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Now:
As Rione had promised, there was a crystal jug of a rich, golden wine sitting on the kitchen 

table when they arrived at Kendra's place, along with two matching crystal wine glasses. 

Rione walked around the cluttered apartment, glancing at the scattered sketchbooks, pencils and 

markers, and the large drafting table dominating the living room, positioned to take advantage of the 

light from the large windows. 

“Nice place.” She said, though with a hint of snide sarcasm in her voice. “You're still drawing 

those cartoons?”

Kendra bared her teeth at Rione in what wasn't a smile. “Graphic novels. And yes, I am. Making 

a nice living at it, too, thank you.” Why had she said that? She didn't aspire to dress in designer clothes 

like Rione. There was just something in the way that she looked around the apartment that set Kendra's 

teeth on edge... “What do you want, Rione?”

She turned gracefully and gave Kendra a charming smile. “Why, a glass of wine would be nice. 

Since I so thoughtfully provided it for you.”

Kendra's lip curled in a trace of a snarl, but she stalked to the table and poured them both some 

of the wine. She knew that Rione was stalling, or manipulating or both, but breaking fairy guest-rules 

could have consequences that she really didn't want to deal with right now. She let Rione take her 

choice of glass from the table, and they touched rims. The crystal chimed sweetly, with more echoes 

and reverberations than it should have had. Kendra sipped the wine and her mouth filled with the taste 

of ripe fruit, and the image popped into her mind of herself as a young girl, running, laughing, through 

a sun-drenched vineyard.

Except she had never been to any such vineyard, as a girl or any other time. Kendra put her 

glass down a little too forcefully.

“You cannot deny who and what you are, my dear. As much as you would like to. As much as 



you try to.”

“Why are you here, Rione? I'm sure it's not to see how my latest graphic novel is coming 

along.”

Rione quietly and seriously put her glass on the table, too. “I was your advocate when your 

brother would have killed you. I was the one who made sure that you had the time to grow up, become 

the person you are.”

“You don't have to remind me. Are you here to collect on the debt?” The words fell heavy with 

meaning. The formal collection of a debt was a significant thing, among fairies.

Rione gave her a long look. “No.” Kendra gave a silent sigh of relief. “But if you do this, I will 

consider all debts between us clear.”

Kendra rubbed her face wearily. This was not going well. She walked past Rione to throw 

herself into her comfy armchair, where she sat to think and doodle. “Do what?”

Rione followed her into the living room where she perched primly on the edge of Kendra's 

ugly-but-comfortable couch. “It's about your brother.”

“What about him?”

“He's...” Kendra waited patiently while Rione pretended to have to stop and compose herself. 

She was never anything but fully composed.

“He's fallen in love with a human. Or thinks he's in love, at any rate.”

Kendra's brows had gone up almost to her hairline, it felt like. “So you need me to give him a 

stern talking to?”

Rione glared at her. “Are you being deliberately obtuse?”

“No, I'm a poor, uneducated changeling who hasn't grown up in the Fairy court and learned the 

protocol like instinct. Spell it out for me.”

Rione sighed. Clearly, she didn't want to have to say what she wanted in so many words. “It 

means he's shown that he's weak, and no longer worthy.”

“And?”

“And members of the court will be pursuing vendetta against each other. And grabbing for 

power in the human realm, thinking that they can do so without repercussions because your brother is 

weak. And...distracted.”

“And?”

“And...we need to remove him, so that someone with fewer...distractions can take the reins of 

power and keep the court firmly in line.”

“By remove, you mean remove permanently.”



“That's the only way it happens, in our court. You should know at least that much, Aelyn.”

Kendra's eyes sparked dangerously. “Don't call me that.”

“It's your given name.”

“Don't. And I have no reason to kill anyone at court, least of all my brother. He even has my 

oath that I won't, remember? You were the one who brokered that deal. And told me about the 

consequences of breaking that oath.”

“The oath specifically said that you would not attempt to kill your brother; if you succeed in 

killing him, it isn't an attempt, is it? 

Silence hung heavy for a long moment, as Kendra stared at Rione.

“Fuck me.” She breathed, finally. “You had this planned from the start.”

Rione made a small throw-away gesture. “Not this specifically. But I knew this was possible, 

should it become necessary. And now it has.”

“Why me? Even with that oh-so-elegant side stepping of the oath, why me? I'm sure you know 

of many other killers and assassins who would be willing to do your dirty work. Bribe, or threaten the 

girl so that she goes away, I know you're capable of that. Or failing that, there are plenty of fairies that 

would be happy to kill a human for you.”

“That's already been tried. She has proven remarkably persistent. And the king has taken to 

keeping guards around her who are oath-sworn to protect her with their lives. The only place they do 

not attend either of them is in the royal bed-chamber, which has wards keyed to admit only one of 

Royal Blood. Like you.”

Kendra looked closely and warily at her guest. Rione must be very worried about this woman if 

she was going to these lengths. Was she worried about the good of the king, and of Faerie, or was it 

worry for her own influence over the king and in the Fairy court?

“There is another factor.” Rione said calmly. If he is removed, you would be the logical 

replacement.”

“You've got to be kidding me. The changeling who didn't even know she was fairy, let alone a 

royal one for the first nineteen years of her life, who hasn't set foot in the Fairy court for fifteen years, 

suddenly King? The court wouldn't put up with that.”

“There would be less resistance than you might think.”

Kendra looked at her guest thoughtfully. What was Rione playing at, here?  “Doesn't matter. I'm 

not doing it.”

“The chaos is only beginning, unless someone does something about it. Soon you won't be able 

to ignore it.”



Kendra folded her arms over her chest and stayed silent.

“You came so close, last time. This time, with a little help from me...”

“I gave you my answer, Rione. Deal with your own problems.”

Rione gave her a long, considering look, then rose from her seat on the couch. “If you change 

your mind, Highness, you know how to contact me.” She stalked gracefully out of the apartment, and a 

sudden gust of wind from the kitchen blew the door shut behind her.


