told me the dead were the only ones who might make a difference,” Mac said. “You once believed in the cause as much as any of us.”


“Did I? Must have been drunk at the time.” David tossed back his whisky. Was this his third or his fourth? He’d lost count.


Mac eyed him over the glass with a last-throw-of-the-dice look on his face. “The Ossine on Kineally’s trail is a man by the name of Beskin.”


David’s back twitched with remembered pain, the whisky turning sour in his gut. Eudo Beskin remained in his head as a brutal nightmare from which there was no waking. If keeping Kineally safe thwarted the dead-hearted bastard, David would do it gladly, but he glared at Mac for playing his trump. “He can stay. But that doesn’t make me one of you.”


Mac smiled his success as he placed his glass upon a sideboard. “Scoff all you like, St. Leger.” He tossed a newspaper on the sofa open to the headline “Monster of the Mews Prevents Malicious Murder.” “But you’re one of us whether you admit it or not.”


*  *  *


The man sat at his usual corner table, his plate emptied of dinner, a brandy before him. Those in the crowded chophouse who noticed him at all dismissed him without a second glance. Just as he’d planned it when he set the spell in motion that repelled eyes and minds, allowing him to disappear while remaining in plain sight. A useful gift. In his early days on the street, it had kept him alive in the brutality and chaos of London’s fetid alleys and dank winding passages, when finding food had been his primary goal. But as his skills grew, so did his ambitions. After all, why be given such a talent if it wasn’t to be used?


“. . . big as a bear with teeth like a lion and claws like the barber’s razor. Seen it myself . . .”


“. . . this before or after you’d spent your week’s pay on blue ruin . . .”


“. . . found old Moseby last week, gutted like a mackerel in an alley near the steelyard . . .”


“. . . wager his old woman did him in rather than some slavering monster . . .”


The nearby conversation grated on his already strained temper. He’d not come to hear gossip from two red-nosed drunken knaves with less in their heads than they had in their pockets. He checked his watch, sipped sparingly at his drink. Half his success came as a result of keeping a clear head among a rabble of half-soused alley scum.


The door opened and Branston Hawthorne scrambled in as if he had a constable on his tail. Out of breath, he darted his suspicious eyes round the room before sidling over to slide into the seat opposite. “So sorry,” he wheezed. “A group of us were meeting to discuss these rumors about the Imnada. Hope you weren’t waiting long.”


“What are Imnada?” Victor Corey sipped unconcernedly at his brandy. It wouldn’t do to show too much interest. Keep them guessing. Keep them off their stride. Never show your hand. That had always been his way.


“You don’t know about the shapechangers?” Hawthorne asked, disbelief creeping into his voice.


“Damn your eyes! Would I ask the question if I knew?”


Corey hated that he must rely on fools like Branston Hawthorne to instruct him in a magical world that should have been his birthright. He hated that the knowledge this boot-licking poltroon took for granted, Victor Corey, king of the stews, scrabbled to grasp. But grasp it he would. It had taken years to fully understand his power, both its limits and its possibilities. The results had gained him wealth and influence, if not admiration. No matter. The world might not respect him, but it feared him. An emotion that served him twice as well.


Nervousness flickered now in Hawthorne’s gaze. Corey relaxed back in his seat, taking a sip of his brandy. “Who or what are Imnada? They must be important if they kept you from our meeting.”


Hawthorne licked his lips and rubbed the side of his nose with one pudgy finger. “Yes . . . I mean no . . . I mean of course. I’m happy to explain. The Imnada are shapechangers. Used to be plentiful as grass on a hill until they betrayed Arthur at the last battle. Their war chief cut the king down where he stood”—he snapped his fingers—“just like that. But the Other paid them back for their treachery—”


Corey scowled. “King Arthur? Is that the Arthur we’re talking about?”


“Aye, last great king of our kind, old Arthur was. Said to be more Fey than human. But it didn’t stop the Imnada from doing him in. He bled same as anyone with a sword stuck through his gut. Afterward, the shifters were hunted down, the whole monstrous lot of them. Killed in droves like vermin until none were left . . . or so we thought, the sneaky buggers. It’s said they’ve returned bold as brass and twice as dangerous.”


Corey leaned back in his chair. “They change shape? Into what exactly?”


Hawthorne sighed as one might when confronted with a small child’s incessant questions. But his long exhale was choked off at a single cold stare from his host. “They shift from man to ruthless wild beast. As soon kill you as look at you. The Other are organizing. We’ll not be taken unawares by a bunch of dirty shifters.”


“Pitchforks and torches?” Corey said smoothly. “I’d love to see a mob like that parading down Bond Street amid the hoity-toities. Give them a good scare.” He held Hawthorne’s gaze long enough for the man to move uneasily in his seat before glancing away with a lift of a shoulder and a wave to the barman. “Enough about your bogeymen in the night. I invited you here to find out what you plan on doing about your sister’s continued defiance. I don’t appreciate being made a fool of and I’m sure you don’t want me to change my mind about our arrangement.”


He regarded Hawthorne’s unease with satisfaction. “No, of course not, Mr. Corey. You’ve been more than generous with your offer and I’m indebted to you for your patience in the matter.”


“You’re indebted to me for far more than that, Hawthorne. And I expect payment in full. The girl or the coin. Which will it be?” Though he already knew the answer. He’d made sure Hawthorne was up to his neck in debt with no hope of repayment. Not that it had been difficult. The man had the business acumen of a babe in the cradle.


Hawthorne straightened in his chair, his chubby face breaking into a smile. “You’ll have Callista, Mr. Corey. No worry on that score. I’ve given her a good dressing-down. There won’t be any more of her foolishness.” He took a long greedy swallow of his wine, dabbing at his mouth with a napkin, unaware of the red drops flecking his neck cloth. “She can be a handful at times, but a stern husband should settle her down right quick.”


Corey smiled. Oh, he’d settle Miss Callista Hawthorne down all right. Once tamed, she’d make good bed sport. The woman was ripe for a man’s attentions. All she needed was the right man to show her the way.


But while he would enjoy introducing her to the pleasures of the flesh, it was Callista’s gift of necromancy he truly desired. She was his key in to death. And when one possesses the key, one controls the door—both who goes in and, more importantly, what comes out.


The realm of Annwn was full of dark spirits bound to the underworld’s deepest paths. Dark spirits who only needed a guide to lead them up to and through the door separating life and death. Once that door was breached, Branston Hawthorne with his round little body and unctuous pandering would be the first to die. And from there, who knew . . .


With an army of the underworld at Corey’s command, his grip on London would tighten like a noose. They already called him a gang lord and a prince of thieves.


Soon they’d call him mayor.


Perhaps in time they’d hail him as king—or better. Arthur might have been the last great king of the Other. Victor Corey could be the next.


Some thought him mad to take a dowerless nobody as his wife, but he knew better. Callista Hawthorne would bring him the world as her marriage portion.
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The gang closed in on the woman from two sides, leaving her nowhere to run but toward the alley. False hope, for that way ended in a brick wall. Too high to jump, and while the stones of the empty tenement backing onto the passage were held with barely more than plaster and a promise, no slip of a female would be able to bring them down and win a way out.


Alone, she was as good as caught, and judging by the ripe odors of alcohol and brutality rising from the men, she’d be lucky to escape with her life, much less her honor. She must have known it, too, for she grabbed up a broken plank, holding it in front of her like a sword. Or like someone who’d never handled a sword might hold one. She whipped the board from side to side, her eyes darting between her captors as they circled.


David slunk from his position in the lee of St. Martin’s Lane, threading the mews, coming up behind the old tailor’s shop. Then through the broken crawl space under the abandoned brewery before arriving at the other side of the wall. Six and a half feet straight up. His fur rippled with excitement. A growl vibrated low in his chest.


Too high for the woman.


An easy leap for a wolf.


He took a short approach before curling his back legs under and vaulting skyward with every ounce of force, front paws stretched for the ledge. A momentary scramble, and he was up.


His gaze moved slowly over the tableau spread beneath him. The woman backed against the wall, her cloak thrown off her shoulders to reveal a heavy satchel dragging her off-balance, her arms wobbling under the continued weight of the plank as her attackers chortled and swaggered with their success. The fizz and burn of Fey-blood magic jangled at the base of his brain, crawled over his skin. Which one of the group bore the blood of the Other in their veins? David tried focusing on the source, but he was interrupted by the woman’s scream as one of her attackers slammed her against the bricks. His mates cheered him on as he tore the plank from her hands and pressed against her, groping his way under her cloak to squeeze her breast.


“How dare you!” She lashed out, her palm connecting with his cheek.


“Spitfire, this one is.”


“Don’t let Corey see ya pawing the girl, Bates. He’ll cut your dick off and shove it up your arse.”


“Just softening ’er up is all.” Bates released her with a shove, but his lecherous, wild-eyed look remained. She scrambled for the plank, but he kicked it to the side and out of reach. “Your brother’s worrit sick about you, he is, miss. Wouldn’t want somethin’ to happen to ye alone in the big city at night. Mayhap you’ll run into a fella who’d want to stuff his cock into ye . . . or mayhap a whole group of fellas with stiff cocks. What-cha think of that?”


The others sniggered.


A mite early for gloating. David’s lips curled back in a toothy grimace, a low snarl rolling up from deep in his throat to bounce eerily between buildings. Immediately, what had been an easy abduction erupted into chaos. They looked up, freezing under the inhuman stare from the enormous black shadow, their frightened shouts warming his heart, his laughter sounding as another low, frightening growl.


In one flowing move, David leapt from the wall and sank his teeth into Bates’s arm. The blood leaked hot into his mouth, bones cracking under the pressure. The man’s face went chalk-white, his mouth opening and closing in a silent scream. Shaking him from side to side, David thrilled at the man’s choking gasps and jerking blood-spattering twitches before he went silent and then limp. Passed out? Dead? David didn’t care. The vile filth had been a rapist and a murderer.


“. . . monster from the papers . . .”


“. . . Devil of Dawlish Street . . .”


David lifted his head, lips pulled back from his fangs in a dripping gruesome smile. Hadn’t heard that one before.


The remaining men retreated, their shouts and panicked cries better than a Beethoven symphony.


“Hold your ground, boys,” someone shouted. “We ain’t gonna let no ruddy animal scare us off.”


The panicked men rallied under the newcomer. A knife sailed past David’s face to clang against the bricks. Then a broken bottle.


So much for easy.


David lunged for his nearest attacker, savaging him with a rake of his claws. Tearing clean a chunk of thigh. Breaking an ankle between his jaws. The man screamed, hunched and shaking against further attack. A bullet smashed into the wall above David’s head. He whipped around in time to catch another murderous bastard aiming a long steel knife. One focused, ruthless look from David was all it took for the rascal to flee in a mad scramble for safety, his shoes ringing loud against the cobbles.


One more murderous gang of cutthroats to spread the word of the mysterious monster prowling the midnight streets. One more victim saved by the ghostly beast of the night.


He turned his head for his first real look at the woman when a sudden burst of pain ripped through his skull and his brain exploded with a dazzle of fireworks. His gaze narrowed on the upraised plank gripped in the woman’s shaking hands. The plank swung down, the fireworks became a bomb blast, and darkness rose up like a wave to swallow him whole.


*  *  *


“Wake up. Please wake up,” Callista whispered as she shook the man by his shoulder.


He groaned, blinking bleary, unfocused eyes. “Go ’way, Mac. Head’s splitting. Whisky . . . too much . . .” Then he slumped back against the wooden post he’d been lashed to, wrists taut behind him.


She pulled her shawl tighter around her shoulders against the attic’s chill and shook him again. “I’m not Mac, but please, you have to wake up.”


Even though long familiar with the otherworldly, what she’d seen back in the alley still seemed unbelievable. The strange blurring of air around his prone body as a swirling wind burned against her face, the prick and sting of unfamiliar magic up and down her arms as wolf gave way to naked man. Her shock lasted mere seconds, but it had been enough time for Corey’s men to return. She struggled as they grabbed her, but it was no use. She and the unconscious stranger had been brought back to the house.


She’d been locked in her bedchamber. She’d not seen what they’d done with their prisoner. Not until a jimmied lock and a quiet search had ended here in the attic among dusty trunks and broken furniture.


She shook him once more, trying very hard to keep her eyes on his face and off the rest of him, which remained as he’d been found—very, very naked. Not that it was difficult to keep her stare fixed above his shoulders. He was the most exquisite man she’d ever seen. A face like a fallen angel, all chiseled angles and stern lines, a stubborn chin, a straight nose, and a sinfully full mouth. His blond hair curled against his neck, slightly longer than fashion allowed, but obviously cut by a very good barber. In fact, even without clothes to label class or rank, it was easy to perceive he was no Whitechapel thatch-gallows. From the impossibly broad shoulders to the well-defined, muscular body, the man oozed elegance and the confidence that comes with wealth. Hard to manage being nude and trussed like a Christmas goose awaiting the farmer, but the gentleman did it in spades. The only incongruity was his back, which bore horrible scars as if he’d been through a war—or two. Still, that only added to the raw physicality of the man. If that were possible.


Her gaze snapped back to his face and off his . . . “Can you hear me? Please say something.” Who knew how much time she had before Branston checked on her—or the prisoner. She needed to speak with the man first. She needed to find out who he was.


She needed to find out what he was.


He opened his eyes, the vacancy now replaced with a razor-keen stare. He jerked, coming up hard against his bonds, his gaze flicking down over the silver chain interlacing the thin cord at his ankles. “Fucking bollocks,” he grunted. “Damned bastard Fey-blood.”


He might look aristocratic Mayfair, but his vocabulary came straight from the St. Giles stews. “Can you hear me?” she asked again. “Do you know who you are? Do you remember anything?”


“Of course I bloody well hear you.” For the first time, he seemed to take her in, that frightening, steel-edged gaze raking her like a sword point. “You’re the minx that clobbered me over the head.”


She slumped, her breath heaving out in a sigh. “I’d hoped you might not remember that part.”


“Do you always bash in the heads of your rescuers?” He worked at his wrists before leaving off with a small moan that might have been frustration or pain. He looked pale, great shadows pooling beneath his eyes, his chest heaving in short gasps. “Fuck all,” he muttered. “Bloody silver. No wonder I feel like shit on a stick.” His gaze flicked back to her. “Here to smash another great piece of wood down on my skull, Fey-blood?”


She frowned. “Why do you keep calling me that?”


“It’s what you are, isn’t it?” He snorted, once more working at his wrists. “Caught by a damned Other,” he muttered under his breath.


“You were coming to my rescue?”


He paused to scowl at her. “That was the idea. Seems you weren’t in as desperate straits as I thought. Maybe those bastards had a perfectly legitimate reason for cornering you. If I were untied, I might throttle you myself.”


She shuffled another arm’s length away. The knots held for now, but who knew—he might be strong enough to free himself or turn back into a wolf and gnaw his way out.


“Where am I, Fey-blood?” the man asked, glancing about the sparse attic.


She didn’t like his tone, but then, she couldn’t fault him for being angry if he had in fact been trying to rescue her from Corey’s villainous crew. “You’re in a house just off Queen Street in Soho—for now.”


A corner of his mouth curled up in a grimace, dimple flashing. “Wondering what to do with me?”


She sat back on her knees, arms folded in her lap. “If I know my brother, he’ll know exactly what to do with you.”


“Why is that not a comfort?” He closed his eyes, sagging back against the beam. By now, his skin had gone clammy, and shudders ran through his body. Was he ill? Had she hit him harder than she thought?


“May I ask you a question?” she ventured.


“Turnabout’s fair play,” he answered without opening his eyes. “Go ahead.”


“Who are you?”


“The name’s David. Anything else?”


“What are you?”


This time a dry snort of laughter broke from his chapped lips, and she was once more subjected to a stare that could melt steel. “Didn’t take long to get round to that. I assumed you’d know exactly what I was—hence the bash over the head and the silver chains.” He shot a look at his ankles, which by now had swollen and turned an ugly shade of purple.


“What has silver to do with it? Or you?”


“You really don’t know?” He laughed again, though it no longer held the angry edge of earlier. Instead it was almost with pride that he said, “Just my thrice-damned luck. Clubbed over the head and lashed to a post by a Fey-blood who’s never heard of the Imnada.”


*  *  *


“But shifters died out ages ago. How have you managed to hide from the world without anyone finding out?”


Interesting. Fey magic fairly shimmered off her, yet she gazed on him with wonder rather than revulsion. In fact, her power seemed to shine right through her skin and gilded her dark brown hair with strands of butter yellow, auburn, and burnished copper. David had always enjoyed beautiful women, and this one, while not his typical style—her chin was a little too narrow, her mouth a little too generous, and her eyes a muddy hazel without even the flecks of gold that typically signified one with the blood and magic of the Fey—still possessed a certain quality that held his eye and piqued his interest.


That or he was still reeling from the effects of a blow to the head.


Perhaps this was all part of an extremely elaborate dream in which he chatted with a lovely young woman about the Imnada clans while chained nude to a post. Not actually the strangest dream he’d ever had, but certainly the most vivid. Though he supposed if he were dreaming, her gaze would not be locked on his face as if her life depended on it, and her hands would not be white-knuckled in her lap. Instead, she’d be . . . He smiled. And her hands would be . . . His groin tightened.


“Why would you hide?” she asked earnestly, tearing through the shreds of his fantasy.


He sighed while envisioning glaciers, icebergs, his housekeeper’s warty bulldog features, all in the hope of reducing his burgeoning erection. This situation was awkward enough without humiliating himself.


“Hiding is easy. The human race tends to ignore what they can’t explain. The Imnada don’t fit into their neat and tidy view of the world, so we don’t exist.”


She cocked her head and continued to eye him the way he imagined a botanist might look at a particularly odd new species of fungus. A change from the usual practiced flirtations and seductive half-smiles offered by the typical females of his acquaintance. He knew how to behave around those women. This one didn’t play by the rules. Instead, she stared at him as if she wanted to understand him, not undress him. Not that she needed to. He was already as bare-assed as the day he was born. Still, she piqued his interest, awakened a long-dead curiosity. And, fuck it all, few things did that these days when life had narrowed to drunken carousing and unemotional coupling with women chosen for nothing more than their easy virtue.


“If we’re going to continue this scintillating discussion, do you mind . . .” He motioned with a jerk of his chin and a lift of his brows.


Her eyes snapped back to his face after another surreptitious perusal of his nether regions, her face coloring to a blotchy red. “Oh, right. Of course.” She leapt to her feet to rummage in a nearby trunk, pulling out a length of moth-eaten pink wool. “Will this do?”


“Not my color, but I’ll endure.” She hesitated for a moment before quickly draping the fabric over his midsection. Thank heavens his Arctic imaginings seemed to have succeeded, though he remained uncomfortable in the extreme. “Much better. Thank you.”


She knelt once more, though he noticed she maintained a discreet arm’s-length distance, as if afraid he might snatch her. If only he could, but the knots held and the silver sapped his strength with every painful breath.


“You said the world doesn’t see what it can’t explain, but the Other would believe. After all, we’re as impossible and out of the realm of normality as you.”


“You’re why we hide—Fey-bloods.”


“You mean the Other? Why would you want to hide from us?”


“You don’t know the legends?”


“Of course, but that was all so long ago. Surely, the shifters no longer fear the Other. We’re not killers.”


“No? I’m a prisoner in the attic of a Fey-blood who bashed me over the head. Forgive me if I remain skeptical.” He glanced briefly at his fetters. “Perhaps if you loosened the cords round my ankles and wrists, I’d look on you with more charity.”


Alarm flickered across her face. “I can’t. I’m not even supposed to be up here. If my brother catches me, there’ll be hell to pay. If Mr. Corey finds me . . .” She shuddered, throwing a glance at the door.


“Coward,” he murmured.


“I’m not.” Her eyes cut once more to the door. “It’s complicated.”


“Ahh, well, guess I’ll catch some sleep while I can.” He slumped back against the post, closing his eyes. Immediately, his thoughts turned to Kineally. Would his fugitive houseguest wonder what had happened when he didn’t return home? Enough to contact Mac and set the wheels of rescue in motion? Recalling the spring-loaded tension of the man, David doubted it. He was on his own.


“Wait. You haven’t told me how you’ve survived so long,” she said. “For heaven’s sake, I don’t even know your last name or anything about you. That’s not fair.”


“Neither is trussing your knight in shining armor to a pole, but there you are.”


“I didn’t truss you. My brother did.”


“But you can untruss me.”


She looked torn. A hopeful sign. Escape might be only a little more charm and persuasion away. “I would, but—”


The approaching heavy tread of boots up the attic stairs interrupted her explanation. She threw herself to her feet, alarm replacing her earlier curiosity as she scanned the room for a place to hide.


The latch turned, and a chubby, rumpled fellow stood upon the threshold. “What are you doing up here?”


So much for charm and persuasion.


*  *  *


There were two of them: a tall shadowy figure by the door, and a second, shorter, plumper, shifty-eyed chap sitting in a chair drawn up close, though not too close, as if he feared David might escape and rip his throat out.


If only he could.


But after endless hours of the silver’s poison seeping into his system, his head pounded, his muscles stiffened in painful spasms, and every breath felt as if his lungs were being chewed through slowly. Even if he did escape, he’d barely have the strength to drag himself across the floor, much less tear his captor’s head off and shove it up his ass.


“Extraordinary,” the man in the chair said for a third time, shaking his head. “Absolutely amazing.” He eyed the silver laced cords with another shake of his head. “The silver’s working just like they said it would, Mr. Corey. Can you believe it? Sickened by the mere touch of the metal. It’s extraordinary.”


The figure in the doorway stepped into the light of the lamp. Dressed in an immaculate tailcoat with a diamond winking in the folds of his starched cravat, the man looked as if he’d just left Almack’s. Any matron’s dream for her daughter, but for the emptiness of his eyes and the scar twisting one side of his mouth into a strange parody of a smile. “This is the monster terrorizing London, Hawthorne? One of these dangerous Imnada demons you told me about? He looks more like a little mouse to me.” He reached out with a gold-knobbed cane to prod David’s side. “A naked little mouse caught in my trap. What should we do with you, mouse?”


“Send me happily on my way?” David ventured.


The man’s laughter was as empty and frightening as his eyes.


David had heard of Victor Corey, of course. One couldn’t read a newspaper without some mention of the London street urchin who’d begun his career picking pockets and ended up with enough ill-gotten wealth to finance a small country. The man had a finger in every pie and owned half of Parliament; it was whispered that the Prince Regent himself owed Corey a tidy fortune.


“You said they were supposed to have died out over a thousand years ago, Hawthorne. Perhaps we should help this one back into extinction.” The cane poked David’s ribs again, this time leaving a bloody scrape.


“An admirable sentiment, Mr. Corey, certainly, but perhaps . . .” Hawthorne let his words trail off enticingly as he scratched at his chin. “We might turn this to our advantage. After all, it’s not every day one’s handed an opportunity like this.” He turned his attention to David. “Where are the rest of your kind, shifter?” he said, enunciating every syllable at a roof-rattling volume. “Tell me and we will let you go.”


“I’m neither deaf, foreign, nor stupid. If you want us, find us.”


“Cheek for someone in your position,” Corey said as he smashed his cane against David’s ribs, eliciting a hissed indrawn breath. “Show a little respect.”


“Respect’s not my strong suit.”


“What did you want with Callista? What did my sister tell you?” Hawthorne asked.


“Is that the pretty Fey-blood’s name?” David asked.


Hawthorne stiffened. “What did you call my sister? How did you know about that?”


“About the power in her? She fairly glows with it.” He lifted his eyes to the ceiling. “Callista. A beautiful name for a beautiful woman,” he mused aloud.


“You’ll keep your tongue between your teeth about my betrothed or I’ll cut off your tail, little mouse.” Corey’s cane found David’s shoulder, his thighs, aimed for his crotch, but David arched away before it did any permanent damage.


“Stop. Stop,” Hawthorne whined. “Don’t you see, Mr. Corey? This creature could make us our fortune.”


“What do you want to do? Sell tickets? Look at him, Hawthorne. He’s naught but a man. Who’ll pay to see that? I say we take him apart in pieces.”


“He may look human, but he’s far more. He’s Imnada. A shifter. You heard the men that brought him here. He can become a wolf with a snap of his fingers. People will definitely pay to see that. You give me twenty-four hours and a loan of a hundred pounds, and I’ll double—mayhap even triple—your initial investment in a week.”


“You’ll not wriggle out of our deal so easily. Callista’s still mine.”


Hawthorne rose from his chair. “Of course—wouldn’t hear of backing out of that part of the agreement; but there could be more. The scope staggers. Twenty-four hours for me to make some inquiries about our friend here. If I can’t make the creature pay in spades, you can feed him to the fishes.”


Corey grunted his reluctant assent, and with a final painful smash of the cane upon David’s stomach, the two of them departed.


The scrape of the key in the lock grated against his nerves. The thump of their boots on the stairs echoed in the pounding of his heart. Alone, he fought like a wild man, writhing against his bonds. Back and forth he sawed until blood oozed hot over his fingers and his breath came broken and ragged, but the silver drained his strength even as it held him fast in his human form. He could not shift. He could not escape.


He was fucking trapped.


David St. Leger was still very, very angry. But he definitely wasn’t bored.
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“Come along to the dining room, Mr. and Mrs. Hopewell. Some tea will help you gather yourselves together.” The grieving couple followed Branston out, she dabbing at her nose, he pale but collected.


Branston closed the door behind him, leaving Callista alone to recover from her journey into death. A few deep breaths to steady the fluttering of her heart. A shot of brandy to warm her chilled and stiffened limbs. A long, unblinking stare into the heart of a candle’s bright flame to break her free of the horizon-less shadowy landscape that was Annwn. These were the techniques Mother had shown her to ensure her spirit’s full return.


A missed step, and who knew what part of her soul might remain lost within the maze of paths that led always downward into the realm of Lord Arawn, ruler of the underworld. Even Branston respected the ancient rituals enough to leave her in peace as she collected herself.


“Fools and their money, eh, Callie?”


Unfortunately Mr. Corey proved less considerate. He swaggered from behind the heavy velvet curtains drawn on rods all the way around the small room they set aside for appointments. The thick blue fabric muffled sound and light, making for better spectacle as well as simplifying her search for the border into death.


“Good trick. Giving them a song and dance about dear little Joe and his dear little pony. Almost made me want to blubber—or puke.”


She swallowed the lump in her throat. This was the third time in a week she’d been asked to find a child. She hated these requests the most. Not only were children difficult to summon but they were notoriously hard to bind long enough for conversation. And they were such delicate fluttery bright little things. She always felt as if she’d captured a firefly in a jar, its tiny body flinging itself against the glass, desperate to escape. Little Joe Hopewell had been no exception, barely offering his bereft parents a spark of comfort before he slid from her grip, to be lost within the tangle of roads leading to deeper reaches where she dared not trespass.


But it had been enough. She’d seen that as soon as she passed back through the door and into her body to find Mrs. Hopewell snuffling into her handkerchief, Mr. Hopewell’s eyes suspiciously bright.


“You shouldn’t be here,” she said, picking up the first and largest of the three bells to polish it. Key had an ebony handle engraved with the sword and cauldron of Arawn. Its deep, solemn tone paired with her tracing of the proper symbols freed her powers to unlock the door between the realms of the living and the dead. Allowed her to pass through into the vast frozen tangle of paths where cold sapped the strength from her body and deadened her aching limbs. Mother had warned her never to stop moving once she entered death and never to tarry lest the demons and dark spirits find her and take advantage of her weakened state.


Unfortunately, she’d never told Callista how to avoid the monsters within her own house.


Corey came up behind her and put his hands upon her shoulders, fingers digging into her skin. “I like to watch you do your hocus-pocus act.” He leaned down to whisper in her ear, his breath hot against her cheek. “Better than a night at Vauxhall. You’ve the gift of the actress. A real showman, you are. Had them eating out of your hands.”


“Well, the show’s over.”


Doing her best to ignore him, she placed the bell in its case and picked up Summoner, the next in size and the one whose higher strident ring called and bound the spirits to her so that she might speak with them. With the pad of her thumb, she caressed the four faces carved into the ash wood handle: the maiden, the warrior, the innocent, and the priest. Ran the cloth over the aged sheen of the silver before placing it, too, in the case.


Lastly, she wiped clean Blade, the smallest of the bells but the most deadly, and her only weapon against those creatures that made the underworld their home. Its hawthorn handle was always warm to the touch, its call sharp as a soldier’s sword. If only its power to banish and disrupt worked on the living.


“You’ll find my brother in his office counting his coins,” she said. “Why don’t you go gloat over the misery of others with him and leave me alone?”


Corey spun her around to face him, leaning in close. She could smell a mix of cloves and brandy on his breath. “You think you’re better than me, don’t you? I have news for you, you’re nothing but a sideshow freak. The same as that chap locked upstairs.”


The man upstairs. David.


The name suited him. Strong yet with a touch of upper-class panache.


Unfortunately, knowing the prisoner’s name only made her feel worse about knocking him over the head and dragging him into this mess. Not to mention that had she accepted his help as it was meant, she might have made her escape. She might even be aboard a northbound coach by now. Free and clear. On her way to Scotland and Aunt Deirdre.


Safe.


“All of our kind are afflicted with powers that make us strange and different. Make us more than human.” Corey looked past her and muttered a few words of household magic, causing the candles upon a side table to burst into flame and the fire in the hearth to roar to life. “It’s what we do with them that’s the key.”


“Just because you use your powers to swindle and scam doesn’t mean I should do the same.”


She winced as he turned the same intensity of expression on her that he’d used to kindle the candles. “Those powers were all that kept me from starving when my pa chucked me out. Six years old I was, and lucky he didn’t have me tied in a sack and drowned in the river for being a monster. But I didn’t starve, did I? I succeeded. Got rich. And made sure the old man knew it, right before I gutted him like a market hog.”


She tried to edge away from him, but the table dug into her back, the chair cutting off her escape. “I didn’t know.”


His scarred face twisted in a cold look of fury. “Of course you didn’t. You think I go about advertising what I am or where I come from? You think you’re something special, but you’re not. You’re a dealer in dreams just like I’m a dealer in goods. We each use what we have the only way we can to get ahead and to hell with the stupid prats who don’t have our advantages. They deserve to be swindled.”


She dropped her gaze to her hands, the truth of his words more painful than the grip he had on her chin. “That can’t be all there is. Or the only reason for our gifts. I won’t believe it.”


“So grand and selfless, but the world doesn’t bow to the meek and the righteous. It’s power and money that make men respect you.” He smiled, licking his lips, undressing her with his eyes. “Another few weeks and you’ll belong to me. Together we’ll show the world what monsters can do. We’ll show them real power.”


“What do you mean?” Callista asked, though she knew already she’d not like the answer.


“Hasn’t Branston broken the news? Your brother has accepted my very generous offer. You and I are to be married by special license in a few short days.”


She wanted to be sick. “I’ll never marry you. You may dress like a dandy and ape the manners of a gentleman, but you’re nothing more than a common street thug.”


Corey grabbed her, his fingers digging into her upper arms until tears burned in her eyes. “I’ll have you if I have to drag you bound to the altar and afterward I’ll show you just how common I can be.”


Before she could respond, he clamped his mouth on hers, shoving his tongue between her teeth while his free hand fondled her breasts. She struggled, but it only made him press his body closer to hers, his excitement shoved between her thighs. She couldn’t breathe. His hand pinched at her nipple until tears stung her eyes. The case fell with a clang of spilled bells to the floor, their ring sizzling along her bones, the paths into death opening like a tumbled knot in her skull, her spirit lifting away from her.


He bit her lip, blood mingling with his spit, and she was yanked back into her body in time to slam her knee into his groin.


“Bitch!” he shouted, releasing her with a shove that sent her hurtling backward to trip and sprawl on the rug near the fallen bells.


She wiped her mouth on her sleeve, eyeing Corey with disgust and loathing.


He loomed over her, fury making him seem even larger, his scar white against the scarlet of his flushed complexion. “I’ll show you what kind of proper gentleman I am and not take you on this floor here and now. You can play the simpering innocent, but not for long, my darling Miss Hawthorne. Not for long.”


“You’re a pig.”


He smiled as he bent, placing a hand around her throat, his fingers gently squeezing. She tried to pull away, but his grip tightened. She couldn’t swallow, couldn’t breathe. Madness flickered in his gaze. “I’m going to enjoy our wedding night. Pain can be such an aphrodisiac, did you know?” She clutched at his hand, trying to loosen his hold before she passed out. “So, if you want to keep all that lovely pink flesh intact, you should be very careful how you speak to me from now on.”


He released her, straightening to adjust his cuff, pluck a hair from his sleeve.


Callista scrambled to her feet, her chest heaving as she sucked in great lungfuls of air. If he had hoped for screams or sobs, he was disappointed. She glared at him, fury hazing her vision. “Why me? You could buy any woman in London for your bride.”


His eyes slid casually over the bells scattered on the floor before returning to her face with a blaze of triumph. “Because I’m a businessman, Miss Hawthorne. And I know a bargain when I see one.”


Before she could respond, voices sounded in the corridor: “. . . must have dropped it in the room . . . go and have a look . . .”


Mrs. Hopewell.


Callista didn’t think twice. Leaving her bells behind, she ducked between the curtains where a hidden door led to the dining room. Fumbling with shaking hands for the handle, she yanked it open, tumbled inside, and threw the latch behind her. Fleeing up the stairs, she slammed her bedchamber door shut. Not that it would keep anyone out. Corey had been right on one point. She and David did have much in common.
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