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Now:

“Liz! Come on! What's taking you so long!” Gylan's voice rang through the royal chambers 

with his impatience.

She smiled to herself and took one last look in the mirror. The dark red dress set off her 

colouring beautifully, and showed off her slim figure to perfection. The black hair cascading over one 

shoulder and the diamonds sparkling at her throat and ears added just the right complement. 

“Liz!” Gylan shouted again, just as she opened the door to their bedroom and stepped into the 

outer chamber where he waited.

“It's about time.” He growled, but the light in his eyes and the slight upward curve to his lips 

took any sting out of the words.

Liz came forward to put a hand on his cheek and plant a tender kiss on his lips. A kiss he 

returned with interest, his hands sliding around her waist to pull her close.

After a long and intense couple of minutes, Liz pulled back slightly to murmur a little 

breathlessly, “I thought you wanted to get going to the party.”

“Hmm.” Gylan pulled her back close and nuzzled her neck. “They're my court, they can wait for 

me.”

His breath and the movement of his lips as he spoke tickled her neck and she squirmed in his 

arms, laughing. He growled softly and pulled her even tighter against him.

“Gylan!” She put both hands on his shoulders and pushed him away. He let go of her reluctantly 

and let her step back. She moved one hand to cup his cheek but stayed the half-step away.

“You're trying to build favour with the court, remember? It won't help to show disrespect by 

arriving late because you were fooling around with me. Besides, you'll muss me, and I put too much 



effort into looking like this to let you ruin it before the court even sees me.”

Gylan scowled at her, though she knew it was mock anger. When he was truly angry, he didn't 

bother with scowling. “Then next time you'll have to get ready earlier so that I have time to muss you 

before we go.”

She laughed and his scowl slowly disappeared to be replaced by something vaguely resembling 

a smile. Liz never got tired of looking at that face and trying to make him smile. She knew very well 

that the face she loved was an illusion, a mask put on by magic over a true face that wasn't even 

remotely human, but this was the face that he had chosen, that he showed her, and she loved both the 

face and what was underneath.

“All right, all right. Let's go.” Gylan turned and offered her his arm. She curled her hand around 

his wrist and they went to the outer door of their chambers, where the royal guards were waiting 

patiently for them.

The guards fell into step around them as they proceeded down the corridor towards the main 

hall. Liz had been with Gylan for some time, now, but she still found it a little disconcerting to always 

be followed around by personal guards. These were fairies who were fanatically loyal to Gylan, 

through breeding and magic, but they were also more than slaves or even servants, they were his 

friends, some of the few he could trust in this cutthroat court. Liz tried to catch their eyes and smile at 

them, but they all just looked forward expressionlessly, intent on their duty.

All the fairy guests and human servants in the dining hall stopped to bow to them as they 

entered. To the king, actually. Liz knew very well that she was tolerated at best, and there were many 

who would happily kill her if they thought they could get away with it. If they thought they could get 

past Gylan's guard to do it. It was wearing, but it was a price she was willing to pay to be with Gylan.

At a hand motion from Gylan, the guests and servants all rose and carried on talking, drinking 

and serving. The two of them strolled casually into the main hall, where Liz automatically looked up to 

see the magically maintained illusion of the starry night outside, making the hall look like there was no 

ceiling overhead. Down below, snow white linens gleamed on the tables from the light of hundreds of 

candles in gold-chased candle holders, and giving a warm, flickering light to the hall, glinting off the 

jewels and metallic threads decorating the members of the court gathered in the hall. Liz found it kind 

of funny that the fairies would use such and old, inefficient and potentially hazardous method of 

lighting when there were many other, better and more efficient sources, available through technology or 

magic. But candles were traditional, something that seems to matter a lot to many fairies.

Two fairies extracted themselves from the crowds, approached them, and bowed slightly to the 

king.



“Majesty.” This was the one who looked slightly older, to Liz's eyes. Age was very difficult to 

tell with fairies, but she thought she could detect a few threads of silver in his golden hair, and the 

slightest sign of creases around his eyes and mouth. He wore the traditional flowing tunic and trousers 

of fairy formal dress, liberally decorated with gold and silver thread and jewels. 

Gylan nodded back to him. “Duke Ryholt. I'm pleased you could attend, tonight.”

The younger fairy gave a small, slightly derisive snort, and both the king and Duke Ryholt 

turned to give him looks of disapproval.

He bowed again, hastily. “My apologies, Majesty, but there are urgent matters we need to speak 

to you about, despite the party.” He waved a hand vaguely at the rest of the hall, and the other guests 

talking and laughing. This younger fairy wore a superbly tailored tuxedo, and his hair cropped short in 

the human style. Diamonds flashed at his ear, from cuff links and multiple rings.

Watching the body language and interactions, Liz was sure that Duke Ryholt really didn't like 

his younger colleague. She could relate, she didn't like him, either.

“There have been many opportunities for you to speak to me about business matters, urgent or 

otherwise, that don't involve accosting me at a party, Earl Yannik.” Gylan's voice was soft and mild, but 

Liz could recognize the anger lurking behind his words, even if the Earl could not.

“Yes sire, but - ”

“We are aware of the protocol, sire, and do not wish to disrupt your enjoyment of this evening,” 

interrupted Duke Ryholt, “what we need to discuss, however, is something that has only recently come 

to our attention and is of sufficient importance and urgency that I do not think this can wait for a more 

appropriate moment.”

Gylan stood frowning at the Duke for a long moment, but just as he seemed about to reply, the 

doors to the dining hall burst open violently, slamming against the walls on either side. Into the hall 

strode three humans. They were dressed in slightly shabby military fatigues, with belts loaded with 

pouches. Each of them carried a sub-machine gun, a small one, with a round, bulbous magazine 

sticking out the bottom. They looked like toys, like the men were threatening the room with water guns. 

Everyone in the hall gaped for a moment. Firearms were rare in Faerie, not just because they 

weren't traditional, but because they were fairly ineffective – fairies were hard to kill, and it would take 

a great many bullets to even seriously wound one. That is, unless the shooter was a good enough 

marksman, or lucky enough, to put a bullet into the tiny target of the fairy's solar plexus, the physical 

center of a fairy's magic. It was much easier and more effective to use a sharp blade to remove the 

fairy's head, or stab them in the solar plexus up close and personal.

Then the men started firing. But those closest and first hit didn't shrug off the bullets and 



counter attack these brazen humans. They stumbled, and gasped, and took more bullets, and fell.

They fell bleeding. And screaming. And dying.

Chaos filled the hall. The human servants, those still on their feet, dropped what they were 

holding and fled. The first instinct of the fairies was to attack and kill the humans who dared enter the 

hall with weapons, but those who ran towards the attackers fell from the hail of bullets that somehow 

killed fairies. Those who hesitated, torn between the desire to attack and the knowledge that they 

should run away, were cut down anyway.

The king's guard had formed up around Gylan and Liz as soon as the humans entered with 

weapons. When the first fairies began to fall, the guard commander reached over to Gylan and gave a 

light punch to a small disk that hung around the king's neck.

Gylan's eyes widened and he reached for Liz, but then a red mist came rapidly swirling out of 

the amulet and quickly surrounded the king, blocking him from view. When the mist cleared a moment 

later, the king was gone.

The guard commander barked another order and the group of them closed tighter around Liz 

and started moving towards the door at the back of the hall.

But it was too late. They hadn't gotten halfway to the door when two of the human shooters 

started concentrating their fire on the tight little group around Liz. She watched in horror as the guards 

between her and the shooters fell screaming and bloody.

Then the bullets tore into her flesh and she screamed, until everything went black.


