Marcus's family line carries a rare blessing: every third
generation, the eldest son receives a gift from a fairy on
his eighteenth birthday. His entire life, Marcus has
been reminded he is that fortunate son, and he awaits
the day with mixed feelings.
The fairy who arrives is nothing like Marcus expects,
and the only thing more shocking is his gift: seduction,
a gift Marcus does not want and has no idea how to
use.
His life takes another turn for the worse when the man
he's supposed to be learning from instead sells him to
slavers, and Marcus winds up alone in a strange city,
and the only place he receives help is a brothel...
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On my eighteenth birthday, I was to be blessed by
a fairy. Every three generations, on the eve of the eldest
child's eighteenth birthday, a fairy would appear and
grant the child a wondrous magical gift. No one knew
why, but it was said that my great ancestors had
helped the fairies in some way, and that as a reward
the king of the fairies had decreed that every third
generation, the family should be given a gift by a
powerful fairy.
I had never met my great-grandfather, but he had
possessed the ability to control the weather, and he
used that ability to great success, purchasing a small
serfdom with his inheritance and using his magic to
make the crops rich and abundant, and my family
wealthy.
That was many years ago, of course, and we were
not so rich now. I grew up frequently reminded of the
day when I would receive my blessing and use it to
restore the family's wealth. I couldn't say that I was
terribly excited about the prospect, but I was, shall we
say, resigned. After having been told the story all my
life, it was hard to imagine any other future.
Sometimes I would lie awake at night, wondering
what gift the fairies would bestow upon me. Perhaps I,
too, would be able to control nature, or perhaps I
would be a great warrior, or be able to turn lead into
gold. These prospects excited me, and in the months

leading up to my eighteenth birthday, I grew a little
eager for the day. That all changed when I learned the
news.
"Things aren't like they used to be, Marcus, son,"
my mother had said, twisting the fabric of her apron
between her hands, as she did when she was anxious
or upset. "All the money and power are in the capital
with the king. There's nothing for you here, and you
have such prospects."
"Your mother is right, son," my father had agreed
readily. "With what you will be able to do, you'll do a
great service to the king."
"But you don't know what I'll be able to do, " I
pleaded. "This is ridiculous. What if the king doesn't
wish to employ me?"
"Then you'll skip right back here, and we'll decide
what to do from there," my father said, seeing nothing
wrong with the prospect of carting me around like a
pile of sheepskins that wouldn't sell at market.
"Marcus, the man we've hired does this all the
time," my mother cut in. "He says there are many boys
with magical powers who live in the country, and who
become very wealthy after he takes them to the palace
and introduces them to the king. And he's offered to
do so with you for a very reasonable price."
"So you're selling me," I said crossly, knowing that
I was behaving immaturely, but not caring.
"Marcus, don't be childish," my father chided.
"You'll be eighteen soon, and then…"
"And then you can cash in on my birthright and sell
me to the highest bidder," I finished. "Brilliant."

I ran off before we could continue the conversation.
I didn't want to leave Rell. I was in love with the
rolling fields, the forests dappled with sunlight, and
the slowly lumbering cattle and sheep. The serfs who
tended the animals were like family to me. I had spent
my childhood wandering the streets of the village and
helping the various serfs. The small, dirty village and
the cold, crumbling castle at the end of the road were
my home, and I had thought they always would be.

The day before my eighteenth birthday, I woke
early and dressed in a daze, hastily tying back my long
brown hair and pulling on the rough homespun
clothes I always wore. At seventeen, I was full-grown.
Tall, with a strong, masculine face—attractive enough
to eventually acquire a well-bred wife.
The thought hung heavily over me while I made
my way down to the village bakery, as I did every
Tuesday, to help Mrs Miller with making bread. I was
expected to marry and produce an heir to whom the
gift would be passed down. I hoped to marry a rich
socialite with whom I would have very little
interaction, which would suit me just fine—but the
thought that I might never be able to produce an heir,
even with a willing wife, was what bothered me.
Well, that and the real reason I always went to help
with the bread baking on Tuesday mornings: a
woodsman named Adam. I couldn't help it; some
strange force had been propelling me to ask Mrs Miller
if she needed help on Tuesday mornings, after I
7

discovered that Tuesdays were when Adam delivered
the lumber to the bakery. I was always skittish,
glancing around and waiting for Adam's arrival, and I
was able to use the excess energy to knead a lot of
dough, which was why Mrs Miller welcomed my help.

That Tuesday, the day before my life changed
forever, Adam was early with the lumber. I was
already hard at work on the bread, but I allowed
myself a quick glace when he beamed his brilliant
smile at Mrs Miller, and she told him, as usual, to stack
the wood at the back of the room by the ovens. I then
surreptitiously watched Adam's broad back while he
unloaded the wood, looking down again at my work
every time he turned around. He wore no shirt, as any
he did would be ruined within a day by the hard wood
and sap of the logs, and his broad, muscular chest was
covered in scratches and scars, and smeared with the
crusted sap of the fresh trees.
There was a familiar tightening in the pit of my
stomach and I hated myself for it. But it didn't matter;
I would be gone by tomorrow and, if my father had his
way, would never see Adam again. So I allowed myself
to look a little longer than usual. He met my eyes for a
moment, smiled that easy grin, nodded at Mrs Miller,
and was gone. I slumped, and my efforts at kneading
the bread slowed. I just couldn't seem to motivate
myself.
"Last day, eh?" said Mrs Miller, a jolly, portly
woman with a hard, red face. When I nodded

dejectedly, she prodded me with her shoulder, and
continued, "You should be more excited! Who knows
what's in store for you? Got a whole, grand life ahead
of you, filled with adventure and magic."
"I assure you, madam, that it will most likely be
much less grand that it sounds," I said, getting back to
work on the bread. "I'd rather stay here and work as a
baker for the rest of my life."
"Well, you wouldn't think that if you were a baker,
and at my age," said Mrs Miller wisely. "You can
always become a baker once you've finished doing
great things in the world." Then she glowered at my
unexceptional work so far, and scooted me from the
bakery, saying that I was far too distracted to do a
decent job today and I deserved to have my last day
free, anyway.

My last day free turned out to be torture. I ended
up spending the entire time lurking about the castle
and avoiding my parents. My father finally caught up
with me about an hour before dinnertime and
informed me that my escort, a wizard named Dante,
had sent word he was running late and would be
arriving sometime the next day. I didn't care, as I
informed my father, and he berated me, as expected,
telling me to be grateful and respectful, that the man
was doing me a huge favour, after all. I escaped to my
room, where I paced until dinner.
After dinner, I started to get excited. It was summer,
and sundown came late. I was told the fairy could
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arrive any time that night, and that I should stay awake
and wait. The excitement I felt was a mixture of dread
and anticipation—I wanted magical powers, just not
the responsibilities that came with them. Also, the
prospect of meeting a fairy was intriguing. Would it be
tiny, like the ones in the stories the maids told, or more
like the elegant elves of which my old tutor had
spoken? Most of all, I wondered about my gift. I hoped
I had been chosen by a good fairy, although I couldn't
imagine any fairy taking enough interest in me to want
to bestow me with powers. Maybe they had drawn lots
to see who would be stuck with the job.
Around midnight, I retired to my bedroom after
assuring my parents that I wouldn't fall asleep, and
merely wanted to be alone. My fidgeting was enough
to drive me mad; I couldn't possibly endure theirs, too.
I was sitting on my bed, biting my nails, when the
door creaked open. I jumped violently and stood,
shaking as the figure entered and removed his hood.
He was beautiful; any man or woman would have
thought so. His face was intense, sharp, but beautiful,
and his eyes were dark and glittering. His hair was
long and black, pulled back from his face in an
unfamiliar style, and his skin had a dusky, silvery glow
to it. He wore all black.
"Hello, Marcus," he said in a low, resonant voice.
"Hello," I squeaked in response.
He smiled. At least, the corners of his mouth turned
up, and his eyes narrowed slightly, crinkling at the
corners. "I am Draeden. I believe you are expecting
me."

I couldn't say anything. He frightened and excited
me at the same time, and my voice was lost.
Fortunately, he didn't seem to be expecting me to talk.
"There was quite the dispute in the Fairy Realm about
who was going to receive the privilege of bestowing
your gift," Draeden said, stepping closer to me as he
spoke. "Luckily, I won."
He was quite close to me then and seemed to be
examining my face. "And… what is that gift?" I
managed to muster.
"That will soon become apparent." He stepped back,
spreading his arms. "For you see, I am the Fairy of
Seduction." At once, there was a stirring in the air, and
two vast, feathery wings spread out from his shoulders,
a deep shimmering blue. His eyes were bright, the
same blue glittering in their depths. He was intensely,
painfully beautiful.
But I was more focused on his words.
"Seduction…?" I whispered, dread spreading
through my body. "You mean…?"
"I do." Folding his wings at his back, Draeden
walked toward me again. "Do you know how fairies
are created?"
I shook my head.
"From humans. When two humans with magical
powers, often latent, come together in some way, no
matter how purposeful or arbitrary that meeting may
be, there is a chance that a fairy may be created. The
power of the fairy, of course, depends on the
circumstances and passion of that meeting. For
instance, I am very powerful." He paused. "Would you
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like to hear how I was created?"
"Um."
"Very well." He continued, "Once, there lived a very
beautiful young noblewoman, who had spent all of her
life in a palace. One day, a group of soldiers from the
next land over came to stay in the palace. The woman
became infatuated with one of the soldiers and
attempted to woo him, but he, not wanting to risk his
position, ignored her. The woman, of course, would
not settle for this, so she put her whole life, her whole
soul into seducing this man and having him for her
own. On the last day before the man and his troupe
were to leave, he at last gave in. They spent one blissful
night together, and when he departed in the morning,
he left a note into which he poured his soul, and told
of how he had always loved her and wished that they
could have been together forever. After the woman
read the letter, she left it on the bed. A magical wind
from the east picked up the letter, and from the
combined souls of the two lovers, I was created." He
smiled at me. "It's a very fascinating story, wouldn't
you say?"
"Um," I said again. "You mean… they had sex? Out
of wedlock?!"
Draeden laughed at that. "Oh, yes. And soon, I
think, shall you. I have a mind to bless you with the
very powers which I possess."
I was backing away from him then. "But I… I don't
know how to…"
"You will learn," he said, moving toward me yet
again. "I have been around a fair bit longer than you,

and I think I know a little bit more about what's best
for you, don't you? Now, hold still."
It was a command, and I couldn't fight it. He held a
long slender hand out, the fingers tensed over my chest.
All at once, I could feel the ties of my shirt undoing
although no one touched them. He moved his hand
downward, some sort of strange pressure sliding over
my body as he did so, like a deep liquid tingling. He
moved his hand forward slightly, and my shirt slid off
my shoulders. I tried to shiver, but I wasn't cold. My
trousers dropped next, and then I was standing naked
in front of Draeden. Part of me wanted to run and hide,
or at least cover myself, but something about his
presence was soothing, despite how scared I was.
Perhaps it was the fact that he was so obviously not
human, and so completely in control. And I was
curious. Despite myself, I wanted to know what
happened next.
"First," he said, "there is your physical body." He
moved his hands, and then he was touching me, the
tips of his fingers cold on the skin of my shoulders. The
tingling grew stronger as he slid his hands over me—I
could feel my body shifting under my skin, the
muscles becoming tighter and more pronounced. It felt
good, like the feeling I got when I looked at Adam, only
a great deal more intense and lower.
I gasped as Draeden's fingers slid over me, and
moaned when he touched me where no one had before.
He was changing me there, too, and the emotions I felt
conflicted and cancelled each other out. All I could feel
was pleasure.
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Draeden smiled at me. "Oh. You like men, don't
you, Marcus? I'm sorry, I didn't realize. Don't worry;
you will be able to seduce men and women equally."
I couldn't help but laugh at the ridiculousness of his
statement.
Draeden frowned and drew his hand away. With a
quick glance down, he said, "I wouldn't let anyone see
you there right away. They're liable to want to put their
mouth on you, and you're so innocent." He grinned, an
expression that almost seemed malicious in the
moonlight. "I'd hate for you to receive something
unexpected."
Then with his free hand, Draeden reached up and
touched my face. I gasped, truly fearful for the first
time.
"Don't worry," he said. "I won't change your face
very much. Just a little prettier." I felt the pleasurable
shifting once again as his fingers slid over my face. "I
doubt anyone will notice outright. If they do, well," he
shrugged. "I doubt they'll care."
He stepped back from me, and I stood there, still
naked and now finally shaking a little. "Is that all?"
"No," he said. "Now for your powers." He held a
hand out once again directly over my chest. I felt a
warm pulsing deep inside me and felt my body drawn
up toward his hand, although whether it was by magic
or my own impulse, I didn't know. There was a
moment of pure pressure, an invisible connection
between us, and then magic shot into me, like water
and light and pleasure.
I collapsed, luckily backward onto the bed. I

managed to sit up in time to see Draeden turning to
leave. "There is your gift," he said, turning to look at
me with a little smile. "The Power of Seduction. Use it
well." He turned to leave, and then stopped. "I shall be
back to check up on you, of course."
Then he was gone.

I awoke the next morning feeling absolutely
wonderful—and then the events of the night before
came back to me all at once, and I felt an intense,
sickening dread spread throughout my body. I jumped
from the bed in a horrified daze and grabbed my
trousers from where they lay crumpled on the floor.
I wrenched open the door to my wardrobe and
stared at myself in the mirror, only to have my worst
fears confirmed. My body was perfect—all lean,
defined muscle and smooth tanned skin. I touched a
hand to my chest and slid it down over my flat torso
and firm, muscular abdomen. Then, with a dread
almost too much to bear, I slid my hand down the front
of my trousers and touched the tips of my fingers to
myself. I was thicker and firmer than I remembered—
and more sensitive.
I gasped and pulled my hand away, grasping
desperately for the first shirt within reach and
violently pulling it over my head. After I had
frantically buttoned my shirt to its highest point
around my neck, I relaxed a bit. My overall shape
hadn't changed very much, so more than likely no one
would notice. But what about my face?
15

I leaned forward to inspect myself and noted, with
some relief, that there didn't seem to be any too
obvious changes. If anything, my face merely seemed
sharper, the features more defined. The nose was a bit
straighter, the jaw a bit more elegant, and the mouth
more sensual. I remembered the shivery pleasure
when Draeden had traced his fingers over my lips and
drew my own hand to them, aghast. Then I saw my
eyes and realized that there was no way I would be
able to keep my transformation from anyone for too
long.
They were the same eyes, of course, hazel and
currently wide in shock, but there was something very
different about them. The morning sunlight caught the
irises brilliantly, and when I locked eyes with myself,
my gaze was so bright and intense I was almost unable
to look away. I sensed a deep, resonant power behind
those eyes, which frightened me and sent a foreign
shiver down my spine. I knew, somehow, that anyone
who was unfortunate enough to meet my gaze would
be very much under my control until I deigned to set
them free. Draeden had been right—this power was
very useful. And I would have given anything not to
have it.
There was a loud knock at the door, and I started.
"Um, one moment!" I shouted. Damn it, Draeden
had even changed my voice!
"Marcus?" came my father's voice through the
heavy wooden door. "Are you decent? Let us in,
please!"
"A moment, please, Father!" I shouted, furiously

combing my fingers through my hair and futilely
attempting to dim the brilliant, frantic look in my eyes.
However, I realized that there was nothing I could do,
save attempt to avoid eye contact for as long as
possible.
What was I to tell them? The idea of informing
them of the truth was laughable—what if they decided
I had been visited by a demon instead? What if I had
been visited by a demon?!
"Marcus?" My mother was there, too. "Did the fairy
come to you? What gift did he give you?"
Through the door, I said, "Um, yes. I think so. Um,
I don't know."
"You don't know?!" shouted my father. "Whatever
do you mean?"
"He… he didn't say." I gasped in relief when the lie
came to me.
"Didn't say?! Marcus, let us in!"
"No, Mother, I'm really not decent at the moment!"
I was leaning up against the door, my head thrown
back in despair. What was I going to do?! "I'll be down
for breakfast in a moment!"
There was a pause. Then my mother's voice: "Well,
alright, Marcus. We'll expect you right away."
"Yes, Mother," I managed, and slid to the floor
while listening to the slow retreat of their footsteps.

By the time I descended to the meal hall for
breakfast, I was more resigned. I had reviewed all my
options (among them running away or staying in my
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bedroom for the rest of my life), but in the end, the only
viable one seemed to be to go to breakfast and deal
with the results as best as I could. I had made myself
presentable, combing my hair back neatly and donning
a large, brown leather coat to further hide my new
physique. I had also practiced walking back and forth
in my bedroom without taking my eyes from the floor.
Aside from that, there was nothing I could do besides
shuffle slowly down the stairs and hope no one looked
at me.
Everyone did, of course. The news that I had indeed
been visited by a fairy had spread throughout the
castle, and everyone was eager to hear my story. I
continued to expand my lie from before, explaining
that the fairy had neglected to introduce himself or
inform me of the nature of the powers with which he
had gifted me. My parents were naturally
disappointed, but took the news with good humour,
deciding that my gifts would most certainly reveal
themselves when the time was right, and that the best
course of action would be to continue with the plans
already made to send me to the king.
I couldn't decide whether to be happy with this
decision or not. For one thing, the Wizard Dante had
not seen me before and would not notice my sudden
change in appearance, but on the other, I didn't fancy
going to the king and informing him that, while I
definitely possessed magical powers, I had no idea
what they were, and was therefore useless. The
thought of actually demonstrating or using my powers
in any way made me sick to my stomach.

I was alternating thinking about this with
attempting to quell the sick feelings in my gut when I
was distracted by a serving maid, who was
complaining about the soup.
"I swear it wasn't here before!" she exclaimed.
"Something blue, like tiny sapphires in the soup!"
"Let me see," my father ordered, and as the maid
came toward him with the heavy pot, I made the
mistake of looking up.
Our eyes met, and I saw hers widen, and heard the
small, soundless gasp that escaped her lips when I
involuntarily unleashed the full power of my eyes. For
a moment, I could have sworn I saw right into her soul,
and felt the flutter of her heart and racing of her blood
as her body froze in surprise. Then she shrieked, the
heavy iron pot falling from her hands and landing with
a thud on the tile floor.
There was a flurry of activity as the other serving
maids swooped in to right the pot, but the damage was
done: about half of the soup had spilled and was
spreading across the floor. Fixing my eyes firmly
downward, I could see from my peripheral vision that
there did indeed seem to be traces of a deep blue
substance glittering amongst the vegetables and broth.
Whilst the maids busied themselves with cleaning up
the spill, I let my eyes follow the rapidly dissipating
line of deep blue powder along the floor, to where it
was lightly falling in a trail from the roof. I looked up,
and suppressed a gasp when I saw a dark, winged
figure sitting among the rafters of the hall. I blinked,
trying to see clearer, but the figure disappeared.
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The maid I had involuntarily influenced seemed to
be in shock. I didn't look at her again, but I felt quite
certain she was staring at me, and I could almost feel
the pleasurable excitement with which her body had
betrayed her still pulsing through her. She apologized
profusely to my father, and was allowed to leave on
account of feeling faint.
I felt faint myself, and as soon I was able I
announced I wasn't hungry and excused myself.
"Don't go too far, Marcus," my mother ordered me
distractedly as I fled the meal hall. "The Wizard Dante
will be arriving sometime this afternoon."
I hardly bothered to listen or care.

I had always felt safe in the forest. With the sun
filtering softly through the green leaves of the birch
trees, and the carpet of mosses and dried leaves
muffling all sounds on the uneven ground, it was
immensely peaceful. It was the only place I had ever
been where I felt truly alone.
And I desperately needed to be alone. My mind
was awhirl with emotions and frantic thoughts. Since
the day before, my life had changed so much, and not
at all in the way I had thought it would. I wanted very
badly to be a small innocent boy again, to not know or
care anymore about my future beyond what I was told
to by my parents and tutors. I hated that fairy, Draeden,
and the way he made me feel—as if being such a sexual
and base creature was acceptable; as if I should be
grateful for the evil curse he had forced on me.

I picked up a long branch and swished it back and
forth, enjoying the satisfying thwack that resulted
whenever it impacted with a branch or trunk of a tree
that happened to be in my path. I was staggering
aimlessly, not certain of where I was or where I was
going; I focused only on the rhythmic swing and
impact of the branch, imagining that its targets were
everything I hated about my life: me, that stupid fairy,
my stupid powers, and my disgusting and evil
sexuality…
I barely noticed when the twig impacted, quite
forcefully, with a human obstruction.
The obstruction had, unfortunately, been carrying
quite a heavy load of dry wood, which toppled
everywhere upon my directly running into him with a
branch. Blushing and apologizing profusely, I
immediately stooped to help gather up some of the
wood, and before I could remember not to, I stared up
into a pair of surprised blue eyes.
"Adam," I blurted out, and proceeded to drop
several pieces of wood onto his hands and feet. The
entire load of wood once again toppled to the ground
around us.
"Um. Adam," I said again. "Here, let me help."
"That's alright!" he exclaimed, skirting away from
my help, obviously dreading another instance of the
heavy logs dropping onto his bare feet. "It's fine.
Marcus?" He stopped gathering wood for a moment
and looked at me, shoving the sweaty blond hair from
his face. "What are you doing here? You look…
different."
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I was staring at him again, unable to focus on
anything but the intense concentration it took to keep
my new powers in check, unable to even look away
from him. The fact that he was quite possibly the most
beautiful human I had ever laid eyes on didn't serve to
lessen the difficulty of the situation any.
"Adam," I said, and then again, "Adam." I walked
toward him, slowly, with my hand outstretched. The
scene was fiercely reminiscent of one from mere hours
ago, when a dark fairy had moved in close to a young,
innocent boy, hand outstretched to take his inhibitions.
Only this time, I was the seducer, and Adam was
helpless. I saw his breath, shallow in his chest, and felt
the intense, heated core of him move subconsciously
forward to meet my outstretched hand. I saw those
blue eyes flicker to mine—there was unmistakeable
lust in them—and a foreign shiver ran down my spine
again. Except it didn't seem quite so foreign this time.
Lust, power, and control were quickly becoming
familiar.
We stayed that way for a few incredibly long
moments, my hand outstretched and tense, his body
pulled taut toward it, as if on an invisible string, and
our eyes locked with all manner of unspeakable,
unsaid things passing between us. I knew then that I
could have Adam, take from him whatever I wanted,
and own him completely.
For a moment, I considered it. Thought about
moving close to him, touching him, ordering him to
take his clothes off… Then my guilt surged back in full
force, and I ran.

I didn't dare look back until I reached the castle,
and then I bent over double, raggedly gasping, my legs
shaking. What was wrong with me? How could I think
those things? Of course it had been fine to think about
them before, when there had been absolutely no
chance of them ever happening, but now… everything
was different. I had to be careful. I had to be careful, or
else I might…
I shook my head violently and ran in through the
front gates, intending to lock myself in my bedroom
and seriously reconsider my plan to stay there for the
rest of my life. That's when I noticed the carriage in
front of the heavy wooden doors. More similar to a
covered wagon, it was made of weathered wood,
painted in different, faded colours, and garishly
decorated with hanging trinkets and jingling chimes.
Perhaps I was simply in a bad mood, but I found that I
disliked it intensely. I rather thought I disliked its
owner as well, despite never having met him. I would
soon, of course, and the sinking feeling in my gut was
not at all unfounded.
"Marcus!" my mother called, as I attempted to
sneak past the meal hall to my bedroom. "Marcus,
Master Dante has arrived! Come and meet him."
I sighed and slumped into the meal hall, only to
have my mother do a double take, and exclaim,
"Marcus, are you alright? You look like you've been
running!"
"I have," I said, still a little out of breath. "Um. I was
exercising." She was staring at me, and I realized that I
had lost my coat, and the top few buttons of my shirt
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had come undone. I hastily did them up and reached
up to smooth my hair down, before turning to Dante.
He was an old man, but still seemingly quite
healthy, dressed in formal long wizard's robes of a
gaudy blue. His off-white beard was scraggly, as if he
had been trying for several years to grow a long, thick
one and failing, and his hair fell in long, uncleanlooking ringlets over his shoulders and was thinning
quite drastically on the top to reveal a shiny, spotted
scalp. If he was the owner of the motley cart outside,
then I had been quite correct in assuming that I
wouldn't like him. Something about him made me
intensely wary—the way he bent over to invade my
mother's space as he spoke to her, the way his eyes slid
nervously over me as he introduced himself. I made
eye contact with him a few times as we spoke, but had
no trouble controlling my powers—the very thought
of feeling into his mind disgusted me.
I was mercifully left alone at dinner, the arrival of
Dante being the new and exciting event. My father
questioned him about life at the palace and the state of
affairs in the capital.
"Is it true they've made prostitution legal?" my
mother asked, causing me to gape and drop most of
the soup from my mouth back into the bowl. Luckily,
no one noticed my momentary lack in manners.
"Oh, prostitution has been legal in the capital for
several years now," answered Dante, carelessly
slathering butter onto his bread (didn't he know how
hard the maids worked to make it?!). "It's male
prostitution that's recently become legal."

"Oh, dear," said my mother.
"Yes, and the next thing you know they'll be
allowing male prostitutes to service other men!" my
father grumbled. "Disgusting."
There was a collective murmur of agreement, and
then a moment of silence for the lost propriety of the
capital. I felt sick to my stomach.
"Oh, Marcus, could you please pass the gravy?"
Dante's voice startled me from my self-loathing reverie.
"Oh, um." I looked around for the gravy boat. It was
at the far end of the table, obviously nowhere near me.
"Ah!" said Dante. "Never mind, then!" He delicately
lifted a hand, and the gravy boat slowly rose into the
air to float down the length of table, before setting itself
down neatly next to Dante.
There was flurry of appreciative gasps from around
the table, and several people clapped.
"Did you see what he did, Marcus?" my mother
gasped at me. "What strong magic he must have!"
After what I had seen Draeden do the night before,
I was utterly unimpressed. Granted, Draeden was a
fairy and Dante a seemingly normal human being, but
still—the self-satisfied smirk on Dante's face seemed
entirely unwarranted to me. I glared at him, and he
caught my eye.
"Don't be jealous, young Marcus," he said, loud
enough for the whole table to hear. "I'm going to
attempt to teach you some magic on our journey.
Perhaps by the time we reach the capital, you, too, will
be able to make gravy boats float to you."
"Oh, won't that be wonderful?" my mother gasped,
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beaming at me.
"Yes," I said. "Brilliant."
Still smarting from being called 'young Marcus' and
treated like a jealous child in front of the entire table, I
escaped up to my bedroom as soon as dinner was over.
As I lay on my bed with my eyes closed, I thought
about Adam again. I could picture him very clearly—
his shaggy, dirty-blond hair, his strong chin, and those
big, beautiful blue eyes, full of desire… desire for me.
I jumped up when the door opened, and for a
moment, thought my daydream had formed itself into
reality. Adam was indeed there, bare-chested as usual,
with a couple of thick logs in his arms, but his face was
lowered, and he looked up at me cautiously as he
shuffled in and set the logs down by the fireplace.
"I was delivering the wood," he said, by way of
explanation. "They told me to bring some up here—
and to tell you that Lord Dante wishes to leave at
sunrise tomorrow."
I realized I was staring at him. "Um, alright," I
replied. "Thank you."
He turned to go, but then turned back suddenly.
"Ah, Marcus," he started. "About today…"
"Oh!" I exclaimed. "Yes, Adam, I'm so sorry."
"No! No, it's me who should be sorry, I shouldn't
have—"
I wasn't aware of standing, but suddenly, I was
right next to him, holding a finger to his lips. "It was
my fault. I'm sorry."
"Yes," he said. "I—"
I shushed him. "Don't talk." I had never been this

close to him before. I wanted to look at him, just to take
in his perfect, smudged face, to run my fingers over his
jaw and his cheeks and forehead. I leaned forward,
breathing in his scent. Then, without really realizing
what I was doing, I said, "Kiss me."
I could feel the power in the command as it slid
from my lips. He couldn't resist—and didn't want to.
He leaned in, pressing our lips together. I clung to him,
wanting him, needing him urgently. His lips and
tongue moved over mine, devouring me, and I knew
he felt the same way.
"Moan," I commanded, the power I was feeling
making me light-headed and selfish. "My name."
Adam gasped, coming up for air. "Marcus." His
voice was rough, and he moaned again when his lips
returned to mine, his body pressing heavily into me.
"Marcus…"
I backed toward the bed, pulling him along with
me. I couldn't think.
I didn't want to.
"The bed," I breathed. "Push me onto it."
He obeyed, shoving me down, and I pulled him
down on top of me. He was ridiculously heavy and
warm—I couldn't bring myself to care that his weight
was painful and that I couldn't breathe. I gasped as his
mouth covered mine again, smothering me with dry,
urgent kisses.
"Adam!" I gasped, arching into him.
He cried out and pressed against me harder. His
body was completely out of his control, but he
managed to gasp out, "I'm sorry. I'm sorry, Marcus, I
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don't know what's happening to me. I've never wanted
a man this way before. I—"
He broke off as another moan of pleasure escaped
his lips. For a moment, I was in pure ecstasy, wanting
him, wanting him to take me, wanting to make him feel
things he had never felt before with anyone…
Then the meaning of what he had said made it
through my clouded mind.
"No!" I gasped, and tensed, shoving at him with all
my might. "No, get off of me!"
Adam backed away immediately, hunched over
with uneven gasps, his eyes hazy.
"What?" A hand covered his mouth as a little of the
reason returned to his eyes, the realization of what he
had been doing slowly creeping into his consciousness.
"Get out," I gasped. "Don't tell anyone."
He nodded and fled the room, leaving me
completely alone and panting on the bed.
"What was that?" Draeden's voice was
disapproving.
"You!" I shouted, sitting up and glaring
venomously at the fairy perched lightly on the end of
my bed, his legs crossed in front of him. "How long
have you been here?"
His dark eyebrows rose slightly, but he declined to
answer my question. "Why did you let him go?"
"What?!" My voice was as loud as I dared without
raising suspicion downstairs.
"Why did you let him go?" Draeden repeated, in a
slightly clearer voice. "I thought you liked him."
"I did. I do." My mind was a jumble. "You!" I

shouted again, standing and striding toward him.
"How could you do this to me?! Take it back! I don't
want it!"
Draeden leaned back on his arms, away from my
invasive accusations, and smiled at me. "You don't?" he
asked, the smile even more evident in his voice.
"Seemed like you wanted something there."
"Shut up!" I yelled, no longer caring if anyone heard.
"Take it back, right now!"
"I can't," he replied. "Learn to live with it."
"No!" I leaned in to grab him, foolishly hoping that
I could somehow physically bully him into doing what
I wanted. But it was too late—he was gone, and all that
was left in his place was a light sprinkling of deep blue,
sparkling dust, settling slowly onto my bedspread.
I let out a loud frustrated cry and struck at the
bedspread, sweeping the shimmery powder to the
floor, and then fell face first onto the bed. I buried my
head in the hard, patched fabric and stayed that way,
fuming, for the rest of the night.

I barely slept, so I had no trouble getting up before
sunrise and packing my few tattered belongings into
an old trunk. I took a last longing look around my
room, and then shook myself. It was stupid to act as
though I would never return. I would probably get to
the capital, explain to the king that I had no powers,
and be sent back home. The whole thing felt rather like
a large nuisance. More troubling was the situation with
Adam.
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The only thing that had kept me from sleeping with
Adam was the knowledge that he naturally had no
interest in men, and that I was forcing him to do
something that went against everything he had
thought about both of us. I wondered how he was
doing, if he was alright, if he felt guilty.
But I had no way of speaking to him before I left. In
the dim light before dawn, I bid my parents farewell.
My mother cried and exclaimed about how proud she
was of me, and how handsome I had become. If she
only knew. But I allowed her to kiss me goodbye and
accepted a stiff hug from my father, and then we put
my trunk into the back of Dante's cart. With a final
goodbye, I lifted myself into the back of the wagon and
found my way in the darkness to the hard, unfamiliar
bed and, lying upon it, fell fast asleep.

I awoke to the late morning light slipping through
the dusty orange curtains. The cart was jostling and
jolting over the uneven road, and now that I was
awake, it was horribly jarring, and I knew that I would
be unable to fall back asleep.
I sat up and looked around. It was only a small
wagon, made all the smaller by the presence of a cot
and a writing desk. The space between the two was
hardly large enough for one man to walk without
turning, and every available space along the walls and
on the floor was taken up by shelves upon shelves of
books, complicated-looking devices, and stacks of
paper. Everything was dusty and worn-looking, and

smelled of Dante. It was not pleasant.
I stumbled toward the front of the wagon and
pushed the curtain aside, emerging into the blinding
morning light. Dante was sitting on a cushioned bench
and loosely holding the reins of the old horse solely
responsible for pulling the heavy weight of the wagon.
It was a mark of my dislike for Dante that I actually felt
worse for the animal having to be owned by him, than
for having to drag his wagon all over the country.
"Finally up, eh, boy?" said Dante without looking at
me. "You won't be able to sleep in like that at court."
I opened my mouth to retort, but found I didn't
have the resolve to bother. Dante wasn't finished
talking, anyway. "Since you're up, you can get a start
on your magical education. There are several books in
the back on the topic. Go and read one, and report back
to me when you've finished it."
He pulled out a book of his own (it did not look like
one on the topic of magical theory) and proceeded to
ignore me until I went back into the wagon. Inside, I
pulled open the thick curtains that had previously
been covering the opening at the back of the cart and
let the sunlight spill in, illuminating the dust motes
which were settled stagnantly in the air, despite the
jostling of the cart.
I went to the largest bookshelf, situated across from
the writing desk. It was full of books with titles such as
Advanced Magical Theory and Encyclopaedia of Influential
Magic-Users. I was surprised to find myself interested
in reading them. That is, until I took one down and
attempted to do so.
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The prose was impossibly dense—it seemed to be
the intent of the writer to fashion the most convoluted
sentences possible and force the reader to attempt to
decipher them. By the time I had gotten a vague idea
of what the first few sentences meant, I had forgotten
what I was reading about and had to go back to the
beginning, repeating the process again and again, until
I thought I was going insane or had forgotten how to
read.
To my dismay, the books were all exactly the same.
I had thought my reading level quite decent when I
had studied with my tutor, but this was completely
beyond me. I threw the book down and flopped
backward onto the bed. I hated the idea of admitting to
Dante that I couldn't understand his books. But what
was I to do? I genuinely did want to learn magic, but if
reading these books was the only way to do so,
perhaps it was not to be.
I lay on my back for a little while, hating everything,
but soon became bored. The jostling of the cart was not
conducive to thinking. I sat up and looked around
again. Surely every single book in the cart couldn't be
written in such a ridiculous, convoluted style? I turned
to the headboard and noticed several black books there,
bound in cheap leather with no titles on their spines. I
picked one up and flipped it open.
It was a romance. It started out innocently enough,
about a young princess who was being courted by
several dashing gentlemen. I felt a little guilty for
enjoying the descriptions of the men more than the
lengthy ones of the princess (which I mostly skipped),

but I shoved it away—no one was going to lynch me
for having thoughts about men, I reasoned. Besides, I
couldn't help it.
Then it came to a part where the princess (Isbetta
was her name) was alone with one of the dashing
young gentlemen, and I realized why the book had
been untitled. It was not the type of book that would
make its way through civilized circles. But I couldn't
seem to stop myself from reading. I had been educated
about intercourse, of course, but it had never really
appealed to me. The way the book presented it,
however, made it seem very, very appealing indeed.
I read until I felt absolutely too guilty to go on. Then,
sufficiently disgusted with myself, I slammed the book
shut and shoved it back onto the headboard. In fact, I
felt so guilty that I went and got the book on influential
magic users and managed to get almost halfway
through the first entry before nightfall.

The trip to the capital took nearly three weeks.
During that time, my intense dislike of Dante was
completely and irrefutably solidified. He ignored me,
except to instruct me on which books to read, and then
to roughly quiz me to make sure I had read them
properly. If I didn't answer all of his questions
satisfactorily, I was made to read the book over again.
Often, I never did find the answers to the questions he
was asking in them.
Dante also had absolutely disgusting personal
hygiene and made me sleep on the ground outside at
33

night. He kept bags of dried fruit and nuts with him at
all times, but would never let me eat any. At night, we
would eat fowl and small animals that he had captured
and cooked with magic, but I always somehow ended
up with a smaller portion than he, and sometimes, on
days when he had gorged himself on snacks earlier, he
neglected to catch or cook anything for dinner, and I
went hungry. I kept careful track of all of these
injustices in my head, intending to relay them in detail
to my parents when I got back. I began to plan a way
to get away from Dante once we reached the capital
and make my own way home. I couldn't stand the
thought of travelling with him for another three weeks.
One night, though, after we had eaten a particularly
satisfying meal of stewed rabbit, Dante deigned to
teach me some magic. It was levitation, as he had
promised. Fortunately, despite what I had read in the
magic books, I found it to be all quite natural and easily
picked it up, until I was levitating things all over the
campsite. I thought it was quite similar to, or possibly
the same powers which I had used on Adam in the
forest—all about concentration and tightening my
fingers, imagining the object as alive and moving
toward or away from me.
Dante seemed rather disgruntled about the speed
at which I learned the trick.
"Well, then, levitation must be your power," he
muttered, getting up and climbing the stairs to the
wagon. "We'll tell the king that when we get to the
capital, and he might take you on as an apprentice lowclass magician."

I thought about that prospect as I cleaned up after
Dante and extinguished the fire. It didn't seem all that
appealing. Actually, it rather complicated things. If I
was hired by the king, in any position, then my parents
would certainly not take kindly to me wishing to come
back to Rell. 'Low-class magician' didn't sound very
glamorous to me, but I knew my parents would be
extremely proud and practically force me to continue
on there.
As much as I hated travelling with Dante, I dreaded
our arrival at the capital even more.

By the time we arrived, however, I had decided that
I didn't care if I was made the palace scullery maid, as
long as it gave me a chance to get away from Dante.
The closer we got to our destination, the more snappish
and rude he was. And he seemed to be nervous about
something. I spent most of the time in the back of the
cart, reading on my own and not talking to him.
Sometimes, I read Dante's romance novels, but they
made me feel sick to my stomach, partly because I felt
I shouldn't be reading them and partly because they
filled me with a dull longing for something I couldn't
have. Not sex, of course, I knew I could have that, if I
wanted it—but a woman. I would never want one, and
the thought made me sad. I had only ever wanted to be
normal. I should have known I would always be
anything but.
In any case, although I was reading (and mostly
understanding) the books on magical theory, some
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part of me instinctively wanted to reject a lot of what
they stated as fact. Many of the theories given just
didn't seem to mesh with my experience, however
limited, of magic so far. For instance, the idea that the
longer casting a spell took, the more powerful it would
be. That didn't make sense to me at all. Magic seemed
to me, in that respect, like any other task: if someone
was slow at it, even after ample practice, it simply
meant that person wasn't very good at it. I could make
things float to me quite quickly by then, with little
thought, but it was rather pointless, because it caused
me to exert at least as much energy as it would have
had I gotten up and walked over to grab the object in
the first place. Dante didn't seem to agree with me on
this point. On the days when he was talkative, he went
on about the benefits of being a magic-user, how one
could use it to impress others and increase one's status
in society. I tried not to listen to him too much,
otherwise the insufferable arrogance in his voice might
have caused me to snap and use my powers to do
something awful, like make him impotent (if he wasn't
already).
At last, the day arrived when we came upon the
capital. As we made our way into the city, I realized
that I had been completely unprepared for the sheer
mass of stimuli with which the sights and sounds of
the city bombarded me. I had never seen so many
people, so many buildings, or animals, or shops before
in my life. And everything was so modern. The styles of
dress seemed outlandish, almost. The men all wore
high, shiny boots, and almost all of them had short,

styled hair. The women's dresses were overwhelming,
all ribbons and embroidery and lace. They had a
peculiar shape to them as well, straight up and down
over the torso, and then bursting out like a bell from
the waist down. I wonder what sort of contraptions
they wore underneath to make them that shape.
The carriages were all different styles, however,
some wooden wagons like Dante's, some old covered
carriages like the ones we had back in Rell, and some
new and modern and sleek. The streets were full to
bursting with people, walking and on horseback, all
running in between the slow procession of carriages,
as if they cared very little for their own lives. The noise
was deafening, and I turned to look at a man who I
thought was yelling at me, but Dante grabbed my arm
and ordered me to keep facing forward.
We carried on that way for what felt like hours. The
sights and sounds were becoming too much for me,
and I mentioned to Dante that I should have liked to
go into the back of the wagon and have a nap before
we arrived. He hissed at me to stay put. He seemed to
be anxious, as if on the lookout for something. I stayed
sitting on the bench next to him, as there seemed to be
nothing else I could do. Looking around, I noticed with
some satisfaction that the din seemed to be quieting
down somewhat. Then I realized that this was not
because we were getting closer to the palace, but rather
because we were coming into a much older and dirtier
part of town.
People were much less outgoing there, keeping to
themselves and glancing furtively around as they
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hurried about their business. The clothing was much
darker and drabber, mostly in the older styles that I
was used to. The shops and buildings on either side of
the road seemed darker and older, too. I didn't like it
here nearly as much. In fact, it put me more on edge.
All of a sudden, there was a loud barking, and a
dog ran seemingly out of nowhere in front of the cart.
The old horse started and reared up. Dante yelled and
attempted to get control of the reins, but it only served
to frighten the horse more. He turned back and forth,
as if assaulted by an imaginary force, and then turned
too sharply for the cart to handle and bolted down a
side road.
I felt the cart tipping and stood as fast as I could,
but it was too late to do anything. I heard Dante yelling
at me to jump, and I did so, propelling myself as far as
I could from the careening cart. I landed with a heavy
thud. I'd probably have scores of bruises, but nothing
seemed to be broken. I whipped my head around,
trying to orient myself, and then felt a sharp, warm
pain on the back of my head. I reached my hand back
and felt warm liquid. Then everything went dark, and
I slipped out of consciousness.

I awoke to throbbing pain. At first, I couldn't
localize it, only knowing that it was constant and on
my back. Then, as I began to regain some semblance of
consciousness, I realized that something was dragging
along my back. I awoke further to realize that it was, in
fact, I who was being dragged along the ground by my

arms, which seemed to be tied together.
I moaned, and whoever was dragging me stopped
and walked over to me. Opening my swollen eyes, I
was able to make out two figures, all dressed in black.
One leaned over me. He had a sunken face and a short,
scraggly black beard.
"Oy," he said to the other in an accent I had never
heard before. "He's awake."
"So put him out again!" came the voice of the other
man, and then there was a sharp pain on my forehead,
and I was gone.

When I awoke again, I was mercifully still and
lying on my back. My hands were still bound, and I
realized that my mouth was gagged, as well. I opened
my eyes, even more swollen now, and looked around.
It was dark, and it seemed as though I was in an alley
somewhere. I thought I could hear the ocean. The man
I had seen before was sitting propped up against some
sacks. I stirred, and when he saw that I was awake, he
smiled.
"Good morning! Or rather not." He had a cruel and
slippery way of talking, and I disliked him greatly.
"Hope you're comfortable," he continued. "Enjoy it.
Slave ships are notorious for their lack of hospitality."
He must have seen the panic in my eyes, because he
laughed, and said, "You didn't know? You're to be sold
as a slave. There's good money for slaves, down south.
And you're a prime specimen."
I struggled, my mind whirling with panic, and he
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laughed again and looked away. I lay there, trying to
think of some way, any way, to escape. But my bonds
were tight, and I couldn't move. I remembered the last
time I had been unable to move and how different that
had been, and then I thought of Draeden and his
saying, "There is your gift. The Power of Seduction.
Use it well."
My stomach dropped, leaving behind an empty,
curdling feeling. But I knew what I had to do. I blinked
my eyes a few times, making sure they were clear, then,
ignoring the disgust within me, I drew up the full
extent of my powers and pulled on the repulsive man's
consciousness until he looked at me, and unleashed
my power upon him.
He started a little, sliding downward, and then
caught himself. He was staring at me, his eyes wide.
Come here, I tried to tell him, and although he
couldn't possibly hear me, he obeyed. He got up and
walked toward me. Then he knelt in front of me with a
look of shock on his face.
Take out my gag, I ordered, and again, he obeyed,
although hesitantly. I could tell he really wanted to see
the rest of my face, because when the gag came loose,
he smiled lecherously and touched a finger to my lips.
"You want me," I said, ignoring the sick feeling that
came with the statement, forcing it down as best I
could—rather well, I thought, considering the
circumstances.
He nodded, his face a picture of greedy lust. His
hands reached for me.
"Wait," I said. "Untie me."

But his hands were working at my waistband,
struggling to undo the clasp of my belt. I realized that
he didn't consider my hands being free a necessity at
all.
"Hey!" I exclaimed. "Look at me!" His eyes snapped
up. "It'll be better…" I exerted my control, needing him
to believe the words were true. "Better if my hands are
untied.
He nodded, and then stopped, shaking his head. "I
shouldn't. You could get away."
"You don't care about that," I said. "You don't care
about anything but me. You want me to touch you.
Untie me."
He hesitated for only a second longer, and then I
had him. With a groan, he pulled a knife from his belt
and sliced through my bonds. I was ready for him.
Before I could think about what I was doing, I reached
to where I had seen a stray, dusty board on the ground
next to me and grabbed it, striking the man over the
head as hard as I could. He fell to the ground—
unconscious, I hoped, and not dead.
I got unsteadily to my feet and kicked him once for
good measure. "You, sir, are an idiot and a pervert."
Although neither of these accusations was
necessarily true, I felt better saying it.
I ran as fast and as hard as I could for as long as I
was able, and it was only when I stopped, leaning
against a dirty wooden wall to catch my breath, that I
realized that I was all alone in a place I had never been
before with absolutely no idea where I was.
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I walked for hours. I didn't know what time it was,
but the streets were mostly deserted. I came across a
few people and tried to ask for directions, but they
refused to look at or acknowledge me. I should have
used my powers to influence one of them to help me,
but couldn't bring myself to do so. Besides, by the looks
of most of them, I didn't think I really wanted their
help. I was deep into the older, seedier part of the city
and could not seem to find my way out.
I found myself wandering slowly toward an area
with more traffic, and eventually made my way onto a
street packed with people, despite the late hour. They
wore all variations of dress, from wealthy to beggarly,
and casually rushed about, laughing and talking
loudly. I walked past several gambling houses and a
few pubs with tall, intimidating men standing at the
doors. I was beginning to get very tired, teetering as I
walked. Then I heard a voice directed at me.
"Hey there, handsome. Looking for someone to
spend the night with?" I turned. A girl stood in the
doorway of a warm, but dimly-lit building, looking at
me coyly. She was backlit, but I could see that she was
only about my age. She looked tired, although she hid
it well with a cocky stance, leaning one hand on the
doorframe and perching the other jauntily on her hip.
"Sorry," I said. "But I have no money for what
you're offering. If I did, I would spend it on food." I
was ravenously hungry, although I had been ignoring
it for the past few hours.
She pouted at me, saying with mock sympathy,

"Oh… Handsome boyo's down on his luck?"
"Yes," I said shortly. "I don't suppose you could
direct me to the palace?"
She righted herself jauntily and pointed a gloved
hand up a dark street to my left. "About an hour's walk
that way. But they close the gates at sundown. They
won't let you in at this hour—even if you're the king's
long-lost son!"
"The king has a long-lost son?" I asked wearily.
She frowned at me. "No. That was a joke." When I
just stood there, staring blearily at her, she shook her
head and started to turn away, but then turned back.
"Are you alright?" she asked me. "You really look
awful."
"Thank you," I said. "I've had a bad day." I touched
the back of my head, which had impacted the street
when I had fallen. It was crusted with blood, and was
numb and painful to touch.
"You've hurt yourself," she said, more seriously
now. "What happened? Do you still remember who
you are?"
"Yes," I scoffed. "I just don't know where I'm
supposed to be."
She stared at me for a long moment, and then said,
"You'd better come inside," and stood aside to allow
me to enter.
"I don't have any money," I reminded her.
"I don't intend to service you," she replied. "You can
find a way to repay me later. Now, come in, before I
change my mind."
I nodded and ducked under her arm, into the dim
43

light of the brothel.
It was crowded with people, men chatting with
each other and with the women who lounged on soft
couches and chairs, or stood against the walls, waiting
for a potential customer to take notice of them. The air
hung thick with incense and perfume.
"I'm Aria, by the way," the girl said, as she led me
through the crowded room. I kept my eyes fixed on her
blonde hair, which was piled high and haphazardly on
her head, in order not to lose her in the mass of people.
"Marcus," I replied, and she spared a glance back to
smile at me. She led me to the very back of the room,
where an enormously fat lady was perched on a stool
that was too small for her, drinking a glass of wine. She
was wearing several layers of sumptuous fabrics and
beads, and her hair was all perfectly arranged in
ringlets and tight curls.
"Titiana," said Aria nervously, "this is Marcus."
Titiana's beady eyes fixed on me. For some reason,
they were immensely terrifying. "A customer?"
"No, ma'am." Aria's voice was quiet and meek.
"He's lost. I thought we might offer him a place to stay
the night, or at least a meal."
Titiana drew herself up to her full height of at least
six feet.
"You thought?" she boomed at Aria. "You thought
what?! And how many customers have you managed to
acquire tonight, girl? Get back out there and do your
job! We can't be bringing in rats off the street! Out, out!"
Aria squeaked and fled. I moved to follow, but
Titiana apprehended me with her voice.

"Marcus, was it?" She was peering at me, her small
eyes even narrower than before.
"Um. Yes?"
She stared at me for a moment longer. "Hmm." She
did not sound pleased, and I wondered why she didn't
just kick me out. I was more than a little surprised
when she said, "Come with me," and exited through a
door to her right.
I followed her through a hanging velvet curtain
into a room that was much brighter and less hazy. It
was a little kitchen, I realized, with a rough wooden
table at one end and a worn countertop at the other. A
man stood at the sink, washing his way through a pile
of dishes. He wore plain clothes, and his skin was
almost black, reflecting the light of the candles in a
peculiar way.
"Emie!" Titiana barked, and the man turned to face
us, a soapy washcloth still in his hand.
"Yes, ma'am?"
"Is there any gruel left from dinner?" She had a
strange way of always sounding angry, no matter what
was said.
"Uh, yes, ma'am, a little."
"Good." Titiana jerked her head at me. "Feed this."
She wandered back into the front room.
Emie stared at me for a long moment. "You alright?
Look like you don't know where you are."
"I don't," I replied, blinking at him. His features
were difficult to see in the darkness, and I couldn't
make out his expression.
He tilted his head, and there was a flash of white
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teeth in his dark face as he grinned a little. "The Parlour.
A high-class brothel. Come, sit."
I did, gratefully, on one of the hard, wooden chairs
at the table. A few moments later, a bowl of something
lukewarm and edible was placed in front of me, and I
gulped it down as fast as possible without choking.
Emie stared at me for a few moments, and then went
back to washing dishes.
I finished eating, and then immediately felt sick to
my stomach. The food seemed to have reinstated my
pain receptors, and the bruises on my head and body
were starting to hurt terribly. I wanted nothing more
than to sleep.
Just then, the door opened, and a luminous figure
swept in. It was another girl, this one all decked out in
delicate silks and shimmering golds. Her blonde hair
was arranged delicately upon her head and dripping
with beads and jewels, almost to the point of obscuring
her face. Perhaps it was my tiredness, but I
immediately thought that she was incredibly beautiful.
"Titiana won't let me service any more gentlemen
tonight!" she cried to Emie, obviously enraged. Then
she turned, and uttered a small, "Oh," when she
realized there was someone else in the room.
After it seemed that no one was going to say
anything, I offered a quiet, "Hello. I'm Marcus."
"Oh," she repeated. "Hello, Marcus. What are you
doing here?"
"Um." I gestured at the now-empty bowl. "Eating."
"Are you a customer?" she asked, still regarding me
cautiously.

"No," I said, "I don't have any money."
"Ah." She then smiled, sweeping over to flop down
ungraciously in the chair across from me, before
lowering her jewelled head to the table. "Oh, dear Emie,
can't you tell her she's being unreasonable?"
"I can't tell her nothing," replied Emie without
turning around. "Not if I want to get paid."
The girl sighed and turned back to me. She had
very bright blue eyes, lined with gold, and her face was
all delicate and powdered. I couldn't fathom why it
was I found myself attracted to her. Perhaps I did like
women, after all? Or perhaps it was just that those big
blue eyes reminded me of Adam…
I snapped myself away from that train of thought
and forced myself to make steady eye contact with the
girl. She giggled.
"I'm Hailey," she said, and then leaned forward
conspiratorially. "Does Titiana know you're here?"
"Um. Yes. She's the one who brought me back here.
"Ah." Hailey's eyes went wide. "She must like you,
then. Do you know her?"
"No," I began, "I—"
We were interrupted by another girl, with dark hair
and eyes, peering around the curtain at us. "Hailey!"
she whispered. "You have a customer!"
"Oh!" Hailey looked excited as she rose from the
chair. Her dress was in a different style than the other
girls—it looked like something I had seen in a diagram
of foreign dress back home in the Rell library: layers of
silk crossed in the front and long, flowing sleeves. Her
clothing looked much more expensive than any of the
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dresses the other girls wore. I realized that probably
also meant Hailey herself was more expensive. I
refused to think about that.
"You won't be happy about it," the dark-haired girl
warned Hailey, as she swept from the room. Then she
turned to me. "Titiana says you can stay the night. I
don't know why, but she seems to like you. You can
have the spare bedroom. Come with me."
I did as instructed, and followed her out into the
front and up a winding staircase. We passed by several
wooden doorways, through which some questionable
noises escaped. I was still refusing to think about it.
Finally, we came to the doorway at the end of the hall.
The girl (she had introduced herself as Muse on the
way up) opened it with a tiny silver key and ushered
me in.
It was tiny, only big enough for a small single bed
and an old, rickety writing desk. The bedspread was
badly stained—I didn't want to know from what—and
the whole room smelt disgustingly musty. But it was a
place to sleep, and I thanked Muse profusely.
"Don't mention it," she said somewhat sardonically.
She closed the door behind her as she left, and then I
was alone.
I went to the mirror above the desk and stared at
myself. I looked positively haunted. My hazel eyes
were wide and bloodshot, and there was a bruise
forming on my left temple where one of the slave
traders had hit me. Backing up and unbuttoning my
shirt, I noticed I had lost weight on my trip with Dante.
I was leaner than before, although of course still

perfectly muscled. I turned to inspect my back, sliding
my shirt off as I did so, although I hardly needed to—
the fabric had been worn right through from my being
dragged along the ground. There were long, nastylooking scrapes all up my back, and they were filled
with dirt and rubble. I wondered if the scrapes would
ever heal properly.
I knew I should probably find some water and a
washcloth with which to clean myself, but I couldn't
stomach the thought of going back downstairs and
talking to anyone else. Instead, I simply stumbled to
the bed and, without even bothering to lift the covers,
fell onto it and into the deepest, heaviest sleep I had
ever experienced.

I awoke to find myself tucked under the blankets.
For a moment, I thought I must have crawled under
them in the night, but then as I began to shift, testing
my sore body, I realized that I was most certainly not
wearing any clothes. I jumped, and then winced when
my whole body violently berated me for doing so.
Moaning, I attempted to slide back under the blankets,
not caring how I had come to be naked underneath
them—I only wanted to sleep for another week or so.
Then I heard giggling.
I turned and realized that the door stood slightly
ajar, and I heard the whisper of skirts and the
unmistakable laughter of several girls directly outside
it. They suddenly went quiet when I sat up, but I knew
better than to think they had left.
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"I know you're still there," I informed them, in no
mood to be accommodating. "Could one of you please
be so kind as to inform me as to the whereabouts of my
clothing?"
There was more furious giggling, and then one of
the girls burst into the room, apparently shoved in by
the others. She was furiously holding back laughter
and looked ridiculously shy about being in a room
with a naked man, considering her profession.
"Er," she started. "It's washing day. We figured you
might like your clothing washed before you left today,
so we, er… took them off of you."
More giggling from the doorway.
"We tried to clean you up a bit, too," she continued
earnestly. "You had some nasty cuts."
I realized that the numbness I had been feeling on
my back was actually the presence of several bandages.
I immediately felt grateful and sat up further to inspect
the cut on my head, which had also been bandaged
with gauze. As I did so, the sheet fell from my
shoulders to pool at my waist. I didn't realize at first,
until I noticed that the girl was staring at me, biting her
lip in a telltale manner.
"Um." I struggled to be polite and keep my powers
in check, which was more difficult to do when I could
feel someone's lust directed at me. "Could I… perhaps
have something to wear, until my clothes are clean?"
"Oh!" She jumped, her eyes skittering back up to
my face. "Of course, I'll find you a robe." She flitted
from the room, and I heard another outbreak of
giggling and whispering as the girls retreated. A few

moments later, the same girl, noticeably shyer,
returned with a thick red robe and handed it to me,
before once again fleeing the room.
I pulled the robe over my shoulders and found my
boots at the foot of my bed. Glancing once again at my
reflection in the mirror, I wondered how deeply asleep
I had been to not notice the girls removing all of my
clothing, and then washing and dressing my wounds.
I hoped they hadn't looked too closely at my body, but
I had a sneaking suspicion that they had. I felt rather
violated.
I made my way down the stairs and into the main
room of the Parlour. Empty and filled with the light
streaming through the gauzy curtains, it seemed much
larger and less intimidating than it had the night before.
Emie had called the place a 'high-class brothel', and I
found I couldn't deduce whether he had been joking or
not. The couches and decorations were sumptuous
indeed, but all seemed rather dated and worn at the
same time. The bedrooms couldn't all be as small as
mine, I reasoned. At least the girls had bedrooms, and
some of the clientele had looked quite wealthy. I
decided that Emie must have been telling the truth.
Prostitution was legal, I remembered; that had to
account for some of it.
Following the noises of giggling and splashing, I
walked through the kitchen and out the back door.
Once my eyes adjusted to the sunlight, I found myself
in a modest, but quite well-kept backyard, fenced on
either side with a few trees and ivy growing around
the border. Several tin washbasins had been set up on
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the lawn, and the girls were all hard at work, scrubbing
the white sheets and gossiping amongst themselves. I
saw Titiana, sitting on a stool and smoking a long thin
cigar, overseeing the work. She glanced at me, and I
headed over to her, pulling the robe tighter around
myself as I did so.
"They're washing your clothes," Titiana said,
without looking in my direction. "We discarded your
shirt—it was ruined. We have several shirts that clients
have left here over time; you may have one of those." I
think she expected me to act exceedingly grateful for
this act of generosity, and when I did nothing but blink
at her, she tsked and turned away, taking another long
drag on her cigar and ignoring me.
Directly behind her, sitting casually at a small
wrought iron table with a small, black, leather-bound
book propped up in front of her, was Hailey. She
looked up, as if she had felt my gaze, and offered me a
small smile. Her long silken sleeves swished silently
through the air when she gestured for me to sit
opposite her. I stared, and then blinked, wondering
again about my strange attraction to her. I sat, and she
smiled at me again, delicately placing the book facedown on the table to save her page.
"You look better this morning," she observed.
"Yes," I agreed. "I feel better."
"And what are your plans for the day?" she asked,
and then laughed. "Once you get your clothes back, of
course."
"I don't know," I said truthfully. "I suppose I should
go to the palace…" I trailed off, and my eyes wandered

over the progress the girls had made washing the
sheets. I thought of something and turned to Hailey.
"You're wondering why I'm not helping," she said,
her eyes twinkling.
"Well… Yes."
"I want to," she insisted, with a note of sharpness in
her voice, "but they won't let me." She slumped
backward, gazing fondly at the other girls. "They say
someone who services noblemen shouldn't have to get
her hands wet. Because I make more money than them,
I should be exempt from doing household chores." She
laughed dryly. "It's daft. But there you have it. They
always stop me when I attempt to help. So." She sat up
straighter. "You want to go to the palace?"
"Yes," I replied. "I was supposed to be travelling
there with a wizard called Dante, but I got separated
from him, and I think the palace would be the best
place to find him again."
"A wizard?" Hailey's eyes twinkled. "Can you do
magic, then, Marcus?"
"Um. A little."
"Do tell." She leaned forward, a small intrigued
smile on her face.
"Well, I… I was blessed by a fairy." She was looking
at me so earnestly that I couldn't help but continue. "I
can… influence people." I lowered my head, and said
in an even lower voice, "Men and women. To… find
me attractive. And do what I want."
"Really?" gasped Hailey, and raised a hand to her
face. "Are you using it on me right now?" She seemed
much more interested than frightened.
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"No, of course not!" I cried, and then saw Titiana
shift on her seat out of the corner of my eye. I realized
that she had probably been listening to the entire
conversation.
Hailey seemed oblivious to the fact. "Well," she said.
"I like you anyway. Quite a bit. I shall sleep with you
for free, if you should like."
I blanched, and Hailey giggled. "Oh, you are one of
those men who prefer the company of other men, are
you not?" She giggled again at the look on my face.
"Don't worry. It shouldn't be that obvious to most
people. You'll find most women of our profession are
quite adept at recognising that sort of thing. Part of the
job description, you might say. Don't let it bother you."
It did bother me, though; it bothered me a lot.
Draeden had realized it, too, I remembered. I didn't
like the idea of it being said out loud at all—saying it
out loud meant admitting it was true. And if it was true
then that meant that…
I buried my face in my hands, and Hailey let out
her tinkling laugh again. "I said, don't let it bother
you!" Laughter still in her voice, she reached out a
slender hand to pat me on the shoulder. "It's perfectly
normal. I should know."
I looked up at her, and she smiled at me, and then
picked up her book again. "After the washing is done,
you can go with one of the girls to the palace and see if
they will let you in. Also—" she glanced up at me again,
"—if you change your mind, my offer still stands at any
time."
I blushed again, but the thought of sleeping with

her did not appeal to me at all. She was right—I did
prefer the company of other men; I really had no
interest in women. I sighed, wishing for the
thousandth time that I was back in Rell and that I had
been born normal.

Luncheon was had (more gruel), and then Muse
was allowed to escort me to the palace. She seemed to
have warmed up to me since the previous night, as she
was clearly happy to get out of doing the rest of the
laundry. She was a small girl, almost childlike in size,
but this was belied by her loud, adult voice and the
clothing she wore. She had piled her dark hair messily
on her head, as seemed the style for prostitutes, and
lined her dark eyes with kohl, and as we walked slowly
through the streets of the city, she rushed about,
chatting boisterously with women and flirting with
men.
It was much less intimidating in the daylight—
while the streets and buildings were dirty and old, the
people were friendly and chatted easily with each
other. It was only when a carriage or wagon rolled
through, carrying on it a lofty nobleman or several
elegantly-dressed women, that the commoners
lowered their heads and turned sullenly away.
"Rich bastards," commented Muse acidly. "Think
they could spare a dime for some of us less fortunate
folk, but no. What do they care if we're starving?"
"Are many people starving?" I asked.
"Oh, yes," she said. "They say there are jobs in the
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capital, but they're only there for the rich and educated.
Ever since the economy's gotten better, the rich have
gotten richer, but the poor have gotten poorer. I'm
lucky to have a job with Titiana. Otherwise, I'd be out
on the streets, probably selling myself under much less
sanitary conditions. She's good to us, you know."
Muse seemed pensive for a moment, and then
jumped and ran ahead. "Look!" she said. "Here's the
palace! Oh, do you mind if we stop at the royal bakery
for a moment? I've got to do some business."
Business involved flirting with the young baker's
apprentice. Muse was a master at what she did—I
almost believed that she was truly in love with the
young man, and that it was a cruel twist of fate that the
only time she could see him was when he could come
by the Parlour and pay for her company. I stood
awkwardly by the window as they waxed eloquent at
each other.
The palace was grand; I could see it through the
wrought iron gates that stood twenty feet tall around
the grounds. It was an old, impressive building, made
of white stone and set all over with lavish carvings and
gold inlay. Gold from across the sea, I remembered
reading in one of Dante's books, although I couldn't
remember what relationship this fact had had with
magical history. Perhaps some myth about a curse
attached to the gold?
Finally, Muse was done, and we proceeded to the
front gates where two guards stood, dressed in smart
royal blue uniforms and wearing rather ridiculous tall
white hats with feathered plumes. They sniffed down

at me, obviously taking in my short boots and loose
burlap trousers with dislike. They seemed rather more
inclined to talk with Muse, but I forced their attention
to me.
"I'm here to see the Wizard Dante," I said. "Do you
know if he made it to the palace alright?"
"Indeed he did," the taller of the guards informed
me through his thick, groomed moustache. "And who
are you?"
"I'm, er, an apprentice of his," I said, trying and
failing not to be intimidated by their sharp, suspicious
looks. "But we, ah… got separated. Perhaps he's
mentioned me."
"He most certainly has not," boomed the other
guard, stepping to look down at me over his equally
impressive moustache. "But then, he hasn't had the
time to mention anything much since he's returned to
the palace." The two glanced at each other darkly.
"What do you mean by that?" I asked. When they
neglected to answer me, I continued, "Look, can I just
see him?"
"Absolutely not," said the first guard gruffly. "We
don't let whores and hooligans into the palace without
leave. Besides, I'm disinclined to believe you." He
leaned over again, inspecting me suspiciously.
I considered using my powers on him. I thought
about making him so dizzy with lust for me that he
could barely walk, and would then let me into the
palace—then I could find Dante and make him
remember me—no, I mustn't do that. But really, how
could Dante not remember me? Of course he did! There
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must have been some mistake, and I told the guard so,
but he merely laughed at me.
"Come back with a letter from someone inside
granting you access," he said. "Then we'll think about
letting you in."
Chagrined, and with nothing to do besides head
back or make a huge show of using my powers (Muse
was already looking at me suspiciously), I decided on
the former, and together we headed back to the Parlour.

It was nearly evening, and the women of the
Parlour were already beginning to take clients. I
avoided them all and went to my room to sulk, but
when I opened my door, I found that the bedroom was
not empty. A young man was standing next the bed,
and he looked up at me rather guiltily when I opened
the door.
"Ah. Er… wrong bedroom, sorry."
He swept past me and out of the room before I
could say anything to him. Annoyed, I shut the door
and made my way to the bed. He had looked younger
than me! Far too young to be seeking the company of
prostitutes, I thought. And what had he been doing in
my room?
I noticed that some clothing had been stacked
neatly on the end of the bed, probably by one of the
girls. Was I to have no privacy? I then realized that the
sheets had all been washed and replaced, as well, and
felt slightly guilty. I had to remember that it wasn't
really my room, anyway; just a room I was using for a

few nights.
I went through the clothing, which was all modern
styles—the pants a little too tight for my liking, and the
shirts a little too loose and billowy, but it would be nice
to have more than one change of clothes to wear.
I was contemplating going downstairs for some
dinner when there was a knock on the door. I went to
open it and found Emie standing there with a bowl of
gruel. I was immediately touched by his kindness, but
less touched when he informed me, "Titiana wants you
to know that if you're going to continue to take
advantage of her hospitality, you're going to have to
start earning your keep."
"Thanks," I said in a dead tone.
"Don't mention it," he replied easily. "I'm just the
messenger, remember." He winked at me and went
away.
I sat on the bed, eating my gruel thoughtfully as the
sun went down. Suddenly, there was a fluttering by
the window, and I turned to see Draeden leaning
casually against the window frame and looking down
at me with satisfaction.
"There you are," he said. "You are impossible to
track down! How did you get here? Wait, don't tell
me." He took a step forward and touched a long finger
to my forehead. I felt a flurry of emotions and
memories wash through my head, and I realized that
he was reading my mind.
"Hey!" I said, jumping backward. "Don't do that!"
"It would have taken far too long to explain," he
reasoned. "Fascinating story, though."
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"Get away from me," I muttered, turning back to
my gruel. "This is all your fault."
"I beg your pardon?" said Draeden, sounding
highly offended. "My fault? If it weren't for my gift,
you'd be on a slave ship right now on your way across
the ocean."
"Well, you could have given me something a little
more sensible," I sulked, realizing that my argument
was falling flat.
"I couldn't have," he said. "The fairy that was almost
selected wanted to give you the gift of reasoning. What
good would that have done against that bastard, when
your mouth was gagged? My gift is much more useful.
Though I notice you haven't been using it much."
"Of course not!" I sputtered. "I can't just seduce
whomever I want just so I can get something out of
them! It's cruel!"
"They'd like it," said Draeden, with a little smirk on
his face.
"Oh, shut up. You are incredibly immature. Can't
you make yourself useful?"
He cocked his head. "Useful? How?"
"I don't know!" I exclaimed. "Go find Dante! See if
he's got amnesia, or if he's at least trying to find me!
I've got to write a letter to my parents and explain the
situation."
"Alright," Draeden agreed. "You do that. I'll go and
spy on Dante. Although I can think of a great deal of
things I would rather spend my time doing." He sighed.
"At least I'm immortal." Then he vanished in a
twinkling of midnight blue dust.

I sighed and looked around for some writing
instruments, finding that there were none to be had.
Sighing deeper still, I got up from the bed and made
my way down the stairs. Draeden's presence always
served to leave me a little drained, it seemed.
Emie seemed surprised to see me. "Problem with
the gruel?"
"Um, no," I said. "It was delicious. I was wondering
where I might find Titiana?"
"You want me to take you to her office?" asked
Emie, raising his eyebrows. Hailey, who was sitting at
the table and just beginning to eat dinner, giggled.
"Er. Yes. I have to ask for something.
"Well," said Emie. "Alright. It's this way." He exited
through a side door that I hadn't noticed before, and I
followed him into a dimly-lit hallway. He rapped
curtly on the door for me, and then escaped back to the
kitchen.
Titiana's voice echoed from within. "Yes?"
"Um, I was wondering if I might… borrow some
paper," I said.
The door opened, and Titiana stood menacingly
over me, looking down her thin, pointed nose.
"Borrow?" she repeated, raising her eyebrows (which I
was quite certain had been drawn on). "As in, you
intend to return it to me later?"
"Er, no," I replied. "I, ah… need to write a letter to
my parents. You know, so they know what's happened
to me and can, ah… come get me."
Titiana continued to glare down at me. "I see," she
said finally. "Paper is not cheap, you know."
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"Er, no, I'm aware of that, but…" I trailed off. She
seemed to be thinking of something.
"You'll have to do something for me," she
announced after a moment. "And also, wash the
sheets."
"Alright," I said warily.
"Tomorrow, I shall inform you of your task. When
you have completed it," she sniffed, "I shall give you
paper."
She slammed the door, and there was nothing I
could do but wander wearily back into the kitchen,
wondering about the nature of this task. I supposed I
could always refuse and acquire paper some other way,
but then, I didn't want to end up on the street. Really,
it was only fair that I did laundry in exchange for room
and board. Was paper really that expensive, though?
Perhaps it was just some menial task that she meant.
But somehow, I didn't think so.
The girl who had first taken me in—Aria was her
name—and a few others were now sitting at the table,
eating the gruel Emie had prepared. Aria looked tired,
and her dress had fallen off of her slender shoulders.
She brightened up when she saw me, though.
"Hello, Marcus!" she said cheerily. "You look beat.
Fancy a ride?"
It took me a moment to figure out what she meant
by that, but then I blushed. "Um. No thank you."
Something seemed to click behind her eyes. "Oh,"
she whispered, "You like men, don't you?"
I blushed deeper, and the other girls giggled. "Of
course he does, Aria," one twittered at her. "Didn't you

notice right away?"
Then Aria turned to me and sighed, quite obviously
looking me over. "If you change your mind, though,
Marcus…" She winked. "You can let me know."
"Um. Thanks," I managed to gasp out, and then fled
the room as one of them called out something about a
male prostitute.
Hailey was on the stairs chatting with a customer.
The moment I passed, however, she turned her full
attention to me.
"What did you want from Titiana?" she asked
seriously.
"Oh, er, nothing," I said. "She said I have to… do her
a favour tomorrow. Any idea what that might mean?"
Hailey looked thoughtful for a moment, and then
shook her head and turned back to her customer, who
I thought had been leering at me while I spoke to
Hailey. I shook my head to clear it and headed up the
stairs.
Draeden was back. He was sitting at the foot of my
bed and neglected to move when I flopped down onto
it. "Your friend Dante is a cad."
"He's not my friend," I replied darkly. "What did
you find out?"
"That he is quite rich," said Draeden. "For some
reason, this seems to endear him to women."
"I don't want to know," I grimaced.
"No," Draeden agreed, "you don't. So I won't tell
you. But just know that I had to see it. I feel I should
renounce my rights as a Sex Fairy." He shuddered.
"I thought you were a Seduction Fairy," I said,
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wondering if I had gotten it wrong.
"I am." He glanced at me. "Seduction is a division of
Sex."
"Ah."
"It's all organized, you see," he added, and then fell
silent, apparently not feeling the need to explain
himself at all.
"So…" I prodded. "Is he attempting to find me in
any way? Has he mentioned me at all?"
"Not that I saw," admitted Draeden. "No one seems
to have expected or missed your arrival. It's very odd.
You'd think he'd have at least contacted your parents."
"Well, that's what I'm going to do," I said. "As soon
as I get some paper. I'll write a letter to Dante, as well."
"Good idea. Anything that doesn't involve me
spying on him again is a good idea." Draeden
disappeared without even a word of parting.

The next morning, Hailey woke me by knocking on
my door. When I'd opened the door, she said a little
warily, "Titiana told me what your task is. Here, go and
put these on." She was holding a pair of knee-high
boots and some rather expensive-looking clothing. I
looked at them dubiously, but she insisted. As I
changed, she explained through the door in her soft,
clear voice, "I'm entertaining a customer today—a very
rich one. Recently, his wife discovered that he was
seeing me. That's about the worst thing that can
happen to a prostitute."
"I can imagine," I said grimly, reopening the door

as I quickly buttoned up the flouncy silk shirt.
"You look nice," Hailey commented, before turning
and leading me away from my room, while I combed
my hair with my fingers. "Anyway, we thought we had
lost our customer forever, but yesterday, I received
notice that he would be visiting me at his regular time,
and that he would be bringing his wife with him!"
"What?!" I squawked, suddenly aware of the reason
I was being dressed in nice clothes. "No!" I cried. "I'm
not sleeping with her!"
Hailey giggled, as did several of the other girls who
were eating breakfast when we entered the kitchen.
"You don't have to sleep with her, silly," said Hailey.
"You just have to entertain her. Talk to her while the
girls and I service her husband."
"I can't… What will I say to her?!"
"Exactly what you need to," Titiana suddenly
boomed from behind me. "I know you have a way with
people."
I suddenly remembered Titiana listening in as I
confessed my powers to Hailey.
"She must be happy when she leaves," continued
Titiana. "Otherwise, she will not allow her husband to
come back. If we lose this customer—" she glared at me,
her face deadly-serious, "—you will be out on the
streets. I cannot afford to give free room and board to
anyone I please."
"Marcus, you have to do this," pleaded Hailey.
"We're not asking you to sleep with anyone. Just help
us out."
"I can't," I sighed, before realizing that I was being
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selfish and spoiled. After all, Hailey probably didn't
want to be in her profession (what prostitute would?),
and she was being made to sleep with someone—many
people, whose company she could not possibly enjoy.
And she did it all without complaining. In fact, I
recalled her complaining about not being given
enough customers! So who was I to gripe about having
to entertain a woman for a few hours in exchange for
not starving on the streets? "Alright," I agreed. "I'll do
my best."
"Good," said Titiana, "Unbutton your shirt."
"W-what?" I stammered.
"To your navel," explained Hailey patiently. "It's
the symbol of a male prostitute."
Suddenly, I remembered vividly a time when, as a
child, I had returned from gallivanting in the forest
and appeared in front of my governess with my shirt
unbuttoned. I still flinched, thinking of the swat on the
backside with her broom while she explained to me
that to not keep one's shirt buttoned high around one's
neck at all times meant that one was an uncivilized and
whorish man. I didn't know she had meant that
literally.
Resignedly, I began to undo the delicate brass
buttons on my shirt, until there were only two still
clasped, and tucked the shirt into the tight waistline of
the pants.
"You look dashing," Hailey said. "And also
expensive."
"Very expensive," agreed Titiana, sounding
absurdly pleased. Then she continued on, business-

like, "Mr and Mrs Edwards will be arriving at ten
o'clock sharp. Marcus, you will entertain Mrs Edwards
in the garden, while the girls will entertain Mr
Edwards, first in Ellie's room, then Aria's, then finally
Hailey's. Understood?"
"Yes, ma'am," chorused the girls.
"However, he's only paid for an hour, so that's all
he's getting," continued Titiana. "Marcus, you will do
whatever is needed to keep Mrs Edwards happy and
distracted for that hour. Make her visit memorable."
"Yes, ma'am," I said as best I could with my throat
somewhere in my gut.

Ten o'clock came far too soon. I was in my room,
tying my hair back with a long silk ribbon and trying
to think of what I was going to say to Mrs Edwards
(nothing came to mind except, "So, when did you first
discover that your husband was whoring around?"),
when I heard a cart pull up in front of the Parlour. I
glanced at my reflection once, noting the way my eyes
caught the light distractingly and determining to use it
to my advantage, and then rushed downstairs to greet
the customers.
Mr Edwards was a tall, professional-looking man
with a thick blond moustache and a fitted, creamcoloured coat that looked expensive. He was young,
despite his distinguished air, and had a roguish
twinkle in his eye. His wife was a small, delicate
woman with an aristocratic face and shiny, silverybrown hair. They both looked a little nervous.
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"Ah," said Titiana, turning to greet me on the stairs.
"This is Marcus. Marcus, this is Mrs Elanora Edwards."
I trotted down the remainder of the stairs and
bowed politely, flashing what I hoped was a charming
smile.
Elanora blinked a couple of times, apparently
dazzled, and I watched her eyes as they followed the
open line of my shirt downward. I noted the little
shiver of excitement that she felt, watching me move,
and wished that Titiana had let me keep my shirt
buttoned up. I supposed it would make the whole
affair a little easier, though, having it undone.
"Would you like to come sit with me in the garden?"
I asked, quite pleased with my ability to keep my voice
even when I was as squeamish as anything inside.
"Oh…" Elanora blinked again. "Ah… alright."
With a last glance at Mr Edwards, she took my arm,
and I led her around through the front yard and into
the back garden. We sat at one of the small wrought
iron tables set up in the centre. Once we were sitting,
and Emie had brought us both tea, Elanora relaxed a
little, and sat sipping daintily from her teacup and
looking around. I knew I should be talking to her, or at
least getting to work on seducing her, but I couldn't
seem to make myself do anything but sit stiffly on the
chair and look down at my hands, glancing up at her
occasionally.
She finally initiated the conversation. "So you work
here?" she asked, taking another sip of her tea and
looking at me interestedly.
"Er, yes," I replied. "For now, anyway."

"And do you like it?" she asked, and then checked
herself. "Well, I suppose you don't really have a choice,
do you? It's a silly question, really. I told my husband
that he shouldn't be coming here and taking advantage
of girls who don't want to… well." She stopped and
looked down at her hands.
"Actually," I said, "not to sound forward, but we
appreciate the business. It is… difficult to find work
nowadays, and…" I sighed. "…well, I suppose money
is money. It's good to make an honest semiprofessional living." I said the last with a small smile,
although inwardly I was wondering when exactly I
had formed this particular opinion.
"Oh, well, I suppose so." Elanora sighed, lifting her
tea cup again. She seemed to be hiding behind it, using
the hot liquid and fine china as a firm, impermeable
barrier. I wondered what she was hiding and pressed
on her mind a bit, teasing her to open up a little.
I couldn't be sure if she noticed it or not, but she
immediately put her teacup down and leaned toward
me. "It's not as if I really mind him coming here, you
know. It's just that… well, he seems to prefer this
place… to me." She sighed again and leaned back in
her chair. "I shouldn't be telling you this, really."
"Ma'am, I'm not exactly innocent," I assured her. I
was lying through my teeth, of course, but she didn't
need to know that.
"That's true," she admitted. She looked hard at me
for a moment. I met her gaze, and then blinked. She
smiled at me. "You have lovely eyelashes. Did you
know?"
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I smiled back. "I didn't. Not really. I… don't look at
myself that often."
"Ah," she said, a little smile playing on her lips.
"Modest. I've never known such a handsome man to be
so modest."
I must have blushed a little, because she laughed
and look another sip of her tea, smiling as she did so
and looking up at me through her own blonde
eyelashes.
"So tell me," I prodded, "what is it that distresses
you about your husband?"
"Well… He's never really been, shall we say,
voracious." She smiled. "In bed. And, well, I was
alright with that, heaven knows I was nervous enough
on our wedding night. And I thought, well, you know,
that was just how he was. He's such a smart, kind man,
and he works himself very hard, you know."
I nodded, and she smiled, obviously very in love
with her husband.
"But when I learned he was coming here…" Her
eyes darkened. "Obviously, you don't come to a place
like this unless you are in need of something…
something that your wife can't provide." She lowered
her head and sat looking dejected, her teacup in her lap.
I found I understood her completely. "Ma'am," I
said seriously. "You are beautiful. I am sure any man
would be more than satisfied with what you can…
provide."
Elanora smiled up at me, but looked sad. "Any man
but my husband."
"Well… Sometimes, people get restless. It takes

them a while to see what's right in front of them. Look
at it this way: if your husband is exploring, that gives
you leave to, as well, right? Haven't you ever been
curious?"
She started. "I, well…" She trailed off, and I shook
my head, indicating that she needn't answer. Then,
after a moment, she smiled at me and leaned forward.
"Well," she said, "this is nice, just this. Having tea with
a young, handsome man without having to feel guilty
about it. I should like to do so again."
I nodded. "Anytime you wish."
Elanora seemed satisfied with that and poured
herself another cup of tea, sitting back to drink it and
enjoy the garden.
Then I thought of something. "Er, not to be boorish,
but you live in the palace, right?"
"Why, yes," she replied. "Henri works for the king."
"I was wondering," I began, not knowing how
much I should say exactly, "if you had heard of a
wizard named Dante?"
She thought for a moment. "I believe I have," she
said finally. "Not a very pleasant figure, I'm afraid.
How do you know him?"
"Well, we're acquaintances," I said vaguely. "Do
you know what he does there? At the palace."
She wrinkled her nose. "Not much as far as I know.
I believe he has the title of Middle-Class Court Wizard,
but I never see him doing any work. He seems to be
independently wealthy."
"I see," I said, and then sighed.
"Well, you are an interesting young man," Elanora
71

remarked. "I should definitely like to see more of you."
"As I said," I assured her, "anytime."
The rest of the hour passed fairly painlessly. I
poured her tea and asked about life in the palace. It
seemed the king had a multitude of advisors, wizards,
and all manner of others beneath him, all of whom
lived in the palace alongside the nobles.
"It's all very modern," Elanora said. "After all, Henri
is simply an accountant, and we never dreamed we'd
be living in the palace like royalty."
Finally, the hour was up, and Henri came out into
the back garden, looking slightly red-faced and
dishevelled. He came nervously up to Elanora, and, to
both of our surprise, she stood and greeted him
warmly, informing him that she'd had an absolutely
lovely time.
"That right?" he said, observing me suspiciously
over his thick, mussed moustache.
"Yes, we've been talking," explained Elanora,
making it sound as if we had been doing anything but.
"I see," said Henri, and his moustache twitched.
Then they were gone.
I made my way into the sitting room and collapsed
into one of the antique velvet chairs.
"Ah, hello handsome!" cried Muse, rushing in to sit
next to me and leaning over to inspect. "You look
absolutely delectable with your shirt undone that way,
you know. Did you have a good time?"
"I feel exhausted," I replied.
"Ah," came Hailey's voice from the top of the
stairway. "You are tired, are you? I can see how serving

tea must be enormously exhausting." She looked rather
dishevelled, as well, pulling the collar of her silken
robe up over a pale shoulder, but she also looked quite
pleased. "Marcus," she said in singsong down the
railing. "She looked very happy."
"Oh, do shut up," I retorted, and she giggled and
disappeared inside her room.
Suddenly, Titiana appeared in the doorway to the
kitchen and shouted at me to join her in her office.
Terrified, I did so.
"You did well," she informed me. "Whatever you
did, Mrs Edwards seemed to be quite pleased."
"Ah, thank you," I said meekly.
"Here is your paper." I looked to see that she was
holding out four or five sheets of thin, bleached
parchment. I took them gingerly from her, and she said,
"This is payment for your favour. Tomorrow, you will
start on the laundry, in lieu of rent."
"Yes, ma'am," I said, and left as quickly as I could
without it looking like running away.

I was already in my room and sitting happily at the
writing desk, before I realized that I didn't have a pen.
My stomach churned at the thought of going down
and asking Titiana for one. Who knew what she'd
make me do for that? Slowly, dragging my feet as
though locked in iron shackles, I went into the hallway.
Hailey was there. She had changed, putting on a
simpler robe and arranging her hair nicely on her head.
She smiled at me, and then made a face at my dead
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expression.
"Whatever is the matter?" she asked.
"Nothing," I sighed. "I just need to ask Titiana… for
a pen."
"Oh," said Hailey, and thought a minute. "I've got
one you can borrow, and some paper, too, if you need
it."
"What?!" I exclaimed, and then realized I sounded
rude. "Er, just the pen for now. Thank you, Hailey."
She smiled and bounced off to her room, returning
with a beautiful, ink-filled pen. It was dark blue and
seemed to be inlayed with gold.
"It was a gift to me from one of my patrons," Hailey
said airily. "Go ahead and keep it."
"Uh. Thank you?"
"Don't mention it," she laughed, and then floated
gracefully downstairs for dinner.
With a feeling of concerned disbelief, I went back
into my room and shut the door, forcing myself not to
leave until I completed my compositions.
I wrote two letters—one to my parents and one to
Dante. I told Dante that I was definitely still alive, and
that he should send for me immediately, because I
wished to come to the palace. I then told my parents
that there had been a horrible mishap, and I had to stay
in a brothel and do chores, because I couldn't get into
the palace. With some dread, although I felt it was
necessary, I informed them in a postscript that I had
written to Dante, and that hopefully he would learn
about my whereabouts and come get me. But, I added,
I should surely prefer to come back to Rell where I belong. If

you could perhaps send a messenger to collect me, or even
money, I could make my own way home. I remain your
devoted son—Marcus of Rell.
I carefully folded and enveloped each letter, and
then went downstairs. I was quite pleased with myself,
until I was informed by Emie that I needed postage to
send anything anywhere. Perhaps he noticed that the
frustration I was feeling was surely going to cause me
to spontaneously expire on the spot, and he didn't feel
like dealing with a dead body in the kitchen, because
at the look on my face, he immediately snuck me into
a back room, which was full of books and papers and
official-looking things. There he found me two
coloured squares of paper, which he licked and stuck
onto the letters for me, and then showed me out to the
road, where I found a post box. I mailed the letters,
quite glad to be finally rid of them.
As I walked back to the Parlour, I noticed several
passers-by were looking at me strangely. The looks
were not necessarily of dislike, I noted; most of them
simply looked amused, some even impressed. It was
how I was dressed, I realized; like an aristocrat—or a
slut, depending how one looked at it. I should button
up my shirt and rush embarrassedly into the Parlour,
but I found I couldn't. I rather liked the attention, and
this knowledge worried me.

That night, as I undressed before bed, I caught sight
of myself in the mirror. I was surprised—not by what
I saw, but by my lack of surprise at seeing the figure in
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the mirror. The person standing there was so different
from the person I had seen when I had looked in the
mirror back home in Rell. This tall, slender man with
the perfect body and beautiful face—when had he
become me? When had I come to accept that this was
how I looked? That this was who I was?
I had never really known myself, I realized, as I
crawled into bed—only what people had told me.
Maybe this is who I am. Maybe this is me, and I don't
even know it.
With these and many other disjointed thoughts on
my mind, I drifted off into an uneasy sleep.

I awoke to a weight on the end of my bed. I
assumed it was Draeden, and opened my eyes to glare
at him. However, when I discerned that it wasn't
Draeden at all, but a woman, I jumped and scrambled
away from her. It was Elanora, I realized, even as I
struggled to pull my blanket up to my chin.
"You don't have to do that," she said sweetly. "I've
changed my mind."
"Ch-changed your mind?" I stuttered. "About
what?"
"About what you said," she said earnestly.
"About… exploring."
I gasped. "Um… You mean… you want… me to…"
Elanora nodded eagerly.
"Er." I wondered how on earth I was to use my
powers to get out of this. "How did you get in here?"
"Oh, I told the girls I wanted to visit you, and they

said you were up here." She smiled. "I'll pay, of course,
and if you like, I can wait until you get ready, but
you're already undressed so…" She leaned toward me.
I was terrified. I definitely, definitely, definitely did
not ever want to sleep with a woman—any doubts
about that immediately fled from my mind. I didn't
know what to do. If I refused, and she got angry, the
Parlour would lose out on a lot of money and
reputation. I couldn't let that happen. I had no choice.
I had to—
Suddenly, there was a loud commotion from
outside, and I heard heavy footsteps down the hallway,
and then a man's voice shouting, "You let her what?
What did you think would happen? It's not funny at
all; how could you do that to him?"
The door burst open, and a man stood there. At first,
I didn't recognise him, but then I realized that he was
the same flaxen-haired man whom I had discovered in
my room a few days before. He looked older now, with
a stern, concerned look on his face.
"Mrs Edwards," he said, "I'm terribly sorry about
the confusion, but you cannot do that."
Elanora turned to look at him, a bit confused and a
bit perturbed. "Why ever not?" she said haughtily. "I'm
paying. Good money, too."
The man took a deep breath. "Because," he said
calmly, "Marcus does not actually work here."
Now that my secret was out, I immediately felt
guilty for misleading Elanora. At the same time, I felt
incredibly grateful to the strange man who had saved
my virginity.
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"What?" Elanora turned to look at me. "But
yesterday—"
"He was working for us yesterday," continued the
man, "but he's not actually available for… that kind of
service. I'm terribly sorry for the confusion. If you like,
I can service you. I'll give you a discount."
Elanora hesitated. I didn't blame her; I would have,
too. The man in my doorway was absolutely gorgeous.
His eyes were large and sea-blue, his face smooth and
flawless and aristocratic, and his shirt was open down
the front, revealing a slender, toned body. I would
have taken him up on his offer in a heartbeat, and it
seemed Elanora decided something similar, because
she stood and stepped toward him.
"Well, alright," she said slowly. "But it had better be
a good discount."
"Next to nothing," the man assured her, and with a
strange look at me (halfway between annoyance and
amusement, it seemed), he took her arm and led her
out of the room.
I fell backward onto the bed and several of the girls
at whom the young man had been yelling swarmed
into the room to see if I was alright. I most certainly
was not.
"Why on earth did you let her in?!" I yelled. "Did
you tell her she could—"
"No, no!" they assured me, seeming genuinely
distraught about the whole thing. "She only said she
wanted to see you! We thought you'd be up by now—
you do sleep late. What a rude lady, not even
knocking."

All this excitement so early in the morning was
making me feel a bit ill, and I shooed them all from the
room. Only as they were leaving did I think to ask,
"Who was that man? Why haven't I seen him before?"
"He's one of the male prostitutes," said Ellie,
peeking back around the door to answer me. "Surely
you've seen him before? He's always around."
"I've never seen him," I said crossly. "I didn't even
know we had male prostitutes."
"Of course we do!" she said cheerily. "You're one of
them, aren't you?"
She disappeared before I could correct her.

I spent the next few days moping around the
Parlour, waiting in vain for a letter from Dante. I was
trying, and failing miserably, to keep up with the
laundry. I just didn't have the head for it. I would often
forget which sheets I had washed on which day, and
whether I needed to again. Sometimes, I even forgot to
put the sheets back on the bed, and when I did
remember, it was a dreadful hassle and I never could
get it to look right. The girls were always complaining
that they had to fix their sheets whenever they brought
in a gentleman and it was very unromantic. I couldn't
help that I didn't know how to make a bed—I had
never learned how at home. I was a noble, after all, and
had always had servants to do this sort of thing.
I might have remembered better to put the sheets
onto the beds after washing them, however, if I hadn't
always been allowing my mind to wander. I was
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always wondering about that male prostitute and
where he was hiding. I certainly hadn't been into all the
rooms in the Parlour, but I had been in most of them.
And, anyway, what did he eat? Perhaps he was like
Titiana, taking a dinner of roast beef or stewed chicken
with mashed, garlic potatoes in her study every day,
while the girls and I had gruel. In any case, it was very
strange, and I wasted many hours looking around for
and wondering about him when I should have been
doing laundry.
In any case, I knew that the letter to Rell would take
at least two weeks to arrive, and any letter or
messenger back would take another two weeks.
However, we were only an hour's walk away from the
palace. Surely Dante had gotten and read my letter by
now. The knowledge that he must have been
purposely ignoring me irked me to no end, and after
about a week, I could stand it no longer. I decided to
go to the palace and force my way in, using any means
needed to get past the guards.
I got dressed in my finest clothes—a pair of soft
brown leather pants and a flowing blue shirt, which I
buttoned up to my collarbone like a proper gentleman.
I pulled on the high, shiny leather boots, with which
Hailey had provided me, and meticulously pulled my
hair back and tied it with a navy-blue ribbon. Then,
satisfied with my reflection, I went out, ignoring the
whistles of several of the girls who saw me leave.
The walk to the palace took far longer than it had
with Muse—mostly due to the fact that I got lost
several times—and the sun was high in the sky before

I arrived at the wrought iron gates. The same two
guards were there (at least, I thought; it was hard to tell
through the moustaches), and I steeled myself before
walking up to them.
"Hello," I greeted politely. "I need to see the Wizard
Dante right away."
"Oh?" said the taller of the two. "And who are you?"
This was beginning to seem very familiar. I thought
about telling them my name, and that I was a noble,
but there was no telling whether or not they would
believe me, and then they would know who I was and
that would make this next part rather awkward…
No, there was only one thing to do, and I wasn't
helping anything putting it off.
I sighed and looked up at the guard,
subconsciously biting my lip as I drew up those
feelings in me which I usually tried to shut off. He was
a man, after all, a big, strong one, and he probably
wouldn't look half bad without the moustache. I
imagined him doing unspeakable things to me,
imagined the feelings it would give him, and then,
with all the force I could muster, I pushed that image
into his head.
He staggered, falling backward into the metal fence,
but I refused to look at him, knowing what I would see,
thanks to the ridiculously tight uniform pants that he
wore. Instead, I turned to the guard next to him, who
was staring at his partner with concern.
"Hello," I said. "Look at me."
He did, his small eyes snapping to my face. I
walked closer to him, until our faces were an inch apart.
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"You want me," I said, "like you've never wanted
anything in your life."
I turned to the first guard, who was hunched over
now, his fingers twitching lightly. "You both do."
"Yes," he gasped, moving to stagger toward me. I
stopped him with a finger.
"But you can't have me," I continued. "At least, not
until you let me into the palace and help me find
someone."
They both straightened, seeming to take my
statement as absolute truth.
"Of course," said the first guard. "Come with me
right away."
They led me into the palace through a wooden side
door and into a high, marble hallway. No one seemed
to question our presence there.
"Who are you looking for?" asked the second guard,
who was shorter and stockier, with lighter hair.
"A wizard," I repeated. "Dante is his name."
"Ah," said the dark-haired guard. "I believe you'll
find him in the East Corridor, around the common
area."
The blond guard nodded. "It's where he usually is."
"Perfect," I said. "Thank you both very much."
They looked at me expectantly.
"Oh." I felt a little guilty. "I'm afraid you two are just
going to have to show restraint on this one. But," I
continued, noting the crestfallen looks on their faces,
"both you and your wives will enjoy yourselves very
much tonight. Understand?"
They both nodded, as if this was a perfectly

satisfactory gift, and left me to my own devices.
Still feeling a little guilty over having used them, I
proceeded down what I hoped was the East Corridor.
The common area seemed to be a large sitting room,
with spindly tables and chairs set all about, and
bookshelves reaching to the high ceiling. I tried my
best to conceal myself behind pillars as I searched the
faces.
Finally, I saw him. He was wearing those same
gaudy robes and sitting on a spindly couch with two
women who looked more like whores than the ones I
was cleaning sheets for daily. In any case, he had one
arm draped over each of them and looked quite
pleased to be in their company.
Angry, I stalked up, intending to demand
information from him. When he saw me, a look of pure
terror covered his face, and he jumped up and ran
faster than I would have ever given him credit. The two
ladies gasped at my appearance, but I ignored them,
stalking after Dante.
"Hey!" I yelled, and then, with more force and what
felt like some of my powers, "Hey! Come back here!"
He immediately turned and guiltily surveyed me
as I walked up to him.
"Marcus," he said, his voice sickeningly sweet,
"you're alive! I thought you were dead!"
"I wrote you a letter!" I said angrily. "You must have
gotten it! Plus, I know for a fact that you didn't even
try to look for me!"
"Marcus…" he began again, but I cut him off.
"No! Explain yourself. Right. Now."
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Dante's face changed in an instant, from sweet and
surprised to cruel and menacing. "You, boy," he said,
advancing on me, "are an incredible nuisance. Talking
like that to me? You're nothing but a whore. Your
family is useless, your estate is crumbling. All the
serfdoms are. You nobles who live off mud are nothing
but peasants. The king has no need of you anymore."
"What are you saying?" I sputtered at him. "How
dare you insult my family, you pig!"
He laughed, a high, tittering noise. "Call me a pig!
You can't fool me with your pretty clothes and city
manners! You and your family are nothing but pigs to
be sold! Get out of here before I call the guards and
have you arrested for trespassing!"
He was doing something—some magic, and I
forgot that I had the guards under my control, and that
he had insulted me and my family. All I could think
was how terrifying he was and how I had to get away
as fast as possible.
I turned and ran, his high, keening laugh following
me down the hallway, following me out of the palace
and through the metal gates. It didn't stop until I was
several blocks away from the palace.
Luckily, I had managed to keep my wits about me
enough to know where I was going. I leaned against an
old cart for a few moments, until my breathing became
less heavy, and then, thoroughly depressed and
confused, I headed back to the Parlour.

When I returned, there was a flurry of activity

when several of the girls ran up to me at once and
informed me that Hailey had gone into my room
without my permission.
"What?" I said, not nearly as concerned as they
seemed to be. "Why?"
"Something about a pen," replied Ellie.
Muse nodded. "She has a customer coming later
today and she needs him to see it. You know, because
he gave it to her."
Ah, I thought. I knew she shouldn't have offered it to me
without expecting it back. A little amused, but annoyed
that she couldn't have waited until I had gotten home,
I climbed the stairs to my room and threw the door
open, intending to scare her.
"Hailey, what are you—" I began, and then stopped
when I saw the occupant. It was a man—the male
prostitute from before. He was bent over my desk, and
looked up with a shocked expression when I entered.
Then he relaxed and smiled at me, holding up
something in his hand.
"My pen," he explained. "Sorry, I needed it."
He swept past me, and for a moment, I was in shock.
Of course, there had to be a logical explanation. He was
Hailey's customer—that was it. It wasn't Hailey who
had gone into my room, it was him. But… Hailey had
that same blonde hair and those wide blue eyes…
I turned after a moment and stalked after him. He
was already halfway down the hallway when I finally
caught up.
"Wait." I reached for his arm, and he turned to look
up at me. He was shorter than me, I noticed, shorter
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than I remembered him being. But then, I had been
lying down when I had seen him last. He was looking
up at me expectantly, but there was apprehension in
his deep blue eyes. I knew him. I had seen those eyes
many times before, laughing at me or observing me
with interest. I thought about how Hailey always wore
clothing that covered her shoulders and breasts, and
how she wore so much more makeup than all the other
girls.
"Hailey?" I whispered.
He bowed his head, and after a moment, said in his
low voice, "Yes. I'm sorry, Marcus."
"What?" My voice was hollow with shock. "How?!"
"I—" He sighed, looking pointedly away from me.
"I should have told you before. We weren't sure if we
could trust you so…"
"I don't understand," I said. "Why?" I was having
extreme difficulty forming simple words. But he
seemed to understand.
"I service men, Marcus," he replied, backing up a
little and spreading his arms, so I could see his body
clearly. "It's illegal for male prostitutes to service other
men. If someone found out…"
"You could get arrested," I finished for him,
suddenly understanding. "But… why… with Mrs
Edwards?"
"Saving your skin," he said with a small, rueful
smile. "I can service women, too, if I need to. I've been
doing it more now since it became legal." His
aristocratic features shifted into an expression of mild
dislike. "I don't enjoy it, though."

I was staring at him, unable to believe that this
handsome young man with the soft, masculine voice
was really her. He was really Hailey.
"I'm sorry," he said again.
I looked away.
He sighed, seeming a little annoyed. "Look,
Marcus." He stepped closer to me again. "I'm really
sorry it had to be this way. I wanted you to find out. I
trust you."
I couldn't help it. I looked up, met his eyes. He
smiled at me and held out a slim hand. "Let's try this
again," he said. "I'm Hale. I work here, although you
may not have seen me much. It's nice to meet you,
Marcus."
Woodenly, I shook his hand, and then, with a flash
of that little coy smile I was so used to, he returned to
his room.
At first, I was in shock, unsure of what to think. But
as I made my way downstairs to the kitchen, I was
surprised to find that I was becoming angrier.
"Emie!" I yelled, stalking into the kitchen.
Emie looked up from his current pot of gruel.
"Yeah?" he asked, seemingly surprised by my
appearance.
"Emie…" I repeated, panting a little from anger.
"Hailey… is… a man."
Emie blinked. "Yeah," he said again. "I know. He
used to work here as a servant." He seemed a little
confused. "You didn't know?"
"No!" I cried, unsure why exactly I was so upset.
"Who else knows?"
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"Knows what?" Muse had come into the room,
disruptive as usual with her flurry of dark skirts and
clacking, high-heeled boots. With more energy than I
could ever hope to have, she ran over to where Emie
was cooking, and exclaimed, "Ooh, raisins!"
"About Hailey!" I exclaimed, refusing to be
distracted. "Who else knows?"
"Oh, I do," replied Muse, attempting to sample
some gruel and getting slapped away by Emie.
"Actually, everyone does. She never told you?"
"No!" I yelled, even more distraught now. Had they
really all assumed that I knew? "Why are you saying
'she'?!"
Muse looked around, and then leaned in,
apparently not put off by my anger. "There could be
customers," she said. "Hailey did explain to you, right?
How no one can know?"
Exasperated, I said, "Yes, but… How does anyone
know, then?"
"Oh, just word of mouth," said Muse
unconcernedly. "I wouldn't worry about it. It's quite
common. Although not common enough to stop being
expensive." She smiled. "That's why we take care of
Hailey. She was young when she came here, you know.
Now, she's the biggest earner of the whole Parlour."
She sounded immensely proud of him.
"Hey, yeah, if you see her, tell her there's raisin
gruel," said Emie. I jumped, having forgotten he was
there. "It's her favourite. Come here, have some. You're
still too thin." He frowned at me.
"Um… No, thank you, I'm not hungry. I think I'll…

go to bed."
I was still used to going to bed without supper from
my time with Dante, and I ignored the hunger I felt as
I rolled around in my bed, thinking about all of the
events that had transpired that day.
Dante… what the hell had he been saying to me?
And what had he done to make me so afraid of him?
My stomach still churned at the thought of going back
to the palace and facing him again. I didn't ever want
to go back there or see the wretched old man again. I
hoped my letter reached my parents soon, and that
they came for me as soon as possible.
And Hailey… Hailey was a man! Well, at least that
explained the strange attraction I felt. I supposed I had
no right to be angry, but it smarted that she… he hadn't
trusted me enough to tell me before now. What did
they think I was going to do, run and tell the police? I
didn't know why I cared so much about them trusting
me. I didn't know why I cared at all—but I did.
Consequently, I spent several hours tossing and
turning before I fell into a deep, exhausted sleep.

I awoke the next morning feeling, surprisingly, a lot
better. The chill of Dante's frightening magic had lifted
somewhat, and I found I didn't have the conviction to
be mad at Hailey (Hale). If I had to keep it secret that I
was a man, I would be wary of whom I revealed it to
as well.
I slumped into the backyard, deciding to get a head
start on the laundry. That was when Titiana showed
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up and ordered me to go get Hailey's sheets and wash
them.
Excellent, I thought as I stomped upstairs to Hale's
room. Twice the staining!
I immediately berated myself for having such
vulgar thoughts. After all, I didn't know what Hale did
with his customers. Perhaps they just talked. Or kissed.
Or…
I shook my head, banishing such thoughts, and
knocked tentatively on Hailey's door.
"Ah!" came Hailey's voice from within (a woman's
voice, I realized—he was very good at it. Although I
supposed that being around women for years would
help). "Who is it?"
"It's, um, Marcus," I replied awkwardly. "Titiana
sent me to get your laundry."
There was a rustling from inside, and then the door
opened, revealing Hale. He was dressed like a woman,
his silk robes loose and his hair piled hastily on his
head, but he wore no makeup. He looked completely
androgynous, and also, I noticed, hoping I wasn't
blushing, achingly beautiful.
"Oh, you can come in," he said in his masculine
voice, tipping the scale from androgyne to beautiful
man. He stepped aside and allowed me to pass.
Hale's room was decorated with pink and yellow
silks, and scattered with lovely embroidered cushions
and chairs. The bed was a large four-poster with a
sumptuous-looking bedspread, and dull golden paint
covered the intricately carved wood of the frame.
"It's a lot," Hale admitted, watching me stare

around the room in awe. "Titiana paid for it all. I guess
it's needed… rich customers expect… you know…" He
laughed a little guiltily as I made my way to the bed.
"Ah… I suppose I am a little behind on my washing.
Sorry."
"It's alright," I said grimly. I was used to getting
stains out by now.
I realized it sounded like I was being short with him.
What was I to say, though? Did he expect me to talk to
him as if we were old friends?
Hale was very different as a man, I thought, as I
stripped the soft silk sheets off the bed, struggling a
little with the corners as I always did. Quieter, but
more intimidating at the same time. He watched me for
a few moments, not saying a word, and then went and
sat down at the vanity.
"I have another customer coming today," he said,
picking up a brush and expertly mixing a concoction
of several of the bottles and jars strewn over the table.
"He's nice. Confident. Doesn't mind thinking of me as
a man."
"Do some of them?" I asked, unable to control my
curiosity.
He nodded. "Yes. I suppose they feel guilty making
love to a man. They prefer to leave my clothes on and
think of me as… a sort of strange woman, I suppose."
He grimaced ruefully, and then began to apply the
powder to his face.
"Ah." I struggled to fold the sheets into a
manageable pile. "How do you…" I stopped myself,
suddenly realizing what I had been about to ask. I
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could feel a blush spreading to my cheeks and lowered
my head, hoping he didn't notice. He did.
"You don't know?" he said, holding his face
perfectly still as he applied the powder, so I was unable
to catch any expression. "It's alright; a lot of men don't
when they come to me." Hale lowered his brush and,
looking into the mirror, caught my eye. "My offer still
stands," he added, "if you want to find out." I dropped
the sheets. Almost grateful for the excuse to duck
down and hide my furious blush, I bent down and
gathered them back up into my arms. "Um," I began,
my voice constricted, "Hale, I couldn't possibly…"
"Hm." He picked up what looked like a gold-filled
pen, and then gestured at me. "Put those on the bed for
a minute. Come sit with me."
"Ah…" I thought of refusing, but I found I couldn't.
Slowly, I dropped the semi-folded sheets onto the bed
and went to sit in one of the soft-looking chairs next to
Hale.
"Where are you from?" he asked, smiling before
turning back to the mirror. "You never told me."
"Oh. Rell."
"Rell…" he mused. "Is that near the mountains?"
"Yes," I replied. "Well, nearer than here."
Hale sighed. "I've always wanted to travel. I read
all about the country in my books. Someday I'd like
to…" He paused, and then made a sort of tsk noise, as
if berating himself. "Well," he said after a moment,
"you'd better get started on those. My customer is
coming by this afternoon."
"Right," I said, and stood awkwardly. Then,

without another word, I gathered the sheets up in my
arms and left the room as quickly as possible.

I spent the rest of the day moping over a bowl of
gruel in the kitchen and wandering around in the
backyard, absentmindedly doing laundry. For some
reason, I couldn't get Hale out of my head. Whenever I
let my mind wander, it inevitably returned to Hale. I
kept thinking about what he had said to me, or
wondering about him, and his big blue eyes kept
popping into my head whenever I closed mine. It was
enough to drive one mad.
Around sundown, there was a commotion in the
sitting room. I entered just in time to see a young, darkhaired gentleman rushing down the stairs and
spinning as he reached the landing. He pulled off his
hat (a new modern trend) and swept into a low bow.
"My dear princess," he said in a dramatic voice, "I
shall return for you ere the sun sets by the next full
moon. Or perhaps before the full moon after that."
I turned to see Hailey rushing down the stairs after
him with a jovial gleam in his eyes.
"And I shall wait for you, my love," he returned in
a very obviously fake woman's voice, reaching up to
stroke his face. "You shall be sorely missed ere you
return."
"Ha," said the man. "My money shall, you mean."
"It is the same thing," intoned Hailey, and then
screamed and giggled when he grabbed him by the
waist and pulled him into a hard, sloppy kiss.
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Hale laughed and pushed himself away, pulling a
fan from his belt and lightly thwacking the gentleman
on the head with it. "Did you pay for that kiss, sir?" he
said, sounding highly offended. "No, you did not!"
Thwack again.
"But surely," gasped the man, "surely one kiss
between lovers…"
"No!" gasped Hale. "No, it can never be!"
They were feigning. A highly dramatized love
affair they both knew perfectly well did not exist. They
went on this way for several minutes, until at last, with
another hard, passionate kiss, the man descended the
rest of the stairs and went out the door, calling, "I shall
return, my love!"
"Aye!" shouted Hale, no longer feigning a woman's
voice. "Ere the next full moon, or perhaps the one after
that!"
"Hale!" shouted Titiana, waddling terrifyingly into
the room. "Don't use that voice! And for goodness sake¸
pull your robe up!"
Hale looked down guiltily at his robe, which had
slid down over his shoulders, exposing his slender,
male body. "Oh dear. I'm sorry, Titiana."
"Yes, you had better be," Titiana snapped. "And
don't let it happen again."
Hale leaned casually against the railing. "Well, I
think he was pleased. He does pay a lot, doesn't he?"
He frowned. "However, due to a lack of sheets on the
bed, we had to conduct ourselves on the floor." He
made eye contact with me, and I gasped. I had
forgotten to replace Hale's sheets!

Blushing furiously, I ran into the backyard, the
giggling of the girls following me all the way. I felt
terrible. I had never before been so angry with myself.
Why? Why did I have to be such a failure? I was
ashamed to be seen by anyone—least of all Hale. And
now I had to go to his bedroom and replace his sheets
while he watched. I couldn't imagine how disgusted he
must have been with me.

With my whole body full of dread, I went upstairs
and knocked heavily on Hale's door. "It's Marcus." I
was repulsed by how my voice sounded—hollow and
liquid and, due to my stupid gift, horribly attractive. I
shuddered. I didn't want to sound attractive; I wanted
to sound remorseful.
"Come in," came Hale's voice, unaffected and male.
Slowly, I opened the door and shuffled inside,
trying not to drop the mess of sheets in my arms as I
did so.
Hale was sitting at his vanity again, this time
wiping his makeup off with a damp cloth. He turned
and smiled at me. "Ah, my sheets!" he exclaimed.
"Thank you!"
"Hale… I'm so sorry."
"What?" He looked a bit confused, before
realization dawned. "Oh, don't worry about it! We
often do it on the floor, anyway."
"Er." I blinked rapidly. "Alright. Thank you?"
"As I said, don't mention it." Hale gestured at the
bed and grabbed a pile of clothes next to him,
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disappearing behind a painted, folding screen.
I was still struggling with one of the corners when
he emerged, dressed like he had been the first time I'd
seen him as a man, in tight, soft pants that accented his
slender legs, tall shiny boots, and a flowing silk shirt,
open to the waist, of course. I couldn't help staring at
him as he reached behind his head, tying his long,
golden hair into a simple plait down his back and
securing it with a length of ribbon. He looked at me in
confusion.
"Marcus, what are you doing?"
"Ah." I looked sadly at the sheets beneath me.
"Trying to get the sheets back on your bed."
He laughed, his blue eyes crinkling. "Well, you
won't get it to reach if you're sitting on it. You have to
get off and come around—oh dear…"
I had quite gracefully fallen directly off of the bed
in a futile attempt to follow his suggestion.
"Oh dear, oh dear, Marcus," he giggled. "Oh, I
shouldn't laugh." At the look on my face, he burst into
giggles again. "I really shouldn't. I'm sorry, Marcus."
He helped me up, his face still bright with a wicked
grin. "You remind me of myself when I first came
here."
"You did laundry?" I asked, as I helplessly watched
him apply first the sheets, and then the covers, expertly
tucking the corners under as if he had done so a
thousand times.
"Yes," he said, folding back the tops and fluffing the
pillows. "I started as a servant. They took me in when
they found me wandering around on the streets." He

finished and fell backward onto the bed, motioning for
me to join him. "My family died in a fire, you see. I
wasn't in the house at the time, and when I returned,
well…" Hale sighed and was silent for a moment.
"Anyway," he continued, "I was a serving boy, until
one of the customers noticed me. He asked Titiana if I
was available. And offered her a large sum of money."
"You didn't have a choice?" I asked him, aghast.
"No, I did," he replied. "I agreed. It was a lot of
money, and I knew the Parlour needed it. I thought it
would just be a one-time thing, but… you know how
word gets around."
"How old were you?" I asked.
"How old?" Hale thought for a moment. "Well, I
suppose I am seventeen now, so… fourteen."
I sat up and looked at him. "You're seventeen.
Seventeen?"
"Do I look older?" He sat up as well. "I'm young. It's
how I manage to pass as a woman." He held his slender
hands out in front of him, examining the soft, smooth
fingers. "One day, I shan't be able to anymore." He
turned to me. "Can I tell you a secret?"
"Of course."
He leaned back on his hands and sighed. "I look
forward to that day. I know I shouldn't, and I do feel
horrible about not being able to help out Titiana and
the girls, but…" His face was serious. "One day, I will
leave this place and take what little money I have,
and… I want to travel the world." He smiled at me, his
dark blue eyes narrowing as they did when he was
happy. "You could come with me, Marcus. You could
97

be my guide."
Before I realized it, I was saying, "I'd like that."
"Of course," he continued, his smile widening, "if it
was just you and me… alone, travelling… we'd
absolutely have to make love."
I blushed again and attempted to hide my face in
my hands. "Hale…" I moaned. "Please."
"Ah, Marcus." He shook his head. "You keep
refusing me. It's absolutely terrible for my self-esteem.
I thought I was handsome."
"You are handsome," I replied, glaring up at him
through my fingers. "It's not that. I just…"
"You want your first time to be special," he finished.
"I understand… sort of. I think my first time was
special." He frowned, looking serious. "I can't really
remember. Oh well. I shan't bother you about it again."
Hale leaned over and, before I could even realize
what he was doing, gave me a quick peck on the cheek.
"You'd better go," he said. "Lady Aram from the palace
is coming to visit me tonight." He stuck his tongue out,
making an absolutely disgusted face. "Please believe
me when I say, Marcus, that I would much rather sleep
with you."
"I do," I said, and left. For some reason, I was unable
to keep the smile from my face all the way down the
hallway and into my bedroom.
I flopped down onto my bed, thinking about my
conversation with Hale—trying to pinpoint the exact
moment when my heart had started to pound. Why
was I breathing so quickly? Why couldn't I stop
moving? I wanted to get up and run around. I wanted

to burst into Hale's room and tell that old lady to leave
him alone, and grab Hale and take him far away and…
I forced myself to calm down. Hale didn't really like
me that much. He probably offered to have sex with
every young man he met. He was so strange—he was
probably just being friendly. I was definitely
overreacting.
But… sex with Hale. What would it be like? It
seemed a very large part of me had been set aside
specifically for the purpose of wondering how it was
that two men made love, and it was only getting larger
as I became more and more curious.
I was actually glad to detect a presence by my
window, something to distract me from the incessant
voices in my head. "Hello, Draeden," I said, sitting up
to look at him.
"Hello, Marcus." He smiled. "I notice you still
haven't had sex."
"No," I agreed. "No, I haven't. And do you know
why? Because I don't know how."
"Eh?" Draeden looked confused. "You don't… oh
goodness."
I shook my head. "I know you assume I'm a jaded
pervert, but you will be sitting around forever waiting
for it to happen unless you tell me how it is done."
"Ah." Draeden crossed his arms. "I did assume…
Well, let's see. You, ah, know how it is done between a
man and a woman?"
"Yes," I said, refusing to think about it.
"Well, it's ah…" began Draeden. He looked at a loss,
as if he'd never before considered the situation of
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having to explain such things to someone. "It's… rather
similar."
"I fail to see how that's possible."
"Yes, I suppose you would." Draeden stood there
for a moment, deep in thought. Finally, he said, "Well,
I've decided that it would be much more educational
for you to be shown, rather than have it explained to
you."
"Shown?" I repeated warily. "How?"
Draeden held an arm out. "Come with me. If you
dare."
I did dare. I wasn't sure why, but I did. Maybe it
was the curiosity overwhelming me, or maybe it was
that incessant energy I seemed to have taken from my
visit with Hale, but I couldn't seem to stop myself from
standing and walking over to Draeden. I clasped his
arm tightly, and we winked out of existence.
For a moment, my whole consciousness was
roaring wind and white light and blue magic, and then
I found myself existent again, standing with Draeden
in a dimly-lit room. I felt very hot.
After a moment, I realized that it wasn't the travel
with Draeden that had been hot, but rather the climate
of the place we were now in. It was incredibly warm—
like the warmest of midsummer days in Rell, only the
air was thicker and wetter. I felt the desire to take off
my shirt, but fought it and looked around.
We were in a bedroom, lavishly decorated in golds
and deep reds. It was all strange and foreign-looking,
including the two naked men on the bed.
I gasped and looked away, horribly embarrassed,

but neither of them seemed upset by our appearance.
They sat up from where they had been lying together,
apparently in the midst of removing each other's
clothing, and looked at Draeden.
"Hello, Draeden," greeted one of them cheerily.
"What have you brought us?"
They spoke a different language than me, a strange,
clipped and accented one, but I found I could still
understand them. It was Draeden's doing, I realized;
he was using magic to make it so I could understand
what was said.
"Marcus, be polite," said Draeden, smiling. "This is
Li and Saraman." They nodded at the mention of their
names, and I forced myself to look at them, ignoring
my embarrassment. Li was the larger of the two, a
muscular man with a strong, masculine face and a
wide smile. Saraman was smaller, thin, almost
feminine, and he smiled at me also. They were both
almost painfully beautiful. Their brown skin gleamed
with oil, and they slid their hands easily over each
other as they looked at me, dark eyes bright and
curious.
"Li and Saraman are old protégés of mine,"
explained Draeden. "The story goes that Saraman was
in love with Li, and of course, I personally think that Li
was in love with Saraman also, although he didn't
realize it."
Li nodded. "It's likely."
"Anyway, Saraman is shy," continued Draeden, still
smiling. "He never would have had the courage to
seduce Li if I hadn't appeared and helped him out."
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"And we are eternally grateful to you, Draeden,"
said Saraman. "But, as you can see, we happened to be
in the middle of something when you arrived. What
was it you wanted?"
"Actually, it was something that Marcus wanted,"
explained Draeden.
"Ah!" I cried. "Um, never mind, Draeden, I changed
my mind!" I tugged at his arm. "We can go now."
"Another protégé?" laughed Saraman, getting up
and walking over to me. "Hello," he said, "it's alright.
We don't bite."
"Not unless you want us to," added Li, and
Saraman shushed him.
"Come, play with us," he said, and pulled me onto
the bed. "We don't mind." He leaned over me and
began to unbutton my shirt. I started to protest, but
stopped when I felt his hands on my skin, pulling my
shirt open and sliding it off of me. Then he leaned
down and slid his tongue along my abdomen.
I gasped and felt that warm, familiar heat slide
downward and the resultant tightening between my
legs.
"He likes it," Saraman informed Li, and Li crawled
over and slid a hand around my waist, pulling me to
him and pressing his lips to my neck, his tongue
making little circles over my skin. I moaned.
"Ha." Saraman smiled and touched his mouth to me
once again, sliding his lips and tongue down over my
stomach, my hips, and lower. Then, as he began to
struggle with the waistband of my pants, I heard
Draeden's voice.

"Marcus," he reminded me. "Remember what I said
about letting them see you. Are you ready for that?"
I did remember, and I wasn't sure I was ready, so I
pushed them both off of me, although not harshly. I
wasn't sure I wanted them to stop either.
They both looked at me curiously. "You don't
want?" asked Saraman, his dark eyes flickering over
my body hungrily.
"No, I do…" I began, running my fingers quickly
through my hair. "But… I would like to watch." I
couldn't believe what I was saying. "May I?"
They smiled at me. "Of course," said Li, and he
reached for Saraman, pulling him into a tight embrace.
They were kissing with more passion and intent than I
had known was possible. I was unable to look away as
Li slid a hand downward and touched Saraman,
sliding a hand up and down his length, watching as
Saraman threw his head back and moaned.
The sound of the moan brought me back to my
head, and I realized I could feel what they were feeling.
My powers somehow gave me access to everything
they were experiencing—and not only access, but
control.
Slowly, I crawled forward, inching myself closer to
them. I spread my hands out in front of me, tentatively
testing their movements with my mind, feeling them
ride out the waves of passion they felt, touching each
other, feeling the other move. I felt inside them, felt the
pleasure centres, felt exactly what they lusted after.
"Li," I said, my voice hoarse, and he looked at me,
his eyes dark and full of desire. "He wants you to put
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your mouth on him."
Li turned to look at Saraman, who smiled and
leaned backward. Li's eyes narrowed, and then he
threw himself down upon Saraman, sliding his tongue
and lips over him, causing Saraman to shake and cry
out as Li enveloped him hungrily.
I stared, paralyzed by what I was seeing. My whole
body was pulsing, aching with desire, even as I felt
every one of Saraman's sensations sweep through me.
I forced it down, allowing myself to focus only on them.
Was this it? Was this how men made love?
But I knew there was more. Li wanted it, and
Saraman did, too, like a deep, empty ache inside of him.
I moved closer still, holding my hands tense over their
bodies, still testing, awakening the desires deep inside
them, forcing their blood to flow even faster.
"Now," I whispered to Li, when I was sure Saraman
was ready. "Take him."
Li did. Moving quickly and savagely, he slid up
Saraman and pushed inside of him, the oil from their
bodies making his entrance easy and sudden. Saraman
cried out, but I swept away any pain he felt, replacing
it with pleasure. They were moving now, a soft,
pulsing rhythm that swept through both of them, and
I knew that they were nearing a climax.
Not yet, I thought, instinctively knowing that it
would be better if they waited, and held my hands out
again, attaching my mind to the rhythm of their
pleasure and slowing it, making it stronger and more
intense. They gasped, and Saraman moaned,
whispering Li's name.

I reached further inside them, further than I ever
thought I would have dared, touching places I had
never even known existed, making them more
sensitive, making the pleasure even more than they
had thought they could stand.
They were both crying out now, grasping at each
other and moving faster again. I didn't stop them;
instead, I forced them together, creating sweeping
waves of pleasure every time the deep insatiable places
inside of them met.
"Yes," I encouraged Saraman as he moaned, his
nails raking slowly down Li's back. "Take him with
you."
Li gasped when Saraman reached down and pulled
him deeper inside of him. He grasped at Saraman's
waist and pulled him closer, and their lips met in a
deep, passionate kiss as they climaxed together.
I drew the climax out for as long as I could, feeling
the waves of ecstasy shoot through them, erasing all
thought and reason, until finally, the waves subsided,
and I collapsed onto the bed, amazed and a little
frightened of what I had just done.
Li and Saraman collapsed, too, and then they
looked over at me, smiling blearily.
"Well," said Saraman, after a few moments. "Thank
you. That was… very nice."
"He is not appreciative enough," laughed Li. "It was
amazing. Please do come again." He continued to
laugh while Saraman took hold of him and pulled him
into another passionate kiss.
I smiled, still gasping a little for air. Then I felt
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Draeden's presence next to me.
"Time to go," he informed me. "I can't keep you here
for much longer."
"Right." I took Draeden's hand, and when I came to,
I was lying back on my bed in the Parlour, exhausted
and alone.

I awoke to sunlight streaming through the ratty
curtains onto my face. I lay there for a little while,
thinking about everything—Li and Saraman, Draeden,
Hale, myself… For a long time, I thought about what
had transpired. I had never realized the extent of my
powers, what I could really do. And then I got an idea.
Somehow, I knew it would work and I wanted badly
to try it.
I made my way out of bed and dressed in the first
clothes that I could find, and then went to Titiana's
office. She opened the door and glared down at me.
"Good," she remarked after a little while. "I needed
to talk to you."
My heart skipped a beat, but I forced myself to
remain calm as she ushered me into her office. Once
there, she manoeuvred herself back into her chair and
looked up at me. "Marcus," she said. "I'm not a bad
person."
"I know that, ma'am," I said quietly, and she waved
her hand, signalling for me to be quiet.
"I've tried to help you out," she continued. "I've
given you a place to stay and honest work for your
food. But you are not…" she grunted, as if this was

painful for her, "… satisfactory. I don't mind you being
a little air-headed, but if you begin to put the
satisfaction of customers in jeopardy…"
"I know," I said again. "I understand that you can't
afford to keep on someone who doesn't pull their
weight, and I'll leave, but…"
"But?" She looked unconvinced.
I took a deep breath. "I have a proposition for you."
"Ah." She leaned back in her chair and observed me
through slitted eyes. "Explain. I already employ a male
prostitute, as you know."
"Yes," I said. "This is… something different. I can't
really explain it, but my proposition is that you write
to Mrs Edwards and inform her that I request her
presence for… a free sample, shall we say. If she enjoys
it, we can ask her to inform her friends and… negotiate
a price for next time. If not, then…" I sighed. "I shall
leave that night."
Titiana was still looking at me sharply with her
small, beady eyes. "Agreed," she said finally. "I shall
write to Mrs Edwards and request her presence for
tomorrow evening. You may leave." She gestured at
the door, and I left quickly.

A letter arrived from Mrs Edwards that night,
confirming her presence the next evening. I was so
nervous, I couldn't eat, although Hale kept trying to
offer me food.
"Eat!" he said, on a break between customers. "Look,
my new gentleman said he likes portly men and he
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gave me cinnamon rolls! I don't like cinnamon! Eat, or
I shall give them to Muse."
"Do," I said, waving him away. "I'm too sick to eat."
He frowned at me. "Mrs Edwards isn't that bad. I
quite enjoyed her company. Besides, wasn't it your
idea?"
"Yes," I muttered. "But what if I can't do it?"
"Make love to her the old-fashioned way?" he
suggested. "If I can do it, you can."
"You like women!" I protested.
"I do not!" he cried, seeming rather offended. "I
much prefer men! I'm just a good actress."
This assertion was enough to keep me distracted
for the rest of the night. I even accepted some gruel
from Emie without realizing it. So that was why he had
told me he understood how I felt when we first met. If
he truly liked men, the way I did, perhaps he would
like it if I…
I coughed and sputtered gruel everywhere. Best
not to think about that kind of thing, not if I wanted to
get food down like a proper gentleman.

Strangely, I was quite a bit calmer the next day. I
spent a ridiculous amount of time dressing, making
sure my pants were smooth, my boots were polished,
and my shirt (a neatly cut, but still elegant white silk
blouse) was evenly tucked in. As I smoothed my hair
back and examined myself in the mirror, I realized
something was wrong. Sighing, I slid my hand down
the front of my shirt, loosening the buttons as I did so,

so that it fell open to reveal my tanned, muscular torso.
Then, satisfied with my reflection, I went downstairs
to wait for Elanora.
The girls flirted with me, of course, but I found that
flirting back seemed to ease my nerves somewhat. I
amused myself for a while, chasing them around and
grabbing at their skirts, in response to their incessant
attempts to grope me inappropriately. As a result,
when Elanora did arrive, I was slightly out of breath
and significantly less polished than I had been when I
had first gotten dressed. Ah well, it couldn't be helped.
"Good morning," I said. "Please come upstairs."
"Of course," she agreed, looking a little shy.
When we reached my room, I felt it necessary to
apologize for my conduct the last time we had met.
She brushed it off. "Oh, don't trouble yourself. I had
no idea you didn't actually work here. And that young
man handled me very well." Her eyes drifted off for a
moment, and then snapped back to me. "Although,
you know, Marcus, I felt a little bad for doing that to
Henri." She sighed. "I still do."
I nodded and showed her to the bed. "Don't worry,"
I said, as I helped her sit down. "What we're going to
do won't compromise your faithfulness to your
husband one bit."
"Ah?" Her eyes slid helplessly down the front of my
shirt, as women's eyes always seemed to do. "And
what will that be?"
"You'll see." I sat carefully in the chair opposite her.
"Did I tell you I know a little bit of magic?"
"No," she said. "Is that right?"
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I nodded again. "Just relax, please. Don't try to shut
me out."
She didn't, and when I reached my hands out to
hover over her torso, sliding my mind slowly into her
body, she didn't protest. I took a few minutes to
explore; after all, I had never touched a woman before,
physically or magically. All I knew about them was
what I had read in books and what had been explained
to me by my governess. Despite that, I was soon quite
comfortable.
I started out very slowly, just gently moving my
mind over those sensitive parts of her, until I heard her
gasp and felt a warm, liquid feeling spread from her
centre. I pressed a little harder, then, building up that
pulsing rhythm I knew was essential, watched as she
gasped again, and then moaned a little, sliding her
hands up the length of her body to rest over her breasts.
I shifted my focus to an intense, deep pleasure that
I kept in check for the moment, building it outward
rather than inward, concentrating on spreading the
feeling throughout her entire body, right into her
fingertips, and then back, to explode outward again.
She cried out and fell backward on the bed, her body
writhing with desire. I rose and leaned over her, my
hands held taut as they moved to control her pleasure.
I was touching her deeply now, building up that
intense, burning liquid inside of her and shooting it in
outward bursts. Then I moved my hands, as if grasping
at something, and pulled all of her pleasure inward, to
rest in a single spot deep inside of her.
Elanora moaned again, lifting her hips off of the

bed and straining toward my hands. I pressed the
feeling deeper, until she stopped moaning and just
gave quivering little gasps as she clawed at the
bedspread. Then, when I felt I could hold it no longer,
I allowed the intense feeling to explode through her
body, rushing into her mind and causing it to fill with
the bright white light of her climax. I held her for as
long as I possibly could, and then allowed her to drift
slowly downward, shuddering slightly with little
aftershocks as her body reacted to what it had just felt.
I stumbled backward and collapsed into the chair.
We stayed that way for several minutes, until at last,
she sat up and, with a gasp, put a gloved hand to her
hair. I straightened and held a hand out to her, helping
her to her feet.
"Your hair looks fine," I assured her, tucking a loose
curl behind her ear with my free hand. "There's a
mirror over there, if you need."
Elanora nodded and rushed to the mirror,
examining herself closely in the faded glass. Then she
felt at her side for her change purse and pulled out a
tin of rouge. She dabbed at her lips and cheeks with it
for a few moments, the action seeming to calm her, and
then she turned to me.
"Did that really just happen?" she asked me
wonderingly.
"It depends," I said, "if you want it to have."
Elanora stared at me for a moment, and then her
face broke into a smile. "I suppose I should pay you,
then, whether it happened or not."
I shook my head. "Not this time. As payment, you
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can recommend me to your friends. I hope that many
of them might be interested."
She nodded. "Indeed they would be."
"And—" I bowed my head politely, "—if you
choose to come again, you can negotiate a fee with
Titiana at the door."
"Of course."
I opened the door for Elanora, allowing her to rush
down the stairs into the main room of the Parlour. I
followed out into the hallway, and watched over the
railing while she and Titiana had a quiet, but animated
discussion at the door. She handed Titiana something
and left quickly without another word. Nervously, I
looked at Titiana. She was gazing up at me with
something akin to wonder on her face. When she saw
me looking, however, she shook her head and, with her
eyes once again narrowed, summoned me down the
stairs.
"She left you a tip," she said, handing over the shiny
silver coin as if she would rather not. "I negotiated your
fee. It is high. I think," she continued, breathing down
at me, "that you can expect several calls a night from
now on."
After a moment, I noticed that she was smiling. I
smiled back and she tsked at me, before retreating to
her study, after which I was immediately swarmed by
girls, demanding that I tell them everything.

Titiana was right, and from that day on, I had two
to three customers a day. It was tiring, but at the same

time satisfying to know I was actually bringing in a
profit for the Parlour. My customers ranged from
young, newlywed women to elderly widows. I had
been right in assuming my unique service would be
popular. It was not, after all, as if they were being
unfaithful to their husbands—I never touched the
women save but to help them up from the bed
afterward, and they always remained fully clothed and
uncompromised. Surprisingly, several of the women
informed me they had never felt anything close to
what I did to them with their husbands. I knew it was
rather silly of me to be pleased by this, but I did enjoy
making them happy, as they always seemed to be
afterward.
The money they paid went straight to Titiana, of
course, but the women often left me tips in the form of
little gold and silver coins. Although shameful, I often
spent a lot of this money on clothing. I found I had
quite a penchant for finery—rich silk shirts, soft velvet
pants, and shiny, expensive leather boots—and I loved
the modern styles once I got used to them. I even liked
the way the women looked at me when I came forward
to meet them at the door. I knew part of the reason my
services were so popular was that I was attractive and
charming, and I used it to my advantage, learning to
walk the way they liked, and to bend over and kiss
their hands and look up at them through my eyelashes.
It was easy for me to do, so natural I often forgot I was
doing it. I felt like I had spent my whole life stumbling
around, staring at my feet and bumping into things
because I simply hadn't known how I was supposed to
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move. Now that I did, it was easy, and I fell into it,
forgetting that I had ever been any different.
One night when I was lying on my bed, exhausted
after having serviced a party of five young women, all
in a row, I heard a familiar fluttering at the window
and sat up to see Draeden standing there, looking at
me with a small smile on his face.
"Hello," he said. "You're looking well."
"Thank you." I smiled, finding that I was quite
pleased to see him. He hadn't been around since the
episode with Li and Saraman. I had wanted to ask him
more about them; however, he didn't look at the
moment as if he wished to discuss it. Actually, he
looked quite serious.
"What is it?" I asked him, and his eyes narrowed.
"Your friend Dante," he replied, and I sighed.
"For the last time, he is not my friend. I quite hate
the man."
"Well, yes, me too," Draeden agreed. "But I keep
thinking… something doesn't make sense."
"How so?" I asked, getting up off of the bed and
wandering over to stand next to him. I glanced out the
window as I did, thinking once again about everything
Dante had said to me. You and your family are nothing
but pigs to be sold. I shuddered. I had tried to keep his
voice from my head, but every now and then, it
returned full force, those horrible insults echoing
throughout the cavities of my mind until I thought I
would go mad.
"I just find it strange," mused Draeden. He was not
looking out the window, but at me. "Why would he

bother to travel all the way to Rell and take you to the
palace, if he didn't even want you there once he
arrived?"
"Because my parents had already paid him?" I
guessed. "A large sum, if I remember."
"I don't remember it being that large." Draeden
shook his head. "I'd say you made about five times that
amount tonight. It would have been a lot of money for
your family perhaps, but…" He shook his head again.
"I don't pretend to know much about human currency.
But it just seems strange…"
"Well…" I was thinking about how surprised Dante
had been to see me in the palace, the fear that had filled
his eyes. "Perhaps he didn't want me in the palace in
the first place."
"Why, though?" wondered Draeden. "What would
be the point of it, then?"
"I don't know," I said with disgust. "He's an insane
old man who enjoys watching others suffer?"
Draeden didn't reply. He looked deep in thought.
"Yes, well… Perhaps I shall go and spy on him a little
more."
"I thought you never wanted to go near him again,"
I said, unable to hold back my smile.
"I don't," replied Draeden. "But I get intrigued by
things and don't leave them alone."
"I noticed. You won't leave me alone."
"That's because you haven't had sex, yet." He
grinned at me. "I'm quite distraught about this, you
know, Marcus."
"I know." I shoved his arm lightly and returned to
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my bed, tugging my boots off as I did so and yawning.
"You're a voyeuristic pervert."
"Hm. Perhaps. I'm told I have a strange fascination
with humans. Most fairies think of humans as
animals."
"We are animals," I assured him, crawling into bed
with another yawn. "If there's anything I've learned
from living at a brothel, it is that humans are animals.
Goodnight, Draeden."
I couldn't see him anymore, but I could hear his
voice laughing at me. "Goodnight, Marcus. Sweet
dreams."

My dreams that night were not exactly sweet. They
were, however, the kind of dreams that caused quite a
mess for me when I awoke. Sighing with annoyance, I
roughly pulled the sheets off of my bed and hauled
them down the stairs and into the backyard, muttering
the whole time and cursing my choice to wear my
clothes to bed that night.
Hale was there, dressed in women's clothing and
daintily sipping tea as he watched me. "Bad dreams?"
he asked, an impish little smile on his face.
"Yes," I said. "I don't want to talk about it."
"Was I in them?" He smiled serenely at me. "You
know, Marcus, if you'd just agree to sleep with me, that
kind of thing wouldn't happen to you."
"Thank you, Hailey," I said, wondering why the
hell I didn't just agree. I thought it must have been
because Hale seemed to take it so lightly, and I wanted

to sleep with him, not just because I wanted to have sex,
but because I wanted to have sex with him. With Hale.
I sighed and made up my mind to ignore him,
focusing instead on getting the sheets clean. It was long
overdue, anyway; I had been having dreams like that
a lot lately.

Draeden visited me again that night.
"I need to ask you a serious question," he said,
nearly making me jump out of my skin. I had been
lying on my bed, staring at the ceiling and indulging in
a complicated fantasy of questionable nature, when he
suddenly appeared at the foot of it, his deep blue eyes
observing me casually.
"What?" I snapped at him. "Is it, 'Marcus, are you
busy? May I intrude?'"
He looked at me in confusion for a second. "Ah, no.
It's about when you were kidnapped by those slave
traders. What do you remember about it?"
"Nothing much," I confessed, after a moment. "I hit
my head. When I came to, I was tied up and being
dragged off by them."
"How did you hit your head?" he persisted. "Do
you remember?"
"Yes, of course, there was a dog, and the horse
started, and I jumped. I landed on my stomach, I think,
and then when I sat up, my head was bleeding."
"You landed on your stomach, but you hit your
head."
"Yes, of course… That does sound odd, doesn't it?
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Well, I don't know, it was all very fast, and it could
have been anything. I was in shock, I suppose. Why do
you ask?"
"Dante,"
replied
Draeden.
"He's
been
communicating with a couple—the owners of a small
serfdom, much like your parents, and they also have a
boy, although he's younger than you."
"Oh?"
"Well, he's told them that their boy has latent
magical powers and that he wishes to take him to the
palace, train him along the way, and then present him
to the king. For a small fee, of course." He looked at me
pointedly. "Sound familiar?"
"Yes. So? It's what he does, right?"
"Indeed. But I visited the boy last night. He, ah…
doesn't have any magical powers, latent or otherwise."
"So, Dante made a mistake?" I suggested,
wondering what on earth Draeden was going on about.
"What if he didn't, though?" said Draeden. "What if
he knows perfectly well that the boy has no powers,
and he doesn't care? What if he never intends to
present the boy to the king at all?"
"What else would he do with him?" I was starting
to get annoyed. "I don't understand what you…" But
then I realized. The frightened horse, the hit on the
head, the slave traders, and Dante's remark: You and
your family are nothing but pigs to be sold. I raised a hand
to my mouth and stared at Draeden. "You don't
think… that he sold me…"
"I don't know what to think," admitted Draeden.
"But I'm worried about that boy."

"That makes two of us," I said. "What do you think
I should do?"
"Warn the king, perhaps?" suggested Draeden.
"Maybe he could look into it."
"Perhaps," I agreed. "I believe that the king is
returning from an excursion overseas tomorrow—
there's a celebration happening. It might be a good
time to sneak in and warn him."
"Alright," said Draeden. "Let me know how that
goes. I'll leave you to your romantic fantasies now."
I thought I heard him snicker, but before I could
form a retort, he was gone.

When I went downstairs the next morning, the
Parlour was suspiciously quiet.
"Where is everyone?" I asked Hale, upon entering
the kitchen. He was sitting at the table, eating porridge
as usual, but I did a double take when I noticed that he
was wearing men's clothing.
"Oh." He looked up at me with a small smile.
"They're still asleep. No customers today—everyone's
at the palace. I think a few of the girls went."
"Not you?" I asked.
He shook his head. "What if I saw one of my
customers? That would be awkward." He laughed.
"Ah. I guess I'll go alone, then."
Hale looked up from his porridge. "You're going?
Why? Fancy seeing the king?" He smiled. "I hear he's
quite handsome."
I stuck my tongue out. "I hear he has a beard." Hale
119

just laughed. "Anyway," I continued, "no. I need to tell
the king something. Or one of his advisors. Or
someone."
"Ah." Hale sipped his tea. "What?"
"It's a rather long story," I said, a little exasperated.
"I was thinking of leaving now."
"Oh, you can tell me on the way," Hale replied. "Just
let me get my coat."

That was how Hale and I ended up on our way to
the palace together, with me somehow spilling to him
all the details of my situation, from my encounter with
Draeden to my trip with Dante and the circumstances
of my arriving at the Parlour, as well as Draeden's new
information about Dante. I didn't know why I felt it
was acceptable to tell Hale of all this; perhaps it was
that he took everything in so naturally, believing
everything I said without question. The only things I
managed to leave out were the incident with Saraman
and Li, and the overtly sexual nature of Draeden's first
visit to me—not that I thought Hale would have
minded hearing about those, either.
"A real fairy!" mused Hale, as we walked through
the almost deserted streets toward the palace. I was
glad he had come with me, because I still didn't really
know my way around the capital. "They say they only
ever appear to people in need of their help."
"Yes, well, I have to admit his gift has helped me a
lot," I said. "But it's a little embarrassing." Or it had
been; I didn't feel particularly embarrassed about it

anymore, I realized. Maybe it was just Hale's
influence?
"Why?" asked Hale, blinking his huge eyes. "Ooh,
is he handsome?"
"Who?"
"The fairy, of course! Honestly, Marcus, I'm sure
you must be the least depraved man I've ever met! And
I mean that in a very nice way, but honestly—it's quite
obvious you've never had sex."
"Is it?" I asked in amusement. "You sound just like
him."
"Who?"
"The handsome fairy, of course."
"Oh, he is handsome, then?"
"Yes," I admitted. "But in a strange sort of way.
They're not quite human, fairies, I think."
"Aye," Hale laughed. "That is why they are fairies
and not human. Right, here we are!"
I hardly recognised the palace. It was surrounded
by brightly-coloured tents, and bustling with people
and merchants selling their wares.
"Where do you suppose the king would be?" I
practically had to shout to be heard as we pushed our
way through the throng of people.
"Inside the palace, I assume," replied Hale, nimbly
jumping out of the way of a few pedestrians, and then
giving in and shoving them out of the way in the same
manner that everyone seemed to have adopted. "Do
you suppose we can get through the gates?"
"Yes," I shouted at him. "I can convince the
guards…"
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Hale cried out as he was almost dragged away from
me by a particularly large group of people, who
seemed annoyed that he had been in their way. He
reached out a hand to me, and without thinking, I
grabbed it and pulled him through, shoving the large
woman who seemed to be at the head of the group out
of the way with my mind. She glared at me, her big,
bulging eyes ready to pop out of her crimson face, but
as I hadn't actually touched her in any way, there was
nothing she could do but grab the flailing arms of
several of her children and drag them away.
"Oh!" gasped Hale. "Thank you! I thought I'd never
see you again, Marcus!"
I laughed, and we made our way to the palace gates.
They were closed, as usual, and the same two guards
as before stood there, occasionally letting small groups
of rich-looking people pass in and out.
I let go of Hale's hand and, with a wink at him,
strode up to the guards.
"Hello," I greeted in a friendly voice.
The taller guard visibly blanched, while the shorter
jumped and struggled to pull his sword from his belt.
"You!" he gasped, terror in his voice. "Don't come
near!"
"Goodness," I said, fighting to keep from laughing
at them. "Gentlemen, relax, I'm not going to hurt you."
"Oh, no?" He was still holding his sword out,
pointed straight at me, as if it were going to help him.
"Not going to hurt us? What about getting us fired?
Excommunicated? Eh? Don't care about that?"
"Walter, please," said the taller guard. "Don't make

him angry." He turned to look at me, his face a little
calmer, but still wary. "Please. Don't make us let you in
again. We were nearly fired the last time. The Wizard
Dante threw a fit and told the head of security we
ought never to work in the palace again."
"Never work in the capital again were his words,"
said the shorter guard. "And if we ever let anyone into
the palace again without express permission, we might
as well just pack our bags and leave the country." He
was still glaring at me, his sword raised. "Doesn't
matter if we're put under a spell or nothing."
"Alright," I said, holding my hands up in front of
me in a gesture of surrender. "Alright, I won't. I'm truly
sorry you got in trouble. I honestly didn't think anyone
would find out."
"Didn't think, did you?" snorted the shorter guard.
"Run along now. Use your magic tricks on someone
less important."
This annoyed me, but the taller guard looked so
apologetic that I couldn't help but feel bad.
"I'm sorry if it was something you really needed to
get into the palace for," he said. "But no amount of wild
nights with our wives will make them forgive us for
being fired."
"No, I suppose not," I admitted. "There's no way I
could… contact the king? Send him a message?"
The taller guard thought for a moment. "You could
write him a letter," he suggested. "I'd see that he got it."
"What?" sputtered the short guard. "We're not
doing him any favours! What, are you still under his
spell?"
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"No, no, it's alright," I assured him. "I'll just send the
letter to the palace the old-fashioned way. Please, I'm
sorry to have bothered you. I'll go now." Then, rather
than face any more indignation from the shorter guard,
I hastily retreated.
"Well, that went rather badly," I admitted to Hale.
"It did seem rather unimpressive."
"I shall just…" I sighed, "Write the king a letter.
He'll get it, right?"
Hale blinked. "Well, yes, I suppose he would."
"I don't have paper," I said after a moment. "Shall
we buy some? I want to get a pen, too."
We spent the next few hours exploring the market,
looking at all the various wares for sale, and sampling
the many different foods on display. There were
several booths devoted to stationery, but I finally
settled on some plain writing paper, envelopes, and a
silver pen with a refillable inkwell. Hale looked
longingly at the sparkling jewels and fine silks on
display, embroidered with golden cranes and fans and
rivers, but he neglected to buy anything.
"I'm saving my money," he explained. "For when I
travel."
When we finally arrived back at the Parlour, it was
nearly nightfall.
"Well, that was a rather pointless day," I said,
opening the door to allow Hale to go through first. "Ah,
Hale! How long have you been holding my arm like
that?"
"Eh?" Hale rapidly slipped his arm from mine,
where it had been linked. "Ah, I think the whole way

home." He blushed. "No wonder you were getting
strange looks, Marcus!"
"I was getting strange looks?" I laughed. "You were
the one acting like a woman!"
"I can't help it!" wailed Hale, but there was that
familiar smile in his eyes. "It's a habit! I shall have to
force myself out of it eventually."
He was still holding my hand, I noticed, his soft
fingers leading me toward the stairs, and then he
twirled and pulled me to him. My breath caught in my
throat when I felt myself suddenly close to him, our
bodies mere inches apart. He stared up at me, his eyes
a dreamy green-blue in the orange light of the setting
sun.
"I've changed my mind," he said, after a few
agonizingly long breaths. His eyes flicked downward
as he drew them away from mine.
"Changed your mind?" I asked, my voice a little
unsteady. "About what?"
For a moment, I thought he wasn't going to say
anything at all. For a moment, I thought he was going
to kiss me. Then he shook his head and drew back.
"About having sex with you," he explained, and
backed away a little more, brushing a stray hair from
his face and meeting my eyes again. "I'm rescinding my
offer. I feel… it wouldn't be professional. Forming
attachments…" For a moment, there was pain in his
eyes, but then it vanished, replaced again by that sad
little smile. "Well, it's not at all professional." Then he
leaned over to place a small kiss on my forehead.
"Goodnight, Marcus. Sleep well."
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I stood at the bottom of the stairs for a long time,
before finally climbing them myself to retire to my
room.

I was in the midst of writing a fifth draft of my letter
to the king when there was a knock at my door. Before
I could reply, however, the door burst open, and Muse
flounced in, holding a yellowed envelope before her
and grinning at me.
"It's from your family, I think!" she said. "How
exciting!"
I took the letter from her, unsure how I should feel
about it—excited? Nervous? Apprehensive? "Isn't it
common whorehouse etiquette to knock before
entering someone's room?"
Muse nodded. "Ah, yes, that's true. But you don't
have any customers today."
"I could have been changing," I replied, ushering
her from the room.
"I wouldn't mind!" she assured me, before I closed
the door and went to the bed to read my letter. Yes, it
was definitely apprehension I was feeling. How
strange; I had been looking forward to that letter,
hadn't I? Yes, definitely. Once I was back with my
parents, I could tell them about Dante, and we could
work to expose him.
Slowly, with a strange ringing in my ears, I slid the
letter from its envelope and read it.
Dear Marcus,

It is terrible to hear that you were delayed on
your journey to the palace! We had hoped that
you would reach the king without much trouble.
However, we are pleased to hear that you were
able to contact the Wizard Dante and hope that
you are now happily employed at the palace.
Please write again soon and let us know of your
progress!
Your ever-loving Mother and Father

The ringing in my head grew louder as I reread the
letter several more times. I had to stop myself from
crumpling the aged paper in my hands and hurtling it
across the room. How could my parents possibly be so
idiotic?! Had my letter really seemed that hopeful? Did
they really not care that I was trapped in the capital
with no money or connections? Were they truly that
apathetic?
After angrily pacing my room for several minutes,
I calmed down. After all, at the time of writing my
letter, I had expected to be rescued by Dante very soon,
so it would have been pointless of them to come all the
way to the capital to rescue their son, who they had
thought was only having an ill-timed adventure.
Well, I would just have to set the record straight. I
sat down and wrote my parents a long letter, detailing
my entire story, including the slave traders and my
suspicions about Dante, and also informing them that
I was now working as a whore at the Parlour. Maybe
that would get their attention. I told them that first and
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foremost, we needed to get in contact with the king and
inform him of Dante's suspicious behaviour. Then,
feeling a lot better, I wrote my letter to the king, telling
him the same story that I had told my parents. I then
sealed both letters, stamped them, and went
downstairs to mail them.

I never received a letter back from the king,
although I sent several over the next few weeks. There
was no word from my family, either, but I wasn't
expecting it for a few more weeks yet. There was a
strange dichotomy in my looking forward to my
parents' reply: I wanted badly to expose Dante
(Draeden had visited me again and informed me that
Dante was making plans to go and collect the boy he
was targeting next) and I couldn't do so without my
parents' help, but at the same time, I was (and I was
almost afraid to admit it) rather enjoying my time at
the Parlour. I had settled into a routine, servicing
several women a day, mostly returning customers, but
often new ones brought in by friends, and many of
them knew me by name. We sometimes took tea in the
garden beforehand, and they asked me about my life
and my future, and gave me shiny coins from their
pockets when I said clever things or smiled at them just
so.
The girls were jealous of me and pestered me for
clues as to how I managed to do so well for myself and
for the Parlour. They all wanted badly to know what
exactly I did to the women in my bedroom with the

door closed, and once Ellie pestered me about it so
badly, that I snapped and gave her a brief, but intense
orgasm that left her collapsed on the floor in the
middle of the sitting room.
"It's something like that," I explained with a grin,
and swept out of the room while she was mobbed by
the other girls, demanding that she tell them what I
had done to her.
The girls all seemed to have much more respect for
me after that, and began to treat me in a similar way to
Hale, as if I were their prized pet who needed to be
fussed over and admired. I didn't mind—after all, I
was making close to the same amount of money as
Hale at that point, although he worked less than me,
and I was proud of what I could do. I was surprised at
how close to the girls I became after a while, joking and
flirting easily with them, although they all knew I was
only interested in men. The fact that they knew and
accepted it made me feel that somehow it was alright,
and there really was nothing wrong with me. It was an
assurance I had never really thought I could feel.
The only blot on my spirits was Hale. He hadn't
really spoken to me or appeared as a man since the day
of the market, and while we talked and flirted like
normal, he treated me the same way all the other girls
did, and for some reason, that dissatisfied me. I wanted
more than his twinkling eyes and secretive smiles; I
wanted the Hale who had sat next to me on his bed and
told me of his plans to travel the world, and the Hale
who had held my hands and looked up at me with his
eyes wide and open and shining with the orange fire
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of the sunset.
But it was not to be, and by the time another month
had passed at the Parlour, I had nearly given up on
ever being as close to Hale as I had been, and settled
on simply working hard and enjoying the life I had.
I didn't notice right away when I descended the
stairs with one of my clients (an older, pretty woman
who declined to ever give her name) that we had a
visitor in the sitting room. I was busy in conversation
with the lady, who was rather flustered after the
impressive service I had just given her. I was getting
better at it all the time, and since she always tipped me
well, I had made sure to make it especially enjoyable
for her.
"… never felt anything like it before," she was
saying. "You really are quite talented. You should put
your skills to good use in the palace."
I laughed at that. "I can't really think of any
practical applications, ma'am, but I'll think about it."
She handed me a large gold coin, and I escorted her
to her waiting cab. When I turned back, I noticed that
one of the male clients was staring at me. A few
moments later, I realized that I recognised him.
"Bernard?!" I gasped. "What are you doing here?"
"Oh, you do know him!" exclaimed one of the girls,
who was hanging off of his arm and looking up at him
expectantly. "Oh, then tell him it's perfectly alright for
him to take advantage of our hospitality! Or is he a
friend of yours?" She looked at me meaningfully.
"Oh, do get off of him, Dinah," I berated her,
smiling at the look on Bernard's face. "He's my cousin,

and a nobleman."
"Oh, but noblemen are our specialty," pouted Dinah,
but she let go of his arm and went to stand outside with
the other girls, playfully swatting my backside when
she flitted past me. On instinct, I grinned at her and
swatted at her skirts, before turning back to Bernard.
My cousin—I hadn't seen him in years. He was a
knight for the king, well-acclaimed and important, and
I recalled him being rather full of himself, although
always kind to me. Now he was staring at me with
absolute shock.
"Marcus?" he gasped. "What are you doing?"
"What am I doing?" I laughed. "What are you doing
at a brothel, Bernard? I thought you were too much of
a gentleman."
"I'm here to get you!" The look of shock was still
etched on his face, and I realized that I probably looked
quite different than I had the last time he had seen me:
a plain, shy country boy with rough, baggy clothes and
tousled hair. His eyes were fixed on my shirt, which
was, of course, open to the navel. I pressed my hand to
it, suddenly a little self-conscious.
"Your parents sent me to get you immediately upon
receiving your letter," Bernard explained, his voice still
wooden with shock. "Marcus, they told me you were
being forced to work as a whore, but I did not expect…
this."
I blinked a few times, realizing the extent of
surprise that Bernard must be feeling, and suddenly
felt a little sick to my stomach. How I was dressed—
how I had spoken to my client, to Dinah—was he going
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to tell my parents everything?
"You'd better come with me," I said, and quickly led
him upstairs to my bedroom.
He followed me in and looked around. The room
had changed quite a bit since I had taken up residence
there a few months ago: I had decorated it with rich
fabrics—embroidered curtains, bedding and pillows
for the chair—and the window was open, letting in the
warm autumn air.
"So. My parents got my letter?"
"Yes," he replied. "They're concerned and agreed it
was best if you returned to Rell as soon as possible."
"Alright," I said. "But what about Dante?"
"Ah, yes, your parents mentioned something about
that." Bernard looked a bit hesitant. "The thing is,
Marcus… there's no proof of anything you say being
true, and…" He shifted, obviously very uneasy now.
"It seems a little far-fetched…"
"It's not far-fetched," I retorted, becoming angry. "I
talked to him myself. If you'd heard the things he'd
said…"
"You talked to him?" Bernard glanced up at me
again, and then looked away quickly. He seemed
rather distressed by my appearance, but I wasn't
exactly in an accommodating mood. He would just
have to put up with the sight of me in slutty silk
clothing until we came to an agreement. "When was
this?"
"I snuck into the palace a while ago…" I began
offhandedly, and he interrupted me again.
"You did what? Marcus, that is a criminal offense!"

He stepped toward me and grabbed my arm before I
could stop him. "I don't know what you've been doing
here," he hissed through clenched teeth, "but it's
becoming clear that I've arrived barely in time to keep
you from doing something extremely rash and
disgracing the entire family."
"What?!" I was almost shouting. "Get off of me! I'm
not disgracing the family!"
"Oh, no? And what would you think of a nobleman
if you saw him acting like a commoner and dressing
like that? Never mind that you've been sneaking into
the palace without permission."
"I didn't have a choice." My voice was definitely
louder than necessary now, and angry. "I didn't want
to sneak into the palace and I didn't want to stay here.
I would have starved otherwise." I looked away from
him, my voice breaking as my anger subsided. "All I
wanted was to go back home."
"And you will now, Marcus," Bernard said,
sounding a little kinder. "We'll put this whole thing
behind us and leave for Rell tomorrow morning. I
won't tell your parents about your… conduct, and
we'll write to the king about this Dante, alright?"
I nodded. For some reason, I felt like my heart was
breaking. "Alright," I agreed woodenly. "I'll… just go
and tell them I'm leaving." I sidled past him and went
down the stairs, my footsteps heavy. Titiana was in her
office, and she answered immediately when I knocked.
"Ah, hello, Marcus, I had a letter about you from—
" She stopped suddenly when she saw the look on my
face. "Whatever is the matter?"
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"Titiana," I said slowly, my eyes downcast, "I… I'm
leaving. My cousin has come to get me, and I'm going
back to Rell."
I could feel her gaze boring into me for a second,
before she said, "Ah, I see. Very well, then."
I felt I must do something to make up for my
sudden departure, so I reached for my belt and pulled
out my change purse, handing her the heavy pocket of
coins. "Please take this, as overdue rent," I said. "Write
to my clients and cancel their appointments?"
"Nonsense," she said. "Hale can service them."
I winced at Hale's name, and Titiana took a deep
breath, as if about to say something. Then she merely
sighed and informed me that I might leave.
I met Bernard on the stairs, and said, "You can stay
here tonight. One of the girls can put you up."
He sniffed. "I think not, Marcus. I shall stay at an
inn tonight. Be ready to leave at dawn tomorrow."
I nodded, and without another glance at me, he left.
I went to my room and began to pack my things.
My mind felt curiously empty. I didn't understand it—
I was going back to Rell; this was what I had wanted.
And Bernard had said that we would write to the king
about Dante when we arrived there. But somehow, it
seemed like not enough. Even if the king did get my
letter, it would take weeks to arrive, and there was that
boy…
I turned at a sudden presence behind me and was
unsurprised to see Draeden sitting casually on the
edge of my desk with his legs crossed. He caught my
eye and stood lightly, unfolding his arms as he did so,

his face serious.
"What's going on?" he asked. "You're leaving."
"Yes," I said, turning back to my packing. "My
cousin Bernard has come to get me. We're leaving
tomorrow."
"What about Dante?" asked Draeden. "Marcus,
what about that boy he's going to kidnap?"
"I'll write to the king about it," I replied, suddenly
feeling very annoyed. "What else am I supposed to do?
Why don't you do something, if you care so much?"
Draeden was silent for several moments. "I can't,"
he said finally. "I'm not allowed to interfere like that."
"Well, you've certainly interfered in my life
enough," I said. "Please go away."
He sniffed. "Very well, then. I must say, I'm quite
disappointed."
"Oh, piss off." I turned to face him, but he was
already gone. Furious, I threw a boot in the direction
he had been. There was a sudden knock at the door,
and I went and opened it warily. Hale stood there,
dressed in nightclothes, his hair messy and his eyes
wide.
"Marcus!" he cried. "Titiana told me… that you
were leaving!"
"I am," I replied. "Tomorrow."
"Why?" he exclaimed. "Marcus, where are you
going?"
"Home," I said. "You knew I wasn't staying forever,
Hale."
"Yes, I…" He seemed distracted. "I know. I suppose
I forgot. I don't… I'm sorry." He began to turn away.
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"It's just so sudden. I had hoped…"
My heart was beating fast, although I didn't know
why. He was turning to leave and I didn't want him to
go—every fibre of my being wanted to stop him, pull
him back. All I could manage was a verbal prompt.
"You hoped…?"
"Yes, I… I didn't want…" Hale was flustered,
panicked, as if he didn't know what to say, didn't know
how to say it. "I don't want you to leave. I don't know
what to say. I've never cared about anything this much,
but I can't…" He shook his head. "I just can't stand the
thought of you going away."
Then, before I realized what was happening, he had
turned and slowly, tentatively moved toward me,
lifting his pale hands to my face and pressing his lips
to mine.
It was as if I had forgotten how to breathe. I didn't
care, though; somehow, when Hale was kissing me,
breathing ceased to matter. In fact, everything in the
world ceased to matter, except the feeling of his mouth
on mine, the warmth of his body pressed against me,
and the burning white light that filled my
consciousness. Then, before it could even really begin,
the kiss was over, and Hale was sweeping away before
I could stop him. I was all alone, and the single lamp
in my room did nothing to illuminate the dark hallway
ahead of me.

We left early the next morning, and I didn't see
Hale again. After dressing, I knocked on his door and

tried to open it, but it was locked. Then Bernard was
there, lifting my pack and ushering me out of the house,
and onto a horse. Before I knew what was happening
we were leaving the city and heading out into the
countryside. A sudden dread filled me when I
wondered if I'd ever see the city or the girls from the
Parlour or Titiana or Emie ever again. And Hale… The
thought of Hale made my throat constrict, and for a
moment, I had to concentrate on forcing back a sob. I
turned and looked at the capital as it grew further
away, until my neck hurt from looking, and then the
buildings slowly faded away into the morning mist.
The trip home seemed to pass in a daze. Bernard
was the silent type, easy to get along with and not one
to ask questions. After the initial shock of my
appearance died down, he seemed to come to the
conclusion that I'd been either forced to act the way I
had or seduced by the charms of a life of evil. He
appeared to take my agreeing to come back with him
as a sign that I had seen the error of my ways, and my
silence one of shame and remorse. In reality, I felt very
little at all; just a sort of persistent dull ache in the pit
of my stomach that I didn't care to examine. I seemed
to be in a permanent daze, thinking and feeling
nothing, and moving through instinct. Every time I
tried to think, the dull ache would rear up like an angry
animal and threaten to devour me, so I simply kept
everything I wanted to feel locked in the back of my
mind.
Some of my emotions finally came back when we
reached home and I saw my parents. My mother threw
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herself into my arms, crying and wailing that she
should never have let me leave home or trusted that
wretched Dante. The fact she mentioned Dante
sparked one of the little embers of hope that I had
managed to keep alive on the trip home—the hope that
I would finally be able to get in touch with the king and
let him know about Dante's sinister activity. I was
determined to bring it up, and did so at dinner that
night.
I had unpacked the clothes I had obtained in the
capital and stored them in my wardrobe, before
changing into my old rough country clothes. Once I
was dressed, however, I found myself absolutely
disgusted with the idea of wearing those hideous
clothes in front of people. They felt heavy and coarse,
and they didn't fit right at all. Finally, I gave in and
pulled out my clothes from the Parlour, dressing
meticulously, as I had every morning in the capital,
and ignoring the little pangs of longing that shot
through my chest at the memory. I buttoned my shirt
to its highest point and tucked it evenly into the soft
brown cloth of my trousers, pulled my hair neatly back
into a ribbon, and then slid on my nicest leather boots,
buttoning them slowly up the sides while I stared at
my reflection. It was not the person I was used to
seeing in this mirror at all—not the young, sloppy
country boy, or even the frightened and beautiful
young man who had stared at me with wide eyes the
morning of my eighteenth birthday. They were both
gone, replaced by a tall, slender gentleman with the
dress and attitude of a noble of the court, and a

seductive twinkle in his bright hazel eyes. I blinked a
couple of times, forcing that look to go away, forcing
myself back to the rough, shy boy I knew my parents
wanted to see. I couldn't hide the fact I'd changed, but
I could at least make an effort to prove it was still me.
When I went downstairs for dinner, however, no
one seemed to take any notice of my clothing, except
my mother, who remarked that they would have to get
me some proper clothes, since I had probably lost all of
mine in the capital. I didn't want to correct her, so I just
nodded and looked away. However, when the topic of
my adventure came up, I looked my father right in the
eye, and said, "I think we should write to the king
about Dante."
My father seemed taken aback. He blinked a few
times, apparently startled by my directness. Then he
looked away, and said very delicately, "Yes, but,
Marcus… what do you intend to tell him?"
"What happened!" I exclaimed. "If Dante's about to
go after someone else, it's our responsibility to stop
him."
"Marcus," my mother cut in, "you've had a very
trying experience, and we know you're looking for
someone to blame for what happened to you, but…"
She broke off, and I stared at them both. There was
something about their tone, the way they looked at me,
shiftily, as if they didn't want to meet my gaze.
Suddenly, I understood.
"You don't believe me," I said in a low voice. "You
think I'm making this up."
My mother looked down at her food, and I could
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feel that she was genuinely upset. My father took over
for her. "Marcus, Bernard told us about what happened
to you in the capital," he said slowly. "I… we can't even
begin to understand how awful it must have been for
you. But… you must understand that sometimes
things happen and they're nobody's fault…"
I was fuming now, and my chair scraped back
loudly as I stood. "I'm not damaged, if that's what you
think," I snapped. "I'm not making this up because I
want someone to blame."
"Marcus…" my father began, but I was already
stalking off, afraid of what I might do if I stayed there
any longer with their piteous looks and meek, tentative
reprimands. I stalked up to my room and threw myself
upon the bed, ashamed of the hot tears that were
trickling down the sides of my face.
Was I being immature? I didn't think so; after all,
someone's life was at stake. I wondered if I should tell
my parents everything—about my powers and what
Draeden had told me about Dante—but some instinct
warned me not to. If anyone was fragile, it was them—
although I didn't feel very strong at the moment, either.
I didn't know what to do or what I wanted, and I was
surprised to find that I wished Draeden was there to
talk to, but I hadn't seen him since that night at the
Parlour. That night that Hale…
Ashamed, I covered my face with my arm and
rolled over, staying that way until I finally fell into a
restless sleep.

I tried to talk to my parents again over the next few
days, to prove to them that I wasn't insane or
traumatized by my experience, but they avoided the
topic like a hot poker, doing everything they could to
skirt around my questions or change the subject.
Eventually, I gave up. In fact, I soon gave up on
everything except living. My parents weren't to know
the true reason for my melancholy; they thought that I
was traumatized, I supposed, and they were waiting
and hoping for me to go back to the person I had been
before I left.
But it wasn't going to happen. I spent most of my
time locked in my room, just staring at the ceiling or
the fire, or sleeping. Eventually, I began to haunt the
library, immersing myself in the old, boring books.
Anything to keep me from thinking too much.
One night a few weeks later, I was lying on my bed
when I heard a knock on my door. A few moments
later, the door opened and my mother came in. I didn't
look at her, but I felt the mattress shift when she sat
down on the bed.
"I know you're upset," she began, and when I didn't
reply or look at her, she continued, "And I know you
think we don't understand or care. But I do care." She
reached out and took my hand. "Marcus, I don't like to
see my son sad."
I looked at her finally, and she must have seen
something frightening in my eyes, because she only
held my gaze for a few moments before looking away.
"The fairy… He didn't… give you any powers, did
he?"
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I sighed and looked away. Maybe it was for the best
she believed that, after all.
"It's alright, you know, Marcus," she said, "I know
we always talked about how proud we would be when
you got your powers. But we still love you." She was
clutching my hand tightly, her voice soft and
emotional. "We love you no matter what.
Sometimes…" She sighed. "Sometimes, people aren't
meant to do anything great or make any big difference
in the world. Sometimes, it's alright… to be normal."
I didn't respond or look at her, so after a moment,
she got up and left, shutting the door softly behind her.
I lay on the bed, thinking about what she had said,
until finally, the response that had been brewing in the
back of my mind burst forward, and I blurted out, "But
I'm not normal!"
Suddenly, Draeden was there, perched on the edge
of my bed and smiling quietly at me. "You're not, you
know," he said. "You never were. I gave you the power
of seduction, but your levitation powers, your ability
to control people's bodies and minds—those are
yours."
I sat up and stared at him. "That's not possible."
"No?" he replied, and then his expression became
serious. "Dante is on his way to pick up his next victim.
He will be there in about two days."
"I…" I dropped my head into my hands, trying to
push back my sudden desire, furiously battling back
my elation, but I couldn't do it—I couldn't resist it. "I
have to help him." I said, looking up at Draeden. "I
have to go."

He nodded. "I thought you'd say that. Now that
you've decided to do something, I can help you. Your
family has decided to retire early. Go down to the
kitchen and you'll find what you need there." He
disappeared.
Moving with determination now, I quickly dressed
and went downstairs. It did indeed seem that everyone
had decided to go to bed early, for I didn't meet anyone
on my way down. The kitchen was deserted but for a
lone figure working by the fire. I recognised that broad
back and messy blond hair immediately.
"Adam?"
The moment he heard my voice, Adam started and
turned, dropping the logs he had been holding in
shock. "Marcus?" His voice sounded frightened. "What
are you doing here?"
"Adam," I said, slowly walking toward him. He
tried to leave, but I stopped him with my mind. "I'm
sorry for what I did to you. I won't do it again."
He nodded slightly and licked his lips, still seeming
a bit frightened. I laughed at how unrefined he seemed
to me now, compared to the gentlemen in the Capital,
never mind Hale…
I shook my head. "I need your help. I need to leave
here tonight."
"Leave?" he repeated. "Where are you going?"
"It's not important. Listen, you have a key to the
stables, right?"
"Yes."
"I need you to get me a horse and saddle it. The
fastest one."
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Adam nodded and escaped out the side door. I
hoped he would come back. For some reason, I was
fairly certain that he would. Was what Draeden had
said true? Could I really control people that way on my
own? Well, there was no time to think about it then. I
busied myself with packing food for my upcoming
trip—breads and cheeses, and some skins that I found
and filled with the leftover water from dinner. It would
have to be good enough.
Adam returned with a large black stallion that
belonged to my father.
"He'll be angry at me for stealing him," I mused, as
I packed my things into the saddlebags.
"He is the fastest, though," Adam replied, checking
the stallion's hooves. Then he turned and, brushing off
his hands, looked me in the eye. "I'm certain there's a
good reason for what you are doing. Your father will
understand."
"Hm, yes," I said doubtfully, and Adam helped me
into the saddle. "He doesn't understand much."
"I think maybe that's what makes him a good lord,"
said Adam with a smile, and then he wished me luck
before I spurred the stallion out of the courtyard to the
castle gates.
Suddenly, I was aware of a presence next to me. I
looked over to see a dark-winged figure keeping pace
next to me as I rode.
"Head west," said Draeden. "It's about a two-day
ride. If you hurry, you can get there before Dante."
I nodded, determined to do so. "Why are you
helping me all of a sudden?" I called to him. "I thought

it was forbidden."
"It's not forbidden to aid someone in their task if
they have chosen to pursue it," he replied. "I had to
wait until you decided to do it yourself."
"Brilliant," I said, and Draeden laughed and rose up
into the air, leaving me to ride through the night.

Two hard days of riding later, I arrived at another
small village, much like the one in Rell, with an old,
crumbling castle at the head of it. Dismounting from
my horse at the gates, I attempted to make myself as
presentable as possible after riding for two days, and
then requested an audience with the lord and lady of
the castle. The doorman seemed startled, but led me
inside, where I was introduced to an aging couple, the
Lord and Lady of Gian.
"My name is Marcus," I said. "I come from the
neighbouring serfdom of Rell."
"Ah, yes." Lord Gian's dark eyes crinkled as he
smiled. "I've met your father."
"What brings you to Gian?" asked Lady Gian,
looking at me a little suspiciously.
I took a deep breath. Now I would find out if
Draeden had been telling the truth, or if I really was
crazy. "Your son."
Lord Gian blinked. "Samuel? Yes, what about him?"
"Ah…" I wondered exactly how to proceed. "Have
you by any chance been contacted by a wizard named
Dante?"
"Why, yes!" exclaimed Lord Gian. "Yes, we have
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indeed! It turns out Samuel has quite the latent magical
ability. Dante's taking him to the palace to train him."
"Dear, please show some restraint." Lady Gian was
holding onto Lord Gian's arm and still looking at me
very suspiciously.
"That's what I've come to talk to you about," I said.
"I must urge you not to let your son go to the capital
with Dante."
"What?" Lord Gian sputtered. "And why not? This
is an excellent opportunity for him."
"Yes, and what do you know about it, anyway?"
accused Lady Gian.
"A lot," I promised her. "Look, I know it might seem
like a good opportunity, but it's actually a trap—"
"A trap?" cried Lord Gian. "Preposterous!"
"Yes, Lord Dante is a good wizard with an excellent
reputation!" continued Lady Gian. "Are you accusing
us of not taking care to ensure that our boy is safe?"
"No!" I said, raising my voice a little. I could feel the
conversation slipping away from me. "If you'd just
listen—"
"I don't like your tone," Lord Gian said. "In fact, I
think you're up to no good. You say you are from Rell,
yet you dress like a rich socialite from the capital. Why
should I trust you with my son?"
"You don't have to trust me with your son," I said
desperately. "Just, please, let me explain to you what
Dante—"
"I think you'd better leave," interrupted Lady Gian.
"We are perfectly capable of judging character for
ourselves, and we don't appreciate uninvited guests."

I had every intention of not moving until they
calmed down and listened to me, but Lady Gian
summoned the guards, and I had a hunch that
seducing the guards to let me go might not endear me
to her.
A few minutes later, I found myself forcefully
expelled from the castle gates and alone outside. After
making my way to the outskirts of the forest, I tied up
my horse, perched myself up against a log, and
allowed myself to sleep for a few hours. When I awoke,
the sky was darkening, and Draeden was tending to a
fire that had not been there when I had fallen asleep.
"I'm glad you're doing this." He smiled at me and
sat back with crossed legs, folding his wings in such a
way that they seemed to disappear. "It's strange. I don't
remember ever caring so much about the fate of a few
humans."
"Why do you?" I wondered. "I thought that fairies
didn't care about humans."
"We don't," agreed Draeden. "We do not consider
them to be as important to us… because we do not
understand them. But really—" he smiled at me, "—we
are not that different."
I laughed at him. "Really? I don't understand you
at all, Draeden."
"You would if I cared to explain myself to you," he
replied. "But I don't." He stood. "I have to go now. I…"
He hesitated. "I probably won't return."
"What? Why?"
He shook his head, smiling slightly. "Haven't you
read the stories?" he asked. "That is the way of things
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with fairies. We are only really around as long as you
need us."
"I thought…" I began, but Draeden only shook his
head again.
"Dante will arrive tomorrow morning," he said.
"Please… please do not allow him to take that boy."
"I won't."
"Ah." Draeden smiled. "I always believed in you."
He disappeared into the darkness, as if he had never
been there at all, and a few minutes later, I fell into a
deep, heavy sleep.

I awoke at dawn and made my way back down to
the castle. My heart sank when I recognised a familiar
wooden carriage parked at the gates. Dante.
Determined, I made my way up to the guard.
"Ah, you," he said, rather politely. "I am told not to
let you past this point."
"Sorry. I don't have time for this. Let me in."
Without another word, the guard opened the gate
for me and led me to the front doors of the castle.
I found Dante speaking with the Lord and Lady
Gian. Standing next to them was a young, nervouslooking boy with a pale face. Dante was speaking to
them in a low, liquid voice, and I knew that he was
winning them over. I wasn't going to let that happen.
I was quite pleased to see the colour drain from
Dante's face when I strode up to him.
"You!" cried Lady Gian. "What are you doing here?
How did you get in?"

"Yes, Marcus," Dante said carefully. He was
fighting very hard to maintain his composure, but I
could see that he was sweating. "What are you doing
here?"
"Stopping you," I replied, and turned to the couple.
"I apologize for my rudeness, but this man is planning
on selling your son to slave traders!"
"That is a lie!" Dante had reached out with a thin,
knobbly hand and gripped my arm tightly. I could feel
his magic working on me, beginning to spread that
horrible, irrational fear throughout my body. But I
wouldn't let it.
Ripping my arm from Dante's grasp, I forced all of
my power onto him, bending him under my will. "Tell
them the truth, Dante. Tell them what you really plan
on doing to their son."
"I'm… taking him to the palace…" gasped Dante,
his voice ragged with the strain. "To train him…"
I tightened my mental grip on him and slid my next
words out as a low, liquid command. "Tell them the
truth."
"I…" Dante gasped as if in pain. "I-I-I… I'm taking
him to the capital… southern traders pay a lot of
money for… young boys…"
Lady Gian gasped, and I immediately released my
mental grip on Dante, causing him to trip backward
and instinctively begin to back away from me.
"Damn you," he panted. "It's a lie! You meddling
little country brat!" He spat out the last words, his cool,
suave demeanour completely broken down to reveal
the slavering, disgusting animal that he was. "I…" He
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reached out a clawed hand. "I will kill you! I will make
you wish you had never been born!"
I slapped his hand aside, and then, for good
measure, slapped him across the face. "You bastard," I
hissed, surprised by the shaking emotion in my voice.
"You lying, soulless scum! Mark my words, you will
take responsibility for what you've done!"
Dante's face distorted for a moment, and I thought
he was going to spit on me, but then, he turned on his
heels and ran.
For a moment, I thought about following him, but I
knew it wasn't up to me to decide his fate. I turned back
to the family. Samuel had gone pale, his eyes wide, and
Lord Gian was staring at me with his mouth open.
Lady Gian was shaking.
"How awful!" she gasped, staring after Dante.
"What a horrid, wretched man! To think…" She
grabbed Samuel and embraced him tightly. The boy
seemed a little confused as to what exactly had
happened, but I could sense his relief that he wasn't
going to be sent away. Then Lady Gian turned to me.
"I am so sorry. Is there anything we can do to repay
you?"
"No," I assured her. "Nothing but some supplies for
a trip to the capital." I had made up my mind, and I had
absolutely no intention of letting Dante weasel his way
out of anything this time.

I rode hard to the capital, making it in just over two
weeks. When I arrived at the palace, I was dismayed to

see the same two guards as before still standing watch.
"I need you to let me in," I said.
"Not a chance, young man," was their reply.
"I'm sorry," I said, "but people's lives are at stake.
Let me in."
They did so instantly.
The palace was all but empty, and I realized the
court must have been in session. Ah, well, all the better.
The court took place in a wide oval room, and when I
burst in, a hundred or more eyes turned to face me.
"What is this?" the king exclaimed as I strode up to
him, his voice echoing over the stunned silence of the
court. "Who are you? What merits this?"
"My apologies, Your Majesty." I dropped to the
ground in a deep bow, and then stood to face him. "I
must inform you of a matter of great importance. It
concerns the treachery of a member of your court and
the possible murder of several young country nobles."
"Ah? And who are you?"
"Your Majesty," I began, "I am one of the young
men whom your wizard, Dante, kidnapped and
attempted to sell to slave traders."
There was an audible gasp, and then whispering
from several members of the court, but the king held
his hand up and immediately silenced them. He was
looking at me with narrowed eyes, obviously intrigued.
"Attempted, you say?" he asked. "And how did you
escape?"
I bit my lip. "I… I have magical powers. I can…
control the minds and bodies of people around me."
There was another outbreak of whispering, but the
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king did not attempt to silence them this time. "And
how am I to believe you?" he asked me over the noise
of the court.
For a moment, I was at a loss, unsure of how to
prove my powers, but then the queen leaned in to
whisper to the king. I recognised her then: she was one
of my best-paying customers, the one who never
revealed her identity. They spoke quietly for a few
minutes, and then the king turned back to me, raising
his hand once again to silence the room.
"The queen knows you," he said. "She vouches for
your power."
I turned and nodded at the queen, who gave me a
small smile.
"You say the Wizard Dante kidnapped you?" the
king continued.
"Yes," I confirmed. "Or rather, he brought me to the
capital with the promise to establish me with a job at
the palace and proceeded to stage an accident, knock
me unconscious, and sell me to slave traders. Your
Majesty, I know this sounds outrageous, but it is true.
I've heard it from his own mouth. I am sure that if you
question him, you will discover that this is the truth.
He attempted to do it to me, and it is very possible that
he has succeeded several times in the past. I swear that
what I say is true." I dropped to my knees again,
hoping desperately that he believed me.
The silence was almost painful as the king
considered my words. Finally, he said, "Very well.
Your story has merit. We will conduct a search of the
Wizard Dante's quarters and question him when he

returns to court. You have my word that it will be
done."
"Thank you," I exclaimed, relief spreading through
my body. I got to my feet, bowing again, and then
made to leave.
"Wait." I turned back to face the king. "You say you
have the power to control minds and bodies?"
I nodded. "Yes."
"Ah. And what is your name?"
"Marcus," I replied. "Marcus of Rell."
The king nodded. "Very well, Marcus. You are
dismissed."
I left quickly, knowing exactly where I wanted to
go. No thought crowding my mind, aside from the
intense desire I had been repressing for far too long.

I ran nearly all the way to the Parlour, arriving out
of breath.
"Hello, handsome," one of the girls called out when
I approached, and then squealed when she saw that it
was me. "Marcus!"
"Hello, love!" I cried, responding enthusiastically to
Aria's excited embrace. She took me by the hand and
dragged me into the Parlour, calling aloud that I was
back.
"It's only for a little while," I chided her, while being
swarmed by girls. "I can't…" I trailed off when Titiana
swept into the room, looking more than a little
surprised to see me, and for some reason, a little angry,
as well.
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"Hello, Marcus."
I gulped. "Hello… Titiana. Ah, is Hale here?"
"He is." She looked down at me. "In fact, he has
barely left his room since the night you left."
I felt a wave of guilt rush over me, along with a
sudden, strong desire to see Hale, to talk to him, to
make sure he was alright.
"He's upstairs," said Muse quietly.
I nodded and climbed the familiar staircase to
Hale's bedroom. Taking a deep breath, I raised a fist
and knocked heavily on the door. "Hale?" I called. "It's
Marcus."
The door opened almost instantly, and Hale stood
there, looking absolutely awful. His face was paler
than usual, his eyes hollow, and it looked as though he
had lost weight.
I gasped. "Hale? Are you alright?"
Hale stared at me, and then suddenly, he was
hugging me, his soft, thin body pressed up against
mine. "Marcus… Marcus, you came back!" he gasped
against my shoulder. He drew away and looked up at
me, his sea-blue eyes glistening with tears. "I'm sorry,
Marcus," he whispered, "I thought I'd lost you forever."
"No," I whispered back, gently wiping a tear from
his cheek. "No, I'm sorry. I'm sorry I left. I shouldn't
have. Not after…"
Hale gasped again and withheld a sob. "I'm sorry I
kissed you!" he cried. "I shouldn't have, I know. But I…
I can't help it, Marcus. I'm glad I did it. I'd do it again."
"Then do. Please."
And then Hale's lips were pressing against mine,

warm and soft and wet with tears. He pressed closer to
me and held me tighter, his mouth moving
passionately against mine, as if he meant to never let
me go. We stumbled into his room, and I slammed the
door shut behind us. Hale dragged me to the bed and
pulled me down on top of him. We clung to each other
and kissed until it was hard to breathe, our breaths
coming in tight, heavy gasps between long, wet kisses.
"Marcus…" Hale whispered, when we finally had
to stop to breathe properly, "Marcus, I… I don't know
if I can say this…"
"I know." I hardly dared to believe it was true, but
knew it nonetheless. "I love you, Hale. I love you."
Hale tilted his head back with a wide smile. He was
so beautiful; I wanted to keep him forever, to just hold
him like this until the end of the world. And I wanted
to hear him say it, too.
"Please, Hale," I begged. "Please tell me you feel the
same way."
"Yes," he breathed, pulling me closer. "Yes, Marcus,
I love you so much. Please don't ever leave me."
Elated, I kissed him again, with more heat than I'd
known I possessed. I had never felt anything like this—
not when Draeden had given me my powers, not when
I had watched Li and Saraman make love, not even
when I had stopped Dante and spoken to the king in
front of hundreds of people. None of those moments
had made my heart beat that quickly in my chest, made
my body so alive with adrenalin and light and pleasure.
"Mm… Marcus," Hale moaned, his voice thick and
breathy. "Please, Marcus… I want you."
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"Ah!" My hips drove into him involuntarily, my
body reacting against my will. "Hale… are you sure?"
Hale looked at me again for a long moment. A small
smile played on his lips, although his eyes were serious.
"Yes," he finally said. "Yes, Marcus, I've never been so
sure of anything."
My body reacted to his words, and I knew Hale
could feel me pressing against his leg. I was
embarrassed for a moment, but he only smiled and
pulled me closer to him. "Please," he whispered, and I
gave in. I couldn't control it anymore—I wanted him.
With every fibre of my being, I wanted to make love to
him, to take him, to own him. I had wanted to for so
long.
Tentatively, I placed my hands on his body and
began to slowly draw his loose robe away, revelling in
every bit of skin that was exposed. I lowered my mouth
to his neck, and then began to slide my tongue along
his body, his collarbone, his chest, surprised and
pleased when I heard him moan lightly in response. I
flicked my tongue over his nipple and gasped when I
felt a tight, strong surge of pleasure. I suddenly
realised that I was already unconsciously using my
magic to feel what he felt, and I drew back, unsure if I
should continue.
"Ah?" Hale gasped. "Marcus, what is it?"
"I'm sorry, Hale…" I whispered. "I'm not sure if I
can help it, but… do you mind if I use my magic?"
Hale's eyes widened for a moment, but then he
smiled mischievously, and whispered, "I would love
that." Then his smile disappeared and he looked at me

seriously. "No one," he began, "no one has… ever cared
about making me feel good, you know. Not really.
I'm… not sure what it's like." He smiled again, and I
could feel him shaking a little. "I'm nervous, actually."
"I do want to make you feel good," I said. "I love
you."
"I know," he replied, and that gorgeous, seductive
smile was back. "I want to make you feel good, too.
And… I'm excited to feel what you can do to me.
Please." He shifted his body, pulling the remainder of
the robe off, and then arched his back a little, exposing
himself to me. "Don't hold back."
I didn't. No longer able to withstand my desire, I
sank down onto him, sliding my mouth and hands all
over his smooth, pale body, probing his mind to see
exactly what felt good and where he wanted to be
touched. He felt so good under my mouth, and I felt I
could continue pleasuring him like this forever, but
suddenly, he pushed me away and rolled us over.
"That's not fair," he complained with a little smirk.
"I want to see you, too." He began to strip me of my
clothes, running his hands over my skin and smiling as
he did so. "You are the most beautiful man I have ever
seen," he whispered. Then he bent his head to my chest
and began to trace the line of my torso with his tongue,
and then down, lower, until I could barely think from
the pleasure. Before I could process what he was doing,
he had undone my trousers and dragged them off of
me.
Hale made a low, pleased noise when he saw me
fully erect, and I barely had time to remember
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Draeden's warning—that anyone who saw me would
want to put their mouth on me—before Hale was
doing just that. His mouth was warm and wet and firm,
and it was obvious he knew exactly what he was doing.
He was moaning, too, and with my magic, I could
sense he was enjoying it almost as much as I was.
I had never felt so out of control before, my body
convulsing and jerking under Hale's mouth,
completely separate from my mind. Part of me was
terrified and wanted it to stop, sure my body couldn't
withstand this much intensity… But it felt so amazing.
I couldn't stand the thought of Hale ever stopping. I
just wanted to lie like this forever, my hips bucking as
waves of intense, almost painful ecstasy swept through
my body.
Unfortunately, it couldn't go on forever, and Hale
drew me out of his mouth before I had the chance to
climax. "Come now, Marcus, darling," he teased,
smiling at me as he licked his lips. "Don't be selfish. I
have to have something for myself." He sat up and slid
closer to me, and I was almost overwhelmed by how
gorgeous he was, how smooth his body was under my
hands, how soft his lips felt as he kissed me.
Then, suddenly, Hale broke away from me, and I
sat up a little to see him reaching for a small bottle on
the nightstand. He uncorked it easily, and then his
hands were sliding deftly over me, the sensation
intensified by the addition of a soft, warm oil.
Our eyes locked, and he smiled a little, and then
moved to straddle me. He began to slide himself
downward, and suddenly I could feel his opening

pressing against me. I could still feel what he felt, I
realized, and what he felt right now was… desire.
Desire so strong it nearly took my breath away. I
couldn't possibly deny him this one moment longer,
not when he needed it so…
Moving on an instinct I didn't even know I had, I
slid inside of him. I moaned as I did so, the feeling
intense and overwhelming. I reflexively tightened my
fingers on his hips, and leaned forward over him. I
hoped it didn't hurt him—no, I knew it didn't. I knew
exactly how good it felt for him. He was rocking his
hips, sliding on and off of me, and he tightened around
me as his pleasure intensified. I drove into him, slowly
at first, and then quicker and harder.
"Hale!" I hissed, and he shook his head, sliding his
hands down my back, digging his fingers into me. His
head was thrown back, a look of exquisite pleasure on
his face.
"No, no." He bit his lip, moaned, and then cried out
again, and then again, louder, "Oh! Oh, yes! Yes, there!"
I forced more pleasure into him, almost recklessly,
wanting to see how intense I could make it. His body
was hot and tight around me, and our movements
soon became frantic and desperate. A moment later,
Hale cried out and I felt his body begin to shudder. His
orgasm surged through me, and I moaned and thrust
into him once more, before my mind released his
completely, and I felt nothing but heat and light and
Hale around me.
After a moment, I loosened my grip on Hale and
slid downward to rest my head on his chest. We stayed
159

that way for a long time, until I finally had the strength
to sit up. I pulled Hale up with me and kissed him
gently.
"I'm going to take you away with me," I said when
we eventually broke apart. "We can travel the world,
and you can see everything you ever wanted. Would
you like that? Will you come with me?"
Hale smiled, his eyes bright and blue and beautiful,
and hugged me again.

Fin
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