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For Claudia








Faeries tread the faerie path
 One daughter walks between the sundered worlds 
Danger haunts her footsteps there
 In Mortal Realm a darkness is unfurled

Seek a mother long-time lost
Forge dark jewels that bring forth light
 A crystal sword shall show the way
 And love shall conquer evil’s blight
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What Happened Before…




On the eve of Anita Palmer’s sixteenth birthday, her boyfriend, Evan Thomas, took her for a speedboat ride on the river Thames. Her birthday surprise turned to terror when they saw a ghostly shape on the river and Evan, swerving to avoid it, sent the boat crashing into a bridge.

Anita woke up in hospital. Her injuries were superficial, but Evan—although otherwise physically unhurt—remained unconscious.

Anita’s parents brought her a curious parcel: a birthday present sent with no card and no name. It was an old leather-bound book with blank pages that mysteriously filled with words when Anita started reading.

The book told how Princess Tania, seventh daughter of King Oberon and Queen Titania of the Realm of Faerie, disappeared from the Royal Palace on the eve of her wedding to Lord Gabriel Drake. It was while Anita was reading this story that she learned Evan had vanished from the hospital. Later that same morning, Anita—believing herself to be experiencing a vivid dream inspired by the story in the book—followed a young man in Elizabethan clothes into Faerie.

The young man introduced himself as Gabriel Drake and explained that Evan was in fact his servant Edric Chanticleer, sent into the Mortal World to find and retrieve Anita. Gabriel believed she was his lost bride, Princess Tania—the seventh daughter of Oberon and Titania, with the power to walk between Faerie and the Mortal World. For five hundred years, ever since the disappearance of Princess Tania and the subsequent loss of her mother, Queen Titania, the eternal Realm of Faerie had been plunged into a sad and gloomy twilight.

When Gabriel took Anita to meet Oberon, the king was so overjoyed that his lost daughter had returned that light and life came back into Faerie once more. Soon after, Anita met Princess Tania’s six sisters, and as she learned more about this strange world—and remembered things she could not possibly have known—her certainty that this was all a dream began to waver. At last she was forced to confront the fact that she was truly Oberon’s lost daughter.

Torn between the enchantments of Faerie and the desperate need to get home, Anita—now acknowledging herself to be Tania—learned that the mysterious book sent to her in the Mortal World was her Soul Book, a living diary that chronicled all the days of her Faerie life.

Tania had believed that Edric as Evan loved her, and full of pain and anger at his betrayal, she grew closer to Lord Gabriel. It was only after Edric told her the true purpose behind Gabriel’s dramatic rescue of Tania from the Mortal World that she was saved from falling under his spell. Gabriel Drake had planned to marry Tania and use her unique power to enter the Mortal World and bring back a terrible poison called Isenmort, known to mortals as metal, a substance so deadly in Faerie that its merest touch meant instant death. The Faerie Palace was torn apart with treachery—even Tania’s own sister Princess Rathina tried to force Tania to marry Gabriel.

In the end Gabriel’s plans were thwarted and the evil lord was banished by Oberon.

Peace returned to the Realm of Faerie but Tania was convinced that her mother, Queen Titania, was still alive, and had sent her the Soul Book. She and Edric returned to the Mortal World to find her.










Part One:
 
Between the Worlds










I



Camden, North London

The van’s horn blared loudly in the quiet of the early morning London streets: three short bursts followed by a cheery whistle from the driver.

Princess Tania, seventh daughter of Oberon and Titania, King and Queen of the Immortal Realm of Faerie, turned her head to look. The driver of the van was half leaning out of the cab, grinning at Tania and her companion as the vehicle sped by.

Tania laughed. She didn’t mind the effect she and Edric were having as they walked along together; it was quite funny, actually, and that driver wasn’t the first person to have reacted enthusiastically to their strange clothes. They had already been on the receiving end of several odd looks on their journey from Hampton Court in southwest London to Camden in the north of the city.


Tania knew why they were getting these reactions: Their ornate clothes would have blended in perfectly in an Elizabethan court, but they struck an odd note in twenty-first-century London. Tania was wearing a full-skirted, olive green velvet gown with long sleeves and embroidered panels picked out in leaf green and russet red stitching. Edric’s clothes were similarly archaic: a dark gray doublet and hose trimmed with black brocade and with puffed sleeves slashed to show a lining of pearl white silk.

Edric smiled. “He probably thinks we’ve been to an all-night costume party.”

“Probably,” Tania agreed. “One thing’s for sure: He’d never guess the truth.” She paused and gazed into Edric’s wide, chestnut brown eyes. A thread of wind caught his dark blonde hair and whipped it around his smiling face—the face of the boy she loved. A seventeen-year-old boy called Evan Thomas, who had turned out to be someone quite different—just as she had turned out to be a different person from the girl she had always thought she was.

Three days ago she had been Anita Palmer, an ordinary girl on the brink of her sixteenth birthday. Three days ago she had known nothing of the enchanted world of Faerie. She smiled to herself. Back then she had been only half alive.

Three days ago she had loved a boy called Evan, but now she knew who he truly was: Edric Chanticleer, a young courtier of the Royal Palace of Faerie.


The sharp click of heels on paving stones brought Tania out of her reverie. A woman was walking toward them, staring at them in amused curiosity.

“Hello, there,” Edric said. “We’ve just come from the Immortal Realm of Faerie.” He nodded to Tania. “She’s a princess.”

“Is she?” the woman said as she passed. “Good for her. The pair of you certainly brighten up the place.”

“Thanks,” Tania called as the woman walked on and disappeared around a corner.

Edric grinned. “You see? People are okay with the truth.”

She looked thoughtfully at him. “So long as they think you’re kidding,” she said. “But that’s not going to work with Mum and Dad.”

Edric’s face became serious. “No,” he said. “I know it won’t.”

Tania glanced down at herself. “I can’t turn up at home dressed like this,” she said. “I’m going to have enough explaining to do without these clothes.” She had been out of the Mortal World for three days since both she and Edric went missing from hospital following the speedboat accident—three days and nights for her desperate parents to fear the worst. She had to get back to them as soon as possible and let them know she was all right, but not in her Faerie gown.

Edric looked up and down the street. “The shops aren’t open yet,” he said. “It can’t be much past seven o’clock. But even if they were open, we haven’t got any money to buy clothes.”

Tania frowned, thinking. “There’s a charity shop not far from here.”

“That won’t be open, either.”

“It doesn’t matter.” She gripped Edric’s hand. “Come on. I know where we might find some things to wear.”

St. Crispin’s Hospice Shop, Camden

The charity shop had an assortment of items laid out in the window—everything from books and vinyl LPs to toys and games and ornaments. Deeper into the shop they could see racks of clothing and one shelf that appeared to contain nothing but folded crocheted blankets.

“Just like I said,” Edric commented, peering through the glass. “It’s closed.”

“No problem,” Tania said. “Come with me.” She led him by the hand into a narrow alley that ran alongside the shop. A doorway was sunk into the wall about ten feet down the alley and up against the door, they found a pile of plastic bags, boxes, and bin liners.

“People leave stuff here for the shop when it’s closed,” Tania explained. “With any luck we’ll find some clothes we can use. We can do a swap.”

Edric crouched down and opened the nearest bag. He pulled out a garish green-and-purple knitted sweater. “What do you think? Should I try it on?”

“Over my dead body.” She knelt at his side and started working at the knotted string that held closed the neck of another bag, hoping that the clothes inside would turn out to be more wearable than that purple-and-green sweater.

 

“Okay, I’m decent again,” Tania said. She had changed in the shallow confines of the sunken doorway while Edric had turned his back and guarded her from the gaze of anyone passing the end of the alley.

He was already in normal clothes: a pale blue shirt and a pair of blue jeans two sizes too big for him, held up with a black leather belt.

Tania stepped out of cover. “Do I look all right?” The choice of clothing hadn’t been ideal, but she had found a pink T-shirt and a calf-length, brown denim skirt. She had discarded her red velvet Faerie shoes in favor of a pair of white sneakers that fit reasonably well.

Edric smiled. “You look lovely,” he said.

She raised her eyebrows. “If you say so,” she said. She crouched and carefully folded her Faerie gown into one of the bags. “And it’s not like we’re stealing,” she said. “Just making an exchange.” She looked up at him. “Imagine their faces when they see this lot.”

Edric reached down and she took his hand as she stood up.

“You’ll need one of these,” she said, opening the fingers of her other hand. She had brought the two small flat gemstones from Faerie in a pocket of her gown. Now they lay in her palm, oval-shaped and glimmering fitfully in the pale morning light: Black amber, the most precious mineral in the Realm of Faerie.

Edric picked one of the jewels out of her hand. “Remember,” he told her. “You’re as vulnerable to Isenmort now as I am. You have to keep this with you all the time.”

“Yes, I know.” For several weeks before she had entered Faerie, Tania had been getting electric shocks off anything made from metal. As the Faerie half of her spirit came alive, so had her susceptibility to metal—to the lethal substance known in Faerie as Isenmort. Oberon had given her these two pieces of black amber for protection; unless she kept one of them close by, the touch of metal could be deadly to her. She slipped the jewel into the pocket of her skirt.

“You haven’t told me how I look,” Edric said. “Am I respectable enough to meet your parents, do you think?”

She adjusted his collar and smoothed the creases on the front of his shirt. “You look just fine,” she said. “But you can’t come home with me.”

Edric frowned. “I’m not leaving you to face them on your own.”

“Yes you are,” she said firmly. She lifted her fingers to his lips to stop him speaking. “Listen,” she went on. “No matter what I say, Mum and Dad are going to blame you for what happened. I need to talk to them on my own—that’s the only way this is going to work. If you come with me, it’ll only make things worse.”

Edric looked at her for a few moments without speaking. Then he nodded. “Perhaps you’re right,” he said. “But we haven’t even decided what you’re going to tell them.”

“I wish I could tell them the truth,” Tania said. “But I can’t. They’d think I’ve gone insane.”

“So we have to come up with a plausible reason for why you disappeared from the hospital and where you’ve been.”

“I’m no good at lying,” she admitted. “If we make stuff up, we have to keep it really simple otherwise Mum will suss it out in ten seconds flat.”

“Okay,” Edric said. “Nice and simple. You’ve already told them the story about my coming from Wales, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” Tania said. “And I thought it was true at the time. It sounded perfectly reasonable: You didn’t get on with your stepfather so you came to London to get away from him.”

“You can tell them you went to Wales to try and find me when I left the hospital,” Edric said.

Tania nodded. “Yes, Wales is good. It could easily have taken me this long to get there and back. But we have to choose a particular place.” She racked her brains—she had never been to Wales but one of her classmates came from a town in the northwest of the country, a small coastal town in Snowdonia. What was the place called? “Criccieth!” she said aloud. “That’s it. It’s up in the north of Wales. It could easily have taken me a couple of days to find you there. I’ll tell them I wasn’t thinking straight, that I was frantic with worry about you after you vanished. I went to Criccieth and found you at your parents’ house.”

“Tell them I had freaked out because I thought the police were going to prosecute me about the boat crash,” Edric suggested. “And you persuaded me to come back.”

“Yes.”

He looked anxiously at her. “Are you sure you wouldn’t rather have me there with you?”

She shook her head. “Trust me, you don’t want to be there. Stay with me till we get to the end of my street, then you should go to the hostel and keep your cell phone on. I’ll call you as soon as I can.” She grabbed his hand. “Let’s go.”

 

Tania and Edric stood at the corner of Lessingham Street and Eddison Terrace. Anita Palmer and her parents lived at number 18, down at the far end of the long residential street.

“I don’t want to leave you,” Edric said, holding both her hands in his.

“It’s only for a little while,” Tania said. “We can talk on the phone.” She frowned. “What day is it?”

Edric thought for a moment. “Thursday.”

“Then I’ll see you at school tomorrow,” she said. “Keep your fingers crossed for me that everything goes well.”

“I will.” He looked into her face. “I love you.”

“I love you, too. But go, please.”

He started to walk away.

“Aren’t you going to kiss me good-bye?” she called.


He turned back and suddenly they were in each other’s arms.

And then, far, far too quickly, she was alone on the street corner in the early morning light, watching him leave.

He turned and waved. She lifted her hand and waved back. She saw his lips move, mouthing, I love you.

I love you. She formed the words soundlessly.

Then he was gone.

She started to walk down the street. The sun blazed between two buildings, sending her shadow skittering away from her, filling her eyes with dazzling light and wrapping her in the warmth of the early summer morning.

Had it all been a dream, everything she had seen and done in Faerie? Her father the King. Her six sisters: carefree Zara; solemn-eyed Sancha; Cordelia with her beloved animals; Hopie with her stern gaze and healing hands; Eden, her unhappy eldest sister who had believed she was responsible for their mother’s death; and poor deluded Rathina, who had done such terrible things for love of Gabriel Drake, who had never loved her in return.

Real? Not real?

Tania walked along the street she had known all her life, gazing amazed at all those strange, familiar houses, knowing as she approached the house she had always called home that the girl she had been was gone forever.

 


Tania’s hand trembled as she reached for the doorbell; it felt odd to have to ring at her own front door, but then her missing keys were just another part of her old life—the life that had been stripped away from her over the past three days.

A thousand raw emotions churned through her. The pure joy of knowing she was about to see her parents again, and the apprehension over how they would react. The fear that things could never be the same again in her life, and the wonder and delight of knowing who she really was. The overwhelming intensity of her love for Edric, and the desolation of being apart from him. Memories of Faerie, memories of this world. All tumbling together as she stood under the porch and waited for the door to open.

Something in her wanted to run and hide—something stronger kept her there.

She saw a shadow approaching through the glass panels. The blood pounded in her temples.

Be brave! Be brave! Be brave!

The door opened and she saw her father’s familiar round, gentle-eyed face. But the change in him was devastating. There were dark bags under his eyes, his skin was gray and his usual cheerful expression was gone, replaced by misery and despair.

Tania’s mouth was parched. She swallowed painfully. “Dad…?”

He gave a wordless shout, his eyes lighting up, his face stretching into a huge relieved smile. He jerked the door wide open and almost threw himself at her.


She gasped as the breath was squeezed out of her. She put her arms around him, her eyes shut, clinging on tightly, feeling his stubble against her cheek, smelling the familiar scent of his soap, her face buried in the collar of his dressing gown.

She had no idea of how much time passed as they stood like that on the doorstep.

Finally he let go of her enough to draw her over the threshold and close the door behind her.

“Mary!” he called, his voice shaking. “She’s here!”

Tania tried to speak—to apologize—to explain—but her throat felt achingly tight and her voice wouldn’t come.

Her father pulled her along the hallway. She saw her mother appear at the head of the stairs. She saw her grip the banister rail, her face a white blur through Tania’s tears. She saw her mother’s legs buckle under her, so that she sat heavily on the top step, her slender body wrapped in her old blue dressing gown.

Tania pulled loose from her father and scrambled up the stairs. She tumbled onto her knees in front of her mother and buried her face in her lap. She felt her mother’s hands trembling as she stroked her hair.

“Oh, Anita!” Her mother’s voice was ragged with emotion. “Where have you been? Where have you been?”

 

Tania sat at the kitchen table, her eyes stinging from tears, her chest aching and her head numb. She felt as if she was floating in a bubble of frozen glass, as if everything that was going on around her was happening to someone else. Questions came at her and she heard a voice that sounded like hers giving stumbling answers.

She could smell toast as her dad made her some scrambled eggs.

Her mother was sitting opposite her, her arms folded on the tabletop, her head thrust forward, watching her with bewildered eyes.

Tania was finding it even harder than she had imagined to hold up under her parents’ questions. She knew what to say, but she found it desperately hard to repeat the invented story of a journey to Wales to find Edric. And even the strain of remembering to get his name right—to call him Evan—was making her head pound.

“You could have left a note,” her mother said. “Or phoned us, or…something.”

“I know,” Tania said quietly, her head throbbing with a growing thunder. “I wasn’t thinking straight. All I could think about was that I had to find Evan.”

“But how did you manage?” her father asked. “How did you get all the way to north Wales? It’s two hundred miles away.”

“Plenty of trains go there,” Tania murmured.

“You got a train from Paddington Station?” her father said.

She nodded.

“How did you pay for the ticket?”

“I had some money.”


Her father put the plate of scrambled eggs on toast in front of her.

“So what happened when you got to Wales?” her mother asked.

Tania picked up the fork and mechanically lifted some scrambled egg to her mouth. She wasn’t hungry, but eating gave her a chance to gather her thoughts, to delay the lies.

It was horrible that her parents were so willing to believe her story. But why shouldn’t they? They loved her and trusted her….

“I had an address,” she said, her eyes on her plate, her hands busy with the knife and fork as she cut the toast into small pieces. “People helped me. I caught another train.” Lies! Lies! Lies! “I don’t really remember it all.”

“Where did you sleep?” asked her father. “How did you eat?”

“I slept in the railway stations,” Tania said. “I had enough money for food.”

“Where did you get these clothes?” her mother asked. “We took your own clothes away from the hospital. We were going to bring some fresh.”

“I…I found them,” Tania said. That sounds so weak! What is wrong with you?

“In the hospital, you mean?”

Tania nodded and bought herself a few more seconds by putting more food into her mouth and chewing it slowly. She was aware of her parents looking at each other with baffled faces. It would almost have been a relief for one of them to turn and say, “You’re lying to us! Tell us the truth!”

She felt so ashamed. More than anything else in the world, she wanted to abandon this ridiculous pretense and tell them what had really happened to her, the wonders she had seen, the things she had discovered, the truth of who she really was.

No! Not now. Not yet. Not like this.

“So you managed to find the place where Evan’s family live?” her father said.

“Yes.” She swallowed uncomfortably. “And I brought him back with me.”

“Where is he now?”

“He’s gone to his hostel. I told him that he wouldn’t get into trouble with the police.” She looked from her mother’s face to her father’s and back again. “The boat crash was an accident,” she said. “They won’t prosecute him, will they? They mustn’t.”

“No, I don’t think he’ll be prosecuted,” her father said. “But he was stupid to run away like that.”

Her mother reached out and rested her hand on Tania’s arm. “You came back together, yes?”

Tania nodded.

“Have you told us everything that happened between you?”

Tania frowned. “Yes,” she said. “What do you mean?” She looked into her mother’s anxious eyes and knew exactly what she meant. “Nothing else happened,” she promised. At least that was one question she could answer with complete honesty.


“How did you get back to London at this time in the morning?” her father asked. “Surely there aren’t any overnight trains from Wales?”

“We got here late last night,” Tania said. “We didn’t want to wake you so we walked the streets till it got light.”

“Wake us?” Her mother gasped. “Anita, you wouldn’t have woken us up. Neither of us have had any proper sleep since you went missing.”

“Of course you haven’t,” Tania agreed guiltily. “I’m so sorry for what I put you both through. I’ll never ever do anything like that again—I promise.”

Her mother glanced at the wall clock. “There should be someone at the school by now. I’ll phone and let them know you’re all right.” She stood up and went into the living room.

Tania placed her knife and fork on the plate and pushed it away, still almost full. She looked apologetically at her father. “Sorry, I can’t manage any more.”

“Don’t worry about it,” he said. “Is there anything else you fancy?”

She smiled tiredly. “I don’t think so. To be honest, I just want to curl up and sleep for a whole week.”

“You’ve had quite a time of it, haven’t you, my girl?” he said, sitting beside her and cupping her cheek in his warm hand.

“I’ve caused so much trouble.” She sighed. “You must be sorry you ever had me.”

“That’s right,” he said gently. “We’re going to send you back and ask for a replacement. Someone who would know better than to go chasing halfway across the country in search of some idiot boy!”

Exhaustion came down over her like a stifling blanket. “You mustn’t blame Evan,” she murmured. “It wasn’t his fault.”

“I’m not concerned with that right now,” her father said. “You’re home safe and sound, and that’s all that matters.” His fingers pressed against her cheek, turning her head to face him. His expression had grown serious. “You’re an intelligent young woman and you’re growing up fast,” he said. “But in some ways you still act like a child. Running away like that…” He shook his head. “There have to be consequences,” he said. “You know that, don’t you?”

She nodded, already guessing what was coming next.

“I don’t think you should see that boy anymore,” her father said. “He has too much influence over you, and it’s time for it to stop.”

That was it. Right there. That was the axe she had been waiting to fall.

She nodded again without speaking.

A few moments later her mother came back into the room. “I spoke with the school secretary,” she said. “She’s going to pass the message on to Mr. Cox. I said you’re exhausted but you’re safe and well. And I said that you’d be back in class tomorrow. Your dad can drive you over there in the morning and help you to explain things.”

“I’ve told her she’s not to see Evan Thomas any more,” her father said.

“Yes, that’s for the best,” said her mother. “I won’t ask you to make us any promises, Anita,” she added. “Promises are too easily broken, but we are trusting you to do as we ask.”

Tania gazed up at her, too tired to argue, and knowing that she was in no position to offer a convincing argument even if she tried. “What about the school play?” she said. “Am I banned from that as well?” She was playing Juliet to Edric’s Romeo; they had been in rehearsals for weeks and it was due to be performed in just eight days’ time. If her parents agreed to let her continue in the role, at least that would give her a legitimate reason for seeing Edric.

“You’re obviously not going to be able to avoid bumping into him at school,” her mother said. “And after all the hard work you’ve put in, I don’t think you can let everyone down by not carrying on with the play.”

“But if you have rehearsals outside normal school hours, I’ll take you there and pick you up,” her father added.

“You know what we mean by not seeing him,” her mother warned. “Not seeing him as boyfriend and girlfriend, or whatever it is you call it these days. That’s what has to stop. And I think you need a curfew, too.” She looked at Tania’s father. “I think it should be eight o’clock school days and nine o’clock weekends.”

“That sounds fair,” he said.


Tania swallowed hard. “How long for?” she croaked.

“We’ll see,” said her mother. “It’s too soon to start thinking about things like that. Concentrate on your schoolwork for what’s left of the term, and we’ll have another talk about it in a month or so.”

A month or so. Tania’s spirits sank.

She couldn’t possibly keep away from Edric for that long—not even if the only problem was the heartache of separation. But that wasn’t her only concern, not by a long way.

The last thing she had promised King Oberon before she and Edric left Faerie was that they would seek out Titania, his lost Queen, who had gone through the mystical Oriole Glass in pursuit of her vanished daughter five hundred years ago and who had never returned.

The only clue they had to Titania’s whereabouts was Tania’s Soul Book. Someone in the Mortal World had sent it to her on the eve of her sixteenth birthday, and Tania was convinced it had come from Queen Titania, the mother of the Faerie half of her nature.

The parcel had been postmarked Richmond in southwest London. That’s where the search must begin, but to keep her promise to Oberon, she would have to tell yet more lies to her parents.

I can’t think about that now. Too tired. Must sleep.

“You look shattered, my girl.” Her father’s voice broke into her thoughts. “Why don’t you go and catch up on some sleep?”


She nodded. Sleep—that’s what she wanted more than anything in the world. A whole day of deep, dreamless sleep.

She opened her bedroom door and frowned. Standing on the floor at the foot of her bed was a large box wrapped in gold paper and tied with red ribbon. There were other, smaller brightly wrapped boxes arranged around it. And a big pile of colored envelopes.

“Happy belated birthday, Anita,” came her mother’s voice from behind her.

“Did you think you wouldn’t get any presents?” her father added.

They had obviously followed her up the stairs.

“I’d totally forgotten!” Tania said, staring at the pile of gifts.

“Come on,” said her father. “Surely you’ve got the strength to open a few things before you crash out. I want to see what you got!”

Laughing through her exhaustion, Tania dropped to her knees on the carpet and reached for the pile of cards.

 

It was half an hour later. Tania lay fully clothed on her bed, so worn out that she didn’t even have the energy to get undressed. Her birthday cards were lined up on shelves and furniture tops all around her. Her new computer stood on her desk. All her other gifts were laid out on her chest of drawers: a backpack from Nan and Granddad, a necklace from Auntie Jenny and Uncle Steve. A CD from her cousin Helena, a couple of books, a red satin scarf. Gift vouchers and some cash.

She gazed drowsily around her room, looking at all her familiar things…remembering her bedchamber in the Royal Palace in Faerie, that enchanted room with its living tapestries and windows that overlooked the formal palace gardens.

It had been so different from her bedroom here. And yet she had felt at home there. At home there, at home here. At home in both worlds or neither?

What was it that Gabriel Drake had said to her only moments before Oberon had banished him?

Your spirit is split between the worlds. You shall never find peace!

Tania pushed away the memory of his voice. He was wrong. He had to be wrong.

Her canvas shoulder bag was propped against her bedside table. The last time she had seen it had been in the hospital—her parents must have picked it up for her.

She reached out and dragged the bag toward her. She fumbled into it and found her phone. When she pressed to turn it on, the screen lit up.

HI ANITA!

Still some power left in the battery. Good.

She speed-dialed Evan’s number—Edric’s number—and put the phone to her ear. It was answered after a single tone.


“How did it go?” His voice was full of urgent concern. “I’ve been waiting ages for you to call. Are you all right?”

“I lied my head off,” she said miserably. “And they believed me.”

“That’s good,” Edric said.

“Is it?” Tania replied, her eyes closed, her head swimming. “Is it really good? Listen, I’m sorry. I’m too tired to talk right now. We can talk tomorrow at school.”

“Is there anything I can do?”

“Not really.”

“I love you.”

“I love you, too.”

She pressed to disconnect. The phone dropped out of her hand and slipped off the side of the bed. She was vaguely aware of a soft thump as it hit the carpet.

Moments later she was asleep.








End of sample
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