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Billows of white; choking steaun wreathed the locomotive and
streaumed back, tendrily finding their way thwoughv even the
most tightly shut windows. Demoliny Nawding surveptitiously
wiped at the filthy glass; longing to-glimpse the countryside
sliding past outside. Eventhe small wood they were passing
seemed somehow more wonderful and more woody than those
he knew at home.

Or would, he be thought boorish and colonial by the
sophisticated locals that shaved the compartiment? In fact,
Demolin reflected; he probably had little to-feaw from the bad
obinions of his fellow -trawvellers. The family sitting at the other
end - v stowrched;, middle-aged mawn, hig grey jacket buttoned
tightly to-the thwoat, his small wife, corseted and frilly, and
their sulky-looking son - were fow too-busy glaring and tutting
at the remaining passenger, evenw while pretending they

weren't.

She was av girl of about eighteen; Demolin judged; withv o lively
prettiness. Though not actually exposed; she wore clothes that
looked looser and more comfortable thaw avything he'd seew
since awriving invthis formal, proper country, although she'd
have looked normal enough on the fowms back home inv
Amnien. That might have beew comfortingly familiow to-
Demoliny if he'd beenw homesick. As it was, he felt disappointed.
After coming all this way to-get away from o land that still
had one foot on the frontier, he'd expected better.

He knew, though,; that the girl's casual attive wosn't the main
cause of the the family's outrage. The girl appeared to-be
travelling alone and unchaperoned. Even invAmnien; that
would have ravised eyebrows:

Ooutside the window, countryside began to-give way to- sulbuirbs,
and v guowrd knocked o the compartment door. "Fervid inv
tenw minutes, " he called.

No; it's Cloniathwon, thought Demolin instinctively, aware that
his indignation was ridiculous. It probably didnw't matter to-
anyone here, invthe country now called Terrlith, that this wos
the ancient royal seat of Caurien. Demolin, though, felt o
keen sense of pride inthe homeland from which his ancestors
had fled long ago, amid wowr and irwasiov.

Ownthe other hand; he'd been waiting for this moment since he
was v child and wosnw't going to-let o name spoil it for hin.
Demoliny wanted to- see the whole country, but this above all:
Cloniathwron, the dreauwming city of the north, with ity serene
towers and elegont palaces. Accovding to-his history teacher,
there had been v city here for at least thiree thousand years,

By the time he'd hauwled his luggage down; the smoke outside
was impenetrable. No-matter: he had plenty of time to-explorve
the place and soak v ity atmosphere. Sitting stiffly, luggage in
hig lap and waiting for the train to- stop, he caught the
scandalous girl looking at him, though she twrned away at
once. Her expressiow seemed troubled.

She really was pretty, Demolin decided. Hisparents were
concerned that he never courted; feeling that he shouwld at
least be engaged by twenty. It wasn't that he didnwt appreciate
girls;, but those at home seemed coarse and provincial.
Anyway, all his attention had gone into-plavwning and sowving
for thig trip. Still, this girl held his attention; for some reaso.

He wished that he could speak to-her before they left the train
before he'd never see her again, but he could think of no-way
that wouldnw't appeaw tasteless and impertinent. So, when the
train coume to-av shwieking, hissing halt, he picked up hig
luggage and departed with- no- more thaw av polite nod to-each
of hig fellow-trawellers. He'd spoken to- none of them for the
entive jouwrney.



The maivv statiow at Ferrvid was noisy and smoky, and for o
moment Demoliv stood irvesolute, unsure of where to-go. He
had o short list of addresses for respectable boawrding-houses;
but he was feeling o little light-headed. Now he was heve; he
could hawrdly beowr to-look, but at last he forced himself to-
follow the crowds out of the statio.

Even outside, avpall of smoke hung over the street, so-that he
coulddn't tell whether towers and palaces dominated the
skyline;, but there were certaindy none invthis part of the city.
Owone side of the road stood awnv endless row of crumbling
brick buiddings - sluwms, he thought, mixed withv o few mean
shops and av dubiows-looking tavern - and on the other was
nothing but along, blank wall. Everything was black withi
soot.

Demolin put his case down abruptly and sat ow it, staring
avround. He was trying hawrd not to-let himself cry, when av
voice spoke from behind him. Turning; he saw the girl from the
travivu

"Yow look lost," she observed; looking him up and doww. "Do-
youw know anyone here?"

Demolin stowmmered av few syllables before grinding to-av halt.
He felt hinuself flushing under the candid gage of this girl who-
addressed o strange mawv inv suuch av familior wavy.

"Excuse me;, madamy," he said, pulling himself together, "but we
hawven't beenw introduced yet."

The girl raised anv amused eyebrow. "I hope I don't look like o
madom," she commented. "But, if yow want ouv introductiony
that's easily solved. I'wKerrit Zawranin. Pleased to- meet yow."

Demolinv instinctively took her small, outstretched hand. It felt
cooland dry - he felt sure his was sweating - and he found
that he didwt want to-release it.

Kerrit's eyes sparkled and she cleawred her throat, deftly slipping
her hand fromhis. "And you?" she prompted.

"Oh... olvyes. I'mu.. I'mDemolinv Nawding. I'mfromAnunien.."

She nodded. "I guessed that from your accent. Iy it your first
trip to-Tervlith?"

"Um.. yes."

Kerrit spoke the same language that he did - the old language
of Caurien - but she had o Tervlo name. He assumed he'd be
able to-tell Caurans and Terrli aport at o glance; but most,
like this girl withv her long, doark haiv, heoawt-shaped face and
sparkling greew eyes, could easily be either..

She looked amused again, and Demolin realised that he
should savy ing.
"And... you? Do yow live in... inv Ferrid?"

Kerrit nodded; not taking her eyes off him. "Not fawr. Hoave yow
arywhere to- stoy ?"

"I... I was givenwav list..." As he spoke; his situation seemed,
faintly absurd.

Kerrit's face Uit up. "Thenw maybe we conv help one another. 1
could give yow av bed.."

Was it his imagination, or did the girl's musical voice tuwrw
huwsky as she spoke? Embourassed, Demolin sow her looking
"Do-.. do-yow live withv your pawents?" he asked. "Would they..."
"No; just withy my sister. But she... isn't at home now."

It might have been his imagination, but Demolin felt there was
a hint of distiress invthe hesitation. It was howrdly the most
"It..." Hisy mouthvfelt dry. "It wouldn't be proper... A single lady:
what about your reputation?”



Kerrit's expression tuwrned mischievous. "Oh, that. I havenwt
much of av reputation to- stowt with. In any case;, we're
introduced now, and," she looked himv over quickly, "I donwt
think yowre one to-take much notice of doing what's proper.
Are you?"

"What makes yow think that?" Port of Demolin was outraged
at the suggestion, yet theve was another paut, deep-buried; that
felt freedom and lightness at her assessment of him.

She cocked her head. "Well; if yow were, yowd be working ovw
the fowrmy, probably mouwried to-av nice fowmer's damghter. Not
for from home invthe big, bad city."

Demolin flushed again, pawtly because he'd hoped his origing
would be less obvious, but also-because he wondered whether
the comment about her reputation meant that she was av
prostitute. Kerrit was nothing like the local prostitute at home
- wwomaw twice his age, whose language made the fowrmhands

Iwspite of that, he was unbearably tempted to-take up her offer.
She was right about what he was doing. This was meant to-be
the adventure of hix life, but how could it be an adventure
wnless he took risks?

"AW right," he tried to- say, but only av croak came out. He took
adeep breativ. "Thanks. I'd loveto... If it's all right."

Kerrit's foce broke into- v radiant smile that made her twice as
beautiful. The thought that he was going to-be alone with her
- scandalously alone - made Demolin's heawt race like the wilds

*okk

Kerrit's home was av small apartment inv avtenement. The street
outside was dingy and dilapidated, fll of similow buiddings.

A rough-looking drinking-house stood opposite the door Kerrit
showed Demolin thwough..

The flat itself seemed as dowrk and dirty as ity suwrrowndings.
There were thwee rooms: two-tiny bedvooms, and av living-roomw
that was only slightly bigger. The whole place was minimally
fuwrnished, ity walls bawe and dawmp, and there were no-
internal doors.

"It's not muchy" said Kerrit, wrinkling her nose as she scanneds
her domainy "but at least I canv guawrantee the comparny will bes
good." She indicated one of the bedrooms. "That'y Shola's
roowu yowre welcome to-use it tll she returng. After that - we'lll
see.

She licked her lips inv v way that seemed, inv equal party
provocative and nervous. Demolin felt o delicious shiver go-

"Shola? That's v Cauran name. But I thought..."

He ground to-a halt, realising that Kerrit was stowring blankly
at him. After anv instant, she nodded, though her face took ow

a slight frown.

"We're not Terrli masters and Cauwrawv slaves;, yow know. We
never were, and it’s o long time since i’y mattered at all. Iy
that what they think, in Amnien?"

Demolin felt himself blushing. "I... well; yow see... that is..."

"No-one really cawes where yow come from," Kerrit told himv
gently. "Sholaand I awre descended from bothvpeoples - not to-
mentiow older races."

"The Kyus, yow mean?” Demolin was eager to-restore himself o
little invher eyes. "And the Vuldesto. We leawrnt about thew at
nool,”

"The Kyus. Yes." She looked speculative. "And others; too:
perhaps some we haven't evenw v noune for. People have beewv
living here av very long tume."



Kerrit stretched, and it seemed that she deliberately changed
the subject. "Are yowhungry?"

He was: he'd had only av snack since the train had left
Velawrmay, five hours before. Though tempted by the dining-car,
it had been expensive, and he was keenly aware of his limiteds
funds.

Demolinv glanced quickly arouwnd; realising that there was no-
sigwof avkitchen. "Umy yes. I suppose so-"

"Good:. I know o nice placeto-eat.”" She must have seen avflashv
of panic i his eyes. "It's all right: this will be my treat. If that
doesn't shock yow too- much.”

Intruth, Demolinv was av little shocked at the idea of v lady
paying for his dinner, but he reminded hinuself that customs
might be different here:

"Thank yow," he said.

*kk

The cafe Kerrit took him to-was inv v munchv pleasanter distict -
though the buildings looked disappointingly moderw - ands
seemed very smouwt to-Demoling though she was o little
dismissive when he said so-

They talked all evening: at least, Kerrit did most of the talking
at first, wntil Demolinv had drunk enough wine to-loosen his
tongue. He told her all about Amnien, though he tried to-focus
onwhow sophisticated it really wos; drowing heowily on his few
visity to-the city. Kerrit talked about Ferrvid: he was growing
movre comfortable withvthe name. She told him about the
ancient buiddings, from the Old Palace, now o musewm, to-the
Shanalin Temple. Even the morve recent Temple of the Lady, she
assured him, wouldw't disappoint.

She talked of other things, too; which he found stranger. At
one stage; she was holding forth passionately about workers
rights to-av decent life. Demolin only knew vaguely what the
word uniow meant, but Kerrit seemed passionate about them
so-he assumed they must be all right. He was av little shocked,
though, whew she told him that, one day, women would have
the saume righty as men. He was drunk enougv by then,
though, to-decide it was a wonderful idea; especially whes he
caught other diners glowing at Kevrit's words.

Even Demolin's wonderfully fugzgy head couldnwt fail to- notice
that she awoided all questions about herself, and especially
about her sister. He thought several times of pressing her, but
was too-happy basking in the light of her presence.

Neither was entively steady by the time they walked back to-the
tenement, though Kerrit was in v better state than Demolin.
They supported each other, still talking and giggling, and he
was acutely aware of the wouwrmtiv of her body thwough her light
coat and the fine linew of her dress, and the way her round
breasts swelled, as if inwiting him to-touch them. He managed
to- resist the inwvitatiow.

As they neared the building; two- mew stepped out from av
shadowed alley and stood, in front of them. Demolin couldn't
make them out cleawly, but they bothv looked small and wiry,
and o sliver of moonlight from behind the clouds glinted ow

Demolin'y guty twned to-water, and he was suddenly sober,
realising that he'd forgotten the wauwnings about cities at
night. He tried to-thwrust Kerrit behind him, wondering if he'd
be able to-get hold of one of the blades, but she deftly evaded
the pushvand stepped in front, face to-face with the me.

The two-figures took av step back, glanced at one another, thesw
melted into-the shadows.

"Come on," said Kerrit tersely, "let’s get inside.”



Demolin followed her v silence, wondering what had, just
happened. Reason told him that the men had recognised
Kervit as local, and that they didn't attack one of their oww.
He couldn't escape the feeling; thoughy that the two-robbers
had beew afraid of her.

*k%

Demolinv was never sure, later, whether he woke up somewhere
deep invthe night, or whether he had a strange dieaun.

It had been av disturbed night for a muunber of reasons; not
least the effecty of the wine he'd drunk. Demolin could hold his
ale as well asy most, but he'd never drunk wine before, and it
had made ity way, separately, to-bothv his head and his
bladder. A couple of times, he'd had to- stumble out of bed and
retrieve the chaumber-pot, since the only privy was o shawed

The other main reasow for Demolin's brokew sleep was the
knowledge that Kerrit slept no- more than o doges paces away,
without evenw av door between them. Though her forwardiness
wasn't especially sexual; it was enough.. The umage kept
drifting through his thoughty of Kerrit coming into-the roomy
Kevrit getting into-bed with- him, and...

And what? Demoliv knew that the proper thing would be av
refusal; polite but firm, of such advances; but the mere thought
aroused him so- much he doubted he'd be able to-say no. He'd
never before met anyone who-could make him feel powerful
and powerless at the saumne time.

He'd beenw awake for a while before he became aware of av light
coming from somewhere. His head spun, and his body was
lethawrgic with the torpor of sleep. The light seeped thwough the
doorlessy doorway, but the bed's angle prevented him from

A voice floated withvthe light, eerie and disembodied. Demolin

wasn't conscious of getting out of bed, but it seemed to-himy
that he was walking out into-the flat’s main room.

Kerrit stood therve, naked. For awhile, that was all Demolivv
sow: the cuwves of her soft, pale body, the flawe of hipy and
breasts, not lawge but satisfyingly round,; the tumnble of black
hair over milky shouwlders. He stood motionless, gaging at her
lscious form.

Slowly, other things seeped into-his senses. For onething; he
realised that, though she was facing him, Kerrit gave no-sigw
of noticing his presence. Unseeing eyes moved across him and
around the room, Uit by a glow whose source Demolin couldnt
see.

The light showed v pattern drawn ow the bowe floov: av complexr
geometric awrangement of circles; triongles and squaves;,
adorned withv strange symbols. Kerrvit stood at the centre; eyes
unfocused ay she keened and chanted inv o strange language.
It almost seemed that the voice way independent of the body.

Ay the chant swirled avround the room, Demolin saw Kerrit
raise her right hand. The glow glittered on av small knife,
which she turned to-place the tip against her breastbone.

Demolintried to-call out, tried to-go-to-her, but neither his
voice nor his limbs were working. She drew the knife slowly
doww between her breasts. As blood ooged out from the long
wound, her head turned;, and their eyes met.

Demolinvy mind tumbled away into- nothingness.

*okk

He intended to- challenge Kerrit about what he'd seen invthe
morning. He couldn't escape the conwiction, though, that he'd
dreamt the whole thing. He'd wokew inbed, and there was no-
sigw of the shape on the floor whenw he'd dressed and gone out.

Kerrit sat neowr the fire, ay radiont as ever in o white diess,
lower cut thauwv yesterday's;, though just decent. Demolinv
wanted to-peer in and find out if she had a long scar betweer
her breasts, but could think of no-way of doing so-without
giving the wrong impression. Or maybe the right one:



"Dids yow sleep well?" asked Kevrit cheevfully. She was stirving o
pawvperched on av coal-fire, avkettle nestled in beside it.

"Er... yes." Demolin found that he couldnw't bring himself to-
voice his suspicions, faced with such v visiow of beauty. "Yes;
thanks. Though I had o very odd dream.”

She smiled. "I dowt doubt it. Yowre in v strange place; avlot
happened to-yow yesterday, and... yow weren't entively sober.
It's not surprising yow dreamt strange things.” She lifted the
ladle fromthe pa. "Porridge?"

Accepting with thanks, Demolin told himself sternly that she

must be right: it was nothing but his overwrought imaginatiow
that had created such o strange dlusion. That must be it.

Asthey shaved a breakfast of porridge and tea, though,
another thought occurred to-Demolin. "We... um; we hoven't
discussed terms yet. I don't really know what's the appropriate
rate for avroom here, but I'wv suwe I can tirust yow to-ask o faiv

Demolinw knew, as he spoke; that he was being o fool, but he
didnw't care. Come what may, he was going to-believe i her.

But Kerrit sighed, setting her breakfast aside, and looked at
himv inv silence v moment. "Demolin,” she said gently, "I don't
want your money.. I told yow: I need your help.”

"But..." Demolin shook his head i bewilderment. He
remembered her saying that they could help one another, but
had assumed she needed the money. "What do- yow mean?"

Kerrit hesitated again, sucking her lower lip as she looked at
him. She seemed nervous - even scawed.

"Have yow ever heawrd of the Dark School of Fnaw?" she asked
suddenly.

Takerv abock, Demolin had to-search his memory before
finding what he wanted. "I think so- They come into-some of

the ancient Cawrawv legends. Wasnw't Fnow worshipped by the
Kyus, before the Cauwransg came?"

Kervit frowned a moment. "Not by the Kyus as a whole," she
corrected himi. "Most Kyus reviled the Evil One; but there was ov
cult that worshipped him, and was supposed to-dvaw great
powers from him. Astheve still is."

It took awv instoant for Demolin to-realise what she'd said.
"St? But... the legend says they weve destroyed, more thaw av
thowsand years ago. How could they still exist?"

"Who knows?" She shwugged. "They claim to-be heirs to-anv
ancient lore; and maybe they awe. If so; they've changed.
Mostly they're businessmen who- resent the reforms we've won,
and think Fnow couv give thewv power. Maybe they just stumbled
onwthe old texts, as I did."

"You?" The memory of the dream - if it was av direann - come
back to-Demolin. "Yow meaw yow worship Fnaw, too?"

"Of course not," she snapped; almost spitting the words at him.
"Lady's naune; I thought yow had a better opiniow of me than

"IT'm sorry." Demolinv was bewildered by the force of her
reaction.. "I just didwt know what to-think."

"I suppose not." Kerrit's face gradually softened o little. "It's
Jjust... I'd never hawe anything to-do-with those abominations.
I wish I'd never heawrd of them."

Looking at her face; reddened and strained; Demolin realised
suddenly that Kevrit was less angry thouw struggling to-fight

back teaws. Tentatively, hawdly doring to-breathe; he reached
out and put his hand gently onhers. She stouted; but, after an

"What's the matter?" asked Demolin; and, as if that were the
last strow, Kerrit suwrendered to-tears.



After hesitating for o instant, Demolin reached out and drew
her to-himy holding her head against his shoulder and gently

stroking her hair. Though he had no-wish to-see her inv such v
state, he found himself hoping that Kerrit would go-ow crying

w little longer.

A moment later, though, she raised her head and dashed the
teawrs away withy her hand.

"What's happened?" asked Demolin.

Kerrit looked at him, desolation behind her determination.
"The Dawk School of Fnow use huumowy sacrifice.” Her voice was av
monotone. "Or else they give victims as gifts to-the demons they

It stilll took anv instont before realisation flooded Demoliv.
"Yow meanv they've killed, your sister?"

Kevrit didnw't meet hig eyes. "I don't think she’'s dead. Not yet.
But... she's only fifteen. She must be so-scowed.”

Demolin found it hawd to-take in. This was the kind of thing
that happened invancient stories;, not i av moderw city. "Are
yow sure? Couldn't it be..."

"I'mvsure;” she snapped;, and he recoiled from her anger. Aw
nstont later, though, she reached out and lightly touched his
cheek. "I'wmsorry, I shouldwt... Ity just..."

"Ity all right," said Demoliny hoping that she'd cuddle up to-
himv again; but she dropped her hand and looked at him inv
appeal.

"I'd found hinty about this modern cult, as well as reporty
one took much notice - and I followed the trail. I must have
got too-close and draww their attention to-me. I came home
one day and found Shola gone, and their filthy symbols
everywhere."

Demolin stowed at her. Kerrit was obviously too-angry to-cry
againy though he guessed that was the only thing stopping her.

"Haven't yow gone to-the police?"

She snovted. "Of course. They wrote doww my statement, but it
was obvious they believed Shola had runw away, and I was

making the rest up. They won't do-anything."
"Isnw't there anyone..."

"I thought there was." Kerrit's voice was tight withy anger, and
withy something else. "My teacher, Mr Andirans: he knows fow
move thaw I do-about ancient lorve, and I thought he could
help me. I'd beento-visit himv inVelawmav: that's why I was ovw
the train. But he's dead.”

"I'mv sovry to-heow that." It was an automatic response:. "Was

Yow dowt understand,” she snapped, though Demolin
understood at once that it wasnw't divected at himi. "I had to-
break into-his house. Everything was locked from the inside;,
and he’'d beew strangled. Hisface..." She choked back a sob-
"He looked tevrified."

Coldness crept thwough Demolin. "Are yow saying he wos killeds
by magic?”

Kerrit shwugged. "Maybe there's another explanation. I can't

Demolinv swallowed. It was cleaw enough where this was going,
ond he didwt like it; but he couldnw't ignove Kerrit's eyes; o
the edge between anger and tears. "Yow want me to-help you?"
he asked. "Why me?"

She put her head o one side; her eyes o little brighter.
"Because yow seesmm browve and honouwrable. And yow must be
resourceful, to-have come all the way fromAmnien.”



Both his reasonw and his feawr were telling Demolin to-say nos;
but he couldn't take his eyes off Kevrit. She was gaging at himy
tense between hope and apprehension, and he found himself
asking; "What can I do?"

Her eyes twrned radiont. Leaning forwowrd and taking his foce

Everything vanished in the touch of Kevrit's soft lips on his:
Demolin forgot bothvfeow and excitement, only cowing that the
kiss should go-owforever. He tried to-draw her into-a fulll
embrace;, but all too- soon she pulled back and regowded himy
move soberly.

"I got o message fromthem," she said slowly. "A... o letter.
Pushed uwnder my door whew I was out. They're offering me awv
arvangement: they say I conv have Sholaw back if I cooperate.”

"Do-yowtrust them? Swrely..."

"I hawen't any choice;" she said flercely. "It's the only optionw I
hawve; and I can't fail Sholow. I'L do- awnything to-get her back."

Demolin looked at her inv v mixtuwre of awe and concern,
suspecting what she meant - that she was willing to-offer herself
v her sister's place. He must make sure it didnw't come to-that.

Thew another thought struck him. "Whew did yow get it?" he
asked..

"Huh?"

"The letter. I was with yow whew yow came home yesterday ands
last night. Yow said it was wheav yow were out.”

The ghost of a froww crossed Kevrit's foce;, but didn't deeper.
"Before I went to-Velawma. I... hoped Mr Andirans could think
of something else, but it's too-late for that. There's no-other
way, now."

*k%

They were to- make contact, Kerrit said, inthe Shanaliv Temple
at sunset. There was nothing to-be done til then, so-she offered
to- show Demolin the city.

Fervid wasnw't as bigr ov daunting as Velawma had been. The
greal port-city inthe southv had beew so-vast that an howr's
walking hadnw't beenw enoughv to-leave it behind, and whole
districty behind the docks had beew given over to-filthy, noisy
factories. Demolin saw no-factories here; though Kerrit told
himv there werve some on the eastern outskivty. Fervid was move
compact, too, but the nawrow streets, lined withv craumped,
grimy houses; snaked and intersected and doubled back inv
such o bewildering fashionw that he'd have been utterly lost if
Kerrit hadwt been withy him.

Iw spite of what he'd leawrnt, though, Demolinv couldnw't help but
feel lighter whew he reached the city centre. This was the
ancient Cloniathwon which he'd come to-see;, with ity soawing
buildings; crumbling but beautiful; their towers and spires
dreaming sevenely high above.

This was the city of the Cauvoan kings and queens; of the old
gods, who-were no- move thaw tales since the coming of the
Lady. But he knew now that it was also-the city of davker
things from the old days. Although he tried to-lose himself inv
enjoyment of the city, and of Kerrit's companvy, o shadow Loy
over the davy.

Kerrit too- seemed tense, although she kept up av spawkling
torvent of talk as they wandered the city and as they sat eating
their midday meal. She told Demolinvendless anecdotes about
Ferrvid: eventy that she'd witnessed hevself and tales that
stretched back into-the depths of time. She mentioned once ov
twice the various organisations she belonged to-that fought for
reform and rights, but mostly avoided the subject. Demolinv
realised with gratitude that Kerrit knew this wasn't what he'd
want to- hear about on his first day among the temples and
palaces.



He could see;, thoughy that the bright talk was nothing but o
facade to-take her mind off what was coming. Asthe st sanks
towawrds the roofs; Kerrit grew quieter, brooding, and held his
hand for muich of the time.

The Shanalin Temple was all high; slender arches, leaping
effortlessly towawrds the heavens; topped by endless spives ands
turrety that seemed to-touch the sky. Inside, the nmuwalsy that
sprowled across the wally weve cracked and faded, but Demolinv
could still make out scenes depicting the gods, light and
Joyous:

Sevewv colossal statues ranged avround the vast central hall,
representing the seven gods of Shanali. As attendanty begon
clearing the building, Demolin and Kerrit slipped behind two-
of themv - she behind the love-goddess Linstawien, he behind
Tarminy Lovd of Life - and waited til the gas lamps weve
switched off and the place deserted.

"Shouldn't they be heve by now?" whispered Demolin, and the
echoes of his hissed words came back at him like v nest of
serpenty.

"Maybe." Kerrit spoke quietly, and she was fumbling withv
something. "The sun might not quite have set."

A spark bloomed, and Kerrit it o small lamp from the bog
she'd carried around all dayy. Her face shone, white and
strained;, and she held it up to-look arownd.

There was v sound from the darkness. Without waiting to-
wonder, Demolin lunged at Kerrit, shoving her back. The laump
went flying; but she had no-time to-protest before o detonation
came from the darkness, echoing to-ov roowing explosion; and av
chip flew from the statue; just behind where she'd beern
stonding.

Move shotsy followed, ricocheting off walls and pillows ands
statues as Demoliny and Kervit cowered in hiding, holding one
another. Four, five.... Demolin counted shoty cawefully,

praying to-the Lady that this was the saune kind of seven-shot
guwv everyone used at howe:.

Six... Sevenu...

Hissing, "Stay here," Demolin lamnched himself from hiding inv
the direction of the shoty. He heard running footsteps and
followed them thwough awv awrchv and up o winding staircase:
The sound of panting caune from above, followed by ov
slamming door.

Yanking open the door he found at the top, Demolinv was
momentowily blinded, before realising that one dim gas lamp
burnt iv v small, bawe room. A cadowverouws moawy, onthe edge
of middle age; stood at bay, and Demolin realised at once
there was no-other exit.

They stawed at each other for o moment, wmnoving. The thin
mawv SE held the guw - v chuunky pistol - but didnw't raise it. It
occurred to-Demolin that this mow looked no-different from
the office-workers he'd seen invthe streety at lunchitime:
ASSABS N

away. Dodging the clumsy punch; Demolin tripped hinm and
wrestled him to-the ground. Though not a habitual fighter,
he'd leawrnt to-hold his own at home, and form-work had made
him fowr stronger thaww anv unfit city clevk:

The mowv grabbed for the gun as it flew from his hand; but
Demolinv got theve first. Half rising; he levelled it at his eneny.

The thin maw froge for an instant, thew relaxed. "It isn't

Demolinv had hoped that it would take him longer inv his panic
to- remember, but it was no-matter. He reversed his grip,
holding the pistol by ity still-wawrm bowrvel.



"Maybe; but we could st find out what kind of dent it woulds
make i your skudl." Whew the maw remained silent, eyes
dawting to-and fro, he demanded, "Why did yow shoot at us?"

The pale blue eyes avoided his. "I've nothing against yow. I
was ovdered to-kill the infidel."

"I guessed that." Demolin kept his voice level, although he
seethed at this description of Kevrit. "Why? I thought yow
offered her a deal.”

The mouwv looked straight at him for the first time, hatred and
contempt i his eyes. "The whorve's dangerous. She doesn't
know her place; either as a womawv or ay scun. Keeping her

Demolinv's hand itched to- smash the mawn's braing in, but he
resisted. He seriously doubted that he could bring himself to-
take av life, at least inv cold blood; but he hoped his enenvy
wouldnw't guess that.

"IT'W spawre your life," he said, "if yow tell me where yow're
keeping the girl."

A sneer came over the other's face. "I'mv not afraid to-die. Lovd
Fnaw, the Great One;, will protect me."

"Maybe," said Demolini. "Do-yow really want to- meet your
maouster whesw yow've just failed him?  I'mv guessing he wouldnw't
be too-pleased to-see youw."

Demolinvheld his breativ. It had been pure specudation; but the
other man's eyes told himw he'd hit the mawk.

"If I spawre you, onthe other hand, yowll hawe tume to- make

His enemy remained silent o moment more; eyes dowting
everywheve: He nodded.

"Northgate Street,” he said. "Opposite the Zarniew Inn. Yow get

He broke off withv o strangled gousp, clutching at his throat.
Demolin thought for awv instant that he was choking on
something, until he sow finger-mowks appearing awouwnd hig
windpipe. Held motionless by fear and confusion, Demolinv
watched his enemy's frantic thwashing stop and the wildly
dawting eyes become still.

He was still kneeling by the body when Kerrit came to- stand
beside himi.. She looked at the assassing, thenw at Demolin. "Yow
killed him?"

Demolinv shook his head vigovously. "He just... It was as if
someone was throttling him. I think it was magic.”

She nodded,; her face stony. "Same as they did to-Mr Andirans.
They must hawe thought he might talk."

"He did," said Demolin, and Kerrit looked shawply at him.
"Northgate Street, he said, opposite the Zarniew Inn. He was
trying to- say more whew... whew it happened.”

He swallowed,, forcing hinself to-look back at the inert form.
He'd seenv dead bodies before - deaths from sickness; old age;
accidents, once everw v murder victim - but never one that had
died so-violently invfront of his eyes. He felt both disgust and
fascination.

Kerrit crouched; putting o arm lightly around him, and

nodded. "I know the place. But, if they killed himy they must
know he talked. They'll be ready for us."

She stood; her gentle touch propelling Demolin to-his feet. "We

"We're going now?" His guty were hollow with fear.



"Not at night: it's when they're strongest. But they'll attack us.
We must get to-safety. Anyway, there's him." She nodded at the
body. "Dead; with finger-mawks on histhwoat. I might believe
it was magic, but the police won't, and at best that' W delay us.
Let’s get away from here."

*k%

Kerrit paid for o private corriage home and seemed tense ands
Jumpy the whole way. Trying to-distract himself from the
implications of her fear, as well as the sickness in his stomach
from the dead man, Demolinv gaged out at the city passing
them. It was fully dawk, and he could see little beyond the
pooly of gaslight except for afew broad thoroughfowes more
brightly it by what he asswuned to-be electricity. At any other
time, Demoliny would have beew intrigued by this new wonder;
which he'd only heawd of, but all he could see invthe glawe was
the foce of the corpse.

Ay soon as they were invthe flat, the door locked behind them,
Kerrit found o piece of chalk and stoawted scraowling symbols onv
the wall, rough invher haste. Demolin thought he recognised
one or two-from last night’s dreamy, if it were av dreamn. He was
stowrting to-doubt that.

Whew every wall was full, Kerrit took av knife from o drawer,

and his heawt lurched as he recognised it. For o moment, he
thought she was going to-bare her breastsy again, but she pulleds
back her sleeve and made o quick, short slash on her lower

arm.

Meeting his shocked gage; Kevrit sighed. "A lot of magic uses
blood." Her tone was sawrdonic, but withy o underlying
gentleness. "Some give their own, others take it fromv screauming
victims."

Demolin swallowed, unable to-take his eyes off the blood
ooging from her wound; but it made sense, and he nodded.

Going swiftly from one symbol to-the next, she used her fingers
to-leawve v dalr of her blood in the centre of each. Whew she'd
finished, she turned back to-Demolin. "I hope that'l be
enough." There was uncertainty invher voice. "We should be
protected from most attacks tonight."

Putting dowwn the knife; she picked up o lengtiv of clotivand
made o clwmnsy attempt to-bind the wound. Moving numbly,
without thought or will, Demoliny went to-her and took the
clotiv. Kerrit said nothing but stood quietly, looking almost
shy, as he bandaged her awm.

It was invthe saune numl- state that, after the bandage was
secure, he drew her to-himv and kissed her.

Kerrit stiffened o moment, ax if she were going to-pull away.
Instead; she moved closer, folding herself into-his embrace and
returning the kiss passionately.

Whew she finally moved her head back, Kerrit stroked
Demolin'y face tenderly, though she didnw't look at him. "We
shouldn't be alone tonight," she said. "Come to-bed withy me."

*okk

Demoliny awoke to- v thuunderstorm outside and a warm body
beside himi. It took o moment to- make sense of either.

He and Kerrit had made love before falling asleep. He'd beenv
worried that she'd find him clwmsy and inexperienced; but she
too- had seemed uncertain, evew shy, and it became clear to-
Demolin that Kerrit had beenw av virgin untih tonight. What
passion and energy, and they both fell into- o exhausted sleep
afterwowds, holding one another. He remembered nmuwmuwing
that he loved her, and she'd snuggled closer, making little
sounds of contentiment..

Lying awake now, he wondered about her unexpected
nnocence: In spite of his fleeting suspicions, he hadnw't
beleived the assassinvy description of her as av whore, but he'd



assuwimed there wa some substance behind it.. Maybe it was no-
move than the difference between her behawiowr and how
womenv were meant to- conduct thenmuselves invthis country.

What had the mouwv said? She doesn't know her place; either as
a womauwv or as scu. Well; iof not knowing her place meant
being lively and resowrceful and unafraid of her beauity,
Demolinv could see nothing wrong with. that.

A flickering flawve of lightning careeved thwough the flat,
thunder crashing overhead as it faded; and Demolin realised
that the weather had taken him completely by surprise. Theve
had beenv no- inkling of the approaching storm, as always ovw
the rolling countryside at home. Maybe city weather behaved
differently.

Kerrit's breathing remained calim and eveny, and he wondered
how she could sleep thwough this. Thunder always made
Demolin restless;, and he felt he had to-get up. Easing his owrm
from where Kerrit half lay ow it - she stirred and muttered
something, but didnwt wake - he slid out of bed..

Despite the chill inv the aiv, Demolin walked through to-the
mairn room without stopping to-find his clothes and stood,
unsure of why, to-await the next flash thwough the grubby
window. The air around him felt alive, and his scalp tingled.

It caume; and, inthe livid glare, Demolin found hinmuelf facing
a figure out of nightmawe. A head or two-taller than himself;
it had o shambling gait and vicious claws, while ity face was
made bestial by burning eyes and a wide moutivlined withv
ragov-shawp teeth.

Maybe his cry of tervor was lost in the cracking thunder, or
maybe his voice refused to-work; but Demolin heawrd nothing
but roawing. He stumbled back in blind terror, as dowkness fell
again, and tripped over o chair. He was hauling himself up by
the edge of the table when another lare showed the creature
almost o him, claws raised.

Scrabbling desperately to-get away, Demolin's hand fell on the
knife that Kerrit had used and left onvthe table. Used to-draw

Grabbing up the blade, Demolin slashed wildly at his arm,
then lunged at the creature inthe flickering lightning. A
moment's resistance, then the blade slid slowly into-flesh, as the
light vanished.

A shuriek cut through the thunder, quickly vanishing into-the
distance: Demolin fell forward, clutching at the burning pain
v his armthat he knew was losing blood fast.

There was another light that wasnw't lightning: dim, but
enoughv to- show that the room was empty, other thauv Kerrit
standing over him withv o lanterv.

Without a word, she came to-himy set the lamp on the table
and; taking his arm, began to-chant softly. Within moments;
bothv the painv and the blood-flow had diminished, and she
used o cloth to- bandage Demolin, as he had bound her
wound. Finally, taking his head inv her hands, she gove hinm av
brief kiss.

"How did yow think of doing that?" she asked.

Demolinv was unsuwe hinmself. 'I... Yow said blood... was
important. It just seemed the right thing to-do-"

Kevrit nodded. "It was. Though the protection must have
weakened the demon, or it wouldnwt have beenw enough. I..."
She swallowed:. "I didwt expect that."

"Was it Frnowr?"

She shook her head shouwply. "Fnow no-longer existy - if he ever
did. He and most of the demony ave long gone; since the
Lady's victory. This muust be o minor demon, left behind." She
looked almost as daged as Demolinfelt. "I've read all about



"Did I kil i£?"

Kerrit hesitated. "I doubt it, but I shouldwt think it be back
tonight.”

They kissed again, thew Kerrit looked arownd. "It's only av
couple of howrs ttll daww,” she said. "I think we ought to- sty
awake. The Lady knows what might have happened if that

Shuddering; Demolinv wondered whether he'd rather know or
Just imagine.

*kkkk

They left at furst light. The storm had blownw away soow after
the night's encounter, leawing Ferrid’s streety slick and the air
clear and sweet under o pale dawn.

There had beenw no- more attacks, and Kerrit had suggested
tensely that the demon might have been their strongest
weapow. Although neither spoke of it, Demolin guessed that she
was thinking the saume as he was: that their enemies would be
waiting for their awrival, making preporations.

Kerrit had made Demolin eat o little, insisting that they
needed their strength; though he hadwn't the stomach for nuich.
After half anv howr following her thwough winding streets, his
rumbling belly made him wish he’d had move.

They emerged at last into-av district of broad, tree-lined streety
and large houses, each standing o little apart. One road,
which Kerrit said was Novthgate Street, rowv straight up to-
where; Demolin assumed,; the city wall had once stood, though
all he could see now were more streets, vanishing into-the
distonce.

A sumptuous; three-storey inww was identified by the painting
onthe gable of the ancient heroine Zouwnien, proud in her

armowr. Trying to-distract himself from his terror, Demolin
tried to- imagine Kerrit inv v similaw pose; and decided that
she'd look evenw move beautiful.

He'd beewn concerned whether they'd have to-guess which of the
houses onthe other side was the right one, but he neednt have
worried. Almost v mansion, the brightly painted building was
separated from ity neighbowrs on botiv sides by walled gawrdens.
The front door, up aflight of broad stone steps, looked very
secure.

Kerrit and Demolin looked at one another v silence for o
moment. "I suppose;” said Demolin slowly, "he was going to-tell
me how to-get in. There wouldwt be any point invjust
knocking?"

Not bothering to- shake her head; Kerrit exaunined the house's
facade. "I think we'll hawe to-get over the wall. Maybe there'll
be awnv operv window. "

Demolin nodded; trying not to-think of what else might be
beyond the wall. He almost wished he felt able to-give up this
folly, but the thought of abandoning Kerrit made him feel
hollow inside. Besides, he'd defeated their demon, and that
probably meant they knew who-he was. They'd be suwe to-come
after him.

Slipping below the wall and hobing he was out of sight from the
house; Demolin sow that it was slightly higher than he could
reach; but enough mortow had crumbled from the brickwork to-
give afew footholds. He wondered how Kerrit would manage.
His sisters and other girly at home could hold their own at
climbing; but this was the city. Onthe other hand, nothing
about Kerrit would suwprise him.

Coming to- stond beside himy she exaumined the wall.
"Showldn't be too-difficult, if yow can give me o leg-up.”

Demolin knelt, allowing her to-climb- onto- his shoulders; thew
straightened. The load lightened as she caught the top and
hauled herself up, and he followed witiv little difficulty.



The gawdens within were a neat, formal mixture of flower-beds
and lawng, adorned by a suwmmerhouse and statues,
disappearing into- cured wilderness. Demolin could sees

He dropped quickly to-the ground inside; thenw helped Kerrit
down. Evew after last night's intumacy, the feel of his hands on
the supple fleshv of her waist and her body pressed against his
bothvexcited and emboarrassed him. It was only whew she
wriggled around and kissed him, her foce amused; that he
realised he was st holding her, though she was secuwely o
the ground.

The sides and reowr of the house were survounded by v deep
trench giving access to-the basement, which seemed move
hopeful thaw the steps to- v secure gardew door. Finding o
staircase down, Kerrit led the way to-where av small window
gave onto-the interior.

Peering cautiously iny, Demolin sow av lawge room Ut by smoky
candles. At the for end stood o statue, whose face he couldwt
make out, withy o lawrge slab- of black stone in front. Sevew or
eight figures stood awound, swathed in crimson robes with the
hoods hiding their faces, much as he'd always imagined the
acolytes of evil cults he'd read of v stories. To-one side, v girl
was chavined, to-the wall.

He heard Kerrit's muffled gasp; but, evew if he hadn't beenv
expecting it, Demoliny would hawe known this was Shola.
Despite the girly dirty, ragged condition and expression of
blank terrvor, he could see av younger, softer version of Kerrit's
beauty: the long; black hair, heart-shaped face and luscious
body. She was prettier thauww her sister, he thought, but less
strong and vivid, less genuinely beautiful.

"Are yow listening?" Kerrit demanded in anv undertone.

"Sovry." Demolinv caume back to-hinuself: "Umu.."

Kerrit raised o eyebrow, but there was tension invthe humounr.
"That's my little sister," she said acidly. "Though I'd better
forgive youw, as we're supposed to-look alike."

"But..." Demolinvwas going to-protest that he was really
thinking about her, not Shola, but she shushed hinm.

"I'mv going to-find the way ini. Yow sty and make sure they'rve
not alerted to-anything."

"Have yow o plan?"

She hesitated. "Sovtof: I'Whawe to-improvise avlot, though so-
take yowr cue from me." She kissed him, o little hesitantly.
"Yow must trust me."

She slipped awayy avround the corner, leaving Demolin to-
resumne watching the interior.

For a-while, he watched Sholaw again. Although she was able to-
stand furmly onthe ground, her hands were fostened above her
head, drawing the white smock tightly against her and
showing her body to-best advantage. Demolin felt o guilty
pleaswre at the sight. He wondered what it would be like if -
whew - she was safe. Would he and Shola be friends;, ov would
she be jealows of his relationship withvher sister? It would be
wweasonable; of course; since he'd have helped sove her life,
but girly weren't always reasonable.

Shola turned her head, her miserable foce taking in the whole
roomy, tll she seemed, to-be looking straight at him. Demolin
ducked out of the way - he coulldnw't risk her reacting to-his
presence - but her eyes didn't stop onwhim. Maybe the dim
trenchv colldn't be seenv fromv inside.

Demolinw examined the room.. He couldn't see v door or awny
other window, but he decided that was good. Any access Kerrit
found would be into- another room, maybe less guarded.



She/d been gone for awhile. Demolin way debating whether to-
ignore instructions and go-looking for her, when there was o
sound behind him. He'd only half turned before the back of his
head split openy, and there was nothing.

*okk

At first, Demolin was aware of nothing but hig thwobbing head.
After & moment, he realised that he was horigontal, but not
comfortably so. He lay on his back, arms immobilised above his
head and his splayed legs also-bound.

Demolin opened his eyes and was daggled for o moment by av
brilliant light that hwt his head. As his vision came into-
focus, thoughy he realised that it was ondy candlelight.

Red-robed figures were everywhere, and he could see them
move clearly now. It struck Demolinhow ordinary these mewv
looked:: inv spite of the exotic robes; these looked like city
workers, though considerably more exalted thow yesterday's
assassinv. He suspected that many of these well-fed faces might
belong to-factory-owners, or everw members of the government..

There were more of thew thouwv he' d seevv before, and he realised
that some must have beenw out of sight, perhaps wherever Kerrit
had come in. Withvaw lurchv of the heart, Demolin turned his
head to-see if she was there, but a face thrust itself at him: av
plump face that looked accustomed, to-being obeyed.

"Congratulations.” His voice was uwrbane;, but withva hint of
menace behind it. Or was it petulance? Demolin couldnwt
decide. "Yowhave the honowr of being our gift to-Lovd Fnaw,
the Great One; who-will deliver us from the weak and corrupt.”

"AW hail the Great One;" caume the muwrnmuured response of v
dogew voices..

"Oh; please,” said a fomiliow voice from somewhere; "yow don't
actually think it's Fnow yowre summoning; do-you?"

As someone shouted, "Blasphemer!" Demoliny head snapped
round. Kerrit stood adogen paces away, her arm round Sholay
now free and huddled up to-her sister.

"The Lady destroyed yowr Great One long ago;" Kerrit added,
her tone amused. "At best, yowve found a minor demowy, too-
msignificant to-be obliterated with the rest."

The moawv who-had spoken to-Demolin turned to-face her. "I
have no-interest," he said; "inthe opinions of woman from the
gutter who's forgotten her place. Once Lovd Fnow has giverw us
power, we shall crush yow scuuwn under our feet, along with the
weaklings who-pretend to-rule us." His voice had risen, and his
race was twrning red. "Under Lovd Fnaw, I shan't be told I
can't send childrenw down mines, or that I must pay workers
move thawvthey're worthi. His power will spread from Tervlitiv
across the world, and will last o thowsand years."

He was shouting now, his eyes stawring and voice staccato. The
acolytes roowed back, "AW hail the Great One," inv o tone that

"If yow say 505" said Kerrit into-the silence that followed. "AW
that interesty me now iy our bowrgain.”

"We shall keep owr word, if yow've kept yours." The leader, face
st red and strained,, looked back at Demoling who-was
struggling withv his thwobbing head to- make sense of this. "How
wnocent iy he?"

"Totally." Kerrit shwugged. "Yow wouldnwt believe how easy it
wa to-get hinm to- come withv me..”

For o moment, Demolin thought she must be speaking o
foreign language, and he way deluded that he understood;
but he knew that wasn't so-

"Kerrit... what ave yow doing? 1I... I loved yow. I thought...."



A slight froww caume over Shola's face and she glanced at her
sister, though feowr still dominated her expression. Kerrit,

though, merely shrugged again. "Yowre very sweet, Demolin,
but it was yow o my sister.. What do-yow expect me to-do?"

Allowing his head to-fall back, Demoliv let despaiv wash over
hom. His mind switched to-and fro-by the second between
disbelief that Kerrit could do- such o thing to- him and anger
that he'd beew so- stupid.

"Yow and your sister," the man was saying, "will sty for the
ceremony.. It will bind yowto- Lovd Fnaw, so-that yow coan no-
longer trouble us.." He tuwrned; taking inthe other crimson-
robed figures. "We shall begin."

Instantly, the low pulse of o chant begawv from adl awround
Demolin, as the acolytes approached the slalb-wheve he lay. He
couldnwt make out any words, but the chant seemed twisted
and full of hate. He struggled desperately against his bonds;
but they were secure.

A single, louder voice cut acrosy the muttered chant: the
powerful voice of the mawv who'd spoken. Unintelligible
sylables wawped from his mouth, coiling horrifically arownd
Demoliny mind.

There was av change i the air, and v fetid, rotting stencihv
swept over Demolinv. This was utterly different from the
fomilior, living stinks he knew from the form, and his skin
tingled. Tothe side of the altow appeared the shambling,
bestial form he'd seen last night.

AW chanting ceased. The acolytes and their leader fell to-their
knees; heads bowed.

Glancing wildly around. - anywhere but at the hideous
apparitiow - seeking some hope of escape;, Demolin sow that
Kerrit's moutiv still moved, though he could heow nothing from

"Lovd Frnaw, Great One.” The leader's voice was now cowering
and afraid. "We thank yowfor answering owr call: We make
this offering of awv innocent soul; invtoker of the power yow
hawe giver us."

voice had no-resonance, but sounded meowv and cruel. Tt
twrned to-Demolin. "Your soul will taste sweet."

"The Lady will protect me;" said Demolin, trying very hard to-
believe it.

The creature laughed: o laugh that flayed Demolin. "Your
Lady will not help yow whew yow awe inv my power. Yow will live
for centuries;, while I endlessly devour your souwd wntih yow

Demolinv knew he should struggle; make some attempt to-get
away, even though it would be futile, but he couldn't get his
limbs to-move: He was only aware of the demon; and; beyond
i, Kerrit still speaking silently. He sow her take o small piece
of metal from her sleeve and slash her awrm. He sow her touch av
fingertip to-the wound; then to-her forehead..

At once; the space between them collapsed. Although neither
moved,; they dvew together until they touched; and still dvew
closer. Kerrit slipped inside him effortiessly and rowv like light
and fire thwough his veing.

As the demow reached long; taloned hands for him, Demolin
realised he knew exactly what to-do-. Gathering up the fire and
light, he held it like v dagger in his mind. At the first touch of
atadon, he plunged it into-the loathsome body.

A shwiek cut the cellaw. He saw the demow stagger back and
felt the air all owround sucked inward. Reaching out with long
arms, the creature grosped the leader of the group, whose
screaun of tervor joined ity screaun of pain.



Everything avound the demon was imploding, but tentacles of
dowkness shot outwowds inv ol directions; grasping the people
inthe room. One came at Demolin but veered aside, while he
sow another dewt at wheve the girly stood. Kerrit held up her
hand in av gesture of denial, and the tentacle drew back to-
gral- one of the acolytes; who-kicked and squealed inv vain

Thew everything - tentacles, acolytes, eventhe very air -
collapsed inwawrds withy o deafening concussion that left
Demoliv stuwnwned.

The next thing he knew, someone was cutting his bonds:
Demolin sat up abruptly, too-fast for his thwobbing head, and
had to-wait til the roow stopped spinmning awround him.

Kerrit was watching him uncertaindy, chewing her lower lip.
Two-equal impulses swept over Demolivy - to-take her in his arms
and to- strike her - but he did neither.

"Yow betrayed me;" he said, hoping his voice stayed level.

Kerrit shook her head hawd, eyes wounded. "I'wsovry, my
dawling.. I had to-make them believe that, but I was never
going to-let yow come to-harm.”

"Yow could hawve told me what yow were plamning," he said

A slight smile touched Kerrit's face; though she still looked
troubled.. "Demolin, yowre sweet and brave and wonderful,
but yow couldn't lie to- save your life. They'd have suspected
something at once.” She sighed. "Whewn they gave me this
proposal, I went doww to-Velawrma to-try and find another way,

"Except to- offer yourself instead. I donwt supposethat..."
"Do-yow really think I didnwt?" Kerrit flawed; though he could

see she wousn't truly angry. "I'd hawve given myself for real, if it
had sowved Shola. But they wouldnwt accept that. I suppose they

guessed what I could do-if I touched their demow." She
langhed without huwmowr. "They just didnwt know I could do-it

Demolinvtried to- stop the anger from draining out of himi. He
didnwt want to-forgive her, but what she'd said had struck true:
She really would have been willing to- sacrifice herself for her
sister.

He wasn't willing to- relinquish his resentment, though. "So-all
that... last night... that was what? Making some kind of
connection?”

"No-" Kerrit sounded genuinely distressed. "I... I didn't expect
that. I hadnwtplanned... I really do-.. Yow mean a lot to-me;,
Demolin.”

Unsure of what he felt, Demolin was trying to-find av reply whes
a hand touched hisy shoulder lightly. Turning; he found Sholow
in front of him,

"Yow sawved my life," she half-whispered. "Thank yow." She
smiled shyly thwough the slowly fading hovror in her eyes.

Demolin sighed inwordly. He wanted to- remain angry, but
looking at the younger girl reminded himw of what Kerrit had
beentrying to-awvert. He couldn't be sorry the plan had
succeeded.

To- distract hinuself, he glanced avound, realising for the first
time the thiee of them were alone. "The demons took them all?
Did yow know that was going to-happen?"

Kerrit shwugged; but her face looked strained. "A demow
denied ity prey usually takes the sunmunoners instead. We were
protected partly by my power, partly becaunse we hadn't given
owrselves to-it."

"So=.." Demolinv was unsure of how he felt about this. "What it
said... what it was going to-do-to-me:.."



"Don't waste your sympathy,” Kerrit snapped, though the
hawrshness seemed aimed at herself: "Every one of thew hay sent
plenty of victims to-the soume fate; for the sake of their ownw
power. Most of them were children.”

Demolinv didwt reply. She was right, no-doubt, but he stilll
didn't like to-think about it.

"We should go;" said Kerrit. "Are yow all right to-walk?"

"T'W manage;" he said, determined not to-show weakness. "I'W
need to-get my things from your flat, and thew..."

He broke off; realising that he sounded o little ridiculous, and
sow that Kerrit way stoawring at him withy v concerned half-
smile, Sholaw inv confusion.

"Demolin, sweetheout," said Kerrit gently, "yowre in no-
condition to-go-traipsing awvound the city withy all that
luggage. Stay and rest til tomorvow, at least, and thew yow
cavdecide.” She smided more broadly. "I promise yow, I'W look
after yow really well."

"Me too;" said Shola, and he glanced at the younger girl, thew
away, satisfied that she didnw't mean quite what her sister
dearly had.

"Well, all right." He couldn't deny that he needed rest. Hiy
head still thwoblbed, and his whole body felt drained. Besides,
the idea of being looked after by two-adoring girly had ity
appeal. Tl tomorrow."

The girly helped Demolin to- stand, supporting him when his
legs buckled. He righted himself withvtheir help - Sholaw
holding him solicitously on one side; Kerrit's wawrm,, vibroant
body pressed move closely onthe other - as they stowted towawds
the door.

Yes;, Demolinthought, he'd stay afew days. Thenw he'd see.



