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ONE

Though it was late, it was not the sound of arguing that woke Helen in the dead of night.

She lay in bed for a long time after retiring, listening to the rise and fall of voices coming from the library. It was a familiar sound, comforting rather than worrisome. Her mother and father often met with the others, though the meetings had become more frequent and heated of late. Yet, there was something about this night, the cadence of these voices—however familiar—that made Helen’s nerves tingle, as if they were humming too close to the surface of her skin.

At first, she tried to decipher the words drifting through the vents set into the floor of her chambers, especially when they sounded in her father’s familiar baritone or the strong, clear voice of her mother. But after a while, Helen gave up, opting instead to let her mind wander as she stared at the canopy above her head.

Her thoughts settled on the morning’s fencing exercises and her argument with Father. It was not the first time she had rebelled against the recent addition to her curriculum. She still failed to see how fencing could contribute anything to her schooling, but Father’s word was law when it came to her education. He knew well that Helen’s prowess lay in the strategy of chess, in the logic problems and cryptographs she could solve faster than he, not in the agile movement required of her on the ballroom floor where they practiced fencing. Still, he pushed. Using the foil out of deference to her inexperience was his only concession. Were Father working with one of his usual sparring partners, he would, without question, have used his saber. Now, in the muffled quiet of her bedchamber, Helen vowed that in time Father would use a saber with her as well.

She didn’t remember slipping into the emptiness of sleep, and she did not awaken gently. It was the sound of hurried footsteps down the hall that caused her to sit up in bed, her heart racing. She did not have time to contemplate the possibilities before the door was thrown open, candlelight from the sconces in the hall throwing strange shadows across the walls and floor of her sleeping chamber.

Scooting to the headboard, she pulled the coverlet to her chin, too frightened to be ashamed for her childish behavior.

“You must get out of bed, Helen. Now.”

The voice was her mother’s. She moved into the darkness of the room, the strange shadows disappearing as she crossed to the dressing table. She fumbled with something—the glass jars and scent decanters atop the vanity clinking noisily together.

“But… it’s the middle of the night!”

Her mother turned then, and a shaft of light from the hall illuminated the valise in her hand. The realization that her mother was packing, packing Helen’s things, blew like a hurricane through the confusion of her mind. Her mother was across the room in seconds, leaning over the bed and speaking close to her face.

“You’re in grave danger, Helen.” Her mother pulled the coverlet from Helen’s shivering body. Her nightdress was twisted around her thighs, and the cold air bit her skin as her mother’s hand encircled her arm, already pulling her from the warmth of her bed. “Now, come.”

The carpets were cool under Helen’s bare feet as she was led to the wall next to the wardrobe. Her mother reached into the bodice of her gown, pulling from it a chain with something dangling at its end. It caught the light spilling in from the hall, glimmering faintly in the darkness as her mother removed it from her neck. Fear coiled like a snake in Helen’s stomach as her mother pushed aside the large mirror in the corner, bending to the paneled wall behind it. She continued speaking as she worked something against the plaster.

“I know you won’t understand. Not yet. But someday you will, and until then you must trust me.”

Helen was oddly speechless. It was not that she had nothing to say. Nothing to ask. She simply had so many questions that they washed over her like waves, one right after the other. She had no time to formulate one before the next carried it away. She could not make out what her mother was doing, bent forward in the darkness, head tipped to the wall, but she listened as something scratched against the wallpaper. A moment later, her mother straightened, and a door swung outward, revealing a hole in the plaster.

Even in the dark, Helen saw tenderness in her mother’s eyes as she reached out, pulling Helen roughly against her body. In her mother’s hair, Helen smelled roses from the garden, and on the fine surface of her mother’s skin, the books to which her head was always bent. They were a memory all their own.

“Helen… Helen,” her mother murmured. “You must remember one thing.” She pulled back, looking into Helen’s eyes. “You know more than you think. Whatever else you discover, remember that.”

Voices erupted from downstairs, and though the words themselves were indistinct, it was obvious they were spoken in anger or fear. Her mother dared a glance at the door before turning back to Helen with renewed fervor.

“Take this.” She thrust a piece of crumpled paper into Helen’s hand. “Take it and sit very quietly, until you know they’re gone. There is a stair that will lead you beneath the house and back up again farther down the road. Join with Darius and Griffin. The address is here. They will take you to Galizur. You have everything you need, but you must be silent as you make your escape. If they hear you, they will find you.” She paused, forcing Helen’s chin up so that she was looking straight into her eyes. “And this is important, Helen: If they find you, they will kill you.”

“I won’t leave you!” Helen cried.

“Listen to me.” Her mother’s voice became firmer, almost angry as she grabbed hold of Helen’s shoulders. “You will do this, Helen. You will get out of here alive, whatever else happens. Otherwise, it’s all for nothing. Do you understand?”

Helen shook her head. “No! Mother, please tell me what’s happening!” But she already knew her mother would not. Already knew, somehow, that they were out of time.

Her mother lifted the chain from around her neck, placing it around Helen’s. A key at the end of it fell to the front of her nightdress.

Holding her daughter’s face between her hands, Helen’s mother leaned in to kiss her forehead. “Lock the door from the inside. Use the pendant to light your way—but don’t make a move until you are certain they won’t hear you. And be safe, my love.”

Helen was shoved into the hole in the wall, the valise pressed against her until she had no choice but to wrap her arms around it. She ducked, stumbling through the small doorway, trying not to smack her head. Her mother paused one last time, as if reconsidering, and then, without another word, she began to push the door closed. She became a smaller and smaller sliver, disappearing bit by bit until she was gone entirely in the small click of the door.

“Lock it, Helen. Now.” Her mother’s voice was a hiss from the other side of the wall. Helen fought a surge of panic as she heard the wallpaper smoothed over the keyhole, the mirror dragged over the opening to her hiding place.

It was worse than dark inside the wall. It was as if she had fallen into nothingness. She set the bag down, feeling for its clasp in the darkness. She had no idea what was on the piece of paper her mother had given her, but it was damp with the sweat of her palm. She couldn’t read it now if she wanted to, and she pushed it inside the bag.

She reached for the chain around her neck until she found the key at its end. Grasping it in one hand, she fumbled around the edge of the wall in front of her with the other, trying to locate the lock she knew must be there. Her hands shook with rising panic. The door cut into the wall was almost seamless, making it nearly impossible to find in the darkness. She was on her third pass when she finally felt a slim line in the plaster. Running her fingers slowly over it, she felt for the keyhole. It seemed like far too long before she finally came upon it.

She was trying to fit the key in the lock when noise burst from somewhere beyond the chamber. She could not fathom its direction, for she was wrapped in the muffled cocoon of wood and plaster that was her hiding place. Still, she strained to decipher the sound. She thought she heard shouting… weeping. And then a crash that caused her to startle. The key dropped from her hand, falling with a clink to the floor. She hesitated only a moment.

Whatever was happening was going to get worse before the night was over.

Feeling along the floor for the key, Helen tried to ignore the noise from the rest of the house. Her hiding place was not large, and it only took a few moments for her fingers to close around the chain attached to the key. She grasped it carefully in one hand and felt again for the keyhole. This time, it didn’t take long.

Using both hands, she lined the key up with the hole in a couple of tries, turning it quickly and scooting away from the hidden door until her back stopped against a solid block of wood. She had only a few moments, a few precious moments of silence, before she heard the thud of boot steps.

At first the footfalls were distant. Helen thought they would pass her chamber completely, but it wasn’t long before they grew louder and louder and she knew they were inside her room. She had a flash of hope. Hope that it was Father coming to get her. To tell her that whatever danger had been in the house had gone. But she knew it wasn’t him when the boot steps slowed. There was no rush to the door of her tiny room to free her from its darkness.

Instead, the footsteps made a slow pass of her chamber before stopping suddenly in front of the hiding place. Helen tried to slow her shallow breathing as she waited for the footsteps to move away, but they didn’t. Whoever had entered her chamber was still there. She held as still as possible, attempting to calm her mind with the knowledge that she had spent many hours in the room, and there had never been any hint of the secret door, even during times of bright sunlight. Surely this stranger would not be able to see the opening in the dark of night and with her great dressing mirror pushed in front of it.

For a few seconds, it worked. She began to breathe a little easier in the silence.

But that was before the room outside exploded into riotous noise. Before she heard the dressing table cleared of its bottles and jars, the glass thudding against the carpets and shattering against the wood floorboards. Before she heard the bureau overturned, the armoire pushed over. And yes, before she heard the heavy carved mirror guarding her hiding place tipped to the floor, the glass shattering into a million pieces.


TWO

In her mind’s eye, Helen could see her pursuer surveying the newly destroyed room, scanning the floors and walls for the hiding place that was hers. She heard the breathing, raspy but unlabored, even through the wall.

Somehow, she knew it was a man, though she could not have said why. Perhaps it was the heavy boot steps, which had now fallen silent. Or the aggressive energy probing the space between her chamber and the inside of the wall, where she hid, crouched and still.

Whatever it was, she felt the man searching on the other side.

She cursed her stupidity for not having located the staircase before he arrived, if only to give her some hope of escape. Now she had no choice but to be quiet. To wait as Mother had instructed her to do.

She remembered the game she played with Father when she was small. It was called Find the Way Out, and on any given outing, be it to the park, a museum, or a restaurant for tea, Helen’s father would command her to locate both the nearest and least obvious of exits. She had enjoyed the challenge in the safety of Father’s company.

There was no such safety here.

Something scraped the outside of the wall, and Helen’s head jerked up in response to the sound. It seemed impossible that the man on the other side of the door could not hear her breathing. That he could not feel her cowering as she felt him seeking.

The sound became fainter, and she imagined him circling her chamber, running his hands over the walls. He was completing his circle, the sound coming back around, when the footfalls of another interrupted his progress.

“Where is she?” The voice was garbled, but Helen could still make out the words. She tried to place their direction, deciding that whoever spoke them was likely standing in the doorway of her bedroom.

She held her breath in the pause that followed, waiting for her pursuer to answer. The seconds stretched, and she could not help wondering if perhaps the man knew exactly where she was hidden. If he was simply toying with her for his own amusement.

His voice, when it came, was younger and clearer than Helen expected, even muffled as it was from outside her hiding place. “She’s not here. They must have moved her before we arrived. What of the others?”

She held her breath, waiting to hear the fate of her parents and their colleagues.

“Taken care of.” The breath caught in Helen’s throat as she frantically tried to decipher the meaning of so simple a phrase. She did not have long to ponder the matter before the other man asked a question of his own. “What should I do now?”

Helen’s whole life was suspended in the pause that followed. It crashed to the floor with the answer.

“Burn it.”

The words were almost impossible to comprehend. Surely they did not mean to burn the house in its entirety. Surely she would not be trapped in the wall as the house fell in flames around her.

It was a comforting brand of denial, and she clutched the valise more tightly to her chest as the boot steps on the other side of the wall turned and made their way from the room. The house grew silent, and her brain settled into an oblivious lethargy. She remained very still even after the first tendrils of smoke drifted up through the floorboards and her forehead began to bead with sweat, the temperature slowly rising within the walls.

It was not until something crashed beneath her, followed by the unmistakable crackle of flames from her chamber, that she was shaken from her stupor. Her mother’s words drifted on the smoke that seeped with ever-increasing thickness through the floor and walls.

There is a stair that will lead you beneath the house and back up again farther down the road.…

She had told Helen to wait until the house was silent, but Helen knew it would never be silent again. Not until it was ashes. She was already fighting the urge to cough and gasp, the smoke filling the small room as her nightdress stuck to her skin in the heat of the fire.

Letting go of the valise with one hand, she reached around her neck for the pendant that had been hers since her tenth birthday. She had a flash of her parents, their smiles tinged with something like awe as she had removed the pendant from its elaborately wrapped gift box. Her mother had knelt beside her, leaning in for a bone-crushing embrace.

It’s an important heirloom, Helen. Never remove it. Never.

Her eyes shone in the candlelight from the elaborately set dinner table, and Helen had nodded with a lump in her throat, though she did not know if it was from worry or affection. She had placed the strange object—a rod with a translucent prism glittering at one end and a filigree metal crown at the other—around her neck.

As her mother had instructed, she had not taken it off since.

She reached for it now, unable to contain her retching as a cough burst forth from her throat. She had no idea how the pendant could help her. As far as she knew, it was nothing more than an exotic piece of jewelry. But her mother had told her to light the way with it, and she had nothing else to trust save those instructions.

Grasping the necklace in her free hand, Helen waved it in the dark. There was no light, only a chilling cold that spread from her palm, up her arm, and to the outer reaches of her body, quelling even the heat from the quickly enclosing fire. Still, it was not the heat alone that was her enemy. The smoke stung her eyes and throat, and a series of hacking coughs burst too loudly into the small space around her. It was when she recovered her wits a moment later that she thought she could make out the floorboards beneath her feet and perhaps even the wall in front of her. Squinting into the darkness, she wondered if it was her imagination. If perhaps she was simply becoming used to the dark. But no, the room was becoming lighter, and when her eyes followed the light to its source, she understood why.

She had been holding it wrong. The pendant glowed from the translucent crystal held inside her fist. Once she flipped it around, holding it by the metal crown, the other end glowed like a tiny beacon, an eerie green light illuminating the wall in front of her and the ones to her right and left. Now she could see the smoke filling the room. It dipped and swirled in the light. She scooted away from the wall at her back, gagging and choking as the smoke filled her lungs and knowing the space behind her was the only hope for the stairs Mother had promised.

At first, it seemed only a wall—a solid span of timber that had sheltered her back as she listened to the footsteps of the man stalking her from within the bedchamber. But when she followed it with her eyes to the place where it should meet the other wall, she realized it didn’t quite connect. Crawling toward the gap while clutching her bag in one hand and her pendant in the other was neither easy nor quiet, but she had long since given up remaining silent, despite her mother’s warning. If the creaking and crackling of the fire were any indication, her scuffling across the floor of the hidden room was the very least of her concerns.

It took only seconds to reach the break in the wooden wall. The gap was larger than she first thought, and she leaned forward, peering around to the blackness on the other side.

The stairs were just as Mother said they would be. They descended in a tightly packed spiral into utter darkness below, but the burning in Helen’s eyes and lungs was a reminder that she had no choice. Mother had said they would come and they had. She had said the stairs would be here and they were. She had said Helen would escape—and she would.

She hesitated at the top of the stairs as the groaning of the house grew stronger, the smoke thicker. She saw the fear in her mother’s eyes in the moment before they had been separated. Helen retched, her lungs burning, even as the resolve to return for her parents solidified.

Leaving her mother and father to this dark fate was impossible.

She started back for the door to her hiding place but stopped short when her mother’s voice echoed through her mind.

“You will get out of here alive… Otherwise, it’s all for nothing.”

Something fell with a crash somewhere below, and the floorboards quaked under Helen’s feet. She didn’t know what was happening or why, but one thing was certain: Her parents wanted her out of the house alive, and they had been willing to sacrifice their own lives to see it done. If she went back now and was killed, her mother would be right: It would have been for nothing.

She would find Darius and Griffin and enlist their help. Then, she would come back for her parents.

Looping the valise’s handle over her shoulder, Helen scooted back to the stair, holding the pendant in front of her to illuminate the way. She wasted only seconds fumbling for a handrail before realizing that it was futile. There wasn’t one. The stairs were placed right up against the walls of the house. They would have to be her guide.

Wherever they led, it was the only way out, for the crashing of the house grew around her until she was certain the roof itself was falling. The heat and smoke was still overwhelming, and she was surprised every moment when the stairwell did not cave in on her completely.

Time lost all meaning in the blackness floating above, below, and around the staircase. She focused only on the next step, pushing aside the feeling that she was descending into hell itself. To a place where there was no comfort, no safety. A place where she would be alone, if she were to survive at all.

Then, all at once, a smooth expanse of floor stretched in front of her. She stepped onto it, relieved to find a stone wall to one side and a tunnel heading in the other direction. Whoever had made her escape route had made certain there would be no doubt which way she should go.

She had not noticed a decrease in the smoke and heat on her way down the stairs, but as she made her way through the tunnel, her head began to clear. The air was cold and damp. She sucked it greedily into her lungs while trying to blink the soot away from her eyes. For a time, she walked into the dark without a thought as to where she was going, relieved simply to be away from the smoke of the house.

It was only when she fell against the stone wall that she realized her exhaustion. It was a sudden, bone-deep fatigue that settled not only into her body but also into her consciousness. Her very will to go on. The pendant’s green light flickered in the darkness, and she stood straighter, worrying suddenly about being stuck in the tunnel with no light. It had never occurred to her that the light of the pendant might be limited, and she pushed off against the wall, continuing down the tunnel with as much speed as she could muster in her weakened state.

She almost ran into the wall before seeing it.

The tunnel ended abruptly, and she felt a surge of claustrophobic panic in the moments before she noticed the rough-hewn door set into the wall. Even with the pendant’s diminished light, she could see the simple iron handle, but tugging on it did no good. The door was locked.

Her legs buckled, and she slid to the ground, back against the cold stone of the wall. The light dimmed further and she clasped her hand more tightly around it, willing it to stay lit. As she tugged on the pendant, it was the chain, cool against her neck that reminded her of the key.

Forcing herself to stand, she reached inside her nightdress, pulling out the key her mother had used to open the hiding place in her wall. The key Helen had used to lock the door behind her.

However dim the remaining light of the pendant, it was enough to light the keyhole. She pushed the key into it and turned, feeling a bolt disengage from somewhere inside the door. Letting the key drop back against the bodice of her nightdress, she reached for the handle, then hesitated, wondering what was on the other side.

But she knew that she had no choice. She had to open the door and step through it. The only thing that awaited her at the other end of the tunnel was the surely burned ruins of her childhood home and the men who hunted her. She turned the handle and pushed.


THREE

She was well past surprise when the door swung wide, revealing another staircase. This one wound upward, a faint light coming from somewhere above. She allowed the pendant to fall back against her chest, relieved to have a free hand as she ascended the stairs. She didn’t stop climbing until the stairs abruptly ended, opening directly onto a rain-wet street, weak yellow light seeping from a streetlamp near the curb.

Daring a look back, she took note of the wall through which she had emerged. The door was gone, the brick wall at the bottom of the staircase unbroken. She blinked a couple of times to be certain and in the end could only add the disappearing door to the catalog of unexplainable things that had happened this night.

Turning her attention to the street, she glanced left and right, trying to get her bearings. The long descent from the house and the winding journey through the tunnel had been disorienting, but one look at the elaborately lettered sign quickly clarified the matter.

Claridge Hotel.

The windows and door beneath the sign were familiar and lit from the inside. It gave her an odd sort of comfort. It could not be a coincidence that her escape route led to the hotel where she so often accompanied Father to high tea. It was some kind of message, some kind of sign, and this one led her to thoughts of others.

Leaning against the brick wall of the hotel, she opened the valise. She felt past the clothing and other personal items her mother had packed until her hand closed around the crumpled piece of paper. The ink was already faded, and she slanted the paper toward the light spilling from the hotel windows, trying to make out her mother’s script.

It was a name. Two names, to be exact, and an address.

Darius and Griffin Channing. 425 Oxford.

She knew the streets surrounding Claridge’s well. She and Father had often strolled the neighborhood after tea. Still, it was a different matter entirely to walk alone and unaccompanied in the dark of night. She hurried through the streets as fast as her bare feet would allow.

The gas lamps lit her way, smoke swirling eerily near the flames as it had before the light of the pendant. She felt a moment’s self-consciousness as the cold seeped through the fabric of her nightdress, but her soot and dirt-smudged arms were oddly comforting. With any luck, she would pass for a common street urchin with nothing to steal. Nothing to lose.

Of course, that was now truer than she was prepared to admit.

In any case, the streets were empty, save an occasional drunkard, and she made her way carefully over the wet cobblestones until she came to the right address. Her gaze traveled upward, taking in the imposing structure. It rose into the night sky, carved marble gargoyles and unnameable beasts flashing pale in the dark above her, as light flickered from behind the curtained windows. She stood for a moment, gathering her wits. Who were Darius and Griffin Channing? And why would Mother and Father send her to strangers for shelter? The questions found no answers. She was alone, and if ever anyone had been without answers, it was her. It was not courage but desperation that finally led her up the steps leading to the great front door.

There was simply nowhere else to go.

She had just reached the top of the steps and was lifting her hand to knock when the door opened. A young man about her age stood in the light of the porch lamp, blinking as if he was surprised to find her there, despite the fact that he had opened the door without prompting. Even in the faint light, she could see the flecks of yellow in his green eyes.

“G-good evening. I’m looking for…” She made a show of glancing down at the paper, just so he would know someone had sent her. “Darius and Griffin Channing.”

Something moved behind his eyes. She thought it was, perhaps, an understanding of the situation in which she found herself. A situation even she didn’t fully comprehend.

“You’re younger than I imagined,” he said.

Helen didn’t know how to respond. The very idea that he had imagined her of any age was so beyond her grasp that she didn’t even attempt to inquire about the particulars.

“I’m Griffin.” He stepped back from the doorway. “You must be cold. Please come in.”

She hesitated for a moment. It was more than unseemly to enter a gentleman’s home in the dark of night. Even she, with her limited social experience, was aware of such rules. Yet, Mother and Father had sent her here. And this was no ordinary night.

She stepped into the house. “I don’t know who you are or why my parents sent me to you, but I need your help. They’re in great danger. We must—”

“You can’t go back,” the man interrupted. “I’m sorry, but it’s impossible.”

His eyes were kind, but that did not prevent her frustration from bursting forth. “You don’t understand! If you just let me explain—”

He held up a hand to stop her. “I don’t know the details, but I imagine your parents’ lives were threatened, and they worked quite hard to see that you remained alive. Is that right?”

“Yes, yes. But they… that is, we…” She stumbled over the words, unable to distill everything that had happened to a few sentences that would make the man listen to her.

She flinched as he reached out, touching a hand gently to her arm. “I know you’re upset and frightened, but you must trust me; your parents sacrificed themselves to ensure your escape. If you go back now, their bravery will have been for nothing. Do you understand?”

His words were an echo of her mother’s. Helen could only nod around the lump in her throat.

“Good.” Griffin shut the door. His tawny hair fell across his forehead as he turned to face her. “May I take your bag?”

His words did not make sense until she followed his eyes to the valise in her arms. It was all she had left.

“No, thank you.”

He nodded. “This way. We need to see my brother, Darius.”

There was nothing to do but follow. She trailed after him as he made his way down the marble hall to a massive door on the left. He turned to her before entering the room. She breathed a little easier when she saw the compassion in his eyes.

“Listen, I’m sure you’d like to clean up and change, but Darius won’t allow you to stay until he has cleared you. All right?”

“Yes… No… I don’t know.” The nod of her head turned into a shake.

He smiled. “It will be fine, you’ll see.”

He turned without waiting for an answer, and she followed him into a darkly paneled library.

At first it seemed they were alone. Helen took advantage of the moment to reach up and smooth her disheveled hair. It was the first time all night that she had thought of her appearance, but it somehow seemed important to impress Darius, whomever he was and however impossible a task it might be, given her dirty nightdress, bare feet, and sooty skin.

“That cannot be her.” The voice, deep and low, came from a chair in a shadowed corner.

Griffin stopped in the middle of the plush carpet, very like the ones in her own home. She had an image of the rugs in her chamber burning, the carved bed aflame, the paint melting across the portrait of her mother in the parlor. A spasm of loss and grief almost brought her to her knees.

“It is,” Griffin answered. “At least, I believe it is.”

“Have you even prepared for the possibility that it’s not?” There was steel behind the question, though Helen had no idea what the man meant.

Griffin sighed. “She’s just a girl, Darius. And she’s cold and tired.”

“I should hope she is anything but a simple girl. Otherwise, you have let a stranger into the house at great risk to us both.” The shadow that was Darius continued without waiting for an answer. “Never mind. Bring her here.”

She saw the apology in Griffin’s eyes as he prompted her forward with a nod of his head.

Lifting her chin, Helen moved toward the chair. Dishevelment aside, she did not intend to be bullied.

“I have no idea who or what you think I am, but I can assure that I am, in fact, just a girl as your brother claims.” She was relieved to hear the anger in her voice. To feel it trickle through her bloodstream in place of the numbness she had felt since escaping her burning home.

The figure in the chair rose to his feet, his face still in shadow. She felt him survey her in the silence that followed. “She’s too young.”

The simple pronouncement fueled her annoyance. “If you have something to say about me, kindly afford me the respect of saying it to me, will you?”

Darius did not answer right away, and Helen wondered if she had gone too far. Anger seemed to flow outward from the shadow where he stood.

“Fair enough,” he said, his face directed toward hers. “You’re too young.”

She shook her head, feeling as if she had landed in some kind of alternate reality. “Too young for what?”

“Too young to be who you’re supposed to be and too young to be of any use if you are.”

“And who exactly am I supposed to be?”

She saw the tip of his head, even in the shadows, as if he was considering his answer. When he stepped into the light of the desk lamp, she saw that he was taller than Griffin, with a fine scar running from his right temple nearly to his chin. She thought him striking, and not as old as he sounded when shrouded in darkness. His eyes, identical to Griffin’s, flashed yellow-green when he answered.

“One of us.”
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