


Whispers on the Wind 
Rachel C. Lightfoot 

Copyright 2013 Rachel C. Lightfoot 

All rights reserved. 



Dedicat ion 

 

To everyone who has helped this book become a reality, in any and everyway. 

I'd like to thank my family for encouraging me and helping with everything from editing 
to cover design, my knights for cheering me on, every teacher that has instilled in me the 

desire to write, and the Lord above for giving me the words to write. 

 



Glossary  

Chitin – the substance that makes up the hard outer shell of insects and arachnids such 
as beetles and scorpions 

Culai – One of many Irish words for dog 

Cu-Sith – A large dog from Scottish lore, generally described as having long, shaggy 
green fur  

Fae – One of many words used to describe the beings from European folklore ranging 
from elves to pixies, to goblins and the phoka, and everything in between 

Faerie – The home of the fae 

Glen – A region of Faerie where most of this story takes place 

Samhain – An ancient Celtic festival celebrating the beginning of winter. It is recognized 
today as Halloween 

Sidhe – A type of human-like fae from Irish folklore  

Veil – The boundary between Faerie and the mortal world, generally unseen by humans 



Chapter  1 

He watched his princess run through the trees, a picture of grace and eloquence.  
Auburn hair frisked back and forth over her shoulders, eyes closed.   The black ragamuffin 
dog running beside her seemed to guide the way, leaving her mind free to wander. 

The watcher couldn’t help but peer inside to see the swirl of emotions unfold. 
Warmth entangled every facet, woven in between brief impressions that glinted in his 

mind's eye, their names dancing through his head.  Freedom. Hope. Love. 
Imaginative fancy. 
He could almost see the magical energy radiate off of her in the cool autumn air, 

growing brighter as she approached.  His breath caught.  She was close enough now he 
could reach out and touch her. 

No. 
Luccio drew himself back with a sigh.  The girl rounded the bend, now on her way back 

to the concrete world she called home.  A pang of loss struck him. 
For several years now, he had come to stand at this spot, at the edge of the Veil, to see 

this one mortal girl run through the park.  It had started out as curiosity, a secret wish to 
witness what other fae told stories about around the tavern fire.  But as time marched on, his 
wish had grown into a burning need.  He lived for these fleeting moments where he could 
bask in her presence, no matter how oblivious she may be. 

Storytellers said knights in shinning armour and queens of splendor were a thing of 
Man's past, but Luccio refused to believe it.  When he looked at her, he knew he gazed upon 
royal beauty.  She had to be a princess. 

All he needed to do was step across into her world.  Then she could become more than 
just a ray of sunshine skirting through his days.  They could talk, perhaps grow to be friends, 
and then... 

He closed his eyes and sighed.  Who was he kidding?  They were from two different 
worlds.  Luccio flexed his too spindly hands as if trying to remind himself of all the reasons 
he must remain in the shadows.  Of course, the hands weren’t the worst of it.  One look at 
his crag-like face, and surely a creature such as herself would turn tail and run.  No, he would 
continue to content himself with admiring from afar.  

The Veil twinkled in the fading light, airy and breathtaking as a spider’s web studded 
with morning dew.  He turned his back to the park, pulling his cloak tighter as he pushed 
through to his side of the great divide. 

A sharp blast of wind whipped around him as the light was sucked away in an instant.  
The trees began to grow closer together, the path became more steep and treacherous.    A 
thousand tongues talked in a thousand languages, drowning out the last summer insects' 
droning.  He could make out words every now and then; a child’s laugh for a unicorn’s horn, 
a widow’s tears for a flask of faerie wine.  Luccio tuned the hawker’s cries out and kept 
walking. 

The weeks in the Glen surrounding the mortal Samhain were the busiest of the year.  
When the bright full moon shone overhead, the two words temporarily ceased their endless 
game of chase, time in one world slowing to match the other between the hours of midnight 



and dawn for that one night.  With the weakening of the Veil, an increasing number of fae 
were able to push through the boundary.  But the crossing wasn't without risk.  If a weak fae 
crossed the border but let too much time pass, crossing back over became increasingly 
difficult.  It was a fae’s worse nightmare to be trapped in the mortal world of iron and 
shrinking forests, waiting for the next full Samhain moon, yet some said the goods to be had 
were worth the gamble. 

Luccio found most of the hubbub to be little more than an annoyance.  He was but a 
simple fae, low on the glamour-slinging totem pole, limiting what he could offer the 
tradesmen.  There were few mortal things he could afford, and fewer still that he’d want to 
trade for. 

But the festive air did draw a smile out of him.  As the hours clicked away, the fae 
gathered to share drink and tales, waiting to take advantage of the safe passage.  Old friends 
would meet again, possibly for the first time since the last alignment.  

Luccio stooped to walk in through the door, one of the unfortunate few too tall to stand 
upright in the five foot doorway.  The door swung shut behind him, submerging him in a 
raucous world of gossip and firelight.  He shed his cloak before setting off in search of 
friendly faces. 

A creature composed of slender twigs caught his eye and waved, sending green 
dreadlocks flying.  “Where in Faerie have you been, man?  I’d just about given up on you!”  
His voice was thin and reedy. 

Luccio pulled a chair up to the small corner table and bowed his head.  “Just out for an 
evening walk.”  He smiled, black eyes twinkling.  “Harder to find a quiet place to think this 
time of year.” 

The stick man snorted.  “Tell me about it.”  He held up a finger.  “Here, I have 
something for you.” A pack of cigarettes emerged from under the table.  “I don’t know why 
you can’t get these yourself, you’re just as capable of crossing the Veil as I am.” 

You don’t even know the half of it.  Luccio lit one, tucking the rest away for later.  He let out 
a puff of smoke, reveling in the way it hung in the air.  “What did they cost you?” 

Ax shrugged.  “Doesn’t matter.”  Green eyes looked past the man, scanning the room 
for someone else.  “Hey, you didn’t happen to see O’Rourke when you-” 

A loud explosion outside interrupted the stick man, every eye in the room turning 
toward the door expectantly.  Sure enough, it swung open to reveal a stout dwarf on the 
other side, coughing and sputtering in a small cloud of acidic black smoke. 

Ax sighed.  “I swear he’s going to get himself killed one of these days.” 
Luccio ignored him and smiled at the newcomer, pulling up another chair.  “O’Rourke!  

Been working on a new experiment I take it?” 
The man sat, pushing a pair of charred safety goggles up past his ring of hair.  “Yes.  Oh, 

you know me.  Trudging away from one explosive moment to the next.”  He began to take 
off his thick rubber gloves, still sputtering. 

“Was this one a success?” 
Ax rolled his eyes.  “Luccio, you know better than to encourage crazy people.” 
“What’s that you say?” O’Rourke rubbed an ear angrily.  “Darn thing’s giving me fits 

again.” 
The stick man sighed and slumped back into his chair.  “Why do I even bother?” 
O’Rourke clapped Ax on the back, bringing a gasp and a scowl from his friend.  “Oh 

come now come now!  What would life be without a little excitement?” 
“That’s not what I was getting at.” 
“It isn’t?  But what else could ‘I don’t know why he bothers’ mean?” 



“But that’s not what I said!” 
“Err, are you positive, definitive beyond the shadow of a doubt?” 
Luccio held up his hands, eyeing the pair.  “Calm down guys.  Don’t get any ideas.” 
Ax slumped back once more, and muttered under his breath, too low for the others to 

hear.  “Darn good thing the old bat only leaves his tower for Samhain.” 
Luccio tried to get the conversation back on a less explosive track.  “So how did it go?” 
“It?” 
“Your experiment.” 
O’Rourke stared at Luccio for several seconds, uncomprehending before it hit him.  

“Oh!  Oh yes, the experiment.”  Another coughing fit overcame him.  The dwarf snatched a 
tankard from a passing server to wet his throat before continuing.  “Fine and dandy, for the 
most part.” 

“How so?” 
“I’m here,” the dwarf said bluntly.  “Chemical teleportation is indeed possible.  

However, the smoke produced during the reaction is also teleported with the test subject.  I 
still need to look into this.” 

“Who was stupid enough to let you experiment on them?” Ax shouted.  The room fell 
silent in seconds.  His eyes bulged and he slipped a few inches farther in his chair.  “No 
reason to go stone still everyone.” 

“Ax,” Luccio whispered, “I don’t think it’s you.” 
The room's attention had focused on a pair sitting on the other side of the room.   Even 

with heads bent low, their conversation carried throughout the space. 
“I- I swear I didn’t tell anyone!” the shorter fae squeaked.  Luccio didn’t recognize him 

as a regular patron, but he fit in well enough with the other lesser fae. 
Certainly more so than his companion.  The man had to be just shy of six feet tall, closer 

to Luccio’s height than anyone else in the room.  His cloak covered his face, but the hand 
that rested on the table served as proof enough that he was not a lesser fae.  It looked soft 
and tender, like it had never withstood a day of hard labor’s abuses.  “If you didn’t tell a 
soul,” he hissed, “Why do I hear my name whispered around every corner of this glen?” 

“Y-you’re a legend.” 
“Legend my foot.  What have you spilled, worthless rat?” 
“Nothing!  I swear!” 
This placated the man.  His shoulders relaxed slightly.  “Good.”  The cloaked head 

turned to face the staring crowd.  “Mind your own business.” 
Strained conversations resumed at his command, little more than a dead weight in the 

air.  The carefree, joyous energy that had been so abundant before vanished.  Ax and 
O’Rourke began trying to figure out who the man might be, but Luccio ignored them; he 
was still listening. 

“Lousy little hole you have us in,” the stranger huffed. 
“It’s the closest to where you need to go.” 
“Do you have the crystal?” 
“Yes, right here.  But why do you need one?  You’ve done this for cent-” 
A fist closed around his neck.  “Don’t ask questions.”  The man let him go. 
Voice now hoarse, the fae spoke again.  “Noted.”  He pulled a small bundle out of his 

pocket.  The man snatched it up at once.  “Will you,” the fae croaked, pushing his luck, “at 
least tell me how beautiful this one is?  Please?  I’ll never get to see real beauty...” 

“A pretty, youthful face.  Straight hair with a soft, red-brown glow, and dark brown 
eyes.”  The man paused.  “But you’re right.  You will never see beauty.”  Before the fae had 



time to react, the man grabbed him and snapped his neck.  He walked back into the night, 
clearing the room with sweeping steps before the body had finished its journey to the 
ground. 

The tavern exploded with hurried, nervous chatter after the door swung close.  Luccio 
hadn’t been the only one still listening, but he was certain his heart alone raced at breakneck 
speeds.  That girl... He couldn’t have meant my Princess, could he? 

Ax shook his head, oblivious to his friend’s inner turmoil.  “Poor kid.  Of all the people 
to have eyeing you...” 

Luccio whipped back around to face them.  “What do you mean?” 
O’Rourke’s demeanor turned glum.  “His last words.  They made it clear who he was.” 
“Mandibar,” Ax chimed in with a nod.  “Had to be.” 
He prayed he’d misunderstood them.  The legendary woman slayer couldn’t possibly 

have been sitting mere feet from them, talking about a girl all too similar to his princess.  
“You don’t mean that Mandibar, do you?” 

“No I mean his cousin.  Of course I mean that Mandibar!” Ax snapped, looking Luccio 
up and down curiously.  “What’s up with you tonight?” 

His heart hammered against his ribs, threatening to burst from his chest.  “I’ve got to 
go.”  The chair toppled over as he stood and scrambled for the door. 

“Where are you off to in such a fizz?” O’Rourke searched his face before his scorched 
eyebrows shot up.  “You can’t be thinking about-” 

“I’m sorry, but I have to!” Luccio called back, snatching his cloak as he bent to go 
through the door.   

The cool night air sent a wave of vertigo washing over him after the tavern’s warmth.  
His frantic heartbeat mocked him as it ticked away the passing seconds.  It would take a 
miracle to find Mandibar in time.  He didn’t even know which direction the fae had gone, 
but standing around certainly wouldn't do any good.  He took off running down the path 
he’d taken earlier, hoping. 

As he ran, he thought of reasons why Mandibar would have traveled this way.  With the 
alignment, a day would have already passed in the mortal world.  The girl would be setting 
out on her evening run any time now.  Mandibar must know this too if he’d decided she was 
his target for the year.  He would have studied her habits in preparation for this moment.  
He ran a bit faster. 

It took all of his willpower to slow as he neared the clearing.  His nerves screamed, 
begging him to charge ahead, but he knew facing one of the Sidhe head on would be suicide.  
He needed to maintain a certain element of surprise. 

Luccio’s stomach did somersaults as he approached, the sound of footsteps drifting to 
him.  The lesser fae peered into the clearing from the sheltering undergrowth, planning his 
next move. 

The warrior fae was quite accustom to the rituals crossing the Veil required, and he 
already had crystals of varying size set out in a perfect circle.  Only the incantation remained, 
then a gateway would be opened, allowing him to return to Faerie in this very spot with the 
girl in tow. 

Here Luccio saw an opportunity.  If his timing was just right, he might be able to grab 
one of the crystals and jump through the gateway before it collapsed.  He didn’t want to 
think about the consequences of failure.  Not that things would be too grand if he 
succeeded, either,  but at least his princess would be safe.  He steeled his will.  He would face 
the warrior fae for her.   



The incantation flowed from Mandibar’s lips like a song, ancient words rippling with 
power.  Crystals began to glow and hum around him, making the air vibrate with electricity.  
When the last and largest joined the throng of sound and light, Luccio burst from his hiding 
place and ran for it.  The gateway to the mortal world was opening in front of him, he was 
going to make it... 

“What do you think you’re doing?”  The growled question sent a wave of terror rippling 
through him.  He had been so intent on reaching the crystal he hadn’t noticed Mandibar had 
finished the incantation.  Luccio refused to stop or turn around, knowing either of those 
things would mean a swift death. 

More words of power marred the air.  He would be struck down, he knew it, and there 
was nothing he could do to protect himself.  He’d chosen his path and he would have to see 
it through. 

Mandibar’s cadence rose in temp, a powerful wind causing the trees to groan in its wake.  
Luccio leapt for the crystal, felt his spindly hands lock around the stone.  It was all up to 
momentum now.  He closed his eyes. 

Lightning crackled through the clearing, its light so blinding he saw its glow through 
closed eyelids.  The heat was cooking his insides, he could feel the process beginning... 

But then, the air was suddenly cool once more, leaves rustling in the breeze the only 
sound.  Luccio slowly opened his eyes. 

He was on his back in a different clearing, the full moon high above.  The crystal 
remained clasped in his hands, its polished edges cutting into his skin.  Mandibar was 
nowhere in sight. 

He sat up gingerly, shaking with fright.  Nothing appeared to be broken or seriously 
damaged.  “I did it...” The words hung in the air, taking their time to sink in.  When they did, 
he threw his head back and laughed.  “I did it!” 

Luccio tried to stand, but found himself back on the ground; his nerves kept his legs 
from working.  But at least he was alive.  He reached into his pocket, pulling out his father’s 
watch.  He still had five hours to find her.  And then what?  He didn’t know. 

Lighting another cigarette, he sat and tried to relax.  The hard part was over.  He would 
think of something. 



Chapter  2 

“I’ll send you the file when I get back.  I’m already heading out late.”  Bree paced around 
her small apartment, phone cradled against one ear.  “No, it’ll take too long to upload… You 
don’t have to do much to it anyhow, just merge them.”  She rolled her eyes in exasperation, 
giving her dog a sideways glance.  The little black rag mop looked at her with sad, puppy dog 
eyes, just what she was hoping for.  “Janice, look.  If I don’t take Sheridan out now, I’m 
going to have a huge mess to clean up later.  Homework can wait.”  The voice on the other 
end of the line buzzed at her angrily.  “Goodbye Janice.” 

Bree hung up the phone and plopped down beside Sheridan on the window seat.  He 
crawled in her lap, wagging his tail expectantly.  “You know boy,” she said, scratching him 
behind the ear, “sometimes I wonder what it would be like if I quit school.  Got out there 
and saw the world.  There’s got to be more to life than just stupid group presentations, 
right?” 

The dog licked her hand and whined. 
She sighed.  “Alright, alright.”  Bree pushed Sheridan down and got his leash.  He 

followed, tail wagging even harder.  “I guess I need to go out just as much as you do.” 
There was a park not too far away from her apartment building, one of those with well 

manicured paths that kept the bramble between the ancient oaks from taking over the 
sidewalks.  It fulfilled her occasional need to escape the bleak metallic skyline, giving her 
imagination ample room to run wild. 

A brisk autumn wind nipped at Bree’s heels as she ran tonight, making her pull the 
lightweight hoodie tighter.  No other runners braved the late night cold with her.  The city 
had fallen into its subdued slumber, leaving the girl to her thoughts. 

She came to the start of the first major running trail.  It would take at least an hour to 
complete the circuit, longer if Sheridan tired out on her.  Too late for Miss Janice to get the stupid 
project, Bree thought snottily before shaking her head.  No.  This was her escape, her 
sanctuary.  Why tarnish it with such petty thoughts? 

Getting home early would be nice though… 
For the first time in years, she looked at the posted trail sign, hoping for a shorter route.  

To her dismay, she only found her usual running path listed.  Wait a moment… She blinked.  
Did the sign just… Change?  “I really must be sleepy.”  She laughed.  Clear as day, the posting 
showed another trail picked up a short distance farther down the path.  Perfect. 

Sheridan started walking on their usual path, but she yanked him back onto the main 
trail.  “We’re going to do something a little bit different tonight, boy.  Come on.” 

She almost missed the start of their new circuit.  Two of the older oaks grew close 
together at the path’s mouth, forming a peculiar natural arch that covered the sidewalk in 
permanent shade.  

As she continued to stand at the path’s mouth, the dog whimpered.  He danced back and 
forth on dainty feet, tugging the lead back towards the park’s entrance.  Sheridan looked up 
at her, dark eyes pleading.  Please, don’t go. 

Bree reached down to give him a reassuring scratch behind the ear.  “It’s ok boy.  We’re 
just going on a little adventure tonight.”  The wind picked up again and she shuddered 



violently. She knew her imagination was getting the better of her, but she couldn’t shake the 
feeling that someone was watching her from the shadows.   

Unlike on the main trail, only one lamppost lit the visible path, and its light was weak.  
She wasn’t sure she could even find her way to the light without going off the path. 

Sheridan whined.  Bree knew she should turn around, but something stopped her from 
heading back to her apartment.  As she closed her eyes to think, she swore she could hear a 
voice reaching out to her on the wind.  Please, don’t let him find you. 

She took a few steps back away from the path, eyes wide in fear.  “Did you hear that, 
boy?” 

The dog tilted his head to the side, looking confused. 
“I guess not…”  That seemed too real to be in my head.  Bree had always known she had an 

overactive imagination, but voices in the night?  Maybe she’d finally gone off the deep end. 
Curiosity was a terrible thing.  Even while fighting the urge to leave, the girl found 

herself walking back towards the path.  The voice came again, soft and gentle.  It’s only a 
matter of time before he hurts you.  Please, stay safe.  Insubstantial as sighing trees, she couldn’t tell 
if it belonged to a man or a woman.  But it seemed obvious that this warning had been 
directed towards and meant for her alone. 

Bree’s feet moved of their own accord, drawing her under the arch and into the inky 
blackness.  Sheridan shuffled after her, tail between his legs. 

She walked to the first lamppost, trying to hear the voice again, but silence reigned.  
Even the usual disembodied sirens and traffic noises were missing.  She could make out 
another light farther down the trail.  Determination to find the source of the voice and prove 
that she wasn’t crazy pushed her onward. 

The pavement beneath her feet began to buckle.  This had to be an abandoned path, she 
was certain of it now.  Without realizing it, Bree found herself nodding and explaining things 
to Sheridan.  “That’s why the lights are so dim, boy.  The electricity must be running low on 
juice from weak lines.  Yeah, that’s it.”  She reached out to touch the second pole, only to 
find its metal surface hidden behind a thick curtain of ivy vines.  “How long has it been since 
someone came out this way?” 

A woman laughed somewhere nearby. The dog's ears twitched at the high tinkling 
sound.  He'd heard it, too.  He let out another small whine, but now he didn’t tug on the 
lead, unsure where home lay. 

Bree stood with her hand on the pole, staring out into the darkness as she waited for the 
laugh’s owner to speak up again.  The minutes drug on.  Nothing.  “H-hello?  Who’s out 
there?”  She stamped her foot childishly.  “Come on, this isn’t funny!” 

A dozen voices buzzed around her in hushed whispers, but she couldn’t understand a 
single word they said.  Sheridan began to growl, his hackles raised.  Bree didn't feel much 
better.  “Please, stop it!” she snapped, feeling more and more toyed with as time passed. 

Suddenly the voices stopped, plunging her into a deafening silence. 
Sheridan let out another deep growl as he peered into the darkness.  Bree could barely 

see the next lamppost, farther away than the others had been. She turned around to head 
back to the apartment when the voice on the wind floated to her again.  Don’t turn back now.  
He’ll be waiting for you. 

“Who will?” she called into the night, squinting her eyes to try and find the speaker.  
“I’m tired of these games.  So knock it off and tell me what’s going on.” 

There was no reply hidden in the sighing of the trees.  The wind began to blow a bit 
harder, picking up in a shrill whining whistle.  The moon, already hard to see in the 



undergrowth’s gloom, became lost completely.  The tiny lamppost she stood beneath was 
the only oasis in the dark. 

She counted her heartbeats, trying to think.  Why was I so stupid!  I should have known better 
than to try a new path at this hour. 

Sheridan began to tug on the leash, begging her to move.  But she didn’t know which 
way to go.  Without that first lamp, she might as well have been a hundred miles from the 
park’s entrance.   

A light flickered into existence. Small and faint, dancing gently like a flame, but it was 
there none the less.  Bree’s spirits soared.  Someone else was out there.  They might be able 
to help her get back to the main path. 

She started to run towards the light, only to be jerked back by the lead.  Sheridan 
hunkered down in the lamplight, eyes wide with fear.  “Come on boy, what’s the matter?”  
The dog whimpered, laying his head down on his paws.  “We can’t just stay here, and that 
light might be our best chance of getting home.”  She sighed.  He clearly had no intention of 
running on his own.  “Fine, be that way.” 

It was slower going with Sheridan in her arms, but Bree managed to keep up a decent 
pace.  Her heart and mind, body and soul were dead set on reaching the light before it 
flickered out.  Yet no matter how far she ran, how many tree roots she stumbled over or 
barren branches that pulled at her hair, the light was always out of reach.  She could never 
gain any distance on it, and its location seemed fluid, flitting from one side to the other.  She 
let out a growl of her own.  “What is with that thing?” 

But then, as suddenly as it had appeared, the light winked out and left the pair in 
darkness.  Bree skidded to a halt, clutching the dog tighter to her chest.  “I… I don’t know 
what we’re going to do now, boy.” 

The clouds shifted enough to let the moonlight trickle to the ground.  It appeared she’d 
found her way to a small clearing.  The space felt like it had been devoid of human life for 
years, yet remained unnaturally well kept.  The hairs on the back of her neck prickled.  
Something didn’t seem right about it.  The trees here grew in a perfect circle, their branches 
reaching upward rather than marring the ring, as if something was holding them back.  She 
shuddered 

Sheridan whimpered in her arms.  He sensed the unnatural air of the clearing, and didn’t 
like it. 

Bree shifted from foot to foot, ready to abandon the clearing for a less eerie resting 
place, when a blood curdling scream pierced the night air.  The sound was close and 
deafeningly loud, forcing her to her knees in pain. 

Sheridan wriggled free and took off at a run, howling.  “Sheridan!” The girl struggled to 
be heard over the sound.  “Just what I need!”  She started to run after the dog, hoping he 
wouldn’t get too far ahead of her.  The scream began to fade away as she raced on, a few 
peals of laughter in its place.   

Sheridan’s cries made it easy to track him through the woods, and it wasn’t too long 
before she caught up to him.  The small dog stood facing a nearby tree, lips curled back in a 
snarl.  She raised an eyebrow at him quizzically.  “What on earth’s gotten into you, boy?”  He 
refused to move, growling deeper.  “Calm down, there’s nothing-” 

Bree left the sentence hanging in the air as she glanced back up.  Faint wisps of smoke 
hovered around the tree,  a tall man craning his neck to watch her kneel beside the dog.  She 
jumped back to her feet with a start, cheeks burning red.  “Oh!  Hi there.  I’m sorry I kind of 
snuck up on you.” 



The man chuckled softly, flicking ash off the tip of his cigarette.  “It’s nothing Princess.  
I heard your dog long before you came through the woods.” 

His voice sounded familiar, but she didn’t recognize what little she could make out of his 
face.  Maybe it was the dim light playing tricks on her, but the only clear detail she could see 
were his eyes, almost black.  Sheridan let out another growl as the man came around the 
other side of the tree, leaning against it as he looked at her.  His free hand twitched 
nervously at his side. 

Silence fell between them as the dog kept his vigil.  Bree finally spoke.  “I.. I kind of got 
lost looking for him.  Do you know how to get back to the main path?” 

The man bobbed his head.  “I know where it is.” 
“Great!” She flashed a smile.  I knew following that light would get me somewhere.  “Do you 

think you could tell me how to get to it?” 
“Why don’t you follow me instead?”  He took one last drag from the cigarette before 

snubbing it out.  “It’s a dangerous night for a young woman to be out on her own.” 
Bree gave the man a quizzical look.  “Why?  What’s so special about tonight?” 
He laughed nervously.  “Don’t you know?  It’s All Hallows Eve!  The night when the 

barriers between worlds are at their weakest, and impish spirits and creatures of magic can 
cross over to the mortal world.” 

“Okay then…”  She took a few steps away from him.  Hopefully he was just kidding.  It 
would be her luck to happen upon a psycho in the woods.  Sheridan looked up at her, 
pleading again.  She prayed she wasn’t making a huge mistake when she sighed and looked at 
the man again.  “I guess that would be better.” She laughed.  “Who knows?  I might get lost 
again if I try to find it on my own.” 

“Let's go then.”  He sounded overly enthusiastic as he pushed himself away from the 
tree and started walking at a brisk pace.  He reached the other side of the clearing before 
glancing back to see if she was following.  Bree hadn’t moved.  “What’s wrong?” 

She looked down at the dog, thinking.  The prickling sensation had returned.  “What’s 
your name?”  He looked at her with a blank expression.  “Oh come on,” she huffed, “do you 
really think I’m going to go running through the woods with a random stranger and not 
bother to ask his name?” 

The man remained silent for a few more minutes.  “Luccio,” he said, barely speaking 
above a whisper.  He looked back up at her, happy demeanor rematerializing.  “Now come 
on, let’s get going.  No time to lose, right?” 

Bree smiled.  “Right.” 
She followed Luccio through the woods, struggling to keep up with his long strides as 

she carried Sheridan along.  It felt like they were wandering around in circles, but she kept 
her concerns to herself.  If he was crazy, the last thing she wanted to do was cause him to 
snap and turn on her.  She’d just have to take it on faith that he wasn’t leading her astray. 

Soon their path began to look familiar.  Her heart began to beat faster as she imagined 
the nightmare coming to an end.  Yet when they rounded the next bend, she didn’t see the 
familiar running path, but the eerie clearing, instead.  She stopped, letting Luccio walk on 
ahead.  He reached the center of the clearing before he turned to see what had stopped her 
this time.  “Is something wrong?” 

“This place,” she said quietly, looking at the branches again.  “It’s not natural.” 
He sighed and reached into his coat pocket for something.  A few moments later, he 

pulled out a golden watch, flicked it open, and muttered something under his breath while 
spinning a knob on the side. 

“What are you doing?” 



Luccio looked back up at her, smiling bitterly.  “I am sorry, truly I am, Princess.” 
“Stop calling me that.”  She took a few steps back.  “And what about taking me back to 

the path?  This is the way I came earlier.  There has to be a quicker way back than this.” 
“I never actually said I was taking you back to the path,” he whispered, looking down at 

his feet.  “I merely told you to follow me.” 
Bree’s heart began to race.  She held Sheridan even tighter.  “What do you want with 

me?”  As if I don’t already know… How stupid can you be, Bree?  Following a strange man who just 
happened to be standing around in the woods?  It's just asking for trouble! 

He stashed the watch and held up his hands in surrender.  “I don’t want to hurt you, 
Princess.  I’m trying to help you, really I am.” 

“By doing what exactly?”  Sheridan squirmed out of her arms and jumped to the ground, 
taking his position between Bree and the man. 

“It’s not safe here.”  He hesitated, looking over his shoulder for good measure.  “I 
already told you - tonight’s the night when the veil, the boundary between worlds, is at its 
weakest.  We’re not alone out here.  We need to leave.  Now.” 

“I’m not going anywhere with you, you crazy nutter!”  Bree turned and ran, thankful that 
Sheridan didn’t fight her this time.  She didn't know where they would go, only that they had 
to get away from him. 

Luccio wasn’t too far behind her, his longer legs easily allowing him to keep pace.  It 
wouldn’t be too long before he’d overtake her.  They both knew that, deep down.  It didn’t 
stop Bree from trying to flee. 

The ground started to slope upwards, forcing her to go slower.  She hadn’t remembered 
any big hills like this; she must have gone running in a completely new direction.  Sheridan 
had trouble keeping up with her now, and it wasn’t long before the dog’s weight started to 
pull his owner back.   

“Come on boy!  We have to keep going!”  Bree reached around to try and drag him up 
the hill, losing her hold on the leash in the process.  Without the tension, the dog slipped, 
rolling with a woof.  She started to climb back down after him, but caught sight of Luccio.  
There was no time.  She had to keep moving. 

She reached the top of the hill and gasped; the clearing lay below her.  How is that even 
possible?!  As she stood, baffled, the ground crumbled beneath her and she went tumbling 
down into the clearing. 

Luccio came into the clearing from the other side before Bree even rose to her knees.  
She couldn’t put together how he’d gotten there so fast, but nothing made sense anymore.  
Her head hurt too much to question things right now.  Must have hit a rock on the way 
down. 

Panting, he walked towards her when it was clear she wasn’t going to start running again.  
“I really am sorry, Princess.  I wouldn’t have done this if I didn’t have to.” 

She closed her eyes, waiting.  She knew she couldn’t get away again, not with him this 
close.  It would be best to save her strength and fight again later. 

Nothing happened.  After a few more minutes of waiting, she opened her eyes and 
looked up at Luccio, now standing above her and studying his pocket watch.  “Well?” 

“Just a few more seconds…” He was talking to himself more than her now, brow 
scrunched in concentration. 

Great.  I got the nutter that feels he has to work on a strict schedule.  Don’t want to rush things.  She 
was about to open her mouth to make a retort when the wind began to pick up, howling 
more furiously than it had all night.  Leaves and small twigs began to whip around her, 
stirring to a fever pitch.  Bree threw her hands up over her head and curled into a ball, trying 



to make herself a smaller target and avoid the bulk of the flying debris.  A queasy feeling 
overcame her as she lost touch with the ground.  She kept her eyes screwed shut, too afraid 
to move. 

The wind was dying down by the time Sheridan reached the clearing.  Leash still trailing 
behind him, he came bounding over a log, ready to tear into Luccio’s leg to protect his 
owner.  But there was no one in sight. 

The dog raised his nose to the air, trying to catch Bree’s scent.  Yes, she had been here 
again, the man too…  He followed the trail to the center of the clearing, where it went cold.  
Sheridan barked once, cocking his ear to the side to listen for a response.  Nothing.  But he 
refused to give up on her.  She wouldn’t have left him, not here, not now. 

Sheridan kept his vigil throughout the night, howling and calling out as he roamed 
through the woods.  He clung to the hope that his owner was merely out of range and if he 
kept going, she’d eventually be able to hear him.  He found his way back to the main path 
near a picnic area, at which point he took to patrolling the edge of the woods. 

The sun had begun to peek up over the horizon before the little dog gave up, spirits 
crushed.  He told himself that he would keep looking for her, that he would find her.  Later.  
He couldn’t keep hunting for her without sleep. 

Defeated, Sheridan crawled under one of the picnic tables.  It wasn’t much, but it made 
him feel more safe and secure with a sturdy surface over his head.  He drifted off moments 
after his eyes fluttered close, unsure what was to become of him. 



Chapter  3 

The ground came up too fast, taking her breath away.  Something else landed near by 
with a groan.  Luccio.  The wind all but vanished as she opened her eyes. 

They were in another clearing, but the undergrowth looked more impenetrable than 
before.  The trees were older, thicker.  She stared at them for a few minutes, blinking in 
confusion, before a quiet cough broke her reverie. 

Luccio lay flat on his back a few feet away.  His eyes were still closed, and he massaged 
his brow.  “Well, that could have gone better.” 

Bree thought about making a run for it while the man was still off his feet, but the world 
began to spin when she tried to push herself up.  Sitting was heavenly.  “What are you 
talking about?”  Her voice sounded weird when accompanied by the constant ringing in her 
ears. 

He scrunched his face again before opening his eyes and propping himself up to look at 
her.  “The landing,” he said wearily, “the landing could have been much better.” 

“Are you trying to tell me that you caused that wind?” 
He gave her a lopsided grin.  “Yeah.  Never really got to try that before, so I guess we’re 

quite lucky.” 
She stared at him in disbelief.  “But how-”  She stopped talking as she looked at him, his 

features finally coming into focus.  Her mind started short circuiting as she tried to find 
words to describe the man sitting near her.  Is he even… Human? 

Her horror must have shown on her face, because Luccio quickly looked away.  “Guess I 
should have tried explaining things before I dropped the glamour.  I’m sorry, I’m not - Hey!  
Princess, wait!  You don’t know what’s out there!” 

Bree didn’t listen to him as she started running on unsteady feet.  She knew she wouldn’t 
be able to run for long, but at least she could get away from him.  This has to be a dream, 
anyhow.  No one looks like that.  No one can make a freaking tornado drop down from the sky to help 
them kidnap girls.   

The woods were foreign to her, deepening her confusion.  It appeared logic and reason 
had been absent while the forest had grown.  Fungi grew around tree roots, glowing with 
slight bioluminescense in the gloom.  The same wild slinging of words she had heard before 
echoed from the shadows.  She pulled her jacket tighter and bent her head forward, trying to 
ignore the babble. 

It felt like the trees were closing in on her, and she swore she saw a few pick up their 
roots and move towards one another.  She wondered if this was how the original clearing  
lured her back, perhaps at Luccio’s command.  Just thinking of him, and how he had 
snatched her away, made her blood boil and drove her on, faster and faster. 

She could hear him following now, lagging behind.  She might even stand a chance to 
find a hiding spot before he could reach her, if the forest would cooperate with her.  Oh what 
am I even thinking!  It’s just a trick of the light. 

Luccio’s voice became distant as she entered a blind hollow.  The trees here still had 
their leaves, giving her cover from higher ground.  It seemed like the perfect place to hide 
and rest until the man grew tired of looking for her. 



The undergrowth grew thicker, forcing her onto her hands and knees.  She smiled.  It 
would be a challenge for Luccio, who was much taller, to reach her in a place like this.  Even 
better, she saw what looked like a narrow cave nearby. 

Bree crawled into the cave, nose crinkling as she touched the iridescent moss growing on 
the cavern floor.  The sound of dripping water and a deep cold emanated from the cave, but 
it could have been worse.  At least there wasn't an animal lurking. 

Something shook the branches of a nearby tree.  Bree’s eyes locked onto the movement, 
and she held her breath, praying it was just the man trying to play a nasty trick.  She could 
just see him getting a sadistic kick out of her terror.  She crawled farther back into the cave, 
willing herself to blend in with the walls. 

As the branches continued to quiver and quake, she heard panting coming from the trail 
she had taken.  Luccio appeared, crawling through the brush on his hands and knees.  His 
head snapped up when she gasped, locking eyes with her.  If that’s him, what’s out there? 

The man looked where the commotion was coming from and yelped.  Without 
hesitation, he tumbled into the cave with Bree, pushing her even farther into the shadows.  
“Why did you run off like that?” 

Her brow furrowed.  “Why do you think I ran off?  Did you really think I’d be ok with 
being kidnapped and taken to - Where are we anyway?” 

“The Glen,” Luccio said as he snuck a peek around the rocky corner, “and it’s not really 
the place to go running around, especially not tonight.” 

“You keep on saying that,” she whispered back, trying to see what he was looking at, 
“but I don’t get it.” 

He turned to give her an incredulous look.  “You’re in a magical forest with someone 
who couldn’t possibly be human, and you still think I’m a mad man?” 

She recoiled.  “I didn’t say that.” 
“No, but you were thinking it.” 
Bree slapped him across the face.  “You’re reading my mind, aren’t you?”  The notion 

both scared and enraged her. 
He put a hand on his stinging cheek, stunned.  “Should I not?” 
“No!  You most certainly should not!”  The girl shook her head in disbelief.  “Why 

would you even think it’s ok to go prying into someone’s personal thoughts?” 
“Wait, quiet.”  Luccio leaned back out of the cavern, looking around frantically. 
“Don’t you tell me to be quiet, Luccio.  I’m asking you a question.”  She crossed her 

arms over her chest. 
“I know that Princess,” he said, scrambling back into the cave, “but listen to what I’m 

saying.  Whatever was out there is gone.” 
“Isn’t that a good thing?  Doesn’t that mean it just decided to go back to its home or 

something?” 
Luccio nodded.  “That’s the problem.” 
“What is?” 
“We’re in its home.” 
Bree stared at him, her heart beginning to race.  Something did live in the cave… It just 

hadn’t been home when she came waltzing in through the front door.  She looked at Luccio, 
eyes pleading.  “You can get us out of here, right?  Make another windstorm to scare that 
thing away, right?”  He didn’t answer her.  “Luccio.” 

The man gave her a sheepish grin.  “That was redirecting a portal.  It’s… Different from 
this.” 



She quivered with rage.  “Are you telling me you can’t do anything to get us out of this 
mess?” 

He ducked in case another blow came his way.  “Not nothing, per say.  Just, not much.” 
“So what are we supposed to do, then?” 
Luccio murmured under his breath, conjuring up a small orb of light to further 

illuminate the darkness.  “We look for another way out, before it decides to rush us.” 
Bree scowled at the light's familiar flickering dance.  “But what if there’s not another way 

out?  Then what?” 
He grimaced.  “I’ll get back to you on that.” 
The light bobbed and danced as they crawled deeper into the cave.  It proved to be 

much larger than Bree had originally imagined, an easy place to get lost.  Luccio seemed to 
realize this too, as he hesitated any time the path splintered off. 

Bree panicked when the ground began to slope downwards.  “I am not going to get stuck 
underground with who knows what following me.” 

Luccio leaned back and took her hand, sighing when she snatched it close to her.  
“Princess, please.  You have to trust me.” 

“What reason have you given me to trust you?” 
He forced a small smile.  “Point taken.  I haven’t explained much to  you-” 
“You’ve explained nothing at all!” she butt in. 
“-but is now really the time?  Do you think I should stop and lay it all out for you here?”  

She was quiet for a few moments.  He took this as a show of resignation.  Taking her hand 
again, he held it up.  “Now, tell me,” he let go,  “what do you feel?” 

Bree scrunched her face, confused.  She didn’t feel anything, just... “Air.”  She laughed at 
their luck.  “Is that a draft?” 

Luccio nodded.  “I think there’s an opening nearby.  We’re almost-” 
A deep rumble cut him off.  They forced themselves to look behind them in unison, 

bracing themselves for the worst.  A pair of silver eyes twinkled in the bobbing light, looking 
disembodied in the moss’s glow.  The man put himself between the eyes and the girl, 
ignoring his trembling hands.  “H-hello there.  We’re really sorry to bother you.  Is this your 
home?  We were just passing through and thought we’d admire the fine placement of your 
moss.”   

He nudged Bree, and she nodded, an obnoxious smile spread across her face.  I sure hope 
you know what you’re doing, Luccio. 

She heard his voice floating into her head as it had in the park.  You and me both. 
The eyes moved closer towards them, revealing their owner.  It was a stout creature, a 

mesh of several different earthly animals:  the face of a boar, a gorilla’s arms, a body like a 
bear.  It growled at them again, banging a fist against the cavern floor.  Small stalactites 
quivered overhead, threatening to fall like missiles.  Then, without warning, it began to 
retreat. 

Bree stared after it, wide eyed.  “I can’t believe that actually worked!” 
The stalactites now shook with a fever pitch, a few clanging against the rocky floor 

around them.  A loud bellow echoed from the dark where the creature had disappeared, 
coming closer and closer. 

The pair looked at each other, eyes wide. 
Luccio regained his senses first, pushing Bree farther down the path.  “Crawl!  Crawl for 

your life!” 



She struggled to keep up as the dancing faerie light zipped along, but the cries from the 
creature behind them drove her to go even faster.  She started to look over her shoulder, 
only to be pushed onward.  “No time!  Keep going!” 

In that instant, the light rebounded off a wall and came flying back at them.  Bree 
skidded to a stop just shy of the wall, but Luccio’s momentum piled him on top of her.  As 
she groaned, Luccio tried to unentangle himself and find another exit.  The creature’s eyes 
were bobbing in the darkness.  It would be there any second. 

“Come on, there has to be something…” 
As Luccio beat against the wall, a stone fell away, allowing a beam of moonlight to enter 

the cavern.  It was a small, faint amount of light, but better than nothing.  “Help me dig 
through this.” 

Bree started tossing rocks away with reckless abandon.  “Some magical kidnapper you 
are.  We’re about to be eaten by a giant monkey pig… Thing… And the only thing you can 
think to do is dig through a cave wall.” 

Luccio stopped for a moment and stared at her.  “You haven’t been too helpful in all of 
this either, love.” 

She sputtered.  “I didn’t ask to be kidnapped!” 
One of the stones landed with a duller thump than the others, as if it had connected with 

something softer than the cavern floor.  Bree froze and turned.  The creature opened its 
eyes, standing just out of the light's reach.  It would spring forth at any moment. 

Luccio surveyed the hole they’d created.  It was small, but might work.  He grabbed a 
hold of the girl and shoved her through, thankful that she fit easily enough.  “After you, 
Princess.” 

The cool night air enveloped her in one sweet moment.  She sucked it in greedily as she 
stumbled away from the hole, reveling in her liberation.   

Luccio wriggled through the opening in the hillside a few moments later, falling flat on 
his face.  Still on the ground, he looked behind him.  “Please, give me this one.” 

The earth shuddered as the creature tried to ram itself through the gap, but it did not 
give way.  It tried again and again to reach its prey, but to no avail.  After several minutes, it 
gave up, leaving with one last screeching cry. 

Bree laughed, smiling at Luccio for the first time since he had kidnapped her.  “We did 
it!  We’re alive!” 

He dusted himself off, rising to his feet.  “Keep your voice down, there’s sure to be 
other fae out here.  Don’t want to draw any more attention than we already have.” 

She stiffened.  “Ok, fine.” 
Luccio raised an eyebrow.  “Fine?” 
“I believe you.  We really are… Somewhere else.  But where?  And how?  And why me?  

Why the heck do you want me?” 
He smiled tersely, offering her his arm.  “Come with me.  My home isn’t too far away.  

You’ll be safe there.”  She stared, unmoving.  The man raised an eyebrow.  “That fae wasn’t 
the stupid brute it appeared to be.  It’s probably going to circle around and try again.  Do 
you really want to be caught by it again?” 

She shuddered and took his arm.  “Don’t think this means I’m happy with you.  I’m not.  
You’re just better than that… Thing.” 

“I’ll try to keep that in mind.” 



Chapter  4 

The sun began to rise when the pair staggered through the brush and arrived at Luccio’s 
home.  It was a cave in its own right, barely more than a hole in the ground.  There were no 
windows in the earthen house, no door easily visible.  The only distinction between the 
burrow and any of the hills they had passed on the way there  were wisps of smoke trailing 
from the broken shaft of a tree stump. 

Bree eyed the lump of dirt skeptically.  “We’ve been walking for hours for this?” 
Luccio shrugged.  “I know it’s not much, but it’s cozy.” 
“More like claustrophobic.” 
“That’s a more abrupt way of putting it, yes.”  He walked up to the hill and reached 

through the tall grass growing around the base for a hidden switch.  An obscure door swung 
open moments later, revealing gloom within.  The man turned to her, gesturing to the 
entrance.  “After you.” 

She took several timid steps through the door, running a hand along the wall.  The 
interior remained hidden in the dark. 

“Oh, right.”  Luccio waved his hand in a small circle, and several candles sprang to life. 
The space was larger than she had anticipated from the view outside.  Half of the main 

room served as a kitchen and dining area, the remaining expanse contained a handful of 
armchairs scattered around an open hearth.  Two closed doors stood on the opposite wall. 

Luccio knelt to stir the fire back to life as she looked around.  He gave her a sideways 
glance, trying to see what she thought of his home.  Not much, apparently. 

Bree plopped down in an armchair.  “Now that we’re here, you owe me an explanation.”  
He didn’t move.  “Luccio,” she whined, “if now’s not the time, then when is?  Tell me 
what’s going on, or I might just decide the monkey-pig will be more considerate.” 

He sprung back to life, moving to take the chair opposite of her.  “It’s complicated.”  He 
didn’t want to look at her now, shame for what he had done gnawing at him.  For years, he 
had condemned fae that kidnapped mortals.  He could never imagine how they explained 
their actions to their prisoners.  Though he tried to tell himself this was different, he still felt 
at a terrible loss. 

“Does it look like I’m going anywhere?”  His silence exasperated her.  “Ok, fine.  Let’s 
start with something simple.  What was that thing earlier?” 

Luccio relaxed a little bit.  He had expected she would have pushed harder questions 
first.  “A type of wild fae, but not one I’m too familiar with.”  He held up his hands in mock 
surrender as she gaped at him.  “I haven’t been everywhere in the Glen.  Don’t act too 
surprised that I don’t know everything.” 

“You said it was a… fae?” 
He nodded.  “Yes.” 
The gears in her head started to whirl.  “So the Glen,” she began haltingly. 
“Is on the other side of the Veil?  Yes.”  Luccio watched her closely now.  He imagined 

the discovery of a world outside her own was as big a shock to her as it had been to him, 
after first peering across the boundary.  The last thing he wanted was to trigger a mental 
breakdown. 



She sucked in a quick breath, not really seeing him for a few moments.  Just as the man 
prepared to rise and shake her, she shook her head to clear her mind. “Whoa.  Ok then.”  
Bree looked up at him.  “So I’m in faerieland.  Does that mean you’re some sort of,” she 
waved a hand in the air, crinkling her nose, “faerie prince?” 

He laughed, making the girl jump.  “Sorry.” He held up a hand in apology. “But that has 
to be the best thing I’ve ever heard.  No, Princess.  I’m no prince.  And I’m certainly no 
faerie.  Fae?  Yes.  But faerie?”  He chuckled again holding his side. 

Bree glared at him.  “Oh fine, go ahead and laugh.  Just because I don’t know anything 
about how this is supposed to work…  I thought only faerie princes kidnapped maidens in 
the old tales.” 

Luccio stopped laughing, his expression becoming somber in an instant.  “Generally, 
yeah.  I…  People like me don’t usually do stuff like..  This.” 

The fire crackled in the hearth as they sat in silence.  Bree started to fidget.  “So why did 
you, then?” 

He forced a smile.  “I didn’t really have a choice.” 
“Liar.”  She shifted as far away from him as the chair allowed.  “I didn’t ask for this.  

You found me, and you brought me here for a reason.  I don’t see anyone with a gun to your 
head.” 

Breathing deeply, he fought to gather his thoughts.  She was right.  He technically did 
chose to kidnap her.  He could have let Mandibar take her, instead.  Heck, he didn’t even 
know if the girl sitting in front of him had been who the Sidhe knight had been stalking.  All 
of this could have been his mind’s way of justifying getting closer to her, no longer satisfied 
with admiring from a far.  

He shook his head.  No.  Deep down, he knew that wasn’t true.  Mandibar had been 
using his clearing.  There weren’t many girls that went running in that park during the 
evening hours.  Bree was the only one out of those that matched the description Luccio had 
overheard in the tavern.  The knight had been after Bree. 

Bree tapped her foot, waiting for an explanation.  He wasn’t sure what he could give her.  
If he said too much, he might lead Bree to complete destruction, the very thing he’d hoped 
to avoid. 

He took another deep breath and decided to try to make her understand.  “There was 
someone else planning on kidnapping you tonight.  But they wanted to kill you.  Not keep 
you as their prisoner.” 

Her brow furrowed.  “Why me?” 
That’s the question, isn’t it?  He knew she wouldn’t be satisfied with that explanation.  So, 

instead, he gave her a weak smile.  “Because you’re beautiful.”  Bree waited for him to 
continue.  He sighed.  “This particular fae wanted to kill you so he could steal your beauty.” 

“But aren’t the fae effectively eternal?” 
Luccio’s face lit up.  She actually knows something.  That’ll make life easier.  “Well, yes.  But 

sometimes, things happen.  In this case, it was a curse.” 
“So you kidnapped me to keep a cursed fae from killing me.”  She rolled her eyes.  

“What kind of idiot do you think I am?  That’s just, so, I don’t even know.” 
“It’s true, though.”  Her words stung.  Surely she knew the fae were unable to lie.  

Deceive, yes.  But lie?  Impossible.  “I overheard him making his plans, and I decided to try 
and stop him.” 

“And why would you do that?”  The girl looked at him, genuinely baffled. 
Luccio squirmed.  He had a feeling she would be enraged to discover he had been 

watching her as she ran.  All those hours she had thought she was alone, he had been there, 



prying.  If she reacted so violently to him listening in on her thoughts for a moment, what 
would she do when she found out he’d been doing it for years? 

Pinching the bridge of his nose, he spilled it all out before he could think better of it.  
“Because, love, I’ve been watching you through the veil.  I wait for you when you go on your 
evening runs with that dog.  I watch as you embrace your wildest dreams and just run, 
leaving your worries behind.”  He let go and looked into the dancing fire.  “I watch you 
because you are the most beautiful creature I have ever come across.” 

Silence.  Bree went through a cascade of different emotions, flitting from one to the next 
too rapidly to name any of them, let alone decide which was strongest.  She started to speak 
several times, only to find the words become tangled in the back of her throat.  After quite a 
fight, four word came out:  “I don’t trust you.” 

He closed his eyes again, trying to hide the effect her words had on him.  What’s wrong 
with me?  “I didn’t figure you would, Princess.” 

She glared at him. “Ok then.” 
“Ok?  Ok what?” 
“Take me back now.”  Luccio stared at her blankly.  “Dang it.  You said there was a fae 

that wanted to kill me tonight.  But it’s morning now.  Doesn’t that mean it’s safe for me to 
go back?” 

He sputtered, rising to his feet.  “Yes, but you don’t understand.” 
She huffed.  “Then make me understand.  Stop beating around the bush and tell me what 

I need to know.” 
“He’ll still come after you,” Luccio said quickly, hoping it would be enough to satisfy 

her.  If she kept pushing for more information, she’d certainly become too furious to look at 
him, let alone stay with him where she’d be safe. 

“What do you want me to do then, live my whole life hiding in this hole?” 
“Yes.”  His voice was hopeful, as he crossed the room to stand before her.  “Stay here 

with me, and I’ll do my best to keep you safe.” 
She scoffed.  “Like you did when that wild fae tried to eat us?”  His face fell.  Guilt 

nagged at Bree, the rational part of her brain struggled to fight it back.  She knew she 
shouldn’t feel guilty for making him upset.  He was a kidnapper, not a friend.  Still, it seemed 
cruel to torture him when he truly believed he was acting in her best interest.  She spoke to 
him, softer this time.  “I’m sorry, Luccio, but I just want to go home.”  He continued to 
stand with his head hung low.  She sought out his hand, squeezing it gently.  “Please, take 
me home.” 

Luccio couldn’t look at her now, not when he knew he was about to shatter her world.  
“I can’t.” 

Bree yanked her hand back, anger welling up within her again.  “What do you mean you 
can’t?” 

“The Veil… It’s not always possible to cross back and forth.”  He chanced a glance at 
her.  “Without the full Samhain moon, I don’t think I could open a trod to the other side.” 

“But you said you’ve been watching me!”  The armchair wheezed as she sprung from it, 
eyes flashing. 

Luccio ducked lower, scuttling out of reach.  He could just see her slapping him again in 
her emotional turmoil.  “I never had to cross the Veil while I watched.  I could just peek 
through to the other side.” 

She trembled, clenching and unclenching her fists.  Get a hold of yourself.  Bree closed her 
eyes, evening her breathing.  Maybe it wouldn’t be too bad… Her voice dropped when she 
spoke, “How long?” 



“I’m sorry?” 
“How long,” she said, opening her eyes, “until you’ll be able to open a trod again?”  

When he wouldn’t meet her gaze, she stepped closer.  “Luccio…” 
“It might be a while.  A very long while,” he confessed.  “Time moves differently 

between here and there.  Sometimes faster, sometimes slower.  If you do insist on going 
home, you may be in for a very long wait.” 

She stood there, thinking.  But what choice did she have?  “Alright,” she sighed.  “I 
guess you win.”  He started to smile.  Bree skewered it with a prod to the chest.  “But the 
moment you can open a trod back to my side of the veil, you’re doing it.  Got it?” 

He nodded.  “As you wish, Princess.  As you wish.” 



Chapter  5 

Luccio awoke in the early afternoon, wincing from a crick in his neck.  He had never 
realized how hard earthen floors were.  The far door drew his gaze.  Sleeping on the floor 
was worth it, knowing who occupied his bed at that very moment.  He caught himself 
smiling stupidly and shook his head.  Couldn’t go around doing that.  Might spook her. 

The burrow felt smaller than usual now, sharing it with another person.  He liked it.  A 
part of him feared this new feeling would be taken away, and he wracked his brain for ways 
to prolong the inevitable.  Everything had happened so fast the night before, he might have 
missed something. 

Ax would know what needed to be done.  With one last stretch, Luccio rose and walked 
to the door.  He was probably still at the tavern keeping an eye on O’Rourke.  The dwarf 
might not get out often, but when he did...  Luccio cringed at the memory of O’Rourke’s last 
outing, which ended with a shouting match with a passing Sidhe knight.  It had been a close 
call. 

He looked back at the bedroom door one more time.  I’ll be back before she even wakes up. 
The tavern was deserted when he reached it, but there, at the same table, sat Ax with a 

very disoriented O’Rourke.  The stick man had his head resting on the table, eyes covered, 
tensing up as the dwarf started to bounce in his seat, flailing his arms at Luccio.  “‘Uccio!”  
he slurred.  “You return at last!” 

Luccio smiled at him tensely as he slid into a seat.  “Good to see you again, O’Rourke.” 
“Same, same.”  The dwarf nodded. 
“Please,” Ax muttered, still motionless, “take him away.  I can’t deal with much more of 

this.” 
“‘His?  ‘His is fun and good times, my friend!”  The dwarf clapped him firmly on the 

back.  “Now with ‘he ‘hree of us ‘gether again-” 
Luccio held up a  hand to cut him off.  “Sorry, but I’m kind of pressed for time.  No fun 

and games for me.” 
O’Rourke murmured, turning to his cup to rant and rave. 
Ax lifted his head.  “Thank you.”  It hit the table again with a dull thud. 
He waited a few moments before he voiced his troubles.  When O’Rourke stumbled off 

to get another tankard, he nudged the stick man.  “Ax.  I need your help.” 
With a groan, he sat up and leaned back in the chair.  “Like I needed you last night?”  He 

motioned to O’Rourke.  “Do you know how wild he got?  I could have used a hand, 
Luccio.” 

“I’m sorry.”  He couldn’t meet his eye.  “I would have stayed, but…  But I couldn’t let 
him hurt the girl.” 

Ax turned stone still, looking at Luccio as one looks at a dying man.  “By him, you 
wouldn’t mean…” 

He nodded.  “Yeah.  Him.” 
Ax's eyes narrowed, skirting to check every corner for a hidden fiend.  “Are you sure you 

weren’t followed?” he asked in a hushed whisper. 



Luccio’s face blanched.  He’d never thought to check.  Most of the higher classed fae left 
him alone, deeming him insignificant.  Being on a noble’s wanted list was a new concept.  “I 
thought he’d be long gone by now.” 

Ax laughed bitterly.  “After you took his prize?  No.  He’s probably trying to find you 
right now.”  As Luccio’s heart raced, the stick man leaned over to whisper in his ear.  
“Where did you put the girl, anyhow?  Somewhere safe, I hope.” 

“My home.”  Images of Bree wandering off to find him began to flit through his mind.  
He said a quick prayer that she wouldn’t assume daylight brought safety.  “You don’t think 
he’d know how to find me, just from seeing me as I ran by, do you?” 

“He saw you?”  Ax’s eyes flashed wide as he discretely slid a few inches away from him.  
He took a deep breath to settle himself.  “I, uh, don’t think so.  But I don’t know much 
about how he does his tracking.” 

Luccio's head slumped to the table.  “I’m a dead man, aren’t I?” 
Ax pursed his splintery lips.  He knew his friend wouldn’t stand a chance against 

Mandibar but saw no need to state the obvious.  “Why did you do it?”  Luccio raised his 
head.  “I mean, seriously?  Why would you be so stupid?” 

“You don’t know her,” he whispered.  “She’s worth it.” 
“She better be.”  Ax sighed, banging a fist on the table.  “Dang it, Luccio.  I always 

thought O’Rourke was the one who needed watching.”  He let a ghost of a smile play across 
his face.  “What am I going to do with the two of you?” 

He returned the smile.  “I don’t know, but you don’t really have to worry about putting 
us out of our misery  He’ll finish me off, and O’Rourke will find someone to do the honors 
soon enough.” 

Ax clapped him on the shoulder.  “Don’t you dare leave me again or else I’ll be the one 
doing the honors.”  He glanced around the room again, hands dancing on the table.  “Now, 
what exactly do you think I can do to help?” 

He smiled even wider.  “The way you’d been talking, I thought you were going to tell me 
I was out of luck.” 

“Yeah, well, I should.  Save me a lot of trouble.  But you know me.  Biggest dang sucker 
this side of the veil.”  Ax leaned back in his chair.  “Besides.  You and me, we’ve known each 
other for ages now.  Figure he’ll chase me down whether or not I help you, just on the off 
chance I did help you.  Might as well give you a fighting chance.” 

Luccio cringed.  He hadn’t imagined Mandibar would target his friends for information.  
He would have to be careful with what he asked.  Taking a deep breath, he decided to go 
with a fairly neutral question.  “How much do you know about his whole kidnapping 
scheme?” 

“Probably as much as you do.”  Ax brushed a clump of leafy hair out of his face.  “You 
know everyone around here, all talk and gossip.” 

“But you know more than that, don’t you?” 
He toyed with his lip.  “I know what most fae do when planning on kidnapping a girl.”  

When Luccio didn’t speak, the silence was enough of an invitation to continue.  “First they 
would want to study her habits.  Know exactly where she’s going to be and when so they-” 

“I know that,” he said with a sigh.  “That’s common knowledge.” 
“Ok, ok.  You’re right.  I just didn’t know how much common knowledge you had.”  Ax 

sighed.  “The next logical step, which he most certainly would have taken, would be to erase 
all traces of the girl from every mortal mind.” 



Luccio stared at him, processing this.  When he found his voice, it was far away and 
distant.  “No one on earth remembers Bree even existed.”  He stared at his friend, looking 
down at his lap after the confirming nod. 

“‘Ey, who’s ‘he girl?”  O’Rourke had convinced someone to fill his tankard and stumbled 
back to the table. 

“What are you going on about now?”  Ax snapped, sliding the drink away from the 
dwarf. 

“‘He girl in the door,” he said, pointing with a chuckle.  “Looks ‘icked off.” 
Luccio glanced over his shoulder before slumping into his chair, then did a quick double 

take.  “Princess?” 
Her whole body trembled as she stood in the doorway.  As he walked towards her, he 

realized it was from rage.  He reached for her hand, heart beginning to race.  “How much of 
that did you hear?” 

“Enough of it,” she snipped, yanking her hand back.  Bree stood up on the balls of her 
feet to glare into his eyes.  “You never did plan on taking me back home, did you?” 

“Princess, you don’t understand, I-” 
She slapped him.  “I should have stayed with the monkey-pig fae!”  As he stared at her, 

too shocked to move, she pushed back through the door, taking off at a run. 
“Monkey-pig fae?”  Ax ventured after a few moments of silence. 
Luccio sprung back to life at his friend's words.  “Ax, I have to get her back!” 
He laughed.  “Good luck with that one, buddy.”  The stick man shrugged under Luccio’s 

scowl.  “What?  Didn’t you see how ticked off she was?  She’s long gone by now, and even if 
you do catch her, she’ll never listen long enough for you to reason with her.” 

He set his mouth in a firm line, glancing back as he paused in the doorway.  “That 
doesn’t mean I can’t try.” 

Ax’s last words tailed after him.  “Sure, fine!  Go ahead and leave me alone with the 
dwarf again!”  He kept running.  His friends would have to wait. 



Chapter  6 

Sheridan never remembered aching so much in his life.  He shivered in the late morning 
chill as he stretched his legs.  The previous night's events were a blur in his mind.  He knew 
something was wrong, yet he couldn’t recall exactly what.  He looked around, noticing his 
makeshift dog house wasn’t as secluded a hiding place as it had been.  There were people 
watching him. 

People…  The dog shook his head, trying to clear the fog.  There was something vital 
nagging at him, lost in the mist. He couldn’t even remember why he was there.  But he knew 
people were good.  They gave him food and toys to play with.   

Putting on his best doggie grin, he shuffled over to a nearby couple.  Maybe they would 
know what it was he had forgotten.  Maybe he was just confused and they were his people. 

~*~ 

They weren’t his people. 
Sheridan didn't understand what he had done wrong, but he found himself in a cage, 

being carted away to the pound.  The feeling that he was forgetting something grew 
stronger,  driving him mad.  Please.  Someone.  Give me a clue.  He whimpered, laying his head 
down on his paws.  His ears perked at a jingling sound when his head touched the metal 
floor.   

He jerked his head back up, startled.  The dog hadn’t noticed the collar around his neck.  
He knew the squiggles on the tags meant something to people.  He remembered when his 
girl put them on him, she had said the pound would always be able to bring him home if he 
got lost. 

His girl! 
He jumped up on his feet, dancing drunkenly as the vehicle moved.  How could he have 

forgotten her?  He had been her dog for two years now.  Inseparable.  What’s wrong with me? 
His girl was missing.  He remembered the strange man in the woods clearly now.  He 

had taken his Bree away, to a place Sheridan could not follow.  Guilt gnawed at his stomach.  
Why didn’t I try harder?  I should have tried harder. 

There was nothing he could do now.  He was at the mercy of the animal control officer.  
But maybe he would get lucky.  The man might see his tags and realize  something was 
wrong.  The idea contented him enough to lay back down and sleep for the rest of the ride.  

~*~ 

He had one mission in mind once he reached the pound: make someone notice his ID 
tags. 

He sensed if the staff went to tell Bree that he had been found alone in the park, yet she 
was not there, it would spark a search and rescue mission.  It was his last hope. 

No one paid attention to his collar.  They ran him through the system as a stray, had a 
vet check him over, and led him through a door to a room with dozens of other dogs.  
Sheridan knew they were going to lock him in one of the empty cells that lined the room.  
He didn't have much time left.. 



The dog shook his neck with all his might, begging for the tags to jingle against one 
another.  Look!  Look here! See? I already have a girl!  Her name’s Bree, and she needs your help!  Please, 
just look! 

One of the shelter workers scratched his neck.  He found the tags, and the dog beamed 
with triumph.  “Huh, this is odd.  It has tags, but nothing’s written on them.” 

I am not an ‘it’ sir, but what do you mean?  They’ve always had those strange squiggles on them before! 
“Wait, I take that back.”  The dog’s heart soared; soon they’d discover the truth.  “There 

is a name here:  Sheridan.”  His heart spiraled back down. 
Sheridan spent the night in the cell by himself, lost and confused.  What had the man 

done?  Why had the world forgotten his girl?  Then a painful thought struck him, cutting 
deep. He tried to ignore it, but like a nagging itch, it ate at him until he had to face it.  What 
if he was imagining it all?  What if Bree wasn’t real, merely a reflection of the life he wished 
he had? 

He laid his head down on his paws.  No.  My Bree is real.  The man is real.  The world may 
have forgotten her, but I was there.  I saw him take her away.  And I will never forget again. 

~*~ 

Sheridan feared he was going mad as the days passed.  He could hear the other dogs 
barking and shouting from their cells, but their words didn’t comfort him.   

“Did you hear what happened to Spot?” 
“Spot?” 
“The Dalmatian they brought in last week.” 
“Oh.  No, what happened?” 
“They Took him this morning.  Through the door.” 
“That poor soul!” 
None of them really knew what it meant when one of them was Taken, but they knew 

no one ever came back once they went through the door.  It couldn’t be good; of that, they 
were certain.  But they all knew their time was coming, that soon they’d have to march 
through the door.  No one ever made it for more than a week before the doorman came for 
them.  Some didn’t even last that long. 

Sheridan put his head on his paws and whined  He’d been here five days already.  Soon, 
he’d have to go through that door.  Bree, where are you? 

~*~ 

Morning came and the dogs began their roll call, trying to see if anyone had been Taken 
during the night.  The doorman shouldn’t be there for a few more hours; they felt safe. 

But then the unthinkable happened: he came early.  The dogs started up their warning 
chorus.  He’s here!  He’s here! 

Sheridan kept his head down, willing himself to remain unseen.  He locked his eyes shut 
when the sound of heavy leather boots stopped in front of his cell.  But it’s not my time!  Go 
find someone else to Take! 

The chain link door swung open with a terrible squeal.  “Come here, puppy puppy,” the 
doorman said as he stepped into the room.  “Who's a good boy?” 

Sheridan wanted to run past the man and break free.  He didn’t want to know what 
happened to dogs that were Taken.  But self loathing froze his limbs.  He’d earned this.  
He’d let Bree be Taken by another man, so this only seemed fitting. 

He felt something looped around his neck, followed by a sharp tug.  It was clear what 
the doorman wanted. 



Sheridan remembered what other dogs had done when they were Taken.  They yelped 
and growled, desperate to break free.  But he didn’t have it in him to fight.  Reluctantly, he 
got to his feet and followed the doorman out of his cell.  “Good boy, that’s a good boy.” 

He couldn’t bear to look at his prison mates as the man paraded him towards the door, 
but he couldn't escape their quiet murmurings.  

“Poor dog.” 
“Why doesn’t he try to get away?” 
The door loomed up ahead.  It wouldn’t be much longer until… Until what?  Sheridan 

didn’t know. 
The doorman smiled at the dog as he pushed the door open.  “I told them you’d be 

perfect.” 
Them?  Who are they? 
A blinding light fell in Sheridan’s eyes and he winced.  I’m sorry, Bree… 
But, nothing happened.  He opened one eye, uncertain.  
The room was still bright, but he realized it was sunlight.  He’d been in the dark 

backroom for so long, he’d almost forgotten what it felt like to have its warmth fall upon his 
face.  The dog basked in the glow for a moment, happy to see the outside world through the 
windows. 

Sheridan turned his head to look around.  There were toys piled high in one corner, and 
three chairs against the wall.  Sitting in these chairs, he found, were people.  A woman, man, 
and a girl.  They’re giving me new people? 

The girl was much younger than Bree.  Loose blonde curls bobbed as she bounced in 
her seat, blue eyes twinkling. Occasionally she’d start to reach out for him, but then  think 
better of it and stop herself. 

The doorman smiled at her.  “Here’s the little guy I was telling you about.  Sheridan”  He 
released the loop from around Sheridan’s neck.  “He’s quite friendly, do you want to come 
and say hello?” 

She couldn’t resist.  Without glancing back at her parents, she crawled onto the floor and 
reached for him.  “Hi there,” she said softly.  Her voice calmed the dog’s nerves. Surely 
someone with a voice like that couldn’t do anything to hurt him.   

He licked her hand, and she giggled.  He liked how it bubbled up from within her.  His 
tail started to wag, and he felt a stab of guilt.  This wasn’t right.  He shouldn’t be allowed to 
be happy with Bree still missing, but he couldn’t help himself.  This girl needed a friend.   

It didn’t take long before the two of them were wrestling on the floor, a bunch of fur 
and licks and giggles. 

The mother smiled at the doorman.  “How much is the adoption fee?” 
“Seventy five dollars.” 
She looked at her husband, and he nodded.  “That seems fair enough.” 
The girl looked at her parents with pure glee.  “Really!  Hooray!”  She hugged Sheridan 

tightly.  “Sheridan, you’re going to love your new home!” 
Home.  Not with Bree, but home… 

~*~ 

Sheridan rode in the back seat of a small van with his new girl.  He learned on the way 
that her name was Annie.  He was her first pet.  She stroked his fur and told him her secrets, 
knowing he would never betray her confidence.  He decided being Taken wasn’t so bad. 

After several hours, the van came to a stop.  Annie’s parents got out first, and each time 
a door opened, Sheridan got a whiff of his new home.  It was… Different.  He couldn’t 



smell asphalt here, or hear the sound of traffic on the highway.  For a moment he panicked, 
thinking he was back in the woods again.  Annie wrapped her arms around him in a big hug.  
“It’s ok, boy, we’re home!” 

His first steps were terrifying.  He looked around him, and nothing was familiar. No cars 
lined the road, no skyscrapers reached up to touch the sky.  There were hardly any buildings 
at all.  Just a small farmhouse and a dilapidated barn.  The wind whipped across a nearby 
field of amber grass.  Everything seemed so… Peaceful. 

Sheridan relaxed, nearly deciding he loved this strange new place, only to tense up once 
more after looking behind the house.  Woodland, stretched out and away as far as he could 
see.  Images of the man coming again, this time taking Annie, flashed through his mind.  He 
whimpered, cowering in fear. 

“Hey boy, what’s wrong?”  Annie gave him another hug, a look of concern on her face.  
He gave her a lick, trying to reassure her. 

“Maybe you should take him on inside,” he father suggested. 
She hefted Sheridan into her arms, bubbling over with joy once more.  “Come on!  I’ll 

show you my room!” 
He calmed down.  If he didn’t go into the woods, he rationalized, he would be ok.  And 

he’d make sure Annie didn’t go in them either.  He’d do for her what he’d failed to do for 
Bree. 



Chapter  7 

Bree couldn’t run any more.  She flopped down on a log and let angry tears roll down 
her cheek.  “I want to go home, dang it!”  It made no sense why Luccio had lied to her.  For 
a while, she had thought he was sincere in his concern for her.  Now she knew it had all 
been an act.  She could never go home if no one remembered her.  The Samhain moon had 
merely been the perfect excuse to make her stay without complaint. 

Somewhere behind her, the bushes started to rustle.  She froze in place.  It would be just 
her luck for the wild fae to have found her again.  She looked around.  No, the trees were 
taller here.  Not the same place.  The girl stood and took a few steps back, just in case.  
Better to be prepared to run than be eaten.  She steeled her nerves, willing her voice not to 
betray her.  “Hello?  Who’s there?” 

More rustling, but she couldn’t see a thing past their leafy green shield.  The sound was 
coming from higher in the trees than it had a few moments before, at least ten feet off the 
ground.  Too high to be the same wild fae.  “This isn’t funny!  Come out where I can see 
you!” 

A full bodied laugh filled the air.  It grated upon her, something like rusty door hinges.  
“Eager little mortal child, are we not?  Tired of your unexpected romp in the Faerie woods, I 
see.”  A deep rumble echoed through each word. 

“Eager for what?” she countered, hoping if she kept whatever it was talking long 
enough, she could figure out what to do. 

A paw the size of a small dinner platter emerged from the woods, flattening a small 
bush.  “Eager for your own destruction, mortal child.” 

She took a few more steps back, keeping her eyes on the paw.  It was a rusty red color, 
with long black claws that raked the earth subconsciously, like a cat flexing before pouncing 
on a succulent mouse.  She shuddered.  “Who are you?” 

“I have no name.  No one has ever given me more than a title.”  Another paw emerged 
at least five feet away. 

That put running out of the question.  “Then what is your title?” Something rustled 
higher up in the trees.  She caught a glint of something shinny and black before it fluttered 
back out of view. 

The paws edged forward and pushed more brush aside.  She found herself looking into 
huge yellow eyes with slitted, cat-like pupils.  A mouth with wicked teeth curved into a 
demented smile.  “I am called the Kait, mortal child, and death is my business.  It is never 
boring, no, not at all.  Especially when it involves bloodshed and tears.”  The black tail came 
back into view.  Segmented like an insect carapace, it wiggled and shook with a life of its 
own, a grasping hand fluttering at the end.  But as the creature stepped into the clearing, the 
hand snapped back to attention, resembling a fist sized scorpion stinger.  “Let us forget 
these silly prattlings and get on with the business at hand, shall we?  Talk bores me, and I 
would rather not be bored.” 

The deadly tail whistled through the air as the creature struck.  At the instance she 
anticipated the blow, the creature yowled and stumbled back, sending trees tumbling over 



with a deafening crash.  It hissed, farther away now, giving her the courage she needed to 
open her eyes. 

A man stood directly between her and the Kait, sword drawn.  Even with his back 
turned to her, she couldn’t help but stare. 

His hair was long, a curly brown mane that fell just past his shoulders, slender ears 
poking out near the crown.  Sculpted muscles rippled in his arms as he tightened his grip on 
the sword’s hilt.  “Leave the girl be.”  The man spread his stance wider, sandaled feet sliding 
gracefully across the uneven land. 

The Kait’s eyes narrowed as it studied its tail, keeping one eye trained on the man.  Slick 
ichor trickled from the hand, finding its way down the segmented joints.  Its words came out 
as a hiss.  “Well well well.  Who could it be but none other than the great heartbreaker.” 

He took an assured step towards the creature.  “Leave this place!” 
It growled low and deep, the hand-tail twitching this way and that erratically, slower now.  

“You know quite well in who's dominion you have trod, Mandibar.  Need I remind you of 
that?” 

“But you will not harm the girl.”   
Bree’s heart raced at the turn of events.  She held her breath and waited. 
The Kait narrowed its eyes.  “I do not feel you are in the place to issue that command, 

faerie warrior.  Need I remind you of your own past?”  It laughed that rusty laugh once 
more.  “No, I do not think you would welcome that lengthy explanation.”  The creature eyed 
the girl.  “Now, warrior, move aside and let me claim the prize which is rightfully mine.  The 
boon that I have been tracking through these, my woods, for the past short while.” 

“You have no right to her!”  the man shouted as he side stepped with the creature, trying 
to use himself as a physical shield. 

Bree edged closer to the tree line.  She didn’t like where this was going.  In the back of 
her mind, she knew the Kait could easily step over the man, or bound around him.  The 
prickling sensation returned, and she couldn’t decide if it was caused by the Kait or the man.   

She dismissed it as the Kait took a few steps closer.  “I have more of a claim than you 
do, warrior.” 

The two of them eyed each other for several tense moments.  The man broke the 
silence.  “Then fine, try and take her, but I will stop you.” 

It smiled.  “Perhaps, rather than bicker and dance, we should ask the mortal child which 
she would prefer?  Would it not prove more interesting to see which of us is the lesser evil?” 

He looked back at Bree for the first time, and her breath caught.  His face was as defined 
as the rest of his frame, emerald green eyes pleading.  “Please,” he begged her, “don’t let this 
wretched creature take you back to its den.  It is sincere in what it says; it will kill and eat 
you.  Do you really want that?” 

She found herself shaking her head.  “I don’t want to die,” she whispered.  “Please, don’t 
let it eat me.” 

The man turned to the creature, smiling triumphantly.  “See?  The girl has spoken.  She 
doesn’t want to become your dinner, so be gone!  It’s clear I’ve won this time.” 

The cat-like creature tossed its head in exasperation. “Fine, so be it.”  The Kait turned its 
gaze to the girl.  “Remember this encounter, mortal child.  Remember it well.  Someday, you 
may look back and wonder upon your decision.  Have you truly chosen your saint,” it flicked 
a condescending look down to the man, “or the devil in a beautiful guise?” 

Silence clung in the air as the massive creature wandered off.  Bree could feel her breath 
returning, her heartbeat slowing back to a normal rate.  The man continued to stand at 



attention, watching its retreat.  Once satisfied that it was gone, he relaxed and turned to her.  
“Are you all right?” 

“Y-yeah.  I’m fine.”  She blushed.  He’d caught her staring. 
He smiled.  “I’m glad.”  He looked around the clearing, as if checking to see if they were 

alone.  “How did you even get here?  This isn’t exactly a good place for a human girl to go 
out for an evening stroll.” 

She looked down.  “Uh, yeah, I wasn’t thinking.”  She toyed with a rock by her foot.  
“I’ve been staying with someone who lives near here, but I decided to run away.” 

He raised an eyebrow quizzically  “Into the heart of the Faerie woods without so much 
as a plan?” 

Bree glanced up sheepishly.  What’s wrong with me?  Snap out of it and act like an intelligent 
human being.  “Yeah, not my best move.”  The silence began again.  “So.  That thing.  It said 
your name was-” 

“Mandibar.”  He smiled that pleasant smile again.  “I don’t live too far from here, just on 
the edge of the Glen,” he offered.  “You could come and stay with me, at least until you 
figure out where you’re headed.  Would you like that?” 

She hesitated.  The last thing she needed was to get tangled in another fae’s affairs.  Her 
thoughts drifted back to the Kait, probably still lurking in the shadows.  If she didn’t go with 
Mandibar, chances were it would return to finish what they had started.  She doubted she 
would be so lucky the next time. 

Without thinking much further, she nodded.  “Yeah, thanks.” 
He smiled and gingerly took her hand, leading her to one side of the clearing.  “Then 

follow me.” 



Chapter  8 

Luccio leaned against a tree, panting.  Voice strained, he barely managed to speak above 
a whisper.  “Princess?  Where are you?” It had been hours since he started chasing after the 
girl, and he was no closer to finding her than he had been at the beginning.  With the sun 
dipping below the tree line, the odds he'd find her alive were slipping away.  Many of the 
Glen’s less sociable denizens ventured forth during the twilight hours, waiting to prey upon 
the unwary traveler.  The pig-headed wild fae would be the least of their concerns. 

He pushed away from the trunk to press onward, but stumbled and fell as knees buckled.  
His vision swam as he sat there, muscles aching.  Never had he run so hard for so long.  He 
prayed he never had to again. 

The man pushed himself back to his feet with a groan.  It would be easier to give up 
than to continue this mad quest, but he couldn’t forget about her now.  Not after everything 
he had done.  There was no turning back, he’d charted his course. 

“Princess, please!  Let me explain!” 
Before he took another step, a deep mewling from the undergrowth caught his attention.  

He froze in fear, a cold sweat beginning to trickle down his back.  Of all the beings in the 
Glen, he feared this one the most.  To be this close and still breathing was worrisome in 
itself.  “Kait,” he called, fighting to keep his voice even, “show yourself.” 

The mewling took on a hint of a growl.  “If you know to speak to me, you know that is 
my title, not my name.”  Luccio jumped as its glowing eyes opened a few feet away.  Much 
closer than he’d been expecting.  A flash of white shone in the fading light as the creature 
smiled.  “Looking for someone, are we?” 

He couldn’t decide whether or not it would be impolite to look the creature in the eye.  
The last time he had seen it, it had been a good distance away, successfully finishing its hunt.  
He had decided at that moment the stories did not do the Kait justice.  It required more 
respect than even the Sidhe nobles, and was more dangerous by far.  The man kept his eyes 
down, affording the creature a slight bow.  He would need to pick his words carefully.  “A 
friend of mine might have come running in this direction, yes.” 

The Kait laughed deeply, racking Luccio with its foul breath.  When it stopped, it 
wormed its way forward, resting its head and front paws on the path.  The tail flicked out of 
sight, chitin joints clacking.  “Do not play with me, lesser fae, for I am not in the mood for 
such games.”  Its eyes narrowed.  “You had best entertain me, before I decide to end this 
wretched day on a higher note than it began.” 

Luccio closed his eyes, trying to keep calm.  What can I do to entertain that?!  He did not 
know, though he sensed entertainment was the sole reason the Kait had let him live this 
long.  He looked the creature directly in the eye, deciding to take a great gamble.  “My friend 
might have been a mortal girl running blindly.” 

The man suppressed a shudder as the Kait grinned widely.  “Might she?  Carry on with 
your tale.” 

“She thinks that I am a monster, and she’d have more luck finding someone to take her 
home out here.” 



The Kait laughed.  In the blink of an eye, it lowered its head to a few inches away from 
Luccio’s.  He could see his reflection in each eye.  “You?  More of a monster than I?”  Its 
voice reverberated within the man's chest.  His heart raced, knowing the end was in sight, 
until the creature sighed and drew back, resting its head on its paws once more.  “No, no.  
Not true, not true at all.”  It began to groom them, keeping one eye trained on the man.  “I 
may have seen this mortal child today.” 

“Really?”  He had taken a step towards the creature before he realized it.  Edging back 
away again, he coughed.  A dark thought entered his mind.  “You, you didn’t eat this mortal 
girl, did you?” 

The Kait stopped grooming and gave a sphinx-like smile.  “Mayhap, mayhap not.”   
Silence fell between them, and the creature returned to its task.  Luccio fought to find 

the right question to ask.  Finally, it came to him.  “You said today was wretched.  Did your 
prey elude you today?” 

It hissed at him, lips pealed back.  Wrong question.  “Prey does not elude me, stupid lesser 
fae.  When I, the master of these woods, have my sights set on a prize, it is won as quickly or 
as slowly as I so chose it to be.”  It sat back on its haunches haughtily.  “But alas, you are 
right in one sense, and one sense alone.  I have not eaten today, and thus it is a wretched day 
indeed.” 

He gathered his courage before pressing further.  Its last statement gave him hope that 
Bree was still out there.  If she had somehow escaped the Kait, she could probably escape a 
lot of other things.  He might not have given her enough credit.  “May I ask why?” 

The Kait eyed him for several moments before speaking.  “You are a brave little thing, 
are you not?  I do believe most have run by now, shouting thanks for my gracious mood.”  
It leaned its head back down towards him.  “My gracious mood is waning, lesser fae.  Tell 
me why it is you so desperately seek this mortal child, and I may chose to share my 
information with you.” 

Luccio blinked.  “You’d help me?” 
It scoffed at him.  “I would not share information for that reason, no.”  A small grin 

tugged at the corner of its mouth, revealing its long canines.  “I would, however, share 
information to set a game in motion.”  It leaned within inches of him again.  “You would 
agree to be a player, of course?” 

He took a deep breath, resolving himself to his fate.  To help Bree, he would have to do 
as the creature wished.  Heck, forget about helping.  It’ll eat me if I don’t.  He nodded stiffly  “I’ll 
play your game if you tell me what I need to know.” 

The Kait smiled, sitting back again.  “Excellent, lesser fae, quite excellent indeed.  You 
may not be as stupid as I first thought you to be.”  It looked farther down the path, its eyes 
almost drifting closed before it turned back to Luccio.  “The mortal child was indeed my 
quarry, yet another stepped in to claim her as his prize.” 

Luccio’s hearted raced faster.  “Who would be brave enough to do that?” 
The creature snorted.  “Not brave, lesser fae, but stupid.  Too stupid to realize I shall 

have my revenge against him in the end.”  It grinned, wider this time.  “And that revenge 
shall be all the more sweet as it shall also mean revenge against his fallen mistress.”   

The Kait’s head snapped back to attention, realizing it had drifted off on a wild tangent.  
“The Sidhe knight, Mandibar, won the mortal child in a bet.  She chose her fate without 
hesitation, not daring to question a stranger’s offer of apparent kindness over a dinner 
invitation.”  It observed Luccio’s panicked reaction and laughed.  “I sense this is the news 
you feared?” 



He nodded, stiffer this time.  His blood felt like frozen lead in his limbs, but he forced 
himself to look up at the creature.  “You’ve told me what I need to know.  Now what’s the 
game?” 

The Kait smiled, eyes narrowing as it crinkled its face.  “You do not know?”  It leaned its 
head down, forcefully nudging Luccio back several steps.  “You have sought out the mortal 
child this far, are you not going to continue your quest?” 

The man blinked and stared at it.  “Wait, you want me to rescue her?” 
It lifted a paw and resumed its grooming.  “Would that not be the most interesting 

course of action?  A weak lesser fae, barely able to take on any challenger in battle, facing off 
against a mighty Sidhe knight, one that has slaughtered scores of other powerful fae, and all 
for the sake of a mortal child?”  The Kait glanced up at him, grinning secretively.  “Why, that 
might be the greatest game of all to watch.  So run along now.  Do not make me regret my 
decision.” 

Luccio stared up at the Kait a few moments longer before he turned, starting the long 
trek back to the burrow.  As soon as he was out of earshot, he whispered a quick thank you 
under his breath. 



Chapter  9 

“Luccio, how deep do you want me to dig?” 
He looked at Ax questioningly.  “What are you talking about?” 
“Your grave.  How deep do you want it?”  The stick man leaned back against the 

burrow’s doorframe, watching Luccio hurry around the main room.  “You’re going to keep 
pushing things until you wind up dead.  Might as well be ready for it.”  His friend ignored 
him.  “Hey, you know I’m right.” 

He did.  In the back of his mind, Luccio knew he should play it safe and forget about 
Bree, praying Mandibar had no need for vengeance now that he had her.  He shook his head.  
“Might as well push it all the way, right?” 

Ax rolled his eyes.  “I’m serious.  I don’t want to go walking through the Glen and see 
your head mounted on a pike or something.”  He leaned towards the man.  “What are you 
getting, anyways?” 

“Supplies.”  Luccio stopped in the middle of the room, kneeling next to a tattered old 
rug.  Flipping it back, he reached for a small trap door embedded in the floor. 

“If you really think I’m going to believe you have a secret basement down that tiny thing, 
you’re crazy.”  He now hovered over his friend’s shoulder.  “There’s no way you could fit 
through that.  Even I couldn’t fit, and I’m a lot smaller than you are.” 

Luccio looked at him tersely and flipped the door back for him to see. 
“Oh.” 
A small wooden chest sat in the indentation.  Runes swirled in an intricate maze on the 

lid, weaving and flowing into one another.  The grain was dark and deep, as if burned into 
the wood.  Luccio picked the box up easily, checking the clasps had remained firmly shut 
before he put it on the floor. 

Ax cocked his head to the side.  “What’s in the box?” 
“Supplies,” Luccio repeated.  His friend looked at him, wanting more.  “It was my 

father’s.  He... Used to cross the veil quite regularly.” 
He snorted.  “From what I’ve heard, that’s a bit of an understatement.”  Ax put a hand 

on top of the chest to keep his friend from opening it.  “Luccio.”  Their eyes met.  “Are you 
sure you know what you’re getting yourself into?” 

“Probably not, but that hasn’t stopped me so far.”  He sighed.  “I’m going back to the 
mortal realm.” 

Ax leaned down on the box harder.  “What good do you think that’s going to do?” 
Luccio swiped the box from under the stick man’s hand and got up, walking off to the 

bedroom.   
“Seriously though!  How is this going to help?  No one’s going to remember her!” 
“You’re wrong.” 
He raised a leafy eyebrow.  “Am I?  Do you really think Mandibar would slip up like 

that?  For goodness sakes, he’s been at this for centuries!” 
Something clattered to the floor and broke in the bedroom.  Luccio leaned back around 

the doorframe, face pale and drawn.  “Don’t say his name, Ax.” 



“Why?  It’s not like you’re not already waving a big, ‘Come and get me!’ beacon.”  Ax 
sighed, rubbing his head.  “Sorry man, but I don’t want to lose you.  And you know that’s 
what’s going to happen if you go.  He’s going to kill you.” 

“You don’t know that,” Luccio whispered before he turned away.  He hollered back a 
few moments later, “Come in here and help me find a hair.” 

Ax rolled his eyes.  “I thought you said you were going to the mortal world to find 
someone, not set up a tracking spell for the girl here.” 

Luccio grinned.  “A tracking spell is just what I need.” 
“Who are you trying to find, anyhow?” He didn’t look up as he continued to scan the 

pillow Bree had slept on the night before. 
“A dog.”  Luccio smiled as he plucked a single strand of auburn hair from the bedding.  

Carefully, he wrapped it in a piece of cloth and put it in his cloak pocket. 
Ax stared at him for several minutes before blinking and shaking his head.  “Ok, let me 

get this straight.  You’re going to cross over to the mortal world and use a tracking spell with 
the girl’s hair in order to find a dog that might be able to find her, if it remembers her at all?” 

He smiled.  “Yep.” 
Ax shook his head again.  “It’s official.  You’re crazy.” 
“There was something odd about her dog,” Luccio said defensively.  “I could feel it.  It 

might have been enough to grant him the ability to escape the spell and remember her.  It’s 
the best chance I have, anyhow.” 

“Still.  How is her hair going to help you find the dog?” 
“I might be able to find her home,” he reasoned, trying to reassure himself.  “Then, I 

might be able to find something of the dog’s to lead me to him.” 
Ax sighed.  “You better hope that hair can hold the connection long enough to do 

anything.”  Luccio looked at him blankly.  “Oh, you’re kidding.  You forgot those things are 
time sensitive?  The weaker the connection, the shorter the tracking spell will work.” 

“I knew that,” he said, looking away.  “Why do you think I’d go after the dog if I 
thought the connection would be strong enough to lead me to her?”  He ran a hand through 
his hair.  “Sorry.  I’m not thinking straight.” 

“Thank you for clarifying that, I would have never known.”  Ax rolled his eyes.  “Maybe 
you do need that dog.  Someone to talk some sense into you, since I seem to have no 
effect.” 

Luccio smiled.  “You’re a true friend, Ax.” 
“No I’m not.”  He smirked.  “A true friend would have knocked you out and locked you 

away until some sense sunk in.  I’m just the poor sap that’s watching your self destruction 
with wit and humor.” 

He pat Ax’s shoulder.  “You know what I mean.” 
“Yeah, yeah.”  They shared a moment of silence, knowing that this might be the last 

time they spoke.  Ax broke it, looking up at Luccio with a wide grin.  “Now get out of here.  
Go bop that monster in the nose, and bop him hard, you hear?” 

Luccio returned the smile.  “I’ll try my best.”  



Chapter  10 

Luccio had never opened a trod to the mortal realm.  There hadn't been a reason to go 
through the trouble of opening a passageway.  Not until now. 

Back in his clearing, he pulled out his father’s chest, hands shaking.  The box hadn’t been 
opened in years.  He held his breath and flipped the clasps back, opening the box in one 
swift motion. 

Six crystals glinted in the evening light on their bed of dark velvet.  He examined each 
closely, checking for dings and scratches.  They were as perfect as they had been the last 
time his father had used them...  Except the largest crystal, designed for focalizing glamour, 
was gone. 

Luccio sat back with a sigh, mind running in circles.   He couldn’t think of anywhere it 
might have been misplaced, and crystals of that size were hard to come by.  Crossing was 
still possible, but it would be more dangerous.  He grimaced.  Seemed like he was doing a lot 
of dangerous things here lately.  “Might as well get this over with.” 

As he stood, he felt something shifting around his cloak pocket.  A smile spread across 
his face.  He dug through his pocket wildly, hoping.  With a cry of delight, he pulled out 
Mandibar’s crystal and held it up to the moonlight.  It had been cut with far more precision 
than his father’s set, and glowed with its own inner light that pulsed in the stilled air. 

Luccio shuddered.  Something felt inherently wrong about the crystal, as if it was slowly 
poisoning him.  The voice within screamed at him to throw it as far as he could and carry on 
with his father’s set.  But it would be safer with seven crystals, and if that increased the odds 
of saving Bree... 

The man closed his eyes.  “I’ll get rid of it after she’s safe.”  He started setting up the 
circle by clearing the area of stray stones and twigs.  His inexperience would weigh him 
down enough without adding in something breaking the ring and disrupting the energies it 
contained.  No need to invite more trouble. 

The crystals came next, placed equidistance from each other.  Mandibar’s crystal sat 
directly ahead of him, dark and menacing.  The finished circle was crude compared to the 
higher fae’s work, but it would do.   

Knees trembling, he began to recite the incantation.  It struck the air in a tangled stream 
as he struggled to find his rhythm.  He focused harder, thoughts of his princess allowing him 
to slip into a pattern that set the air around him stirring.  Onward he pressed, his voice 
raising louder to be heard over the whistling wind.  As he shouted the last words, the air 
suddenly stilled, debris falling back to the ground. 

He opened his eyes. 
He was back in the park.  The trees clung to their last few leaves, and it was warmer this 

time; winter was showing every indication of coming late this year. 
After his brief look around, Luccio reached into his cloak, bringing the old golden 

pocket watch into view.  He flicked it open. 
The clock ticked quietly, its glassy face shimmering a light blue.  Five equally spaced tic 

marks lined the face's rim in place of numbers..  Five hours to find the dog.  The lone hand 



began its unwavering course to the first as the man flicked it closed again.  His time was 
already slipping away. 

Luccio looked around once more to make sure no one was watching him, then he pulled 
the glamour around himself.  He started his trek out of the park, plotting his next move.   

Cars whipped down the street in a continual stream.  He tried his best to keep from 
gawking at them.  This certainly wasn’t his world. 

Cigarette smoke floated through the air, stirring a sense of longing.  He quickly 
squelched it.  Now was not the time to indulge.  He had to stay focused.  He jogged farther 
down the street, away from temptation. 

Children paraded around in costume on the hunt for candy.  He watched them for a few 
moments before turning with a shake of his head.  The Glen must have entered one of its 
slower times and let the mortal world slip a year or two ahead. 

Side stepping into a dark alley, he pulled out the strand of Bree’s hair.  “Please let there 
be something useful in the apartment.”  He looked back to the street before calling up a ball 
of faerie light and sending it off with the strand.  With luck, the connection wouldn’t burn 
out before they reached the apartment  He set off at a brisk pace to keep up with the orb. 

It was bigger than he expected it to be, and his little burrow suddenly felt even more 
plain than he could have imagined.  Red bricks reached up towards the sky, window after 
window spanning the building  Few were still lit.   

The small orb of light smacked into the main entrance door impatiently.  Luccio reached 
for the door handle and followed it inside with a sigh. 

The light began floating up the stairwell as he walked through the door.  The higher they 
went, the faster the light raced, shaking occasionally with excitement.  They were getting 
closer.  Luccio had started taking the steps two at a time when the light turned without 
warning, zooming towards a door.  As it touched the metal surface, it fizzled and died.  This 
was it, Bree’s old apartment. 

He hesitated.  Strains of jazz crept out from under the doorjamb.  Someone else lived 
here now, and they were still awake.  Now what?  

He reached out and softly rapt upon the door.  No reply.  He tried knocking harder, 
wondering what he should say to whoever answered the door.  Hello, how are you?  You don’t 
happen to know where I could find the dog that used to live here, do you?  I kidnapped his owner and now I 
need him to track her down before someone else kills her.  Somehow, he had a gut feeling that 
explanation wouldn't work well. 

The door opened a creak before being yanked short by a chain.  “Go away.  We don’t 
have any candy.”  It was a man, hair mussed and shirt unbuttoned.  He didn’t even bother to 
see who was at the door before he started to push it closed again. 

“Excuse me!” Luccio called quickly. 
The man froze, still debating slamming the door shut and being through with it.  He 

shifted his weight from foot to foot uneasily before looking up.  Squinting, he tried to search 
Luccio’s face and asked, “Who the hell are you?” 

He offered up a small smile.  “Sorry to bother you, sir, I’m just looking for an old 
friend’s dog.” 

“And you think I'd know?” He snorted.  “What have you been smoking?” 
Luccio pressed further.  “My friend used to live here, and her dog got lost when she left.  

I thought they might have found a dog around here -” 
“Look,” he interrupted.  “I don’t know who the heck you are, or why you think I know a 

diddle d-” 



“Honey?”  A woman’s voice called from farther within the apartment  The man stopped 
short, closing his eyes and bowing his head.  “Honey, who’s at the door?” 

“Some weirdo looking for his friend’s lost dog.  He seems to think we’ll know where it 
went to.” 

Luccio caught a glimpse of a slender woman in a red satin dress.  “Awe, poor little 
puppy.  Come on, Jack.  Let the guy in.  Maybe we can help somehow.” 

The door closed, and right when he was about to object, Luccio heard the chain rasp  
and a pin slide free.  The knob turned and he found himself face to face with the man.  He 
shot the fae a death glare and muttered a few things under his breath. 

The woman came back into view, smiling.  The man stopped his mutterings instantly.  
“So you said your friend lost her dog?” 

He smiled.  Finally, some cooperation.  “Yes.  She lived in this apartment a couple of years 
ago.  Maybe you heard something when you moved in?  He was a little black thing...” 

She gave him a sympathetic smile.  “Sorry, but I just don’t know.  The apartment only 
had some squatter’s stuff here when I decided to rent it.” 

He gave her his best sheepish smile.  “Oh?  Well, I’m sure I’ve got the right place...” He 
rubbed the back of his head.  Think think think....  “Hey,” he said slyly, dark eyes twinkling, 
“do you think you could do me one favor, in case it might help my friend?” 

She smiled back at him while the man stiffened.  “Absolutely!  What is it?” 
He pulled out the sheepish smile again.  “Well, maybe my friend left something behind 

that might lead me to him?  If I could take a quick look  around -” 
“Absolutely not!”  The man’s face flushed cherry red as he shoved Luccio, hard.  “You 

are not coming into my apartment hunting for stuff to pawn!” 
The shove sent Luccio stumbling back into the hall a few steps.  He blinked, puzzled.  

“But I don’t want to-” 
“Jack!”  The petite woman stomped her foot and glared at the man.  “Stop being such a 

jerk!  Not everyone wants to rob innocent people!” 
They eyed each other for a few minutes before the man looked away with a curse.  He 

glared at Luccio.  “Fine, let him scope out the place.  Be my guest.”  He turned back to the 
woman.  “But I’m getting out of here before things go down.  Have fun digging yourself out 
of this one, Janice.”  Without so much as another glance, he shouldered his way past Luccio 
and left. 

Janice rubbed her forehead with a sigh.  “Sorry about Jack.  He's a little paranoid about 
people.  Especially on Halloween.  Come on in.”  She pushed the door open wider. 

Luccio followed her deeper into the apartment.  He needed something the dog had 
treasured and loved.  Chances were, at least somewhere in the dog’s head, he’d still love 
whatever it was.  A toy.  Maybe a toy would work. 

He didn’t pay much attention to what the woman said while he searched.  She sure was a 
talker, rambling on without a care in the world.  He’d throw in an occasional, “Yeah,” or 
“Uh-huh?” as he had seen mortals do before, all the while wracking his brain for new places 
to look.  Maybe there was a secret panel under the window seat... 

“What are you doing?”  Janice hovered over him, a frown furrowing her forehead.  “I 
said you could look for clues, not destroy my -” 

“Yes!”  he cried, unconcerned by the woman’s reaction.  The plank of wood came out of 
its hidden spot quite easily, and there in the hollowed out space he found a few dog toys.  
Old chewed on ropes, rubber squeak toys, and a tennis ball, all covered in a few cobwebs, 
but there none the less. 



She stared at him, confused by his satisfied smile.  “How’s that supposed to help you 
find the dog?” 

He grinned back at her.  “Oh, you’d be surprised.”  Pushing himself up off the floor, he 
scooped up the toys and threw them into his bag.  “I appreciate your kindness,” he said to 
her sincerely.  “You don’t know how much this means to me.” 

“Er, you’re welcome?” Janice still had a confused expression as she followed him to the 
door.  “I hope you find that dog.” 

Luccio had raced down one flight of stairs before she locked the door.  Juggling the bag 
to one shoulder, he pulled out the watch and gave it a quick glance.  He'd lost more time 
than he'd realized.  I hope that dog is close... 

~*~ 

Why did I have to make that stupid wish?   
Luccio jogged down the road, a new faerie light leading the way.  His hope of a quick 

and easy trip had been dashed as wherever the dog was, it was far away.  Buildings 
disappeared from view before he knew what was happening.  Yet the magical light pressed 
onward, beckoning him to follow. 

It was quite annoying. 
The road was nearly empty by now, the watch’s lone hand had just ticked past the 

second hash mark.  Two in the morning.  When a car did go by, he watched it enviously.  
Sure wish I could travel that fast.. 

The light veered away from the main motorway.  Now we’re getting somewhere.  He followed 
it down a winding dirt road until he came to a small farm house.  So this is where he’s been 
hiding.  But the searching light didn’t stop at the house; it went on into the woods.  He 
sighed.  “Now what?”  Glancing over his shoulder at the house one more time, he trailed 
after the faerie light. 

It lead him into the woods behind the house.  He stopped, cocking an ear to the wind, 
and listened.  There was someone else in the woods, walking towards him from the direction 
the light had gone.  Luccio couldn’t help but smile at his luck.  Remembering Ax’s present, 
he took out another cigarette and settled down on a tree stump.  Might as well settle in and 
wait. 



Chapter  11 

The sun had already slipped below the horizon by the time Bree followed Mandibar out 
of the woods.  Her feet ached, begging her to stop and rest, yet the fae didn’t appear to be 
facing similar issues.  He continued on at a brisk pace, rarely looking over his shoulder to 
make sure she was still following him through the woods.  “How much farther?” she panted. 

Mandibar turned, smiling pleasantly.  “Closer than you think.” 
 She stared at him, shoulders drooping.  “It better be.” 
He walked back to her, putting a hand on her shoulder.  “Look there,” he said, pointing 

towards the horizon,  “and tell me what you see.” 
The girl did as he said, squinting.  She couldn’t see much of anything.  It must have been 

one of those faerie tricks again.  Desperate to look like she knew what she was doing, she 
kept looking until things began to slip into place. 

The light seeming to bend around the structure, cloaking it in its own shadow.  It looked 
more like a small mansion or castle than a house.  Glistening stones fit together perfectly 
with no trace of mortar, rising several stories.  Stained glass windows depicting unearthly 
men and women, monsters and beasts, all locked in battle, studded the walls.  She couldn’t 
see the door to the building, as a hedgerow blocked her view. 

Mandibar smiled once more, taking her hand.  “Welcome to my home.” 
Bree let him lead her into the hedges and through his gardens.  They had the promise of 

being beautiful, yet looked like they hadn’t been cared for in a long time.  Rose bushes grew 
wild, choking out the hedge in some places, roots buckling the stone path in others.  Statues 
lay broken in their alcoves, knocked off their pedestals.  The knight seemed unaffected by 
the garden's condition, walking on without giving it a second glance. 

Within a few minutes, they stood before a pair of large oak doors.  Mandibar let her go, 
reaching to push one open.  “I know it’s not much to look at, but you’re free to wander 
these halls as much as you’d like.” 

The door swung back with a hollow thud, revealing a large tiled room.  Two staircases 
branched off of each side, leading to the upper levels.  The only notable feature in the room 
was a pair of floor to ceiling doors, barred shut.  She began to walk towards them, curious, 
when he grabbed her arm and spun her back to face him.  His eyes were soft and gentle.  
“That room,” he whispered, “is the only place off limits.  There are things no one should see 
in there.” 

She shrugged away from him.  “Ok.  Sounds fair to me.” 
He smiled widely.  “Excellent.  Follow me, and I’ll show you where you’ll be staying.” 

~*~ 

Bree found a gown waiting for her in the room and slipped into it.  Much better than the 
dirty clothes she’d been running around in.  She laid on the bed for a while, enjoying the 
luxurious feel of the sheets.  She could see herself staying here for a while without 
complaining.  At the same time, a nagging feeling made her wonder why Mandibar had 
shown her such kindness.  She felt vulnerable sitting in a stranger’s house, despite the 
grandeur.  Bree wondered what would happen if she pried further.  Doubt made her feel she 
would discover grime beneath the gilded exterior. 



A knock on the door brought her back to reality.  She shook her head, laughing.  She 
was just being overly paranoid.  As a second knock sounded, she rose to her feet. 

Another girl stood on the other side of the door, head held low.  She wasn’t much older 
than Bree by the looks of it, only shorter with a more delicate build.  “Hello?”  Bree said 
after a few moments when the girl kept staring down at her feet. 

She sprung to life, blue eyes locking in on Bree’s face.  They looked too old to belong to 
one so young, sending a chill down Bree’s spine.  The girl didn’t pay her discomfort any 
attention.  “He wanted me to tell you dinner is down the hall and will be ready soon.”  With 
that, the girl spun on her heels and ghosted across the floor. 

Bree stood, stunned for a few minutes, before sprinting after  her.  “Wait!  Who are 
you?” 

The girl didn’t answer her, walking faster before turning to a side door and stepping 
inside.  Bree reached it just in time to hear a bolt slide into place. 

She remained in front of the door puzzled for a few minutes before looking farther 
down the hall.  Her stomach growled angrily.  How long had it even been since she last ate?  
Too long, that was for sure. 

A door stood ajar at the very end, the sound of trickling water issuing forth.  There was a 
certain smell in the air, too, not exactly recognizable, yet wonderful enough to make her 
stomach growl more urgently.  Curiosity and hunger took a hold of her and beckoned her 
inside without so much as a second thought. 

Mandibar sat at a small table, smiling at her.  He stood, pulling out a chair for her.  “I see 
you found the dress.” 

She sat with a nod.  “But how did you know to have one out, though?  It’s almost like 
you knew I’d come here with you.” 

He shrugged playfully, taking his seat again.  “I’ve had many girls come through here, so 
I tend to keep a few dresses around.  You’d be surprised how many are kidnapped by the fae 
each year.” 

 She fiddled with the dress’s long sleeve, keeping her eyes down.  “I’m not the only girl 
here, am I?” 

Taking her hands in his, he willed her to look up at him.  “Don’t mind Lillian,” he said 
softly with a quick glance over his shoulder.  “She’s not exactly right in the head.” 

She tilted her head to the side.  “How long has she been here?” 
He sighed, letting her go.  “A long time now.  A monster tried to kill her, but she’s safe 

now.” 
“Why didn’t you take her home once she was safe?   You saved me, and you said-” 
Mandibar turned away, pained.  “It was too late for Lillian,” he sighed.  His green eyes 

searched her face, begging for understanding.  “Everyone she had ever known had died by 
the time she was able to return to the other side of the veil.  The world had marched on 
without her.  It drove her mad.  The very least I could do was offer her a place to live in 
peace.” 

A thought occurred to her, she had to ask.  “Do you think that could happen to me?  I- I 
don’t know much about how the two worlds work, but-” 

He quickly shook his head, trying to smile.  “I don’t think you’ll have to worry about 
staying here for too long.”  He let go of her, becoming more animated again.  “Now, enough 
talk.  I’m willing to bet you’re starving.  Let’s eat.” 



Chapter  12 

Over the past few years, Annie and her new dog had grown inseparable  Wherever she 
went, he was sure to follow, fluffy tail wagging.  There were even times her mother had to 
come up to the school and drag the dog back home.  Then he’d wait, sad and maudlin, 
looking out the window until Annie’s return set his tail to wagging once more. 

He was her best friend.  When Annie looked into his brown eyes, something in the pit of 
her stomach told her that he was more aware than any of the adults would admit.  She could 
see a sadness there, one she’d never understand.  Occasionally she’d feel guilty, but then he 
would lick her across the face, letting her know he was happy to be with her.  The dog never 
did show any more acceptance towards the woods than he did on that first day.  No one 
could figure out why, and eventually they gave up trying.  

“Sheridan!  Come on!”  Annie hollered after the little black dog.  She hadn’t bothered 
hooking him up to the leash, and for the first time since bringing him home, Sheridan 
refused to follow her. 

Annie hadn’t planned on traveling through the woods.  She’d only intended to go trick 
or treating with Sheridan for a short while, then follow the gravel road back home.  But 
she’d wandered farther than she’d thought and felt too old to call her mom to come and pick 
her up.  The woods would be quicker.  Besides, she’d known these woods her whole life.  
There wasn’t anyone out there that wanted to hurt her. 

So, in her Dorothy costume, she pressed into the shadows. 
The autumn wind whipped her hair around her face.  She pulled the lightweight sweater, 

her one concession to her mother, tighter.  “Please, boy, let’s go.  We’ll be home before you 
know it.”   

He looked back at her with those baleful eyes.  Not tonight, oh please, not tonight… 
She closed her eyes and sighed. 
I won? 
“If you won’t go with me, I guess I’ll have to go on my own.  See you back at the 

house.” 
No!  Sheridan started to whine and yelp.  You can’t go in there! The dog was getting frantic.  

He had to stop her somehow.  Her dress’ hem flapped in the wind, the only thing he could 
think to grab.` 

“Sheridan!” she squealed as she started to teeter back.  The cloth ripped and she 
staggered forward.  “What’s gotten into you!”  She glared at the dog.   

He moseyed up to her, head held low.  I didn’t mean to do it, he tried to say to her, willing 
her to understand, but the man might be there.  This is his night.  Please, let’s take the long way home. 

Annie scooped the dog up in her arms.  “Ok, maybe if I carry you…” 
NO!  He squirmed for all his worth, fighting to break free. 
He’d failed again.  They were in the woods by the time he managed to wiggle free.  The 

light from the scattered houses faded into the background, plunging him back in that 
Darkness, the one which housed evil.  He trembled visibly. 

Annie’s mouth was shaped in a perfect O.  In all her years in the country, she’d thought 
she knew what the dark was like.  She’d been wrong.  Around the house, there was still the 



pole light in the front yard to light her path.  And if for some reason that light was gone, the 
stars and the moon could be her guide.  But here, with the trees arching overheard, there was 
no light.  She could barely make out Sheridan as he cowered at her feet. 

She struggled to get her bearings.  Her eyes just had to adjust.  Yeah, that’s it.  Adjust.  
Sheridan’s whimpering grew louder and she began to question herself.  Which way’s home 
again?  “Sheridan?”  She asked timidly, giving him a scratch behind the ears.  “Do you know 
the way home?” 

He sniffed at her, then sniffed the air ahead of them.  His skin still crawled as he 
imagined the man jumping out from behind any number of trees.  It took every ounce  of 
his willpower to still his mind. 

They were already in the woods, far enough that they might as well continue this way.  
Besides, he realized with a jabbing pang of worry, the woods run along the road, anyhow.  He could 
just as easily get her there, too.  Sheridan looked up at his new girl.  If only you’d brought the lead…  
He woofed at her before starting to pick his way through the brush. 

The night chorus fell upon them as they walked in silence.  The dog’s ears scanned the 
area, pricking at the tiniest of sounds.  He wouldn’t fall down on the job this time.  He 
hoped Annie would be more intent on his warning signs than Bree had been. 

An owl screeched behind them, the girl jumped and laughed nervously.  “Isn’t that 
funny, Sheridan?  Just a little guy, and he seems so big out here.  In the dark.  When you’re 
alone…”  She stopped talking.  It wasn’t helping. 

The dog woofed at her again and picked up the pace.  His fur had started to bristle.  
Something was up.   

In the back of his mind, he knew what to expect.  But that didn’t make him any more 
prepared for what was about to happen.  He knew the warning signs, he knew what he 
should be looking for.  But he willed them away, allowing him to take him by surprise. 

Annie jumped when her small companion froze, his hackles raised and lips pealed back.  
She wanted to reach down and pat him, to ask him what was wrong, but seeing him like this 
terrified her.  “Sheridan…?” 

The dog didn’t turn, keeping his eyes locked on a point in the woods she couldn’t see.  
He’d seen these shadows before, thin and airy as they danced in the gloom. 

She gasped as a light flickered to life in the distance.  Larger than any firefly could hope 
to be, it pulsed with an eerie light, compelling her to step forward.  She had no choice but to 
answer its call. 

He howled, breaking the orb’s spell.  Annie looked down at him, eyes wild and afraid.  
“What’s going on?  Sheridan, what’s happening?”  She knelt beside her trusted companion, 
eyes wide.  Her voice dropped to a whisper, “You know what that thing is, don’t you?”  

The orb held his full attention.  I’m sorry I couldn’t stop you sooner.  He whimpered.  Maybe 
it wasn’t too late to turn around. 

They both froze when they heard high pitched laughter. 
“Hello?  Is there anyone out there?” 
The sound grew louder until it wasn’t coming from just one direction, but from all of 

them at once. 
The hair on the back of her neck stood on end.  “Let’s get out of here.” 
Agreed.  Suddenly the floating orb didn’t look so dangerous.  At least he’d known that 

evil.  He’d be able to protect his girl this time.  They crept toward it. 
Why isn’t it moving?  Sheridan squinted at the light, puzzled.  He was sure it was the same 

light that had lured Bree away, yet now it held its position, straight and steady as a compass 
needle.  



It’s like we’re being herded somewhere, he realized with gripping terror.  The dog dug in his 
heels.  He would not be lead to the slaughter.  Turning and whimpering, he tried his best to 
stop the girl’s progress.  Please, oh please!  We have to find another way out of here! 

“Sheridan!”  Her voice was cross.  “It can’t be that much longer, boy.  Come on, just a 
bit farther…” 

He howled.  No no no!   
The light grew larger as the laughter faded away.  His heart pounded faster, just as hers 

began to slow.  You don’t understand.  He reached for her dress hem again, slowly walking 
backwards.  You don’t know what’s out there waiting.  For you. 

Annie’s nose crinkled as the smell of burning tobacco hit her.  “Who’s there?” 
The dog’s worst fears were confirmed when his new girl forced him around the corner 

and the cloaked man came into view.  He was sitting on a tree stump, head in his spindly 
hands, massaging his temples.  That ghosting mask over his scent was still there, hanging 
cloyingly in the air. 

Sheridan didn’t care how innocent the man appeared to the girl.  He wasn’t going to fail 
again.  A deep growl rumbled within him as he threw himself across the gap, teeth flashing. 

“Sheridan!” 
Luccio looked up just in time to see the furry black torpedo slam into his chest.  He fell 

backwards with a wuff of air, giving Sheridan’s teeth enough to sink home.  The man yowled 
and flung him away. 

It was Sheridan’s turn to have the wind knocked from his lungs.  He was quick to get 
back up on his feet, positioning himself between Annie and the man with a savage growl. 

“So you do remember me,” Luccio said as he dusted himself off. 
“Excuse me?”  The girl had started to back away from him, her stomach twisting in 

knots. 
The man flashed her a quick smile before returning his gaze to the dog.  “Not you, love.  

I was talking to him.” 
“My dog?” 
He nodded.  “I need his help.” 
What?! 



Chapter  13 

Annie’s gaze flitted between Luccio and Sheridan.  “Um, what?” 
The man shifted his weight uncomfortably.  “The dog can find someone I'm looking for.  

He knows her.” 
Her?  Could he mean- 
Luccio looked directly into his eyes, and the dog shuddered.  “Yes, precisely Her.” 
Sheridan recoiled.  He’s in my head! 
 The girl gave the man a sideways glance, looking at him now like he was a crazy lunatic.  

“Of course... It makes perfect sense that you need my dog to find a girl.” 
He ignored her and kept looking down at the dog.  “Look, I know we’re not exactly 

friends.” 
Not exactly doesn’t really cover it. 
“And you’d like to maul me right now.” 
You’ve got that right, buddy. 
“But we have got to work together.  She’s in trouble.” 
He curled back his lips and growled, making the girl jump.  She wouldn’t be if you had just left 

her alone.  We were happy! 
Annie looked down at her dog, then up at the man.  “You sure know how to tick him 

off.” 
Luccio waved a hand at the dog.  “Our last encounter was not so... Pleasant.  Or civil.”  

He turned his attention back to the dog.  “I wouldn’t have tracked you down if I didn’t have 
just cause.  But she needs you.  If you won’t do it for me, do it for her.” 

“Her who?”  Annie’s eyes were full of curiosity, laced with a dose of fear and skepticism 
“His former owner.” 
“Oh.” 
Sheridan looked up at Annie with his dark, brown eyes.  It’s not your fault she’s gone, it’s his.  

Please, don’t hate me for still caring about her.  He took a reluctant step forward, closer to the man.  
If I go with you and help you find her, will you leave this girl alone and let Bree go free? 

A flicker of a smile tugged at the hazy corners of Luccio’s mouth.  “I can keep that 
promise.” 

“Promise?  What promise?”  Her brow furrowed.  As Sheridan began to walk towards 
the man, she grabbed him and knelt by his side.  Taking his thin muzzle in her hand, she 
brought his eyes up to hers.  “Sheridan, please, don’t leave me!” 

He closed his eyes and tried to look away.  Annie, I’m sorry.  I’d stay if I could... But I already 
failed her once.  I can’t fail her again. 

Tears started to trail down the girl’s cheeks.  She looked up at Luccio.  “You know what 
he’s thinking, don’t you?”  When he didn’t answer, she pressed on.  “I don’t care what your 
business here is.  I don’t care who this girl is.  All I know is that I’m going to lose my best 
friend,” she looked back down to the dog, “and I don’t know why he’s doing it.” 

I love you, Annie.  The dog whimpered.  I love you and I’ll never regret living on the farm with you.  
But I have to do this.  He shifted his pleading eyes to the man.  Tell her, you worthless scumbag.  Tell 
her how I feel. 



Blinking, it finally sunk in what the dog meant.  He turned to Annie.  “He does care 
about you,  He cares about you, a lot.  Loves you, even, and wouldn’t change anything about 
your time together.  But this is something he needs to do.  I don’t think he could forgive 
himself if he didn’t do it.” 

The dog nuzzled up against her, trying to assure her Luccio was telling the truth.  I’ll be 
back as soon as possible, Annie.  Then we’ll never have to see this man again. 

She held him at arms length and looked at him, mouth twitched to the side in unsure 
apprehension.  “I always knew you weren’t just some ordinary mutt like dad said.”  Annie 
laughed nervously.  “Don’t know why I’m surprised then that you have a secret mission.”  
She sat him back down, scratching him behind the ear.  “Go on,” she whispered, “go save 
the day.  Get the bad guy.  Rescue the damsel in distress.” 

He leaned in against her hand, wishing he could tell her exactly how he felt without 
relying on Luccio to translate, before turning to face the man.  Lead the way.  Let’s get this over 
with. 

Luccio pulled out the golden pocket watch with a flourish, spinning the knob.  “Just a 
few more moments, now...” 

“A few more moments until what?” 
Annie never heard the answer.  The wind started to howl through the trees in a 

whirlwind, driving her to her knees and forcing her to cover her ears to stop the piercing 
wail.  She fought to keep her eyes open to see Sheridan for as long as she could.  Something 
told her this may be the last time she’d see him. 

Sheridan danced from paw to paw as the leaves whipped around him and Luccio.  
Tingles of electricity ran up and down his spine.  Something felt terribly wrong, like he was 
being stretched and pulled in a dozen different directions at once.  Is this how Bree felt during 
her last few moments, when I failed her?  His heart longed to sprint back to Annie’s side and run 
for the farmhouse.  They might have been able to make it, but then what would happen to 
Bree?   

He couldn’t see Annie at all now.  The world became a whirl of bright orange, dull 
brown, speckled yellow.  With him and the man he both hated and feared most at his side.  
The dog continued to shift his weight uneasily.   

An unseen force pressed him down into the mud,  his legs buckling beneath him as a 
howl escaped his throat.  Oh what a fool I am!  I should have never trusted him!  He’s only here to 
finish what he started!  His vision tunneled before closing into a black depth as dark as the rural 
night. 

~*~ 

His head throbbed when he awoke.  In the back of his mind he knew Luccio’s return 
hadn’t been a dream, but he didn’t want to remember and make it real again.  He slowly 
opened his senses to the world around him.  It sounded like he was still in the woods, the 
wind sighing in the trees.  Smelled like the woods too, that odd twang of earthy decay and 
new growth.   

Sheridan opened his eyes, a true act of will.  He was still in the woods, but they weren’t 
the same.  This wilderness somehow seemed less tame, less forgiving.  He suddenly felt very 
exposed laying in the clearing where unknown creatures could be watching him from the 
shadows.  He pressed against the ground, trying to lift himself, but his legs refused to hold 
his weight.   

A low growl echoed in his chest.  “Why won’t they work?” 



He froze with his mouth open.  Maybe I just imagined it.  I’m confused.  The man must have hit 
my head pretty hard or something...  Even as he battled disbelief, the dog couldn’t resist trying 
again.  He opened his mouth cautiously, “I can’t be talking.  Dogs don’t talk.” 

His eyes nearly popped out of his head.  “What is going on!” 
Sheridan began to doubt that he himself was the same.  What if the odd sensation he had 

felt before passing out had been more than an illusion?  He looked down at his paws, 
examining them.  They seemed bigger than normal.  His eyes moved up from his feet to his 
legs, longer now, more defined.  He could only imagine what the rest of him looked like.  
“What is going on?” he said again, this time in a half whisper. 

“I knew you weren’t a normal dog, but I never expected this.” 
The dog whipped his head around as he tried to locate the speaker.  His mind was still 

trying to process his transformation and seemed to take extra pleasure in being slow.  He 
found Luccio looking at him, a crystal in his hand.  “What do you mean?”  Sheridan huffed, 
“Didn’t you do this?” 

Luccio shook his head, stooping to pick up another crystal.  “No.  I just pulled you 
across the veil.” 

“The what?” 
He shook his head.  “Never mind”  After placing them in a box, he knelt by the dog.  

“There had to be something different about you to cause this, something that interacted with 
the magic in the division between worlds.  Things don’t usually change forms like that during 
a crossing.” 

“You look different to me.”  The man’s features were in full focus now despite the 
predawn gloom. 

“Oh, that’s just glamour.  A mask of sorts.”  Luccio waved it off. “This is different 
entirely, but it explains a lot.”   

Sheridan finally got up on his feet.  “What exactly are you saying?” 
“Maybe you’re not a mortal dog at all.  Not fully, anyhow.  Maybe, somewhere in your 

background, you have a Cu-Sith or some other sort of faerie dog from this side of the veil.” 
Sheridan lunged at the man, landing on top of him even in his disoriented state.  “I am 

not like you,” he growled, teeth bared.  “I don’t ruin lives.” 
Luccio fought to mask his shock, choosing to look away instead.  “I didn’t kidnap her to 

ruin her life,” he said quietly. 
The dog refused to let up on him.  He was pleased to find he had grown large enough to 

keep the man pinned.  “Then why does she need saving now?” 
“Look, things are going to get complicated.” 
He barked a laugh.  “Like they aren’t already?” 
“It’s going to get worse than you think.”  Luccio squirmed, trying to break free.  “For 

one thing, to her, she’s only been gone a day, maybe two by now.” 
Sheridan plopped back, taken by surprise.  “Whoa.”  He shook his head and glared at the 

man.  “You still haven’t told me why you need my help.  Where is she?  What happened?” 
Luccio dusted himself off, buying more time to think.  “If I hadn’t kidnapped her, 

someone else was going to.  But he would have killed her.”  He looked at the dog, pained.  
“She overheard part of a conversation and thought I’d lied to her.  When, she ran off he 
found her.”  He stood, to retrieve the box.  Movement was better than sitting still.  “I don’t 
know if I can save her on my own.  I don’t even know exactly where she is.  Just that she’s 
with him.” 

Sheridan padded towards him.  “I still don’t like you.” 
“Didn’t expect you to.” 



He nodded.  “But if what you say is true, Bree needs help.  And if working with you is 
the only way to save her, I’ll do it.” 

Luccio sighed in relief.  “Thank you.” 
The dog brushed past him, sniffing the ground.  “Let’s go.  The sooner we find her, the 

sooner we can get on with our lives and forget about you.” 
He pursed his lips.  “Lead the way.” 



Chapter  14 

The days flew by.  Mandibar rarely let Bree have a free moment to herself, yet she didn’t 
mind one bit.  His visits meant a glimpse into a new world of magic and wonder.  A part of 
her felt she could stay forever, wandering the halls and the hundreds of rooms, each with a 
different treasure inside.  The knight seemed to delight in her smile and laugh, doing 
whatever he could to tease them out of her.  Each trip away from the house was more 
exciting than the last. 

 They had just come back from a day of horseback riding across the plains when she 
caught sight of Lillian again.  The odd girl sat on the banister, watching them enter, only to 
run off in a fizz when Mandibar came into view.  Bree began to say something yet stopped, 
shaking her head.  It was easier to ignore her than to try and puzzle her out. 

~*~ 

The knock on her door that evening came as a surprise.  She had finished dinner with 
Mandibar and seen him retire for the night, leaving only one other person.  Bree opened the 
door, feeling self conscious in the thin night gown.  “Lillian?” 

“I need to talk to you.”  The girl pushed her way into the room, crawling up on the bed 
to sit. 

Bree shut the door with a confused shake of her head.  “I take it this can’t wait until the 
morning?” 

“No.  He would know then.  He can’t know about this.”  She looked her over with 
frozen, calculating eyes.  “He’s already worked his charm on you, hasn’t he?” 

“What are you talking about?”  Bree laughed, coming to sit beside her.   
“He’s not what he claims to be,” she said quickly.  “He’ll tell you all these sweet things at 

first, but none of them are true.  They’re not exactly lies, but they’re not true.” 
She took the girl’s fluttering hands, trying to calm her.  “You’re not making much sense, 

slow down.  What are you trying to tell me?” 
Lillian’s blue eyes were wide.  In the flickering lantern’s light, her face looked too pale 

nestled in a sea of black hair.  “You need to get away from here, before it’s too late.” 
She laughed.  It finally made sense to her, the girl was just afraid that they would share 

the same fate.  “Mandibar said he didn’t think I’d have to stay long.  Don’t worry, I won’t 
get stuck here.” 

Lillian shook her head frantically.  “You’re not listening to me.  And don’t say his name, 
he’ll hear you and know I’m here.” 

Bree started to wonder why she was still talking to the girl.  It was like trying to talk to a 
small child, tiresome and slightly annoying.  “Why wouldn’t he want us to talk?  Surely he’s 
used to girls talking to each other.” 

She shook her head again.  “He knows I don’t want to do this anymore, and he’s afraid 
of what will happen if I stop.” 

“What?  You’re rambling, Lillian.”  The girl grabbed her arm as she began to turn away.  
“Ow!  Let go, that hurts!” 

She held fast, knuckles turning white.  “Please, listen to me.  Flee.  Anywhere has to be 
better than staying here.  Your time’s slipping away.” 



“Lillian, why are you harassing our guest?” 
The girl froze, closing her eyes as she let Bree go.  Neither of them had heard the door 

open or Mandibar step inside.  She made herself seem smaller as she sat trembling on the 
bed. 

Bree hurried towards him.  “It’s ok, I don’t mind.  Really.” 
He wrapped her in a soft embrace.  “You still shouldn’t have to put up with her crazy 

ramblings.”  Mandibar looked at Lillian firmly.  “I know how tiresome they can be.” 
She pushed herself back away from him, studying his face.  “You aren’t going to hurt 

her, are you?” 
Patting her head, he stepped farther into the room to stand over Lillian.  “She’s endured 

enough pain in her life, what more could I do?  No, I’m not going to hurt her.” 
The girl hissed and spit as Mandibar scooped her up carefully, fighting to break free.  

Her eyes were wide, the whites exaggerated as she locked in on Bree one last time.  
“Remember what I said!  Please, I’m begging you, remember!”   

The man pulled the door closed behind them with his foot.  “Good night, and I’m 
sorry.” 

Bree stared at the door for a good five minutes after they left.  She felt numb, the 
nagging doubt creeping back into her mind.  Mandibar had never told her much about 
himself, nor explained why he appeared determined to rescue mortal girls.  Perhaps Lillian’s 
warning was worth considering.  “But she’s just crazy,” the girl said with a laugh.  Even she 
didn’t believe her words.   

She busied herself with combing her hair as she tried to calm down.  She poured through 
her memories of the last few days, trying to hunt for a reassuring clue.  They rarely 
encountered other fae on their outings, and when they did, they had been quick to scurry 
away.  Mandibar had explained that lesser fae feared him because of his role in wars of the 
past.  It sounded reasonable enough to her.  Why would she need to run from him?  She 
certainly felt safer with him than she did with Luccio.   

Luccio.  She hadn’t thought of him since she arrived.  And why should I?  He lied to me about 
everything.  He wasn’t going to take me back home, not when he made sure no one remembered my name.  
“Oh my god, no one still remembers my name.”  She had let that pain slip away, clinging to 
the promise of being returned to a home that no longer existed.  Now, realization stole her 
breath away.  Lillian might be right about an extended stay. 

Bree flung the brush away, distraught, and began to pace.  This wouldn’t be a bad life to 
lead, following Mandibar on his adventures, yet she still longed for the mortal world.  A 
laugh bubbled to the surface.  “This is how madness starts, isn’t it?” 

She knew she should be grateful for Mandibar’s generosity, but the nagging voice 
refused to let her go.  Something still wasn’t right, something she’d overlooked.  Sighing, she 
closed her eyes and laid down to think. 

Her eyes flew open a few minutes later.  “That door.”  She had come to accept that the 
mysterious barred door would forever remain a mystery, but now she felt the burning urge 
to see what lay inside.  It might hold what she needed to make the nagging voice slip away. 

She dug around in a drawer, looking for a candle.  She’d get her answer tonight.  Surely 
Mandibar wouldn’t be too mad at her for taking a quick peek into the room... 

Bree crept towards the main entrance barefooted, praying her small light wouldn’t die 
along the way.  She still didn’t trust herself to find her way around the house in the dark.  
Thankfully, the path was fairly straight. 

She winced as her footsteps echoed in the large room.  There was no way of knowing 
how easily Mandibar could hear her every move.  It will only take a minute... 



The doors were taller than she’d thought.  She wasn’t sure she’d even be able to open 
them, bar or no bar.  But she’d already come this far.  She had to try. 

Setting the candlestick down, she pushed up on the bar with all of her might.  A jangling 
sound rang out, forcing her to stop short and look around.  The room remained silent and 
empty.  She stepped back to take another look at the door. 

She hadn’t seen the chains before, holding the beam in place.  A padlock the size of her 
hand bound them together.  Whatever was inside the room, it was clear Mandibar intended 
to keep it a secret. 

The nagging voice ate at her more furiously.  It was all she could do to force herself back 
to her room and to bed.  Tomorrow, she’d ask him about the room.  Maybe he’d be more 
willing to share its secrets, now that she’d stayed with him for a while.  

Bree closed her eyes and fell into a fitful sleep plagued by Lillian’s screeching words.  
“Remember what I said!  Flee while you still can!” 



Chapter  15 

It skulked through the undergrowth, all senses on high alert.  It could smell its quarry, 
could already taste its meat in its mouth.  The creature struggled not to drool in anticipation.  
Its last meal had been too long ago and it was so very hungry now, hungrier than it had been 
in years.  But tonight, all of that would change.  Its belly would be full again, and its dreams 
would no longer be haunted by failed kills. 

 The Kait lowered itself to the ground, peering through a bush with half slitted eyes.  A 
doe stood a few feet away, eating.  It hadn’t noticed the Kait’s approach.  Just a few more 
inches, and it would be within striking distance.  The tail flicked shut in anticipation, stinger 
point ready to lash out.  

Powerful muscles in its legs tensed, ready to spring and pounce after the tail hit home.  
The sting would merely shock and injure the doe.  From there, the Kait could play with it at 
its leisure.  There would be little time spent on play tonight, hunger being the more 
immediate need to satisfy. 

Edging closer, the Kait slowed its breathing, letting the air in its lungs barely flutter in 
and out.  Nothing would stand in its way tonight, not even rustling leaves.  The doe’s head 
remained bent to the ground.  She was close enough to reach now.  Ten seconds, and she 
would be dinner. 

A twig snapped.  The doe jerked her head up, fully alert.  She bolted, leaping over a small 
rise and into denser scrub, out of sight. 

The Kait roared, rising from its hiding place and taking chase.  It could not afford to lose 
this kill, not now.  The doe would not live to see another sunrise.  It would be harder to 
chase her down, but the creature knew it could do so with little trouble.  Her scent was still 
fresh in the air, and wild scrambles left for easily followed tracks. 

It could see the doe running in its mind’s eye.  Scared, frail heart dancing wildly as it 
fought to hold on to its life blood.  The thought made the Kait’s own heart race.  This was 
the dance, and it was the lord. 

Trees toppled over in the Kait’s wake, but it paid them no mind.  Not a soul in the Glen 
would dare hunt the Kait, and its only concern was the doe.  She wouldn’t stop running until 
she was sure she was safe, no matter how quiet the creature tried to be.  There was no point 
in putting the extra effort in. 

The ground began to slope down, forcing the creature to slow with a hiss.  Its own bulk 
would cause it to tumble if it was not careful.  The segmented tail clacked in agitation as the 
eyes scanned the horizon.  It should have been able to see the doe now, with the valley floor 
stretching out before it, but she was gone.  The Kait stilled its tail and perked its ears, 
swiveling them like radar dishes.  Nothing.  The doe had either found a hiding place or 
simply vanished. 

The creature would have to rely on scent to lead the way..  It raised its head high, 
inhaling deeply.  Yes, there she was.  Close by, perhaps only a few hundred feet below.  It 
scrambled to reach her before she realized her mistake and took flight again. 



On the valley floor, the creature continued to search for its prey.  She still made no 
sound, yet its nose told the Kait it was drawing close.  The hunt would end soon.  A smile 
played across its lips.  Everything would still end as planned. 

The Kait roared out in rage.  There, in a clearing before it lay the tattered remains of the 
doe.  Not much was left, not enough for a meal anyhow.  Something else had beaten it to 
the kill and taken the prize.  This was the true reason the scent had been so easy to track. 

Hungry desperation forced the Kait to lap at the bloody carcass.  As it struggled to find 
larger chunks of meat, it let its rage bubble and brew.   

This was not the first time in recent days the great hunter had been robbed.  Something 
lurked in the trees, at that very instant, a being that dared to mock the creature's timeless 
rights by stealing kills.  The Kait could guess why another being would do this.  It hissed at 
the thought.  

With little to eat, the Kait knew it was growing weaker.  If it could not catch enough prey 
to satiate its hunger, it would be unable to ward off an attack.  The Glen, its self-claimed 
kingdom, would fall to a successor, one that would undoubtedly kill and eat the Kait. 

It would not stand for this blasphemy.  It would set a trap and kill the stalker.  The Kait 
mewled happily to itself.  Yes, this would be a joyous plan.  A perfect plan.  The Glen would 
belong to the Kait alone, and it would feel hunger’s pang no more. 

The creature raised its slender head to the wind, scanning for the scent.  Its adversary 
was wise.  There were no unusual smells to be found, only the peculiar twang of the nearby 
grasslands.   

The Kait had wandered far from the heart of its dominion on the search for food.  Soon, 
it would be in the Sidhe’s lands.  Such divisions typically did not bother the creature, but in 
its current condition, it knew it could not afford to wander.  The Sidhe had a certain dislike 
for its presence.  It smiled at the memory of battles it had fueled in past millennia. Those had 
been good hunting days, and boredom never reared its ugly head. 

The Kait checked the winds one more time, now looking for potential prey.  It opened 
its options further than usual.  It wouldn’t be picky with this hunt.  Anything would do.  It 
just hoped its stalker was a glutton and would be prepared to steal another kill. 

It caught a whiff of something near the borderlands.  Something small, perhaps the size 
of the doe.  There was something else with it, a lesser fae.  It smiled to itself.  This would do 
quite nicely. 

The creature set off towards its target at a decent romp, not worrying about the amount 
of noise it made.  The Kait wanted to be heard.  If it could drive the prey into the open, the 
stalker would have no choice but to follow. 

Drawing closer now, the Kait could hear its prey.  Noisy, unaware that it was being 
watched.  It chortled, careful not to laugh fully.  Now that it was this close, it figured it could 
have fun with its quarry.  It began to creep again, falling into its traditional stalk.  The claws 
came out, eager to play.  To torment.  To tease.  To let the trap unfold before springing shut, 
possibly with three meals inside. 

The Kait’s ears twitched as the prey spoke.  “Are you sure we’re going the right way?”  
The voice was familiar.  Perhaps it had talked to this being a scant few nights before.  No 
matter.  The creature had no friends.  It would feel no remorse. 

“How am I supposed to know for sure?  You’re the one who lives here.”  A second 
voice, unfamiliar. 

The Kait could see them now, a humanoid fae and a dog of sorts.  It smiled to itself.  
They would be a fun pair to chase for a while.  Another stick snapped behind the Kait.  The 
stalker was close. 



The prey heard the sound too.  The dog whipped his head up, looking in the Kait’s 
direction.  “What was that?” 

“I don’t think we want to know.”  The man edged away from the Kait’s position, 
moving closer to the borderlands. 

“How fast can you run?” 
“Probably not fast enough.  Same for you, most likely.” 
“Then what?” 
The man dropped his voice.  “We should keep moving.” 
“A very wise decision indeed,” the Kait said lethargically as it stood, stepping over the 

bush that it had huddled behind.  Its tail arched above its head, still open and free moving, 
but serving as a threatening warning. 

The dog yelped, bounding back a few feet.  It looked at the man, wide eyed.  “What-” 
The man shook his head.  “Don’t ask.  Just back away slowly.” 
It purred.  “Wise lesser fae, very wise indeed.  You sense when the hunter thirsts for 

blood, and you respond in a way to try and keep the bloodlust at bay.”  The Kait raked its 
claws on the ground again.  “However, I propose a little game of chase.  What says you?” 

The man and dog stared at each other, confused. 
The Kait sunk into a crouch, a smile on its face.  “This is the part where you run, lesser 

fae.  Culai.  I shall give you a head start, to be fair and sporting.  Go on now, do not dally.”  
The prey began to run, left with no other choice.  It smiled wider, the plan was working 
perfectly.  Now to have a little fun before they reached the grasslands. 



Chapter  16 

Sheridan’s heart beat faster as they bound over fallen trees.  He didn’t dare look to see if 
the creature was following them.  His legs burned as they pumped, begging for a rest.  It 
appeared new endurance hadn’t come with the new body.  He risked stumbling to glance at 
Luccio running beside him.  “Where are we going?” 

The man struggled to keep up with the dog, breathing hard.  His height was his only 
saving grace, allowing him to take long strides over obstacles.  “Open land,” he gasped 
between breaths.  “If we can make it there, the Kait shouldn’t follow.” 

He missed a step.  “What?  That’s crazy!  We’ll be sitting ducks out in the open!” 
Luccio shook his head furiously.  “No we won’t.  We’re at the edge of its territory.” 
“That wouldn't stop me from going farther if I wanted something.”  The dog grit its 

teeth.  “You’re going to get us killed.” 
Luccio laughed bitterly.  “Do you really think I’d follow you for days on end, to parts of 

the Glen I’d never seen before, only to get us both killed when we’re this close?” 
Sheridan was silent for a few minutes as they continued to sprint.  “I still don’t trust 

you,” he barked back. 
“Well, you’re going to have to this time,” he groaned, “because you don’t have many 

other options.” 
The trees began to thin out, the grass growing thicker.  Sheridan could feel the land 

leveling out under his paws.  He threw his head back in protest.  “Fine.  We’ll do it your 
way.” 

Luccio smiled.  “Thank you.” 
Together, they burst through the tree line out onto an empty field.  Tawny grass rippled 

in the cool breeze, brushing against Sheridan’s stomach.  Neither of them could see the 
ground as they continued to run, praying there were no hidden dangers. 

The man took a quick look over his shoulder, brow furrowed.  He hadn’t heard much 
during their run, save their own ragged breathing.  Where was the Kait’s usual ferocity?  The 
taunting shouts that were discussed in hushed whispers around the tavern fire?  He slowed 
to a brisk jog and stopped, watching.  Waiting. 

Sheridan got several yards ahead of him before he realized he was running alone.  He 
skidded to a stop and stared.  “Luccio!  What are you doing?  We have to keep going!” 

He shook his head.  “Something’s not right here.” 
“Of course something’s not right!  A big devil cat is chasing us!” 
“No, not that.”  The man stepped towards the trees, eyes searching.  “I’ve seen the Kait 

hunt before.  This isn’t it’s style.” 
“Well, maybe it decided to shake things up,” Sheridan whined, reluctantly trotting 

towards Luccio.  “We should keep going.” 
He ignored him, still hunting for a glimpse of the Kait.  “What would cause it to change 

its habits like that?” 
Luccio caught the glint of a golden eye moments before the Kait bounded out of the 

Glen with a roar, teeth and claws flashing.  He back pedaled falling on top of the dog in a 
muddled heap. 



The Kait laughed as it watched them fall on each other.  “Not too swift, are we?”  It 
loomed over them with a gleeful smile.  “I do believe I win this little game of chase, lesser 
fae.   Culai.”  The creature suddenly stiffened, its smile melting away.  Ears twitching 
erratically, it stood to its full height and flicked a glance back to the Glen. 

Sheridan and Luccio began to crawl backwards, doing anything they could to get away 
from the creature.  The grass was tall enough it might give them some slight cover, if they 
stayed low.  It was their best bet. 

The wind shifted directions, coming from the woods this time.  The dog’s instincts went 
berserk as his nose first picked up the Kait’s musty scent, and then something unfamiliar, a 
mixture of common smells with the underlying reek of death.  He shuddered.  “Luccio,” 
Sheridan whispered as low as he could, “I think we might have bigger problems.” 

The Kait’s head snapped back around to focus on the dog, eyes narrowed.  It took one 
step, closing the gap between them again, and put its head inches away from them.  “I am 
the master of these woods,” it hissed.  “I alone strike fear into the hearts of those in my 
dominion.  There is no fate worse than stirring my ire, Culai.  No fate worse.” 

A tree branch broke somewhere nearby, causing the Kait to still.  Ears still twitching, its 
heart began to race.  Its keen nose failed the creature.  The Kait could not determine the 
race, nor the size, of its pursuer, and this stirred what could only be described as fear.  It had 
roamed the world for so very long now, fighting against that dark night, and it refused to 
quietly bow out now.  The creature glared back down at the dog and man, smirking.  “Yet, 
perhaps it would be more interesting still, if this mysterious guest were brought into the 
open?” 

The pair looked at each other confused.  Luccio spoke for them.  “What are you 
suggesting?” 

The Kait smiled.  They were playing right into its hand.  “Nothing so more than a small 
agreement.  I wish to know what has been following my trail for several nights now.  In 
return, I might let the two of you live.” 

“Might?”  Sheridan cocked his head to the side.  “You really think we’ll help you just on 
the off chance you might not eat us?” 

More branches shook and broke, setting the creature on edge.  It quickly bowed its head 
in consent.  “As you wish, Culai.  If the two of you can help me ascertain what being is 
making that raucous, I shall reward you with your lives.” 

Luccio closed his eyes and took a deep breath.  It was troubling to see the Kait give in 
without making a single attempt and weaseling out of the bargain altogether.  Whatever the 
creature in the trees was, it must be horrific to earn this reaction from the Kait.  Time for 
another dangerous move.  “I don’t believe that’s exactly fair.” 

The Kait’s eyes flashed wide before narrowing to slits.  “Oh?  The lesser fae feels he can 
face the hunter and the unknown?” 

He rushed to hold up his hands in mock surrender.  “I’m not saying we shouldn’t work 
together, but I think you should give us a bit more than our lives.” 

Sheridan stared at the man in disbelief.  “I hope you know what you’re doing,” he 
murmured before turning back to the Kait with a shake of his head. 

“I am listening and waiting, lesser fae,” the creature growled. 
Luccio gulped and hurriedly made his proposal.  “The dog and I are on a quests of sorts.  

A girl was kidnapped and will surely be killed if we don’t rescue her.” 
The Kait looked down at him with a bored expression, tail flicking back and forth in 

agitation.  “And of what concern is this to me?  I am the hunter.  Unless you suggest this girl 
could become my morning meal, I have nothing to gain from her rescue.” 



Luccio forced his way to his feet, looking the Kait in the eye now.  “We need help 
rescuing her,” he asserted.  He silently gave thanks for the grass being so tall, least the 
creature see how his knees trembled as he stared into its golden eyes.  “You could ensure 
we’d be able to get her to safety.”  He gave a quick nod to Sheridan.  The dog rose to stand 
beside him.  It was all the confirmation he needed.  “Neither of us will agree to any deal 
unless you agree to help us rescue her.” 

The creature stared at them, unblinking.  It brought its will to bear against them, hoping 
to weaken their resolve enough they would help it without an agreement.  Bargains usually 
ended up being more of a tangled mess than they were worth. 

But the lesser fae’s bravery intrigued the creature.  In its years, it had seen many fae, 
some much stronger than this one, break under its gaze.  Yet here the man stood, 
unwavering in his resolve.  Perhaps this girl would be a sight to behold.  The creature smiled.  
Better still, if there was a rescue, there would surely be death.  Boredom would be kept at 
bay with the bloodshed, and the dead would fill its empty stomach. 

The Kait broke the gaze, nodding slowly.  “Very well, lesser fae.  Culai.  We have 
ourselves a deal.” 

Luccio let out a sharp sigh of relief, barely catching himself before he thanked the 
creature.  To make such an acknowledgement around a being as old as the Kait could lead to 
an unnecessary debt.  Better to leave things as they were.  Instead, he looked back up at it.  
“I presume you have a plan to draw it out?” 

It smiled down at him, nodding.  “I most certainly do.  What sort of hunter would I be if 
I did not have a trap ready for my foe?” 

“Well, what is it then?”  Sheridan pawed at the ground, anxious. 
Still smiling, the Kait picked up one large paw and gently swat the dog closer towards the 

woods.  He yelped and glared at the creature.  “You, Culai, and you, lesser fae, are the bait in 
my trap.”  It sat on its haunches, greedily eying the trees.  “Lure the vile brute here, and I 
shall take care of the rest.”  It licked its teeth in anticipation.  “Oh yes, I shall take care of the 
rest.”  The Kait waited for them to start moving, swatting Sheridan again when they 
remained motionless.  “Go along now.  Do not keep me waiting, Culai.” 

Sheridan scrunched his nose but started walking, Luccio at his side.  After he felt they 
were out of earshot, he whispered, “So what exactly are we going to do?” 

The man ran a hand through his hair.  “How am I supposed to know?” 
“Dang it, I thought you had something when you threw saving Bree into the deal.”  

Sheridan lowered his head, sniffing the ground.  “I really don’t like how this thing smells.” 
“I don’t like any of this.”  Luccio tried to peer into the forest gloom again.  He stopped 

walking for a moment, closing his eyes and taking another deep breath.  “Wait.  Maybe I do 
have something.  But you’re really not going to like it.” 

Sheridan winced.  “What is it?” 
“Do you feel up to some more running?” 

~*~ 

The Kait sprawled out in the grass with a yawn, deciding to clean its paws as it waited for 
the stalker to venture forth on its own accord.  It assumed the pair had met their end in the 
chase, a terrible shame, and was taken by surprise when two figures raced from the woods, a 
third figure following on their heels.  The tail sprang shut as it jumped to its feet.  “Well well 
well.” 



Sheridan reached the Kait first, running under it with a yelp as his momentum refused to 
let him stop.  Luccio followed not too terribly far behind, cloak flapping in the wind.  “It’s 
all yours!” he shouted to the Kait as he sped by. 

It smiled in delight when it saw its pursuer.  The wild fae was large, but not near the size 
of the Kait.  This would be child’s play. 

The Kait lashed out with its tail, knocking it off balance.  It screeched like a piglet as it 
struggled to regain its footing, but the Kait allowed it no such victory.  It flew upon the 
creature, tearing into it with its teeth and ripping deep gouges with its claws.  It was a joyous 
feeling, this kill, more so than all others in recent memory, for it was symbolic.  The Kait was 
still the hunter, still the god and king of its woods.  There would be no change of power. 

The stalker barely squealed a second time before falling silent.  The Kait had killed it 
swiftly, too hungry to bother prolonging the inevitable.  It set in to fill its belly next. 

Sheridan began to protest, anxious to set out again, when Luccio stopped him.  “Let it 
eat.” 

“But Bree can’t have much time left.  We’ve already taken too long getting this far.” 
“Let it eat,” Luccio repeated.  “Better it eat now than get hungry in the middle of the 

night and decide we’d survive without an arm or leg.” 
The dog shuddered, turning away from the bloody mess.  “I don’t want to end up like 

that thing.”  The man’s silence caused Sheridan to look up again.  “What’s wrong?” 
Luccio was staring at the corpse.  “I think I recognize that fae.” 
He gagged.  “Oh no.” 
The man quickly shook his head.  “No, not someone I knew.  But I... I think that was 

the wild fae that tried to eat her that first night.  It probably kept tracking after her, hoping 
for an easy meal...” 

Sheridan’s ears perked up hopefully.  “Then we’re on the right track?” 
“Maybe.”  He cringed away from the scene, trying to erase the image of the hog-like 

head from his mind.  “Maybe.” 



Chapter  17 

Sunlight trickled through the stained glass windows, bathing the small room in warm, 
colored light.  Dust and cobwebs coated almost every surface it fell upon, some left 
undisturbed for years.  Mandibar pushed one of the floor-to-ceiling doors shut behind him 
as he entered, closing his eyes.  Listening. 

The chapel was silent as the grave.  And yet, in the whistling of the wind around the 
ancient glass, he could hear a mournful song.  The knight sighed.  He could still feel her 
presence in the room. 

 How long had it been since he saw his love smile, her eyes flashing wide in wonder?  He 
didn’t know, not anymore.  Too long. 

Mandibar tried to still his thoughts as he took several tentative steps into the room, dust 
motes rising with each footfall.  He avoided this place whenever he could, and only returned 
now to check that the altar at the room's front was ready for its dark ritual. 

His hand trailed across the altar’s polished wood.  It was the one thing in the room 
untouched by the years, charmed to repel the grime.  Mandibar looked straight ahead, 
momentarily refusing to gaze upon what sat atop the altar:  a mirror, a necklace, and a silver 
dagger  He flinched away when he brushed the blade. 

In an instant, the memories he battled with hit him.  He staggered back, gasping as 
thoughts of his love came to him as vivid as they had been centuries ago.  He refused to 
think her name, it would push him into oblivion.  But the deluge left him with no choice.  
To stay quiet would drive him mad.  His voice was hoarse.  “Emily.” 

The wind died away, enveloping him in a silence as long and deep as his love's eternal 
slumber.  Here, in the place she had died, he could feel her judgment upon him.  Mandibar 
wanted to beg forgiveness, but knew he had no right.  She had given him everything, and he 
had given her death. 

“I never meant for it to happen, you know.”  He couldn’t help himself, it was all he had 
left.  “I was wrong that night.  So very, very wrong.” 

Mandibar caught his reflection in the mirror.  His face was full of youth, fading only in 
those small ways that show one has lived.  He cringed away.  She never saw him like that. 

The dagger found its way to his hand.  He turned it over and over, trying to forget the 
things the blade had done.  All the lives it had stolen.  No, that wasn’t fair to the weapon.  
He had put it to work.  He was the monster. 

“If you only knew how far I have fallen,” he whispered, “then you might forgive me for 
what I must do.”  He laughed hollowly.  “But you know, it’s your fault in a way, Emily.  
Always trying to break my sovereign’s curse.  Maybe if you had told me no and not been so 
selfish as to-”  The knight hadn’t realized he was nearly shouting now, rage bubbling up 
inside.  It wasn’t fair to blame her for this, either.  He threw the dagger away from him in 
disgust.  “You loved me too much, Emily.  Too much.  You deserved none of this.” 

Mandibar stared down at the opal necklace, eyes full of menace.  Here was someone to 
blame without guilt.  He snatched it up, letting the filigree encased stone sway on its chain.  
“You, however, deserve it all.”  He batted at the stone, making it swerve wildly.  “My lady 
Alvarie, you always were a greedy creature.  Always on the hunt for power, dragging me 



along for the ride like your pet.”  He grit his teeth as he seethed.  “But your greed won out in 
the end, didn’t it?  You created an army of enemies, and they came running when they saw a 
chink in your armor.” 

He laughed, taking another swat at the stone.  “Now you’re trapped in there for 
millennia, kept alive by your magic yet unaided by it.”  White teeth flashed in a grin.  “You 
may have turned me into a monster, but at least I am free to roam.  The world is my prison, 
as wide and open as I chose it to be!  And there is nothing you can do to change that.” 

For an instant, the room felt several degrees warmer.  Mandibar froze as a familiar voice 
slivered into his mind.  Have I not made the wound deep enough, my knight?  Or do you need reminding 
once more what happens to those who betray me? 

He gasped in pain as the flashes of memories became more intense, consuming him.  
“No,” he whimpered as one came into sharper focus.  “Not that.  Please, not that.” 

Mandibar couldn't look away.  He saw himself, withered and grey, kneeling beside the 
altar, a woman in his arms.  Her bright blue eyes had been closed when he’d found her that 
morning, laying in a pool of blood. 

They had been fighting the night before.  He was enraged at their lack of progress in 
finding a way to break the curse that stripped him of his ageless vitality.  She wanted to 
return to the mortal realm when the fight turned nasty.  He broke her heart when he told her 
the world had moved on without her, jumping more than a century ahead.  She had fled him 
in tears. 

He could see himself weeping as he pushed back her dark hair, rocking back and forth.  
The opal’s magic had called out to her, letting Alvarie drip poison into the girl’s mind.  
Where she found the dagger to do the deed, he didn't know. 

A tear trickled down his cheek.  Centuries had done little to blunt the pain.  The voice 
wormed its way in again.  You may have your freedom, my pet, but at what cost did it come? 

He closed his eyes, praying for blind relief, but the memory held fast.  His former self 
found the necklace around Emily’s neck and removed it with trembling hands.  The opal 
gleamed wet with Emily’s blood.  He threw it away in horror. 

In that moment, Mandibar’s life had changed.  The curse began to melt away, his beauty 
returned.  The blood of an innocent child had set him free. 

As the memory loosened its grip, his senses returned to him.  He lay sprawled in front of 
the altar now, gasping for breath.  His arms trembled from the strain of pushing himself 
back up.  The mirror caught his eye at once.  A new streak of grey in his hair had appeared.  
It was happening again, as it always did.  Emily’s death had not lifted the curse, only 
postponed its return.  She had merely been the first mortal to die in this room to appease his 
vanity. 

The voice laughed, the sound echoing in his head.  I own your soul, my pet.  That is a worse 
fate than any prison. 

Mandibar set the necklace down on the altar and went to retrieve the dagger  He knew 
what needed to be done.  There was no redemption left for him.  Alvarie was right - he’d 
lost any semblance of a soul a long time ago, on the night he’d lost Emily. 

One last plea came to mind as he reached the door.  He turned back to the empty space.  
“I did save one of the girls.  Lillian.  She makes me think of you, Emily.  Doesn’t that count 
for something?” 

Alvarie’s laugh echoed throughout the room as he walked out, slamming the door 
behind him. 



Chapter  18 

Lillian scrambled to the other side of the bed when she heard the key rattle in the door 
lock.  She hadn’t expected him to visit until after lunch.  As she hid, the temptation to 
launch herself at the knight grew, but she pushed it aside.  A stunt like that could have her 
thrown out into the Glen, an experience she knew she would not survive. 

Mandibar sighed when he entered the room and found her peering at him over the 
sheets.  “Lillian,” he called softly, reaching a hand out to her. 

 She shied away from it, eyeing him suspiciously.  “I told you, I’m not doing it anymore.” 
He shook his head, walking to sit at the foot of the bed and watch her.  “Lillian, we’ve 

done this at least a hundred times.” 
Her lips formed a firm line. “Well, I’ve had quite enough of it, thank you very much.” 
The knight started to reach for her, then drew himself short, folding his hands in his lap 

instead.  “I really don’t see why you have to be this way, my little flower.” 
She grit her teeth, old life flaring back to the surface.  “Don’t you dare call me that.  Not 

now.  Not after what you’ve made me do.  What you’re going to make me do.” 
He became more rigid in his seat, looking away from her.  When he spoke, his voice was 

rough, barely contained.  “Do you think I enjoy killing all these girls?” 
“I think you’re too vain to care.”  She laughed.  “Why you spared me all those years ago 

is beyond me.”  Lillian felt emboldened by his reaction.  He rarely lost control like this.  
Perhaps he had finally started to crack.  “I think you just got tired of being alone.  No one 
would ever speak to you because you’ve killed so many people, so you had to find 
someone.”  She laughed again, hysteria creeping back.  “Of course, you had to go and drive 
your one companion to the verge of insanity!” 

He slapped her, sending her sprawling across the floor.  She looked up at him, stunned, 
and put a delicate hand on her burning cheek.  He was trembling, fists clenched in rage.  “I 
could have killed you,” he hissed.  “Still could, too.  Don’t you forget that.”  Lillian remained 
where she was, looking up at him with large, doe eyes.  Mandibar closed his eyes, taking a 
deep breath as he turned away.  “I plan to propose to the girl at lunch today.  The ceremony 
will shortly follow.  You better be ready to play your part.” 

She remained in the floor until she was sure he had left.  Then, gingerly, she checked 
herself over.  Nothing broken this time.  That was good.  She knew she shouldn’t have 
pushed him like that, but it had felt so good. 

The girl checked the door.  Still locked from the outside.  She had lost any chance of 
talking to Bree before the ceremony was to take place.  But why do I even care? 

Looking into the mirror on the far side of the room, she gazed upon a stranger.  She 
closed her eyes.  A long time ago, she wouldn’t have asked that question.  She would have 
helped the girl without a second thought.  He had changed her. 

“What’s done is done,” Lillian whispered to herself, opening her eyes and looking away 
from the polished glass.  She searched the room for something to take her mind off of what 
was to come. 

She decided thinking of home would be the best mode of escape.  Lillian sprawled on 
the bed, picturing the faces of her mother, father, and brother, wincing when she realized the 



details were slipping away again.  More than a hundred years had passed by in the mortal 
world since she followed Mandibar through the Veil.  Of course, she hadn't realized she'd 
left her world behind, not at first.  It had started out as a game of chase down the streets of 
Dublin... 

She sat and tried to banish the thought.  She didn’t want to think about who had been 
chasing her, wanting to ask for her unruly hand.  It was too dangerous to let her mind dwell 
on him, least it destroy her.  She rose and tidied the room to keep her hands busy.  Oh how 
things had changed over the years. 

“Funny what being forced to kill does to you,” she murmured.  Great.  Now she was 
back on that train.  She shook her head.  Maybe it would be better to think things through 
and be done with it. 

Lillian sat at the vanity, looking herself in the eye and willing the fog to part.  She wanted 
to think clearly now, even if facing things rationally was painful.  “Why this one?” she asked 
her reflection, “Why this girl?  What sets her apart from the others?” 

Their faces had blurred together over the years, but she could still see a bit of each girl.  
A lock of hair here, a twinkling eye there.  She shook her head, trying to make sense of it all.  
There was a reason she let the fog cloud her mind more often than not.  She pressed deeper, 
looking for a common vein running through each shattered memory. 

There it was, after several moments of silence - the howls of pain and anguish.  Of fear, 
begging her to help them escape.  She squeeze her eyes shut and put her hands over her ears, 
willing the phantom cries to vanish once more.  She refused to accept that she had ignored 
them as she lead the girls to the slaughter without hesitation.  It was impossible.  She wasn’t 
a monster, not like Mandibar.  She didn’t want to do this... 

Maybe the weight of those cries had finally broke a dam within her, and now she sought 
penance for her sins.  No, that didn’t feel quite right.  She was overlooking something, she 
could feel it. 

Lillian leaned forward, now inches away from the mirror.  Her breath fogged the glass as 
she sat there, struggling to bring herself back.  She panicked for a second.  What if in her 
attempt to be viewed as mad, she had finally slipped too far to come back?  Her eyes flashed 
open, wide and scared.  “Pull yourself together,” she told her reflection sternly.  “He does 
not have this power over you.” 

Hands trembling, she pushed herself back.  She could feel things slowly trickle back into 
place.  Taking a few deep breaths, she looked at her reflection again.  “He has never had any 
power over you.  Only what you gave to him.” 

The girl gasped, realization hitting her.  That was the common thread, the reason her 
soul rebelled against what her body had found to be a common practice.  This girl, Bree, 
followed Mandibar with the same willingness she herself had originally shown.  Unlike the 
others, she did not fight him, but welcomed him.  Pride and arrogance blinded her from her 
own self destruction.  And she would pay for her actions with her life. 

Lillian shuddered as these things broke upon her, shying away from her reflection.  
Everything in the room seemed too bright and real as the last of the fog slipped away.  She 
was back, just in time to face the pain the fog was meant to blunt.  “You have your answer,” 
she whispered to herself, “now what are you going to do with it?” 

There were two options, she knew this.  She could try again to convince Bree to flee.  
They could escape together and find a hole to crawl in until Mandibar stopped looking for 
them.  She laughed.  “Like that would work.  We’d both end up dead.”  

The second optioned gnawed at her.  She could simply let the fog return and ignore her 
conscience.  No one saved her when she had stumbled, so why should Bree fare differently?  



Lillian looked back at her reflection, trying to convince herself that it would be ok.  “Is it too 
selfish to love what little life one has?”  She closed her eyes, sighing. 

When she opened them again, there was a flicker of determination within them.  “I tried, 
but she didn’t listen.  It’s not my fault if she didn’t listen, is it?”  

She trembled, crawling for the bed.  She longed for the fog to return.  This had been a 
mistake, a painful mistake.  The longer she stayed above its influence, the deeper she could 
feel the cracks forming.  “I tried.” 



Chapter  19 

Bree had found the invitation under her door a bit peculiar, but shrugged it off quickly.  
She was sure Lillian’s visit the night before just had her shaken up.  A part of her had even 
wondered if the invitation had actually been from the crazed girl, trying to make another 
attempt at convincing her to escape. 

She found Mandibar waiting for her at a table in one of the rosebush dominated alcoves, 
just out of sight of the main path.  As he had done every time since that first evening, 
Mandibar stood and pulled out the chair for her.  He looked tired, as if the night had put 
years on his face.  She reached for his hand.  “Is there something wrong?” 

 He smiled, taking her hand in his.  “There’s something I need to ask you.” 
Bree leaned forward, curious.  “Are we going on another adventure today?”  Her mind 

buzzed with different plots and plans fueled by a hunger to see more of Faerie's wonders.  “I 
promise I won’t race ahead this time.  The horse just had a mind of his own and I-” 

Mandibar waved her off with his free hand.  “No, no.  Not that.  Now’s not the time to 
go running off sight seeing.” 

“Oh.”  She tried to hide her disappointment as she sunk lower in her seat.  The girl 
pulled out a half hearted smiled.  “What is it you wanted to ask me, then?”  He looked away 
sheepishly.  Bree gave his hand a quick squeeze, drawing his eyes up to her.  “It’s ok, I’m not 
upset.” 

He sighed, chuckling.  “It’s a bit of an awkward question.” 
“That’s ok...”  The nagging voice was back, taking on Lillian’s pleas.  He’ll tell you all these 

sweet things at first... 
Mandibar looked her straight in the eye, and she shuddered.  It occurred to her that he 

could be reading her mind, as Luccio had done.  He could have been giving her everything 
she’d wanted just to gain her trust and then...  And then what?  She coughed, trying to cover 
up her reaction.  “Sorry.  Just had a bit of a chill.” 

He smiled, pulling her hand closer to him.  “Have you enjoyed your time here?” 
The question caught her off guard.  She sat in silence for a few seconds before hurrying 

to reply.  “Oh, yes!  I’ve loved traveling with you.” 
His smile grew deeper, her response satisfying him.  “Good, good.”   
A bird sang nearby.  They stopped to listen to its trill.  “That’s not all you wanted to ask 

me, is it?” 
“No.”  His smile seemed heavier now, like it took all of his energy to produce.  “I know 

you wanted me to take you home as soon as possible, but,” he hesitated.  Green eyes 
searched her face before he continued.  “But I was wondering if perhaps you had changed 
your mind?” 

Blood pounded in her ears, she was sure she was blushing.  “You mean, you want me to 
stay here?  With you?”  Her voice came out too high, almost cracking.  She kicked herself for 
it. 

He let go of her hand and sat back in his chair, eyes reflecting the hurt.  “I knew I 
shouldn’t have asked you.  Why should I have expected anything different?  I mean, you’ve 
already seen what a prolonged stay in Faerie has done to Lillian.” 



“No!”  Bree quickly reached out to him.  “No, that’s not what I mean.  You just kind of 
took me off guard, that’s all.” 

He looked up, eyes hopeful.  “So you would stay?” 
She chewed on her bottom lip.  “A little longer wouldn’t hurt, would it?” 
“Would you stay forever?”  He slipped out of his chair and down on one knee as she 

sucked in a breath.  “Would you be my bride?” 
Lillian’s voice crept back. ...but none of them are true.  They’re not exactly lies, but they’re not true. 
Bree recoiled, reeling from the sudden barrage.  “You want me to- to what?” 
“Marry me,” Mandibar said, more forcefully this time.  Green eyes flashed with a light 

more intense than that of a caring passion.  “Bind yourself to me, and me to you.” 
“I- I don’t know...”  Her eyes flitted around, looking for something, anything, to lock on 

besides him.  Her heart raced until she thought it would come thundering out of her chest at 
any moment.  She felt sick, like a sweet fruit she had been eating had soured in her mouth.  
“You’ve kept some things from me, haven’t you?” 

He stiffened.  Wincing, she realized it was the wrong thing to say.  “What is it you think 
I’ve done?”  His voice was distant, wounded.  She didn’t expect his words to strike her chest 
like a piece of cold iron. 

“The- The door in the entrance.  Where does it lead to?”  She scrambled to appease him, 
knowing she stood very little chance of surviving on her own.  She didn’t know where she’d 
turn if Mandibar grew angry enough to cast her out. 

The knight softened slightly, giving her a quick burst of relief.  “A chapel,” he whispered.  
“It houses a small chapel.” 

Her brow furrowed.  “Why would you lock up a chapel?”  The nagging voice within was 
too loud to still. 

His voice was sweet as honey.  “To keep the wrong person from wandering inside, my 
dear.  We wouldn’t want someone to rush into something they weren’t ready for, now would 
we?”  It felt like she was watching him pat and take a stranger's hand.  She could feel his 
breath on her neck as he leaned up to whisper in her ear, “I won’t leave you alone in the 
wilds like the lesser fae did.” 

She snapped back to reality, toppling the chair over as she recoiled.  “Wh-what are you 
talking about?”  Bree tried to scramble away from him, but he held her tight.  “I-I never 
mentioned anything about a lesser fae.” 

He laughed hollowly, yanking her to her feet..  “You really are quite naive, aren’t you?”  
With his free hand, he held her face, forcing her to look at him.  “I’ve had my eye on you for 
some time now, girl.  That lesser fae only slowed my plans for a little while.  It was more fun 
this way, I will say that.  At least I got to show you bliss before the day came.  I don’t get to 
do that very often.” 

She squirmed, trying to break free.  Mandibar laughed again, squeezing her arm tighter 
until she yelped in pain.  “How much did that vermin tell you, anyhow?  Do you know what 
comes next, my dear?” 

Bree’s eyes flashed in anger as things began to fall into place.  “You’re the one who took 
my life away from me.  I never was going home, was I?” 

Another quick laugh.  “Now you’re getting it.” 
“Why?”  She needed some sort of solace, some logic in the madness.  “Why did he think 

you were going to kill me, and yet you’re asking me to marry you now?  I don’t get it.” 
Mandibar’s smile was dark, drawing another shiver from her.  “You’re going to help me 

stay young and beautiful forever, dear Bree.” 



She smiled fiercely, forcing her last bit of courage into the gesture.  “And what if I say 
no?  You can’t marry someone if they don’t agree to it.” 

“I can do what I very well please.”  He drug her through the garden, heading back to the 
house.  “Asking is just a formality at best.  But, if you refuse, you leave me with no choice 
but to use force against you.” 

Scrambling, she tried to grab onto anything sturdy that they passed.  He never allowed 
her to get a good hold, whisking her on without a moment’s pause.  “Let go of me!” 

“As you wish.” 
Bree only realized they had reached her room when he flung her inside and slammed the 

door shut.  She clawed at the knob, even while she heard the lock slide into place.  “You 
can’t do this!”  She put all of her weight against the wood but it wouldn’t budge.  “You 
can’t!” 

“I’ve done it a thousand times over,” he said from the other side, “and I will do it again.  
There’s nothing you can do to stop me.”  She could hear him start to walk away. 

“He’ll find a way!”  she wailed, giving the door one last kick.  Suddenly the only person 
she wanted to see was Luccio.  If he had stopped Mandibar once, surely he could do it again.  
“He’ll find a way to stop you.” 

The knight paused farther down the hall before turning to walk back to the door.  She 
stumbled backwards when a loud bang rattled the door on its hinges.  “No lesser fae is going 
to best me,” he said, voice quivering in rage.  “He had his one lucky shot.  It won’t happen 
again.  You are mine.”   

Tears trickled down her face as he stormed off.  He was right, and she knew it.  She had 
seen what Mandibar was capable of, and she knew Luccio was lacking in the magical 
department.  Squeezing herself into a ball, she sat and cried. 



Chapter  20 

The ground shook as the creature settled down for the night.  “For your sake, lesser fae, 
I hope this mortal is worth my trouble.” 

“We had a deal,” Luccio said, warily.  “You’re not going back on it, now, are you?” 
The Kait sniffed indignantly.  “You know better than that.  I am an honorable beast, 

thus I am bound to my word.”  It wrapped its tail around, resting its head in the open hand.  
“Good night.” 

 Sheridan gave it a sideways glance, sitting down beside the man.  “What was that all 
about?” 

He closed his eyes for a moment, listening.  The Kait’s breathing gave its mock sleep 
away, sounding too forced.  The creature knew they were keeping secrets.  Luccio gave 
Sheridan a quick nod and they rose in unison, walking a short distance away before speaking 
again. 

The dog’s tail hung low.  “Are you sure we can trust that thing?” 
“As much as we can trust anything.”  He had little faith in the words.  “It can’t lie to us.  

Goes against the laws that govern its own existence.” 
“So we can trust it?” 
“We have no choice.”  Luccio sat again, staring off into the distance.  “You’re sure she’s 

close?” 
Sheridan nodded enthusiastically.  “I can sense it.  We could probably make it there 

tonight, if not first thing in the morning.” 
Even as the dog spoke, Luccio made out the wispy trails of a veil.  It wasn't as 

impressive as the Veil between the worlds, but it was a work of art that only one of the Sidhe 
could pull off.  She had to be there.  “I just hope we’re not too late.” 

He hadn’t realized he spoke his thoughts aloud until Sheridan rubbed up against him.  
To his shock, the dog looked at him with dark eyes full of tenderness.  “She’s alive, I know 
it.” 

A million doubts buzzed in Luccio’s head as they sat looking over the rise.  The gentle 
hill might as well be a giant chasm, waiting to swallow him up, for all the good he could do.   

Sheridan remained pressed against him, sensing the need.  “You know,” he said, 
chortling, “I’ve always thought you were a monster.” 

Luccio blinked.  “Is that supposed to make me feel better?” 
He tilted his head back.  “Yes.  Because I realized I was wrong.  You were fighting a 

monster when you took Bree away from me.”  The dog looked down, ears drooping.  “You 
did more than I ever could, that’s for sure.” 

“No.”  The man shook his head.  “We both failed her equally.  I just kicked the can 
farther down the road.” 

“We’ll just kick it a bit farther, then.” 
Luccio sighed in exasperation, drawing away from him.  “I can’t.”  Sheridan looked at 

him, waiting for an explanation.  It took the man several moments to regain control of his 
emotions long enough to speak again.  “I can’t, Sheridan.  I can’t work glamour like him or 



physically fight him off.  He’ll slaughter me.  He’s done it a thousand times against fae much 
stronger than me.  I don’t stand a chance.” 

The dog butted his head against Luccio’s shoulder.  “Shut up.” 
His brow furrowed.  “I just told you I have no idea how to save her, and you’re just 

telling me to shut up?” 
“Yes.”  He stood, walking to sit in front of Luccio.  “Shut up and listen to yourself.  

You’re too busy wallowing in self pity to realize what you’ve done.” 
“I’ve failed,” the man drew inward, trying his best to avoid the dog’s gaze.  “I let her run 

straight to him, I let the Kait nearly eat you, and since you survived that, I have the privilege 
of leading you to the slaughter.” 

“Fine then,” he huffed.   
Luccio closed his eyes, welcoming the silence.  His eyes flew open a few seconds later 

with a yelp.  Sheridan had clamped down on his arm, just hard enough to cause a little pain.  
“What are you doing?!” 

The dog let go of him, sitting back with a satisfied look on his face.  “Trying to show you 
that you’re not dead yet.”  He nuzzled him.  “And hopefully bringing you back to your 
senses.” 

“How is that-” 
Sheridan threw his head back.  “Luccio!  Just shut up a minute and think about what 

you’ve accomplished.” 
“Since I seem completely ignorant, why don’t you enlighten me.” 
The dog sighed.  “First off, you won against this dark knight once before.” 
“It was a fluke,” he whispered, looking down.  “The odds of it happening again-” 
“Stop that!”  The dog pawed at him.  “Second,” he raised his voice, “You fought me off 

when you brought Bree here.” 
Luccio couldn’t help but laugh.  “Oh yes.  I fought off a small rag mop.  I’m sure I’ll be 

able to protect her from a legendary warrior.” 
Sheridan rolled his eyes.  “Third, you got me here.”  When there was no rebuttal, he 

continued.  “Fourth, you talked your way into a deal with the Kait.  One that could come in 
handy.”  He nudged the man’s shoulder.  “I assume that’s not an easy thing to do.” 

“I still don’t see how we’re going to do it, Sheridan.”  He looked into the dog’s eyes.  
“And even if we do, what then?  He’ll follow us wherever we go, on this side of the Veil or 
the mortal world.  She’ll never be safe.  We’ll never be safe.  Not until he’s dead.” 

The dog lifted a paw and put it over Luccio’s mouth.  “We’ve come too far to quit, 
Luccio.  We’re going to save her.”  He let his paw drop and turned away with a sigh.  “Don’t 
you think I’ve had my own fears about all of this?  I mean, I was a normal, small dog until a 
few days ago.  A couple of years ago, I had the brightest spot in my life ripped away from 
me, and I’m the only one that knows it even happened.”   

He looked at the man piercingly.  “Now look at me.”  He barked a laugh.  “Even if I had 
someone I could tell about the things I’ve seen, they’d never believe me.  And I discovered 
the monster haunting my dreams has a heart as big as mine.  Am I scared about tomorrow?  
Dang right I am.  We’d be stupid not to be afraid.  But we will do this.  We will get her back.”  
He stretched out on the grass, yawning.  “I don’t know what else to tell you, Luccio.  I don’t 
know how we’ll do it.  But I thought by the way you talked, you were willing to give up 
everything for her.  I know I am.”  He laid his head down on his paws.  “But remember this 
- I was willing to tear off your leg for taking Bree.  Just think what I’ll do to this knight for 
trying to kill her.” 



Luccio sat alone with his thoughts as the dog drifted off to sleep.  He reached into his 
cloak pocket, feeling around it blindly.  A small, sharp pain told him he had found what he 
was searching for.  He pulled out an obsidian dagger, looking at it in the moonlight.  He had 
never used the simple blade, the very thought sent tremors down his spine.  It was merely a 
precaution, he had always reassured himself.  Just something to have at hand if things didn’t 
go as planned. 

He laid back in the grass.  Well, things really hadn’t gone according to plan this time.  
Fingers trailing the handle’s wooden grain, Luccio tossed Sheridan’s question back and forth 
in his mind.  How far am I willing to go?  He closed his eyes.  He could still see her, running 
through the park without a care in the world.  The longing he felt for the emotional storm 
only she could bring was a tangible pain.  He winced. 

Love was a word he thought would never be associated with him.  It was something 
reserved for fair princes and princesses, not for people like him.  But what else could this be?  
What was love but the irrational urge to do something self-sacrificing for someone else, 
expecting nothing in return?   

Sighing, he opened his eyes and looked up at the stars.  Maybe it’s just called stupidity.  
Luccio tucked the dagger back into his pocket, making sure it stayed closer to the opening 
this time.  Well, whatever it is, I’ll be the fool that battles the monster for the Princess.  I owe her that. 



Chapter  21 

Bree’s body ached when she awoke the next morning.  She had cried herself to sleep in a 
heap by the door, eyes red and puffy.  Somewhere in the back of her mind she knew she 
should be hungry, but that seemed quite pointless, knowing she would soon be dead. 

Lillian had somehow gotten into the room while Bree slept, a seemingly impossible task, 
as the door should have hit her when it opened.  The older girl was standing behind her 
now, tugging a brush through her hair.  Never once did she look into the mirror and catch 
Bree’s eyes in the reflection. 

 Once again, Bree felt caught in a dream, watching someone else in a detached fashion.  
She knew she should do something, anything, to escape, but her mind refused to work.  
Lillian continued brushing in silence. 

A thought nagged at Bree, forcing its way past the dazed shock.  “Lillian,” she was 
shocked to find her voice was hoarse.  “Lillian, why are you doing this?”  No reply.   “I 
thought you said you didn’t want to help him anymore.” 

Calmly, she set the brush down.  Bree’s heart raced with glorious hope, only to plummet 
again when Lillian reached for the wardrobe and pulled out a tattered white dress.  She 
motioned for her to stand up, pulling her to her feet when she didn’t comply.  “You gave me 
no choice,” she said. 

Bree was too tired to physically fight as Lillian changed her dress.  “I’m sorry I didn’t 
listen to you sooner, but we could still run.  I know someone that would let us hide with 
him.  We could-” 

“No.”  Lillian stamped her foot to silence the girl.  She looked into the mirror to catch 
her eye.  “It’s too late for that.  Too, too late.  He’d kill us both.”  Her gaze fell, attention 
fully engrossed with making the dress look as close to perfection as possible.  “We both have 
our parts to play now.  There is nothing else.”  Satisfied with her work, she grabbed Bree’s 
arm and firmly led her to the door.  “I'm sorry it has to be this way, but that changes 
nothing.  You will die, and I will continue to live here with a man who believes I am the 
crazy one.  I think you have the better half of the bargain.” 

~*~ 

She felt sick standing before the chapel at Lillian’s side.  The wooden beam and chains 
had been removed, a simple push would cause the doors to open.  Her knees buckled.  This 
wasn't what she had envisioned her wedding day to be like. 

Lillian gave her a few moments to ready herself, her only consolation.  Bree looked into 
her blue eyes, finding a trace of sorrow there.  She appeared more aware than she had on 
their previous encounters, troubling Bree.  How could she consciously lead me to my death and be 
that calm? 

The door swung inward, a trail of rosy light falling across the entrance.  Bree squinted, 
trying to get an idea of what lay ahead before Lillian drug her onward. 

Mandibar stood with his back to them at the front of the chapel, looking up at the main 
stained glass window arching high overhead.  Her stomach squirmed and she retched, but 
nothing came up.  The sound caught the knight’s attention, causing him to turn around and 
lock her in his stare.  She felt the color drain from her face as Lillian passed her hand to his. 



His eyes never left hers, keeping her trapped like a snake’s prey.  She wanted to scream, 
but no sound would come.  Only the frail, frightened beating of her own heart told her she 
was still alive.  She heard him fiddle with something on the altar as he reached behind him.  
Her eyes clamped shut on their own accord, refusing to see their own end. 

The man pulled her close to him, his breath hot on her neck.  “Such a brave, stupid 
child.  Where is your lesser fae now, hm?” 

It was enough for her to snap.  “You just wait!”  Her hand balled up into a fist and she 
made to strike him, only to be sent sprawling across the floor when he deflected the blow.   

He stood over her now, a silver dagger raised where she could see it.  Mandibar roughly 
pulled her up with a grunt.  “Very stupid.”  Edging closer towards the altar, he sat her on it 
before pinning her against it with his weight.  “The more you fight it,” he hissed, “the harder 
this will be.” 

“Because death can be easy,” she spat back with a yelp.  She wouldn’t get another shot in 
at him.  Closing her eyes, she braced herself for the end.   

A quick blossom of pain touched the palm of her hand seconds before Mandibar 
clamped down with his own.  The embrace was wet and sticky, but as it continued, the pain 
began to fade away to a dull ache, each heartbeat bringing a small reminder of the original 
hurt.  She waited for another strike.  Several minutes passed, and no blow came.  Bree 
opened her eyes. 

The knight still stood with his hand clamped in hers, blade in the opposite hand.  He was 
watching her, she realized, waiting for a reaction.  All she could offer him was confusion.  
“Is that-”  A white flash of pain blinded the girl and stopped her short.  A buzzing sound 
surrounded her, echoing in her head until it was too much to bear.  Her knees buckled as a 
tingling sensation washed over her.   

Mandibar cradled her against him, following her down to the floor.  Bree saw him 
hovering over her when her vision cleared again.  For an instant, he almost looked 
remorseful.  Her breath came in ragged gasps, becoming more frantic as he reached to brush 
the hair out of her face.  “I know it hurts,” he whispered, leaning down so only she could 
hear.  “Power can be a very overwhelming thing.” 

She fought to stay awake, somehow knowing he would plunge the dagger through her 
heart the instant she started to slip away.  “Why?”  She didn’t know where the question came 
from.  “Why give power away if you’re just going to kill me?” 

“Power runs both ways, my dear.”  He leaned back, smiling.  “What’s mine is yours, and 
what’s yours is mine.” 

Someone gasped.  Lillian.  Bree had forgotten the other girl was still in the room.  
Wearily, she lifted her gaze to find her standing in the aisle, face contorted in agony.  The girl 
shook her head furiously  “I can’t.  I can’t.”  Bree tried to reach out for her, but was 
disappointed as she fled. 

He smirked at her.  “I told you, there will be no one to save you this time.” 



Chapter  22 

The Kait groomed in the shade of a small grove of pines, bored by the current talk.  It 
hadn’t come all this way to quibble over small details.  It was ready to fight, to fulfill the 
bargain, and to go on it way.  “Are the two of you done yet?”  Its tail flicked back and forth 
in agitation 

Luccio ran a hand through his hair.  “Give us a minute.”  
“How are we going to get in if we can’t even see it?”  The dog had found things to worry 

about during the night.  He paced now with his tail tucked his legs. 
 With a laugh, the creature rose to its feet.  “Foolish lesser beings.  Can you not part the 

mists and truly see?”  They looked at it, blinking.  The Kait tossed its head in exasperation.  
“You are hopeless, hopeless I dare say!”  It settled down again with a huff.  “It is very 
fortunate you stumbled across my path, lesser fae.  Culai.  Else your venture would be for 
naught.” 

The man sighed, massaging his temples.  “Then what, exactly, do you see?” 
It smiled at him coyly.  “You admit to needing my help?” 
“Yes!”  His fingers twitched, aching to do something.  The minutes were palpable, 

slipping away like sand through his hands. 
The tail whipped forward to show relative locations.  “It appears we are on the back side 

of the fortress.  There is a wall of stained glass before us, less than ten feet, I would guess.  
Stone walls surround the glass.  Quite tall.  Gardens beyond that.”  It yawned.  “Does that 
serve your purposes?” 

Luccio nodded before looking at the dog.  “Any idea where to begin?” 
Sheridan rolled a shoulder.  “I’ve got nothing.” 
“Great.”  He toyed with a rock in his hand, staring off at the veil.  “Where in all that 

would Mandibar keep her?”  He didn’t care if the fae knew he was coming, not now.  He 
already considered himself as good as dead. 

“Mandibar?”  The Kait’s ears suddenly perked, swiveling to lock in on Luccio’s voice.  
“It is the legendary dark knight you have been tracking?” 

He nodded.  
The creature lowered its head within inches of his own.  “Why did you not say so 

sooner?”  It leaned back slightly, chortling.  “Oh, oh, oh.  This is perfection, true and utter 
perfection.” 

Sheridan cocked his head to the side.  “What’s got you all excited?” 
It flashed its teeth in a grin, eyes still intent on Luccio.  “I knew I had come across you at 

some other point in time, lesser fae.  You were the fae to question me about a mortal child 
not too many nights ago in the Glen, were you not?” 

He nodded warily.  “Yes, that was me.” 
The Kait laughed outright now.  “Sheer perfection.”  It titled its head towards the man, 

focusing in on him with one eye.  “You do realize why, do you not?” 
“Mandibar stole her away from you right before you were going to eat her,” he said 

cautiously. 



It nodded.  “Well yes, there is that.”  The tail clacked angrily.  “Yet you are aware that 
my word binds me still and I am unable of reclaiming the girl as my reward.” 

The dog sighed in relief, padding over to look up at the Kait.  “Then what’s so perfect 
about this?” 

It laughed again.  “I have unfinished business with the dark knight, Culai.  This 
agreement of ours merely provides the perfect opportunity to collect my due.” 

“And you couldn’t do that when you ran into him a few days ago?  It would have saved 
us a lot of trouble.” 

It sniffed, head held high in feline disdain.  “A lesser being such as yourself, Culai, would 
not understand my logic.  Thus, I shall make no feeble attempt at explaining it to you.”  The 
creature began to skirt along the edge of the veil, eyes squinted in concentration. 

“What are you doing?”  Luccio jumped to his feet and trailed behind the Kait., his heart 
dancing wildly.   

Smiling wide, the Kait looked back at him.  “It is clear to me the two of you do not have 
the slightest idea how to tackle the problem at hand.  You need someone to follow into 
battle.”  The smile deepened with bloodthirsty glee.  “If there is one thing I, the great hunter, 
know, it is battle.  Try not to get killed, lesser fae.  Culai.  It would be such a waste for either 
of you to die and a petty bargain keep me from eating you.”  It roared, tail held high like a 
banner, before charging towards the veil. 

Sheridan and Luccio stood stunned for a few seconds,  not believing their eyes.  As the 
Kait rammed through the veil, the delicate magic began to crumple, leaving phantom trails 
of glittering light hanging in the air.  The structures it had described to them started to come 
into focus, the wall of stained glass first.  It glistened for a fraction of a second before the 
creature sprung through it, the tinkling sound of breaking glass consuming the morning 
peace. 

Luccio reached into his pocket, gripping the dagger handle with trembling hands.  He 
looked to the dog and caught him nodding.  The last of the sand had slipped away, the time 
had come.  In silence, they ran towards the opening the Kait had made, praying they weren’t 
too late. 



Chapter  23 

Bree looked away from Mandibar, bound and determined that he would not get the 
opportunity to see her cry.  If she was going to die, at least this one thing would be on her 
own terms. 

Neither of them expected the Kait’s arrival until it was too late.  The creature roared, the 
sound echoing through the small space.  Glass shuddered in the fragmented panes, 
threatening to fall and shatter further.  Its bulk shook the ground as it landed, sending 
Mandibar stumbling to his knees. 

 The girl opened one eye tentatively.  It was as open an invitation as she would ever 
receive. 

Summoning her remaining strength, Bree kicked the knight as hard as she could before 
turning to crawl away.  She heard him spit out a curse but didn’t dare to look back until she 
found cover.  He wasn’t chasing after her for now, his attention fully focused on the creature 
before him. 

The Kait shifted back and forth on its paws, too confined by the room’s size to actively 
pace.  As it moved its tail scraped against the vaulted ceiling, sending sediments and debris 
filtering down to the floor below.  Its lips curled back in a feline smile as it regarded the fae. 

Mandibar held his side as he rolled away from one massive paw and towards his sword, 
laying under a nearby pew.  The Kait saw him go for the weapon and laughed.  “Do you 
truly believe such a slight weapon would stand a chance against me, dark knight?” 

“What are you doing here?” he snarled.  “We had a deal.  She chose me, not you.  You 
have no claim on her.” 

It laughed again.  “Oh, fae warrior.  You misunderstand my reason for being here.  I 
myself am not here for the girl.”  It looked over the man’s shoulder to study the girl’s face.  
Then, with a smirk, it continued.  “No, I am here to settle my differences with you and 
assure Alvarie remains prisoner.  Shall we dance?” 

Mandibar rose to his feet, sword now in hand.  He nodded. 
The Kait roared once more before descending upon the Sidhe knight.  Its tail flashed 

overhead, arching to and fro before lashing out at its target.  The fae dove in response, 
rolling out of the way seconds before impact.  They weaved back and forth, keeping perfect 
time and rhythm with one another.  Both screamed in protest at each failed strike, willing the 
other to hold still long enough for the end to come.  

As Bree allowed the hope of escape to fill her, she caught sight of movement around the 
gaping hole in the stained glass.  One spindly hand gently grasped the edge as its owner 
peered into the room.  “Luccio?”  She tried to pull herself up to get a better view.  “Is that 
you?”  There was something there beside him, too.  A big, black dog.  Strange.  She hadn’t 
remembered seeing a dog before. 

“Princess!”  Luccio scrambled over the shards of glass and ran towards her, Sheridan 
bounding along behind him.  “Oh thank goodness you’re alive!” 

Bree struggled to her feet, sobbing in disbelief that a stranger she had only met the week 
before had come to save her.  Her legs felt like lead, but she knew she had to make it to him.  
To stay still would be to welcome death. 



She collapsed when they reached each other, wrapping her arms firmly around the man.  
He went stone stiff, nearly dropping his dagger in surprise.  She could feel his heart raced as 
wildly as her own. 

Luccio smiled awkwardly and returned the hug.  “We’re going to get out of here, don’t 
you worry, Princess.” 

“Bree!”  The girl barely had time to look up before Sheridan plowed into her, burrowing 
his head in her side.  “Oh, how I’ve missed you!” 

She blinked, running the dog’s fur through her fingers.  “Hi there.” 
Luccio smiled weakly.  “We’ll explain later.” 
Bree's mind felt trapped in a haze, but she knew she was forgetting something.  There 

was a whistling whining sound in the air, snapping things into place.  “Luccio!  Behind you!” 
The man turned in time to see Mandibar’s sword arching towards them.  He shoved 

Bree and the dog out of the way, using himself as a shield.  Luccio remembered the dagger at 
the last minute, fumbling to put it between himself and the blade in a futile gesture. 

The knight laughed bitterly as he followed through with the lunge. “How dare you come 
here and demand anything from me?  I’ve trod upon beings worth more than you.” 

Luccio leaned farther back.  “What can I say?  I’m all kinds of stupid this week.”  Luccio 
held his breath, waiting for the blow to land.  There hadn't been enough room to dodge.  He 
would need another miracle to survive, yet a calm peace spread over him.  Even while his 
body screamed to flee, his soul was comforted knowing he would die protecting another.  
He closed his eyes. 

The Kait’s tail whistled through the air overhead, catching the upper half of the sword’s 
hilt in its hand.  Mandibar shouted in rage, trying to free his weapon from the creature’s 
grasp, but it would not budge.  “I will deal with you later, Kait!  Do not interfere.” 

The creature’s eyes twinkled with mischief.  “Oh, dark knight, I shall do as I please.  Yet 
you may not.  You have dishonored me.”  Golden orbs looked over the Sidhe’s head to 
Luccio.  “Do you know why?”  The lesser fae smiled as the creature carried on, thinking 
back to when he had first learned Mandibar had captured Bree.  “I have no name,” the Kait 
said, whisking its attention back to the knight,  “merely a title.  There is a difference.” 

It flicked its tail up high, pulling the sword from Mandibar’s reach.  The paws came into 
play then, swatting him aside.  Before turning to follow its battered prey, the Kait looked 
down upon the trio.  “Leave the knight to me.  He owes me one final dance.” 

Sheridan nudged Bree back to her feet.  “Come on, that’s our cue to get out of here.” 
She teetered back and forth before crumpling to the floor.  Whatever Mandibar had 

done to her, it sure didn’t feel like power and strength.  Numbly, she shook her head.  “I 
don’t think I can do it.” 

Luccio knelt beside her, scooping her up in his arms.  “We’ll manage, then.” 
Bree’s vision began to swim.  She fought against the dark that threatened to press in 

around her.  “Lillian,” she whispered.  “We can’t leave without her.” 
“Princess,” he looked down at her, concerned.  “There was no one else in the room 

when we got here.  Just you and him.” 
She shook her head.  “No.  I know she’s here somewhere.  She ran out when he-” 
“She’s probably outside then,” Sheridan butt in.  “Like we should be.” 
Before Bree could argue further, a thunderous roar split the air.  All eyes snapped back 

to the dueling pair in the center of the room in time to find the Kait lean back on its hind 
legs. 



The creature whipped its tail back and forth in a frenzy, hand opening and closing faster 
than the eye could see.  Its front paws lashed out, claws extended, as it tried to find its 
victim.  Its attacks seemed blind, guided only by pain. 

“Time to go.”  Luccio sprinted back to the gap in the windows.  Bree peaked over his 
shoulder at the last possible moment in one last futile search for Lillian, but both she and 
Mandibar were no where in sight.  Only the Kait remained in the chapel, its left forepaw 
dripping blood on the stone floor. 



Chapter  24 

The Kait swatted benches out of its way as it searched for Mandibar, its fury growing 
deeper in depth with each passing moment.  Golden eyes became mere slits, darker and 
more wild that usual.  I will eat well tonight, there is no doubting that.  “Coward!  Writhing worm!  
Why do you hide from me, warrior fae?  Why do you hide from the face of Death when 
Death has come from its Glen, beckoning you into its arms?” 

 It heard something scurrying in the corner.  Ears twitching, it took less than a second 
for the Kait to pinpoint the sound and pounce.  It hissed when it came back with nothing 
but splintered wood for its troubles.  “I grow restless, warrior fae…” 

A sharp pain from behind sent the Kait turning in a rage, teeth flashing.  Slick blood 
drenched its rusty fur, the blade had cut deep.  It would have to tend to the wound later, for 
now it had its quarry in its sights.  The eyes narrowed further as its lips pealed back.  “So, the 
warrior fae is not afraid of Death.  Nay, he challenges it.” 

Mandibar stood in a warrior’s stance, sword in hand.  His stoic face betrayed no 
emotion, even while his knees belied his thoughts as they trembled like tender new leaves in 
a hurricane.  He knew of the Kait, everyone this side of the Veil did.  It was insane, some 
said, only to be satisfied by the chaos it created.  Some thought it was just a peculiar creature, 
born of the oddities of Man’s imaginings. 

But Mandibar knew the truth about the Kait. 
It was one of the Ancient Ones, those which had passed into the Darkness long ago.  It 

knew the secrets of the world, of Good and Evil, and yet it remained, its dealings and 
mannerisms beyond the understanding of Man and Fae alike.  It was a King in its own right, 
timeless and eternal, refusing to fade away even once its brethren had all but disappeared.  
But one thing was certain - to enrage the Kait was to welcome Death to one’s door. 

And Mandibar had done just that.  For the first time in his long life, he was afraid. 
The black tail flicked back and forth, chitin plates rubbing against one another as the 

Kait hissed and regarded its prey.  It let the fae see its deadly teeth.  “There are some things, 
dear warrior fae, one should never meddle in.” 

“Are you going to kill me,” he said, fighting just to keep his voice level, “or are we going 
to just stare at each other until we die from boredom?” 

The Kait’s laugh filled the air like a cacophony of rusted door hinges.  Its bright eyes 
locked on the fae even as it sank into a crouch, rear end wiggling with excitement.  “Why 
rush what will clearly be such a pleasant experience, dear warrior?  You do not comprehend 
how long I have waited for a moment such as this one.” 

It was close enough he smelled its rank breath upon him.  The creature thrust upon him 
visions of every drop of blood he had spilled on countless battlefields and in that very room.  
His head began to spin as the ghosts of victims past sought their revenge against him, taking 
the form of knowing, half crazed golden eyes.  The Kait’s laugh hammered against his skull 
with each blow the apparitions dealt him.  He dropped the sword and fell to his knees, 
grasping his head and screaming out.  “It can’t be.” 



The creature smiled as it laughed, watching the fae thrash about.  It closed its eyes and 
the visions released the warrior.  “I assume this is not what a warrior such as yourself 
expected?” 

Mandibar lay drenched in sweat as he trembled on the cold stone floor.  “What did you 
do to me?” 

“Nothing that you have not already done to others, dark knight.  Nothing more, but a 
tad bit less.  For the moment, anyhow.” 

He glared at the creature.  “You’re playing with me.” 
It smiled, bemused.  “That is my nature, to toy and play with my prey.  It is the most 

amusing hobby, if I do say so myself.” 
He reached for the sword before another waft of visions hit him.  His spine arched back 

and his joints groaned.  For a few minutes, he thought he would snap in two.  Then the 
blows began again. 

They brought him to his knees as those golden eyes watched with hungry glee.  Vision 
and reality warped and blurred until he couldn't tell them apart.  All was lost in the fury of 
the Fallen, the Helpless, the Meek.  A whirlwind of pain, with him the sole cause.  Had there 
really been that many? 

Even gasping for breath was agony as the last ghost faded back to nothingness.  Every 
tendon and ligament screamed out and he longed for the darkness to consume him, willed 
the Kait to flick its deadly tail down through his heart. 

From the shadows, a final wraith emerged. 
He knew this last phantom, but his mind struggled to conjure forth a name.  She seemed 

more real than the others, more severe.  Lips trembling, he reached for her.  “Emily?” 
The Kait stepped back as it watched her march forward in a slow, methodical 

procession.  Blood trickled down the silver dagger she held in her tiny, slender hands.  Her 
blue eyes locked him in their icy grip as she drew closer.  Trembling with rage, she sank 
down to her knees beside him.  

Mandibar’s heart pounded like thunder, looking into her face.  Soft and kind, marred 
with a dark hatred aimed only for him.  He reached up to stroke that cheek, to try and 
understand why his Emily was so enraged. 

Leaning farther, she whispered in his ear, “You said as long as I held your heart tightly, I 
would be yours.  Well, I’m tired of holding on.  You can have it back.” 

He tried to find his voice as her true name drifted back into his fragmenting mind.  
“Lillian, my lovely flower, please put the dagger down.”  She brought the blade up high over 
her head, holding it with both hands.  His face lost every last ounce of color.  “No!” 

She drove it through his chest with all the strength she could muster, screaming out in 
rage.  Fragile bones snapped under her weight.  Blood blossomed out of the wound. 

Lillian panted as the rage left her body.  She looked at her blood soaked dress and began 
to tremble.  He can’t be dead…  She leaned down, putting her cheek just above his mouth.  No 
breath.  A smile played across her face.  She was free. 

Behind her, the Kait grumbled a purr.  She looked up, afraid.  But the creature lowered 
its deadly tail, curling it around its haunches as it gingerly sat.  “Do not fear, mortal child,” it 
whispered, “you have done nothing wrong.” 

“But I’ve ruined your hunt.  I did what you were longing to do!” 
It laughed, quieter this time.  “The deed that I set out to complete is done, all the same.  

And, perhaps, this serves as a better form of poetic justice than I could have preformed.” 
“So he is dead?” 
“Indeed.” 



She turned to study the face of the monster she had let control her, only to find he had 
vanished.  The black opal lay in his place, glinting maliciously.  Lillian turn to the Kait, wide 
eyed.  “Where-” 

It nodded its head, interrupting her.  “Go on, mortal child.  Pick up the necklace, you 
have nothing to fear.” 

Her hands trembled as she reached for it.  “What is it?”  She held the stone at full length, 
as if afraid it would poison her if it was too close.  “He always pulled it out during the rituals, 
but I never knew…” 

“The gem holds within it the warrior fae’s mistress.”  The girl nearly dropped the 
necklace, bringing a chuckle from the creature.  “With her knight gone, she is quite harmless, 
child.”  It edged closer to her, golden eyes beaming  “However, one can tap into her magical 
talents.  They merely need to be wise enough, or even foolish enough, to try.”  Its head was 
only a few inches away from her now.  “The question is, mortal child, what would one do 
with such power?” 

She turned the stone over in her hand.  Lillian could see herself with that kind of power, 
seeking out revenge on any fae that had ever wronged her.  Perhaps she could even use it to 
bring back her family, try to have the life that had been stolen from her. 

The girl closed her eyes, sighing.  “No.”  The creature tilted its head to one side, studying 
her.  “I have no right to it,” she said, walking towards the Kait.  Bending down, she draped 
the necklace across one of its massive paws. 

It nodded its head.  “Very wise, child, very wise.” 
“What’s to become of me, then?” 
The Kait yawned, resting its head on one paw.  “I believe that is for you to decide.  You 

have no master.” 
She smiled.  “I like the sound of that.”  The sunlight filtering through the gap in the 

stained glass beckoned, warm and inviting.  Lillian didn’t know what awaited her beyond the 
chapel walls, but surely it would be better than staying.  Taking a deep breath, she walked 
towards it. 

Before she stepped through, a thought crossed her mind.  “Wait, what are you going to 
do with the necklace, anyhow?”  She looked back expectantly, but the Kait was gone. 



Chapter  25 

Luccio stopped at the top of the rise to look back down at Mandibar’s home.   The veil 
had continued to unravel, and even the outer gardens were now in sight.  He panted, but 
smiled.  “Princess, we did it.” 

The girl in his arms gave no response. 
“Princess?”  He knelt, laying her down under the shade of an ancient tree.  The man’s 

heart stilled as he realized Bree wasn’t awake.  Please, no.  Not after everything we’ve done.  Leaning 
over her, he put his ear next to her mouth.  A faint puff of air stirred his hair, bringing him 
relief.  She was unconscious, but alive. 

 Sheridan crested the hill and froze at the sight.  His eyes grew wide as he bounded 
towards them.  “What happened?”  He looked at Luccio pleadingly.  “I thought-” 

The man quickly shook his head.  “No, no.  She’s not dead.  She just passed out while 
we were running.” 

This calmed the dog somewhat.  He sniffed at the girl’s hand, nosing it in the hopes she 
might awake.  “How long do you think she’ll be out?” 

“I don’t know.”  He stared at her ashen face, worried.  “We got there before he tried to 
kill her.  He couldn’t have already-” 

“Luccio, look at this.”  Sheridan had moved to Bree’s other side to sniff at her other 
hand.  With his nose, he indicated a dark streak across the girl’s palm.  “Do you think she 
could have been cut on some glass during the escape?”  He looked back at the man, noticing 
he was growing several shades paler.  “What is it?” 

He took a couple of deep breaths before he found the strength to reply.  “We were too 
late, Sheridan.” 

“What do you mean?”  The dog cocked his head to the side.  “We got her out of there.  
Are you really going to tell me that a scratch is going to kill her?” 

He replied with a shake of his head. “No.  It won’t kill her, but Mandibar got what he 
wanted.  If the Kait doesn’t kill him and something happens to Bree.”  He trailed off, 
looking away.  “He performed the first part of the ceremony, binding her to him.  If she 
dies, he gets what he wants.” 

“You never did explain that,” the dog sighed, laying down.  “Why did he want to kill 
Bree?” 

“To steal her youthful beauty.”  He closed his eyes, wincing.  “And we couldn’t stop him 
from laying a claim on it.” 

The words hung in the air before Sheridan braved forth a question.  “Well, what 
happens if the Kait does kill Mandibar?  Will the claim be lifted?” 

“I don’t know.”  Luccio turned to him.  “I don’t think something like this has ever 
happened before.” 

The dog opened his mouth to speak but stopped short, eyes flashing wide.  He bounced 
up right as a figure reached the top of the hill and flung herself at Luccio in a rage.   

They tumbled several feet before the woman set to work, clawing and biting at him.  
“Get away from her, you fiend!  Away!  Away!”  Lillian scrambled to untangle herself from 
Luccio’s limbs, deciding to sit on his chest as she began to claw for his eyes.  The fog had 



cleared completely now that her master was dead, her fear dying with him.  “I won’t let you 
hurt her now!  No one’s going to hurt her ever again!” 

Luccio struggled to shield his face, too flustered by the sudden outburst to use his height 
to his advantage.  “What?  Who are you?”   

“Ha!  Wouldn’t you like to know.”  She settled for ripping into his exposed hands.  “I 
know how that game works, mister.  I’m not telling you anything you could use against me.  
Now, get away from the girl!” 

“As you wish.”  Her head snapped to the speaker, eyes growing wide as she noticed the 
dog for the first time.  Sheridan jumped over Bree’s still form and pounced on Lillian, 
pushing her off of Luccio.   

Now pinned, she writhed in fury.  “Get off of me, you brute!” 
The man sat up, wincing as he rubbed his back.  “Calm down, miss, please.  We’re not 

going to hurt you.” 
She laughed.  “Of course not.  It makes perfect sense for a couple of fae to be running 

away with a girl and not have plans for her.” 
Sheridan sat on her legs, keeping his front paws on her hands.  “He’s telling the truth, 

girl.  We’ve come a long way to save Bree.  We just wanted to get her away from Mandibar.” 
Lillian stilled at the sound of her master’s name.  “Well, you don’t have to worry about 

him coming after you.  Not now.” 
“What?”  Luccio crawled over to them, hands trembling.  It couldn’t possibly be that 

easy.  “The Kait killed him?” 
She smiled savagely.  “No.  I killed him.  And I could do the same to both of you if you 

don’t let both of us go.” 
Sheridan tilted his head to the side, a thought occurring to him.  “Wait.  Is your name 

Lillian?” 
“Who told you that?” she snipped, blue eyes alight. 
“Bree did,” he said gently.  “She wanted to find you before we left, but there wasn’t 

time.” 
She pursed her lips.  “Why should I trust you?” 
The dog gave Luccio a doggy grin before looking down at the girl.  “I can’t give you 

more of a reason than I have already.  We’ve come a long way to save Bree and take her 
home, and we might be able to help you too.”  He shifted his weight.  “If I let you up, will 
you stay calm?”  She nodded.  Sheridan eased up on her.  When she didn’t make to strike at 
him, he crawled off her legs and sat beside her. 

Lillian rubbed her hands.  “You’re no featherweight, you know that?” 
The dog chuckled.  “I still forget that sometimes.”  He walked to the edge of the rise.  

“Now where is the Kait?” 
“It’s gone.”  They turned to look back at Lillian, shocked.  She shrugged.  “I was talking 

to it one moment, and the next, poof.  Gone.” 
Sheridan shook his head.  “Well, I guess you can’t expect much from creatures like that.”  

He stared down at the building for a while longer.  “You know, we could just stay here…” 
“No.”  Lillian and Luccio spoke at the same time, looking at each other in surprise. 
“Too many bad memories,” Lillian said, closing her eyes. 
Luccio nodded.  “It also probably has a lot of dark magic around it.  Not the kind of 

place I want to stay.” 
The dog rolled a shoulder.  “Just a thought.  Save us a lot of walking.” 



“Not worth it.”  Luccio stood and walked to where Bree was laying.  She still showed no 
sign of stirring.  With a sigh, he gingerly picked her up once more.  “We better get going.  
It’s a long walk back home.” 

Lillian stood, smiling despite herself.  Home.  She liked the sound of the word.  She 
gazed down at Mandibar’s mansion one final time.  It had been her prison, not her home.  
Things would be different now, she prayed for the better. 



Chapter  26 

Bree was floating, ebbing and bobbing in complete darkness.  She wanted to sleep, to 
embrace it, but something in the back of her mind begged her not to, nagged at her to fight 
to stay awake.  She couldn’t quite recall why. 

Is this what it’s like to be dead?  But why am I dead?  She tried to push the darkness to the side 
and come up for air, but it was too thick.  No matter how hard she tried, it pushed her back 
into its depths.  She wanted to scream, but no sound escaped her open mouth. 

 A light shone in the darkness.  Warm and inviting, soft and tender like candlelight.  She 
decided to make her way towards it.  At first she worried that it would flit away, always out 
of reach as the faerie light in the woods that first night had been.  But this light remained 
constant, steadfast.  The closer she drew to it, the larger it grew and the warmer she became. 

Suddenly the void became a myriad of colors and sound, whirling around her in a 
beautiful tapestry  What is all of this?  Timidly, she reached out to touch the nearest coil of 
color.  It felt warm, like a ray of sun, before it crumpled into a heap and fell away.  I don’t 
understand… 

Bree kept swimming through the light, looking for a way out of this confusing place.  
She wanted to get back to her friends more than anything.  She wanted to go look for Lillian, 
to make sure she was ok.  To figure out how Sheridan could talk.  To tell Luccio how wrong 
she had been about him... 

In an instant, all the colors faded away.  She found herself in the dark once more, 
plunged into an icy silence.  She imagined herself floating like this for all eternity.  Please, let 
this end. 

Scenes began to play through her head.  Her First steps.  First word.  First day of school.  
The first time she saw Sheridan, her first dog.  Her First date…  She longed to see the First 
Kiss, the First Love, the First Child, but she knew these would never come.  She’d been a 
late bloomer, and now her time was spent.  A tear began to stream down her face.  It’ll never 
happen, now. 

Laughter echoed to her from the gloom.  She recoiled at its sound, recognizing it as the 
rusty hinged laugh of the Kait.  What is that thing doing here?  The laughter grew louder, closer, 
and Bree wondered if maybe the Kait was reading her thoughts as Luccio had been. 

Very wise, indeed, mortal child. 
She recoiled.  She had heard its voice inside her head, clear as a bell.  There was no 

mistaking it.  The creature was speaking to her directly through thoughts.  Bree looked 
around in the darkness, trying to find exactly where the creature was, searching for an 
explanation.  It was no where to be seen.  Still shuddering, she decided to reach out with her 
thoughts.  She thought of the Kait, picturing its massive head in her mind’s eyes, and willed 
it to hear her.  What’s going on?  Where are we? 

The question is, where are you? 
She squinted, not sure how to reply.  I.. I don’t know.  
It laughed, but this time it wasn’t as deafening loud.  It seemed quite small, yet still close 

to her.  Are you so sure about that, child? 



Please, stop playing these games with me!  She was getting tired of it.  I just want to go home and be 
normal. 

Ah, but where, pray tell, is home now, little one? 
Before she sent back an angry retort, she stopped.  The Kait had a point.  She honestly 

didn’t know anymore.  She still wanted to see her mom and dad, her friends and the rest of 
her family, more than anything.  But would it be the same if they didn’t even remember her?  
She didn’t think so.  And where did that leave her?  In Faerie, with Mandibar, lurking in the 
shadows… She trembled. 

Ah.  Is that the lone factor that has you in great fear, child?  That the warrior fae might always stalk 
your step, waiting for the opportune moment to finish what he had started?  Fear not, then; the warrior has 
fallen. 

What?  Her eyes flew open in disbelief.  Mandibar’s dead?  But..  How?  She spun in circles, 
desperate to see the Kait.  Did you kill him? 

A brilliant white smile of wickedly sharp teeth appeared before her.  They glinted as the 
words seeped into her heard.  No, but someone quite close to you did the honors.  I would even go as far 
to make the assumption that this person is a friend to you. 

You’re talking in riddles.  She felt more and more sleepy the longer this conversation went 
on.  She wanted to let the darkness overcome her, to forget about everything. 

The white teeth formed a snarl, and she felt the rumble of a growl pass through her 
chest.  Do not relinquish your life to the gloom. 

Her brow furrowed.  So this darkness, it is - 
Death.  The creature’s voice was solemn, almost deflated. 
Then we are both 
Dead?  The rust laugh reappeared.  Nay, nay.  Not yet.  Not quite yet. 
Then what the heck are we doing floating around in death?  This made no sense, and she’d just 

about accepted that nothing made sense in Faerie. 
She thought she heard the clacking of the Kait’s segmented tail.  Waiting for you to decide to 

do something more productive then ebb and flow, child. 
Then tell me what I’m supposed to do!  Give me some sort of clue, a sign!  She felt so cold, so very 

cold. 
Your future is yours to create, child. 
Bree scowled.  Fat lot of good that does me. 
The creature seemed agitated  Do you not know what has happened?  What rite the dark Sidhe 

knight performed, minutes before his death?  He entwined his magic with the life force of another, and now 
that he has passed from this world, his power has flowed to his heir, his new bride. 

Bree suddenly grew cold, a chill running down her spine.  The palm of her hand tingled 
where Mandibar had cut her.  She hadn’t even thought about what he’d done to her or what 
he had said.  All of her attention had been focused on escaping.  I can’t go home.  Not now. 

The Kait huffed.  If that is your choice, then so be it. 
She thought about it for a few moments.  What if I don’t want these powers?  What happens 

then? 
You will die. 
What?  Why?  She held her head in her hand.  That doesn’t make any sense. 
Have you not been listening, child?  She could tell the Kait’s patience was waning.  You are 

something new.  Mortal bodies are not designed to house such power as the fallen warrior has passed on to 
you.  You are fighting it, and so it fights you back.  If you do not make peace with it, the sheer destructive 
powers of his magic will tear you apart.  That is why you are here.  It has already drug you this far into 
Death. 



She looked at the disembodied smile with set determination.  I don’t want to die, but I don’t 
want this. 

Such is life, child.  Such is life. 
And if I accept these powers? 
The smile widened.  Interesting days lie ahead. 
Bree couldn’t help herself.  You still haven’t told me how to get out of here. 
Two golden orbs opened, piercing the darkness.  Ancient.  Timeless.  They locked on 

her, narrowed to a glare.  The white teeth opened to speak.  “Awake!”   
The force of the creature’s voice sent her spiraling through the blackness.  She still 

couldn’t find her voice.  Wait!  Please, don’t go!  I still don’t know- 
“Awake!”  it called after her again, before the eyes and teeth vanished into the gloom 

once more. 
She closed her eyes.  Her stomach pitched within her.  She felt like she was being torn in 

two, for what reason she could not understand.  Her soul seemed to be a completely 
separate entity from her body, the two spiraling around each other in an ancient dance.  The 
shimmering spirals of light were all around her now, weaving around her yet never touching 
her. 

She could feel part of herself slipping away, sleep taking its hold.  No!  Bree fought 
against the pull.  She wanted to live, to see the sun rise and fall over the land once more.  If 
that meant giving up what was already lost, so be it. 

Bree reached out for the light, welcoming its warmth. 
Pain blinded her as body and soul were flung back together.  She could still feel the 

warmth of the light, dancing within her now.  The emotions the light brought with it 
overwhelmed her, sending tears streaming down her face.  The joy of the first song ever 
sung and the sorrow of what would be the last, the first and the last love, every emotion in 
between, they all flowed throughout her.  It was almost unbearable. 

She could see again and found herself falling through the void.  Yet the darkness parted 
the farther Bree fell, until at last it was only the shadow of night.  Grassy ground rushed to 
meet her and she gasped in relief, cool air rushing into her lungs.  She was back. 



Chapter  27 

Her senses slowly came back to her, details trickling in.  Eyes closed, Bree listened to her 
surroundings.  A lone bird called out in the night, harmonizing with the insect  chorus.  She 
could hear the breeze sigh through the trees, the same one that tousled her hair and had 
brought her breath back to her.  All was calm and peaceful.   

She opened her eyes and found herself looking up at a sparse tree canopy, the starry 
night sky peeking through.  Bree tried to sit up but she was too tired to press further.  Her 
world would have to remain confined to what she could see while laying down for just a 
while longer. 

 Turning her head to one side, she could see the black dog sleeping a few feet away with 
Lillian by his side.  Farther past them, Luccio sat with his back to her, staring off into the 
night. 

She started to call out to him, but stopped herself.  What should she say to him?  She 
didn’t know anymore.  The girl knew she had been wrong about him, but she still wasn’t 
sure how she felt.  It was stupid, she realized, to blame Luccio for her current situation, but 
she caught herself blaming him anyhow. 

He seemed tense as he sat, jumping at every little sound.  The obsidian dagger sat in his 
lap, just in case.  Bree wondered what was going through his mind.  He had proven to be the 
most straight forward being she encountered in Faerie, and her most loyal friend by far.  
Maybe staying with him wouldn’t be too terrible… 

She tried to set up again, finding it much easier this time.  “Luccio?” 
The man jumped, turning to look at her with wide eyes.  He relaxed, smiling when he 

saw who had spoken.  “Princess.  You’re awake.”  He stood, walking over to sit beside her.  
“How are you feeling?” 

“A bit woozy, but I’m ok.”  She smiled at him, then quickly averted her eyes.  Her gaze 
found its way to the black dog, bringing a question back to the surface.  “Who’s the dog?” 

Luccio laughed quietly, black eyes twinkling.  “Sheridan.” 
She stared at him in disbelief.  “My Sheridan?”  Giving the dog another quick once over, 

she shook her head.  “There’s no way that’s my dog.  I mean, he’s huge!” 
“Oh, they’re the same dog alright.  He just sort of changed when he crossed the Veil.” 
“You can say that again.” 
A tense silence settled between them.  Neither was quite sure what to say next, least they 

upset the other.  Guilt gnawed at Bree until she finally spoke.  “I’m sorry I didn’t trust you.  I 
just thought-” 

He nodded, cutting her off.  “It’s ok, Princess.  It’s ok.  You don’t need to say anything.” 
She felt even worse.  “No, I do Luccio.  I was selfish and didn’t listen when you were 

trying to help me.  And you saved me anyway.  Thank you.” 
Luccio nodded again, looking down at his feet.  His mouth felt dry, but he knew he had 

to say it.  “Princess, I think I love you.”  He winced when she didn’t respond.  “I don’t 
expect you to feel the same way, but I can’t just keep it to myself anymore.  I’ve never felt 
this way before.”  He laughed.  “And I’ve sure never done so many stupid, dangerous things 
for anyone.”  The man chanced looking up at her.  “I don’t know why, but I’ve always been 



drawn to you.  From the first time I saw you running in the park, I’ve wanted to see you 
again.”  He looked away.  “I’d understand if you want me to stop watching you when you’re 
back home.” 

Bree sighed before taking his hand in hers.  “Luccio, I’m not going back.” 
It was his turn to do a double take.  “Wh-what?  Why not?  I could try and find a way to 

reverse Mandibar’s spell-” 
She squeezed his hand.  “There’s something I have to tell you.”  She took a deep breath 

and explained to him what the Kait had told her in the black haze of Death. 
When she was done, he was shaking his head in disbelief.  “That’s…” 
She nodded.  “I know.” 
The silence returned, serving as more of a meditative lull than an awkward break. Luccio 

turned to look Bree in the eye.  “What are you going to do?” 
“I don't know.”  She looked away.  “I know the Kait said it was up to me to decide 

where home was, but I can't go back.  Not now.”  She tried to smile.  “I guess Faerie is my 
home, for better or worse.” 

Luccio coughed and she jumped with a start.  “You know,” he hedged, “if you need 
somewhere to stay, you could-” 

“Live with you?”  Bree searched his face, confused.  “Luccio, I almost died.  It's been 
one heck of a week, I don't think I should go rushing into-” 

He bobbed his head, flinching away.  “I know.  I didn't mean it like that.”  The man 
sighed, running a hand through his hair.  “You don't have to tell me how you feel, or even 
try to figure it out until you're ready. “  He smiled at her.  “But if you stay with me, at least 
you'd be safe.” 

She thought about what life would be like in the burrow.  It would certainly be different, 
but it definitely would be better than being homeless in the Glen.  And Luccio has been the most 
caring person I've met here...  Glancing around at their small band, she couldn't help but smile.  
“It might be a bit crowded with so many of us.”   

He chuckled.  “You're right.  Someone might have to sleep outside.” 
Bree rolled her eyes.  “Well it’s not going to be me.” 
“Of course not, Princess.” 
One last thing nagged at her.  “Luccio?” 
“Yes?” 
“Why do you call me ‘Princess’ all the time?” 
The wind whispered through the trees as he told her of the old tavern stories about 

queens and kings of days gone by, and how one girl, running with a black ragamuffin dog, 
had proven them all wrong. 



Epilogue 

The master of the Glen stalked through the undergrowth, golden eyes locked on the 
path ahead.  It still had a slight limp from where the warrior fae had struck, yet walked with 
its usual arrogance.  Its tail twitched in agitation as it thought of Mandibar.  Infuriating little 
wretch.  But what to do with our time now?  What, pray tell, could provide entertainment after that 
sidetracked tale?  It didn’t know the answer to its own questions, and for once in its long life, 
pondering over them didn’t seem worthwhile. 

 The rest of the Glen had carried on as it rested in its lair, licking its wounds.  After 
emerging back into the dappled moonlight, it had scoffed at the rumors that it had died.  The 
lord of the Glen does not just bow out quietly into the Night.  Nay, nay.  There will be more bloodshed and 
screaming violence when that day comes. 

The opal necklace hung around the creature’s neck, the golden chain lengthened to 
accommodate its size.  Its weight had begun to bother the Kait.  It would need to find a new 
hiding place for the cursed gem, but no where in Faerie seemed safe enough.  Sooner or 
later, someone would find the gem and tap into the dark power held within.  It would only 
be a matter of time before Alvarie would be able to escape her prison. 

Perhaps the mortal world would provide a safe haven.  The odds of a being with the 
knowledge and skill to unlock the gem were much smaller.  Yes, it would go to the lower 
beings world.  At the very least, such a trip would provide entertainment.  The last time it 
had walked on the mortal plane, Man had barely taken his first steps.  But war was always 
there, somewhere, and the creature did love to watch those strange creatures wage it. 

It reached a clearing in its Glen where the moonlight pooled in a perfect circle.  Not a 
leaf marred the ring, nor did any toadstools grow in its center.  There was a stillness in the 
air, a hushed secrecy waiting to be probed.  The creature smiled.  Ah, so the old Ring remains. 

It used no crystals or spells to focalize on a precise location in the mortal realm; it had 
no need.  It knew the connection between worlds wasn’t strong enough for most fae to 
attempt the crossing, but it wasn’t like most fae.  It would brave the consequences and see 
this strange new world for itself. 

The Kait closed its eyes, taking a deep breath as it felt the forest fall behind.  Its ears 
twitched angrily at the sound of blaring horns and sirens.  What insanity is this?  Golden eyes 
snapped open then squinted.  Wherever it was, it looked like the night was on fire.  The 
lights were blindingly bright.  It backed up quickly, wanting to escape the glare and return to 
the shadows of its dark Glen.  This was not the sort of chaos it had been expecting.  But it 
might as well have a look around to find a place to hide the necklace at the very least. 

No one paid the creature any attention as it squatted on the sidewalk, cloaked by 
glamour, and observed their behavior.  The mortals walked this way and that, their hands 
holding strange boxes up to their ears.  Stranger yet, the idiots talked to these boxes.  There 
were larger boxes on the black river that the creature recognized as a road.  These vehicles 
moved fast, very fast, and carried the humans from place to place.  It decided they were 
carriages of some sort, propelled by a new kind of magic borne of iron.  It snarled its nose at 
the thought. 



How much time had passed since the creature had left Bree and her friends behind?  It 
did not know, nor did it care.  Time marched to different drums in the parallel worlds.  For 
all it knew, it had been gone several centuries in Faerie. 

It wandered for a while, winding this way and that.  Eventually Kait left the city, but it 
kept walking, kept observing the mortals go about their work. 

Before too long, it found a quiet little town, nestled out of the way.  Something in the air 
seemed quite familiar… It made the creature think of its den back in the Glen. 

“Daulton!” 
The Kait turned, taken by surprise at the sudden call. 
“Daulton, where are you?”  It was a blonde haired girl, riding a strange contraption with 

two wheels.  She sat on a padded seat and worked a set of pedals to move it forward.  
“Come on, this isn’t funny!” 

The creature greedily took in her scent as she passed.  There was the hint of glamour on 
her.  It settled back on its haunches, tail flicking above it contentedly  The Culai spent a lot of 
time around that mortal child at some point. 

The Kait watched her ride on, a smile on its face.  It saw the perfect opportunity to stir 
trouble.  It could orchestrate it all, bringing another little one across the Veil and drawing the 
dog back to action, all with one swift move.  Perhaps, it would be able to observe Bree’s 
path, to see if she would rise in light or fall in darkness. 

It looked down at the opal, the chip it would wager for the sake of entertainment.  It 
would be worth it.  With a shake of its head, it threw the necklace into the nearby bushes, 
the chain shrinking to its original size upon landing.  It would easily be found by the girl or 
some other mortal soon. 

With a smile, the Kait retreated through the Veil, back to its Glen once more.  
“Interesting days, indeed.” 
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