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   Previously in Clockwork Twist...
 
    
 
   Twist's life has changed dramatically over the last few weeks. He left behind the quiet life of a solitary clockmaker in forever-drizzly London, and became an adventurer. Now he travels the world with a trusted sky pirate and the no-longer-mythical clockwork princess. He has battled secret societies, befriended celebrities and magical beings, and witnessed wonders beyond his wildest dreams. Most astonishing of all, to Twist, is that he's not only made a true friend in the brazen sky pirate Jonas Davis, but he is also well on the way to winning the heart of his beautiful clockwork dancer, Myra.
 
   After accepting a compromise with the shadowy and powerful Rooks, Twist, Jonas, and Myra set out on a tour of fashionable cities across the globe, where Myra was delighted to dance for her audience every night. Aden—the leader of the Rooks—aimed to use Myra's appearances to illicit more information about other people made of clockwork who are rumored to be hidden away somewhere. While this tour was cut short, and managed to gather no real information on any such clockwork people, Twist continues to harbor a secret that Aden would dearly love to know. Twist had accidentally discovered a whole city full of clockwork people while endeavoring to rescue and repair Myra's clockwork puppet. The clockwork people only agreed to aid Twist, giving him the final piece of Myra's broken puppet, if he promised to never speak a word about their existence to anyone. To this day, Twist continues to keep his secret, even from Jonas and Myra.
 
   Keeping secrets from Jonas is not an easy thing for Twist to do. They both possess unusually powerful Sights: extra-sensory abilities that are appearing in growing numbers, within the population. After meeting several people with more normal Sights at a Sight circle in San Francisco, Twist discovered just how strange his and Jonas's Sights truly are. While most other Sighted people find their own Sights to be nothing but positive, both Twist and Jonas are often handicapped by the shear strength of theirs: Jonas's showing him only death if he looks anyone in the eye, and Twist's showing him visions of pain, trauma, and heartbreak with the slightest touch. And yet, they also find them invaluable. Jonas's Sight enhances his vision to the point of seeing far in the distance, making out the shapes and currents of the air, and occasionally witnessing moments of the future. Twist's Sight finds damage and memory in anything he touches, giving him an unmatched skill at mending clockwork and machines, while also showing him hidden emotions in much of what he touches.
 
   Strangest of all, Twist's Sight and Jonas's never act normally on each other. When Jonas looks into Twist's eyes, or when Twist has any physical contact with Jonas, the only thing to meet their Sights is a calm, cool, soothing, white fog of nothingness. There is also a constant, comforting, buzzing sensation at the base of their necks that is present whenever they are near each other. In recent days, they have learned that there is even more of a connection between their Sights, and that they can sometimes glimpse each other's thoughts, given enough focus. And when both Twist and Jonas were captured by the evil Cypher leader, Lord Loki, and given a Sight-enhancing drug of Cypher design, their Sights reacted in a way that had never been seen before. Instead of cowing to his captors, for a short amount of time, Twist gained super-human abilities thanks to the combination of his Sight with Jonas's, and the effect of the drug.
 
   After escaping the Cyphers Twist was pleased to see things return to normal again. Myra hadn't been harmed or stolen away by the Cyphers, Jonas's family, the intrepid crew of the Vimana, remained in good health, and their new friends—a young boy named Storm who's Sight allowed him to enter other people's dreams whenever he slept, and his brave, huntress mother, Kima—had also escaped Cypher tyranny as well. Aden was happy to offer Storm and Kima a new home in Australia, where they would be safe and happy under the benevolently watchful eyes of the Rooks. Once Storm and Kima were on their way, Aden then returned to London aboard the Vimana, along with Twist, Jonas, and Myra.
 
   Even though Twist had spent nearly his entire life in London, returning this time just didn't feel like going home...
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   Such unexpected avenues,
 
   With friends he had not meant to choose,
 
   Urged Twist to dare
 
   Despite the snare:
 
   Each profit means there’s more to lose.
 
                                             —Janice T
 
    
 
   Soft daylight fought its way through the thick, soot-stained London sky to glimmer gently against the damp, lead-lined windows of Twist’s ever-dark attic room. The chilly air still carried the scent of soot, polish, and gaslights. The dark boards still creaked under his feet in the bone-deep stillness. The only light of consequence pooled listlessly around the single candle on the desk, under the feather-soft glow of the window—the thick glass slick with tiny rivers of blackened rain.
 
   Only now, the clocks had all wound down to silence. There was a thin blanket of dust on everything in sight. There were no tools or half-finished projects laid out on the desk. Everything had been carefully stowed long ago. As Twist looked about him, he saw the familiar everywhere, but through the lens of absence, nothing looked quite the same. He couldn’t name exactly how; Twist only knew he had changed. There was no other explanation for the unnerving way that the ghosts of his memories crowded him out of the room.
 
   He blew out the candle, walked down the stairs to the first floor, and found Jonas standing before one of the many framed mirrors that hung on the walls. At the sight of his friend staring intently at his own reflection, Twist’s mood lightened somewhat. Jonas’s black goggles hung around his neck, and Twist saw a gentle purple glow in his eyes. Glancing at the mirror, Twist was surprised to not find the same color in the man’s reflection. The face in the mirror had sea-green eyes: Jonas’s true color.
 
   “What are you looking for?” Twist asked.
 
   “I’ve never gotten a vision off of a mirror,” Jonas said to his own quizzical expression. “I’ve never even gotten one from someone else’s reflection, either. Is that odd?”
 
   “Name one thing about either of us that isn’t odd.”
 
   Jonas opened his mouth, paused, and then closed it again as he gave his reflection a suspicious look.
 
   “Besides,” Twist said with a shrug, “I never get visions off of animals.”
 
   “You don’t?” Jonas asked, looking to him as his eyes changed to a pale blue.
 
   Twist shook his head. “Not even once, and I have no idea why. It’s the same with plants. Sometimes I think I should have gone into botany.”
 
   “Ah!” Jonas said suddenly, pointing a finger at Twist. “We’ve both got the correct number of limbs. And fingers too. That’s something that’s not weird.”
 
   “Well spotted,” Twist said with a chuckle and an overly encouraging smile. “You’re a sharp one, I’ve always said.”
 
   “Smart-ass,” Jonas spat. “Are you finished winding your clocks, then?” he asked, nodding at the attic.
 
   Twist shook his head. “I decided to leave them as they are. There’s no telling when we’ll leave London again, where we’ll be off to, or how long we’ll be gone. It’s not like any of them are even set to the right time. They may as well remain still.”
 
   Twist felt the meaning behind his words clamber forward no matter how he tried to push it back: he might be standing in his own house, but he was no closer to actually going home. Jonas watched Twist as he spoke, the color in his eyes wandering from pale green to lilac.
 
   “Are you all right with that?” he asked, his voice ever-so-subtly softer.
 
   Twist gave him a reassuring smile. Sometimes he wondered why he still tried to hide anything from Jonas. “I’m fine,” Twist answered with certainty and conviction. “I don’t think I really even need this place anymore. But it would be such a hassle to sell it.”
 
   “Is that so?” Jonas asked, sounding somewhat impressed now. He reached out to pat Twist on the shoulder. “I’m very proud of you, Twist. You’re becoming a true aeronaut! Letting go of the ground is a telling sign.”
 
   Pride bloomed in Twist’s heart. He knew well that there was no higher compliment in Jonas’s opinion. It would, of course, be impossible for Twist to ever earn the lofty and glorious status that Jonas reserved for the term “pirate.” He saw the first twitch of a smile on his friend’s face and turned away quickly. Twist reached into his pocket for his brass watch.
 
   “Oh my, it’s already noon!” he said brightly, keeping his eyes on the watch face. “Didn’t the ladies ask us to meet them at one o’clock?”
 
   “You know,” Jonas said, his sly grin thickly shading his voice, “the light on your skin turns bluish when you’re happy or feeling particularly good about yourself.”
 
   Twist’s eyes snapped up to his sharply. “That’s creepy; I’ve told you.”
 
   “I can’t help it any more than you can,” Jonas replied, his eyes glowing a bright blue now. “It’s not my fault you can’t take a compliment.”
 
   “You have no cause to keep track of the colors,” Twist said quickly, hoping to sidestep Jonas’s point. “Nor to speculate on their…possible meanings.”
 
   Jonas laughed lightly. “And it turns paler when you’re annoyed but not actually angry.”
 
   “Oh for heaven’s sake,” Twist sighed, turning his back. He crossed his arms and hunched up his shoulders. “Stop looking at me!” Jonas’s laughter grew.
 
   Twist was about to turn on him with a sharp remark when Jonas reached out from behind, surrounding Twist in a hearty, unceremonious squeeze that trapped both arms to his sides. White, numb, cool fog washed over Twist’s Sight at the touch, carrying a sense of predatory but playful delight along with it.
 
   “Ah, Twist, you’re so much fun,” Jonas said from just beside his ear. “Wait, that’s a compliment. I mean, you’re a stuffy little twit! There, is that better?”
 
   “Get off me, you damned brigand!” Twist snapped, fighting desperately to hold back the laughter that had crept out of the fog and into his voice.
 
   He made a show of struggling, and Jonas released him. Twist turned on him with the hopes of building up a scowl in time. It didn’t quite work the way he’d hoped. Even after the effect of Jonas’s touch had left his Sight and the white fog had faded completely away, Twist still had difficulty containing his smile. The self-satisfied one on Jonas’s face wasn’t helping.
 
   “I’m only a damned brigand if you’re a pompous dandy,” Jonas countered smugly.
 
   Twist lost what control he had managed to scrape together, and his smile broke free. He gave a sigh as he shook his head. It was impossible to fight with Jonas when he was so thoroughly entrenched in a good mood.
 
   “So!” he tried again hopefully. “Don’t we have a pair of lovely young ladies waiting for us? Shouldn’t we be off?”
 
   “Well…” Jonas said, putting on a hesitant grimace, “I don’t know if it’s a pair of lovely young ladies. How about we call it one lovely young lady and one short-tempered ferret?”
 
   “A what?” Twist asked, startled.
 
   “Arabel isn’t really all that dangerous, but things can get quite awkward if you make her mad. And she’s rather like a weasel at the best of times.”
 
   A sputtering laugh got away from Twist. “My word, you should be a painter. The images you come up with!”
 
   “Yes, that was a good one,” Jonas admitted happily.
 
   “Are you going to make me ask a third time, then?”
 
   “Right! No, I’m done now,” Jonas said with a smile. “We can go.”
 
   Jonas turned for the door and Twist followed behind. As Twist locked the door, leaving the last ghosts of his old life safe inside the dark little house, a curious sensation washed over him. Relief and freedom sprang suddenly to life in his chest, as the world itself seemed to open before him under the gray London sky.
 
   He glanced up to the clouds, letting the drizzle fall to chill his face and dampen his wild black curls. As dark as it might look from the city streets, Twist knew the truth that hid behind that sky: the endless sea of brilliant blue and blinding white, the clear, clean, chilly air at the top of the sky, and the limitless girth of the whole world stretched out far below. Compared to that, his dark, empty little house was easy to forget.
 
   “Are we going?” Jonas asked, calling Twist’s attention back to the present.
 
   “Oh, yes, of course,” Twist muttered, somewhat sheepish.
 
   As he and Jonas walked out into the city, Twist’s old home faded farther into the distance and the rest of the unknown world wrapped itself around him. Twist couldn’t keep the smile from his face.
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   Hyde Park always seemed to bring a bit more blue out of the London sky, like an oasis in a colorless world. Wide swaths of green grass rolled endlessly beside long walking paths. Pots of bright posies and daisies stood like sentries beside fashionably visible benches. Stately forests sprang up at the edges, to shade the promenading ladies from the thin sunlight.
 
   Pale, respectable women in billowing dresses of cotton, satin, and lace strolled aimlessly under their frilly parasols. Gentlemen in black jackets and top hats marched to the sharp rhythm of their own walking sticks. Children forgot all propriety as they ran free in the somewhat warm light and moist grass—much to the frustration of their governesses.
 
   “But aren’t you from here?” Jonas asked with far too much glee in his voice, when Twist admitted that he wasn’t actually sure where the fountain, where Arabel and Myra were to meet them, actually was.
 
   “I don’t know what you’re implying, but I never lived in a park,” Twist shot back quickly. “Besides, I hate public places. You know that.”
 
   “What did you ever do without me?” Jonas asked wistfully as he led the way to the fountain.
 
   “Yes, yes…which way is it then, Magellan?” Twist asked through a sigh as they came to a crossroads through the grass.
 
   Jonas turned to gesture down the correct path, but his words stuck in his throat. At the other end of his gaze stood Myra, with all the pride that was due to a princess. Her copper skin was polished to a brilliant shine, but her slight, curvy form was now wrapped in a long, elegant dress of gray cotton and pink lace, of a style that perfectly matched the English ladies strolling in the park. The bodice was tight to her slender clockwork waist, but the skirts and bustle billowed out like a waterfall. There was a string of pearls at her throat, and a large pearl set at each ear. Her maroon-colored, metallic hair was styled into perfect rolling curls that clustered in a swirl at the base of her neck, under a tiny pink bonnet with a pile of gray silk roses artfully placed to one side over her jewel-blue eyes. The pink lace parasol completed the outfit dashingly.
 
   Arabel walked toward Twist and Jonas in a new emerald bodice, worn under her long brown jacket, with a new short, black, silk skirt over her tight trousers and tall, shining, brown-leather riding boots. Her long blond hair now tumbled over her shoulders in loose, glistening, freshly styled curls. Although she walked proudly in her own right, it was Myra who had stopped both Jonas and Twist dead in their tracks. When Myra turned and saw Twist’s look of utter astonishment, her copper face bloomed into a smile as bright as the sun should have been.
 
   “Well?” Arabel asked as the two pairs met on the walkway. “What do you think, Twist?”
 
   Myra turned herself to show off the huge, pink silk bow that sat on the soft, gray cotton bustle, and she smiled at Twist with a decidedly playful gleam in her eyes. Jonas crossed his arms and leaned back to survey the image before he gave an admiring whistle. Arabel swatted at him with the back of her hand, but Myra only giggled and looked expectantly to Twist.
 
   “Do I look like an English lady?” she asked him brightly, clasping together her metal hands in their white-lace gloves.
 
   It took Twist a few tries to get a sound past his lips. “Yes, you do,” he said as he struggled with the perfection of the illusion. “You look splendid, my dear,” he managed finally, pulling out a smile.
 
   Myra gave an elated squeak and hopped as she moved quickly to stand beside him, wrapping her arm through his.
 
   “Let’s take a stroll,” she said, as if it were the most exotic of pleasures. “Arabel told me about strolls. Apparently, English women take them all the time.”
 
   As Twist acquiesced, Myra spoke quickly in bright notes, telling him of all the wonders that one could see in London shops, while she walked beside him in a cloud of pure pride and delight. Jonas shrugged and offered his sister his arm as well. She accepted with a grin, and the two pairs turned to stroll along the paths, through the seas of lush, damp grass. Twist listened less to Myra’s words and more to the happiness and innocence that ran rampantly through her clockwork form. Her chilly metal fingers warmed slowly against his arm, while his Sight washed his attention in her every delight.
 
   As they continued along the banks of a wide, green pond, the sky began to darken. In a moment, the sound of heavy raindrops crept over the damp ground behind them. The swans that had been paddling about happily on the pond took to the sky with aggravated cries, while promenading ladies shrieked and hurried primly to shelter. The suddenness of the heavy rain surprised even Twist.
 
   “Shall we make a break for it, then?” he asked, already hurrying his pace as the curtain of rain began to close on them, so thick that its border was clearly visible.
 
   “I saw a tea shop over there,” Arabel said, pointing to the nearest park exit.
 
   “Perfect!” Myra said brightly as they all began to run. “Twist loves tea.”
 
   “Grand. Can we hurry up, then?” Jonas said shortly, rushing away from the advancing storm.
 
   They all broke into a run, but the weather quickly caught up with them. A few moments later, Twist and his companions were seated at a table in a little tea shop, with some extra napkins. Glancing about, Twist spotted many other soggy patrons at the tables around them. At second look, the tea shop seemed anything but trendy to Twist. He supposed that the storm must be doubling its daily business.
 
   The flowery wallpaper was pink and gold, and all of the wooden furniture was painted a bland white. The gauzy green curtains blocked the rest of the sunlight, while amber gaslight poured out of cherub-shaped sconces, over murky oil paintings of indistinct fields and farms. There was no grace or elegance to anything in sight, giving the place a crowded, gaudy, and decidedly cheap appearance.
 
   “This place is ghastly,” Jonas said as he placed his dark goggles snugly over his eyes.
 
   “I think it’s cozy,” Arabel said brightly.
 
   “No, it’s ghastly,” Twist said, staring uncertainly at a rather dull-looking brown cow in one of the paintings.
 
   “Oh look!” Myra said suddenly, pointing to an item on the lace-rimmed menu. “They have your favorite, darling,” she said happily to Twist.
 
   “Dear, this is London,” Twist said gently to her, having read the item name. “Everyone sells Darjeeling.”
 
   “What a wonderful city,” Myra said wistfully.
 
   “I miss Cuba,” Jonas said, inspecting a golden teaspoon with his fingers. “There weren’t any ghastly tea shops in Cuba. Does this spoon seriously have a kitten on the end of it?” he asked, holding it up for Twist to see for him.
 
   “I’m afraid so,” he answered gravely.
 
   Arabel rolled her eyes. “Men…” she muttered under her breath. “No taste whatsoever.”
 
   Twist readied a retort in defense of his gender, but his words were stalled as his gaze caught on the figure that had just walked in through the door. Tall, well built, and statuesque, with imposing confidence, the man swept his very light brown—almost golden—eyes slowly across the room. The host who came to seat him approached hesitantly. The man didn’t answer but only continued to scan the room. Although his vaguely Western features suggested his age as only approaching his forties, the man’s loose, chin-length hair was a bright-silver color.
 
   His nearly golden eyes found Twist and held, staring at him with the calm intensity of a panther. Twist felt his heart pound quickly in his chest, and a chill broke over his skin as he stared back, as helpless and startled as a fawn. Jonas turned to him with a blind frown.
 
   “What’s wrong?”
 
   “What?” The moment of distraction seemed to break the spell. When Twist turned to Jonas, he was surprised to find his breath short and his heart still pounding.
 
   “What’s going on?” Jonas asked, slipping his goggles off to glance around them quickly. “Are we in trouble?”
 
   “Trouble?” Arabel asked. Myra looked up at Twist curiously. Twist reached up to the back of his neck absently as he felt a tiny spark of foreign anxiety tingle to life.
 
   “No, no, it’s just…” Twist looked back to the door, but the strange man was gone. Twist turned quickly to scan the rest of the tea shop, but he couldn’t find the man anywhere. “It’s nothing.”
 
   Jonas caught his gaze, looking at him seriously with purple eyes. “It felt like you’d seen a ghost,” he said carefully.
 
   “It’s nothing,” Twist said again, forcing certainty into his words.
 
   Jonas narrowed his eyes, which took on a deeper hue.
 
   “Just leave it,” Twist snapped, turning his own eyes away. “I thought I saw something, but it was nothing.” Jonas gave a low sigh and put his goggles back on. Twist gave him a smile, forcing his own heart to lighten. Jonas seemed to sense it instantly and gave Twist an acknowledging nod.
 
   “You two are very odd,” Arabel said, watching them with a worried expression.
 
   “But we’ve got the right number of fingers,” Jonas mentioned quickly. “You can’t fault us on that.”
 
   Twist laughed softly, while Arabel seemed highly confused. Myra gave a long-suffering sigh. When the waitress appeared, Myra instantly ordered the Darjeeling. The waitress stared at Myra’s shining metal face for a long moment before nodding and hurrying off. The conversation picked up again, returning to the joys of London shopping, until the waitress returned with their order. Arabel picked out one of the cups and filled it with the fragrant, deep-orange tea. Then Myra took the pot, serving Twist and Jonas.
 
   “So, where are we planning to go next?” Twist asked as he sipped at his tea.
 
   “Good question,” Jonas said, stirring sugar into his cup.
 
   “Uncle Howell found a lead on a Roman treasure trove that was lost in the Mediterranean back before the fall of the empire,” Arabel mentioned brightly. “He’s thinking to ask Bruno to lend us his submersible.”
 
   “Bruno?” Jonas asked derisively. “The big guy who always smells of salmon and onions?”
 
   “Oh, he doesn’t smell that bad,” Arabel said with a sigh. “Besides, we’d just be using his sub. He’s getting older now. He doesn’t go out to sea much anymore.”
 
   “I’ll bet his sub smells of salmon and onions too,” Jonas muttered, taking a sip of his tea.
 
   “Oh, you!” Arabel snapped, tossing a sugar lump at him.
 
   Thanks to his blinded vision, the dense nugget of sugar struck Jonas square on the shoulder, making him jump. He let out a yelp of surprise and reached for the sugar bowl to retaliate. Arabel laughed brightly as she held her arms up to protect herself. Myra giggled to watch them and cheered when Jonas scored a point, striking Arabel on the elbow. Twist shook his head, smiling softly, and tried to keep himself out of the fray.
 
   “Excuse me,” a deep, clear voice asked from behind Twist and Jonas. Twist nearly leaped out of his chair when he saw the strange, golden-eyed man standing so near behind them. Twist’s heart thundered once again, and every fiber of his being screamed at him to run. The man glanced at Twist with a cold disinterest that pinned him still in his seat before looking back to Jonas.
 
   “Hello,” Arabel uttered stiffly, with obvious surprise. Her mirth had vanished completely as she looked at the man with a slightly fearful fascination. Myra also stared up at him with wide eyes.
 
   “Are you Jonas Davis, the sky pirate?” the man asked.
 
   “Who wants to know?” Jonas asked back, turning to look over his shoulder with covered eyes. Twist knew Jonas could feel his sudden fear, but Jonas showed no signs of fear himself.
 
   The man looked to Twist. “Is he Jonas Davis?” he asked, his voice still sounding light.
 
   The moment he heard the question, Twist felt a powerful and undeniable compulsion to respond with the truth. He managed to keep his mouth closed, but his head slipped into a shallow nod that he was helpless to stop. The man smiled slightly and put a hand on Jonas’s shoulder.
 
   Suddenly, the whole world flashed a blinding, burning white.
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   Twist’s ears popped, as if from a sudden pressure change. He tried to move, to reach out, but his limbs wouldn’t respond. Then, in the briefest instant, everything was completely normal once again, as if nothing had happened at all.
 
   Twist jerked when his body responded to his orders again, and he looked around at the shop in total bewilderment. No one else seemed perturbed in the least. The man had vanished again. Everyone was still sitting calmly, talking together and sipping at their tea. For a moment, Twist wondered if it had happened only to him—perhaps a strange flash of the future, like he sometimes experienced in times of danger—but something in the air wasn’t as it should have been. Something was very wrong.
 
   “What was that?” Arabel asked.
 
   “You saw it too?” Twist replied instantly.
 
   “Saw what?” Arabel looked at him curiously. “You just jerked like something bit you. Are you all right?”
 
    Twist frowned at her while his thoughts fought to make sense of themselves. He turned to ask Jonas if he’d seen the flash, but Jonas wasn’t there. His chair wasn’t sitting at the table anymore; there was no setting laid out for him. The cup of tea that Myra had poured for him was gone. Every sign of him had vanished. The nagging flaw in the world instantly revealed itself at the same moment. The familiar warmth at the back of his neck, the effect of Jonas’s presence on his Sight, that subtle second heartbeat, was gone.
 
   “Where’s Jonas?” Twist asked, searching the shop for him. He lifted the tablecloth to see nothing but knees and boots beneath.
 
   “Who?” Arabel asked.
 
   A wave of icy terror rushed through Twist’s body so fast that it left him breathless and trembling. “Your brother,” he said, forcing his voice to steady as he stared at her in horror.
 
   She only frowned at him, confused.
 
   “Twist?” Myra asked gently, laying her hand on his arm. “Darling, are you all right?”
 
   “Where’s Jonas?” he asked her desperately, taking her metal hand in his own.
 
   “I don’t know who that is,” she said, half in sorrow and half in fear.
 
   “No no no no no this can’t be happening,” Twist said in a single, shuddering breath. He closed his eyes and forced his mind to steady. This was ridiculous. Of course Jonas existed. He must have just gone somewhere in that strange, flashing moment. Arabel and Myra were playing a game. A cruel, cruel game.
 
   “Seriously, what’s going on?” Arabel asked, leaning forward over the table to speak to Twist. “Why are you so upset?”
 
   “This isn’t funny,” Twist said, opening his eyes to look at her. She flinched under the intensity of his chilling, blue gaze. “Where has your brother gone?”
 
   “I don’t have a brother,” Arabel said, losing patience. “What are you playing at?”
 
   “Your twin brother,” Twist pressed on. “Jonas Zephir Davis. He has your eyes, but you never see them because he always wears those blacked-out goggles to keep his Sight in check. He can see the future sometimes, but he usually just sees death, so he always watches the sky. I’m the only one he can look at without fear, and he’s the only living person in the world I can touch.” Twist gasped, taking in a breath just to stop the torrent of words from raging out of him.
 
   The absence of Jonas’s softly buzzing warmth on the back of his neck was growing into a chill. Twist’s mind swam, thrashing about blindly for a foothold as if he were lost without gravity, drowning in pure, empty fear. Arabel was speaking, but her words didn’t reach him. Myra’s voice sounded scared now, but Twist couldn’t understand her either. Nothing made sense. Everything in the world was wrong. He clapped both hands onto the back of his neck and closed his eyes, pulling at his own Sight with all he had.
 
   When he’d been separated from Jonas before, he could always find him if he reached deep enough into his own senses, to follow that familiar buzz like a trail. He dug and dug, until his head began to hurt, he felt dizzy, and his stomach began to get confused as well, but he held on. There had to be something, some lingering shadow of Jonas’s spirit.
 
   There, in the very deepest part of himself, Twist found a faint, miniscule, radiant warm mote. It was so small and indistinct that clinging to it was almost impossible, but Twist hung on for as long as he could. It wasn’t a memory, and it wasn’t imagined. He could feel Jonas’s heartbeat in that tiny, glowing instance. He was still alive, and he bloody well still existed. He was just impossibly far way. He could have been on the other side of the world—or even farther.
 
   Myra’s voice called to him, sounding terrified. Twist fought his way back out of his own mind and opened his eyes to find that he’d fallen off his chair at some point and was now lying curled up on the floor of the ghastly tea shop, in a ring of concerned-looking patrons and staff. He tried to push himself up, but his strength had left him.
 
   “Sweet heavens, what’s the matter?” Arabel asked, standing very close, but careful not to touch him. Myra helped him to sit up and then back into his chair while she stood beside him, petting at his hair and looking decidedly worried.
 
   “What happened?” Twist asked in a dry voice. “How did he get so far away?”
 
   “Twist, stop this,” Arabel said, her voice breaking at the edges. “You know I don’t have a brother. Now, what is wrong with you?”
 
   “There’s nothing wrong with me,” he said, finally catching his breath now. He looked up to her, standing so close beside him. “There’s something wrong with you.”
 
   Her sea-green eyes were full of enough frustration, shock, and fear to almost push her to tears. Twist looked back into her eyes—the exact twins of Jonas’s—and came to a decision. He had to know what was going on. Nothing else mattered. He stood up and stared back at Arabel silently only for a moment, before he reached out, fitting his fingers under her golden curls, against the warm skin at the back of her neck. Arabel gasped in shock, her hands falling to his chest.
 
   Twist stared into her eyes for the last instant before his Sight burned out his vision with one of hers. Fire, screaming, and smoke filled his mind. He let it wash over him until he found himself standing in a burning room. A young girl, no older than five or six, was screaming and crying, gasping in the choking heat and smoke. Overwhelming terror rooted her to one spot. She knew she should run, but her body wouldn’t move. The thought that she was going to die raged in her young mind like the fire around her. A man appeared, fighting his way through a burning doorway. He pulled her into his arms before rushing back through the doorway. The ceiling gave way and showered them in flaming wood and blackened ash. The man buried her little face in his chest and kept running.
 
   A small voice called out in the heat, causing the man to stop. Twist reached out with what will he had left to hold the moment still. In an instant, the whole world complied and froze. The flames hung in the air like beautiful waves of red and gold, the falling ash and embers stopped in flight. The man had turned back halfway, toward the source of the new voice. Twist looked under the half-destroyed table to find a small figure huddled underneath. He knew instantly that it was a young Jonas. He had been there too, needing rescue as much as his sister. But no matter how Twist tried to look at the image, it escaped his gaze. It was impossible to see him clearly.
 
   In a moment, Twist lost his hold and the vision resumed. The man ran from the house in the nick of time with the girl in his arms. Outside, on the lawn where she used to play with her family, the girl stood sobbing, watching her house burn. Twist knew her parents couldn’t be saved, and felt the shattering heartbreak of it in his core. He watched as Howell Davis fought the firefighters to try and dive back in to save his own brother and sister-in-law, even though he was already badly hurt from the fire. Twist knew that Jonas must have been there beside Arabel, and that the two had held each other tightly as their world ended that night. But now, Arabel stood alone, with nothing but her shadow beside her in the flickering light of the fire.
 
   The vision burned through Twist’s mind, filling him with all the horror and desperate sadness that Arabel had felt that night, and his instincts screamed for him to let go of her, to return to himself and end the pain. He hung on instead, barely aware as she fought to push him back—outside in the present. He pulled her closer instead, pressing his forehead against hers. He pulled at his Sight, searching for what was wrong with her beyond her devastating childhood trauma.
 
   Vision after vision flashed by his awareness, filling his mind with moments where Jonas should have been. Each time, he was absent or obscured with a shadow, as if something had gone into her memory and scratched him out. Twist’s will finally ran out and he lost control, giving Arabel the chance to push him away. His hands fell from her, and she pulled hers away as he staggered back and fell to his knees on the tea shop floor. Ringing silence and dimness washed over Twist in the wake of the innumerable visions. He’d never held on to someone before. All her memories spun around him in a dizzy haze that couldn’t exist.
 
   “Bloody hell, Twist!” Arabel screamed after the shock faded. “I thought you couldn’t touch anyone! Are you insane?”
 
   “Twist?” Myra asked softly, moving closer and reaching out to him tentatively. Her fingers brushed ever so gently on his shoulder, and Twist let out a hiss of pain as his abused Sight revolted against even her concern. She recoiled instantly, watching him with shining jewel eyes that looked like they desperately wished to cry.
 
   “It’s not your fault,” Twist muttered, looking up to Arabel at last with hollow eyes. His vision was blurry, his skin was cold, and his face felt damp. “Nothing’s ever been your fault,” he added, as a ripple of her emotions resurfaced in him: the survivor’s guilt of an innocent child. Twist couldn’t remember feeling that awful in his life. His tortured mind flew to any other thought, desperate to escape. “But you can’t remember Jonas because something won’t let you,” he said, wondering why it was suddenly so difficult to get his mouth to move properly. He reached up to find the tracks of tears on his own cheeks.
 
   “That’s impossible,” Arabel said softly, watching Twist with careful eyes.
 
   “It’s happening,” Twist said, looking back at her. “Right now. Something is hiding him from you, all the way back through your memories. It must have been that man…” Twist fought to keep conscious, wondering mildly how he could be in so much pain when nothing exactly hurt.
 
   “What man?” Arabel asked, sounding exasperated now.
 
   Before Twist could respond, the world finally fell into darkness and let him rest in an empty, numb abyss.
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   It felt like forever, hanging weightless in total darkness, before Twist realized that he was aware. He wasn’t awake, exactly, and somehow he knew it. But he was, ever so gently, aware.
 
    As he watched, tiny, shimmering stars began to appear one by one before his eyes until he found himself floating listlessly in the night sky. Then, just as inexplicably, he realized that he wasn’t floating, but lying on thick glass, so cold that he could feel the chill through the fabric on his back. He was surrounded on all sides by clear panes joined by riveted black iron, in a large, honeycombed sphere. There seemed to be a door of some sort to one side, and there also seemed to be a lot more metal and glass beyond the door.
 
   Then, as he felt himself sit up, Twist realized that he wasn’t seeing through his own eyes. At first, he struggled to make sense of this strange sensation. Then, slowly, as he felt the body around him stand and turn to look around, he began to understand. The body his mind was now inhabiting wasn’t his own at all. It was wearing a simple suit of soft browns and white. The hands were tanned darkly from a life in sunlight, and the long, thin scar on Twist’s right wrist was now missing. As his vision swept slowly across the sky—without his calling it to do so—Twist saw that the stars had taken on a wide variety of gleaming colors, and a distant part of him recognized each one of them. The thought that he was somehow seeing through Jonas’s eyes instead of his own seemed absurd in the extreme. Nevertheless, Twist could find no other explanation.
 
   When Jonas looked farther up above him, Twist saw his vision stick suddenly on a new image. An enormous, radiant, blue sphere hung in the stars above the glass bubble, stretching out to fill half of the visible world. As he watched, Twist saw patches of green, gray, gold, and brown appear beneath the slowly shifting, feathery, paper-thin swaths of white that covered the surface of the sphere.
 
   The part of him that had known the names of stars now recognized the shape of northern Africa on the face of the blue globe. His eyes followed the coast of Spain up to France and Italy, and up to where the land disappeared behind a thick blanket of cloud. Jonas stared up at the Earth, hanging in space, and Twist felt a deep and profound wonder fill his heart. This glowing, perfect, singular blue world was so breathtakingly beautiful that all words seemed wholly inadequate to describe it.
 
   As he stared, transfixed, Twist began to feel the world turn. The Earth dropped subtly before him, as if spinning around the glass room in amazing slowness. After a long pause, Jonas stared out through the glass at eye level, while the Earth filled the sky before him. A sudden sound stole his attention off of the planet. Jonas turned to see the single door open inward and a man step inside.
 
   Twist felt his own fear rise violently, but Jonas’s eyes only glanced at the man before looking away. The single moment was all Twist needed to recognize the same strange man from the tea shop, now walking closer to Jonas on the thick glass floor.
 
   “So, what’s going on, then?” Jonas’s voice asked, as Twist felt his mouth move. “Is this a dream? If so”—he paused to look over the Earth again—“why haven’t I ever had it before?”
 
   “This is no dream,” the man said, now standing near Jonas. “I’ve brought you here to help us take this ship to Jupiter.”
 
   “Jupiter?” Jonas asked, frowning. “Do you mean the planet Jupiter?”
 
   “Yes, or rather, one of its moons,” the man said, sounding remarkably sane. “Your vision is better than ours. You can take us there safely.”
 
   “Uh huh…” Jonas toned, nodding slowly. “And you are?”
 
   “I’m not going to tell you my name,” the man said smoothly. “I don’t care if you have magical abilities or not.” Twist tried to speak, to ask what in the world that meant, but the only mouth he had awareness of wouldn’t respond to his plea.
 
   “Fine, I’ll just call you Bob then,” Jonas said, crossing his arms. “So tell me, Bob, is this an illusion or are we really in orbit around the Earth?”
 
   “Don’t you know the answer to that? I was told your vision couldn’t be fooled.”
 
   Jonas paused silently for a moment, watching a bank of silvery clouds creep over the Atlantic. Twist could almost feel his friend’s mind working frantically, his fear and confusion fighting to break free. He felt Jonas hold it all back, showing none of it on his face.
 
   “So, to sum up,” Jonas said, his voice growing tight, “you know who I am, you know about my Sight, you’ve kidnapped me and taken me into outer space, and now you want me to guide this ship to Jupiter for you?”
 
   “In a nutshell.”
 
   Jonas’s eyes found Greenland peeking out from under a bank of cloud. “What if I don’t want to go to Jupiter?”
 
   “Did I make it sound like a request?” the man asked.
 
   Twist felt Jonas’s jaw tighten and a chill run down his spine, but Jonas didn’t let himself shudder. Jonas’s thoughts become suddenly focused, but not on the conversation. He was working furiously on a mental task that Twist couldn’t follow.
 
   “Are you sure this isn’t a dream, Bob? I mean, we’re talking about interplanetary travel. That’s impossible.”
 
   “Impossible…” Bob echoed, giving a light laugh. “It’s adorable when you humans use that word.”
 
   Twist felt Jonas ready himself silently, before his body moved. Jonas sprang into a run so quickly that Bob’s motion to stop him missed by inches. Jonas had opened the door and was halfway along the long, tight, metal tunnel outside before he heard Bob’s heavy footsteps hurrying to follow him. To Twist’s surprise, the footsteps nearly caught up with Jonas by the time he reached the other end of the tunnel and forced the door open.
 
   Jonas tumbled into a wide, open space that was filled with light. He got to his feet again quickly, only to be grabbed by the back of his collar and lifted up off of his feet. Jonas struggled to free himself to no avail, as his vision showed him many other faces in the wide-open space. He was turned as he hung limp and helpless, until his vision filled with one enormous, scale-covered, silver face. Twist saw a glimpse of a long, pointed snout, sharp teeth as long as his arm, wildly curling whiskers, and two giant golden eyes with cat-like slit pupils before Jonas snapped his eyes closed. He felt hot, moist breath wash over him with a subtle scent of sulfur. Jonas’s body fell still, his heart pounding with terror.
 
   “Now, now,” Bob’s voice said, now much deeper, and loud enough to echo off of Jonas’s bones. “If you insist on causing trouble, we’ll have to find a different navigator and toss you in with the rest of the in-flight snacks.”
 
   Twist heard a few other voices laugh lightly. There seemed to be a lot of them around him. Hanging helpless in the iron grip, too frightened of catching stray eyes to open his own, Twist felt Jonas’s fear threaten to overwhelm him. Jonas swallowed it all, pushing it down until he could feel his face fall calm and quiet. When he spoke again, Jonas’s voice was steady.
 
   “What kind of payment scheme and benefits are we talking about, then?”
 
   Again, laughter bubbled around him. “How about we promise not to eat you, little one?” Bob asked brightly. “You should know that Englishmen are my favorite.”
 
   Jonas remained quiet as he sensed the huge, angular, scaly face drift closer, and heard a distinct sniffing sound. Some of the other voices muttered about grilling Englishmen as compared to making them into meat pies, but Twist couldn’t follow much of it. As Jonas refused to speak further, he felt himself carried back to the door and then tossed roughly into the long tunnel. The door was slammed and locked behind him, cutting off the grotesque culinary conversations beyond.
 
   Jonas sat still for a long time, staring into the shadows around him. This time, Twist was certain that he could feel Jonas’s mind working furiously, searching for any kind of escape. Suddenly, and entirely against Twist’s expectations, Jonas’s frantic mind smoothed and calmed. He felt Jonas take a deep, steadying breath, and noticed that his pounding heart was calming as well. Confused by this, Twist searched for a cause in the thoughts around him, but they were all obscured to him.
 
   “I haven’t helped you yet,” Jonas’s voice muttered softly in the silence. “So, I’m not dead yet. I’ll get back to you somehow, Kima.”
 
   Twist was so startled to hear the name of a mild acquaintance in Jonas’s voice, in a time of such desperation, that his attention began to shift away from Jonas entirely as he struggled to understand. As his focus shifted, however, the darkness seemed to grow thicker and fuller around him, swiftly, until Twist couldn’t see anything at all through Jonas’s eyes. The feeling of his other senses dimmed along with his vision, until Twist’s attention was swallowed up in the empty black.
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   Twist felt a cool rag pressed to his forehead, and the gentle sway of the sky around him. It took him a little while to figure out how to open his eyes, while he listened to the quiet sound of the wind whispering at windows. His vision came to him in a dim, amber blur.
 
   “There you are,” Myra’s voice purred sweetly, close beside him.
 
   Twist blinked his vision clear to find himself lying in his hammock, in his cabin aboard the Vimana. Myra was sitting beside him on the hammock, swaying them lightly with her toes planted on the floor. She was still wearing the pink-and-gray dress, with her hat and gloves now gone. Her hair was already losing its curls, falling forgotten to her shoulders, as she smiled down to him gently.
 
   “How long was I out?” Twist asked, surprised to find his voice rough and his throat dry. As he moved to look around his cabin, a pounding pain pulsed to life behind his eyes, forcing him to put his head back down.
 
   “It’s almost morning,” Myra said, her voice brimming with thinly veiled concern. “How do you feel, darling?”
 
   Twist let out a groan, unable to be any more eloquent as the throbbing in his head grew. Myra gave a sympathetic tone, brushing the edge of his face with her cool fingertips. His Sight stung against her gentle emotions, but numbness wandered in to cloak the feeling. He reached up to rub at his closed eyes and saw flashing stars behind his eyelids.
 
   “Jonas!” he said suddenly, sitting upright far too quickly.
 
   “Be careful!” Myra yelped, steadying him as he began to sway a bit.
 
   “No, I saw him,” Twist said, fighting to hold on to his thoughts through the innumerable pains that were suddenly clamoring for his attention. “He’s gone, but he’s still alive. I was with him. In outer space. I have to find him before the monsters take him to Jupiter.”
 
   “All right, all right, just calm down,” Myra pleaded. “You must have had a bad dream, darling.” Twist found her blue jewel eyes in his swimming vision and held her gaze.
 
   “You really don’t remember him?”
 
   The shining metal plates of her face shifted into a truly sorrowful expression. “You need to rest,” she offered softly, reaching up to tuck a few wayward curls behind his ear. “You’ve been through far too much.” Her soft touch now calmed him somewhat, forcing him to cling desperately to his resolve.
 
   “No, I have to find him,” he muttered as strongly as he was able. “I have to get him back. I can’t rest until I do.”
 
   “Twist, please…” Myra almost whispered.
 
   Twist put a hand on the back of his neck and pushed at his Sight, reaching for Jonas. Instantly, the pain behind his eyes burst into fire, and his vision flared with blindingly bright licks of lightning. He screamed in shock and curled up against Myra.
 
   “Stop! Twist, please stop!” Myra yelled, holding him while she tore his hand away from his neck, and his body started to shake.
 
   “W-what’s wrong with me?” Twist gasped, clinging to her. Ripples of her terror and concern sparked at his awareness like stinging bees, emphasizing his own, but he was more frightened that he would feel worse without her gentle touch.
 
   “What’s going on?” another voice called, from outside in the hall. An instant later, Arabel burst into the room and hurried to Myra and Twist. In the gaslight, the color of her sunny skin and golden hair both looked dull, leaving her sea-green eyes to shine even brighter. “Twist, are you all right?” she asked. Twist looked away and hid his face on Myra’s shoulder. Arabel’s eyes looked so much like his.
 
   “He touched his neck and screamed,” Myra said, her voice trembling.
 
   “I’ll go get Philippe,” Arabel said gently, already turning to leave the room.
 
   Twist took a breath and tried to calm himself, but the stillness only made him more nervous. “Oh, Myra, what’s happening?” he asked softly.
 
   “Maybe there was something wrong with the tea…” she offered hopefully.
 
   “The tea shop?” Twist asked carefully. “Where Jonas and the rest of us had tea, before the world went mad?”
 
   Myra gave a quiet sigh and patted gently at Twist’s back. Twist closed his eyes again and rested his head on Myra’s shoulder. When Dr. Rodés arrived, Myra pulled away from Twist just long enough for the doctor to make a cursory examination before she returned instantly to Twist’s side. Thankfully, the doctor was especially careful to not actually touch his patient and kept well back as he considered his findings.
 
   “Most people stop using their Sight if it begins to hurt,” he said calmly, surveying Twist objectively. “You, apparently, didn’t. You should avoid using it at all for a few days at least, possibly as long as a week. If you don’t, you could damage it.”
 
   “Oh dear,” Myra toned, pulling her hands away from Twist. Twist watched her, feeling the cold, aching, emptiness in his mind swell larger. It was only a moment before he took her hand back, fitting his fingers through hers.
 
   “That’s not going to happen,” he said to Dr. Rodés, pushing the dull pains of her emotions to the back of his mind when his Sight complained again. “I can’t wait that long.”
 
   The doctor muttered something to himself in French, shaking his head. “Fine, don’t listen to your doctor. I’ll go get you something for the pain,” he said, walking out of the room.
 
   “Why don’t you ever listen to what’s good for you?” Arabel asked Twist coldly, crossing her arms as she watched from the side of the room.
 
   “I told you, I don’t have the time,” Twist said with a heavy sigh.
 
   “What’s the hurry?” Arabel asked.
 
   Twist looked up to her and tried to form an answer. Because Jonas will be leaving orbit any moment, at the hands of strange, inhuman creatures. Thinking again of what he’d seen, Twist realized exactly how strange it truly was. Even explaining that he could see through Jonas’s eyes would be difficult. A tiny part of him wondered if it had all just been a dream, no matter how real it had felt. He shook his head and looked away from her. No matter where he was, in outer space or simply kidnapped, Jonas was certainly in danger for the simple fact that everyone had suddenly forgotten him. Twist had to find him, no matter where he was.
 
   “Arabel, I need to see Aden,” he said, looking back to her. “Can you tell me where he is?”
 
   “Aden? Why?”
 
   “Because he might just be able to help me,” Twist said.
 
   Arabel looked off into the middle distance for a moment, frowning in thought. Then, she looked back to Twist. “Aden is asleep, in a hotel. The Elizabethan, near Buckingham Palace.”
 
   “Thank you,” Twist said, already moving to stand. “I have to see him straight away.” The effort of standing made his head ache all the more, but Myra stayed very close and steadied him.
 
   “Dear, shouldn’t you rest just now?” she asked him pleadingly.
 
   “I told you,” he said heavily while he waited for the pain in his head to dull. “I can’t rest. If I sit still, I’m only going to think about what’s happening. I’ll go mad within the day.”
 
   “You’re acting mad right now,” Dr. Rodés mentioned flatly as he returned with a packet of powder and a cup of steaming liquid.
 
   Twist looked at him sharply, but only found the light of annoyance on his face. Arabel, on the other hand, was watching Twist with a new level of concern. Twist could almost see the doubt in her, the suspicion that he had truly lost his mind. Twist expected to feel disgusted by her lack of understanding, but fear was all he felt.
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   Despite Twist’s best efforts, Captain Howell Davis only looked at him strangely when Twist insisted that the man had a missing nephew. No one else on the airship had ever heard of Jonas either. In desperation, Twist led them to Jonas’s cabin, which remained just the way it had been the last time Twist had seen it. Howell shook his head and mentioned that the Vimana often took on passengers. The things in the cabin must have been left behind by one of them. No matter how Twist tried to counter this fiction with his own truth, Howell’s new memories held fast.
 
   Finally exasperated, Twist left the ship, climbed down the airship docks to the street below, and hailed a cab. Myra remained at his side as the sun began to rise behind the gray clouds. The streetlights would still be needed for a few more hours, as the sky lightened slowly overhead.
 
   “Twist, dear,” Myra began softly as he held the cab door open for her. “Maybe we should wait until a little later. Give you some time to—”
 
   “Myra, please,” Twist said, cutting her off. He focused on not snapping at her, but his voice simply wouldn’t soften as much as he wanted it to. “Just trust me. There’s no time to lose.”
 
   Myra bit at her metal lip with silver teeth, looking deeply uncertain, but she climbed into the cab and sat back into the shadows silently. Twist followed her inside and then shut the door. He called to the driver, and the cab began to pull away.
 
   Twist was instantly lost in thought as the cab ambled over the damp cobblestones, through the thin fog that the night had left on the London streets. Aden had to be unaffected by this strange situation. He had a Sight himself, and could always hear the truth. Surely he would remember Jonas. But even if he did, how could he help? If Jonas was truly in orbit, then how could anyone get to him? Had man learned how to travel into outer space? The ones who had taken Jonas were obviously anything but human.
 
   Myra let out a soft sigh that only barely caught Twist’s attention. He looked to her and was startled to find her face mournful and her posture sagging as she watched the city trot by through the windows of the cab. Her hands were clasped tightly in her lap; Twist reached out and gently took one of them. Myra looked up to him quietly as she put on a thin smile. Twist’s Sight ached against the touch, but he caught her worry and fear all the same.
 
   “Don’t fret, my love,” he said as sweetly as he could. “Everything will be all right.”
 
   “Of course,” she said, her smile growing a bit stronger. “I’m just…I’m worried for you.”
 
   Twist’s heart chilled as he felt her fear grow with her words. She wasn’t worried about finding Jonas or discovering why she couldn’t remember him. She was worried that Twist was losing his mind. Twist rejected the impulse to take this as a betrayal. She was under some sort of spell or sickness. It wasn’t her fault that she couldn’t understand. Besides, she was only so disturbed because she cared for him. Having no words to soothe her fears, Twist reached out to wrap an arm around her. She nestled herself against him instantly and rested her head on his shoulder. Silence fell over them both until the cab reached the hotel.
 
   The face of the building was ornate in the extreme. Every window was surrounded in stone figures and carvings of vines. Every eave was crusted with filigree and gilding. The enormous front doors stood open, welcoming them into a lavish and lush lobby complete with emerald velvet-cushioned couches, potted ferns, and golden gas chandeliers. As it was still very early in the morning, the only people Twist saw in the lobby were porters in sharp green uniforms, the golden buttons on their coats gleaming brightly in the abundant gaslight.
 
   “Welcome to The Elizabethan,” said a porter who stood by the door as Twist and Myra entered. The man’s broad chest barely seemed to fit inside his uniform, filled as it was with the pride of his words. “Are you checking in?”
 
   “We’re here to visit a guest,” Twist said.
 
   “Ah, I see,” the porter said brightly. He glanced over the empty lobby and then looked back to Twist. “Please have a seat, and I’ll call up to the room. What was the name?”
 
   “Aden.”
 
   The porter’s smile dropped. “I’m sorry?”
 
   “I’m here to see Aden of the Rooks,” Twist said measuredly.
 
   “Are you sure you are meeting in our hotel?” the porter asked carefully, his voice betraying unease. “I don’t think I recognize that name.”
 
   Judging by the man’s reactions and his own understanding of the Rooks, Twist imagined that this porter was playing dumb on purpose. Perhaps if Twist had made an appointment to see Aden before arriving, things would be going much more smoothly.
 
   “Do you honestly believe I would be here, this early in the morning, if I had time for formality? This is an emergency. If you won’t help me, then I will find Aden myself.”
 
   The porter regarded him thoughtfully. “What is your name, sir?”
 
   “Twist. And my companion’s name is Myra.”
 
   “Very well,” the porter said with a short bow. “Please have a seat, and I will check the register for the name you mentioned.”
 
   “Tell him to hurry,” Twist said as the porter turned to leave.
 
   Twist and Myra sat on one of the couches in the lobby to wait. It was only a few minutes before someone approached them. Aden, dressed in his usual black suit, smiled when he saw them. Myra rose to her feet, and Aden took her hand in greeting.
 
   “Well, this is a surprise,” Aden said, giving Twist a bow before sitting down in a chair just beside them. “What brings you here so early on a Sunday? I was only just getting dressed when I heard that you’d arrived. And how did you know I was here, by the way?”
 
   “Arabel told us,” Myra said.
 
   “Ah! That girl is a wonder,” Aden said brightly. “I’ll get her to work for me one of these days. And when I do, believe me, she’ll be a very rich young woman.” Twist watched him quietly, struggling to decide how to begin. “Well, the porter said something about an emergency. What’s happened?”
 
   Twist steeled his will and made his choice. “Jonas has disappeared.”
 
   “I’m sorry, who?” Aden asked innocently. Disappointment crashed down on Twist’s battered resolve, and his gaze dropped to the floor.
 
   “Twist is very upset about this,” Myra said to Aden, petting gently at Twist’s arm. “Yesterday, he began saying that someone named Jonas has gone missing, but none of us quite know who he means.” As unhappy as Twist was with what she was saying, the kindness in the way she said it wasn’t lost on him.
 
   “Really?” Aden toned thoughtfully. “That’s rather strange. Twist, can you tell me who this person is?” Twist took a deep breath and looked up to Aden.
 
   “His name is Jonas Davis. He’s Arabel’s twin brother, even though she now says she doesn’t have a brother. I’ve lived and traveled with him since I finished repairing Myra. He’s always with me. It’s impossible to know me and not know him. But after a strange white flash that I experienced yesterday afternoon, no one I speak to has even heard of him.”
 
   Aden listened to him with unwavering attention. “And he was with you yesterday?”
 
   “Yes.” Twist nodded. “He was sitting right beside me in a tea shop one moment, and vanished the next.”
 
   “When this white flash happened?” Aden asked.
 
   “Yes,” Twist answered. “Do you believe me?”
 
   “You’re not lying,” Aden said carefully. “I can hear that. But I’ve honestly never heard of the man. What about you, Myra? If this Jonas person has been with Twist since you met him, then you must know him.”
 
   Twist looked to her.
 
   She looked back at him sorrowfully. “I’m sorry, but I can’t imagine who Twist means.”
 
   “Then what did you see happen yesterday?” Aden asked her.
 
   “Arabel and I met Twist at Hyde Park, and then went to tea when it started to rain. I only remember that there was me, Arabel, and Twist there. We were having a pleasant conversation, and then suddenly Twist jumped and started asking where this ‘Jonas’ had gone.”
 
   “Did you see a flash of any kind?”
 
   “No, nothing like that.”
 
   “What about the strange man?” Twist asked her suddenly. “He was very tall and imposing. He came to our table and asked which of us was Jonas.”
 
   Myra looked away from him. Her metal fingers knit tightly in the fabric on her knees. “I don’t remember that,” she said softly. “I’m sorry,” she offered, looking back to Twist. He saw nothing but concern in her eyes.
 
   Twist rubbed at his face with a hand. “I’m not insane. Something has happened.”
 
   “That’s impossible,” Aden gasped, looking alarmed as he looked back and forth between them. “Neither one of you are lying!”
 
   “What?” Twist asked.
 
   “You are telling me the truth,” Aden said, pointing to him. “I can hear it. There’s no doubt at all. What you said happened, did happen, exactly the way you say it. But you are also telling me the truth,” he said to Myra. “You can’t both be speaking the truth, but my Sight says that you are. It’s impossible. I’ve never been wrong.”
 
   “But I’m definitely not mad?” Twist asked.
 
   “Say it again as a statement,” Aden said, leaning closer and closing his eyes to listen.
 
   “I’m not insane,” Twist said, glancing to Myra as he spoke. Her eyes flitted away from him with a flash of her own shame.
 
   “True,” Aden said, sitting back again. “According to my Sight, you’re perfectly sane.”
 
   “Then what’s happened?” Myra asked. “If this man has been with us all the time, then why don’t I know him?”
 
   “It could be a spell or a charm of some kind,” Aden said, frowning in thought. “I’ve never heard of a scientific technology that could do something like this. Either way, there are only two possibilities that I can see. One is that Twist is correct, and something has happened to erase this man from the world and from all of our minds.”
 
   “Marvelous,” Twist muttered.
 
   “The other possibility is the opposite,” Aden said. “Something has happened to Twist to implant a fictional character in his memories.”
 
   “Now just a minute!” Twist snapped. “You just said I wasn’t mad.”
 
   “It doesn’t mean that you are,” Aden said quickly. “But it is possible that your memory has been affected by some outside means. If that’s true, then you could be perfectly sane and yet working with incorrect data. My Sight should tell me if you are, but the spell might be cloaking you somehow. I’m sorry, Twist, but you must see that it’s the more reasonable explanation. Whatever the means, it must be much easier to affect one mind than to alter the perception of the entire world and simultaneously remove the physical person.”
 
   Twist’s blood seemed to chill inside him. “No, that can’t be.”
 
   “Well, either way,” Aden said, “something certainly has happened. My people don’t often deal with magic, but I’ll have my agents look into our archives for anything similar that might have happened before. But if it isn’t magic, then it could be a Cypher attack. I can’t imagine how making you believe that someone exists when they don’t—“
 
   “Jonas exists,” Twist snapped through gritted teeth.
 
   “—or vanishing him from everyone’s mind but yours,” Aden added gently, “could aid them, but the Cyphers deal primarily in things that look like magic. They collect and improve it all the time. They’re the most likely to have done this.”
 
   “But they’re horrid,” Myra said with a shudder. “And I didn’t see anyone who looked like one of them yesterday. They always wear those silly cloaks and things.”
 
   “Well, then tell me you didn’t see a Cypher yesterday,” Aden said. Myra complied. Aden shrugged. “All right, not Cyphers then. But something or someone obviously caused it. There’s just not enough data. The only thing I can advise you to do is to wait and see what happens. Maybe my agents will find some information that could help.”
 
   Twist shook his head. “I can’t just sit around and wait. I have to find him. I think he might be…” Twist paused. With the question of his sanity on the table, perhaps it wasn’t best to mention the interplanetary side of things. Or the monsters. “He might be in real danger.”
 
   “Twist, I understand that you feel this person is your friend,” Aden said gently, “but you must be reasonable. There is nothing that you can do right now.”
 
   Myra patted his arm supportively.
 
   Twist tried to imagine living out the rest of the day without Jonas beside him. The cold, nervous, tangled mess of fear and confusion in the pit of his stomach seemed to loom larger with the thought. His Sight still ached at the edges, and he’d begun to fear using it at all. One touch from Jonas would take all of it away. Without him, Twist would have to endure alone. Did he even remember how to brave difficulty without the help of such a trusted friend? Twist saw the signs of panic approaching and snapped his eyes shut, forcing his quickening breath to slow. He shook his head.
 
   “No, I can’t. I have to do something.” There had to be a way to prove that Jonas was real. The whole world couldn’t have forgotten him. He’d always been so much more connected to people than Twist had. There must be someone else who still knew him.
 
   “Then what do you suggest?” Aden asked on a sigh.
 
   “Storm!” Twist said suddenly, looking up.
 
   “What?” Aden asked, startled.
 
   “Yes, Storm,” Twist said, his mind racing over the details of the thought. “His Sight shows him other people’s dreams, and he said that he dreamed of Jonas more than anyone else. Hell, he ran up and hugged him when they first met. And if he hadn’t had Jonas’s dreams, then he never would have tried to help us in the village. We never would have escaped and taken Storm with us to New York. His mother and he would still be there if it wasn’t for Jonas. But Storm isn’t in a village on a cloud over Utah, is he?” he asked, getting a bit giddy with all his rapid words. “He’s in Australia, isn’t he?”
 
   “Yes,” Aden said, watching Twist carefully, “Storm is in Australia with his mother, at one of my research and development sites.”
 
   “Aha!” Twist yelled triumphantly.
 
   “But he had your dreams,” Myra said softly.
 
   “What?” Twist asked, looking to her quickly.
 
   “He said he always has your dreams,” she said. “You’re his favorite.”
 
   “That’s not bloody fair,” Twist hissed.
 
   “I’m sorry,” Myra muttered, looking sheepishly away.
 
   “No, I’m sorry,” Twist said, taking her hand and giving it a gentle squeeze. “It’s not your fault.” She looked back to him gratefully. “But I just can’t believe that Storm would agree with you,” Twist continued. “Even if he has forgotten, he knew so much about Jonas that there must be some way to make him realize the truth. Of all the people in this world, there must be some small shred of Jonas still left in Storm’s mind.”
 
   “Well, let’s find out, shall we?” Aden said, getting to his feet. “If you’ll follow me, I believe we might just be able to answer that question rather easily.”
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   Twist and Myra followed Aden up the wide, gilded staircase that led to the second floor, and down a long, door-lined hallway to its end. The hallways split off at right angles at this intersection, leading left and right to other doors, but Aden stopped before the door that stood facing the first hallway. He pulled out a golden key and swiftly opened the lock, inviting Twist and Myra inside.
 
   The size and opulence of the hotel suite surprised Twist. They were met with a darling parlor, complete with a small, marble fireplace that was flanked with windows overlooking a park behind the hotel. Fashionable chairs of dark wood and embroidered silk—and a matching low table bearing a vase of fresh flowers—clustered before the now-cold fireplace, all seated on a lush Persian carpet of green, blue, and gold. Twist noticed pleasant paintings in golden frames hanging on the emerald flocked-wallpaper walls, as well as a number of opened doors that clearly led to a separate bedroom, what looked like a library and study, and a private bathroom as well.
 
   “What a lovely apartment,” Myra mentioned.
 
   “Thank you,” Aden said with a smile. “It does pay to be the boss sometimes. Let’s head in here,” he added, opening a previously closed door that led into pitch black.
 
   Following Aden and Myra inside, Twist found that the four walls of this small room were all painted black, and there wasn’t a window in sight. The only decoration in the room was a single, large, gold-framed mirror that nearly filled the entire wall it hung on. Once Aden closed the door behind them, the only light in the room came from a pair of candles in tall, silver holders, which stood on either end of a long, thin table that sat before the mirror. A handful of simple wooden chairs were the only other items in the room.
 
   “Please, have a seat,” Aden said, approaching the mirror. “This might take a moment.”
 
   Twist and Myra took seats, watching as Aden pulled a silver watch out of his waistcoat pocket. He touched the winding knob with his thumb, and Twist suddenly saw a blush of brilliant, rich, blue light pour up out of the watch’s face, along with a gentle, rain-like sound.
 
   Aden held the glowing watch up to his mouth. “Connect me with the Outback Research Station mirror room, please,” he said to the watch.
 
   “Right away, sir,” the watch responded. The voice that issued from it was soft but clear, and only slightly tinny. Aden waited for a moment, staring at the glowing watch until it spoke once again. “Connection ready, sir. Go ahead.”
 
   Aden thanked his watch and then held it up to the mirror, pressing the glowing blue face directly to the glass. It was only after this that Twist realized that he, Myra, and Aden were all failing to cast any reflection in the mirror. The two candles were reflected perfectly, as were the empty chairs and the surrounding darkness, but none of the people in the room appeared in the mirror at all.
 
   Before Twist could mention this oddity, a man walked into the reflected room beyond the mirror. Twist turned away, looking for the man beside him, but found no one but Myra and Aden still in the room with him. The man in the mirror held up his own glowing blue watch against the glass. The instant he did, his eyes seemed to find Aden.
 
   “Hello, sir,” the man in the mirror said pleasantly in a clear voice and a British accent. “How can I help you?”
 
   “Good evening, Henry,” Aden replied, speaking to the image in the glass as if its existence were not at all surprising to him. “Is little Storm still awake? If he is, please tell him that Mr. Twist and I would like to speak to him.”
 
   “I believe he’s still up,” Henry replied. “I’ll go and fetch him.” The image of Henry then took his watch off of the glass from the other side and walked to one side and out of view.
 
   “Aden?” Twist asked, frowning now in his own confusion. “What’s going on?”
 
   Aden smiled back at Twist. “This is a bit of technology that my Rooks have been using for years. We can use it to communicate to various points across the globe, and we even have some set up on a few of our airships. It comes in quite handy, as you might imagine. Of course, I’d appreciate it if you don’t tell too many people about it. We wouldn’t want everyone to know our secrets.”
 
   While Twist struggled to imagine how something so fantastic might actually work, Henry reappeared in the mirror glass. A perfect reflection of Storm followed after him. The boy’s snowy-white hair and brilliant pink eyes were unmistakable after all. He wasn’t wearing the strange contraption that he’d claimed allowed him to see and hear Twist—thanks to some nonsense about magic—but Twist could see the boy carrying it in his hand. Henry pressed his glowing pocket watch to the glass once again, and almost instantly Storm seemed to spot Aden through the glass and smile. Aden smiled back.
 
   “Hello, Storm,” Aden said to the boy. “Twist and I need to ask you something.”
 
   “You did say Twist,” Storm said, sounding surprised. “Oh, hi, Myra!” Storm said, smiling to her and giving a wave. “Hang on,” he muttered, slipping the contraption on over his right eye and ear.
 
   Once it was in place, Storm looked through the single lens and seemed to suddenly see Twist clearly now as well, sitting beside Myra. His young face washed over with delight, and he waved happily.
 
   “Twist!” Storm exclaimed. “It’s good to see you. How are you?”
 
   Aden turned to look at Twist expectantly.
 
   “Can he hear me?” Twist asked Aden hesitantly.
 
   “Sure I can,” Storm answered, nodding. “They said you wanted to ask me something?”
 
   “Yes, I do,” Twist said, standing and stepping closer to the mirror.
 
   Even though he could see the shine off of the glass in the low light, and the candles seemed to be reflected perfectly, it still felt very odd to not find his own reflection in the mirror. Twist did his best to push his wonder and confusion at the technology away and focus on the task at hand. He looked directly at the boy and took a breath. If anyone might still remember Jonas, it had to be Storm. If he didn’t…Twist forced this idea away in favor of struggling to come up with the best way to prove that the boy really did know Jonas.
 
   “Storm,” Twist began, clinging to his courage, “Whose dreams are your favorite? Are they mine?”
 
   Storm seemed confused by this. Twist’s dread grew like a black cloud over a fire.
 
   “Twist,” Storm began, “I can never find you in the dream world. You know that. Jonas’s dreams are my favorite.”
 
   Myra gasped, standing and coming closer to the glass. Aden stared back at the boy in alarm. Twist covered his own gaping mouth with a hand as all of his fear vanished into sparkling and heady vindication.
 
   “What’s going on?” Storm asked, watching all of them in surprise.
 
   “You know a man named Jonas?” Aden asked.
 
   “Yes, of course,” Storm answered, looking at Aden in confusion. “He’s the reason I’m here in Australia and not being tortured by Cyphers.”
 
   Twist nearly laughed in the heady relief of hearing the truth from anyone else. “You see?” he asked Aden and Myra. “I told you he’d still remember. I didn’t make all of this up!”
 
   “Now, now,” Aden said gently, holding up a hand. “Storm sees dreams. He may still have picked up the notion of this person from you, Twist.”
 
   Twist glared back at Aden.
 
   “But I can’t see Twist’s dreams,” Storm said again, looking more alarmed now. “What is going on?”
 
   “Jonas has disappeared,” Twist answered. “And since he did, no one else but you and I can even remember him.”
 
   Storm’s amber face paled, and his pink eyes went wide with terror. “When did this happen?” he asked, his voice suddenly cold with dread.
 
   “Yesterday,” Twist answered. As relieved as he was to suddenly have a comrade in all this madness, something in Storm’s reaction seemed odd to him.
 
   Storm fell silent, his face a mask of concentration and worry, while his eyes flitted absently about, as if following his own thoughts. “This is bad.”
 
   “Storm?” Aden asked gently. “Is there something you’d like to tell us?”
 
   “Humm?” Storm muttered, glancing up to Aden as if startled out of his own thoughts. “Oh. Well, honestly,” he added, suddenly putting on a somewhat fake-looking mask of worry. “Jonas is clearly in trouble, isn’t he? He’s been taken! We have to save him!” he finished, his mask now transitioned into honest-looking dread.
 
   “There, there, Storm,” Aden soothed. “We’ll get to the bottom of this.”
 
   “How?” Twist asked. Storm looked to Aden desperately.
 
   Aden took a silent moment to think. “I just don’t have enough information. I have no choice but to wait for my Rooks to come up with some possible explanation for all of this.”
 
   “So we’re back to sitting and waiting,” Twist grumbled, crossing his arms. “I told you, I can’t do that.”
 
   “Your impatience isn’t going to help anyone,” Aden said, his tone the same as the one he’d used to try to calm Storm.
 
   “He needs rescue now!” Twist snapped back. “Even Storm can see that.”
 
   Storm nodded quickly. Myra looked to Twist, silent but deeply worried.
 
   “Twist, you should come here!” Storm said suddenly, staring at him through the mirror with brilliant but fragile hope. “There’s technology here that we could use to save him!”
 
   “There is?” Aden asked, frowning. “What technology? We don’t even know what’s happened to this man, or if—“
 
   Aden paused, looking to Twist anxiously. Twist instantly guessed that he meant to suggest, once again, that Jonas could just as easily be a figment of Twist’s imagination. Whether he said it or not, Twist glared back at Aden for the thought.
 
   “Well, he’s vanished, hasn’t he?” Storm went on as if he were the adult himself now, speaking to a child. “That means he’s not where he was. He could be anywhere. Once we figure out where he is, we’ll need to be able to get to him quickly, and the transporter is almost ready.”
 
   “Is it almost ready?” Aden asked Henry.
 
   Standing beside Storm, Henry gave a shrug. “I’d give it another week, at least. But I suppose we could hurry it up, if you needed us to.”
 
   “What’s a transporter?” Twist asked.
 
   “It’s amazing!” Storm answered.
 
   “It’s a top-secret device that no one outside of the Rooks is supposed to know about,” Aden cut in. “But…” He gave a sigh and shook his head. “But Storm is right. If this man needs saving, and could logically be anywhere, then the matter transporter might very well be the best thing to use. And it’s in Australia.”
 
   “Where are you right now, Twist?” Storm asked. “Are you still in London?”
 
   Twist paused, unsure how the boy knew where he was at all. But then, of course, he followed Jonas’s dreams closely. Being on the opposite side of the Earth—and in a different time zone—he might not yet have dreamed of Jonas’s kidnapping, but he could easily have known vaguely where they were from previous dreams.
 
   “Yes,” Twist answered, nodding.
 
   “But that’s the whole other side of the world…” Storm moaned pitifully.
 
   “All right, how about this?” Aden asked, looking to Twist. “You insist that you can’t possibly stand still, and you may very well need to go to Australia in order to save your friend. If you allow my Rooks to help you to figure all of this out, and in so doing help us to learn a great deal about a possibly quite dangerous method of kidnapping, then I will help get you to Australia as swiftly as possible and then also aid you to save your friend in any way I can.”
 
   Twist stared back at him, stunned. “Yes, of course, absolutely.”
 
   “Wonderful,” Aden said, sounding relieved.
 
   “I’m going to go get to sleep,” Storm announced. “Maybe I can learn something about all of this from Jonas's dreams.”
 
   “Good idea,” Aden agreed. “Thank you, Storm.”
 
   “Of course,” Storm answered. He then looked to Twist with more solid hope in his pink eyes. “I’ll see you soon, Twist. We’ll get him back.”
 
   “I’m sure we will,” Twist said, smiling to the boy. Even if the words were spoken by a very strange child, they were still wonderful to hear.
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   After letting Storm run off to sleep, Aden and Twist discussed the fastest route to Australia. Aden suggested that the Vimana, while being a fine ship with a valiant crew, might not be the fastest airship available. Remembering how infuriating it had been to convince her crew about Jonas’s existence, the idea of trying to talk them into flying all the way to the other side of the world didn’t sound at all appealing to Twist.
 
   Aden promised to find the quickest possible route, while also getting his Rooks started on unraveling the problems inherent in rescuing a missing man, and asked Twist to meet him at the airship later that morning. Twist eagerly accepted—simply happy to finally have something proactive to do—and returned to the Vimana with Myra to collect their luggage.
 
   Twist knelt on the bare floor before the traveling trunk that contained most of his worldly possessions, packing what he needed into his small traveling bag. He knew that the odds of running across the Vimana again were very high, and so decided to leave some less useful items to collect later. His magical, never-ending book, the small copper globe that always told him where he was, and his electrically charged walking stick were among the few things he decided to bring.
 
   When he was nearly finished, he noticed that there was someone watching him. Twist turned around to see Myra, Arabel, Howell, and even the ship's engineer, Zayle, all peering through the doorway with concerned expressions as they watched him silently. Twist gave a sigh and turned his attention back to the last of his packing.
 
   “Twist, why don’t you just wait here for Aden’s people to come up with something?” Howell asked. “You might not even have to go anywhere.”
 
   “That’s true,” Arabel pointed out.
 
   Twist’s stomach turned as he unraveled their words’ true meaning. They couldn’t believe that they had forgotten about their missing family member, so it naturally seemed ridiculous for Twist to run off across the world to save him. Clearly, in their minds, Jonas was nothing more than some flight of fancy, and what Twist truly needed was a sanitarium.
 
   Twist closed the trunk and stood up, taking his bag in one hand and his walking stick in the other. “I’m going to Australia to prove that my best friend isn’t a figment of my imagination, and then I will find a way to rescue him from whatever strange situation he has been flung into. If you’re all so certain that I’m insane, then I’m sorry, but I really don’t want your advice. Myra and I need to be leaving soon anyway.”
 
   “Myra, honey,” Arabel asked with a forced smile, “do you even want to go with him?”
 
   Twist frowned. Why was this a question?
 
   “I’ve always wanted to see Australia,” Myra said with a thin smile. “I hear they have some very fascinating animals. And everyone walks upside down.”
 
   Arabel seemed about to respond, but then shook her head as if to clear it. “Yes, but did he even ask you?” she persisted.
 
   “What are you trying to do?” Twist asked Arabel darkly.
 
   “I’m trying to make sure that you cause as little damage as possible,” Arabel replied. “You’re obviously hell-bent on running yourself into the ground no matter how much we try to tell you to rest. But there’s no reason to drag Myra down with you.”
 
   For just an instant, Twist caught sight of how his actions must appear to Arabel. She had every right to believe him to be quite insane. And he hadn’t actually asked Myra to go with him on his quest. Even after talking with Aden, Myra probably still saw him the same way that Arabel did. He had felt nothing but fear in her every time he touched her.
 
   “Arabel, I’m surprised at you,” Myra said primly. She stepped into the room, turned to stand beside Twist, and slipped her arm through his. “Twist doesn’t have to ask me to follow him, no matter where he’s headed or why.” There was still a great deal of uncertainty and fear in her touch, but it seemed to be covered over with pride now as she spoke. She looked to Twist with a warmth in her eyes that he hadn’t seen all day. “You’ll never leave me, and I will never leave you. It wouldn’t make any difference, even if you actually were insane.”
 
   Twist stared back at her, stunned. Her unwavering loyalty shone into his Sight like a lighthouse in a storm: clear, certain, and breathtaking. He wanted to say something, but couldn’t find any words that were good enough.
 
   “Well, that’s a lovely sentiment,” Arabel said darkly, “but it doesn’t solve the problem. There’s no reason to do this. You’re not helping by encouraging him.” Twist felt his jaw tighten, and his eyes flashed with cold fire.
 
   “Jonas is right about you,” Twist said to Arabel.
 
   “Oh, your imaginary friend?” she asked him acidly. “What did he say about me?”
 
   “Well, he spent a good part of his life running away from you, for starters.”
 
   “He’s done a fantastic job,” Arabel replied. “He’s gotten so far away that I’ve never even heard of him.”
 
   “Ara, please,” Howell said softly behind her.
 
   “What?” she snapped, turning on him.
 
   “Now is the time for kindness,” Howell said to her gently. Arabel rolled her eyes and looked away, her arms crossed. Howell looked to Twist, over her shoulder. “Twist, are you sure you have to leave?”
 
   “I’m not staying here,” Twist answered. “Excuse me,” he muttered, stepping to the doorway with Myra. They all moved back into the hall, letting him leave the room—all but Arabel.
 
   She stood solidly before him, staring at him critically. “Fine,” she said in a huff before stalking away toward her cabin.
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   Twist went to the Vimana’s open deck alone, to wait while Myra packed quickly and changed her English dress for a much more travel-friendly soft tunic and sari with simple sandals on her bare metal feet. When she stepped out onto the deck to meet Twist, he was surprised to see her in non-Western style clothing. She had only recently changed her style to match the cities that they were in, but the change had seemed complete.
 
   “What is it?” she asked bashfully. “Do I look all right in this?”
 
   “You look lovely in anything,” he said easily. “But those colors suit you well,” he added, admiring the gentle fade from a sweet orange on her shoulders to pale pink at her feet. The sari that hung around her face was a slightly darker pink than the tunic, and complemented her copper complexion and dark-maroon hair brilliantly.
 
   “Oh Twist…” she said coyly, covering her smile with a dainty hand. “You flatter me so! Say it again,” she said eagerly, batting her eyes at him.
 
   Twist laughed and stepped closer, taking her hands in his as he looked at her. “You look better than sunrise over the Atlantic.”
 
   Myra giggled. A wave of delight rippled over his skin from her touch. Twist savored it for only a moment before his Sight began to ache again—pain burning brightly behind his eyes—and forced him to pull away. Myra didn’t seem to notice his hidden discomfort and turned as Arabel approached with her own travel bag on her shoulder.
 
   “Well, I’m as ready as I’m going to be,” Arabel muttered.
 
   “Where are you off to, then?” Twist asked her.
 
   “I’m following you, you dolt.”
 
   “Wonderful!” Myra cheered, clapping her hands.
 
   “But why?” Twist asked. “Don’t you believe I’m just wasting my time?”
 
   “You are,” Arabel said with a shrug. “And you have no idea what you’re doing. You’ll wind up lost and penniless in South Dakota if you try to get all the way to Australia by yourself, with or without some magpie helping you out.”
 
   Twist bristled instantly, standing straighter and putting on a stern expression. “I can manage very well, thank you very much. I’ve already been around the world once, you know.”
 
   “No, you can’t,” Arabel said, shaking her head. “You only speak English, for heaven’s sake.”
 
   “I speak everything,” Myra mentioned, fiddling with the edge of her sari.
 
   “That’s right, she does,” Twist said, nodding.
 
   “Twist, I’m coming along and that’s final,” Arabel said. “Now quit complaining. Are we going or not?”
 
   Before Twist could respond, Arabel walked around him and started over the gangplank to the docks. Twist stared after her, at a total loss of how to respond.
 
   “There, there,” Myra said gently, patting at his shoulder.
 
   Twist let out a sigh and followed after Arabel, with Myra on his arm. He checked his pocket watch to find that they still had a little over half an hour before they were due to meet with Aden, and so headed to the entrance to the airship docks to wait for him. Even though it was still fairly early in the morning, the docks were bustling with activity. Twist, Myra, and Arabel continually had to shift about to stay out of everyone’s way.
 
   “Oh, there he is!” Myra exclaimed suddenly, having spotted Aden and a pair of larger men in black suits approaching them.
 
   Seeing them as well, Aden waved a hand to Twist in greeting as the two groups met. “Still eager to set off, I see,” he remarked.
 
   “Oh yes, we’re ready to go,” Myra answered, smiling.
 
   “Lovely,” Aden said with a nod. “I’ve decided to send an agent with you.” Twist’s expression snapped into surprise. “There will be no argument about this,” Aden went on firmly. “I know you, Twist. I know just how resourceful and quick to action you can be. I don’t want you vanishing off into the aether. I intend to keep an eye on you. And besides, you agreed to let me help.”
 
   “You should really stop encouraging him, you know,” Arabel said, frowning. Twist shot her a glare.
 
   “Whatever is happening here,” Aden said to her patiently, “whether the trouble lies with Twist or with the rest of the world, it’s confusing my Sight. That’s never happened before, and I intend to put a stop to it.”
 
   Arabel gave a sigh but didn’t reply.
 
   “Anyway,” Aden went on, “there’s a cruise bound for Melbourne leaving in an hour. It will arc over the pole and back down toward Japan, and so arrive in Australia faster than anything else leaving London today. Now, how many tickets do you need? Two?” he asked, glancing between Twist and Myra.
 
   “Three, actually,” Arabel said. “If you’re really going to fund his madness.” Twist felt a flash of fire in Myra’s touch when she looked to Arabel sharply.
 
   “I prefer to think of it as an intelligence-gathering enterprise,” Aden said pleasantly. “Besides, our funds aren’t exactly tight. I’ll happily pay for the flight, if Twist will let me choose it and let me send someone along with you.”
 
   Twist glanced at the two sharp-suited men uncertainly.
 
   “No, not these two,” Aden said with a smile. “I’ve got a very good, solo agent whom I’m sending with you. She’s on her way, but you might not meet her until you’re in the air. I’m sorry, but there just isn’t the time to do this properly. As I said, the ship leaves within the hour.”
 
   Twist rubbed at his face with a hand. “You’re certain this is the fastest way to Australia?”
 
   “Absolutely,” Aden said with a nod.
 
   “Then it’s fine,” Twist said. “I don’t care. Send whomever you like along with us.”
 
   “Thank you, Aden,” Myra said sweetly to him. “This is a big help.”
 
   Twist glanced to her incredulously. Aden gave Myra a kindly smile and a nod.
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   The airship docks over London grew even more bustling and chaotic as midday approached. Traders hurried to shift their wares to and fro. Countless travelers from around the world flowed like river rapids over the iron platforms and stairs, as they seemed to be constantly confused about which ship was theirs, while the scurrying pickpockets made the best of the situation. It was all Twist could do just to keep from touching anyone.
 
   Myra put her arm around his back and walked very close to him as they shifted through the crowds. In moments like these, she and Jonas had fallen into an automatic routine. With one of them on either side of Twist, they always managed to keep him safe from being touched by anyone. No matter how he tried, Twist couldn’t stop himself from lingering on the thought that now, there was only Myra.
 
   Not noticing any of this, Aden and Arabel led the way to the ticket office, in the center of the scrambling iron maze of the airship docks, while the two silent Rooks followed behind like watchful shadows. Once they reached the passenger ticket office, Aden ducked inside and asked the others to wait outside. There was a thick crowd of relatively respectable-looking people moving quickly in and out of the office with luggage and tickets, and it seemed like a melee inside. Twist acquiesced easily and glanced over the ads that were posted beside the door. Huge, colorful posters boasted of fantastic journeys to every corner of the globe, ranging from cheap getaway to long, all-encompassing tours.
 
   After a moment, Twist spotted the one that Aden had mentioned. It seemed to be a pleasure cruise that promised views of constant night, vast and glittering ice fields, and the twinkling aurora lights on a route that reached over the very top of the world, flying directly from London, to Tokyo for a short stop, and then down to Melbourne and back again over the North Pole. The luxurious, round-trip journey would take over two weeks, but it was only an impressive seven days to reach Melbourne—according to the brightly colored poster. It claimed that no other route on Earth could make the same distance any faster. After checking his pocket-sized copper globe, Twist had to admit it seemed rather direct.
 
   A few minutes later, Aden emerged with four tickets. He’d booked a double cabin for Myra and Arabel, a single for Twist, and another single for the Rook agent who would be joining them later. He handed the fourth ticket to one of the suited Rooks and asked him to give it to the agent when she arrived. He then handed the other three to Twist.
 
   “Now, I assume you remember what happened when you tried to get away from your escort, Moroni, in Santiago,” Aden said gently.
 
   Twist’s mind filled with the rather long list of trying and dangerous events that had followed that decision: They had been taken prisoners by pirates, sold to Cyphers, and then nearly blow apart by the powerful cannons of a submarine. That was all, of course, not even mentioning the sword fight that had left a scar on Twist’s wrist, the horror of choosing to throw Myra into the Caribbean Sea to save her from a worse fate, or the effects of the strange Sight-enhancing drug that Loki had given to Twist. Twist shuddered to remember it all.
 
   “So, this time,” Aden said tightly, “please try to remember that your escort is there to protect you. Don’t go running off and leave her behind.”
 
   “Is this one anything like Tasha or Niko?” Myra asked brightly. “I liked them very much.”
 
   “Oh yes, they were rather pleasant,” Twist said, remembering them as well.
 
   “Well, she’s not a magician,” Aden said thoughtfully. “But she was a circus clown, once upon a time. I imagine you’ll get on just fine.”
 
   “A circus clown?” Arabel gasped, looking alarmed. “You’ll hire anyone, won’t you?”
 
   “Only the best,” Aden said, smiling to her. “And you can still have a place with us any time you choose.”
 
   “Yeah, yeah…” Arabel said with a sigh, looking away.
 
   “Well, then, I’ll leave you here,” Aden said. “Your ship, the Aeolus, is just over there. Huge thing. You can’t miss it. I’ll be following your case closely, and I’ll pass on anything I learn to you.” He then took a breath, put on a smile, and looked at Twist directly. “Good luck.”
 
   Twist was happy to see Aden and his Rooks hurry off into the crowd, as he and the others headed on to their own journey. Once his steps were turned toward his goal, Twist felt a small flash of excitement. He savored the feeling, knowing instantly that it was a learned reaction: the direct result of the time he’d spent with Jonas.
 
   The Aeolus was one of the new breed of flamboyant, extravagant, behemoth airships that were large enough to cast shadows over entire small towns as they lumbered through the sky. This ship boasted over five hundred guest cabins and a capacity of over two thousand passengers and crew, with twelve massive decks stacked on top of each other in a long, sweeping arc of gleaming silver and glass.
 
   The sheer size of the main supporting hydrogen balloon boggled the mind, stretching out a thousand feet in length from tip to tail. Promenade decks reached out on the sides of the hull to make the most of the sunlight that managed to get around the enormous balloon, like gleaming white mushrooms on the side of an oak tree. Traditional steam-powered propellers hung from the stern, with blades that looked small against the rest of the ship even at their height of twenty feet each.
 
   Twist stared up at the ship while he and the others waited near the back of the line to board, totally unable to believe that humanity had managed to conceive of, or actually build, something so ridiculous. A constant stream of people walked excitedly up the gangplanks to the second deck, filling the ship almost to capacity. Sky tourism was obviously coming into its golden age.
 
   Twist was surprised to see, however, that only some of the passengers boarding ahead of them seemed to be British. Much of the crowd reminded him of people he’d seen in other parts of the world, and some looked to be Japanese—dressed in colorfully printed cotton dresses with shining black hair in styles that looked alien to him—likely returning home.
 
   “Is that it?” one of the porters asked another after he punched Twist’s ticket.
 
   “Let me check,” the other said, reading over a clipboard.
 
   “Wait! Hold it!” called a voice that sounded out of breath. Twist glanced back to see a boy running toward the gangplank with a ticket in his hand. “I’m late, I’m sorry!” he gasped, pulling the tight leather cap off his head and fanning himself with it as he hurried to the porters.
 
   Twist suddenly realized that it wasn’t a boy at all, but a woman with a strikingly boyish but quite beautiful face. Her hair was the color of glowing embers and was cut very short, with long bangs hanging before her ears to frame her sky-blue eyes. Her clothes didn’t make her look any more like a woman, but when she caught Twist’s glance, the pure loveliness of her wild, winded, and fiery smile confirmed her gender for him just fine.
 
   “Did I make it?” she asked the porters quickly, with a fast, flippant, American accent. “Tell me I made it. I just hav’ta make it.”
 
   “Yes, you made it,” the porter assured her with a smile of his own. “Welcome aboard.”
 
   She took her ticket back and then threw her hands in the air. “Yes!” she cheered, hopping happily as she hurried up the gangplank past Twist and his companions. “Australia, here I come!” she called to the world in general.
 
   “That one’s happy,” Myra whispered to Twist’s ear as the woman bounded onto the deck. “He must really like to travel.”
 
   “Actually, I think that was a woman,” Twist whispered back. Myra looked to him with mild surprise.
 
   “Honestly,” Arabel huffed as they reached the end of the gangplank and stepped onto the deck. “A girl puts on a pair of trousers, and suddenly she’s no longer a woman,” she said with all possible disdain.
 
   “But her hair was very short, too,” Myra pointed out.
 
   “Still!” Arabel huffed, crossing her arms. “I’ve got long hair, and people still call me ‘sir’ sometimes when they don’t see my face.”
 
   “I’d bet that you would look quite nice in a dress,” Twist offered in hopes of calming Arabel. She turned on him with eyes like daggers. “Be…because you’re such a radiant and lovely woman already,” he added quickly. “You look great no matter what you wear.”
 
   Myra giggled while Arabel’s anger cooled to a smolder in her glare.
 
   “Hang on a second,” a voice asked from farther down the deck. Twist and the others turned to find the ginger American looking at Myra intently. “Sorry to bother you, but you seem to be made of metal. Are you Myra?”
 
   “Yes!” Myra said, smiling instantly. “How do you know me?”
 
   “Aden sent me,” the woman said with a smile, as her eyes swept over Twist and Arabel. “Twist, right?” she asked, offering a handshake. “I’m Skye. I’m your escort.”
 
   Twist looked to her sun-browned fingers and wondered briefly if her hand would feel as warm Jonas’s did. He gave her a short bow and tipped his hat with a smile.
 
   “Nice to meet you!” Myra said happily, taking the handshake.
 
   “You too,” Skye said with another sunny smile. “Well, I know what you look like now,” she said very quickly. It took Twist another moment to work her speedy accent into words he understood. “I’m sorry, but I’m really late. I just got the call half an hour ago. I’ve gotta go get myself together. You know, Ts to cross, Is to dot, paperwork and the like. I’ll catch you guys later, all right? We’ve only got seven days to get to know each other,” she added with a wink as she turned to hurry off.
 
   Arabel and Twist stared after her with slight frowns, while Myra waved back.
 
   “Was any of that English?” Arabel asked Twist slowly.
 
   Twist let out a relieved breath. “Goodness, I’m glad you asked. I wondered if my mind was going. I only got bits of it.”
 
   “What are you talking about?” Myra asked, looking confused.
 
   “Myra, darling, do you understand American?” Twist asked her, visibly astonished.
 
   “Oh, she’s American?” Myra asked lightly. “I thought she just talked fast.”
 
   “That too,” Arabel said, nodding.
 
   “Right,” Twist said, taking a breath. “Well, that’s our Rook, then. I swear, I never know what to expect from those people.”
 
   “At least she seems nice,” Myra offered. “Should we go check into our cabins now, too?” she asked, smiling excitedly.
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   Lying back on the end of the bed, his legs hanging off the side and his arms out lazily, Twist stared up at the ceiling of his cabin. He could hear the other travelers bustling through the hallway outside—dull bangs, shuffles of luggage and feet, and indistinct voices. The noise and excitement outside somehow made his quiet little cabin seem all the more empty.
 
   A distant memory surfaced in his listless mind, unbidden. He used to sit on his bed in the tiny attic room—disused maid quarters, to be more accurate—of the orphanage he grew up in and listen to the other boys moving about in the house below him on the days when it didn’t rain. When it did rain, the noise on the roof was loud enough to drown out the other sounds. But on those still, quiet, dreary London days when the skies only threatened rain, he would sit perfectly still and listen.
 
   No boy ever got a private room at the orphanage, but Twist’s Sight had made it impossible for him to live in tight quarters with the others. At the time, there had been no one living in that part of the building. The arrangement was made once it became clear that Twist needed the separation. His mind drifted further into that time, recalling those first touches that had shown him the other boys’ pains—long, dark nights drowned in tears. Twist sat up and looked around him, studying the cabin to remind himself of where he was.
 
   He took in the subtle patterns in the carpet and in the covers on the bed. He saw the writing desk beside the door, the dressing table under the porthole windows, and the large wooden wardrobe as well. The walls were papered in pleasant stripes of cream and sandy gold, and there were pink-shaded gaslights in the shape of flowers set into the four walls. The door near the wardrobe led into the tiny washroom, while the only other one led out into the hall.
 
   Twist took a deep breath and cleared the lingering ghost of the chilly, dark, attic room from his mind. He wasn’t that little boy anymore. He’d moved on. There was a sudden knock at the door that had a distinctly metallic note to it. Twist was on his feet in an instant, pulling open the door with a relieved smile.
 
   “Myra, darling, it’s wonderful to see you,” he said with a happy sigh as he moved back to let her enter.
 
   “It’s lovely to see you, too,” she said brightly, stepping inside. “Oh, your room is nice, as well!”
 
   “It’s all right,” Twist remarked lightly. He observed her quietly while she looked around at his cabin, and he marveled at how much sunlight her simple presence had brought into the room.
 
   “Ara’s and my room looks just like this one,” Myra was saying. “Only, we have two beds.”
 
   Twist stepped closer to her. He felt he should ask for permission of some kind or say something to explain himself, but no words came to him. All he knew was that he suddenly needed to touch her. She was facing away from him, peering out the porthole windows. Twist’s hands slipped over the soft folds of the sari at her waist, and his lips fell gently to her shoulder. His Sight warmed instantly as he closed his eyes, filling his mind with softly sparkling sunlight that was edged with a subtle shade of concern.
 
   Myra turned in his hands and draped her arms around his neck. “Are you all right, my dear?” she asked him softly, her face showing him the concern he’d already felt.
 
   “Yes,” he answered instantly, and then frowned. “Well, no. I don’t know…”
 
   Myra gave a sympathetic tone and stroked the edge of his face with a cool metal hand. He took it in his own and placed a kiss on her palm. Myra’s emotions instantly warmed more deeply.
 
   “I’m just so glad that I still have you,” Twist said, giving her a smile. “I couldn’t bear it if you were to vanish without a trace. I’d crumble into dust.”
 
   “Well, there’s no reason to worry about that,” Myra said, smiling at him now while her delight burned dazzling his Sight. “I’m not going anywhere. Especially not if you keep saying such lovely things to me.”
 
   “Then I shall have to read more poetry,” Twist said, feigning a serious air.
 
   Myra laughed, pulling away from him to take his hand. “Come along,” she said, still smiling. “Ara is saving a spot for us on the starboard deck.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “We’re going to watch the ship launch,” Myra said excitedly.
 
   “But we’re on the ship,” Twist observed, holding back his smile. “We can’t very well watch it launch unless we get off first.”
 
   “You know what I mean,” Myra said, frowning. “Let’s go wave good-bye to London.”
 
   “Oh, I see…” Twist played up his understanding. “So you actually want to watch London launch, then.”
 
   “Oh you!” Myra huffed, looking quite annoyed, while Twist felt ripples of amusement waft to him through her touch. “Come on, there isn’t much time left.”
 
   Myra took Twist to the deck above by an elegant, wide, red-carpeted stairway that curled up through the center of the ship. The crowds out on the large, open deck were dense and excited. Twist pulled closer to Myra out of habit, trying to watch for sudden movements in the crowd. Once again, the space where Jonas should have been was hard to ignore.
 
   “Over here!” Arabel’s voice called from the railing.
 
   Twist and Myra hurried to meet her. Twist clung to the smooth, steel railing, pulling as far out of the crowd as he could. To his relief, Myra hung close to him, standing at his back to peer out at the city beyond over his shoulder. It was only then that Twist actually noticed what he was looking at.
 
   Sooty, dim, gray London stretched out to the horizon, cut down the middle by the winding, murky Thames. The rain drizzled down around the balloon above them, falling in a sheet of larger drops just beyond the open deck. There were people on the docks below: waving, smiling, blowing kisses, and yelling good-byes. While many of the others on the deck with them waved back to the loved ones they were leaving behind, Twist and his companions only watched. There was no one in the crowd for them.
 
   Twist felt relieved when the ship threw off her moorings and began to climb up into the dusty clouds. The weight of the ship kept it very steady even as it met the wind, but the unmistakable sense of rising sent a spark of freedom flashing through Twist’s heart. In moments, the clouds crashed down on the open deck, bathing everyone in thick, chilly fog. Just as quickly, the sky broke into pure, vibrant blue above the sea of blinding-white clouds. The sun blazed in the perfect sky, the sunlight shone warm in the frigid chill of the thin, high atmosphere. The Aeolus popped out of the mist and seemed to settle on the smooth cloud tops—the bow cutting the clouds like a wake—and sailed on quickly towards the north.
 
   “Oh it’s so nice to see the sun again!” Myra said, clapping her metal hands. Twist smiled at her, but her expression changed quickly. “Oh, I mean, not that there was anything wrong with the weather in London,” she said very quickly.
 
   Arabel laughed. “Are you being serious?” she asked, aghast.
 
   “I like London,” Myra said sternly.
 
   “It’s all right,” Twist said on the edge of a laugh. “I’m not feeling all that patriotic about the place at the moment.”
 
   “Really?” Myra asked earnestly.
 
   “I like it much better up here,” he said, watching the sun glint off her copper skin.
 
   “Well,” Arabel said, watching as the crowd thinned out behind them, “looks like it’s time for the first buffet.”
 
   “Oh, I wonder what they’ll serve,” Myra said excitedly as they followed after the crowd. “I hope they have rabbit. Twist likes rabbit,” she said quickly to Arabel.
 
   “Right, because you don’t…” Arabel began, looking at Myra hesitantly. “Do you eat?”
 
   “Not anymore,” Myra answered with a sigh. “No stomach,” she added in a whisper.
 
   “Myra just likes to feed me,” Twist offered.
 
   Myra nodded quickly.
 
   Arabel shook her head. “I just hope there’s trifle.”
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   The dining room was one of the most staggeringly beautiful rooms Twist had ever seen. The vaulted ceiling stood high above on columns of pale marble, and crystal and silver chandeliers hung like glittering clouds. Large, round tables were set out on the wide floor, with at least ten chairs placed around each one to encourage the travelers to meet each other. Mountains of perfectly arranged and delicious looking food filled the long tables in the center of the room. As Twist glanced over the offerings, he realized quickly that there was enough variety to suit every possible taste. Myra and Arabel sent him to find an empty table while they dove into the fray of excited diners, armed with empty plates.
 
   Just as he’d imagined, all of the food that Myra had happily gathered for him was exquisite. After the seemingly endless sea of passengers had fairly well devoured the buffet, Twist and his companions decided to take a stroll on the promenade deck, which ringed the ship continuously on the third level. After the noise and commotion of the crowded dining hall, Twist was eager to get into the open air.
 
   He was, however, quite disappointed to discover that the rest of the passengers seemed to have had the same idea. It wasn’t long before the deck was swarming with people. Twist pulled his arms close to himself and kept most of his attention on not bumping into any of the moving bodies around him. Myra, seeing the problem quickly, wrapped one copper arm around his back, trying to shield him as best she could from the crowd.
 
   “Perhaps we should go back inside,” she said to Arabel.
 
   “Oh, excuse me,” said a gentleman in a gray suit after he’d walked into Arabel by accident.
 
   “Yes, now would be good,” Twist muttered, searching for the nearest door through the constantly moving bodies.
 
   “Over here,” Arabel said to Myra as she hurried through a sudden clearing.
 
   The three of them rushed through a doorway and into a narrow hallway of rich cherrywood. Continuing on, they found a large set of gilded double doors slightly ajar. Arabel pushed the doors open to reveal a huge, empty room. The ceiling rose beyond the third deck and into the second, where a set of five enormous crystal chandeliers filled the empty air. A large square of highly polished wood in the center of the floor was surrounded by pillars of the same dark cherrywood as the walls.
 
   “I know what this place is,” Myra said with a wide smile as she let her hands fall away from Twist and hurried into the center of the open floor. “It’s a ballroom! I love ballrooms.”
 
   “It’s so quiet in here,” Twist said softly. His voice echoed slightly off the wood.
 
   “Come, Twist, dance with me!” Myra said, beckoning him closer.
 
   “There’s no music, my dear,” he said, forcing some lightness into his voice in the wake of the stress he’d found outside.
 
   “Oh, who needs music?” Myra said flippantly.
 
   Arabel laughed to herself. “It’s too bad we don’t have one of those new portable music players they make in Austria,” she said wistfully. The image of Jonas listening to his music player—lying on his back in the sunlight, his eyes open to the sky—flashed instantly to Twist’s mind. “They’re lovely,” Arabel went on. “I knew someone who had one, once.” Her smile darkened slightly as she frowned. “Who was that?”
 
   “It was Jonas,” Twist said. “He has one. He loves music.” As he spoke, he felt his excitement rise. If she could catch even the slightest memory of Jonas, then maybe she could regain all of her lost memories.
 
   Arabel’s eyes chilled with disappointment when she looked at Twist. Myra took Twist’s hand and drew his attention, while her unease crept into his Sight despite the smile on her face.
 
   “I’ve never asked you, Twist,” Myra said brightly. “What kind of music do you like?”
 
   “Wait a minute,” Twist said, looking back to Arabel. “Try to remember, Arabel. Who had that music player? What did he look like? Can you remember seeing him?”
 
   “It wasn’t my brother,” she said, her face utterly devoid of mirth now.
 
   An electric jolt of excitement streaked through Twist’s thoughts like a gunshot. “Your brother? How can you be sure it wasn’t your brother?”
 
   “Because I don’t have one,” Arabel said tightly.
 
   Twist’s delicate hopes crashed on the wooden floor at his feet with a ringing silence. He hardly noticed as Myra hissed disapproving words at Arabel. He took his hand back from her and turned away, taking steady breaths to calm himself. While he heard Arabel snap at Myra and Myra’s voice rise defensively, he was too distracted to listen to their words.
 
   Twist’s emotions refused to settle down, which began to worry him. He tried closing his eyes, tried to empty his chaotic thoughts, but his disappointment, frustration, and fear grew like a wildfire in his mind. His thoughts wouldn’t leave Jonas for an instant. He had been through so much since they had met. Every single time Twist had struggled against his own fear, Jonas had been there to help him. Even when Twist had been taken away to Big Ben, the lingering ghost of Jonas’s touch on Twist’s pocket watch had helped to calm him. Twist now wondered if he’d lost the ability to calm himself at all.
 
   He pulled his watch out of his pocket and opened the face. He felt the tiny clockwork tick calmly in his fingers, rippling up into his Sight. Watching the hands tick closer to the next hour, Twist realized distantly that it was still set to London time. They would be crossing into a new time zone once they got past the North Pole. Twist’s eyes moved to the tiny knob on the top of the watch—the winding mechanism that was also used to set the time. As was now the norm between them, Jonas had set Twist's watch last, when they had landed in London.
 
   His mind cleared so suddenly that it stole a breath from him. Twist never set his own watch. He had kept the watch on his person for as long as he could remember, but in his entire life, he had never used it to keep time. He’d never needed to. He’d never cared. His watch had never read the correct time until Jonas had set it for him, way back in Paris. The simple fact that it was now clearly reading the time in London was unshakable proof that Jonas wasn’t a figment of Twist’s imagination. No matter how far away he was, he was real.
 
   “Well, do you remember him?” Arabel was asking, her voice razor sharp.
 
   “It’s not my fault if I don’t,” Myra snapped back, just as angry. Twist turned to find them facing each other with stern expressions.
 
   “You’re not helping Twist by buying into this fantasy,” Arabel said darkly. “You’re only making him worse!”
 
   “It’s my job to care for him, not yours!”
 
   “Oh, so I’m not allowed to care about him at all?”
 
   “If you can’t believe in him, then he doesn’t need you.”
 
   “You don’t understand anything, Myra. Even after all these years, you’re still just a little girl! Can’t you see that he’s lost his mind?”
 
   “Oh!” Myra screamed in rage, clenching her fists. “How dare you! Take that back!” A gust of cold air prowled through the room like a predator.
 
   “Please! Calm down, both of you!” Twist gasped, moving closer.
 
   “Shut up!” Arabel snapped at him.
 
   “Don’t tell my Twist to shut up!”
 
   Twist’s breath billowed out of his mouth as a silver cloud.
 
   “Myra, dear,” Twist said as gently as he could, reaching for her. The instant his fingers brushed her metal skin, his Sight burned with her rage, and he drew his hand back with a hiss of pain that neither of them seemed to notice.
 
   “I’ll say whatever I want, thank you very much,” Arabel hissed.
 
   “You’re a beast of a woman!” Myra snapped back. “I hate you!”
 
   Twist heard the chandeliers above ring lightly as if shaken by an unseen hand.
 
   “Oh yes, very mature,” Arabel sneered.
 
   Twist stared at them both in fright while Myra seethed. The thought of getting close enough to touch either one of them, of what those molten emotions could do to his already-wounded Sight, made him take a step away. Myra’s anger had always given her spirit more ghostly abilities, and it was only a matter of time before things might begin to turn violent. Just being near them was almost too much to bear. As Myra began another verbal assault and Arabel readied her defense and counterattack, Twist turned and walked back through the door they had come in. He heard them continue to argue as he moved farther down the hallway, neither one aware that he’d left.
 
   Outside on the promenade deck, the crowds had thinned. Many people were now lounging in the deck chairs, sipping cocktails and coffees. Twist passed by, his mind a jumbled mess of emotions and thoughts that didn’t fit together in any reasonable way. As his steps quickened, desperate to find peace somewhere else, he eventually found himself at the bow of the ship. His hurried thoughts slammed into silence as he stopped walking. There was no one else on this part of the deck. The balloon above cast a cool shadow over one side of the ship, but offered no protection here.
 
   He felt the sunlight beat on his back and the sharp chill of the air off the bow sting at his face. He took off his jacket, leaving it resting on the railing before him, and loosened the buttons at the collar of his shirt, letting the cold air pour over his skin. The wind tossed his black curls about and tugged at the edges of his shirt. He closed his eyes and leaned heavily on the steel railing. As he took a slow, deep breath, he opened his still-aching Sight gently to the indistinct blur of the wind itself: wild, free, emotionless, and empty.
 
   His Sight complained against the chill force of the wind, but the pain wasn’t too strong to have to push away. He held still and willed his emotions to quiet with the full strength of his soul. It was a very long moment before he opened his eyes again. When he did, he saw a glistening, dark-blue sea stretching out below the giant, fluffy, scattered white clouds. He imagined they must be well north of Scotland by now. Soon, the sun would fall below the horizon and leave them in darkness for whole days as they passed over the pole. Twist savored the heat on his back, knowing it wouldn’t last much longer.
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   When Myra and Arabel found Twist again, what felt like hours later, they both wore sheepish expressions. Neither spoke of their fight in the empty ballroom, but they were both distinctly kind to Twist for the rest of the day. He didn’t speak of it either, hoping instead that they might be able to truly forgive and forget. When he took Myra’s hand and found shame wandering at the edges of her softer emotions, he would have given anything to erase the feeling from her heart. Slowly, as he diligently repaid her kindness, it faded away on its own.
 
   Days passed on the cruise liner while the sun struggled to rise in the sky. Every day grew steadily shorter and dimmer, until it seemed that whole days were the perpetual golden color of sunrise and sunset. Myra was delighted by this phenomenon and insisted on daily strolls out on the promenade deck. The constant crowds, however, were anything but delightful to Twist.
 
   He distracted himself with Myra as much as he could. Making her smile or laugh always brought light back into his world, no matter how dark the sky grew around them. Even as he tried to ignore it, his resistance to the crowds was straining. After a while, he began to feel flashes of fear every time he had to enter the teeming dining hall.
 
   “Are you coming?” Myra asked, walking through the door of Twist’s cabin. Arabel stood waiting in the hallway, but Twist was sitting on the end of his bed, his arms crossed.
 
   “No,” he answered, not looking at Myra.
 
   “But it’s lunch time,” she said innocently.
 
   “I just ate two hours ago!” Twist said, throwing his hands in the air. “All I’ve done since we got on this blasted ship is wade through thick crowds of people and eat. I can’t take it anymore. I’m not going.”
 
   Myra stared at him for a moment. “You’ll get hungry if you don’t eat lunch,” she said experimentally.
 
   “I doubt it,” he said darkly. “I’ve already eaten enough for a lifetime. And that was just this morning. Besides, there will be another bloody meal in another few hours.”
 
   “That’s only afternoon tea,” Myra pointed out.
 
   “With enough finger sandwiches and crumpets and scones and jam and beans on toast and pigs in blankets to feed a Roman legion for a month,” Twist answered instantly.
 
   “Myra, just leave him,” Arabel said. “You know what he’s like when he’s cross. You can feed me, if you like.” Twist and Myra both gave her a suspicious look. “Well, whatever,” Arabel said, shaking her head. “I’ll meet you there, if you come,” she said to Twist before she moved to leave.
 
   Myra looked to Twist with a slight pout on her metal lips.
 
   “It’s been three days, and I still have four more to endure,” he said as gently as he could without losing his firm tone. “I simply need a break. I usually adore monotony, in general. But this is too much.”
 
   “So, you’re just going to sit here?”
 
   “Yes. It’s empty. I’m going sit right here and wait for the rest of the passengers to go to the buffet, while I catch a moment’s peace.”
 
   Myra gave a sigh.
 
   “I’m sorry, my dear,” Twist said, getting to his feet to lay his hands on her still-crossed arms. “There are just too many people. I’ll go and eat with you again later, but right now I simply need a rest. This trip is very tiring without Jonas. He always keeps me steady.”
 
   “Right,” Myra said softly, nodding. “I just wish that I knew how to steady you.”
 
   Her words stung him so quickly that he flinched against the sensation. “You help immensely,” Twist said. “You make me so very happy.” She looked up to him hopefully. “I just need a little silence right now, that’s all,” he added. She nodded, looking down again. “There’s no reason to be sad,” Twist said, lifting her chin with a gentle finger. “And no reason for you not to have a good time. You should go with Arabel.”
 
   “And do what?” Myra asked, frowning. “I can’t eat anything.”
 
   “You can tell her all about how much I’m annoying you,” Twist said with a smile. “I know she’d like to talk about how troublesome I can be. I’m sure you two will both have a nice time.”
 
   “Maybe…” Myra said, smiling softly. “Well,” she said on a heavy breath, “I suppose, if you change your mind, you know where we’ll be.”
 
   “Thank you, my love,” Twist said, smiling with relief. Myra sighed and shook her head, but her smile didn’t fade as she left him.
 
   True to his word, Twist waited until he could no longer hear people walking by out in the hall. But then he grew swiftly restless. He crept out of his cabin and turned to walk toward the back of the ship. The silence of the empty hallways, lined with innumerable doors on both sides, did little to quiet the uneasy tremors in his nerves that never seemed to stop.
 
   He hadn’t had another dream about Jonas since the first, no matter how he’d tried to find the buzz in his neck again. Every time he thought of reaching for the sensation, fear now kept him from pushing hard enough to make it hurt. And once the sun was gone, there would be one less comfort on this ship for him.
 
   He didn’t notice that he’d run out of hallway until he came to a door at the very back of the ship. The door was clearly printed with the words “Crew only—do not enter” in four different languages, but it was propped slightly ajar with a metal toolbox. A quick glance around the intersection proved that he was totally alone. As he stared at the door, a new sound came to him in the silence of the empty hallway and nearby rooms. Deep, growling, pumping. Metal and fire. The door led straight into part of the engine room.
 
   Curiosity brought Twist’s eyes to the gap by the slightly open door. There didn’t seem to be anyone on the other side, but the scent of coal, oil, and hot metal wafted to him alluringly. If he could lay a hand on some part of the machine, the sheer power of it might just clear the unease from his mind. Steam engines usually had a temper, but they were never confused and never lost. Twist gently pulled the door open just a little more and slipped inside.
 
   There were no workers around him, but he felt anything but alone. He was surrounded on all sides by pipes, gears, gauges, bellows, and tools strewn about as if forgotten. He could hear the low, deep growl of the boilers farther ahead, and could see thin metal walkways that meandered between the larger pieces of the machine and climbed up above pistons and a labyrinth of thick pipes. Twist had seen engine rooms before, but never anything this massive or complex.
 
   He stepped gingerly up a short flight of steps, careful not to let his feet make too much noise, and started along a metal walkway that led farther inside. He reached out as he walked, letting his fingertips fall lightly over the edges of the machine. Confidence and strength glistened at the edges of his mind, promising far more within. The walkway split, one way leading up another, higher set of stairs, and another leading down. Hot, coal-soaked air wafted up from below. A quick glance showed a deep trough of furnaces—four on each side of a valley of thick metal—manned by quite-large, black-stained men. Twist crept silently up to higher ground to hide himself in the rafters of the machine.
 
   Only a few more steps on, past some steam-venting valves, brought him to the very stern of the ship. To his surprise, vast, tall, sheets of clear glass filled his vision. An arc of metal walkway hung at the edge of the glass, stretching from one side of the ship to the other. Beyond the glass, the constant sunset on the edge of the Arctic Circle gilded the sky, while the giant propellers that drove the ship spun just below the edge of the glass. Twist walked up to the windows and pressed his hands against the cool glass, looking down on endless ice fields that were just beginning to reach out beneath the ship. The end of the engines hung in space before him as well, maybe fifty feet below, glinting in the golden light.
 
   The height of the view caught up with him suddenly, and Twist brought his vision up quickly, staring out over the top of the Atlantic Ocean instead. Even though it was midday, the stars were beginning to glint in the rusty sky. By tomorrow, no one on this ship would see the sun again until it crossed the pole and began its descent down toward Japan. For a moment, Twist wondered if Jonas could see the sun right now from his impossible bubble of glass, hanging out there in those stars.
 
   The sound of a voice drifted to Twist through the constant rumble and noise of the engine. He looked quickly for the source, fully aware that he had wandered totally out into the open and now had nowhere to hide. A young man was standing at the glass window, very far away to his right, in the shadows. The boy was speaking quietly, his voice only reaching Twist indistinctly in the tiny pauses between engine growls. Even from this distance, Twist could see that his clothes looked far too fashionable and clean for him to be an engineer.
 
   The boy turned in midsentence and stopped instantly, his gaze falling on Twist. There was something in his hand that gave off a bright, blue light—connected to a long, thin chain that hung around his neck—that illuminated his face. It was only in the strange blue light that Twist realized that it wasn’t a boy, but Skye. She stopped instantly, staring back at Twist, muttered one last thing, and then snapped the glowing thing closed like a locket and let it fall to hang around her neck by the chain. A few quick steps brought her somewhat closer.
 
   “This way!” she yelled, somehow whispering at the same time, and waving Twist closer. She was glancing down into the engine below nervously.
 
   Twist followed her glance and saw people walking around below in the rest of the engine room. A shiver of fright ran up his spine. If they simply looked up…he hurried to join her at the other end of the walkway and found that a series of large pipes obscured this section of the windows from below.
 
   “What are you doing in here?” he asked her quietly as he reached the shadows.
 
   “What are you doing in here?” she shot back instantly, her hand on her hip.
 
   Now that he could see her properly, Twist couldn’t understand how he’d ever mistaken her for a boy. The tight, chocolate-brown trousers she wore clung to her form pleasantly, as did the tall, black boots with heels high enough to give her a clear two inches of extra height and making her now just a bit taller than him. The loose, white men’s shirt was only buttoned over her middle—leaving the warm, sun-browned skin at her throat open to the air—and hung like a skirt past her hips, under the bright-red waistcoat that wrapped her middle like a flat bodice. The small, circular brass locket hung low, over her heart.
 
   “What is that?” Twist asked, nodding to the locket.
 
   She put on a surprised expression. “Oh, I’m sorry? What ever do you mean?” she asked, innocent as an alley cat.
 
   “Fine, have your secrets,” Twist said back, narrowing his eyes at her. Unexpectedly, she laughed—a soft, bubbling sound—her eyes glittering in the low light.
 
   “Would you feel better if I told you it’s a super special spy gadget?” she asked him playfully.
 
   “Perhaps,” he toned, slowly picking her words apart in his head until he found sense hiding among them. “Is it?”
 
   “Kind of,” she answered, nodding with a thoughtful expression. “Oh! I want to try something,” she said suddenly. She then smiled at him and held out her hand. “Here, take my hand.”
 
   Twist’s heartbeat sped up sharply, and he edged away from her a step. “No, thank you,” he muttered softly, holding his own hands behind his back.
 
   Skye’s fine, reddish eyebrow rose suspiciously, and she examined her own hand before looking back to him questioningly. “You didn’t shake my hand when we met, either.”
 
   “I don’t touch people,” he said. “Believe me, it’s nothing personal.”
 
   “I see…” she said, still suspicious. “So that’s why you’re hanging about in the engine room. Don’t like crowds, do you?”
 
   “Something like that,” Twist said, quickly translating her flippant American phrases into proper English in his head.
 
   “Boy, do I know that feeling,” Skye said with a sigh, turning to hold the thin railing at the window with both hands as she looked out at the view. “Is it just me, or does it seem like all we ever do on this stinking ship is eat?”
 
   “I don’t think I’ll ever have to eat again.”
 
   “I know, right?” she said, flashing him a smile. “I mean, look. I’m getting fat!” she added, patting her stomach.
 
   “If you say so,” Twist said, unable to find anything amiss with her slender waist. Her form reminded him quite a lot of Myra’s. “I don’t see a problem,” he said lightly.
 
   “Oh, I like you,” Skye said, smiling widely to him with a dangerous and enticing fire in her eyes. Twist felt his face flush with a subtle heat, and she laughed softly at him as he turned quickly away. “So why are we really off to Australia, Twist?” she asked, looking away again, to his relief.
 
   “Oh, I’m…” He paused, remembering how mad his story sounded. “I’m looking for someone,” he said instead.
 
   “A boy named Storm, right?” she asked. “I read the brief. But it didn’t say why. What’s up? Who is this kid?” she asked curiously.
 
   “An old friend,” Twist offered, realizing that “a little boy who saw other people’s dreams” wasn’t the most normal of things. Neither was a man who no one else in the world had heard of, who was now possibly on his way to Jupiter. Even if Skye was a Rook, and therefore likely accustomed to strange things, Twist was acutely aware that these were very strange things indeed.
 
   “Fine, have your secrets,” she said, dropping her voice and narrowing her eyes. It took Twist a moment of confusion to realize that she was playfully mocking him.
 
   “What brought you into the service of the Rooks?” Twist asked, anxious to get the conversation away from the strangeness of his life.
 
   “Oh, boy…” Skye said with a wide smile. “That’s a long story. Have you got a year?” Twist paused, unsure if he was supposed to respond, but Skye gave a sigh. “The quick version is that I stole something from Aden. He was so impressed he offered me a job.”
 
   “I see…” Twist silently wondered if Aden ever turned a profit. “What did you steal? If you don’t mind my asking.”
 
   “A Bengal tiger cub,” she said easily.
 
   Twist stared at her in shock. Skye laughed again.
 
   “Told you it was a long story,” she said with a clever grin. “Would it help if I told you that I grew up in a circus?”
 
   “Actually, yes,” Twist said as evenly as he could. “I think this is the one situation where that information would ease my confusion.”
 
   “I get the feeling I’m confusing you a hell of a lot,” Skye said sheepishly. “Sorry, sugar, I’m not trying to, you know.”
 
   Twist took a thoughtful breath. He needed to say something now, if they were going to have anything close to a proper conversation.
 
   “Don’t take this the wrong way,” he said, leaning closer as if to impart a secret, “but on top of the bizarre things that you have a tendency to say, I’m afraid that you talk like an American, my dear. I feel I need a phrase book.”
 
   A thoroughly delighted laugh bubbled out of her, blooming like a flower. “You’re the funniest little guy, ever!” she declared at the end of it. “I’m so glad Aden gave me your case. I’m gonna hav’ta spend more time with you on this trip!”
 
   “Who’s up there?” yelled a gruff voice from below.
 
   “Crap!” Skye yelped. “Let’s beat it!”
 
   Twist stared at her, unable to make heads or tails of any of her words.
 
   “We should run away now,” she said slowly, with appropriate hand gestures.
 
   “Hey!” yelled the gruff voice again, this time revealing its owner as one of the coal-blackened crew as he climbed up onto the walkway. “You’re not allowed in here!”
 
   Skye reached out to grab Twist’s hand. Twist’s heart leaped into his throat to see her hand so close to his, jolting him into motion before she could touch him. He rushed for the stairs as Skye followed close behind. As the worker hurried after them, Skye bolted ahead and took the lead. It was all Twist could do just to keep up with her as she bounded down a set of stairs and along another thin walkway, back toward the entry door. She laughed to herself gleefully as the worker, following at a run, yelled for them to stop.
 
   In moments, they were back at the slightly open door. She burst through, Twist still with her, and they ran down the hallway, rushing out onto the somewhat busy promenade deck. Twist’s chest burned from the effort of running so hard, causing him to pause just outside the door. He leaned back against the wall near the door while Skye stood still beside him and scanned the light crowd on the deck with keen eyes.
 
   “Excuse me,” Skye said to someone else.
 
   She suddenly wrapped a bright-yellow scarf around Twist’s neck, while a hat he didn’t own appeared on his head. When he looked up, there was a dashing, silk top hat now on Skye’s head. She took a tight grip of the scarf around his neck and pulled him into the crowd.
 
   “Wait, what—?” was all Twist managed to say before he found himself surrounded by people yet again.
 
   “Shut it, and blend,” Skye whispered to him, now walking calmly beside him and away from the doorway.
 
   “What?” Twist demanded. “Shut what? Blend what with what?”
 
   “They are looking for us,” she said to him, speaking tightly and enunciating slowly. “Shut your mouth and try to blend into the crowd.”
 
   “Ah,” Twist toned, fighting the urge to look back. “Thank you for translating.”
 
   “You got it, sugar,” she said, smiling again.
 
   Twist suppressed the urge to ask what it was that she thought he “got,” in favor of quietly wondering why every American young woman he met insisted on calling him “sugar.”
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   After managing to blend into the crowd well enough to evade capture, Skye and Twist came to a stop in their innocent-looking promenade around the open deck. Skye reached up to take the yellow scarf back from Twist’s neck—while he froze in fright—and then paused, looking at him in the ever-so-slowly failing light of the almost-constant sunset. Twist, feeling suddenly terribly awkward to be stared at, shifted on his feet.
 
   “I really don’t know what I was thinking,” Skye said, shaking her head. She reached up to snatch the hat off of his head. “You look horrible in a derby. Here, try this,” she said, quickly moving the stolen top hat from her head to his.
 
   “Will you stop that?” Twist shouted suddenly, watching her hands move far too close to him for what felt like the millionth time.
 
   “What?” Skye asked, her eyes innocent and reproachful, the bowler now on her head at a fetching angle.
 
   Twist took a moment to focus on getting his heart to slow down again. “Please, try not to touch me. I have a Sight. It’s…very distressing to be touched.” He took the top hat off as he spoke, grateful for any reason to glance away from her eyes.
 
   “Oh,” Skye said, her voice softer now. Twist looked back to her, expecting to find fear, pity, or even rebuke. To his shock, her expression was merely curious. “I’ve never heard of a Sight that the owner didn’t want to use.”
 
   “I’m…different,” Twist muttered uneasily. Even the kindest word still sounded like “freak” to his ears. Only Jonas could call him that.
 
   Skye smiled. “Buddy, you’ve got to own that.”
 
   Twist frowned and looked to the hat in his hands.
 
   “No, no,” Skye said through a laugh. “I mean, if you’re a freak and you know it, you have to be proud of it. You can’t let yourself feel ashamed of being outside the norm. I started my life as a circus clown. I know a thing or two about weirdness.”
 
   Twist could only stare back at her, while her words ignited a wholly new thought in his mind. Not once in his life had he ever considered his own strangeness as anything to be proud of. People had called him a freak all his life, either in words or simply in the way they looked at him. But Jonas had made the word into his own private, affectionate term for Twist. Perhaps he had been thinking along the same lines as Skye.
 
   “I thought you wanted to be alone,” a new voice said from beside them. Skye and Twist turned to see Arabel standing there with a suspicious chill to her face.
 
   “I went to the engine room…” Twist began, meaning to continue.
 
   “Love the boots!” Skye said suddenly, pointing to Arabel’s feet.
 
   “Thank you,” Arabel said, a smile appearing on her face. Skye smiled back at her brightly. “Skye, isn’t it?” Arabel asked. “I haven’t seen you in days. Where’ve you been hiding?”
 
   “Oh, you know,” Skye said lightly. “Rafters, closets, dustbins…here and there.” Arabel stared back at her, obviously unsure how to respond.
 
   “She was hiding in the engine room, too, when I found her,” Twist offered. Arabel nodded slowly. He leaned closer to Arabel and shielded his voice with a hand. “And on a side note, she’s only said about four things so far that I’ve totally understood.” A smile twitched onto Arabel’s face. Skye laughed.
 
   “Stuffy little limey,” she shot at him, as if fondly, though Twist struggled to figure out how something like that could be said fondly. “But you know,” she went on, looking to Arabel now, “my orders only mentioned Myra and Twist. I never caught your name.”
 
   “Arabel Davis,” she said, offering Skye a handshake. “I’m a treasure hunter.”
 
   “Exciting…” Skye said admiringly, shaking her hand. “Find anything really neat recently?”
 
   “I found Myra, actually,” Arabel said proudly. “My Sight lets me find anything.”
 
   “Nice!” Skye exclaimed, looking highly impressed. “I’ll bet that comes in handy. Do you ever lose your keys?”
 
   Arabel laughed and shook her head.
 
   “And what about you?” Arabel asked pleasantly. “I heard something about you being from a circus…”
 
   “Oh yeah. Great fun. I still remember all my Shakespeare.”
 
   “Shakespeare?” Twist asked.
 
   “Sure,” Skye said with a shrug. “I mean, yeah, these days clowns are mostly doing pratfalls and stupid stuff, but when I was a kid we used to recite literature between acts.”
 
   Twist listened carefully, picking her swift speech apart for meaning. “I see,” he said, finally. “I’ve never been to a circus.” The moment the words left his mouth, he feared that they might offend her.
 
   “Really? Why not?” Skye asked quickly, almost snapping.
 
   Twist looked at her in mild fright. “Oh, well…I just…” There was a flash of fire in her eyes, but it didn’t look exactly like anger to Twist.
 
   Skye leaned closer to him with narrowed eyes. “You got something against the circus, townie?” Something in her voice—something subtle and hidden—wasn’t threatening at all.
 
   “Nothing of the sort,” Twist said quickly as he took a step away and raised his hands defensively, trying to look frightened. “Please don’t hit me!” He turned his face away as well, to hide the smile on it.
 
   Skye brandished a fist at him, obviously struggling not to smile herself. “Watch it, sugar! I’ve got pies, and I know how to use them!” A snicker got away from Twist. He dropped his defense slightly to look at her.
 
   “Where are you hiding them?”
 
   Skye crossed her arms and took on a lofty pose. “A girl’s got to have her secrets.” Twist snickered again.
 
   “Are you…playing?” Arabel asked slowly.
 
   “Yeah,” Skye said flatly. “Why? He’s not the playing type or something?” Twist pulled himself back into a more normal position as she spoke, feeling rather pleased with his intuition.
 
   “So, where’s Myra?” he asked loudly, before Arabel could answer.
 
   “Oh, she was talking to someone,” Arabel said, glancing behind her. “I thought they were just behind me…”
 
   A quick search revealed Myra to be standing in the center of a circle of men, each of them staring at her in varying states of wonder and contemplation. Twist and the others quietly fitted into the edge of the loose circle.
 
   “Then it must be radio waves,” said one of the men.
 
   “No, I am the puppeteer,” Myra said with a gesture to herself. Her tone betrayed impatience. “No one else is controlling me.”
 
   “It has to be radio waves,” said another man. “There is no other feasible way to control the limbs and send the voice at the same time.” Myra gave a sigh and shook her head.
 
   “The sound could be sent by radio,” said yet another man, “but the limbs could be controlled separately by a complex use of magnetism.”
 
   “Twist, darling!” Myra said suddenly when she noticed his arrival, and moved closer to him. “Will you please explain to these silly engineers what I am?” she asked, gesturing to the crowd around her.
 
   “To be accurate, that would take a great deal of time,” Twist answered.
 
   “I thought you were that fairytale princess,” Skye said to Myra easily.
 
   “Yes, I am,” Myra gasped, nodding quickly.
 
   “Yeah, so you’re alive,” Skye said, glancing to the men who were now watching her with uncertain eyes. “She’s not a puppet. She’s a person.”
 
   “Exactly!” Myra said eagerly. “Thank you. Yes. I’m a person,” she added to the crowd.
 
   “Of course,” Twist said gently, taking her hand to give it a supportive squeeze. She smiled at him gratefully, while his Sight tingled with her vindication.
 
   “Are you the puppeteer, then?” one of the men asked Twist brightly. “It’s a fantastic illusion. How do you do it?” Myra shot him an icy glare as her emotions froze over, cold and sharp, in Twist’s Sight.
 
   “Magnets, right?” another added with a wink.
 
   “A magician never reveals his tricks,” Twist answered loftily. He saw Myra’s wounded expression, but reached out to put his arm around her shoulders as he turned her to leave. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, she needs to be wound up.”
 
   “I told you it could be springs!” one of the men said to the others triumphantly.
 
   Twist hurried his pace to get some distance from them. He felt dark, shifting, bitter waves in the emotions that poured into his Sight and stole a glance at Myra’s face to find a mask of pure disappointment.
 
   “Those men couldn’t believe the truth even when it was staring them in the face,” Twist said gently to her. “What else could I have said to them?” Her gaze fell to her feet. “It doesn’t matter what they believe, anyway,” he continued. “They’re not important.”
 
   “So really,” Skye said, hurrying to catch up to Myra and Twist, “I don’t want to be rude at all, but I just have to know. What exactly are you?”
 
   “Didn’t you just tell them?” Myra asked, her eyes wide with disappointment.
 
   “Oh yeah, I get it,” Skye said quickly. “I mean, it’s obvious you’re not just a puppet. I know the story and all, but still. What are you? Some kind of fairy?”
 
   “I’m not a fairy,” Myra said, her voice colored with a pout. “I’m a human being. Or, I was. I’m a spirit now.”
 
   “Like a ghost? For real?” Skye asked excitedly, looking at her in wonder.
 
   “No, I’m not a ghost,” Myra said instantly. “I never died. I’m just in a new body now.”
 
   “That’s incredible,” Skye said, her face warming into a wide smile.
 
   “Do you believe me?” Myra asked hesitantly.
 
   “Sure, why not?” Skye answered with a shrug. “I’m no stranger to the bizarre.”
 
   “I’m not bizarre!” Myra shot back quickly. Twist readied a remark to cease this discussion.
 
   “No, I guess you’re not,” Skye conceded with the edge of a laugh. “You two make a wonderful couple,” she added quickly to Twist before looking back to Myra. “Would you prefer to be called fantastic, extraordinary, wonderful, or just simply enchanting?”
 
   Pride bloomed in Myra’s emotions at these new adjectives, warming Twist’s skin as he still held her gently. “I’ll take enchanting, thank you,” she said with a smile.
 
   Skye laughed. “I swear, I’m so glad I got assigned to you. There ain’t gonna be a lick of boredom in my future, is there?”
 
   “What?” Twist asked her.
 
   “She thinks we are entertaining,” Myra said to him, softly.
 
   “Thank you, darling,” Twist said to her.
 
   Skye laughed to herself and shook her head. “God, I love my job…”
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   That night, the ship slipped beyond the edge of the Arctic Circle and dove into constant night. Most of the passengers watched the sky darken out on the open decks, but Twist had had quite enough of the crowds. He left Myra with Skye—now that the two seemed to have become fast friends—and returned to his cabin. Arabel also stayed outside. Twist sat in the silence of his empty cabin and savored the quite. But as the sky outside the porthole windows dimmed into pure black, a heavy fatigue fell over him. He lay down on his bed and closed his eyes, meaning to only rest for a moment.
 
   When he awoke again, untold moments later, the room had a staggering stillness to it. Outside, he heard no sounds at all. There were no lingering echoes of voices, nor any rhythm of feet in the distance. Glancing at the clock on the wall, he saw that it was closer to morning than midnight. The rest of the ship slept around him, soundless and still. This new, endless, and empty silence—so much deeper than anything that could survive in daylight—seemed to suffocate him and set his nerves on edge.
 
   Still fully dressed, Twist got quietly to his feet and crept out of the dark room—careful not to make a sound. The quiet hung so thickly in the air that he feared disturbing it. The bright, gaslit hallway offered little comfort. Twist walked along it slowly, feeling more singularly alone than he had in a very long time. He eventually came to the stairs that led up to the third deck and climbed them carefully, overly aware of every creak in the wood under his feet.
 
   Stepping out onto the promenade deck, into the now-constant night at the very top of the world, Twist shivered against the cold and pulled his jacket tighter around him. He had expected to see nothing but empty space above the ship—oily blackness shot through with silver stars—but up here in the Arctic Circle, the stars were not alone.
 
   Ghostly sheets of shifting, faintly glowing colors hung from space itself, wafting over the airship like willow branches in the wind, almost close enough to reach out and touch in the high atmosphere. The aurora spread out to fill the sky, washing the deck in gentle waves of light: blue, green, soft pink, and the deepest purple. As Twist stood at the railing, feeling the ship sway ever so slightly in the air under his feet, he let his troubled mind wander through the impossible image that filled his vision.
 
   In that silent moment, he realized that he’d seen every one of those colors before, in the illusion that his Sight put onto Jonas’s eyes. Looking up at the stars, Twist couldn’t help but wonder if Jonas was out there among them. With his powerful Sight, Jonas might actually be able to see him. Twist’s eyes searched the sky for any sign at all of the strange glass-and-metal ship, but he couldn’t find anything in the blackness behind the aurora lights. Not even the moon was out tonight.
 
   His eyes caught on a subtle movement in the sky: one tiny point of light seemed to be gliding slowly from left to right across the other stars. As he watched, a soft sensation wafted at the edges of his mind. It was so slight that at first Twist didn’t notice it at all. Then, slowly, a soft, pulsing vibration billowed into his mind, taking shape like a cloud of smoke above a flame. As he turned his attention to it but left his eyes on that moving star, Twist caught the feeling: a subtle warmth broke over him in a slow wave—spilling through his Sight to linger on the skin at the base of his neck—and the sudden and ravenous relief of even such a subtle connection threatened to swallow him whole. Somehow, in the deepest part of his heart, he simply knew that Jonas’s powerful eyes had found him.
 
   He kept his eyes open to that gliding star until they began to water in the dry, cold air. A chill breeze sent a shiver over his spine. The moment he blinked, Twist lost the star among all the others, and the feeling in his Sight vanished. When Twist tried to find it again, it was as evasive as a dream. He reached up to lay his palm on the base of his neck and pushed at his Sight. Instantly, the dull, aching pain behind his eyes flared brightly. He winced and took his hand away to steady himself at the railing.
 
   “Twist? What are you doing?”
 
   Twist jerked at the sound and spun to find Arabel standing behind him in the soft glow of the aurora. The world seemed to crash in on his private thoughts, shattering them to dust.
 
   “What?” he managed to ask her.
 
   “Are you using your Sight again?” Arabel asked. “Doesn’t it still hurt?”
 
   “No,” he muttered, looking away quickly. “It’s fine as long as I don’t pull too hard,” he said, dragging his composure back into place. “But it’s very late. Or early, rather. Shouldn’t you be asleep?”
 
   “Shouldn’t you?” she replied.
 
   Twist gave a quiet sigh as he turned back. He leaned heavily on the railing, his hands wrapped around the freezing steel. Somehow, it felt like an enormous effort just to stand. His eyes wandered into the stars again, desperate to find the one that felt like Jonas. He needed her to leave. Now.
 
   “Are you all right?” she asked, coming to his side.
 
   “I’m just…tired,” he said, finding no better explanation.
 
   “Why do you push yourself so hard?” she asked after a pause, her voice hollow and bitter. Twist looked to her to find something like disappointment in her eyes. “You’ve always been driven, but this whole thing about this friend of yours…” She shook her head disapprovingly. “You’re like a different person.”
 
   “Maybe I am,” he toned, thinking back over the last few days.
 
   “Myra is worried sick about you.”
 
   “I know.”
 
   “Well,” she said with a forced lightness, “she and I met someone at lunch. He’s a lovely man from Surrey. His wife wants to visit Sydney or something, so they’re taking this trip together.”
 
   “That’s nice,” Twist muttered, unsure why any of this was important.
 
   “But he’s a doctor in London now,” Arabel said gently. “And you know how Myra likes to talk about you. Well, he was very interested to hear about your”—Twist began to feel his stomach tighten—“I mean, what it is that you’re going through right now.”
 
   Twist looked to her sharply, apprehension clear in his cold eyes. “I don’t need a doctor.”
 
   “Oh, sure, sure,” Arabel said quickly. “No one’s saying that. But if you wanted to speak with him, maybe he could help—”
 
   “I don’t need help,” Twist said, surprised by how clearly his sudden anger rang in his own voice. “I’d appreciate it if you wouldn’t suggest that I do.”
 
   Arabel took a slow breath, staring at him thoughtfully. “What about Myra, then?” she asked coolly.
 
   “What about her?”
 
   “Would you have a conversation with this man if doing so could make Myra worry just a little less about you?”
 
   “I assure you, no psychiatrist from Surrey knows where Jonas has gone or how to get him back. No amount of talking to him is going to solve anything.”
 
   Arabel shook her head with a heavy sigh. “You realize, of course, that without you, Myra is alone. She has no family. She’s just been following you around the world all this time. Imagine her fear, seeing you like this.”
 
   A sudden flash of rage nearly brought Twist’s clenched fist into contact with Arabel’s face. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, willing his hands to stay at his sides.
 
   “Please, Twist, it’s only one little harmless conversation. Do it for Myra.”
 
   Twist pulled himself into a straight and dignified posture before he opened his eyes to the black horizon. “Even if I have lost my grip on reality, I’m no fool. Treating me like one only shows your own shortcomings.”
 
   He turned sharply and walked away from her before she could respond. He heard her calling for him, and her footsteps followed him for a moment. Twist hurried his pace until he got back inside his own cabin and had shut the door behind him. The moment he knew he was alone, the terrible fatigue washed over him again. He slid to the floor against his cabin door and lost himself in the deep shadows of the dark room.
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   Twist swirled the glowing amber brandy in his glass and watched it glint merrily in the bright gaslight. The gentlemen’s smoking lounge wasn’t Twist’s idea of a nice place to be—thick clouds of cigar smoke filled the air, mounted animal heads stared accusingly down from the dark oak walls, and the loud and boisterous declarations of the intoxicated men put Twist’s nerves on edge—but there was a man at the door who refused to let any of the women passengers enter. At the moment, avoiding Arabel was worth a few minor discomforts.
 
   “Hullo there,” a man said brightly as he peered around a potted plant at Twist. His face was ruddy and round under a very fashionably constrained blond haircut, and his accent sounded like expensive education to Twist’s ear. “I thought I was the only young man in this place!” he said with a wide smile. “Do you mind if I join you, old boy?” He gestured to the open leather chair that sat opposite Twist’s.
 
   Twist gave him a shrug and looked back to his brandy.
 
   “I’m Alistair Harding,” the man said, changing his cigar to his left hand as he reached out to offer a handshake. The diamond in his cufflink glinted in the light, and Twist guessed that his very sharp, dusty-blue suit probably cost nearly as much as the solid-gold watch chain that hung over his white waistcoat.
 
   “Twist,” he answered, tipping his top hat. He kept his hands to himself, and Alistair eventually withdrew his offered handshake.
 
   “Ah…” Alistair said knowingly, “‘Twist,’ you say…can I call you Oliver?” He smiled proudly at Twist, waiting expectantly.
 
   Twist offered him a halfhearted smile and then took a heavy draw on his brandy, cursing Dickens yet again. He could have named the pitiful little urchin anything…
 
   “I’m sorry,” Alistair said with a laugh. “I’m sure you hear that one a lot. So, what brings you to Australia, Ollie?”
 
   Twist looked back at Alistair before he answered. A rash and ill-advised idea occurred to Twist, but he considered it anyway. The other man seemed to have had a few drinks recently and was obviously in good humor. Why not? He had very little to lose. Twist looked back at his audience with a thin smile.
 
   “I’m on my way to Australia to meet a boy who has other people’s dreams, in the hope of acquiring some information on my best friend who has gone missing. Only, no one in the world—not even his own twin sister—can actually remember that my friend ever existed. I’m rather in a hurry to find him because I think that some very nasty monsters are holding him in a spaceship in Earth’s orbit right now, and that they plan to take him to Jupiter at any moment.”
 
   Alistair listened quietly, all of the mirth melting slowly from his ruddy features. He blinked a few times, as if trying to clear the image of Twist in his mind. “I’m sorry, what was that?” he asked, leaning closer.
 
   “Kangaroos,” Twist said. “I’m going to Australia to see kangaroos.”
 
   “Good man!” Alistair said brightly. “I’m looking forward to seeing some myself,” he added with a smile. “And that short stop off in Japan should prove entertaining as well. Frightfully fascinating culture, Japan has. Do you know that some of the men still walk around the cities armed with swords? I also hear that they eat loads of raw fish and always take their shoes off inside of houses.”
 
   “Fascinating,” Twist muttered, wondering how many drinks Alistair had actually had.
 
   “So what business are you in, Ollie?” he asked before taking a long draw on his cigar.
 
   “I was working in clock repair once, but I’m afraid I’ve become something of a vagrant rogue now. I live on my girlfriend’s money. She’s a dancer. Well, that and the pirate treasure we found in the Caribbean Sea. But most of my friends aren’t even human. One of them is a monkey who speaks better English than I do.”
 
    Alistair frowned at him, looking highly confused.
 
   “I’m an accountant,” Twist offered instead.
 
   “Right, of course!” Alistair said, looking relieved as he began to laugh. “I swear, Ollie, you should be on the stage. The things that come out of your mouth! And it’s all so dry, as well. You’re bloody brilliant, you are!”
 
   Twist smiled lightly and sipped at his brandy. Somehow, he was beginning to enjoy this bizarre conversation. Before Alistair could ask him anything else, another young man appeared beside Twist’s chair. When he looked up at the boy’s face, Twist was once again startled to find that it wasn’t a boy at all, but Skye. This time, however, there was a thin, ginger mustache on her lip. Twist stared at it in alarm.
 
   “There you are, Oliver!” she said in a voice that sounded deeper than her usual, but not at all unnatural. “Your lady friends have been looking for you.”
 
   “Lady friends?” Alistair asked sharply. “Ollie, old chap, what are you doing in here if you have lady friends to entertain?”
 
   “They think I’m as mad as a hatter and want me to see a doctor, so I’m avoiding them. They might be right, of course, and that’s most of the reason I don’t want to be examined.”
 
   Alistair laughed this time, and pointed at Twist accusingly. “You’ve got to watch out for this one, don’t you lad?” he said happily to Skye.
 
   “Oh, he’s a handful, I’ll tell ya,” Skye responded easily before looking back to Twist. Something in her bright blue eyes caught Twist’s attention, something serious hidden in her pleasant smile. She was worried, but hiding it from Alistair very well.
 
   Twist gave a sigh and finished his brandy before getting to his feet. “It was nice meeting you, Alistair,” he said as pleasantly as he could. “I’d much rather stay here and chat with you, but…” he trailed off, gesturing to Skye.
 
   “Oh I know,” Alistair said, smiling. “It’s bad for one’s health to keep a lady waiting. It was nice to meet you, too. I hope to see you again, if you can get away from your harem.”
 
   Twist was surprised to find a smile on his own face as he tipped his hat again and walked away with Skye. He had heard it said that talking about one’s problems could sometimes make one feel better about them, but he’d never actually tried it before. Apparently, it did work. Even though Alistair hadn’t believed a word of the truth that Twist had said, he had to admit that he felt somewhat lighter for having said it out loud.
 
   As Skye walked with him through the thick smoke and clustered leather chairs and oak tables, Twist suddenly realized that she had come into the lounge by herself. She was wearing a light-brown bowler hat with a small white feather tucked into the red ribbon, and was otherwise dressed as he’d seen her before, but she still looked like a woman to him—even with the mustache.
 
   “Skye, how did you get in here?” Twist asked as they neared the man at the front door.
 
   Skye smiled at him from the side. “Sometimes, it’s easier to be a boy in this world. I’ve got a lot of practice at it.” The man at the door opened it for them with a shallow bow. “Thanks, mac,” Skye said in her lower voice and with a sharp bob of her chin.
 
   “My pleasure, sir,” the man said. “Please come again.”
 
   “See?” Skye asked Twist brightly, back in her charming female voice, as they walked out into the long hallway. “Piece a cake.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “What?” she asked back.
 
   “Never mind,” Twist said, shaking his head. “So Arabel and Myra asked you to come get me, then, did they?”
 
   “Yep. Myra gets whiny when she doesn’t see you for a couple of hours.” As she spoke, Skye peeled the mustache off of her lip and put it away in a small case that she slipped into her pocket. Twist decided not to mention it.
 
   “Does she?” Twist asked curiously, returning his attention to her words. He couldn’t remember a single moment when Myra had seemed “whiny” at all to him.
 
   “Oh yeah,” Skye said as they continued to walk. “The girl’s nuts about you,” she added with the flash of a smile. “It’s really cute, if you ask me.”
 
   “Nuts about…” Twist muttered, trying to work out what the meaning of the phrase might possibly be.
 
   “She’s crazy about you,” Skye tried. Twist narrowed his eyes in thought. “You’re the apple of her eye. She thinks you’re the bee’s knees. Oh, for heaven’s sake!” Skye said, throwing her hands in the air. “Typical of a man not to understand a woman’s feelings.”
 
   “Are you trying to say that she fancies me?” Twist tried hesitantly.
 
   “Sure, that’s close enough,” Skye said with a flippant wave of her hand. “Whatever you call it. If she hasn’t seen you in a while, you’re all she wants to talk about.”
 
   Twist smiled lightly, savoring the idea of being so present in Myra’s mind. He had a strong suspicion, however, that Skye was exaggerating immensely.
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   After a while, Twist came to believe that Arabel would respect his wishes to not speak to any psychiatrists. He had categorically rejected the idea when she first mentioned it, and she had never brought the subject up again. Twist began to relax into a normal routine of eating, sleeping, and finding creative ways to waste his abundant time while the skies remained dark throughout the days.
 
   Twist let out a heavy sigh and closed the book in his hands. The image of Dr. Aronnax striding through Captain Nemo’s underwater forests, his eyes dazzled by the effect of sunlight on seawater at a depth of 150 feet, still played in Twist’s mind’s eye. Even though the story of 20,000 Leagues Under the Sea was fictitious, Twist had seen the same sights himself from a submersible in the Caribbean Sea. His own life had taken a distinct turn for the bizarre over recent months. Twist wondered if it wouldn’t be nice to talk with Jules Verne some day and trade adventures. Perhaps he should endeavor to learn French, just in case they happened upon each other.
 
   He placed the book on the small table beside his velvet armchair and looked around at the airship’s library. Towering shelves lined the walls, bearing books in English and Japanese, with a few in Russian as well. Most of the volumes seemed to be of light fiction, but some were of philosophy, science, and history. Comfortable armchairs, divans, and small tables sat in cozy groups around the open floor, in pools of warm gaslight now that the tall windows were forever black. Twist was rather surprised to be practically alone in the library, as there was little else on board with which to pass the time.
 
   Of course, there were dances almost every night, the long promenade decks to walk along, gaming clubs that were active throughout the day and night, and the endless parade of food, but very little that Twist considered acceptable. Not for the first time, Twist wished that Aden could have sent them off on a freight ship instead. He glanced over to a nearby collection of divans and armchairs when Myra let out yet another bubbling laugh.
 
   She had been sitting with Skye for nearly an hour, and had laughed or giggled through most of it. Skye seemed to have an endless supply of things to say that delighted Myra in one way or another. Since they had met again the day before, they had spent little time apart. Twist smiled to himself, silently relieved that Myra now had someone else to take up her ravenous attention. Before he’d disappeared, Jonas had always been there to take up some of her time.
 
   “Oh—oh!” Myra’s voice cut through the air, suddenly sharp.
 
   Twist looked up to find her already on her feet and running toward him with her hand outstretched. She came to him quickly and knelt beside his chair, holding up her hand to him with a pained expression on her face.
 
   “Fix it, fix it!” she said quickly, shaking her metal fingers. The tip of her dainty copper index finger was sitting at an unnatural angle and appeared to be stuck.
 
   “Here, let me see,” Twist said, taking her hand. She cringed, biting her metal lip, and let out a whimper. The moment Twist touched her hand, his Sight brimmed to illuminate the problem in detail. It only took him a moment to slip the joint back into place. “There, is that better?” he asked her with a smile.
 
   Myra took her hand back from him and curled her fingers back and forth, first slowly and then more quickly. Her face took on a glow of joy and relief, and she reached up to wrap her arms around his neck, pulling him down into an awkward hug.
 
   “You’re glorious!” she said brightly. “Thank you!”
 
   “Of course,” Twist answered, a smile on his face even as he struggled to regain a more dignified position. Her sudden glee at being fixed washed over him like a warm wave, while reporting at the same time that all else was well within her clockwork body.
 
   “Wow, so cute!” Skye said, now standing beside Myra and staring down at the two of them fondly. “You two are just the perfect couple.”
 
   “Are we?” Myra asked, looking up at her as a wave of sparkling delight washed over Twist’s Sight. He looked to Skye hesitantly.
 
   “Well, you’re the cutest, anyway,” Skye said. “She told me the other day that you could fix anything,” Skye said to Twist. “Of course, I reckoned it was mostly a prideful burst of boasting. But you just snapped that finger right, didn’t you? That was pretty fast, too.”
 
   “Yes, well…” Twist muttered, using the moment of Myra’s averted attention to pull himself back into a less awkward position.
 
   Myra smiled at him proudly. “I told you, Skye, just one touch and my Twist can see any damage or problem, in anything at all.” Twist glanced at Skye again, feeling somehow rather exposed. Skye looked back at him with thoughtful eyes.
 
   “No wonder you don’t like to touch people,” she added softly.
 
   A shock of recognition shot through Twist, and he felt suddenly, perfectly transparent under her gaze. No one else had ever figured him out that quickly. Not in his entire life of human interactions. No one, that is, except for one other person—and Jonas had had a Sight of his own to help him.
 
   “But it’s okay,” Myra said brightly, apparently not noticing Twist’s epiphany. “He can touch me without any pain, right?” she added with a smile to him.
 
   “Well, I know your clockwork,” Twist said simply. “I fixed you.”
 
   “Yes, you did,” Myra agreed, her smile deepening. She pulled him closer and pressed her metal lips to his cheek before she pulled away again. The warmth of her emotions made up for the chill of her lips, and Twist felt his own skin warm from a blush.
 
   “Oh my God,” Skye said, turning away and covering her face with her hands. “You just got cuter!” she accused through a giggle. “Cut it out!”
 
   “Oh stop it!” Myra said, batting at her. “You’re just jealous.”
 
   “Damn right I’m jealous,” Skye spat back at her instantly. “I want a cutie too!”
 
   “Wait, I’m not a ‘cutie’,” Twist said, his mind slamming into indignation.
 
   “Yes, you are,” Skye said certainly. Myra nodded at him solemnly.
 
   “What?” Twist asked, feeling as if his whole world were spinning suddenly out of control.
 
   “It’s all right,” Myra soothed, petting his arm. “There’s nothing wrong with being cute.”
 
   “But…but,” Twist sputtered, at a total loss of anything else to say for a few moments. “But I’m not. I don’t know how to be…likable.” Myra was visibly confused by this.
 
   “Honey,” Skye said gently, leaning down to him, “do you not notice the two beautiful women who are currently enjoying the hell out of teasing you? You’re plenty likable.”
 
   “Did she just call me ‘honey’?” Twist asked Myra sharply. Both she and Skye burst into twin laughs, instantly. “Oh, now what have I done?” Twist sighed as they struggled to catch their breath.
 
   “That was cute too,” Myra offered. Skye nodded in agreement, her breath catching on the tails of her laughter.
 
   Twist gave a sigh as his eyes glanced back to his book. Captain Nemo’s total rejection of humanity was starting to make a lot more sense. Life had certainly been much simpler for Twist when he didn’t have friends. Something of his thoughts must have shown on his face, because both Myra and Skye seemed to pause.
 
   “Oh, don’t be like that,” Skye said, tossing herself lazily into the armchair across from him. “Here, I know how to cheer you up,” she said brightly, leaning eagerly toward him. “You like stories, right?” She nodded to his book.
 
   “Oh yes!” Myra said, happily clapping her hands before Twist could respond. “That’s a wonderful idea.” Still kneeling beside Twist’s chair, she curled her legs more comfortably up under her, right at his feet, and leaned her shoulder against his knee as she looked to Skye. “She’s really very good,” she mentioned to Twist over her shoulder.
 
   “What’s happening now?” Twist asked.
 
   “I used to be a clown, remember?” Skye answered. “I know loads of verse and funny bits from novels. I always used to recite them between the daredevil acts. Now, let’s see…” She took a moment to think, while Twist wondered at what his life had become: a princess at his feet, a clown telling him stories, and his friend held prisoner in outer space.
 
   “Recite something funny,” Myra prompted brightly. “More of that wonderful story with the white rabbit and the angry queen and the cat that disappears. I love that one.”
 
   “Alice in Wonderland?” Twist asked.
 
   “All right, then,” Skye said with a nod. “Alice, it is.” She closed her eyes and sat in silent contemplation for a moment.
 
   “I’ve already read it,” Twist muttered.
 
   Myra turned to hush him for only an instant before she looked back to Skye with rapt expectation. Skye then looked at Twist with eyes the color of a noon sky and a light of daring adventure whispering at the edges of her wicked smile. Twist paused under that arresting gaze, suddenly as taut and aware as he had once been when staring down the barrel of a gun.
 
   “The sun was shining on the sea,” Skye said, her voice light on the surface, but smooth and strong in the depths of her tone, “shining with all his might. He did his very best to make the billows smooth and bright—And this was odd, because it was the middle of the night…”
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   Twist thanked Myra for buttering his dinner roll and then took a bite of it. He was quietly thankful that the food on the airship was of a delightful quality, albeit in immense quantities. As he turned his attention to the rest of his lunch, he heard Arabel’s voice in an indistinct but bright arabesque as she walked back to the table with a second plateful of roast beef and potatoes. Glancing up, Twist saw a short, round, and rather comical-looking man walking beside her.
 
   The man appeared to be middle aged, with graying black hair and with a silvery mustache beneath his small, brown eyes. When he smiled, Twist thought he looked quite a bit like a badger. To Twist’s surprise, the man seemed intent on joining them at the table. Arabel took her place with her second helping, while the little man sat down beside her with his own plate.
 
   “Oh hello,” he said to Twist in a soft, pleasant-sounding voice. “You must be Mr. Twist. I’ve heard a lot about you from your charming friends, here.” He gestured to Myra and Arabel as he spoke. Myra smiled at him sweetly. “I’m Bernard Tuttle.”
 
   Twist smiled to himself. Somehow, a name like “Tuttle” seemed to suit this badger-like man quite well.
 
   “Doctor Bernard Tuttle, you mean,” Myra said brightly.
 
   Twist’s fork dropped from his fingers with a clatter. He stared up at the man, with all of his quiet mirth forgotten. Arabel was now watching Twist carefully, while Myra seemed confused by the taut energy that now filled his chilly blue eyes.
 
   “Thank you, my dear,” Dr. Tuttle said nicely to Myra before turning his homely smile on Twist. “But you really don’t have to be so formal. I’m on vacation, after all. My wife is around here somewhere…” he added, looking to the throngs of people that surrounded the buffet tables. “Ah, there she is,” he said, waving.
 
   In a moment, Skye returned with a tall, thin woman with sandy-blond hair and a simple, peach-colored cotton dress. The woman sat beside her husband, while Skye retook her seat next to Twist with a plate full of chocolate cake and strawberries. The doctor introduced his wife to Twist as Meredith Tuttle. Twist gave her a cordial nod.
 
   “So, how are you, Mr. Twist?” the doctor asked pleasantly as he sliced his orange-glazed pork chop.
 
   “What is that supposed to mean?” Twist asked back sharply. Meredith and Myra looked to him, surprised, while Arabel appeared unhappy. The doctor responded with an innocent smile and a good-natured shrug.
 
   “I’m just making conversation,” he said brightly. “Your friends were telling me earlier that you don’t like crowds very much. This ship must be a bit of a challenge for you.”
 
   “I’m fine, thank you,” Twist said coldly, looking back to his lunch. “I’m perfectly fine.”
 
   The doctor gave a soft tone. “I’m sorry, but have I done something to offend you, sir?”
 
   Twist looked back at him but found nothing sinister in his meek expression. “No,” Twist said, taking a breath. “I’m sorry.”
 
   “Do you feel like you’re under some kind of attack?” the doctor asked gently.
 
   “Only from Arabel, but that’s nothing new.”
 
   Arabel opened her mouth to retort, but Dr. Tuttle held up a soft hand to quiet her. “How do you feel that Arabel is attacking you?”
 
   Twist shook his head. “She’s using you, sir,” he said tightly. “You don’t have to let her.”
 
   “How is she using me?”
 
   “You’re a psychiatrist, aren’t you?” Twist asked with an unkind smile.
 
   “Do you feel that you would like to talk to a psychiatrist?”
 
   Twist’s thoughts slammed into stillness as he stared back at the funny little badger of a man. If he answered that question directly, the subject of Jonas would have to come up very soon. The moment it did, Twist would be trapped. The doctor would surely believe Arabel, as her story made considerably more sense. All of the badger’s homely little charms were clearly a guise to hide his true nature.
 
   “No,” Twist said, picking up his fork again. As he looked down at his food, he realized that his appetite had vanished.
 
   “Well, you’re a lucky man, Mr. Twist,” the doctor said gently. “If it’s not too much for me to say, I think that your friends here seem to care about you very much. They told me that you feel you’ve lost someone recently. Would you like to talk about it?”
 
   “Aren’t you on vacation?” Twist asked, not looking up as he poked aimlessly at his food.
 
   “Yes, yes, I am,” the doctor said brightly. “But after hearing what your friends told me, I must admit it’s a very intriguing case.” Twist’s stomach turned unpleasantly at the thought. “If I were to actually treat you, I would of course have to speak with you privately and over a great deal of time. But I wonder if I could just ask you a few little questions out of professional curiosity.” Twist looked up to him and felt his own eyes grow as cold as the icy-black sky outside. “What was your friend’s name?” the doctor asked innocently. “John? Jeremy…?”
 
   “Jonas.” The moment the word left his lips, Twist felt a terrible sense of defeat.
 
   “Jonas, was it?” the doctor said, his polite tone like talons around Twist’s throat. “I’d just like to know, what kind of man is he. Is he strong or weak? Friendly or solitary? Funny or serious? Whatever you feel like sharing.”
 
   Twist looked back at the badger silently while thoughts of Jonas filled his mind.
 
   “I don’t mean to make you uncomfortable,” the doctor said sweetly. “I’m just curious, is all. Your friends couldn’t answer me, you see.”
 
   Because they don’t know him anymore, Twist thought with a heavy sigh.
 
   “He’s a sky pirate,” Twist said softly, his eyes on his unwanted food. “He’s strong, proud, resourceful, and brave. He’s quick to anger, but his heart is warmer than that of anyone I’ve ever known. He’d never like to hear me say it, but he’s infinitely kind.”
 
   “Well,” the doctor toned, a smile on his face. “That’s a very loving description for any man. You must think a great deal of him.” Twist shifted uncomfortably in his chair. Somehow, the wide walls and high ceiling seemed entirely too close. “And tell me, then, do you feel that you share some of those traits yourself?”
 
   Twist let out a derisive laugh. “Me? Goodness no. We are nothing alike.”
 
   “Really?” the doctor asked, sounding surprised. “So, then you could say that he encompasses everything that you feel you lack.”
 
   Twist looked back to the doctor and could almost see the trap of words closing around him. He felt his hands begin to shake—from fear, frustration or anger, he couldn’t tell—and clenched them tightly to keep them still.
 
   “Do you think, Mr. Twist,” the badger went on, “that is one reason you feel you need to find him so badly?”
 
   “Shut the hell up.” The words flew from Twist with a force that surprised him, even though his voice remained low and calm.
 
   “I’m sorry?” the badger asked, looking frightened. “Did I say something wrong?”
 
   “I didn’t invent him because I felt inadequate!” Twist hissed, startled by the speed at which his heart was racing. “I don’t need him to exist. He does exist! You know nothing of me, of what I’ve done, or who I am. You don’t know anything at all!” Twist didn’t remember standing up, but now that he was on his feet it seemed like a good idea. “You’re just a stupid, meddling, little fool. You should keep your bloody mouth shut and leave people alone!”
 
   Twist couldn’t keep his breath steady once the words stopped, and his heart was beating so hard that it felt impossible to keep it inside of his chest. He turned for the door before anyone at the table had a chance to gather any kind of response, and then he began to run.
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    Twist didn’t stop running until he’d reached the other end of the ship. No matter how hard he ran, his thoughts followed on his heels. When his legs and lungs finally gave out, when he finally stopped, it all came crashing down on him. He no longer had any choice but to surrender to the question that terrified him beyond reason.
 
   Had he somehow, honestly, lost his mind?
 
   If the only friend he’d ever had didn’t exist, if he’d just created him to soothe his own self-loathing, then maybe Myra wasn’t real either. Or if she did exist, maybe she didn’t love him. Maybe none of the things that he’d done since her rescue were real. None of those moments when he’d risen to a challenge, faced a fear and found himself brave, or found something beautiful where there should have only been pain, were ever real at all. He was no better than he’d ever been. He was still alone. He could still be at home in gray, cold, sooty London, gibbering to himself in the dark.
 
   A sound shook him from his thoughts, and Twist looked up to find himself curled up against a wall in a glass-enclosed viewing deck above the engine room. The room was empty and black save for the shifting, ghostly colors of the aurora that wafted through the windows. The gaslights were off, and the air was cold. More than just impaired by the darkness, his vision was blurry, and it took him a moment to realize that his eyes were full of unshed tears. Wiping them dry, he heard the sound again.
 
   It sounded remarkably like snuffling, and it didn’t strike him as a human sound. It was far too deep. The sound came again, from closer now. Twist strained to see in the darkness, and just managed to make out a shape in the aurora glow. He stared at the shadow, feeling hollow, numb, and recklessly far beyond confusion. It looked for all the world like a full-sized, living, breathing tiger was walking toward him in the darkness.
 
   The shape came closer still, moving slowly on its strong, big paws, and then stopped just within reach of him. From this close, Twist could see the animal’s full, furry face and long, glistening whiskers, and see the aurora colors dance in its large, dark eyes—just at his own eye level. It looked at him silently for a moment before it moved to sit, staring at him calmly. Twist could just make out the stripes on its coat, though the color was lost in the darkness.
 
   “I’m seeing a tiger now,” Twist muttered in a rough and hollow voice. “I’m completely mad,” he said, testing the words on his tongue. They tasted bitter and made him grimace.
 
   The tiger made a low, rumbling sound and bent its head down to nudge at Twist’s arm—where it curled around his knees—with its wide nose. The small touch rippled over his Sight—bright, colorful, wild, and strange—but his mind could make no sense of the information. He saw no vision, felt no emotion, and found no flaw. For an instant, he thought that something must have been wrong with his Sight again, but then he remembered that the tiger probably didn’t really exist. He finally just let out a sigh, dropping his head back onto his crossed arms.
 
   “There you are,” a voice said softly in the darkness. Twist looked up at the tiger suspiciously. It only stared back at him and blinked its deep, dark eyes.
 
   “It’s nothing personal,” Twist said to the tiger, “but you don’t exist. And I don’t care how crazy I may be, tigers certainly can’t talk. So please stop it.”
 
   “You’re not crazy, Twist,” the voice said again, though the tiger’s mouth never moved.
 
   The soft sound of footsteps on the carpeting—human ones, at that—came closer. In a moment, Skye appeared at the tiger’s side and knelt down beside it as she looked to Twist. In the darkness, Twist couldn’t see her face clearly, though her posture betrayed no obvious fear.
 
   “I’m sorry, but I have to disagree with you,” Twist said. “I think you’re sitting next to a tiger right now. I’m afraid I’ve quite lost it.”
 
   The breath of a laugh escaped Skye, and she reached up to pet the tiger’s furry head. The animal moved into the touch but continued to watch Twist nonetheless.
 
   “This is Kali,” Skye said. “She’s with me. And you’re really not crazy. You just have a very weird life. It’s not your fault if some hack from Surrey can’t understand you.”
 
   “You don’t know that,” Twist muttered softly. “You just met me. I could easily be just as mad as the hack thinks I am.”
 
   “I might have just met you, but I know enough,” Skye said gently. “I know Aden sent me to help you. I know that the boy we’re going to see—Storm, was it?—knows Jonas too. And I know that Arabel can really be an ass sometimes.” Twist let out the whisper of a thin laugh and nodded. “So,” Skye went on, “why don’t you to tell me about Jonas? There was nothing in the brief. What’s he like?”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Because,” Skye explained, “at the moment you’re anything but stable. I want to tell you to suck it up, but first I have to get you back on comfortable ground, and off this whole ‘I’m a loony’ kick.”
 
   Twist leaned his head back against the wall and took a heavy breath. Her sentiments seeped through her strange phrases to reach him in the darkened room. Unlike the badger, Skye was actually trying to help. Thoughts of Jonas returned to Twist, as comfortable as the scent of home on the threshold.
 
   “He’s my friend,” he said softly. “I’ve never had a friend before. I never thought I’d end up with one like him. The badger—I mean, the doctor—was right. He really is everything I’m not.”
 
   “Badger…” Skye repeated with a smile in her voice. “Cute. But from what you told Dr. Badger, Jonas sounds a lot like you, actually.”
 
   Twist looked to her shadowy form sharply. “Excuse me?”
 
   “You’ve got some real self-image issues, Twist. You said he was brave and resourceful, right? Well, you’re going to the other side of the world on a hunch, and you can figure out exactly where to hide from Arabel when she’s in a mood. As for proud, which I noticed you mentioned, you’re downright stuffy. And you are nothing but kind with Myra. Jonas sounds just like you. If you made him up because ‘you need him to exist,’ then you’re one hell of a narcissist.”
 
   The chaos of Twist’s thoughts seemed to fall to the floor like dust, leaving his mind suddenly clear. He stared at her in the darkness for a long, silent moment, unsure how to respond to such a glowing review, be it warranted or not. He was grateful to the dark for hiding him from her keen eyes. In the end, all he could find to respond to her with was a low, noncommittal tone.
 
   Skye’s voice sounded like a smile when she spoke again. “Here, let’s solve this once and for all. Do you have any proof that Jonas is actually alive, right now?”
 
   “Proof,” Twist said with a heavy sigh. “The only proof I have wouldn’t mean anything to you.” He reached for his pocket watch and held it in his hands. His fingers traced the edges expertly in the darkness. “I’ve had this pocket watch all my life, but I’ve never used it to tell the time. After a while, Jonas started to set it for me whenever we crossed a border. It’s still reading London time right now. That was the last time he set it.”
 
   Skye paused for a moment, absently petting the tiger’s neck. “And you never would have set it?”
 
   “I never have before.”
 
   “Then, there you go,” Skye said with certainty. “He has to be real. So suck it up, and let’s go save him.”
 
   Twist smiled at the strength of her resolve. “I’m just going to assume that ‘suck it up,’ means you want me to stop being silly.”
 
   “God, you’re stuffy,” Skye muttered, her shadowy form shaking its head. “Look, do you have any idea where Jonas could be?”
 
   “Oh, that’s the best part,” he said flatly. “I think he’s in outer space because I saw it in a dream. There was a man, when Jonas disappeared, who asked his name and then put a hand on his shoulder. The next moment, they were both gone. Then, in my dream, I saw the man again, only he turned into a monster and told Jonas that he wanted to take him to Jupiter.”
 
   “Jupiter?” Skye asked, sounding just as surprised as Twist had feared she might. “You mean, the planet Jupiter?”
 
   Twist gave a sigh and nodded. He didn’t particularly care if she could see him nod in the darkness or not. He was too concerned that he shouldn’t have mentioned Bob the dragon at all.
 
   “This man,” Skye went on, sounding serious now, “have you ever seen him before?”
 
   “Never,” Twist answered with a shake of his head.
 
   “What kind of monster did he turn into?” she asked, still sounding serious.
 
   Twist frowned thoughtfully at her shadowed form. “It was huge, covered in silver scales like a reptile or a fish, and smelled of sulfur. Why are you asking me this? You can’t believe me about that. It’s mad.”
 
   Skye took a deep, thoughtful breath, and then stood up. The tiger watched her movement, finally taking its eyes off of Twist. “Kali, come back,” Skye said, holding out a hand to the tiger.
 
   The animal got to its feet and then crouched as if ready to pounce. As it did, its fur took on a soft, smoldering glow in the darkness that filled its orange stripes with fire and all the white edges with sunlight. In a moment, the whole animal was alight with its own strange glow, filling the dark room with dazzling, sparkling light. Then it leaped up at Skye’s outstretched hand, and its form shifted into shimmering smoke, crawling quickly up her arm, under her clothes. For one last instant, the strange glow still emanated from Skye’s skin, running over her arm and shoulder before it settled to fill her back. Then, it died into darkness again.
 
   Twist stared at the afterimage in the darkness, at a total loss for any explanation for what he had just seen. Even if it was the product of madness, he had never even imagined a spectacle like that one before. Skye lit a match and turned the key on the wall gaslamp over Twist’s head, filling the room with a much more reasonable and rational sort of light. He stared at her face carefully as she knelt down beside him, but she looked nothing but calm.
 
   She half turned her back to him and tugged her shirt collar down to reveal the skin below the back of her neck. Twist saw the top edge of a colorful tattoo peek up over the edge of her shoulder. It looked like the paw of a tiger. His imagination easily completed the image. Her whole back must be filled with a vivid and brightly colored tattoo of an orange-and-black tiger with deep, brown eyes.
 
   “Kali is my familiar,” Skye said, turning around again to look at him. “When we’re separated, I can see what she sees and hear what she hears. But when I have to hide her, she clings to my skin. It’s not always easy to explain why I’m walking around with a Bengal tiger.”
 
   Twist stared at her, trying desperately to figure out how to respond to something like that. He’d seen many strange things in his life, but a tattoo that could climb off of someone’s skin and become a living beast was even more bizarre than the talking baboon. Suddenly, his dizzy mind caught a moment of clarity.
 
   “You stole a tiger from Aden!” he said, pointing at her. “You told me that. You meant…that one. You stole Kali.”
 
   “Has anyone ever told you that your problem-solving skills are remarkable?” Skye asked, looking at him in wonder. “Here you are, teetering on the edge of sanity, and you can still figure things out.”
 
   “It’s the only thing I’ve ever been good at,” he said, his eyes sliding away.
 
   “Well, good,” she said lightly. “Then let’s use it. Just for a moment, let’s assume that reality isn’t always what we think it is. What if you’re not crazy? What if this creature—shoot, let’s just call it by its name, a dragon—really did take Jonas away, and you and Storm are the only ones who even know that he’s gone? Sure, we all know the old stories. Dragons are bad news. But if they’re real and they can make the whole world forget about a person, then no one is safe.”
 
   “Wait, a dragon? Really?” Twist asked, incredulous.
 
   “Big, scaly, smells like sulfur. That’s a standard dragon.”
 
   “But they can’t be real. Surely, they can’t.”
 
   Skye gave him a sly smile. “I found you just now because I sent my tattoo out to follow your scent. Our lives are taking the crazy train. You might want to get back on board.”
 
   Twist shook his head and looked away from her.
 
   “Look, Twist, there are only two theories that cover what’s happened to Jonas. One is that you’re right. He was taken, he needs saving, and my people and I need to find out how something is managing to trick Aden’s Sight. The only other option is that you’re bonkers. And a mind reader. And a narcissist.”
 
   Twist shifted uncomfortably, his eyes sliding farther from her. Skye moved closer, leaning into his vision. Twist’s heart shuddered to see her so close to him. He could smell the lingering scent of sunlight on her warm skin and see the light flecks of silver in her bright-blue eyes.
 
   “You’re not nuts,” she said as if it were a solid enough truth to build an empire upon.
 
   “Yeah…” Twist shifted himself an inch away along the wall.
 
   “Okay, forget about the dragon,” she said, leaning back again. “Just look at that watch again. You tell me. Is Jonas real or not?”
 
   Twist did as he was told. He opened the watch to look down at the time. The watch still ticked off the time in London, oblivious to all the fear and confusion that Twist’s life had become. Memories wafted to Twist’s mind: the first time Jonas had asked to set the time, the terrible sense of loneliness Twist had felt when he had been taken by Aden, and the delicious relief of seeing Jonas fly through the face of Big Ben to save him.
 
   Another memory filled his vision slowly: Jonas and Myra dancing happily before him on the deck of a sailing ship, under a bright-silver moon, in the warm night air on the Arabian Sea. For a moment, Twist didn’t realize that his Sight had found that memory locked away in the clockwork of his watch. He pulled his attention back out of the vision and felt the world settle into order around him.
 
   “Yes, he’s real,” Twist said softly, smiling now as his fear and confusion fell away. “Jonas is as real as I am.”
 
   “Then I can’t wait to meet him,” Skye said with a smile of her own. “Now come on, let’s see what we can do to rescue him from the dragon in outer space.”
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   Twist sat on the chair at the dressing table in his cabin while Kali sat before him, staring up at him silently while her rope-like tail swept over the floor around her huge paws. After a moment of contemplation, Twist slowly reached out a hand toward her furry brow. The tiger watched him but didn’t move away or bite his hand off. Twist brushed the soft fur on her wide head lightly with his fingertips. Once again, his Sight sparkled to light with incomprehensible chaos and wild color. Though the sensation was strange to him, it was not unpleasant, and didn’t seem to stress his Sight very much at all.
 
   Twist’s fingertips wandered to the tiger’s ear, and the animal moved into his touch as a low, bone-deep sound emanated from her throat. Concerned that the tiger was angry, Twist jerked his hand away. Kali stopped making the sound and moved closer to him, putting her furry chin on his knee as she stared at him expectantly. The tail moved over the floor more quickly.
 
   “And you think you’re not likable,” Skye said from near the door. “That was purring, by the way,” she added.
 
   “Tigers purr?” Twist put his hand on the tiger’s head again, before it grew impatient with him.
 
   “Kali’s just a big tabby cat. She grew up with me, so she’s used to people. Plus, being a familiar, she’s a lot smarter than a normal tiger.” She reached for the door handle. “Now, you stay here with Kali, and I’ll go get Myra.”
 
   “Myra…” Twist muttered, remembering the last time he’d seen her. She had been at the table, sitting right beside him, when he’d yelled at the little badger and run off in a rage. He grimaced against the idea of seeing her now.
 
   “You need a hug, and I can’t give you one,” Skye said, smiling at him warmly. “But I think we’ll leave Arabel out of it for now. I’m starting to think she has something against you.” Skye looked to the tiger. “Kali, honey?”
 
   Kali lifted her head and looked to Skye silently.
 
   “Stay here and take care of Twist for me, okay?” Skye said to her.
 
   Kali made a deep, half-barking sound.
 
   “Good girl,” Skye said with a smile. She opened the door. “Be right back.”
 
   “Skye,” Twist said quickly before she closed the door behind her, drawing her attention to him on the threshold. “Thank you,” he said softly. “Thank you for believing me.”
 
   Skye smiled at him but said nothing as she closed the door, leaving him alone in his room with Kali. Twist looked back to the tiger with a sigh. They stared at each other for a long, silent moment.
 
   “So,” he said finally. “You’re a tiger, then.”
 
   Kali made another low barking sound and put her chin back onto his knee. Twist did as he was told and petted her ear. The same strange purring sound began to waft out of her again. Twist smiled softly.
 
   “It really does seem like you understand English,” Twist said to her. “Skye speaks to you as if you do. Can you understand me? Blink once for yes,” he added.
 
   Kali looked up at him blankly, though he somehow got a very clear impression that she thought he was being a bit silly.
 
   “Fine, we don’t have to talk,” Twist said with a sigh.
 
   Kali closed her big brown eyes and purred softly as he petted her. Somehow, Twist felt himself calm slowly as he did. Her deep, reverberating breaths took on a soothing quality, while her soft, warm fur became more and more delightful to touch. It took Twist a while to realize that he hadn’t felt the simple, soothing joy of touching another living being for quite some time. It almost shocked him how much he’d missed it. It seemed like a rather long time to him before the door opened again.
 
   Myra rushed into the room toward Twist, but she stopped short, staring at Kali. “Is that a tiger?” she asked him.
 
   “I think so,” Twist said, still petting Kali’s ear.
 
   “Can I pet it too?” Myra asked, a smile growing on her face.
 
   “Sure, you can,” Skye answered as she shut the door behind her. “Her name is Kali. Kali, this is Myra,” she added to the tiger.
 
   Kali opened one eye to look at Myra but gave no other remark. Myra dropped to her knees beside the tiger and reached out a hand to stroke her orange fur.
 
   “Oh! She’s so soft,” Myra said brightly. “Well, aren’t you a nice, big kitty cat?” she cooed. Kali purred a little more loudly. Skye took a seat on Twist’s bed, watching them. Myra looked up to Twist, and to his horror, she appeared careful and worried. “Are you all right now?” she asked him gently.
 
   “I’m fine,” Twist said quickly, desperate to remove the tension from her eyes. “I’m sorry I got so angry.”
 
   “Oh no, no,” Myra said, getting to her feet quickly and reaching out to take his hand as she bent closer. “You had every right to be angry. I didn’t understand what that silly little man meant until you said it more clearly. But that was an awful thing to say to you!” She paused, looking at him with considerably more strength in her eyes now. “Twist, you know that I believe you, don’t you?”
 
   A chill broke over Twist’s skin as he felt honesty and warmth in her touch, even as she spoke those beautiful words. “Thank you,” he said softly, still too stunned by her trust to say anything more.
 
   Myra draped her copper arms around him, showering his Sight in a sunny warmth. Twist felt the last of his fears melt away in her embrace, leaving only fading shadows behind when she moved back to smile at him. Myra then dropped back to her knees and returned to petting Kali. Twist caught Skye watching him. She seemed to study him for a moment and then gave a slight nod.
 
   “All right,” Skye said, reaching for the locket around her neck. “Now on to this dragon business.” Myra looked to her curiously.
 
   Skye pressed the catch on the top of her locket, and the cage-like brass front opened to reveal a small pocket watch within. She touched the catch again, and the clock face flipped over. A blue light appeared on the other side and glowed up to her face, while an indistinct, rain-like sound wafted out of the watch.
 
   “I’m gonna call in to see if anyone else has seen one,” Skye said, staring into the blue light. “Hello, Central? This is Agent Blue.”
 
   A moment later, a voice rose out of the dim, rain-like sound. “Agent Blue,” the distant, mechanically distorted voice said. “What do you have to report?”
 
   “What is that?” Twist asked, peering at it. “Aden had a watch like that as well.”
 
   Skye only gave Twist a smile in answer. “Hi, Paul,” she said into the light. “No report, just a question. Are dragons real?”
 
   “Dragons?” the voice asked in response. “As in big, scaly, fire-breathing beasts?”
 
   “That’s them,” Skye confirmed. “Anyone ever seen one?”
 
   Myra leaned closer to Twist. “Do all Rooks have talking watches?” she whispered to him. Twist could only shake his head uncertainly.
 
   “I’ll check the archives…” the voice murmured. “Do you have any specific details?”
 
   Skye looked up to Twist, tilted the glowing watch to point toward his face, and gave him an encouraging gesture. Twist looked into the light but saw nothing in it.
 
   “Well, it was silver,” he said slowly to the watch. “Huge. Long whiskers. Golden eyes. And it looked like a man at first.”
 
   “Got it…” the voice said absently. “Anything else, Blue? Do you need backup? I could contact Agent Snow for you.”
 
   “No, I’ve got it under control right now,” Skye said, shaking her head. “Kali’s with me, besides. I just need the info, if you’ve got any.”
 
   “Relaying now. Stand by for a reply.”
 
   Skye nodded and snapped her watch closed again, shutting off the blue light. “It’ll take him a little while to get back to me.”
 
   “What in the world is that?” Twist asked finally.
 
   “Oh, this is a communication device,” Skye said, gesturing to the watch. “It uses all kinds of science I don’t understand, but it works real well.” Twist’s fingers itched to touch the device, to understand its strange workings.
 
   “But why are you asking about the dragons?” Myra asked suddenly. “Oh, I love dragons!” she added with a huge smile. Twist shot her a highly confused glance.
 
   “Twist thinks a dragon might have taken Jonas,” Skye said, as if it were a normal thing to say.
 
   “Oh no…” Myra said, her eyes going wide. She looked to Twist earnestly. “But why would they take your friend? He’s a man, right? He can’t be a princess. Is he very pure?”
 
   The scoff escaped Twist before he managed to catch it. “No, I don’t think so,” he amended quickly.
 
   “But they never take normal people willy-nilly,” Myra said, frowning in thought. “Not, of course, unless they’re culling a village.”
 
   “Well, they want to use his Sight,” Twist said, watching her carefully. “At least, that’s what I saw in a dream,” he added, giving a sigh. “A dragon told Jonas that it wanted to go to Jupiter and needed Jonas’s eyes to guide it there.”
 
   “Jupiter?” Myra asked. “Isn’t that a god?”
 
   “It’s a planet, too,” Skye offered.
 
   “Actually,” Twist added, “if I remember right, they wanted to take Jonas to Io. One of Jupiter’s moons.”
 
   “Io?” Skye echoed curiously. “Is that the volcanic one, or is that Callisto?” she asked, glancing off to her thoughts. “I always get those two confused.”
 
   “You are asking the wrong person,” Twist said, shaking his head. “I know even less of the stars than I do of the Earth.”
 
   “Well, if this place you’re talking about has volcanoes, that does makes sense, though,” Myra added, nodding. Twist looked to her sharply. “I mean, dragons live in volcanoes. I’m sure a volcanic world would seem like a lovely vacation spot to them.”
 
   “How much do you know about dragons, Myra?” Skye asked. Twist watched Myra questioningly as well.
 
   “Oh, well, not all that much,” she said, glancing between the two of them. “I’ve only met one, once. And that was such a long time ago now…”
 
   “Wait, what do you mean, you’ve met one?” Twist asked quickly.
 
   Myra looked to him uncertainly. “My father paid a dragon to come do magic tricks for me. It must have cost a lot of gold,” she added with a soft smile. “Dragons don’t usually even speak to human beings unless you pay them in gold or maidens. They can be rather snooty. But Daddy never said anything about the cost. He just said that he wanted to see me smile.”
 
   Twist’s mind filled with the thought of Myra—still alive, human, and childlike—smiling and laughing in the sunny halls of her palace as it had once been. He could almost see her in that high, misty air, under the bright fingers of the sun, surrounded by admirers and entertainers, while a shimmering dragon did magic for her. Twist realized instantly that he too would pay any amount of gold just to see that.
 
   “Wow,” Skye toned, staring at Myra in wonder. “You really are a true, legit, fairy tale, aren’t you?”
 
   “What am I saying that’s so strange?” Myra asked, looking to Twist.
 
   “Well…” Twist muttered. “Until a moment ago, I thought dragons were a myth.”
 
   “Oh,” Myra said, frowning. “Why? Have they gone away, again? When I was young, they used to attack small villages, or help people along quests, or things like that. But people said that they sort of disappear from time to time.”
 
   “I haven’t a clue.” Twist shrugged. “I’ve heard of dragons, of course. Only…those were just stories. Fairy tales.” Twist paused, looking at Myra’s shining copper face and innocent jewel eyes. Maybe Skye had a point about embracing madness.
 
   Myra shook her head and gave a sigh. “Things were so different when I was little.”
 
   “But if you’ve actually met a dragon,” Skye said slowly, with a thoughtful expression on her face, “then you must know a lot more about them than Twist or I do. Can I just ask, did you ever see one look like a human being?”
 
   “Oh sure,” Myra said, nodding. “They can change their shape. Just like that fox, Vane.”
 
   “And what kind of magic can they do?” Skye asked. “I mean, beyond fire-breathing, of course. Can they transport things from place to place quickly? Or can they mess with people’s memories?”
 
   “Maybe,” Myra answered with a shrug. “The tricks I saw were lovely, but they mostly had to do with fire. The best was when he handed me a rose made of glowing orange flames that felt cool to the touch,” she added, her eyes filled with delight. “But there’s no telling what they can do. Their power comes from the center of the Earth. They live forever. They can’t even be killed, really. You can destroy their bodies, but they always come back together after a hundred years. I’ve never actually heard of anything that a dragon couldn’t do with magic.”
 
   “Damn,” Skye murmured, almost admiringly. “Jonas sure knows how to get into trouble.”
 
   “It’s his best skill,” Twist said dryly. “My life was very simple before I met him.”
 
   “Really?” Myra asked. “Then I’m glad you met him.”
 
   Twist smiled to her. “As am I.”
 
   “Well, everything’s got a weakness,” Skye said with a shrug. “Real-life dragons or no, we’ll find a way to storm the spaceship and get your buddy back,” she said with conviction.
 
   Twist laughed lightly at the absurdity of the idea.
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   That night, Skye, Myra, and Twist remained together—hidden from Arabel in Twist’s little cabin—as they discussed the situation. Myra seemed to have a rather thorough working knowledge of many different magical creatures. She spoke easily and quickly about dragons, imps, and warlocks as if they were perfectly normal topics of conversation. Skye listened eagerly, asking question after question. Twist, meanwhile, silently pondered the nature of sanity itself.
 
   While the sky outside remained as dark and unchanging as ever, the aurora seeming to disappear slowly over time. Twist began to feel his eyes grow tired and his mind dull. As his watch still showed the time in London, he had no idea what hour it might be in relation to his current location. Whether it was the proper time for it or not, sleep began to pull at him from the silence between his companions’ words.
 
   “So, that totally makes sense,” Skye continued, tossing an arm lazily over the back of Twist’s dressing-table chair as she sat on it backwards. “I mean, if they aren’t bound by most physical laws, then there’s no reason dragons couldn’t survive in the cold emptiness of space.”
 
   “Oh, how deliciously fantastic!” Myra said brightly. “They could fly off to take a stroll on the moon any time they liked.” She clutched her knees as she sat on the floor beside a now-sleeping Kali, looking up at Skye as they spoke. Sitting on the edge of his bed, Twist rubbed at his eyes with his palms. The itching sensation only subsided for a moment.
 
   “I know, right?” Skye said to Myra excitedly. “I’d love to go to the moon anyway. But could you imagine meeting dragons while you’re there?”
 
   Twist fought to contain a yawn, but the effort was in vain. Myra giggled brightly at Skye’s suggestion. Twist looked longingly at his pillow.
 
   “Uh-oh,” Skye toned, sounding worried. When Twist looked to her, he found her watching him. “It looks like we’re losing him, Myra.”
 
   Twist frowned at her, confused. “What?”
 
   “Here, I can fix that,” Myra said, getting to her feet. She walked to the head of Twist’s bed, picked up his pillow, and sat herself down in its place. She crossed her legs and then put his pillow on her lap. “Come here, dear,” she said sweetly, with a beckoning gesture. “You’ve had a very trying day. You should rest a while.”
 
   Twist smiled at the casual nature of her solution and glanced at Skye for an instant. She gave him a shrug and a smile of her own. Twist accepted Myra’s offer gladly, meaning to only rest while they spoke. When he lay down, he was astonished by how good it felt to let his head sink into the soft pillow. His eyes closed on their own, and Myra’s cool metal fingers found their way to his brow. He could feel each and every stress of his day slide away with her soothing touch. His Sight didn’t complain as her warm, gentle, and fascinated emotions washed over his tired mind.
 
   Skye and Myra continued to debate the nature of magical interplanetary travel, but Twist lost his grip on their voices quickly. His mind filled with images of magical beasts and brightly glowing stars. At first, the thoughts made little sense. Twist let them play as they willed while he floated languidly among dragons, planets, and fantastic ships like those he’d read of in novels. Then, slowly, the images started to feel more real to him.
 
   He was standing in a glass room, staring out at an endless sea of stars. The air was cold on his skin. There was no sound at all anywhere around him. As Twist continued to stare into the countless points of light, he began to notice that many of them were more than just white. Some were colored in brilliant blue, yellow, red, and orange. After a moment of marveling at this thought, the whole sky of stars seemed to fill with color.
 
   Realization hit Twist like an electric shock. He tried to move his eyes away from the stars, but they didn’t turn. He tried to speak, but his lips didn’t move. His awareness pulled away from the mind around him until Twist could once again sense the subtle color of Jonas’s thoughts whispering in the shadows. It was only then that he saw what Jonas was truly seeing.
 
   One bright, nearly white, yellow star grew in his attention. It seemed to push the other stars away as Jonas focused all of his powerful vision on it, and it grew in size until the illusion filled his view completely. It wasn’t a star at all, but a solid, pale-yellow planet. Unimaginably huge mountains of darker rock screamed blue and green torrents of fire into the sky like the exhalations of a whale. Whole continents seemed to tremble under the incredible force, while more and more fire burst from the volcanoes and filled the strange planet’s sky with noxious, deadly gas.
 
   Twist’s attention stared transfixed as, in the starry sky, the lower rim of a giant, red-and-orange striped planet turned gently behind the yellow one. Jonas knew that the little yellow ball of trembling, toxic gas and rock was the moon Io, and that Jupiter was hanging just beyond it. He knew that the horrible little world was a hellish, uninhabitable place for him. Standing under that wretched, stinking sky would kill him in his first breath. But sitting silent in his mind, Twist felt a tiny part of Jonas thrill at the idea of actually visiting any other world.
 
   “Have you found it?” a voice asked from behind him.
 
   Jonas didn’t turn but continued to stare. “Space is quite big, you know.”
 
   “It takes time to plot our course,” the voice said, sounding tight. “We need to start building the spells now if we’re going to make good time.”
 
   “Are you sure it’s this way?” Jonas asked, tracing the glowing, brilliant-blue arabesque of a volcanic jet streak up into Io’s sky. “Maybe it’s on the other side of Earth.”
 
   “Stop stalling, or I’ll have your left arm for a snack.”
 
   Jonas turned quickly, looking out of the corner of his eye at the silver-haired man who was standing behind him in the glass room. “I thought you needed me,” he said, struggling to keep his voice smooth despite the fear Twist felt burning in his thoughts.
 
   “I need your eyes,” Bob said with an unkind smile. “You can point the way with your right hand just fine.”
 
   “It’s right there,” Jonas said without the slightest pause, pointing at Jupiter’s moon.
 
   “Good boy,” Bob said brightly. He handed a pen and a pad of paper to Jonas. “Now, write down the exact location of the moon, in relation to Jupiter and the background stars, in roughly a year and seven months from today.”
 
   “I’m neither an artist nor a mathematician,” Jonas answered, looking at the blank page.
 
   “Don’t worry about the asteroids, either,” Bob continued. “We’ll deal with those after we pass the orbit of Mars.”
 
   “Wait, a year and a half?” Jonas asked, looking back to Io. “When are you planning to return to Earth?”
 
   “Maybe in another hundred years or so,” Bob said casually. ”We’re just going on holiday.” Twist felt Jonas’s fear flare to light at the thought of never returning to Earth. Bob seemed to sense it too as he went on in a cool and musing tone. “Of course, you’ll probably die in another fifty years or so, won’t you? I mean, if the oxygen and food supplies we’re bringing hold out that long. Well, no matter. You can give us the return path once we get there.”
 
   Twist felt despair creep into Jonas’s thoughts, but he could do nothing to clear it away. He tried again to reach out, to speak, to make himself known in any way at all, but Jonas’s thoughts only continued to darken steadily around him, undisturbed. As Jonas placed his pen to paper, Twist felt his friend’s heart grow nearly heavy enough to drag him down to his knees. Twist bent the full force of his will on the single thought of Jonas’s name. He screamed it with all the strength of his soul, but still Jonas’s thoughts remained bleak. Twist couldn’t sense even the slightest glimmer of recognition as Jonas began to sketch stars onto the page.
 
    The darkness in Jonas’s thoughts seeped into Twist’s attention, slowly blacking out his vision. Twist struggled to hold on to him, but the more he struggled, the faster the connection faded. Soon Twist was left in full, empty blackness.
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   Twist didn’t actually realize that he’d fallen asleep until he woke again, in the chill quiet of his cabin. He was lying on his bed, still in his clothes from the day before, while Myra lay curled up beside him with her head on his chest. The first, gentle rays of new sunlight were falling in through the windows to shine on her sleeping copper face. Twist struggled with the heavenly vision as the bitter despair of his dream still lingered in his mind. He silently savored for a very long moment the peaceful image that met him now. He let the quiet and beauty of Myra soothe him all the way through.
 
   Not long after he woke, Myra moved slightly, gave a soft tone, and then nuzzled her cheek against Twist’s chest before falling still again. Twist felt her sleepy, indistinct emotions blush and fade with feelings as subtle and shifting as the aurora colors had been. He pulled gently at his Sight, drawing his awareness deeper into her sleeping mind, but he found nothing distinct even there. His Sight throbbed angrily as he used it, causing him to let go. He gave a silent sigh. He’d have to leave the mystery of clockwork dreams unsolved for the moment.
 
   Myra’s eyes opened in a flutter and found his instantly. She lifted her head and smiled at him before glancing off to the glowing window. “Is that the sun?” she asked softly.
 
   “We must be out of the Arctic Circle,” Twist responded just as softly.
 
   “Oh, that feels so nice,” Myra said, closing her eyes as she turned her face into the thin shaft of light that fell through the window. “I missed the sun.” Twist quietly admired the way her copper face glinted in the light, wishing that the moment would last forever.
 
   “Me too.”
 
   “Did you sleep well?” Myra asked, looking back to him again.
 
   Twist’s chest tightened when the memory of his dream flashed to mind. He gave a quick nod anyway. “What about you?” he asked, desperate not to let her see anything amiss. “Any good dreams?”
 
   “Oh, just silly things,” Myra said. She put her head back down on his chest and curled up just a little closer. “I like this much better.”
 
    Twist wrapped one arm around her shoulders, savoring the peace that wafted off of her like a heady and exotic perfume. Myra took his other hand and played her fingertips over the angular lines of his fine, pale fingers. Twist watched her with an odd fascination of his own, until her fingers found the long, hard line of the scar that ran up over his wrist. A memory of the sword fight with Vane—on the deck of the Vimana over the Caribbean Sea—flashed to his mind. Of course, it was only Jonas’s swordplay lessons that had saved Twist from worse injury that day.
 
   Myra gasped suddenly and sat half up with a start. Twist jerked in surprise, staring up at her. She took his right hand in both of hers and stared at his scar intently, with a clearly amazed expression.
 
   “What’s wrong?” Twist asked her, not seeing anything surprising on his wrist.
 
   “Very short gold hair, all in spikes,” she said quickly, still staring at Twist’s hand. A chill of fearful hope broke over Twist, giving him a shiver. “Green eyes, just like Arabel’s,” she continued, turning her gaze to meet Twist’s slowly as her face remained a mask of astonishment. “He held you while Philippe stitched this up.”
 
   “You remember?” His breath was almost too thin to voice his words. His heart thundered in his ears.
 
    “I couldn’t help you then,” Myra said, frowning slightly as if struggling to catch her thoughts. “Why couldn’t I? Why did I have to stand by and watch, but he could hold you?”
 
   “My Sight,” Twist said carefully, frightened of breaking this unknown spell. “Touching him is calming to my Sight. I could resist getting a vision from Philippe’s touch if I focused on Jonas.” Though Myra seemed to be staring at Twist intently, he saw that her attention was focused elsewhere. “Myra, do you remember him?”
 
   “I remember that.” She closed her eyes and shook her head with a sigh. “Or maybe I dreamed it…I remember being unhappy that I couldn’t be the one to help you. But I was also glad that he was—that someone was there. You needed someone.” She looked to him again, an unhappy frown on her face. “But I can’t remember seeing that face before. I can’t remember anything at all about him. There’s just nothing.”
 
   “But you do know that I’m not making him up,” Twist said, wishing his heart would stop pounding so hard.
 
   Myra gave him a smile. “I decided to believe you days ago,” she said as if he were being silly. “Didn’t you believe me?”
 
   A wave of relief rushed through Twist’s heart as he smiled back at her, and all of his fear shifted into excitement. He leaned up on his elbow to kiss her shining copper cheek and felt her bright thrill of delight before he pulled back and saw it in her eyes. “I’ll never doubt you again, my love. I promise you that.”
 
   Myra’s smile warmed; her metal skin vanished like a shadow in his Sight until he saw the true face of her spirit beneath. Her soft skin felt cold under his touch, and her emotions vanished from his mind even though her dark, shining eyes showed him her mind just as clearly as his Sight ever could. When she bent closer to him, he met her kiss gladly and let the sunny warmth wash all of his darker thoughts away.
 
   A sudden knock at the door startled Myra. She turned back to look at it reproachfully. To Twist’s delight, her metal face hadn’t resurfaced yet. She still seemed human to him. He also realized that she hadn’t used enough force to stop time for them, as she had before. Even now, she was being careful with his Sight. He turned her face back to him with a gentle finger.
 
   “Maybe they’ll go away,” he whispered.
 
   Myra giggled softly and nuzzled her chilly nose against his. Then the knock came again. Twist glared at the door.
 
   “Twist?” Arabel’s voice asked softly from the other side.
 
   Twist shook his head. “Oh, no, no,” he muttered sternly. “I’m done with that woman.”
 
   “I know where you are, you know,” Arabel’s voice said. “I can find anything with my Sight…” Myra looked to Twist sadly.
 
   “Damned badgering bloody woman…” Twist grumbled as he slipped out of Myra’s arms and got to his feet. He opened the door sharply, but only wide enough to glare at Arabel through the crack. “Go away.”
 
   “I’m sorry,” she said instantly, her face fearful. Twist was slightly confused to find a plate of toast and a cup of coffee in her hands. “I’m really very sorry. Can’t we talk?”
 
   “Is that supposed to be some kind of peace offering?” Twist asked with a nod to the coffee and toast.
 
   “You missed dinner,” Arabel said softly, looking at the food in her hands as if she also felt it was wholly inadequate. “I thought you must be hungry.”
 
   As Twist looked at her, he was quite surprised to find that she appeared honestly apologetic. He made her wait—enjoying the unease in her eyes—before he finally gave a heavy sigh and stepped away from the door to let her enter. Myra was now sitting on the edge of the bed, back in her clockwork skin. Twist took the offering from Arabel and put it on his dressing table. He stood against the wall and took a drink of the coffee before he looked to Arabel expectantly. She closed the door behind her and stood awkwardly near it as she seemed to gather her words.
 
   “Dr. Tuttle was shocked by how angry you got when he spoke to you,” she said carefully. Twist put his coffee cup down and picked up a piece of toast, but gave her nothing more than a cold stare as he nibbled at it. “He said that people with a…a situation like yours are usually delighted to talk about their…I mean, the subject of their…situation.”
 
   “Delusional people like to talk about their delusions,” Twist clarified flatly.
 
   “Basically, yes,” Arabel said with a sigh. “But you were enraged at even the mention of it. He said he’s never seen that before. He couldn’t explain it.”
 
   “That must be distressing for him.”
 
   “So, according to him, you aren’t acting like a delusional person,” Arabel said, struggling to hold her point.
 
   “Twist isn’t delusional,” Myra said easily. Twist smiled.
 
   “Well, that got me thinking,” Arabel said. “And thinking just gave me a headache because I can’t imagine that I’d forget my own brother, if I had one. But either way, I’m tired of fighting with you,” she added firmly. Twist and Myra both looked to her, confused. “I feel like we’ve been fighting since London. Even when we weren’t, it still felt like it. I’m sick of it.”
 
   “But you’ve never gotten tired of fighting before,” Twist said slowly. “You’ve been on constantly hostile terms with Jonas for years.”
 
   Arabel looked to him quickly. “I fight a lot with this brother of mine?” she asked, sounding hesitant.
 
   Twist barely contained his snigger. “When I first met you, he would tense up whenever you walked into the room. He left the Vimana and joined Quay to get away from you and the rest of his family. Recently, things have gotten better,” Twist added, remembering. “You had been trying to hold on to him, to keep him home on the Vimana, but you finally understood that it was only pushing him further away once Storm explained it to you. Then you stopped, he relaxed, and you started to be playful with each other again. But that was only very recently.”
 
   Arabel listened quietly and began to shake her head slowly. “Twist,” she said after a pause, “you don’t know me that well. We’ve only spent a few weeks together, here and there. But all of that sounds…typical,” she added with a pained expression. “I always feel like I push people away. I don’t even know why or how…” She looked back to him thoughtfully. “But you just don’t know me well enough to make that up. And I can’t remember fighting with anyone in front of you.”
 
   “I was always with Jonas,” Twist said with a shrug. “When he’s around, you focus on him.”
 
   “But you said we were getting better.”
 
   Twist nodded. “You were throwing sugar lumps at each other and laughing in the tea shop, just before he was taken.” The sweet scent of that memory turned bitter on Twist’s tongue as he spoke of it. Arabel took a deep, thoughtful breath.
 
   “That sounds nice,” she mused softly. She then looked to Twist with certainty in her eyes. “All right. Whatever the hell is going on, if I’m not against you, then I suppose I’m with you. I’m sorry for how I’ve acted. How can I help?”
 
   Twist carefully studied her sharp green eyes for traps. “Really?”
 
   “Yes, really, you dolt,” Arabel said with a sigh.
 
   “Ah,” Twist toned. “Well, I would find it very helpful if you could refrain from scheduling any more therapy sessions.”
 
   “Done,” Arabel said with a slight smile. “Anything else? It’s too bad I can’t use my Sight to find this guy…”
 
   “Well,” Twist said, with a sigh, “I think I have a theory about where he might be.” If she really was going to be on his side, then she’d have to accept all of the madness.
 
   “You do?” Arabel asked. “Where is he, then?”
 
   “I think he’s in a spaceship with dragons,” Twist said, watching her. Arabel’s eyes widened in surprise. “I saw Jonas in space in my dream. But Myra says dragons are real, so it might have been a vision.”
 
   Myra nodded earnestly.
 
   “Spaceship?” Arabel asked. “As in, a ship that travels the stars?”
 
   “They want Jonas to guide their ship to one of Jupiter’s moons,” Twist said, finding it easier to say the more often he said it. “His Sight gives him very powerful vision. One of the dragons said that he can see better than they can.”
 
   “Dragons.” Arabel nodded slowly with a frown. She shook her head sharply and gave a sigh. “No, no, I said I was with you. All right,” she added, looking back to him. “So we have to save my brother before the dragons take him to Jupiter.”
 
   “Yes,” Twist said with a nod.
 
   “Well, one thing is certain,” Arabel said. “If all of this turns out to be true, I’ll never doubt your word again.”
 
   Myra got up and took Arabel’s hand. “I’m glad you’re with us,” she said brightly, smiling to her.
 
   Arabel smiled back. Another knock at the door drew everyone’s attention.
 
   “Bloody hell, what is this, Victoria Station?” Twist grumbled as he moved to open the door. He found Skye standing outside in the hallway. “Please, come in,” Twist said, opening the door with an inviting gesture. “Didn’t you bring any friends? I want to see just how many people we can fit in my cabin.”
 
   “Easy there, grumpy,” Skye shot back as she stepped inside. Twist shut the door behind her and leaned against it, while Arabel and Myra made room for Skye. “Storm needs to talk to you,” she said to Twist.
 
   “I know. That’s why we’re on this journey.”
 
   “No, I mean right now,” Skye said, slipping her locket chain over her head to hold the small pocket watch out to him on her palm. “He called Aden a few minutes ago, and insisted on being connected to me. I don’t know what it’s about. He just said he has to speak to you.”
 
   “Wait, you mean I can talk to him through that? Right now?” Twist asked, pointing to the little pocket watch. Skye opened the face and then touched a hidden switch. The clock face flipped over once again, and the same blue light shone out.
 
   “Okay, Twist can hear you,” she said to the watch. “Go ahead.”
 
   “Twist?” Storm’s voice said from out of the blue light.
 
   “Storm?” Twist asked the watch.
 
   “It’s so good to hear your voice!” Storm’s voice said quickly. “Twist, listen, I’ve had a couple of Jon’s dreams. They’re all over the place—I think he’s really upset about what’s happening—but I’m pretty sure I know where he is.”
 
   “You do?” Twist asked back, his heart thundering in anticipation.
 
   “Yes,” Storm answered with confidence. “Now, I know this might sound crazy, but I think he’s been kidnapped by dragons. And yes, I mean real ones.”
 
   Skye glanced meaningfully at Twist. Twist shook his head, barely able to believe that any of this could be real.
 
   “All right, then, where is he now?” Twist asked the watch.
 
   “You believe me?” Storm asked in return, sounding astonished. “That’s fantastic! All right, so here’s the really crazy part. In Jon’s dreams, he’s been taken to outer space and the dragons are forcing him to help them get to Jupiter. Apparently, they want to take a vacation on a moon.”
 
   Twist took a deep breath, stunned to hear his own mad visions repeated back to him. It sounded utterly ridiculous. And yet, Storm’s findings were the exactly the same. As insane as it all was, it simply had to be true.
 
   “Twist?” Storm’s voice asked. “Are you still with me?”
 
   “Yes, yes, I am,” Twist answered. “Storm, thank you. I keep dreaming about him, too,” Twist added with a sigh. “I tried to talk to him, but he can’t hear me. And I’m not with him in the dreams like that one we shared before, with you. I’m inside his mind, looking through his eyes.” Twist could sense the women in the room watching him intently as he spoke, but he kept his attention on the watch.
 
   “You mean, you’re seeing him when he’s awake?”
 
   “I suppose,” Twist answered.
 
   “Lucky…I only get his dreams, like always. But I can’t talk to him either. Now, I don’t think they’ve left Earth yet. If we can get to him, we might still be able to get him back. But the hard part will be finding out exactly where he is in space. We have some telescopes here, but it’s still going to be hard to find him. We need all the help we can get.”
 
   “Who else could help us?” Twist asked. “Only you and I even know who Jonas is.”
 
   “Vane is in Japan right now, and he still remembers him too,” Storm’s voice said. “Long story. I’ll explain later. Once your ship gets to Tokyo, go find him. It shouldn’t take long if Arabel is with you.”
 
   “Vane?” Twist scoffed. “What does he have to do with any of this?”
 
   “He knows dragons and, like I said, I know he still remembers Jonas. I got into one of his dreams yesterday, and Jon was right there. I know you’re not fond of Vane, but we haven’t got a lot of options here. I have a backup idea, but it’s riskier. Either way, Vane might be the best one to help us.”
 
   “This is a little kid?” Skye asked, staring at the watch in confusion.
 
   “He’s not that little,” Twist said, careful to be sure that Storm could hear him too.
 
   “Yeah, I’m ten and a half,” Storm said, sounding very proud.
 
   “All right, Storm,” Twist said, smiling at the watch. “I’ll find Vane, and then I’ll come to you.”
 
   “That’s great,” Storm said, sounding relieved. “I’ll keep sleeping as much as I can. I can’t wait to see you.”
 
   “Neither can I,” Twist said, smiling at the soft blue glow.
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   Twist stood at the railing, at the bow of the ship, in a torrent of chilly wind. His eyes were closed as he let the subtle heat of the sunlight soak into his skin. Even here above eastern Siberia, where the sun once again rose and set, the light was dim and golden. But after all the days in the dark, even this pale light was delicious to his senses.
 
   The other passengers had flocked to the promenade deck early in the morning and filled it to bursting. But now that the day was all but spent, the sun had already lost its charm to them. Twist was grateful for their fickle natures, as he could now enjoy the evening light in peace and near solitude. He could hear other passengers chatting as they walked by, but the chill of the air thinned the crowds to almost nothing at all.
 
   Hearing in London that Storm had also retained his memories of Jonas, and was just as concerned for him as Twist was, had done much to steady Twist’s resolve. But hearing the boy mention dragons and spaceships had banished all of Twist’s worries for his own sanity. Now, maybe even Vane—troubling as he was—would join him in the fight to save Jonas. There was a plan before him, and the road was clear. Yesterday’s moment of fear felt a million miles behind him now.
 
   “Oliver, my boy!” a voice said cheerfully, drawing Twist’s attention. He turned to find Alistair smiling at him, flanked by two other young men who Twist didn’t know. “How are you?” Alistair asked brightly.
 
   “I’m doing well,” Twist answered, pleased to find that he meant it. “How are you?”
 
   “Grand, grand,” Alistair said dismissively. “Listen, Ollie, these chaps and I were just going to have a game of cards. Can I tempt you to join us?”
 
   Twist had learned poker from the Vimana crew, but he thought it rather telling that his best game was solitaire. He couldn’t, however, come up with any reason why he shouldn’t join Alistair and his friends. The sun would set in a matter of minutes, and he would have to wait through the night to see it again, anyway. He gave Alistair a shrug and stepped away from the rail.
 
   “All right,” he said brightly. “Why not. Thank you for the invitation.”
 
   “Wonderful,” Alistair said happily as he and the others led Twist away.
 
   He was introduced along the way—as Oliver Twist, to his dismay—to Nielsen Higgins and Jeffrey Bradford. The two men were dressed as fashionably as Alistair, and seemed to both be freshly free from university. As far as Twist could tell from their manner and bearing, they seemed to be rather wealthy Londoners. While Nielsen had dark hair and wore a green suit, Jeffrey was blond and wore blue.
 
   “I know a baboon named Jeffrey,” Twist mentioned.
 
   “I’m sorry?” Jeffrey Bradford asked with a frown.
 
   Alistair laughed and pointed accusingly at Twist. “This man is hilarious,” he said to his friends. “You can’t believe a word he says, but it’s ever so entertaining.”
 
   The others gave Twist friendly smiles as they stepped into the gaming parlor. It looked just like the dining room to Twist—high ceilings filled with hanging chandeliers, tall pillars of oak, and a wide floor full of tables. Rather than white tablecloths and cutlery, Twist saw roulette wheels and painted felt. Alistair took them to an unused round table in a corner, which was surrounded by a few comfortable-looking chairs. As they all took their seats, Nielsen pulled a deck of cards out of his coat pocket.
 
   “Now that is never a good sign, using your own deck,” Alistair said. “How do we know you haven’t marked those?” he asked with narrowed eyes.
 
   “Do you want to inspect them, then?” Nielsen asked, offering the deck over the table.
 
   “I couldn’t be bothered,” Alistair said, waving them away. Jeffrey laughed lightly and Twist smiled as Nielsen took his cards back and began to shuffle them.
 
   In moments, the game had begun. A set of painted wooden poker chips—which had been with the table—were split up evenly among them, though no one offered any real money to account for them. Twist took his first hand and found absolutely nothing of value in it. As no one else had anything good either, Jeffrey won the pot with a pair of jacks. As the game progressed, the players grew more comfortable and playful in their banter.
 
   “I’m out,” Twist said, tossing his cards down.
 
   “That’s the third time you’ve folded,” Alistair pointed out. “Don’t you know you’re supposed to at least pretend to have a good hand, even when you haven’t one? It’s more fun. Who taught you to play poker?”
 
   “I learned poker from a bunch of pirates,” Twist said with shrug. “They all cheated.”
 
   “Pirates?” Nielsen asked.
 
   “Well, nice pirates,” Twist amended. “They prefer to be called treasure hunters.”
 
   “I see…” Jeffrey said as he shuffled the cards.
 
   “Come now, Ollie,” Alistair toned. “You’re losing your touch. That’s only a slightly odd thing to say. What’s happened to the utter madness you usually speak?”
 
   Twist looked at him sideways. “What if I told you I learned to play whist from a genie, with a deck of cards that he made out of a tiny elephant, which he first made from a teaspoon? Would that be mad enough for you?”
 
   Alistair gave a hearty laugh. “That’s the Oliver Twist I know!” he declared happily, while his companions sniggered into their cards. Twist shook his head and picked up his new cards.
 
   “All right, how many do you want?” Jeffrey asked Twist.
 
   Twist gave a sigh, considering yet another nearly useless hand. He kept the pair of sevens—the first pair he’d seen in his own hand—and traded the three other cards for two kings, and another seven. Twist stared at his cards. Three of a kind was a good hand on its own, but the two kings made it a full house. He couldn’t remember how many points that would get him, but he knew it was a very good hand. As the bet came back around to him, Twist was silently grateful that his face was not a naturally expressive one.
 
   “So, are you going to fold again?” Alistair asked him.
 
   Twist placed his cards on the table, face down, and gave a sigh. “No, I’ll go around once,” he said casually. He picked up a matching bet and then paused. “Oh, what the hell. I’ll raise,” he said lightly, tossing another two chips into the pot.
 
   “Now we’re talking,” Alistair said happily. “I’ll see that,” he said, tossing in his own chips. Then he paused too, looking at Twist pointedly. “Actually, I’ll raise as well.” He tossed in another three chips. The others met the bets, leaving Twist once again with the next play.
 
   “I’m still not sure how this is more fun than folding,” Twist said, putting on a confused expression as he met the bet and then raised another two chips.
 
   “Well, how about I make it even more fun, then?” Alistair asked. He counted up his remaining chips and then placed all but five of them into the pot together. “I’ll raise you twenty.”
 
   “I’m out,” Nielsen said, tossing his cards down and putting his hands in the air.
 
   “I’ll see your bet,” Jeffrey said, placing twenty of his own chips into the pot. He looked to Twist as the others did. Twist felt their attention fall on him, but he only smiled thoughtfully at his pile of chips. Then he looked up to Alistair with the same light smile.
 
   “All in.”
 
   “Ho ho!” Nielsen toned with an excited smile. “He’s got you now, chaps.”
 
   Alistair narrowed his eyes at Twist and tossed his last five chips into the pot. “I’ll see that,” he said, sounding defiant.
 
   “Real money or no, this is too rich for my blood,” Jeffrey announced, tossing his pair of fours on the table and shaking his head.
 
   “All right, then,” Alistair said with a gleam in his eye.
 
   “Now, now,” Twist said, shaking a finger. “It’s still my turn.” Alistair had been quite right, he now realized. This was much more fun. He didn’t want to let it end before he managed to make Alistair honestly nervous.
 
   “You’re all in,” Nielsen said with a frown. “We agreed: no real money. What else can you bet?”
 
   “We’re not going to stoop to betting pocket watches, are we?” Jeffrey asked.
 
   “Oh Lord no, never,” Twist said quickly. “But I’ve got something else in mind…”
 
   “You don’t want the deed to my house, do you?” Alistair asked with a nervous chuckle. Twist smiled at the sound of it. He knew that Jonas would be proud of him for it.
 
   “I read far too much,” Twist said seriously. “Magical creatures in fantastic novels like to use favors for currency. I live a strange life full of vampires, ninjas, genies, talking animals, and, most recently, dragons.” Alistair began to laugh again, while the other two chuckled. Twist leaned his elbows on the table and looked intently at Alistair over his clasped hands. “I’ll raise you one favor. You can ask my assistance on any one thing in the future. Meet my bet and lose, and you’ll owe me the same. What do you say?”
 
   “I’d say that you’re just about the strangest fellow I’ve ever met,” Alistair said, glancing at his own hand of cards again. He looked back up to Twist with a smile. “But that is why I like you. I’ll see your bet, and I call.”
 
   Twist smiled back at him and turned over his cards. “I believe that’s a full house.”
 
   “My word!” Jeffrey gasped, staring at the cards. Nielsen clapped heartily, laughing.
 
   “Hold on a moment!” Alistair said, turning over his own cards. He had a five, a four, a three, a two, and an ace of varying suits. “I’ve a straight. A straight doesn’t beat a full house, does it?” he asked his friends. “Did he just beat me?”
 
   “A straight flush beats a full house,” Jeffrey said, nodding. “But you’ve only got a normal straight. By Jove, I think he’s beaten you!”
 
   “He has!” Nielsen said, grinning at Twist. “Well played, sir!”
 
   Twist laughed and smiled at Alistair. “I’ll let you know when I want that favor,” he said smoothly.
 
   “Why, you devil!” Alistair bellowed, laughing even as he did. “You’re a swindler!”
 
   “You told me not to fold anymore,” Twist said with an innocent shrug.
 
   The others laughed and smiled at him, and Twist suddenly realized that he had successfully made three new friends. The knowledge startled him far more than the luck of his poker hand. These weren’t magical beings, or even Sighted people. These were ordinary men near his own age. He had given up all hope in his own social abilities long ago, and yet, here he was, making people he barely knew laugh and smile.
 
   “Well, that was definitely the highlight of that game,” Jeffrey said as he gathered up the chips from the pot and passed the cards to Nielsen. “What do you say we all keep our valuables and stop now?”
 
   “Good idea,” Nielsen said with a nod as he put his cards back into his coat pocket. “I don’t want to lose my firstborn to Oliver Twist. That sounds both ironic and absurd, all at once.”
 
   “Don’t give him any ideas!” Alistair snapped, mocking a nervous smile. Twist laughed, savoring the strange flavor of camaraderie. “Come, let’s go get a drink instead. Ollie can tell us tall tales,” he added with a wink to Twist.
 
   “Oh sure,” Twist agreed as they all got to their feet. “I can tell you about the Indians who fly about on the moon. Or the time I was kidnapped by pirates in a submersible in the Caspian Sea. Or the time I was attacked by stone gargoyles when I tried to escape from Big Ben.”
 
   “You’re not a writer, are you?” Nielsen asked suspiciously as they walked out of the gaming parlor together. “I can’t afford to drink with a writer.”
 
   “No, I’m a clock-maker,” Twist said with a shake of his head.
 
   The others laughed again, and Twist smiled.
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   After another highly social day, Twist lay in bed, unable to sleep. Somehow, spending time with people only made the dark and empty room around him seem colder. His mind wandered every time he tried to sleep, until he found himself staring at the ceiling again, working useless bits of thought into a tangled mess. He and Storm had only seen the spaceship and dragons in dreams—could they be nothing more than dreams? Would they work uselessly on that idea and so never find Jonas? What was Storm’s plan, and was it going to work at all?
 
   He sat up and took his watch from the nightstand. His Sight instantly told him that the spring was beginning to run down, so he wound it absently. The subtle sound of the spring clicking tighter seemed much louder than usual in the silence. Twist rubbed at his itchy eyes and considered going to find out if Myra might be awake.
 
   The sun had set many hours ago, and it was probably near to midnight in whatever time zone he was in now. His watch still read London time, so he couldn’t be sure. No matter the emptiness of his dark cabin or how soothing just speaking to her might be, the thought of waking her seemed like a solid barrier.
 
   Twist sat for a long while in the quiet, listening to his watch tick out the wrong time. Then, suddenly, he heard a different sound. There was a very low, bone-deep rumble that only lasted a moment. At first, Twist thought it must be the engines growling. Then he remembered that the engines were on the other side of the massive ship, and it was impossible to hear them from his cabin. The sound came again, this time just a little louder. Twist covered his watch with his hands to deaden its sound as he struggled to listen for the rumble again.
 
   The third time he heard it, it was significantly louder. He opened his eyes sharply as he realized that it was coming from below him. Not from the deck—it was far too deep and full for that—but from a clear distance below. He got up and peered out one of his porthole windows, looking for the source. The ground was totally obscured by thick gray clouds that sailed by a mere few yards below the ship, only gently lit by the thin crescent of the moon. As Twist watched, a brilliant, momentary, white light burst within the cloud, illuminating it like a sudden sun, with another throaty growl.
 
   Twist jumped back from the window. The very first explanation that his sleep-deprived mind supplied was an epic battle between Norse or Greek gods. He shook his head, rejecting that possibility. As the rumble sounded again, Twist finally thought of a much more reasonable answer. It must be thunder. The ship was flying over a storm. Excitement gripped Twist’s heart, and he was moving in an instant. He threw on a pair of trousers as quickly as he could, slipped his feet into his boots, and grabbed his jacket as he ran out of his cabin door.
 
   He ran past Arabel and Myra’s cabin and then paused, turning back to give their door a swift knock. He waited impatiently for a moment before knocking again. Myra opened the door and blinked against the stark lights of the hallway. She was dressed in her sari, just as she had been the day before.
 
   “Twist?” she asked, seeming a little dazed. “What’s the matter?”
 
   “Come with me,” he said, smiling widely now. “We’re flying over a thunderstorm. Come out and see it.”
 
   “A thunderstorm?” Myra asked, her eyes seeming to clear quickly.
 
   “It’s growling and flashing, and it looks brilliant. Come see it with me.”
 
   “Arabel!” Myra called into the dark room behind her. “There’s something neat happening. Come see it!”
 
   “Go away…” came a muffled but clearly angry voice from the shadows within.
 
   “Her loss,” Twist said, offering a hand to Myra. “Come on!”
 
   She took his hand and smiled brightly as she shut the door and hurried down the hallway with him. They came quickly to the promenade deck and ran to the railing at the side. The air was impossibly cold after the warmth of Twist’s heavy bed covers, but he paid his shivers no attention at all as he gazed down at the storm.
 
   After a moment of silence, a series of three bright, explosive flashes filled the cloud below them with false daylight and deep, haunting roars. Myra shrieked happily, and Twist felt her excitement ripple over his own bright emotions as she held his hand tightly. After another second or two of stillness, a different patch of cloud—this one almost hidden from view under the hull of the ship—burst with light and sound. Twist felt the deep, primal vibration in his bones, and Myra’s emotions took on a thrilling hint of elated fear in his Sight.
 
   “Oh, this is amazing!” she said as another peal of thunder filled the sky.
 
   “I like being above the storm much more than inside it,” Twist said, remembering the thunderstorm that had attacked them once, over Utah. If Jonas hadn’t seen the storm in time, Twist might have died that night.
 
   “Oh yes, this is much better,” Myra agreed with a nod.
 
   Just then, a silent, blue-white ball of light erupted from the top of the cloud not far from the ship, streaking upward with blinding brilliance, into the clear air high above. Twist and Myra both gave a startled sound as they watched this fountain of light shoot into the stars and then instantly vanish, leaving a ghostly blue trail behind it for only a moment.
 
   “What the devil was that?” Twist gasped.
 
   “I don’t—” was all Myra managed to say before another bright light above the cloud stole her voice.
 
   A new, impossibly brilliant point of light appeared and danced above the surface of the dark clouds for the merest instant before it launched itself into the stars. As it did, it burst like a firework into an enormous cloud of deep red-and-purple light—easily a hundred times larger than the airship—and filled the sky high above for only the briefest possible moment. Myra jumped into Twist’s arms in her fright, as a huge red halo rippled out across the sky from the top of the red cloud all the way to the horizon and then vanished. Twist held her as his own fright obscured her emotions from his mind.
 
   “Are we in danger?” Myra asked quickly.
 
   “I don’t…have any idea,” Twist muttered vaguely as his eyes slowly cleared from the bright, otherworldly image. “But it seems all right.”
 
   “It didn’t make a sound…”
 
   “I’m really glad you’re here right now,” Twist said, holding her just a little closer. “I would have thought I’d gone mad again if I was the only one seeing this.”
 
   Myra laughed, her tension breaking, before another peal of thunder tingled its way up Twist’s spine. Jumping flashes of light filled the cloud all around them, matching the sound in perfect time. Twist saw another flash of blue light out of the corner of his eye and heard Myra’s happy gasp, but the tail of brilliant blue light was gone before he could turn to see it.
 
   “I’ve been alive a long time,” Myra said, “but you show me the most wonderful things I’ve ever seen.”
 
   “Oh, I don’t think I have anything to do with it,” Twist said, shaking his head as he searched for the next spectacle. “My life was dull and gray before you came into it.”
 
   He felt her smile, and her emotions warmed his Sight, but they both watched the sky intently as the thunder bellowed around them. Twist was distantly aware that a few other people were now coming out onto the deck, called out of their beds or their nightly duties just as Twist had been. The storm continued to flash and growl below, while occasional blue streaks of light leaped up into the stars. Twist heard gasps around him each time.
 
   When another enormous red cloud of light filled the sky, Twist and Myra cheered to congratulate the storm. As Twist watched the ring of red light ripple out to the horizon, way up against the stars, he suddenly felt a tug at his neck. His eye caught the tiny star that sailed smoothly across the sky, and he focused all of his attention on the subtle, barely detectable feeling in his neck.
 
   “What is it, dear?” Myra asked.
 
   “I think Jonas can see me,” Twist said, not taking his eyes off the single, moving point while the thunder grumbled.
 
   “Really?” Myra asked, looking into the stars too. “How can you tell?”
 
   “I can feel it,” Twist said. He wanted to close his eyes to focus more on the feeling, but he knew that doing so would cut it instead. “When he looks into my eyes, sometimes I can feel it, like a tingle in my neck. I usually don’t notice when he’s close, but now…”
 
   “Oh!” Myra said suddenly, almost drawing his eyes away. “He can probably see the storm, if he’s up there in the sky.”
 
   Twist smiled at the idea that he and Myra could share the storm with Jonas, even with so much distance between them. Jonas, of course, would know instantly what the huge, strange flashes of colored light actually were, with just a single look.
 
   “Well, what are you waiting for?” Myra asked, moving out of Twist’s arms. She raised a hand to wave to the stars. “Hello Jonas!” she yelled happily. “We miss you!”
 
   Twist laughed and joined her, waving at the sky. He couldn’t believe he hadn’t thought of it before. If he could feel the connection, then Jonas would be able to see him as clearly as he could see the volcanoes on Io. He might even be able to see Twist well enough to guess at the shape of the words that left his mouth.
 
   “We’re coming for you!” Twist yelled over the growl of the thunder. “Don’t give up on me. I’ll find you!”
 
   Myra pulled closer to Twist again, smiling at the sky. Whether it was her happy feelings, his own, or something else, Twist felt a subtle change in the edges of his mind as he held Myra and listened to the thunder. Maybe, just maybe, everything could be all right after all.
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   Twist stopped at his cabin door, his fingers lingering on the silver handle. The hallway was already starting to show signs of heightened activity—the sound of luggage thumping about, people calling out to porters and friends—as the ship neared the Japanese capital. Some people would disembark for the day, like Twist and his companions, while others were leaving the ship entirely. Twist waited until he heard the door across from his close and lock, the passengers and porters moving away, before he ventured out.
 
   He hurried through the momentarily empty hallway and out onto the deck to meet Myra, Arabel, and Skye at the bow, as they had agreed. The ship still had just over an hour to go before reaching the airship docks in Tokyo, but Twist agreed with Arabel that it would be best to take a place at the railing before the crowds grew too dense. Myra insisted on watching the approach. There were already many people out on the deck, looking over the new land that sailed by below them. Myra spotted Twist and waved to catch his attention.
 
   Coming to meet her and Arabel in their small clearing against the silver railing, Twist was surprised to find that the skies below were clear of the storm that had thundered on through the night. He could see the jagged green mountains and wide, flat planes of the island nation below in perfect clarity. The sea—deep and very blue on this clear and sunny day—lapped gently at the long, textured, eastern coast of Japan as the ship continued its steady progress.
 
   “So, where exactly does the sun live?” Myra asked, gazing over the side. Twist smiled at her, deeply enjoying her enchanting innocence.
 
   “I’m pretty sure that’s just a story,” Arabel said gently.
 
   Myra looked to her, obviously confused. “Well it’s got to live somewhere. If not here, then where?” Arabel looked to Twist for help.
 
   “Maybe it lives in there,” Twist said, pointing to a remarkably smooth, wide, and enormous mountain that rose in the southern distance. The mountain looked like a perfect cone, with a small, circular plateau at its snowy peak.
 
   “Mount Fuji?” Skye asked, stepping into the conversation beside Twist. Twist noticed that she was now wearing a tailed, silver men’s coat, and a matching bowler hat tipped up on the back of her head to let her fiery hair peek out in front. She straightened a thin strap across her chest to let her small bag hang at her side. She seemed to notice Twist’s attention and gave him a wink. “Yep. That’s where I heard the sun lives,” she said, smiling to Myra.
 
   “Oh…” Myra mused, staring at the mountain in wonder. Twist gave Skye a grateful smile. “So it sits on the top, there?” Myra asked. “Is it ever dark in Japan?”
 
   “No, no, it’s got to live inside the mountain, right?” Arabel asked quickly.
 
   “Oh, I see now!” Myra said brightly. Skye gave Arabel a thumbs-up behind Myra’s back. Arabel sighed and shook her head.
 
   The next hour passed quickly as they continued to chat at the railing. Other passengers began to fill the spaces around them, until they were totally surrounded. Twist drew closer and closer to Myra as he tried to avoid accidentally touching anyone else. When it got so crowded that he had to lean on the railing while Myra stood behind him—her chin on his shoulder to peer past—Twist once again thought of Jonas. It really took two to keep him safe in a thick crowd. More than just that, Jonas had said he had friends in Japan. He would have enjoyed this whole trip much more than Twist had so far. Twist shook his head to clear his thoughts.
 
   They had a wonderful view of Tokyo bay as the ship came in to land. The city spread out through the vast, river-strewn valley beside the bay. Looking at it from the air, Twist realized that he’d never seen another city that looked anything like it. A single square structure stood at the center of the city, surrounded on all sides by wide, green patches and a surrounding wall. All of the other buildings looked tiny in comparison, and very few stood over two stories high. Even so, Tokyo appeared to be bustling with people.
 
   As the ship drifted down over the winding streets and box-like buildings, Twist began to see train tracks as well. Looking at the homely appearance of some of the buildings and the fact that most streets were paved with nothing but dirt, he was a little surprised to see trains here at all. There also seemed to be a very busy river system in place. Twist saw countless barge-like, flat boats hurrying up and down the winding green river that the airship now seemed to follow.
 
   Near the river, he saw another large, square wooden building that sat separate from the rest of the city. The area around it was fenced off, and a long corridor stretched out of the front. Coming closer, Twist saw a huge, bright-red wooden gate at the end of the fenced-off corridor, with a giant, red paper lantern hanging from the center of it.
 
   “Is that a palace?” Myra asked happily.
 
   “Oh no, that’s a shrine,” Arabel said. “We visited it last time we were here,” she added brightly. “If you go up to that main building, you can get a piece of paper with your fortune on it. I got a good one, but Zayle got a bad one and had to tie it to a tree to keep the bad luck from following him out. He sure got angry,” she said with a smile. Then she paused. “Wait, no, that wasn’t Zayle. Was that Philippe? I know it wasn’t Uncle Howell…”
 
   “Maybe it was Jonas,” Twist offered as lightly as he could. “That sounds like him.”
 
   Arabel looked to him carefully for a moment before looking away again. “Maybe.”
 
   Not wanting to press her too far, Twist held his tongue. The airship continued to follow the river to a cluster of airships that seemed to float over the water itself. Coming closer, Twist saw that, stretching over the river, there were many long, arching bridges, which airships were attached to.
 
   The Aeolus glided slowly in to join the others, coming to a bridge that was empty of other airships. People in colorful clothing stood all along its length, waving and calling to greet the ship. Twist thought of wading through that thick crowd and gave a shudder.
 
   “What is it?” Myra asked, speaking to his ear as her chin stayed on his shoulder.
 
   “Nothing, I’m fine…” Twist muttered. “I’m just not looking forward to getting through that crowd, is all.”
 
   “Sugar, this is Tokyo,” Skye said sadly. “This is one of the most crowded cities in the world.” Twist looked to her with a pained expression. “Should we just knock you out and stuff you in a trunk?” Skye asked brightly. “Then we can carry you wherever we’re going.”
 
   Arabel laughed but tried to stop when Twist shot her a glare.
 
   “No, thank you,” Twist said firmly. He looked back to the crowds on the docks and gave a heavy sigh. “I just really wish Jonas was here.”
 
   “Well, I’ve only been to Tokyo once before,” Arabel said, “but I think Skye is quite right. I’ve never been anywhere as crowded as this place. We should have an idea where we’re going before we leave the ship.”
 
   “Well, where is this ‘Vane’ guy, Arabel?” Skye asked. “Storm said we should find him.”
 
   Twist’s mood darkened considerably at the thought of meeting the irreverent fox again. He knew it was probably his imagination, but his right wrist began to itch. He refused to scratch at his scar, purely out of spite.
 
   “He’s…” Arabel narrowed her eyes at the horizon. She paused, looking startled. “He’s underground. He’s surrounded by people—wait, no, not people. He’s surrounded by creatures. And it’s very loud…”
 
   “Do you know where, exactly?” Skye asked her.
 
   “Sure, it’s that way,” Arabel said, pointing across the city.
 
   Skye gave her a tight smile. “How about a street name?”
 
   “Oh,” Arabel said, frowning. “It sounds like ‘she’ something…wait…” She snapped her eyes closed tightly and paused. “Shibuya!” she said, opening her eyes again with a smile.
 
   “She did what, now?” Skye asked quickly.
 
   “No, no, the name of the area,” Arabel said with a light laugh. “It’s a district of Tokyo, and it’s called ‘Shibuya.’ It took me a second to find the name because it’s not English.”
 
   Skye stared at her thoughtfully. “Damn it, now I want a super power too!” she declared angrily. “Twist’s got one. You’ve got one. Storm has one, and Myra’s magical, too. Hell, even Jonas has a Sight! I’m feeling left out.”
 
   “You’ve got a magical tiger tattoo,” Twist pointed out.
 
   “Yeah, yeah…” Skye said with a dismissive wave of her hand. “That’s not the same.”
 
   Twist laughed quietly to himself while the airship crew tied off the last of the mooring ropes. Once the ship had fully docked, the porters cleared a path for the departing passengers, much to Twist’s relief. The passengers slowly spilled out onto the bridge, as it seemed that absolutely everyone wanted to get off at once. Twist and his companions waited until most of the crowd was already gone before they got in line.
 
   After days in chilly, thin, high atmosphere, Twist noticed that the air off the river was not only warmer but slightly humid as well. Even after most of the crowds had dispersed, Twist was surprised by all of the busy activity around him. The flat barges traveled constantly up and down the river, people in colorful robes hurried across the bridges in every direction, and airships seemed to be in a constant state of motion as they arrived or departed. But as Twist peered through the thick foot traffic, he couldn’t find a single horse or cab in the fray.
 
   Arabel called to him and Myra from one side of the bridge. Myra kept close to him as they hurried, along with Skye, to meet her. Arabel had found two small carriages that were ready to be hired, but Twist could only stare at the strange conveyances before him.
 
   “Where are the horses?” Myra asked, looking at the two men that stood where the horses should be, holding the front of each of the two carriages like the handle of a cart.
 
   “More to the point,” Twist said, averting his eyes upward, “where are these men’s trousers?” Although each of the two men wore a rather large-looking jacket, their legs were bare from the slim cloth sarong just visible under the edge of the jacket, down to the rope-and-wood sandals on their otherwise bare feet.
 
   “Welcome to Japan,” Skye said with a smile to him. “At least they’ve got cute knees.”
 
   “It’s just the fashion here,” Arabel said with a sigh. “Now come on. You and Myra take that rickshaw, and Skye and I will take this one.”
 
   Twist and Myra did as they were told and climbed up onto the wide, padded seat in the back of one carriage, while Arabel and Skye took the other. Arabel spoke to the men as she climbed on, in a language that was wholly alien to Twist. The men each gave her a nod and a word of response. The moment the passengers were seated, the men took off at a swift trot, carrying them through the dusty streets.
 
   Myra’s face was an image of pure excitement as they hurtled by shops and stalls that seemed to sell a wide array of things Twist couldn’t hope to identify. Simple cloth signs hung out from the wooden buildings like awnings, all written with characters that reminded Twist of Hong Kong. The vibrant crowds remained thick as they moved deeper into the city, and Twist saw a few other men without trousers among those he felt were more sensibly dressed. The women he saw all wore very colorful, patterned dresses that looked to him rather like extravagant dressing gowns.
 
   Even after all of his recent travels to India, America, Africa, the Caribbean, the Himalayas, South Asia, and Eastern Europe, Japan struck his senses as the most startlingly foreign place he had ever been. But once the initial shock had worn off, the city of Tokyo began to charm him.
 
   Every woman’s hair was the same shiny, straight black, and wound up in amazingly intricate shapes. Each face, while looking purely foreign to his eye, was constructed of perfectly clean lines and gentle angles. The simple structures of the buildings gave the city a rather pleasing and calm appearance, despite the amazing amount of activity. Every piece of cloth seemed to have its own unique design and color, although every dress and jacket was of the exact same shape.
 
   “What a pretty little city,” Myra said, leaning closer to him.
 
   “It is, isn’t it?” Twist said back, smiling now.
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   Twist stood near the closed door of the steam train’s passenger car, looking out through one of the wide glass windows that filled the wooden walls of the carriage, as Tokyo sped by. They had taken the rickshaws from the banks of the river—which he’d been told was called the Sumida—to Ueno Station, and were now on the new train line that ran in a large arc through the immense city. The train station had been surprisingly busy, as there were plans to install a subterranean train network just before the beginning of the coming century, and construction was due to start very soon. Twist was also told that the train line he was now riding would one day cover the entire city in one continuous loop.
 
   Twist shook his head, watching small clusters of low buildings race by. The clusters, green patches of forest, plains, and watery farmland combated Twist’s concept of what made a city actually a city. But even today, on a chilly March day under a clear blue sky, the train was so crowded that there was nowhere left to sit. Maybe it really was a good idea to build more train lines, and quickly. Twist glanced to Myra, who stood beside him, when she laughed at another lighthearted comment from Skye. His eyes caught, however, on the face of a man who stood at the other edge of the closed train door.
 
   The man was staring directly at Twist with coal-black eyes. The top of his head appeared to be shaved clean, while the rest of his long, straight black hair was bound in a complex structure at the back of his head. Though he wore no beard, his face showed every other imaginable sign of age, with deep lines beside his eyes and gentle spots in his amber skin.
 
   Though he wasn’t much taller than Twist, he stood with a stoic pride and struck a very impressive figure to Twist’s eye. The man’s clothes were the same loose but straight-lined robes that Twist saw everywhere here, but the shoulders of his jacket hung in sharp points far over his actual shoulders and gave him an even more alien appearance.
 
   “Twist, stop staring,” Arabel muttered to him softly.
 
   “He started it,” Twist shot back to her, watching as the man seemed to continue to unabashedly study Twist’s features.
 
   “Did you see the sword?” Arabel asked him with forced brightness. “I think he can stare at anything he wants to, don’t you?”
 
   Twist glanced down to find a long, slightly curved sword in a sheath strapped to the man’s side. His mind instantly supplied him with the image of Vane, holding just such a sword to Twist’s throat, the very first time they had met. One cut from a sword like that had left a scar on his wrist that might never fully heal. Twist looked out the window again.
 
   To Twist’s surprise, he heard the man speak suddenly, in a deep, forced-sounding voice. Though the words made no sense to him at all, Twist glanced back to find that the words had, indeed, been addressed to him. Myra gave the man a smile and responded in a bubbly, softer version of the same language he had used. Twist frowned slightly as he recognized the word “London” among the other syllables.
 
   The man appeared impressed as he nodded, still watching Twist. “Goo-d affu-ta noon,” he said, looking rather pleased with himself as he did.
 
   Twist’s companions all looked to him to respond. Twist gave the man a smile as he recognized the words he had meant to say.
 
   “Oh, good afternoon,” Twist said back, tipping his top hat. “How do you do?”
 
   “Fine sank-you, an-do you?” the man responded with a short, nodding bow. Twist couldn’t help but smile to see the proud light in the other man’s eyes as he produced nearly English sounds.
 
   “I’m very well,” Twist said. “I’m sorry, I’m a little surprised that you speak English.”
 
   The man seemed to focus on his words intently, and paused for a moment before he shook his head, raising a hand to wave before his face. “No, no, I don-toh spee-ku Enge-lish,” he said slowly, still smiling proudly. He then turned to Myra to speak again in his own language. Myra responded brightly and then turned to Twist.
 
   “He said that studying language is his hobby,” she said with a smile. “He’s never met an Englishman before.”
 
   “Oh, I see,” Twist replied. He noticed then that many of the other people on the crowded train were watching and listening to them. Twist was surprised to find himself feeling a bit like a celebrity. “Well, it’s very nice to meet you, sir,” he added brightly.
 
   “Ah!” the man said happily. “Nice to mee-to you, too.” He laughed and clapped his hands together once, as if in triumph.
 
   Twist laughed lightly in response. Myra and Arabel continued to chat with the man—wholly in Japanese now, as he seemed to have reached the end of his studies—until the train pulled into another station. The man then left the train with a wave and a “goo-doh bye!” Many of the other travelers left the train as well, but just as many new travelers boarded immediately afterward, filling the train back up again. Twist squeezed himself into the empty corner beside the door, while Myra stood to block anyone from touching him by accident.
 
   “Well, that was entertaining,” Twist muttered, once the train set off. “Where are we getting off, again?”
 
   “Shibuya,” Arabel said, reading a small, paper map of the train system that she had picked up at Ueno. Twist glanced at the map, but found no recognizable words of any kind among the strange, clustered characters.
 
   “And where’s that, then?” Twist asked patiently.
 
   “Oh, sorry,” Arabel said with a smile. “That was Shinjuku, so we’re getting off at the next stop,” she added, pointing to one of the train stations on the map, near the end of the line.
 
   “Wonderful,” Twist said with a relieved sigh.
 
   Even if the others on the train were highly skilled at swaying lightly on their feet with the motion of the train and seemed perfectly comfortable in such close quarters, the sheer number of people around him was starting to wear on Twist’s overstressed nerves.
 
   True to Arabel’s word, they stepped off the train at the next station, which was really nothing more than a small conductor’s house beside the covered wooden platform. Twist looked around at the quiet, simple, and almost rural town around him, as they walked away from the station. A gradual slope rose away to the left, and a river wandered by to the right, while the train tracks ran forward and back from the clear dirt patch of empty street beside the station. Twist noticed a small, wolf-like dog sitting beside the station as if waiting for someone.
 
   Arabel led the way as they walked along a thin street that headed up the slope. There were far fewer people in this part of the city, and Twist could hear birds singing in the sparse wood that stood at the top of the slope before them. They passed a small group of children who wore very bright, colorful clothing and wooden sandals. The children stopped to stare at them and whisper to each other. Twist offered them a smile as he passed by.
 
   As the road cut into the heart of the small forest, he and his companions came under the soft shadows of the trees. Twist noticed that some of the trees here looked like smaller, paler versions of the huge redwood trees he had seen near San Francisco.
 
   “He should be right up here,” Arabel said, peering into the woods as they walked along the road.
 
   “I thought you said this guy was underground,” Skye mentioned.
 
   Glancing around, Twist could see no buildings or even cave openings among the trees.
 
   “He is,” Arabel said, frowning. “I’m sure of it. And we’re very close now.”
 
   “You’re never wrong about these things?” Skye asked.
 
   “Never,” Arabel said, shaking her head. “We just have to find…” She paused and then seemed to see something in the woods, along a thin, winding path. “This way,” she said, taking off at a quick pace.
 
   As Twist and the others followed behind her, they came quickly to one very large tree in a small clearing. The trunk was round and bare to a great height, and was as wide as a London cab, while the twiggy green branches reached high enough to make a good airship dock up above the canopy of the other trees. As they walked around the back of it, they found a man sitting on a small stump, reading a book.
 
   Twist was startled to find that the man looked European to his eye, with bushy red hair, pale skin, and bright blue eyes. He was dressed, however, in a suit that was made entirely of green leaves. At second glance, Twist noticed that his ears stood out from his head in long points, a pair of short horns stuck out of the top of his curly red hair, and that his legs and feet quite resembled the furry hindquarters of a goat.
 
   “Oh, hello,” Arabel said to him.
 
   “What do ye want?” the satyr asked her with a thick Scottish accent. Twist couldn’t stop himself from staring in utter confusion at this strange man-like creature. He glanced around to find a similar sentiment in the expressions that Skye and Myra wore, but Arabel didn’t appear at all perturbed.
 
   “We’re looking for a fox with just one tail,” Arabel said brightly. “I know he’s around here somewhere. He might be underground. Do you know where I might find him?”
 
   The satyr rolled his eyes and looked back to his book. “There are no humans allowed in the club. Be on yer way.” Arabel pulled back, a frown on her face.
 
   “Now, see here!” Twist snapped at the odd Scottish satyr. “We’ve come all the way from London. You can’t just turn us away.” The satyr made no response to Twist’s words but continued to read his book as if Twist hadn’t spoken at all.
 
   “Come on, can’t you help us out?” Skye tried.
 
   “Them’s the rules, ladies,” he said to her with a shake of his head. “Be on yer way.”
 
   “Ladies?” Twist balked instantly. When the satyr made no response whatsoever yet again, Twist stepped closer to him. “Excuse me,” he tried. “Can you hear me?”
 
   The satyr didn’t so much as glance up from his book. Twist waved a hand in the space between the page and the satyr’s eyes, but he gave no response at all. Twist looked to his friends to find them all watching him curiously.
 
   “I have an idea,” Twist said, stepping away. “Come with me, out of earshot. Don’t say anything to him.” The others followed Twist out of the clearing and out of view of the satyr.
 
   “Twist?” Skye asked the moment they stopped. “Why can’t the goat-guy see you?”
 
   “I don’t know. I guess a satyr counts as a fairy,” Twist answered quickly. His curiosity pulled his mind toward the symbol engraved on his pocket watch, which Jonas had recognized as a spell to ward off fairies, and to the dream he’d had of Storm as a satyr, but he forcibly turned his thoughts onto the task at hand.
 
   “Well, Puck was a satyr,” Skye offered thoughtfully. “He worked for Oberon, and Oberon was the king of the fairies. But that was Shakespeare. Why can’t this guy see you?” She paused, looking alarmed. “And since when are satyrs real?” she asked darkly, turning to glance back at the Scottish one in the clearing behind her.
 
   “I don’t know,” Twist said, shaking his head, aggravated now as he struggled to focus. “And it’s not important now. He can’t see me. That’s all we need. If humans aren’t allowed, then logic would suggest that there is some kind of hidden entryway into the underground space where Vane is right now, correct?” The others gave vague nods. “All we need is for him to open that doorway. Then I can walk through, and he won’t try to stop me.”
 
   “Okay,” Skye said with a nod, “I like how you’re learning to roll with the weirdness, by the way, but he saw the rest of us and refused to let us in. How are we going to get him to open the doorway?”
 
   “I don’t look human anymore,” Myra offered with a musing expression. “I could tell him I’m a ghost. Then he might let me in.”
 
   “Oh! And what about Kali?” Skye asked suddenly. “I could send her with you. That way I can keep an eye on you. And if there’s a load of magical creatures where you’re going, it might be better to have her along, anyway.”
 
   “My word, we’re bizarre,” Arabel said with a sigh. The others smiled at her. “But yeah, that might work. I can almost see Vane right now. And he is surrounded by magical creatures.”
 
   “Let’s give it a go,” Skye said, stepping back. She stretched out one arm and then held still as a brilliant, orange-and-white, swirling light rippled off of her back and down her arm before taking the shape of a full-sized Bengal tiger sitting in the underbrush. “Kali, honey,” she said sweetly to the now perfectly solid tiger, “go with Twist and Myra, and keep an eye on them, okay? I have to wait here.”
 
   Kali gave a soft, growling sort of sound and nuzzled her wide, flat snout against Skye’s outstretched hand before looking expectantly to Twist.
 
   “Right,” Twist said, swallowing the sudden wave of amazement at the strangeness of his own plan. “Myra, darling, if you would,” he said, gesturing for her to take the lead.
 
   Twist realized quickly that it felt very strange to walk beside Myra without holding her hand in any way. He and Myra walked separately back to the tree and the reading satyr, while Kali padded along beside them. Myra stopped before the satyr, cleared her throat, and waited for him to look up at her. He then glanced at Kali with some interest.
 
   “Hello,” she said brightly. “I forgot to mention it earlier, but I’m not exactly human.”
 
   The satyr looked at her as if searching for something new in her face. “No, you’re not, are you?” he toned thoughtfully.
 
   “Can my tiger and I come in?” she asked pleasantly. Twist shifted on his feet, but the satyr paid him no mind.
 
   “You two?” he asked, already getting to his hoofed feet and putting his book on the stump. “Sure, you can come in.”
 
   He then reached up to one of the protruding knots in the textured bark of the tree. Instantly, a large and previously invisible door swung inward into a hollow, dark space. Twist couldn’t see the back of the tree inside the darkness. It seemed to his eye as if the space inside the tree was much larger than the tree itself. There were, however, a set of stone steps leading down and deep sounds muffled by distance coming up. Almost instantly, a small, glowing ball of golden light flew up the stairs to hang in the air over the threshold.
 
   “Oh, a pixie!” Myra gasped in a bright, delighted squeal.
 
   “Be careful,” the satyr said, taking his seat again. “It steals shiny things.”
 
   The glowing ball of light gave a bell-like but angry-sounding tone, though Twist could catch nothing even close to the sound of a word in it. Myra giggled softly but stepped forward with Kali toward the stairs.
 
   “Just remember,” the satyr said over his shoulder, as he opened his book, “that’s neutral ground down there. No violence, deal making, or selling of favors,” he added with a listless wave of his hand.
 
   Myra nodded, appearing to understand. Twist followed beside her while the pixie lit their way into the darkness.
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   Twist stood frozen on the last landing, a mere twenty more steps from the bottom, while his senses were violently assaulted. The cavern was unimaginably huge, and the rocky roof was hidden in shadow. The floor, however, was filled with creatures unlike anything he had ever seen; they all fit the description of the word “monster” quite well. Ten-foot-tall things that could only be trolls, small, knobby goblins, scale-covered dragons of all sizes and shapes, eagle-winged and lion-headed gryphons, and even a few centaurs and satyrs mingled among impossibly beautiful humans—or things that looked like humans—on a sweeping and crowded dance floor. Clustered tables of various heights and sizes rimmed the sides of the dance floor, where creatures drank glowing, colorful liquids from glasses and bowls.
 
   There was a stage at the far end where a small band—lead by a screaming, or possibly singing, bull-headed minotaur—created the most aggressive, rhythmic, and oddly melodic sound Twist had ever heard. Pixies danced above the others, flashing brightly in the air and filling the darkness with shattered, colorful light. Twist had read Dante’s Inferno once, and he now wondered if Dante had come here to take notes. Myra tugged at Twist’s sleeve, drawing his tormented attention. She pointed to one of the tables off to the side.
 
   Seated there with what looked like a Japanese man and a giraffe with flaming whiskers, was Vane. He looked exactly as he had the last time Twist had seen him, complete with the furry, white-tipped black tail hanging from the back of his purple tunic. Now that Twist saw him again, he realized that Vane’s dress was a simplified version of the fashions he’d seen in Tokyo. His pale, angular face reminded Twist of the Japanese people he’d seen on the streets outside. But even so, the slightly too long and pointed ears and nose, the empty and endless black eyes, and the furry black hair all seemed make him appear oddly inhuman. The tail, of course, didn’t help at all.
 
   Twist and Myra carefully made their way closer, while Kali prowled along with them. None of the things around them seemed to pay any attention to them at all, as they shouted along with the band and danced to the strong beat. To Twist’s relief, the noise seemed to deaden somewhat near the table, allowing them to hear Vane speaking as they walked up.
 
   “Then I just had to tell her,” he was saying in his usual accent that Twist now recognized as lightly Japanese. “Darling, it’s only marmalade!” he finished leadingly, with a wide grin.
 
   The other two at the table broke into laughter instantly. Then the giraffe with flaming whiskers caught sight of Twist and Myra. It also seemed to have very pointed horns rising from just in front of its ears, and a full beard of white fur.
 
   “What’s this?” it asked with an accent that reminded Twist of China. “What’s a human doing in here?”
 
   “Twist!” Vane gasped, seeing him. His face split into a wide grin. “And Myra too! What the devil are you doing in Japan?”
 
   “Hello, Vane,” Twist said, trying to ignore the fact that the giraffe had spoken. He caught Vane’s gaze with an intent look. “Jonas is in trouble.”
 
   Vane put on a balking expression. Twist braced himself to hear his response.
 
   “When isn’t Jonas in trouble?” Vane asked with a sigh. Twist stepped closer in his eagerness and put a hand on the unused armrest of Vane’s chair.
 
   “You remember him?” he asked, almost breathless with shock.
 
   Vane’s eyes lidded over slightly as a sly smile took place on his lips. “You always seem to carry a lingering scent of ozone, Twist. Not that I mind, of course,” he added with a purr to his voice. “It’s a rather fascinating idiosyncrasy.”
 
   Twist backed away and shot him a glare. Kali gave a low, threatening growl, her brown eyes locked on Vane. He jumped in surprise at seeing her.
 
   “Holy hell!” he gasped. “Is that a tiger? Where the hell did you get a tiger?” he asked Twist accusingly.
 
   “Actually,” the man seated at the table said, staring at Kali, “that’s a familiar.” He then glanced up at Twist. “And it’s not his.”
 
   “Vane,” Twist said sternly. “Do you still know who Jonas is?”
 
   “Do you mean, besides being a quite attractive but rather disturbed little sky pirate?” he asked back, keeping his eyes on Kali. “Does your tiger understand English? I don’t taste good!” he said very clearly to Kali. Kali gave another low growl and bared her teeth at him.
 
   “Wait, wait,” Twist said, putting out a hand to calm Kali. “But you remember him?”
 
   Vane looked to Twist with a frown. “What are you on about? I just saw you two lovebirds in the Caribbean, not long ago. How bad do you think my memory is?”
 
   “Storm was right!” Myra said brightly to Twist. Somewhere behind him, Twist could hear more yelling as the “song” came to a close. Twist refused to let any distractions catch him.
 
   “Look, I think he’s been taken by a dragon,” Twist said to Vane. “The beast wants to take him to Jupiter. No one else remembers him. Just you, Storm, and I.”
 
   Vane listened and then turned to the man sitting beside him. “Kaz-chan, this Jonas he’s talking about is nothing like a princess. Why would your people take him?”
 
   “I told you not to call me that,” the man said with a sigh and a clear but somehow non-British-sounding accent.
 
   “Fine, ‘Kazan,’ then,” Vane said with a sigh. “But really, what would you dragons want with some random bloke?”
 
   Twist snapped his eyes to the man sitting across the table from Vane. With all of distractions in the noisy cavern, Twist hadn’t actually looked at him. Now he couldn’t believe he’d missed the fact that the man’s eyes were orange and that his short hair was a vibrant blue. Twist’s mind flashed back to the man who had startled him in the tea shop and then stolen Jonas away with a touch.
 
   This man had the same strange, intimidating energy playing in his orange eyes. He too appeared tall, well built, and imposing, and somehow also quite arresting. Looking at him now, Twist’s heart once again leaped into high speed with pure, unidentifiable fear. Unlike the man with silver hair, this one looked Japanese to Twist’s eye and was dressed in deep-blue silks not unlike the style that Vane wore.
 
   “I haven’t the foggiest,” Kazan answered Vane with a shrug.
 
   “They need his Sight,” Twist said, forcing his words out on shallow breaths. He gripped his will and tore his eyes away from Kazan to look at Vane. “They want to go to one of Jupiter’s moons. They need him to guide the ship.”
 
   “Clever,” Vane said with a nod. “Jonas’s Sight could do that easy.”
 
   “We have to save him!” Twist spat angrily at Vane. Vane gave Twist a reproachful look. “They aren’t coming back to Earth for a hundred years! I know you’re immortal, but Jonas isn’t.”
 
   “Wait a moment,” Kazan said, leaning across the table toward Twist. “You’re human, right?” he asked, looking Twist up and down with his orange eyes.
 
   “Yes, it is,” the giraffe said before leaning down to lap at the glowing red liquid in its bowl. “I’d know that smell anywhere.” Twist gave the giraffe a cold look, wishing dearly that it would stop talking. There was already plenty of bizarre in the room without a talking giraffe.
 
   “Then how do you know your friend is even missing?” Kazan asked Twist. “If he’s been taken by my people, then you shouldn’t remember him at all.”
 
   “I didn’t forget about him when everyone else did.” Twist tried to look into those orange eyes coolly, but he could feel his untamed fear clamoring in to fill his own eyes. Kazan, however, didn’t seem at all affected by Twist’s fear. Twist almost wondered if the dragon expected it.
 
   “I thought that didn’t happen,” Vane said, frowning at Kazan. “I mean, I’m not human, so naturally the spell wouldn’t work on me. But how can Twist fight it?”
 
   “He can’t,” Kazan said, looking at Twist like a mildly challenging puzzle. “How did you get in here, anyway? Humans aren’t allowed.”
 
   “The doorman couldn’t see me,” Twist said with a forced shrug, trying desperately to calm his heart as he held that orange gaze.
 
   Kazan’s fine black eyebrows rose on his face. “Fae can’t see you? Since when?”
 
   “I don’t know,” Twist said, shaking his head. “Someone told me that I’ve been charmed, or some such. I don’t understand anything about it.” He tried again to look back to Vane, but Kazan spoke again before he could.
 
   “How old are you?” Kazan asked.
 
   “What?” Twist balked. He was only vaguely aware that everyone else at the table was now watching the conversation with great interest.
 
   “When were you born?” Kazan pressed impatiently.
 
   “I don’t know. Why is that important?”
 
   Kazan’s eyes sharpened with annoyance. Twist took a deep breath while the band on the stage growled into another song. As Kazan stared into him, Twist felt the answer suddenly voice itself without his express permission.
 
   “I never knew my parents. I was left at an orphanage as a baby. I don’t know when I was born.”
 
   “Good…” Kazan purred, as if to himself. “But you must have a year, at least,” he said to Twist with an encouraging gesture.
 
   Twist shook his head, trying to think of anything. “Late 1852, maybe.”
 
   Kazan’s eyes flitted down to the watch chain that hung from Twist’s pocket. “Do you have a small, handmade, brass pocket watch with the image of a sun engraved on it?”
 
   Twist felt terror wriggle up his spine with Kazan’s words. “How the hell do you know something like that? Who are you?” he snapped, his fear shifting to anger quickly.
 
   Kazan’s face softened into a smile as he leaned back, looking at Twist as if in a new light. Twist suddenly wished he’d never stepped into this bizarre club. Surely Vane’s help wasn’t useful enough to warrant this unsettling conversation.
 
   “Oh, this is brilliant,” Kazan purred happily. “You said this friend of yours has a Sight. And so do you, of course. But your two Sights don’t work on each other. Or, if they do, it’s not in the normal way. Either way, your Sight responds to his in a totally unique way, as his does to yours. That’s why you still remember him. Your Sight blocked the spell.”
 
   Twist stared at the man with orange eyes, from the deepest level of bewilderment. “How…?” was all he managed to voice in response.
 
   Kazan turned to Vane with a smile and growing excitement. “This is fantastic. Take these two and their tiger back to the inn. I’ll…I’ll go and talk to some friends of mine and see what I can do,” he said, as if still forming the plan as he spoke. “I’ll meet you at the inn.”
 
   “Wait, what’s happening?” Vane asked, staring at his friend in nearly as much confusion as Twist. “Are you going to help get Jonas back?” he asked, as if astonished by the idea. “Why?”
 
   “I’ll explain later,” Kazan said, already getting to his feet. “Just take them to the inn, Vane.” He paused. “Actually, it might take me a little while to get back to you. Keep him there until nightfall, at least. Don’t lose him,” he added, with one more pleased look to Twist.
 
   “They’re human!” the giraffe said with a scoffing tone. “What do you care?”
 
   “I’ll see you later,” was all Kazan gave as response to the talking giraffe.
 
   He stepped around the table quickly and moved in close beside Twist. Kali gave a growl, while Twist backed away a step, but Kazan didn’t seem to notice. He leaned close nonetheless and took a hefty sniff of the air around Twist. Twist stared at him in shock while his heart thundered in his chest. Every inch of his soul screamed at him to run, but confusion kept his feet locked in place. Kazan flashed him a razor-edged, orange smile, and then hurried off to disappear into the crowd on the dance floor.
 
   Twist looked to Vane for some kind of explanation, but found nothing but confusion on his face as well. Myra appeared just as baffled, and Kali’s huge brown eyes were still watching the crowd. The giraffe looked at Twist as if he were the source of all of its troubles.
 
   “This is why we don’t allow humans in here, you know,” it said ruefully. “They’re such a damned nuisance.”
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   Once Twist, Myra, and Kali returned to the surface with Vane, they joined Arabel and Skye, who were waiting for them on the path that ran through the sparse woods. After their previous encounters, Arabel was clearly anything but pleased to see the pirate fox once again.
 
   “Hey, there. My name’s Vane,” he said smoothly, offering a handshake to Skye.
 
   Skye narrowed her keen eyes at him and Kali, standing at Skye’s side, gave a low growl. All of Vane’s sultry charm evaporated as he looked nervously at the tiger.
 
   “Oh!” Twist gasped as the thought occurred to him. “Skye, don’t say your own name in front of him!” he said, pointing an accusing finger at Vane. “If you do, he’ll be able to put on your face.”
 
   “Thanks a lot, Twist!” Vane snapped at him angrily. “This girl’s got a lovely face, and now I can’t have it.”
 
   “So he’s a kitsune?” Skye asked slowly, looking Vane over critically. “You just said he was a fox.”
 
   “Beautiful and bright,” Vane toned smoothly, smiling at her. “I love a girl who knows her mythology.” Kali growled again, a low, deep, and restrained warning. Vane gulped, his charm waning again.
 
   “Kitsunes are notoriously mischievous,” Skye said thoughtfully. “I heard of a myth once that said they seduce and then kill anyone stupid enough to fall for their charms.”
 
   “I never!” Vane gasped, affronted. “Well…” he amended, drawing a look of horror from Twist. “I’m not going to kill any of you!” he added quickly. “I know you. It would be terribly awkward. Where did you hear such a mean-spirited myth?”
 
   “Why do we need his help, anyway?” Arabel asked, her arms crossed.
 
   “Storm said we did,” Myra offered with a shrug.
 
   Twist’s mind filled with a new idea. “Vane?” Twist said, turning to him pleasantly.
 
   “Yes, Twisty dear?” Vane returned sweetly. Twist’s face dropped into a frown.
 
   “Please don’t call me that,” he muttered before returning to his point. “Since you do remember Jonas, would you please tell Arabel that she does in fact have a brother, and that I’m not the only one who remembers him?”
 
   “Oh,” Vane sighed. He looked to Arabel, who wore a grim and hesitant expression. “You do have a brother,” he said easily. “Your twin, actually. And I’m afraid he’s the pretty one.”
 
   “Knowing your taste, I’ll take that as a compliment, you scruffy little scoundrel,” Arabel spat at him acidly.
 
   “Hey!” Skye snapped at her. Twist felt oddly affronted as well but did what he could to hide it. The thought of taking pride in Vane’s flirtatious attention was a highly confusing one.
 
   “Oh, I hate talking to you!” Arabel growled at Vane. “You always mix everything up.” Vane put on a smile. “And how do I know you’re not lying to me about this mysterious brother of mine, just as some evil plot?” she demanded angrily.
 
   “Evil?” Vane asked, looking shocked. “Fluffy, adorable, lovely me? Surely I’m not capable of evil…”
 
   “You’re a thief, a rogue, and a scoundrel,” Arabel said, glaring at him. “You and the rest of your bloody pirate crew have been the bane of my family’s life for years.”
 
   “Your brother joined us,” Vane replied.
 
   “If I actually had a brother, then I can assure you he would sooner die!”
 
   In an instant, Vane’s form rippled with a source-less black smoke and then dissolved into a flawless replica of Jonas—though the furry black fox tail remained, hanging from under Jonas’s brown jacket. Twist’s chest tightened sharply. The buzz in his neck was still absent, and the sea-green eyes in the false face didn’t glow or shift in color at all. He knew the truth, but his eyes assured him that Jonas was now standing before him. The false Jonas gave Arabel a clever grin.
 
   “I’d rather live as a pirate,” Vane said in a perfect copy of Jonas’s voice, “than die on this lousy, stinking ship.” Skye’s fine red eyebrows lifted as she watched the false Jonas speak.
 
   Arabel stared back at him in obvious shock, and then closed her eyes as her body shuddered. Fear began to bloom slowly in her eyes when she opened them again. “Oh God, I remember that…”
 
   The fake Jonas smiled smugly and glanced at Twist. “There’s always a few holes in memory spells,” he said lightly, still in Jonas’s voice. “The right stimuli can usually jog it a bit.”
 
   Twist stared back at him, his heart feeling as still as stone and twice as heavy. He looked into the false Jonas’s eyes and struggled not to reach out to him. There was no soothing, cool, white fog in this man’s touch. There was no subtle pull between them. But the illusion was staggeringly prefect. After fighting to prove his own sanity, solid proof now stood before him.
 
   “You all right?” Vane asked, Jonas’s eyes taking on a hint of concern.
 
   Twist finally mastered his will and turned away from Vane. His eyes had gone damp, but he blinked them quickly rather than lift his hand to wipe at them. He didn’t want Vane to see.
 
   “Shit,” Vane muttered in his own voice once again. “Here, look, I took it off, okay?” Twist glanced back to find that Vane had changed back into his own face and form. Twist took a steadying breath. “Damn, Twisty baby,” Vane cooed gently, drifting closer. “I didn’t realize you’d react like that.” He lifted a hand as if to reach out and touch Twist.
 
   Twist moved back a step, and Myra batted Vane’s hand away with a terse slap. She stepped up in front of Twist and took his hand, peering at him with equal measures of concern and kindness. He gave her a brave smile and tried to hide the fear he felt at his own unexpected reaction. The illusion wasn’t Jonas. He knew it wasn’t. But it hadn’t mattered.
 
   “Thank you,” he said softly to her. He then forced his voice level as he looked to Arabel. “Anyway, do you believe me now?”
 
   Arabel seemed deep in thought. “I’ve seen that face before, and I’ve heard that man say those exact words to me. Only, at the time, he’d been livid. And he hadn’t looked me in the eye. But I can’t think of anywhere else I’ve seen him.”
 
   “There’s probably a few other memories floating around,” Vane said with a shrug. “Dragon magic is all flash and fizz, with very little follow-through. The spell is only intended to keep you from looking for the missing people. If you poke enough holes in it, it’ll unravel.”
 
   “So you know about dragon magic?” Skye asked him.
 
   “I know what I’ve heard,” Vane answered. “Kaz-chan and I have been friends for a while. He doesn’t try to hide anything from me. I mean, he’s a dragon and I’m just a cute little fox. What could I ever do to him?”
 
   “Do you know how to break the spell?” Skye asked.
 
   “Maybe…” Vane answered, smiling again. “Why don’t you and I discuss it over dinner?”
 
   “Why don’t you tell me what you know,” Skye responded with a devious smile, “or I’ll let Kali have you for a chew toy.” Vane’s eyes grew wide with fright. He glanced down at the tiger as she bared her fangs at him menacingly. Vane took a step away from her.
 
   “Now, now,” Vane said with a tight but amiable smile as he raised his hands submissively. “There’s no need for all that. Really, you should take my interest as a compliment. You’re a very charming young woman, you know.”
 
   “Let’s keep to the task at hand,” Skye said with a sigh.
 
   “All right, fine,” Vane said, his frustration oddly gratifying to Twist. “I don’t know how to break the spell. I’m sure if you killed the dragon who cast it, then the effect of the spell would probably disappear, but that’s just a general law of magic. And believe me, dragons aren’t easy to kill. It’s not even possible to actually destroy them completely. The best you can hope for is to disperse their energies for a while, until they recoalesce, come back, and take revenge.”
 
   “How long does it take for them to come back from something like that?” Skye asked.
 
   “I think about a hundred years or so,” Vane said vaguely. “No one’s tried in quite a while, so I don’t know for sure.”
 
   “Can I ask something?” Twist asked, drawing the group’s attention.
 
   “Sure you can, Twisty—”
 
   “Cut that out!” Twist snapped at the fox. “I’m not ‘Twisty’ anything! If you don’t stop using these incessant pet names I shall ignore you again.”
 
   “No! Don’t do that!” Vane gasped, looking frightened. “I’m sorry. I’ll stop. Don’t ignore me, please! I couldn’t stand it…”
 
   “Anyway,” Twist said with a heavy sigh. “If dragons are real, and I have no choice but to accept that they are after meeting two of them in the last week, then why the devil does everyone think they’re only a myth? Why isn’t dragon gold a commodity in the stock exchange? Why don’t I read about the latest dragon attacks in the evening post?”
 
   “Well, because they don’t want to deal with humanity anymore,” Vane said simply. “They hate humans. I mean sure, they like you well enough as a light snack, but that doesn’t mean they want to interact. Whenever they did in the past, there was always some knight or horde of dwarfs showing up to bother them. And these days, humanity has better weapons. But with their memory spells, the dragons can steal all the maidens they want and no one will come looking for them.”
 
   “But that’s monstrous!” Myra said, aghast.
 
   “Well, yeah,” Vane said with a nod. “Exactly.”
 
   “And now they want to visit Jupiter?” Twist asked, clinging to the tiny threads of logic that still remained in the conversation.
 
   “They’ve been talking about relocating for centuries,” Vane said with a wave of his hand. “Some of them, like Kazan, don’t see the point, but others think it would be nice to get away from everything. If they’re talking about Jupiter, then they likely mean the moon Io. It’s volcanic, and not as far away as Mercury.”
 
   Twist nodded slowly, trying to file this information away with the rest. He glanced up and noticed that Skye was quickly jotting something down in a small notebook.
 
   “Well, this is all making my head spin,” Arabel declared with a sigh. “Didn’t your dragon friend want us to meet him somewhere?”
 
   “Oh yes, the inn,” Vane said brightly. “I can’t imagine why he wants to help you. As I said, dragons don’t consider human troubles as deserving of their attention. But still,” he declared with a smile to Twist, “never look a gift dragon in the maw.”
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   Vane took them all to a small, quiet inn nearer to Shinjuku. As they didn’t expect any information from Kazan until nightfall, Myra, Arabel, and Skye all decided to go for a walk to explore more of Tokyo while they waited. Twist, however, cringed at the idea. After all of the chaos in the strange club and the conversations that had followed, he found himself in desperate need of a moment’s peace. As Arabel and Myra were the best speakers of Japanese, and Skye was well armed with Kali, it was easily decided that Twist, along with Vane, would wait at the inn for Kazan while the others went out. Twist consoled himself that the sun hadn’t set, and that the Aeolus wouldn’t be departing for Australia for some hours yet.
 
   The inn took the shape of a single, large, sprawling house with a wide garden behind. After he complied with the curious request to take off his shoes at the door, Twist settled into a quiet space at the edge of the room that Vane and Kazan had been sharing. The room was paved with a thick, blond set of woven mats that smelled of summer grass. The four sliding walls appeared to Twist to be made of white paper, crossed tightly by dark wooden slats like a leaded window. The only furniture in the room was a single low table and a collection of flat cushions, similar to the decor in Jonas’s cabin on the Vimana. A few of the paper-and-wood partitions that made up the back wall had been slid away to open the room to the garden behind. Twist sat himself down cross-legged on a cushion, gazing out into the well-manicured but still slightly wild-looking garden.
 
   Even though the walls were made of paper, Twist couldn’t hear any sounds from outside the inn. He heard none of the other guests nor any of the staff speaking or moving. The city outside seemed completely nonexistent as his tired eyes traced the winding lines of the pink-flowered tree that stood to one side of the soft, green moss that covered the garden floor, and he listened to the murmurs of the thin stream that wandered among the low bushes just below his view. As he watched the tiny pink blossoms rustle gently in the cool breeze, Twist felt peace and comfort soak into his exhausted nerves.
 
   “So, how're things?” Vane’s voice asked softly in the quiet. Twist turned to see him lounging on the open floor, toying with a folding paper fan.
 
   “Fine,” Twist said, turning back to the garden.
 
   “Are you sure?” Vane asked with a lilting edge to his voice. “Your lover is being held prisoner by dragons in outer space. That would certainly put me off.”
 
   Twist took a tight breath and tried to focus on the peaceful view before him.
 
   “Oh come on, Twist,” Vane said after it became obvious that he wasn’t going to respond. “You’re not really going to try ignoring me again, are you? You remember what happened last time. Of course,” he toned leadingly, “last time, Jonas was there to jump down my throat for trying to touch you. He’s not here right now. I might just have a chance.”
 
   “Vane,” Twist said with a sigh, as his head sank into a hand. “You can’t possibly imagine how tired I am right now. I feel like I haven’t had a breath of fresh air in weeks. I’ve had people on all sides for days. When I actually sleep, I dream of all the threats that surround Jonas. I’ve been fighting for sanity since this began, and I’m honestly not certain of anything anymore. For heaven’s sake, I was insulted by a talking giraffe today! If you have a single shred of decency in you, leave me the hell alone.”
 
   Vane paused for a moment before he spoke again. “Kirin.”
 
   “What?” Twist asked, turning to frown at him.
 
   Vane looked back at him, his head now lying flat on the grass mat as he lay on his back and twirled the fan about in the air on the tips of his fingers. “You were insulted by a kirin, not a giraffe. Giraffes can’t talk.”
 
   “My mistake,” Twist muttered, turning away again.
 
   “You really do seem upset,” Vane said, his voice softer now. “Do you want to talk about it?”
 
   Twist gave a heavy sigh.
 
   “It might help, you know,” Vane offered hopefully.
 
   “No.”
 
   Not turning, Twist waited for the next remark. To his great surprise, Vane made none. Neither did he move from his spot on the floor. After a few more moments of silence, Twist slowly began to realize that Vane really was going to leave him alone. The thought seemed mad to him, but—as with everything else that had happened to him today—he tried to let it go.
 
   By the time Myra, Arabel, and Skye returned, Twist was surprised to find his nerves quite well soothed by the rest and the quiet. When Myra stepped into the room, Twist was once again ready to be astonished by what she was now wearing.
 
   Her sari had been replaced by a robe-like dress exactly like those Twist had seen in the rest of Tokyo. The front edges crossed themselves over her heart, and two long sleeves fell nearly to the floor, while her middle was tightly bound with wide swaths of shimmering white, black, and purple fabric that were tied into a huge bow at the small of her back. The dress itself was made of a soft, red cotton, and patterned all over with the image of the five-petaled pink flowers on the tree in the garden, in shades of white and pink. Her wire hair was also bound up on her head in the style that seemed popular here, and a tiny curtain of clear beads hung beside her right eye on a long, golden pin.
 
   “Well, aren’t you just darling!” Vane yelped the moment he saw her.
 
   “I know, isn’t she though?” Arabel said, entering the room behind her with Skye.
 
   Myra spared Vane a smile before looking to Twist. “What do you think, dear?”
 
   “Why, you look just like one of those beautiful little porcelain dolls,” Twist remarked, taking in the details of Myra’s new appearance.
 
   Myra tilted her head into a fetching angle, her deeply pleased smile warming Twist’s senses before he took her hand, and his Sight filled his mind with her pride and delight.
 
   “I just had to try one of these dresses,” she said to him excitedly. “Do you like it?” she asked, spinning herself around on the spot while he held her fingers above her head.
 
   “I like it very much,” Twist said, smiling at her gentle innocence. Even with all the madness around him, at least Myra was consistent. “My dear, you are always lovely enough to soothe all my ills.”
 
   “Ooo, nice line!” Skye hissed under her breath.
 
   Myra only smiled deeper, while a sense of satisfaction bloomed in Twist’s Sight. He felt his heart ease just a little more as he realized that she had changed her look simply to please him. His mind flitted quickly over other moments of kindness that she had shown him: cookies made of all his favorite flavors, a highly fashionable English dress meant to impress only Twist, and all those compliments she had insisted on giving to London. As honestly as he wanted to take care of her, she always did a much better job of looking after him, and in all the sweetest ways. It was a long moment of quiet regard before Twist realized that Skye and the others were talking.
 
   “He said something about a plan,” Skye was saying to Vane. “But beyond finding you, I haven’t heard any of it. I guess we’ll hear more when we get to Australia.”
 
   “And who is this blustery-sounding person, again?” Vane asked idly, now kneeling on a cushion on the floor.
 
   “He’s a very insightful little boy,” Arabel answered as she sat on another cushion. “He has other people’s dreams. He said he’s had all of Twist’s.”
 
   “Not mine,” Twist said, still holding Myra’s hand. “Storm’s had Jonas’s dreams. He can’t find me when I dream.” Arabel looked uncertainly to Twist.
 
   “And you honestly don’t remember your own brother?” Vane asked Arabel with a light grin. “I’m sure he’d enjoy that idea. He’s been running from you for years.”
 
   “Honestly,” Arabel sighed. “How can I have a brother and not remember a thing about him? Magic or no, it still seems absurd.”
 
   “Well,” Vane said with a shrug. “I could tell you about him. He likes rum, he’s a decent surfer, has a solid right hook…” Vane grimaced on the last remark, and rubbed at his jaw with a hand. “He’s a bastard, but I like him all right. Just don’t tell him I said that or he’ll have my pelt.”
 
   “I think I’m starting to like this Jonas guy,” Skye said, smiling at Vane’s description.
 
   Twist smiled too, enjoying the sound of Jonas’s name on other people’s voices.
 
   Skye suddenly shivered, and her face snapped into concern. The tattoo on her back burst into light, and Kali coalesced quickly beside her. Before the tiger was fully formed, she began running out of the room. Skye stood still and closed her eyes tightly. Down the hallway, Twist heard one of the innkeepers shriek in fright.
 
   “What’s gotten into Kali?” Myra asked Skye.
 
   “I don’t know,” Skye said, shaking her head but keeping her eyes closed. “She sensed something outside…” Skye’s eyes flew open quickly in alarm. “We’re in trouble.”
 
   “What?” Twist asked, as Vane and Arabel got to their feet. The sharp tone of her voice sent a chill of alarm up his spine. “What’s happening?”
 
   “No idea,” Skye said, staring into space. “But something is trying to build a trap around this inn. It’s almost finished. It must have been building for a while now. And it’s old magic…but Kali can smell it, now that there’s enough of it.” Skye opened her shoulder bag to fish inside it.
 
   “I don’t feel anything,” Vane said, frowning into space. “Are you sure?”
 
   “Yes, very.” Skye paused and looked at Vane. “You’ve got crappy friends, by the way.” Vane stared at her, bewildered, as she turned her attention back to her bag. She pulled out a pair of small metal spheres and looked at them grimly. “Damn it. Only two.”
 
   “What are those?” Twist asked.
 
   “Come on,” Skye said, pulling a pistol out of a hidden holster under her jacket with her other hand. “We’ve got to get out of this building. Now.”
 
   She hurried out of the room, and everyone followed behind her. Twist snatched his cane from the stand beside the door and struggled into his boots quickly, leaving most of the buckles undone, as he rushed out into the street after the others. Kali’s deep voice echoed off the street as she bellowed an angry roar at the man standing in the middle of the dusty road outside. Kazan looked back at her with mild interest before his orange eyes found Twist.
 
   “There, there, kitty cat,” he said gently, with an unkind smile on his lips. His hands were held out before him and his fingers were pointed at the ground just in front of Kali’s paws. Twist’s eyes could just barely detect a soft, glowing light tracing out the faintest line in the surface of the dusty street. The line seemed to run down the center of the road and then curve around the corners of the inn.
 
   “Kaz-chan, what’s going on?” Vane asked, his voice hesitantly curious. Kazan gave Vane a wide smile, while his hands remained in place.
 
   “This is my lucky day. After nearly three decades of searching for the little whelp,” he toned smoothly as he looked back to Twist, “he found me. And at the same time, he told me exactly where to find the other one. Two for the price of one! I owe you a debt, Vane. You can’t imagine what this one alone is worth, not to mention the both of them together.”
 
   Kali bellowed again and swiped her paws at the glowing line on the dusty road. The light seemed to sting her claws, and the effect forced her back slightly.
 
   “Just about got it…” Kazan said, his face clouded with concentration. “Can’t risk letting him slip away, now can I?”
 
   As the dragon spoke, Twist felt an electric, unearthly vibration build in the air around him. Somewhere deep in his primal and ancient unconscious, Twist knew that the magic the dragon was wielding would seal them all like mice in a trap. Skye moved suddenly, touching a button on one of the metal spheres as she rushed to Kali’s side. She put the sphere on the glowing line and then backed off, dragging Kali with her by the scruff of her neck.
 
   “Cover your ears!” Skye said, taking her own advice. Kali vanished onto Skye’s back in a flash. Twist, Myra, Arabel, and Vane did as they were told.
 
   “What is th—” Kazan began, before the sphere burst.
 
   A torrent of blinding light and concussive sound erupted from the tiny sphere and pounded into Twist’s startled senses. He turned away, snapped his eyes shut, and pressed his hands over his ear to deaden the effect, but it only lasted for an instant. When he looked back, Kazan was lying on his back on the street, and the glowing line in the ground had vanished. Skye rushed toward the dragon while Kali reappeared at her side.
 
   “In the name of the Rooks, I order you to cease all hostilities!” she said, her voice strong and solid as she stood a step away from Kazan and held her pistol aimed at his chest. Kazan leaned up into a sitting position slowly and shook his head as if to clear it. “If you continue to resist, your actions will be met with maximum force.”
 
   Kazan glared up at her sharply. At the same moment, Skye and Kali both flew off of their feet and tumbled back to the ground just in front of Twist and Vane. Myra gasped and clung tightly to Twist’s arm while her fright bombarded his Sight. Arabel knelt down to Skye, who had fallen utterly still. Vane looked up to Kazan in horror. People emerged from some of the shops and houses along the street, all watching with a murmur of startled voices.
 
   “What are you doing?” Vane demanded. “People are fragile, damn it!”
 
   “Oh no!” Myra yelped as her fear grew to a blinding, white-hot flame in Twist’s Sight. “Is she…” Almost in response, Skye gave a low grown. Myra’s fear subsided somewhat at the sound of it. Twist fought to clear his mind as his vision began to blur.
 
   When Twist looked up, Kazan was already back on his feet. Kazan lifted his head back and gave his body a shake as a cloud of blue smoke wafted quickly around him. In a moment, the cloud grew to the height of the buildings around them and nearly as wide as the shop across the street. The cloud then faded and vanished, leaving a huge, shining, blue-scaled, four-clawed, snake-like dragon coiling smoothly as it hung in the air just above the dirt. The other people on the street screamed and fled in a chaotic jumble.
 
   Twist stared, transfixed, as the creature’s massive, lion-like head dropped back down and its gleaming, orange eyes opened to stare directly at Twist with a cold but startlingly intent light. Twist’s previous fear at looking into Kazan’s eyes suddenly made perfect sense to him as he looked on the dragon’s true face. His own fear washed Myra’s away, leaving his mind charged and taut.
 
   “Knock it off!” Vane yelled angrily as he stood and turned on the dragon. “What the hell is your problem?”
 
   Kazan’s long, barbed tail flicked out at Vane so quickly that the fox flew back onto the ground beside Twist, clearly knocked unconscious, long before Twist’s eyes could even catch the motion. Kali grumbled as she shook her furry head and turned her attention to the dragon. She leaped at it and gave another roar, but one of Kazan’s talons caught her around the middle, mid-leap. Before she could even struggle, the dragon tossed her away into the street and turned its attention back to Twist.
 
   Twist’s blood ran cold as he saw the gleaming blue talon reach out for him. He turned and pushed Myra away from him as he began to run, but Skye’s other small bomb had fallen just in front of him. Twist didn’t see it in his fright and tripped, falling to the dirt. The dragon’s cold, iron claw gripped his leg and began to drag him across the ground. Twist’s Sight screamed in blinding pain against a torrent of information that he couldn’t identify or understand. He reached out to grab anything to pull himself out of the terrifying grip, but all his fingers found on the dusty ground was something small and round. In an instant, he was lifted into the air, upside down. Somehow, he managed to recognize Myra’s scream of terror, back on the ground, in all of the other madness.
 
   His chaos-filled Sight cleared enough to give him back his vision as Kazan held him up before his scaly, shining blue face. Twist only realized that he’d been screaming once he ran out of breath. The sheer amount of terror running through Twist’s heart turned his mind numb to its effects. Time seemed to slow around him as he looked into Kazan’s brilliant, huge, orange eyes. His tight fingers still clung to the thing he had grabbed off of the ground, and a small part of it slipped inward under the pressure of his grasp. Twist instantly realized that he was holding a bomb, ready to blow. Kazan smiled at him, clearly pleased.
 
   “Well, that was easy,” he purred in his deep, rolling voice. He opened his mouth to laugh in triumph.
 
   Twist saw a yellow glow in the depths of the long, snake-like throat. He pulled his arm back and threw the bomb as far into that glow as he could. Kazan dropped him suddenly and gave a choking sound. Twist fell in a heap on the ground and looked up to catch the dragon’s shocked expression for only an instant. Then the huge blue creature exploded into a shower of flashing sparks and glimmering blue specks, while a shock wave of sound and light pounded into Twist. He felt himself pushed away along the ground, and then his senses failed him completely.
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   Twist’s consciousness returned slowly. He eventually came to realize that he was lying flat on his back, on something rather soft, and that there was hushed conversation wafting around him. He drew his eyes open slowly in the gentle glow of gaslight. Kali’s huge, furry face hung just above his, staring down at him with intent, gleaming, brown eyes. Twist let out a shriek of surprise and jerked away from her. Kali moved back, clearly shocked, and she gave a barking sound.
 
   “Twist!” Myra said, slipping into his view. She sat beside him on the bed and reached down to stroke the edge of his face. Her concern and warmth dulled the sharp edges of his fright instantly. “There, there, darling. Everything is all right now.” She was still wearing the Japanese dress, but her hair was now only bound in a single, simple tail.
 
   “It is?” Twist asked, surprised to find his voice a bit raw. “What happened? Were we just attacked by a dragon? Where are we? What’s going on?” Twist moved quickly as he spoke, trying to sit up.
 
   Myra gently helped him up to sit on the bed. Twist looked around him in the gaslight. He seemed to be back on board the Aeolus, in his single cabin. The sky outside the porthole windows was dark once again, but with no aurora. As Twist searched the world for explanation, he caught the sense of a subtle, seemingly sourceless vibration in the air.
 
   “We’re back on the airship,” Myra said gently. “We’re headed to Australia now. Vane is still with us, too. No one is badly hurt.”
 
   “Kazan,” Twist said, looking to her. The strange vibration in the air rippled against his skin, sending a chill down his spine. Twist paused, looking around for some cause. The feeling vanished, leaving the still air only slightly charged.
 
   “Oh, the dragon…” Myra toned softly, with a light smile on her face.
 
   “You slayed him,” Skye’s voice said from the side. “You’re fantastic, Twist.”
 
   Twist looked up to find her leaning casually against the wall, a grin on her face. There was also the shadow of a bruise on her jaw, but she looked otherwise all right. Arabel and Vane stood beside her. They too looked to be only slightly the worse for wear.
 
   “I did?” Twist asked. The memory of the dragon exploding in the air above him seemed utterly unreal. Twist’s eyes snapped to Vane’s. “I killed him?” he asked softly. His heart felt suddenly cold and still inside his chest.
 
   “He deserved it.” Vane reached up to lean his elbow on Skye’s shoulder casually as he spoke. Skye shot Vane a glare and sharply shrugged his elbow off of her shoulder. “Don’t feel bad,” he added to Twist, seeming only mildly offended by her rejection. “He’ll come back eventually.”
 
   “But you were out cold,” Arabel said to Twist. “The Aeolus crew wanted to send you to the onboard hospital, but we knew you’d hate that once you came to. Vane promised us you’d wake up on your own.”
 
   Vane gave her a proud smile and gestured broadly to Twist and his consciousness. “See? A little dragon’s blood on him, but nothing else amiss.” Twist glanced down, looking for blood, but found nothing but a light peppering of dust on his clothes and hands.
 
   “What I can’t figure out,” Skye said, “is why he didn’t just attack Twist in the club. Why send us off to that inn and then come at us a while later? Why the holdup?”
 
   “He couldn’t do anything aggressive inside the club,” Vane explained. “They’ve got wards and things down there. And if I know that spell he was spinning around the inn—which isn’t an easy one and probably took a while for him to build—it would have locked us up not only in that place but in time as well. If you hadn’t stopped him, we would have been thoroughly trapped until he decided to let us out.”
 
   “Bloody hell…” Twist muttered, leaning his head in one hand. How had his life ever gotten this far out of control? “Why in the blazes did he attack us at all?” he asked the others.
 
   “No idea,” Vane said, frowning at the thought. “He said something about you being valuable, Twisty dear, but I can’t imagine why you would be.” At the pet name, Myra shot Vane a nasty look. “I mean, sometimes,” Vane went on, “other creatures hire dragons for bounty hunting. They’re fabulous at tracking things down. But they don’t come cheap. It would have cost a lot of gold to keep Kaz-chan looking for you for…what did he say? Nearly three decades?”
 
   “I haven’t even been alive much longer than that, as it is,” Twist muttered. “Who’d want to find me that badly? No one’s ever wanted me for anything.”
 
   “Not true,” Arabel said instantly. “I went looking for you to fix Myra.”
 
   “And Aden sent people to kidnap you,” Myra added.
 
   “And Uncle Howell and I went after you in Indonesia,” Arabel said quickly.
 
   “And Loki wanted you, too, even if it was just for revenge,” Vane offered brightly.
 
   “And Storm cried so much when you said he couldn’t stay with you,” Myra said.
 
   “All right, all right!” Twist said, putting up his hands. “I take it back. Please, stop.”
 
   “I wanted you myself, but Jonas threatened to skin me alive,” Vane muttered.
 
   “I’d skin you myself, if he wasn’t fast enough,” Twist spat at him instantly.
 
   Skye shook her head, looking at Twist with a light smile. “You’ve really got to work on your self-esteem issues.”
 
   “Right. So. Anyway,” Twist said with a sigh. “We’re headed to Australia now?”
 
   “Yep,” Skye said, nodding. “We should get to Melbourne by the afternoon, tomorrow. Aden wants to talk to us as soon as we get there.”
 
   “But isn’t he still in London?” Twist muttered, and then shook his head. “Never mind. I’m sure I don’t want to know. I mean, we just met a dragon for heaven’s sake. There’s no calling them myths anymore. That means that my dreams are real, and Jonas actually is in outer space. How the devil am I going to get myself into outer space to save him?”
 
   He felt himself begin to panic as his hope struggled to escape, his breath coming faster than he wanted it to. Myra reached out to rub gently at his back. Twist glance up to find a hopeful smile on her face.
 
   “Don’t worry,” she said gently to him. “I’m sure we can work it all out.”
 
   Twist fought to cling to his fleeing hope, desperate to believe her. He put his heavy head into his hands and promised himself that he wasn’t going to succumb to panic or despair.
 
   “Do you want me to put Jon’s face on for a bit?” Vane asked softly after a moment.
 
   “No,” Twist answered, snapping his head up quickly. “God, no. Please don’t.” Vane gave a halfhearted shrug but retained his own face.
 
   “Don’t freak out, Twist,” Skye said with a refreshingly confident air to her voice. “Aden’s got fantastic toys, you’re surrounded by magical and mythical people who want to help you, and you just slayed a damned dragon. Chin up. Myra’s right. Jonas is as good as saved.”
 
   To Twist’s surprise, her words seemed to calm him. He felt his heart begin to still and his breath begin to slow as he took a solid grip of his own courage. The most ridiculous thing in the world was that Skye and Myra were both completely right. Even if he couldn’t guess at what madness tomorrow might hurl at him, or how he was going to get his friend out of orbit, Twist was not alone. And his allies were formidable, resourceful, and loyal.
 
   Twist took a deep breath and gave Skye a nod. Yes. Jonas was as good as saved.
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   Once the sun rose again, Myra decided that Twist desperately needed to have a decent breakfast. Twist’s eyes filled with naked fear at the thought of another overly crowded and chaotic expedition into the ship’s dining room. Before he managed to voice his terror, Myra told him firmly to sit quietly in his cabin and wait for her return. Everyone left him alone to master his nerves, and they disappeared with Myra into the busy hallway outside.
 
   Twist took the opportunity of the sudden solitude to freshen himself up. Feeling presentable once again, he suddenly realized that he actually was fairly hungry. Thinking back, he realized that he’d missed lunch and dinner the previous day, thanks to all of the madness in Tokyo. As he prodded gently at his courage and began to consider the idea of leaving the quiet calm of his empty cabin to check on Myra’s progress, he heard a metallic knock at his door.
 
   He opened it to find Myra standing in the hallway, carrying a tray that was covered with dishes of still-steaming eggs, sausages, toast, roasted tomatoes, sauteed mushrooms, and fresh fruit. There was also a small pot of tea, a tall glass of orange juice, and a few little flowers in a crystal bud vase. She smiled at him brightly while the heavenly aromas engulfed his full attention. As she walked into his room to place the tray on his dressing table, Twist regained enough control of his mind to speak to her.
 
   “Darling, I don’t tell you frequently enough how much I love you.”
 
   Myra spun to him with an expression of wonder on her copper face. “Well, I love you too,” she said coyly, looking as if she’d very much like to blush.
 
   Twist leaned closer to place a kiss on her shining metal cheek. “I know,” he said, delighting in the echo of her joy that he felt in the light touch. “You tell me in so many ways.”
 
   As Twist sat down to eat and Myra insisted on fixing his tea, he felt his spirit begin to truly ease. She remained beside him as he ate, talking brightly about various things that had nothing whatsoever to do with dragons, outer space travel, or dangers of any kind. Twist reveled in the normality of this unexpectedly pleasant morning, and was careful to join into conversation just often enough to keep her words flowing and bright.
 
   Once he’d finished with breakfast and his plates were all but licked clean, he turned his full attention to her. He led her to sit beside him on the edge of his bed as he sipped at the last of the tea.
 
   “Tell me, my dear,” he said, turning to face her, “are you enjoying this journey?”
 
   “Oh, well, it’s been very exciting,” she said, appearing somehow anxious under his direct attention. “But why do you ask? We aren’t on holiday. We are on a very important mission.”
 
   “Yes,” Twist said, putting his cup down on his bedside table before turning back to her earnestly, “but that’s no reason for you to not enjoy yourself. I promised to take care of you, and I’ve been so distracted that I fear I’ve fallen short of my duty on this trip.”
 
   “Oh no, not at all!” she gasped, laying a gentle hand on his arm and spilling anxious tension over his Sight. “I’m happy just to be with you. You don’t have to worry about me.”
 
   Twist smiled gently at her. “But I like to worry about you.”
 
   “You do?” Myra asked, looking confused.
 
   Twist took her hand and lifted her fingers to his lips. He smiled to feel the ripple of bubbly delight that followed his light kiss. “I’d much rather worry about you than myself,” he said to her, holding her hand in his. “I like to make you happy. I wish I could spend my life doing nothing else. I keep trying to, but something always comes up,” he added with a sigh. “We seem to always be in some kind of trouble. I just wish I could keep you safe from all of that.”
 
   “Oh, you’re ever so sweet,” she said softly. Twist glanced up to her face in surprise as he caught a wave of darkness wander into her emotions.
 
   “Have I said something strange?” he asked hesitantly.
 
   “No, no, it’s just…” Her voice drifted off and she glanced away from him, her expression and her heart troubled.
 
   “Please tell me,” Twist said gently.
 
   She paused for a moment, clearly searching for the right words. “I’m not a bird,” she decided on. Twist struggled to hide his startled confusion. “I don’t want to be kept, always safe and sound.” She looked up to him as he felt her courage grow. “I love you. And I love that your life is mad.”
 
   “You like to be in danger?” Twist asked, struggling to make sense of her.
 
   “Of course I don’t want anyone to be hurt,” she said quickly. “I just…like the adventure. I’ve spent my whole life in a palace. My father spent most of his attention on making me happy and entertaining me, but he never let me leave. I met people from all over the world, but I never saw anything beyond my palace before I met you.”
 
   Twist frowned in thought. If he reveled in the calm and quiet moments that stumbled into his life, but she delighted in the exciting ones, then was it possible that they weren’t a very good match? The thought felt cold, alien, and sharp in his mind. Myra reached up to gently stroke the edge of his face, drawing him back from his dark musings. When he looked up, she was smiling sweetly to him and her emotions felt steady and strong.
 
   “You’ve set me free, Twist. I don’t want you to put me into another pretty cage. I want to be with you, in all of your troubles and adventures.”
 
   Twist marveled at the unshakable certainty he felt in her touch. If she was going to stay with him, she would probably always be in some kind of trouble. And against all odds, she clearly loved the idea. He gave a sigh, realizing that her bright, childlike mind would always be a mystery to him.
 
   “Are you trying to tell me that you are happy, even with all this chaos?” he asked her softly, just to be sure.
 
   “I’m very happy with you,” she said, speaking very clearly as her smile grew. “I only wish you were having a better time.”
 
   “Well,” he said, gathering his courage, “maybe you can teach me to embrace the madness. Goodness knows Skye’s already trying to.”
 
   She gave a light laugh, spilling sunlight over his Sight. “I’ll be your Passepartout! A spirit of excitement and comedy for your Phileas Fogg.”
 
   “My dear, you’re neither French nor a manservant,” he said, struggling to hold his features in a dignified pose despite his smile.
 
   “I’m glad of that, as well,” she said with a clever grin. Twist felt a thrill of alert attention grip him as he guessed at her meaning. “All right,” she said, draping both of her hands around his neck as he felt her emotions warm, “not Passepartout then. But I will make any effort to see that you enjoy as much madness as possible.”
 
   While she spoke, Twist watched as the copper melted away into the soft, pale flesh of her spirit’s true form. His hands found their way to the gentle curve of her back as she leaned closer. As he surrendered eagerly to her delightful charms, all of his fears for their unknown future vanished into sunlight.
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   A wide, new land had begun to slip up from the south by the time the sun began to fall into afternoon. As the airship sailed closer, Twist admired the dense green forests that clung to the coast. Behind them, vast red deserts stretched out to the horizon. The forests occasionally gave way to clear, dusty-looking red patches and small coastal cities. Well before the rest of the passengers had finished devouring the lunch buffet, Twist packed his things quickly away into his luggage. The others had agreed to do the same and meet at the bow once again before the crowds built up.
 
   Before long, the bustling city of Melbourne slipped into view—all straight and orderly streets against the wild land around it. To Twist, the bustling city looked scant and brand new, like the Western American towns he’d read of in his books. Once again, there was a huge crowd of people waiting on the docks—air and sea combined into a complex structure of wood and stone jetties—to welcome the Aeolus to Australia. Once again, Twist and his companions waited until most of the other passengers had disembarked before they joined the line.
 
   Stepping back onto solid ground, Twist took a breath of the moist, heavy air. Even having seen them with his own eyes, it seemed ridiculous to think that most of the continent he now stood on was covered in arid desert plains. Skye led them all through the fading crowds and along a busy avenue between the very modern and mostly wooden buildings. The people Twist saw hurrying about now wore none of the finery or elegance he’d seen in Europe, but favored rugged and utilitarian fare. While nearly every voice he heard spoke boldly and loudly in English, they seemed to use vowels in a way his ear wasn’t used to.
 
   Skye led them to one of the taller buildings in the city, which stood seven stories high with a wide plaza out front and a proud, ornate face. Every window was surrounded in stone figures and carvings of vines. Every eave was crusted with filigree and gilding. The enormous front doors stood open, welcoming them into the lavish and lush lobby of what was clearly a very high-class hotel. As he glanced over the velvet-cushioned couches, potted ferns, and golden gas chandeliers, Twist somehow felt that he’d been in this room before, or one very much like it. He shook his head. He’d been traveling far too much. One of the porters, in a sharp green uniform and very shiny shoes, came eagerly to meet them as they strolled across the carpet toward the front desk.
 
   “Hello, and welcome to The Elizabethan,” the young man said in the clearest Australian accent Twist had heard yet. “Are you checking in?”
 
   Twist turned to whisper to Myra. “Wasn’t the hotel in London called The Elizabethan as well?”
 
   “Yes, I think it was,” she whispered back in a serious tone. “Is that a popular name?”
 
   “No, thanks,” Skye was saying pleasantly to the porter. “We just want to visit Hudson’s.”
 
   The porter’s face snapped into a cautious expression. “Hudson’s?” he asked in a hushed voice. Skye nodded, still smiling pleasantly. “I see,” the porter said, looking them all over quickly. “You’ll find the door in the back,” he said, gesturing past the milling guests, couches, and potted ferns. Before Skye could thank him, he vanished away to tend to a new group of guests who had walked into the lobby behind Twist and his companions.
 
   “This way,” Skye said, drawing them deeper into the lobby.
 
   “Wasn’t that lovely cafe we went to with Tasha in New York also called Hudson’s?” Myra asked Twist softly.
 
   “I’m sure it was,” he answered, nodding.
 
   “What are you two whispering about?” Vane asked, appearing at Twist’s shoulder as they walked. Twist jumped in surprise.
 
   “Stop that!” he snapped at the fox. Vane laughed lightly, his dark eyes sparkling with mirth as he smiled at Twist’s reaction. Arabel sighed and shook her head.
 
   “Knock it off, you two,” Skye said to them, having stopped before a closed door at the back of the lobby. The word “Hudson’s” was engraved into a golden plate on the face of it.
 
   Skye knocked and then waited. A moment later, the door opened slightly to reveal a young man within, with very bright blond hair, intent gray eyes, and a small silver pistol in his black-gloved hand. He glanced over each of them and then looked to Skye.
 
   “This club is private, love,” he told her in a clearly Welsh accent. “Have you got the password?”
 
   “A word in earnest is as good as a speech,” Skye said with firm conviction. Twist found himself rather impressed to hear a quote from Bleak House come from Skye.
 
   The young Welshman smiled and opened the door wide before dipping into an inviting gesture. “Welcome to Hudson’s,” he said, waiting for all of them to enter before he shut the door again behind them.
 
   Twist looked around him. It seemed like the smallest parlor he’d ever seen, with a single chair and table under the glaring gaslights and no windows in sight. There was a thick, green carpet under his feet, elegant wallpaper on the walls, and just enough room for about ten people to stand without pressing against each other. There was a lattice wall of thin metal bars cutting the room in half, with a large, empty, three-walled cage of brass filling the space on the other side of it. Twist backed up against the closed door to give himself a little more room and tried not to let his nerves get the better of him in these tight quarters.
 
   The Welshman excused himself repeatedly as he moved through the crowded space to the lattice. He then pulled at a handle that collapsed the lattice into itself, opening it like a curtain. Skye thanked him and then stepped through into the brass cage, telling the others to follow her. They all did as instructed, filling the empty cage, while Twist struggled to keep to his own personal space. He pressed up against one wall of the brass bars and Myra instantly put herself between him and the others. The Welshman waited until everyone was inside before he closed the lattice again.
 
   “What the devil are we doing in a cage?” Arabel asked, voicing Twist’s anxieties as well.
 
   “Have a pleasant day,” the Welshman said, pulling a lever that was set into the wall beside the lattice.
 
   The cage gave a shudder, startling everyone within it. Then, it began to move upward with a distant sound of powerful machinery. Twist looked up to find that there was no ceiling above them, and that the cage itself was being pulled upward by a set of heavy-looking chains attached at each corner. A tall, shadowed shaft stood above them, with a milky skylight at the very top. As the cage continued to move smoothly up toward the light, Twist saw another opening in the wall near the very top.
 
   “Oh, an ascending room!” Arabel said brightly, looking up in wonder. “I’ve never ridden one before.”
 
   “It’s better than taking the stairs,” Skye said, clearly at ease with the technology.
 
   “Is it magic?” Myra asked in hushed excitement.
 
   Skye smiled at her. “No, it’s just mechanics.”
 
   The moment the cage reached the very top of the shaft—the top floor of the building coming to rest level with the floor of the cage—another young man in a black suit stood waiting to open another wall of metal lattice to let them out onto the seventh floor. He welcomed them politely with a light Italian accent and asked if they’d like a table. Skye shook her head.
 
   “We need to use a mirror,” she told him. “Aden is expecting us.”
 
   “Oh, right this way,” he said, turning to lead her quickly on.
 
   Twist and the others followed Skye and the Italian into what Twist found to be a very stylish-looking cafe. Just like the Hudson’s in New York, this cafe was a forest of potted ferns, tall and decorative cages that housed large, black birds, and cozy tables nestled into semi-private clearings. This time, however, the cafe was quiet and hardly any of the tables appeared to be taken. Only a few small groups sat around a handful of the tables, speaking together over their coffees in hushed or languid tones.
 
   Twist heard a gasp from a nearby table as they passed. He looked to the sound and was startled to find a boy running quickly toward him. The boy’s snowy-white hair, copper-colored skin, and brilliant smile were unmistakable. As always, over one of his vibrant pink eyes he wore the strange contraption he’d made to see Twist with.
 
   “Twist!” Storm yelled with unabashed joy, running to Twist with open arms. Everyone stopped in the middle of a walkway that led down the center of the cafe.
 
   Twist backed away when it became apparent that Storm wasn’t planning to slow down. Storm followed him. Twist picked up his pace and began to trot around the others in a circle as Storm chased him with an enormous smile.
 
   “I’m so glad you’re here!” Storm said as he ran after Twist. “I was so worried. This has been like a nightmare! Will you stand still?” he added, his smile wafting over with annoyance.
 
   “Not if you intend to accost me!” Twist snapped back on his quick breaths. Laughing quietly, Myra caught him and held her arms out protectively as she placed herself clearly between Twist and Storm.
 
   “Oh.” Storm pulled himself to a sudden stop with a sheepish expression. “Sorry. I forgot. I’m just so glad to see you!”
 
   “Well, you can hug me, if you like,” Myra said, smiling to him brightly.
 
   Storm’s smile returned instantly when Myra leaned down to wrap her copper arms around him. Twist saw relief bloom on Storm’s young face as he nuzzled into Myra’s embrace. Another figure drifted into view. Twist glanced up to find Storm’s mother, Kima, standing to one side as she watched her son with a saddened expression.
 
   Twist suddenly recalled his first dream of Jonas in the space ship, when Jonas had spoken to himself to retain his own calm. In that desperate and terrifying moment, Jonas had spoken of Kima, of seeing her again. Twist hadn’t been able to understand this at the time. After all, Kima and Jonas hardly knew each other. They didn’t seem to be close. But even so, Kima’s dark eyes were now edged with red, and her usually stoic features betrayed fatigue.
 
   When she caught his gaze—while Storm reveled in Myra’s kindness and spoke brightly with her—Twist suddenly realized that her memories of Jonas had been stolen as well. Storm, like Twist himself, had also been alone in wanting to rescue him. Storm hadn’t had Myra, or even Skye, to help him to keep a grip on his sanity during this ordeal. Twist wondered with a cold dread if Kima had called Storm crazy, as well.
 
   Twist’s memory flashed quickly back to the quiet and dire conversation Kima had had with Jonas and him, all the way back in the flying village in the clouds over America. He remembered Jonas making her a promise to free Storm from the Cyphers who had been using the boy to their own nefarious ends. Did she now remember that conversation without Jonas? Could she remember his promise without remembering him? Kima leaned closer to Twist.
 
   “I’m glad you’re here,” she said softly to him while the others took no notice. “Storm has been…” Her words faded off, and she gave a silent sigh. Twist felt a sudden compulsion to speak, to quiet her fears, but he struggled to think of anything that might suffice.
 
   “Don’t worry,” he said when the pause grew too long to allow him to remain quiet. Kima glanced to him hesitantly. Twist gave her a smile. “Everything will be fine,” he assured her as confidently as he could.
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   The Italian Rook led everyone through a door at the back of the cafe. Inside, Twist was surprised to find that the relatively large room was windowless and dim. The walls were bare and painted black. Heavy black curtains hung from the shadowy ceiling to divide the room into three spaces, each of which seemed to hold the same familiar collection of items: a table against the far wall on which a pair of lit candles stood, a few chairs scattered around it, and a large, gold-framed mirror hanging on the wall above the table. Twist instantly recognized this as a copy of the dark mirror room Aden had taken them to in London.
 
   Their guide told them to take their time and then left, closing the door behind him. Skye moved closer to one of the three mirrors and asked everyone else to take a seat. Twist and the others did as they were told, watching as she stood before the mirror and took off the small watch that she wore on the chain around her neck. She opened the face, flipped it over to reveal the strange blue light inside, and then held it flush to the glass of the mirror, near a corner.
 
   The blue light poured into the mirror, rippling out as if through water, to cover the whole of the surface. Then the light began to slowly clear until a new image filled the looking glass. Aden stood clearly on the other side of the frame, in another black room lit only by two candles, as if the mirror had become a window instead. He was already holding his own silver pocket watch to the glass as if he’d been waiting to be connected.
 
   “Agent Blue,” Aden’s image said pleasantly to Skye with a nod, his voice sounding only slightly distant and echoing.
 
   “Sir,” Skye responded with a nod of her own.
 
   Vane stood and moved closer, peering at the mirror that now failed to show his own reflection. He reached up to tap at the glass, which responded as a solid surface and gave a very glass-like ring against his tap. Aden and Skye watched him with slightly confused expressions. Vane gave an amused tone and sat back down, glancing at Skye’s watch, which remained held against the looking glass.
 
   “Has there been any change since your last report?” Aden’s image asked, returning to more pressing matters.
 
   Skye shook her head. “None, sir.”
 
   Twist’s fingers itched to touch Skye’s watch, or the looking glass itself, and to understand how this marvel was created, but he resisted the urge. His poor mind had already had to contend with enough strangeness in recent days.
 
   “No, Aden is still in London,” Arabel whispered to answer Vane’s quietly spoken question.
 
   “Thank you, Agent.” Aden turned his gaze on Storm. “How about you, Storm? Have you learned anything more from your dreams?”
 
   “Just what I told you,” Storm said with a listless sigh. “Jon is still in orbit, surrounded by dragons that keep threatening to eat him. But they are going to take him to Jupiter if we don’t stop them.”
 
   “I understand,” Aden said with a thoughtful nod.
 
   “You see, Mom?” Storm said, giving his mother a knowing smirk. “I’m not crazy.”
 
   “I never said you were crazy,” Kima hissed quickly, her voice strained in her effort to keep it soft.
 
   “You thought it,” Storm grumbled, crossing his arms.
 
   “All right, thank you,” Aden said, drawing the group’s attention. He was speaking to another glowing blue pocket watch, which he then placed on the table on his side of the mirror. “Well, I don’t have any ships that can traverse the stars,” he said, looking to Twist and Storm. “But, as Storm suggested before, I do have another possible solution. My brightest boffins have been working hard on getting our transporter operational, and they told me just last night that they are ready for a human test subject.”
 
   “What’s this?” Arabel asked.
 
   Before anyone could form an answer, there was a sudden, sharp gust of wind in the dark, windowless room and a sound not unlike a thunderclap. Startled, everyone turned to see a man now standing behind them, just before the closed door. He was dressed in a simple shirt and trousers, without any waistcoat, hat, or jacket. It only took a moment for Twist to recognize him as Henry, the first Rook he’d ever met through a mirror. He was clearly out of breath, holding a hand to his chest. Henry also seemed to be somewhat blurry for a moment before his form solidified. Twist rubbed at his eyes.
 
   “Aden,” Henry said, seeming to catch his breath. He patted himself quickly with his hands. “I appear to be all here, sir. You there, do I look blurry to you?” he asked of Arabel.
 
   “You did for a second…” Arabel toned, looking at him wide-eyed. “But you look all right now.”
 
   Henry counted his fingers and ran a hand through his short brown hair. “Yes, I do indeed seem to be in one piece,” he told Aden with more conviction.
 
   “How do you feel, Henry?” Aden asked him. “Any dizziness? Any pain?”
 
   “Nothing of it,” Henry replied with a shake of his head. “It was rather thrilling, if I’m honest, but I’m sure I’m fine.”
 
   “Glad to hear it,” Aden said, appearing relieved. He picked up his glowing watch again. “Test one is a success,” he said to it. “Send the second test whenever you’re ready.”
 
   “I’m sorry,” Arabel said to Henry as he took a chair from around one of the black curtains to sit with the others. “But where the devil did you come from?” Everyone else looked to him with naked curiosity.
 
   Henry laughed lightly, smiling at her as he took a casual seat and patted at his neck with a pocket handkerchief. “Why, I came out of thin air, of course.”
 
   “Isn’t it awesome?” Storm asked Twist brightly. “I’ve been watching them run other tests for the past few days.”
 
   “But I still don’t understand,” Myra said, her face filled with concentration.
 
   Before anyone could answer her, there was another thunderclap. This time, Twist managed to look to the source of the sound more quickly. His eyes caught sight of a quivering, shimmering shape just beginning to appear behind Aden, on the other side of the mirror. In an instant, the shape solidified into the form of another man. Everyone who saw the apparition let out a gasp. Once he appeared solid again, the new man also seemed out of breath but unharmed.
 
   “Florin?” Aden asked, approaching him. “Are you all right?”
 
   Florin nodded, still struggling to catch his breath. He was dressed the same as Henry, but his features appeared slightly foreign to Twist’s eye. He too checked himself over quickly, looking at his hands and touching his head and face before he looked to Aden and gave a thin smile.
 
   “Yes, sir,” he said in a light Germanic accent. “I think I’m okay.”
 
   “I’m glad to hear it,” Aden said, giving him a hearty pat on the shoulder. He then turned back to the mirror and spoke to his glowing watch once again. “Florin is here,” he said to it. “He seems right as rain. The second test is a success as well. Check your results and collect your findings. I want to be ready to send someone as far as near orbit in a few hours at the latest.”
 
   “Wow, you people just have all the best toys,” Vane remarked with a smile.
 
   Aden's expression took on a smug shade. “Well, we’ve just sent the very first two human subjects through space by our new matter transporter. Henry a few miles,” Aden said with a gesture to him, “and Florin to the other side of the world,” he added, glancing back to Florin. “This an historic day indeed.”
 
   “How’d you manage something so magical?” Vane asked curiously.
 
   “We’re using djinn magic,” Aden answered, “controlled by Cypher science, to send things and people to another place in an instant. As long as we have exact coordinates, we seem to be able to send anything, or anyone, anywhere we like. Now, it’s going to be tricky to pinpoint exactly where your friend is, but if we can, then we will send help directly to him.
 
   “Now, gentlemen,” Aden said with a glance in turn to Henry and Florin. “I’d like you both to take your physicals without delay. I want to be sure you’re unharmed.” Florin gave Aden a cordial nod before he walked out of view of the mirror. “Henry,” Aden said, turning to him, “these people are heading to the facility, so stay with them.”
 
   “Yes, sir,” Henry said, giving a lazy-looking salute but remaining in his chair.
 
   “But if I may,” Skye said, drawing Aden’s attention, “what kind of help are you planning to send? Assuming you can pinpoint Jonas’s position, are you going to send a team to rescue him?”
 
   “Actually,” Aden answered, “I’m not sure that sending a whole team is a good idea. Storm, have you collected any more information about the ship that Jonas is in?”
 
   Storm shook his head. “Jon tried to make a break for one of the escape pods in my dream last night, but Bob—that big, silver dragon—caught him just at the last second, again. Jon saw the inside of the pod, and it looks like it can only hold two or three people. He hasn’t seen much more of the ship than that. Bob’s keeping a close watch on him.”
 
    “Thank you,” Aden said, nodding with a thoughtful expression. “At the moment,” he went on, speaking to Skye, “I’m planning to send just one person to rescue him, and then they can both use one of the dragons’ own small pods to escape back to the surface of the Earth.”
 
   “Two people against a load of dragons, sir?” Skye asked, sounding concerned.
 
   “I know,” Aden sighed. “But with no other way back home, it’s reckless to send too many people. Besides, Storm has suggested an interesting tactic. Storm, would you like to explain?”
 
   “Whoever they send up to Jon,” Storm began excitedly, with a wide smile, “will take the Cypher Sight-enhancing drug with them and inject Jon with it.”
 
   “What?” Twist gasped. “Why would you do that?”
 
   “Don’t you remember what happened when Loki gave you the drug, in his airship over the Caribbean?” Storm asked, looking startled by his reaction.
 
   “Oh…” Arabel said suddenly. “You mean when he gave Twist that drug that…” She paused, looking to Twist as if in a new light. “That turned him into a demigod.” Vane looked at Twist in shock and a new level of interest.
 
   “It what?” Twist asked back, frowning.
 
   “You were tossing people about with your mind,” Arabel said. “You could unlock doors just by looking at them. Hell, you were thinking so fast that no one could keep up with you.”
 
   “Oh, that…” Twist muttered. He could still remember looking down at Loki, calmly and coldly reasoning through the pros and cons of snuffing his life out like a candle. He shuddered to think of how the Cypher drug had stripped him of his compassion, but he had to admit that the added benefits had been quite useful at the time.
 
   “I’m sure it’ll do the same thing to Jon,” Storm said. “If someone goes up to the spaceship and gives him the drug, he can save himself, easy.”
 
   “That’s a pretty good plan,” Vane said, smiling at Storm. “You’re smarter than you look, little one.”
 
   “I’m not that little,” Storm snapped instantly.
 
   “I have to agree with…” Aden began and then paused, looking at Vane. “Who are you?”
 
   Skye spoke before Vane could. “He’s the sleazy kitsune pirate that Storm told us to pick up in Japan.”
 
   “Sleazy?” Vane echoed, sounding hurt.
 
   Skye turned a cold gaze to him. “Very sleazy.”
 
   Sitting quietly behind them all, Henry gave Vane a critical glance. Vane grumbled to himself, looking down and dejected. Storm spared Vane a sympathetic look, but he was the only one to do so.
 
   “I see,” Aden said. “Well, anyway, I do agree that Storm’s plan sounds feasible. More than that, it limits the amount of risk considerably, compared to the other options that my tacticians have come up with. All we need now is to decide who to send.”
 
   “I’ll go, naturally,” Twist said. Myra looked to him in shock and horror. “He’s my friend,” he said softly to her. “I’m the one who wants him back.”
 
   “Surely there’s a reason not to send him,” Myra said quickly to Aden, her tone pleading.
 
   “Myra—” Twist began, confused by her reaction.
 
   “Please don’t go,” Myra said, taking his hand and cutting him off. Twist’s Sight burned with her terror and desperation, making him wince. “Anything could happen, and you’d be lost forever. You can’t!”
 
   “Myra, it’s all right,” Aden said, drawing her attention. “I don’t want to send him, either.”
 
   “Why not?” Twist asked, struggling to keep his thoughts clear under the chaos of Myra’s fear. He’d assumed from the very beginning that he’d be the one to rescue Jonas.
 
   “Twist, if you go, then we can’t use the drug,” Storm said gently to him. “Remember? Jon blacked out as soon as Loki gave it to you. If you’re both up there, then one of you will end up being totally useless.”
 
   “Besides, you’re not a soldier,” Aden added. “No one is questioning your courage or your devotion to your friend. It simply a matter of tactics.”
 
   “Sir,” Skye said, drawing herself into a taller posture, “I’d like to volunteer for the mission.” Everyone looked to her in surprise. “I can bring Kali with me, I’ve faced a dragon before, and…well, sir, I want to go into outer space.” Her words took on an excited, delighted edge by the end, which frightened Twist.
 
   “Good points all, Agent Blue,” Aden said, looking at her with a thoughtful smile. “I can’t think of a reason to refuse.”
 
   Twist’s fears rose sharply. Skye didn’t even know Jonas. This wasn’t her battle. She had nothing to gain by risking her life. He moved to speak, to say anything to change their minds, but Myra gripped his hand tightly, stilling him. He looked to her as a fresh wave of fright flooded through her touch. Her gleaming eyes were stern as she leaned closer.
 
   “I won’t let you go, Twist,” she said with a wavering voice but clear resolve. “If you keep trying, I’ll…I’ll stop you.”
 
   Twist stared at her in shock. Then, slowly, he began to understand her fear. Even now, she couldn’t remember Jonas. She didn’t know him. He was nothing to her, but Twist was…he shook his head and took a heavy breath. Then he mastered his strength and gave her copper hands a gentle pat with his free hand.
 
   “As you wish, my dear,” he said, forcing a smile. “I told you I wouldn’t leave you. I suppose that leaving the planet would be breaking my promise.”
 
   Her fear broke and melted away with her relieved smile. “Thank you, darling,” she said, looking fatigued.
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   Once the details of the plan had been worked out, Aden asked Skye to lead everyone to a nearby Rook research station, which was hidden away in the dusty red desert outside the city. Not only was the matter transporter located there, but Twist was told that there was another piece of technology that would help the scientists to pinpoint Jonas’s location in the heavens. Storm happily explained that he and his mother had been living at the facility since they came to Australia. They had only traveled to Melbourne to meet Twist.
 
   Storm spoke quickly and excitedly, as the group left the hotel and began to walk down the street outside, telling Twist about all of the strange technology that the Rooks were developing at the secret research center. Twist listened with a light smile, amazed by the incredible things the boy spoke of. Most of the them sounded like they belonged in a Jules Verne novel.
 
   Kima, meanwhile, seemed to have taken on the role of a ranch hand while her son cavorted with the scientists. As the group walked along, Myra’s curiosity eventually drew all of Storm’s attention, allowing Twist to let himself drift to the silence at the back of the group. Kima caught his eye as their paces aligned.
 
   “He seems very happy here,” Twist offered to her pleasantly.
 
   “Yes, he loves talking with the scientists,” she answered with a nod. “I wish he’d spend more time outside, learning to ride, track, or even hunt, but he is always inside talking about things I don’t understand.”
 
   Twist smiled. He had never been an active child, himself. Pursuits of the mind had always held far more interest to him than physical exercise.
 
   “He’s an intelligent young man,” he said to Kima. “Maybe he’s just not meant to be a hunter.”
 
   Kima watched her son speaking brightly to Myra, up ahead. Her expression darkened dangerously close to misery. “He’s less and less like his father every day. He’s less like me, as well. Sometimes, I wonder whose son he really is.”
 
   Twist fell silent, unsure how to respond to her fears. He remembered her telling Jonas and him that Storm had been born with black hair and dark eyes, and that his appearance had changed as he’d grown. In the back of his mind, Twist’s memory of the mythical creature, the changeling, rose to the surface. He shook his head, rejecting the idea. Of course Storm was human. The boy had a Sight, after all. Only human beings had Sights. And changelings didn’t exist, he assured himself easily.
 
   The group came to the far end of the main road through the center of Melbourne, where the edge of the city met the ruddy desert and rugged brush. Twist and his companions were met by two Rook agents. Skye and Henry took the lead, approaching the men with a casual ease. Unlike the agents he’d met in London, these two men were not wearing sharp black suits. One was taller than the other, and dressed in simple but very sturdy looking Western-style clothing. The right side of his wide-brimmed hat was pinned up against his head like a panache-less musketeer.
 
   “Henry!” the tall agent said with a thick Australian accent and clear astonishment. “That crazy contraption really does work, huh?” He gave Henry a hearty slap on the back.
 
   “Seems to,” Henry said with a smile. “I haven’t dissolved into jam yet.” The Australian Rook gave a laugh, though it sounded slightly nervous to Twist. “Collin,” Henry said, gesturing to Skye beside him. “These are the people Aden sent from London.”
 
   “Agent Blue, at yer service,” Skye said with a lazy salute.
 
   “Good to meet you,” said the man with the funny hat. “I’m Agent Collin. This is my partner, Monti,” he added, with a gesture to the man standing beside him who wore no hat but otherwise similar clothing to Collin.
 
   Twist was surprised to find himself looking slightly down at Monti. He’d become accustomed to always being the shortest adult member of any given group. Monti was also just as thin as Twist, but his skin was a dark and dusty brown, and his curly black hair hung nearly to his shoulders. His dark eyes twinkled and almost disappeared into his round features when he smiled at Kima in greeting. She gave him a nod.
 
   “A pleasure, ma’am,” Monti said to Skye, with a lighter accent than Collin’s.
 
   “You too, but don’t call me ma’am,” Skye responded with a smile. “This is Twist, Myra, Arabel, and Vane,” she added with gestures to each of them.
 
   “Nice to meet you,” Monti said pleasantly.
 
   “So you’re Mr. Twist,” Collin said with a smile, looking him over. “Storm, here, hasn’t stopped talking about you for days. I feel like I know you already.” Twist glanced at Storm to find the boy smiling back at him. “We’re ready to leave when you are,” Collin said to Skye, with an inviting gesture to the rest of the group.
 
   “Thank you,” Skye said, taking the lead again as the others followed. “We’re good to go.”
 
   Stepping around the side of the last building on the street, Twist was startled by the design of the carriage that stood waiting for them. It had the shape of an open wooden cart with a blond canvas canopy, but there were no horses before it. Instead, a rumbling engine sat in an iron box at the front; Monti took a seat just behind the box, with his hands on a small wheel. He put goggles on over his eyes, and his hair was quickly tied back with a string. There were also a few sturdy-looking bicycles with what appeared to be smaller rumbling engines bolted to the center bars.
 
   “What on Earth is all of this?” Twist asked.
 
   “I call dibs on a motorcycle!” Arabel said excitedly. Collin glanced at Kima. She gave him a shrug and moved toward the carriage.
 
   “Oh, no fair!” Vane snapped unhappily. “I wanted to ride one.”
 
   “Come along, everyone,” Skye said, heading for the larger carriage.
 
   In a matter of minutes they had all climbed onto the back of the carriage and sat down on the low, padded, wooden seats. Storm sat beside Monti, with goggles on and the one-eyed contraption he usually wore now sitting in his lap. Arabel pulled on a pair of goggles and took a motorcycle, along with Collin who did the same and hung his hat on his back by the cord. Monti gave the word, and the carriage engine growled to life, spewing steam out of the metal gills on its sides as it began to move forward.
 
   In no time at all, the carriage picked up enough speed to rival a train as its heavy wheels tore through the open, red desert. The motorcycles kept up easily—Arabel obviously enjoying the ride as she and Collin raced alongside the carriage—and the smaller engines left a trail of white steam in the cloud of red dust behind them. Twist watched, mesmerized, as the noise of the procession startled herds of strange animals into running with them occasionally.
 
   “Oh, how adorable!” Myra shouted over the din of the engines, pointing to a group of animals that seemed to look curiously back at her as they bounded alongside. “What are those creatures?”
 
   “I think those are kangaroos,” Twist shouted back. “I’ve seen drawings.”
 
   “This is such a fascinating place!” she said brightly. “I’m very glad we get to see it.”
 
   Twist smiled at her, still in her red-and-pink Japanese dress, as the rusty dust billowed off the land behind them. Thinking back now, it seemed to him that no matter what dangers they faced, Myra always seemed to take pleasure in every possible moment. Knowing that they were finally close to actually saving Jonas from outer space, Twist indulged himself to share in her delight. He took her hand and let her wonder ripple over him.
 
   The desert stretched out to all sides, endless as an ocean. It wasn’t long, however, before a single estate appeared in the brush and sand. As they drew closer, Twist saw a few large, pale buildings surrounded by wide, fenced patches of crops and livestock. It all also appeared to be sitting near a deep chasm in the ground: a long, jagged ravine cutting violently across the desert floor that promised a river hidden far below. What caught most of Twist’s attention, however, was a giant, gleaming, silver dish that was held aloft on a long mechanical arm, above the roof of the center building of the estate.
 
   “What in the world is that?” he asked, leaning closer to shout to Skye over the noise of the carriage.
 
   “Radar telescope,” Skye answered, shouting back.
 
   Twist looked to her with deliberate patience. “And, pray tell, what in the world is a radar telescope?”
 
   “It’s for listening to stars,” Skye yelled with a shrug.
 
   Twist narrowed his eyes at her. “Stars make a noise?”
 
   “You’ve got me,” Skye said. “I just work here.”
 
   Twist shook his head, smiling. Her funny turns of phrase were beginning to strike him as charming as well as incomprehensible.
 
   “What?” she asked, frowning at his mirth.
 
   “Oh, nothing,” Twist said, looking back to see that the carriage was already slowing down as it approached the estate.
 
   It was only a few moments more before the procession came to a halt in a cloud of rusty dust. As Twist and his companions stepped off the carriage, a handful of people hurried to them from the main house. The people from the house surrounded Henry the moment he set foot on the ground and began to barrage him with questions, most of them to do with his physical health. While they hurried him off to one of the smaller buildings, Storm and Kima led the others into the main house.
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   The interior of the main house looked much the way that Twist had imagined it would, with its single center hall, a multitude of smallish rooms on all sides, and a reasonable amount of usable furnishings. There were, however, a considerable amount of people bustling about inside. Many wore long white coats, and most carried clipboards, notebooks, and strange-looking apparatuses of varying and confusing design. With all of the people moving through the small, enclosed hallways and doorways of the house, Twist struggled to keep himself out of the way.
 
   Myra stepped up behind him and put her hands on his arms, guiding him to follow quickly after Storm and Kima. Once they had made it to their destination, inside a large room at the back of the house, Twist took a deep breath and willed his heart to stop pounding. Try as he might, he couldn’t banish the thought that Jonas would have noticed his discomfort if he’d been there, and would have done something casual and simple to ease it. Myra stepped in front of him and peered at his face, reaching up to tuck a stray curl behind his ear.
 
   “Are you all right, my dear?” she asked him gently.
 
   Twist clung to the brightness that her touch gave him, and nodded. “Yes, thank you.”
 
   She smiled and moved back, looking at the room around them. A multitude of windows spilled the honey-gold light of late afternoon into the large parlor and onto the bare wooden floor. Four or five large blackboards, all covered with figures and mathematical formulas, stood on wooden legs in a jumble in a corner of the room. The large table in the center of the room was covered completely with multiple layers of note pages, books, and huge maps of the night sky. A number of young men and women—prominently thin in build, speckled of complexion, and wearing glasses on their noses—stood at the blackboards or stooped over books or maps on the table.
 
   “Apparently,” Collin was saying to Skye, “the night sky is really big.” One of the young women in the room glanced up at him with a displeased expression.
 
   “But it’s been a week,” Skye said, looking over the scientific work that surrounded her. “Have they found anything yet?”
 
   “Not yet,” Storm answered with a sigh.
 
   “What are they trying to find?” Twist asked Arabel, who stood beside he and Myra near the door.
 
   “Your spaceship,” she answered.
 
   One of the young men—a tall boy of maybe twenty with mousy brown hair and thick-lensed glasses—approached Collin and Skye with a clipboard.
 
   “Well?” Collin asked him.
 
   The boy gave a proud smile. “We found an asteroid yesterday that came within four million, six hundred and forty seven thousand miles of the Earth,” he said brightly and with a clear Australian accent. “We were quite excited about it.”
 
   “What does that mean?” Skye asked Collin.
 
   Collin gave her a shrug.
 
   The boy with the clipboard gave a sigh. “It’s not easy to find things like that,” he muttered, deflated. “But according to our calculations, an object like the one Storm described would have to orbit at…” He paused, his long finger running over a page on the clipboard. “Ah, yes,” he said brightly. “It would have to orbit at no more than three hundred miles from sea level in order to have a view of the Earth that matches the image Storm described.”
 
   “Okay…” Collin toned, nodding slowly.
 
   “Which means,” the boy went on laboriously, “that it would be moving fast. I mean, about fifteen or sixteen orbits a day.” He said this as if it should be common knowledge.
 
   “I see…” Collin toned, nodding again.
 
   The boy gave another sigh. “Finding something small, close, and fast is almost beyond our means of observation. We could keep looking for generations and never find it.”
 
   “But the dragons will leave for Jupiter any time now,” Storm said urgently.
 
   “Without some help or even a vague direction in which to look,” the boy with the clipboard said sadly, “I honestly don’t think there’s much hope.”
 
   Twist felt a tightening in his chest as Storm expressed his misery with a pitiful tone. How could Twist have come so far, gotten so close to resolution, only to be stopped by the limits of the science of his time? It seemed unreasonable and bitterly unfair.
 
   “Twist!” Storm gasped suddenly, rushing to him. Twist jumped back a step as the boy came too close. “Can’t you feel him?” Storm asked, having stopped mere inches away from him. “When Jonas isn’t close to you, he can follow the buzz in his neck to find you. Can’t you do the same thing?”
 
   “Well…” Twist muttered, feeling the eyes of everyone in the room turn on him.
 
   “He just said that even a vague direction to look in would help,” Storm pressed.
 
   “All right, all right,” Twist said, holding up a hand. “Just give me a moment.”
 
   Storm stepped back, his lips pressed tightly together and his hands up. Twist gave a sigh and closed his eyes, his head bowed absently. He tried not to think of the others watching him. He tried to calm his nerves and focus on his Sight, on the spot at the base of his neck where Jonas’s presence always touched him. Taking a deep breath, he pressed his awareness onto the spot. His Sight complained instantly against the strain, but he pressed on as gently as he could. He reached up to put a hand on the back of his neck, struggling to find even the slightest hint of the buzz.
 
   He caught a sense of it suddenly, buried deep inside the dull, aching pain that billowed up to fill his mind. Twist felt his body go limp as his awareness dashed quickly after the fleeting, subtle sensation of Jonas’s existence, impossibly far away. He was vaguely aware that he’d fallen to his knees on the wood floor, and that there were voices in the outside world, but he knew he was close. Just a moment more, just a little more strength…Jonas’s heartbeat was fluttering ahead of him, just beyond his grasp, deep in the worst of the pain.
 
   Pure determination drove Twist on through the last few millimeters. His attention finally took a solid hold of the subtle buzz as the painful world around him melted away into nothing. The soft, soothing, familiar electric buzz broke over him like a chilly, sparkling wave, drowning him in peace, calm, and white light. Pure relief stole all of his thoughts away as he savored the delight of the familiar fog.
 
   “Twist…?” a voice called as if from a great distance. The moment Twist realized that it was Jonas’s voice, the sound drew closer to him, whispering at his ear. “What are you doing?”
 
   Twist’s tattered senses returned to him suddenly. He was here for a reason. He needed to tell the others where Jonas was. He’d have to go back through all that pain and leave the light behind him. His fear rose sharply in his thoughts.
 
   “You can’t stay,” Jonas’s voice said at his ear. “You’re in pain, Twist.”
 
   Even though he felt no fear here in the fog, Twist knew the voice was right. If he didn’t let go and return soon, he might not have the strength to relay any information when he did. But the calm, cool relief was so sweet…
 
   “Please, go,” the voice said, sorrowfully but sincerely. “Go now!”
 
   Twist mastered his unwilling soul and dove back out into the world, into the dark, stinging, aching pain that surrounded that tiny oasis of calm. He felt himself scream through the agony, and he hurried his pace, striving for reality with all he had.
 
   He blinked his eyes open to find he’d fallen onto the floor on his side, while shadowed figures surrounded him. His vision was blurred and flashed with tiny motes of light, while the world around him looked like nothing but deep shadow and blinding light. He struggled to breathe, and his ears rang with a high whine. Everything—inside, outside, bone, skin, and soul—burned in pain. He knew he would slip from consciousness any second.
 
   With the very last of his exhausted will, Twist threw his arm into the air, pointing back along the path his awareness had traveled. “That way,” he gasped in a ragged voice before he felt himself tumble helplessly into black, empty nothing.
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   Twist woke slowly in dim light. He was lying in a bed, in a small corner room. Two windows were open, letting a cool, dry breeze blow gently over him. The sky outside the window to his left was rusty and purple, deep into twilight. There was a candle burning on the small bedside table to his right, which stung at his vision. He seemed to be alone in the room.
 
   For a moment, Twist remained still. He wasn’t in pain right now. Maybe if he didn’t move, he could remain so. In the quiet of the room around him, all he could hear was the playful flapping of the thin curtains and the faint sounds of people moving and speaking in other parts of the house. Twist took a deep breath, taking in the silence and peace. Then, he finally convinced himself to try to move.
 
   He leaned up slowly on his side, moving gently. His neck felt stiff and ached slightly, but not as badly as he’d expected. The effort of moving wasn’t easy, but it wasn’t terrible either. Glancing over the edge of the bed, he saw a wide pool of orange-and-black-striped fur curled up in silent slumber. The soft creaking of the mattress under him seemed to stir Kali from sleep.
 
   The tiger looked up to him with big, blinking brown eyes and rose to stand. Twist smiled as Kali brought her wide, furry face closer to his. He petted the fur on her flat brow and enjoyed the gentle play of useless and harmless information that flitted through his mind.
 
   “Have you been watching over me, Kali?” he asked her.
 
   Kali brought her face quickly closer and licked at the edge of his jaw with her rough, wet tongue. Startled, Twist pulled away and sat up, finding himself laughing at the strange sensation. Kali hopped halfway up onto the bed, nuzzling at his shoulder with her nose.
 
   “You’re such a nice tiger,” Twist cooed, reaching out to scratch at the base of her ear. Kali started to purr, a sound deep, resounding, and clearly pleased. “I’m very happy that we’re friends, you and I,” Twist remarked, still petting her. “I certainly wouldn’t want you to be angry with me. I’m sure you could tear me to ribbons in an instant, if you wanted to.”
 
   As if in response, Kali licked at him again, catching his ear as he tried to lean away. Twist yelped in surprise, wiping at his now-slimy ear. Before Kali could accost him with any more affection, the door to the room opened and Myra hurried inside while Skye followed behind her.
 
   “Darling, you’re awake!” Myra gasped, reaching for Twist. Twist’s Sight flared into fire for an instant when her hands fell on him, but the pain faded quickly. “Oh, I’m sorry,” Myra muttered, taking her hands away from him when he winced. Kali gave a soft moan of sympathy, watching Twist intently.
 
   “It’s all right,” Twist said as the sharp sensation faded. “I don’t think my Sight is as sore as last time.”
 
   “How are you feeling?” Myra asked, dropping to kneel at his feet with a worried expression. “You’ve been asleep for hours. I would have been here to watch over you,” she added quickly, her fingers clutching at the fabric on her knees anxiously. “I only stepped away for a little while, and Skye left Kali, so…”
 
   “It’s fine, really,” Twist said, putting on a smile and lifting his hands to quiet her. “Kali did a fine job,” he said, petting at the tiger’s neck. Kali leaned into the touch. “And I really think I’m all right now,” Twist added, hopefully, to Myra.
 
   “Oh good,” Myra said with a long, relieved breath.
 
   “What happened, Twist?” Skye asked. He looked up to find her leaning against the door frame, her arms crossed casually. “One second you were just standing there concentrating, and the next you collapsed on the floor.”
 
   Twist’s mind flashed back to the memory, and his smile fell. “I found him,” Twist said softly.
 
   “You mean Jonas?” Skye asked, stepping closer. “Yeah, you pointed before you passed out.”
 
   “No, it was more than that,” Twist said, shaking his head. He closed his eyes to see the memory more clearly. “I mean, I think I heard him speak to me. It was like I was there with him for a moment.” He looked to Myra. “I hope I didn’t frighten you. I knew I shouldn’t have pushed so hard, but…” He gave a sigh when his words slipped away.
 
   “I know,” Myra said with a brave smile. “You miss your friend. I understand.” From the tension in her tone, Twist guessed that she really didn’t at all.
 
   Skye shook her head, smiling at her own thoughts. “This guy really must be something.”
 
   “So, did it help at all?” Twist asked, more than ready for a new topic. “Did they find anything where I pointed?”
 
   “They’ve been looking closely at that part of the sky for the whole afternoon,” Skye said. “So far nothing, but they also said that they’d need time to go over all the data.”
 
   “Vane’s been trying to help, too,” Myra added.
 
   “Really?” Twist asked, disbelieving. Apparently agreeing with his sentiment, Kali made a grumbling tone.
 
   Myra nodded. “He said that he can sniff out anyone whose name he knows. He said that he found you at my palace because he followed Jonas then, all the way from the Caspian Sea. But,” she added with a sigh, “it seems that he’s too far away for Vane to find him this time.”
 
   “Well, it’s good of him to try, I suppose,” Twist toned, struggling to think of a reason why Vane would volunteer to actually help.
 
   There was a sudden thundering of footsteps beyond the open door, and Twist heard Storm calling his name. Kali stood to attention beside Twist’s knee, watching the doorway as Storm appeared. He paused, leaning against the door frame as he caught his breath.
 
   “Twist, good, you’re awake,” he said quickly. “You’ve got to come to the attic. Orad thinks he found something.”
 
   “Come on, let’s go!” Skye said beckoning them on.
 
   Storm nodded, turning to hurry away again. Kali followed after him as Myra offered Twist a hand to help him to his feet. She watched him closely and seemed to relax when he stood steadily on his own power. They all moved quickly down the hallway outside and to a thin set of wooden stairs that led up into the attic just above them.
 
   “Who’s Orad?” Twist asked as he climbed the stairs behind Skye.
 
   “He’s our lead astronomer,” Storm answered over his shoulder.
 
   Climbing up the last of the stairs, Twist found himself in the corner of the huge, open, drafty, rafter-filled attic. Storm led Twist and the others across the exposed beams to where the metal base of the telescope reached down into the building like the roots of a wild, tropical tree. Glass-covered, sparking, electric wires, wide banks of gauges, and other pulsing and buzzing apparatuses that Twist couldn’t hope to identify stood together in a small city of scientific chaos. Long, curling wires hung like jungle vines between softly humming machines. Piles of long, shiny, brown wax cylinder records lay in disordered piles in every corner.
 
   While it seemed to Twist as if the entire population of the estate was crammed into the shallow attic below the roof, a single man sat in the center of the space, cross-legged on the floor with his eyes closed and his ears covered by a bulky-looking version of the electrical listening device that Jonas had used with his music player. The man reminded Twist instantly of Monti, as his size, build, and skin color seemed remarkably similar. While his tightly curling hair was brushed with silver, it was long enough to pool in a braided tail on the floor behind him.
 
   After a moment more of silence with no explanation, Twist moved to speak to Skye, but she quieted him before he spoke with a finger held before her lips. Looking around at the others, Twist saw that while everyone watched the man in the center, they all did so in silence. The tall, thin, young man from earlier—with his thick glasses and white coat—stood at one of the consoles, slowly turning one of the many valve-like wheels on its face.
 
   “Wait…” the man in the center said suddenly. The young man stopped turning the wheel instantly. “Reduce the Y,” the man said, his eyes still tightly closed. The young man gently turned a different wheel on the console. “There!” the man in the center said suddenly. “Stop right there!”
 
   A ripple of excitement seemed to murmur through the others in the room, though no one made a sound. The man sitting in the center of the room began to smile slowly, and then he jumped to his feet and tore the speakers from his ears. Though his eyes remained closed, he wore a wide, triumphant smile on his face.
 
   “That is most certainly glass,” he announced proudly. A cheer immediately broke the tight silence as everyone in the room joined him in celebration. “Quickly, begin to track,” the man said hurriedly, rushing to join the young scientist at the controls.
 
   “Did he just find the spaceship?” Twist asked Myra as she too clapped and smiled brightly, while his heart raced with shock and sudden hope. Myra beamed at him.
 
   He looked back to the man who’d left the center of the space to join the young scientist at the console. The two of them were speaking quickly together, both scribbling on clipboards, while other people in white coats gathered around them. Storm, Vane, and Arabel moved to join Twist, Myra, and Skye.
 
   “Congratulations, Twisty,” Vane said, stepping up to Twist with a wide smile. “You’re going to get your boy back after all.”
 
   “But wait,” Twist said, looking to Myra, “it’s still light outside. How can they find anything in the stars when it’s still light out?”
 
   “Hey, you’re not ignoring me again, are you?” Vane whined.
 
   “I don’t understand this magic at all,” Myra answered Twist with a sigh. “But he said that if he found glass, then he would know where Jonas was.”
 
   “It’s all to do with sound waves,” Storm offered happily. “Orad’s Sight lets him see with his ears, like a bat,” he said, gesturing to the man who had been listening to the speakers. “He found a few lumps of something in the area you pointed to, and he’s been trying to figure out what they are. Plus, apparently, the ship is constantly moving, and they’ve been trying to figure out the direction and speed of it. I told him that the ship was made of mostly glass, so he’s been checking for that.”
 
   “I tried to help too,” Vane added eagerly, looking to Twist. “I really did.”
 
   “Yes, I heard,” Twist said to him with a sigh. He spared the fox a glance. “Thank you.”
 
   Vane’s face lit up with a smile. “You’re welcome, Twisty sweetie.”
 
   Myra glared at Vane, while Skye simply shook her head. Twist mastered the last ounce of his gratitude to hold his tongue. He turned his attention back to Storm, meaning to thank him as well for helping the scientists to find the ship in the stars, but Orad approached them quickly.
 
   “Which one of you will go to the ship?” he asked them with a gentle but clearly foreign accent. Twist stared at him, startled. The man’s eyes were milky and white, like the eyes of a blind man.
 
   “That’s me,” Skye said.
 
   Orad turned his face to look at her, but his eyes didn’t seem capable of seeing her. “You should start getting ready soon,” he said. “Now that I’ve found the ship, I can finally pinpoint its trajectory and speed. It shouldn’t take more than an hour.”
 
   “Great, I’ll go now,” she said brightly, turning to leave.
 
   Twist’s anxiety rose as he watched her turn and leave the space, while Kali bounded after her. He considered following Skye to make one last attempt to take her place, but his thoughts stilled when he realized that Orad was staring directly at him with those milky eyes, frowning.
 
   “Who are you?” Orad asked.
 
   “I'm Twist,” he answered. Twist shifted on his feet, letting himself shift slightly to the right. Orad’s attention followed his motion perfectly.
 
   “Why are you buzzing like that?” Orad asked.
 
   “I’m sorry?” Twist asked. The others around him looked to him curiously.
 
   “You’re…vibrating,” Orad said slowly, as if searching for the right word. “Are you radioactive?” he asked, his expression growing clearly confused.
 
   “I don’t think so…” Twist muttered. “What does that mean?” he asked softly of Storm. Storm gave him a shrug but no answer.
 
   “Is Twist all right?” Myra asked Orad gently.
 
   “I don’t know…” Orad said, shaking his head. “No, it can’t be radioactivity. But you are…covered in something that’s buzzing. I can hear it echoing off of your skin.”
 
   “Dragon’s blood?” Vane offered lightly.
 
   At the sound of his voice, Twist felt a strange, undefinable, rippling sensation on his skin. His mind instantly returned to waking up, after having slain the dragon in Japan. He'd thought those odd feelings of vibration in the air and his own crawling skin were only a temporary effect after surviving the traumatic event. But he now felt the same exact sensation once again. He shuddered against the feeling. Orad’s eyebrows rose on his face as if in immediate response.
 
   “How’d you do that?” he asked Twist sharply.
 
   “Do what?” Twist asked him back, wishing dearly that everyone would stop watching him so closely.
 
   Orad shook his head. “That’s just the strangest thing I’ve ever heard,” he said. “I’d get that checked out, if I were you,” he added to Twist. “Anyway, I’ve got work to do and no time to do it,” he said with a sigh. “It was nice to meet you, Twist. I hope you stop buzzing soon.”
 
   With that, the astronomer turned and walked back toward the consoles and the crowd of busy-looking scientists. Twist watched after him in helpless bewilderment.
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   Sitting on the edge of the wooden porch outside the house, Twist watched the stars as they crept cautiously out of the darkening sky. Out here, so far from any sort of city lights, the stars soon filled the rusty sky to bursting. The warm wind that played over the red land and tugged at Twist’s hair brought nothing but whispers out of the silence.
 
   Orad and the Rook scientists had been busy pinpointing the speed and direction of Jonas’s ship for a while now. The others had gathered together to wait for the next step in the rescue plan, but they all spoke with such forced positivity that it put Twist’s nerves on edge. With nothing left to offer, Twist had slipped away as soon as he could. Out here, alone with his own thoughts, Twist was able to convince himself that the plan really might work.
 
   “There you are, poppet,” Vane’s voice purred from the doorway. Twist gave a sigh and let his gaze drop to the dusty ground at his feet.
 
   “If you’re going to use that pet name, I prefer ‘Twisty.’”
 
   Vane laughed softly to himself as he sat on the edge of the porch beside Twist. Twist glanced at the gap between them—less than a foot, but not close enough to touch by accident—and decided to pick his battles.
 
   “Well then, Twisty,” Vane said pleasantly. “How are you holding up?”
 
   Twist shrugged. “Fine.”
 
   “Come now, Twisty,” Vane admonished. “It’s unhealthy to bottle up your emotions. It’s all right to admit that you’re worried about your lover.”
 
   “Will you stop saying things like that?” Twist snapped. Vane’s smile fell into a plaintive pout. Twist sighed and shook his head. “For the last bloody time, Jonas is not my lover. He’s my friend, all right? Just my friend.”
 
   Vane’s head tilted slightly, his expression confused. “But you love him. That’s obvious.”
 
   Twist paused, startled to find he couldn’t exactly disagree. At least on some familial level, he couldn’t deny that he did, in fact, care for his friend. Especially not after these torturous days without him.
 
   “So, if you love him,” Vane went on slowly, “and he loves you, then how are you not lovers?”
 
   “There’s a vast difference between those two things,” Twist answered, frowning in confusion at the fox.
 
   “Everyone says that,” Vane said, looking troubled, and he glanced off to the horizon. “I guess I really don’t get it. Maybe I will when I’m older,” he added with a listless shrug.
 
   Twist could only marvel at Vane. Was it possible that this strange, human-looking creature honestly couldn’t understand something so simple? If it was possible, then perhaps he never meant to offend with his constant comments on the subject. Maybe he only spoke the way he did because he was honestly missing some basic human understanding. He wasn’t human, after all, no matter what he might look like. Neither were the dragons Twist had seen in human forms, nor even Idris the djinn.
 
   “Hold on, don’t we know a djinn?” Twist asked suddenly. Vane looked to him, obviously surprised by the change of subject. “Can’t he grant wishes with nothing but a snap of his fingers? Why didn’t I think of that before? He could save Jonas in a moment!”
 
   “Oh, Idris won’t help with this,” Vane said, shaking his head. “I mean, even if you could convince him to help, which he hates to do, he’d never interfere with dragon business.”
 
   Twist looked to Vane quizzically. “Dragon business?” He felt the uneasy ripple over his skin again but tried to ignore it.
 
   “Well, he’s a djinn,” Vane said with a shrug. Twist narrowed his eyes slightly, still completely unable to follow the fox’s logic. “Dragons, djinn, and fae don’t interact,” Vane went on as if it were obvious.
 
   “Vane, I didn’t even know dragons were real until your friend attacked me. Let’s hypothetically assume I don’t understand.”
 
   “All right,” Vane said, getting himself into a comfortable position facing Twist. “Dragons are native to this world. Their power comes from heat and light, from volcanoes and stars. Fae are from a different plane of existence—a dimension we can’t access—that runs parallel to ours. Their life force is tied to the other plane, so naturally they can’t bodily appear in this one. Only weak, lesser creatures like satyrs and pixies can cross over. But djinn live in between all of the different dimensions, and can appear in any of them whenever it suits them. Are you following me so far?”
 
   “It’s less that I’m following you, and more that I’m clinging to your coattails like a child.”
 
   “Good enough,” Vane said with a grin. “Anyway, fae magic only has a general effect on this world. You know, like summer and winter. They can’t affect details. They are aware of us, but they can’t interact directly, except for the occasional kidnapping. Dragons are bound by physical limits. You killed Kazan”— Twist’s skin prickled at the sound of the name, but he shook it off—“and now he has to wait for about a century before he can reform himself and take revenge. They also have to use a ship to travel to another planet, because it’s too far. Djinn can do anything they like, but their magic is obviously not of this world. Dragons and fae can recognize it. They had long, bloody wars ages ago and banned any magical interaction between the three main powers to keep the peace.”
 
   “Wait,” Twist said, putting a hand up. “Are you trying to tell me that fairies make summer and winter happen?”
 
   “Sure, everyone knows that,” Vane said, frowning slightly.
 
   “Fairies really exist?”
 
   Vane gave Twist a level look. “Twist, don’t be daft. Of course fairies exist.”
 
   “Right, of course…” Twist said, nodding. A violent flash of homesickness washed over him as he tried to find a spot in his mind where he could place the thought of fairies actually existing.
 
   “Anyway,” Vane went on, ”Idris literally cannot help you. If he did anything magical in front of a dragon, he could start a war.”
 
   “I see,” Twist muttered, looking back to the innumerable stars.
 
   “If we could get enough gold, we might be able to pay a dragon to help us,” Vane offered. “They’ll do almost anything if you can pay well enough. That’s probably what Storm had been planning for Kazan.”
 
   “I’ve had enough of the beasts, thank you,” Twist toned, rubbing absently at the tingling sensation on his arm.
 
   Vane looked to his motion thoughtfully. “Can you already feel that?”
 
   “Feel what?” Twist asked.
 
   “The blood on your skin.”
 
   “Look, my hands are clean,” Twist said, holding up one spotless hand. “Why do you keep talking about blood?”
 
   Vane shook his head with a sigh. “Human beings can be so ignorant sometimes.” Before Twist could speak up on behalf of his race, Vane looked to him squarely. “You killed Kaz-chan, and he exploded right on top of you. His soul can’t be destroyed. His soul, his magical energy, his blood, whatever you want to call it, fell right on you. That’s probably what Orad heard. But you shouldn’t be able to feel it. Not yet, anyway. It’s only been a day.”
 
   Twist frowned. “Well then, how do I get it off? Will it just go away after a while?”
 
   “I don’t know,” Vane said, shaking his head. “I’m not a warlock. I’ve heard stories of people putting the blood in a bottle to use in spells or to enchant things, but it’s been ages since anyone’s actually killed a dragon. It’s all before my time.”
 
   “Great…” Twist muttered, his head starting to spin with all the absurdity in it.
 
   “I’m sorry I can’t be more help,” Vane said softly.
 
   Twist looked up to him, startled by the honesty and sympathy he heard in the fox’s voice. For the briefest of instances, Twist could almost believe that Vane really did wish that he could be more helpful. Was it possible that the fox wasn’t entirely devoted to satisfying his own aimless whims? Could he actually become a true ally?
 
   Vane’s face slowly took on a smile, and he tilted his head slightly to one side. “Does Jonas tell you often enough that you have very pretty eyes?”
 
   Twist jerked, his expression snapping into alarm.
 
   “Well, he should,” Vane offered, his smile falling as he looked away.
 
   “I told you, Jonas and I aren’t in love,” Twist said carefully.
 
   “Sure…” Vane said with a sigh. “Whatever.”
 
   Twist rubbed a hand over his face and tried, again, to forgive the fox his ignorance.
 
   “There you are!” Storm said suddenly from the doorway. Twist and Vane turned to look at him. “Come on, Skye’s just about to go!”
 
   Twist shot to his feet and hurried inside, followed a little too closely by Vane.
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   Twist stood in the low-ceilinged basement of the main house, staring at the circular metal pad that lay in the center of the room. Thin poles stood all around the pad in a ring, with just enough space for a person to slip between each one. The pad itself was shining with a high, reflective gleam under the stark electric light that hung from the center of the ceiling. There was a collection of softly glowing, colorful crystals, set to one side like controls, and a gentle hum in the stale air under the house. The scent of warm metal wafted at the edges of Twist’s senses.
 
   Myra, Arabel, and Skye stood to one side of the machine, while Storm, one of the younger scientists, and Vane stood on the other. Everyone waited in silence, as if mesmerized by the low hum and unnatural gleam of the machine. Orad, standing opposite to Twist, was busily working at the crystals, adjusting them in fine detail.
 
   “Right,” he declared decisively. “Agent Blue, if you please. I need to take your measurements.”
 
   “You’d better keep them to yourself,” Skye said to Orad as she stepped easily through the bars and onto the pad.
 
   Orad seemed slightly confused, but turned his attention to his work with the crystals while the young scientist beside him jotted things down on his clipboard. Twist watched as Skye checked to be sure that both of the pistols she’d holstered to her hips were fully loaded and ready to fire. She’d also strung a belt of the magical bombs across her shoulder and slipped a knife into a sheath strapped to her right boot. She looked around at the others with a confident smile playing in the gleam of her bright blue eyes.
 
   “Why are you so happy to be the one going?” Twist asked Skye, no longer able to keep the question to himself.
 
   “Fighting dragons in outer space? Are you kidding?” she asked, with far too much joy in her voice for Twist’s taste.
 
   “You do realize, of course, that you could be killed up there.”
 
   Skye gave a halfhearted laugh. “If I pass up a chance to do something this exciting, then what the hell am I living for?”
 
   “You’re absolutely mad,” Twist said, shaking his head.
 
   “Coming from you, I’ll take that as a compliment,” she said, smiling warmly at him.
 
   “Why will she flirt with you, but not me?” Vane asked bitterly, walking closer.
 
   “Because you’re sleazy,” Skye said instantly. Vane grumbled to himself and crossed his arms.
 
   “Can’t someone else go in your place?” Twist asked Skye.
 
   “No,” she snapped. “My adventure. Back off. Geez, Twist, why are you so against me doing this?” Twist backed away slightly, shocked by the sudden edge to her tone.
 
   “I…I rather like you,” he offered weakly. The chilly edges of her expression melted softly. “I mean, you know, you’re a charming young woman,” he covered quickly, pulling himself into a more proper posture. “I’d hate to be any part of something that would take you from this world.”
 
   “Myra!” Vane called suddenly, turning. “Twist is flirting with another girl!” Skye laughed brightly and shook her head.
 
   “I bloody am not!” Twist snapped angrily at Vane.
 
   Myra and Skye shared a lighthearted laugh. Twist wished dearly that he could punch someone.
 
   Orad seemed to finish his work. “The coordinates are set,” he announced, “and the preparations for the transfer are complete. Are you ready, Agent Blue?”
 
   “Aye, aye,” Skye said with a wide smile and a salute. “I got the drug, I got the guns, and I’m ready for battle!” As she spoke, she drew one of her pistols, cocking it. She caught Twist’s eye and flashed him a wink before looking to Orad.
 
   “Good,” Orad said with a satisfied nod. “Happy hunting, Agent Blue,” he said, his hand on a lever.
 
   When he pressed it down, the low hum in the room grew louder instantly. A ring of red lightning broke from the tiny antennas at the base of the pad and raced up the thin bars that surrounded Skye. She watched with excitement as another ring rose to follow the first. In a moment, her image was obscured by ring after ring of pulsing light, each one moving faster than the last. With a sudden, sharp gust of wind that pulled into the circle, Skye’s form vanished from the room. The machine fell quiet and still again, as the hum dimmed down to nearly nothing.
 
   “That was amazing!” Storm declared in the new silence.
 
   “Arabel,” Twist asked, turning to her, “can you tell where Skye is now?”
 
   “Yep,” Arabel said, staring into space. “She’s in a glass room…and there are stars outside. And…” She looked upward, not obviously looking at anything at all. “Wow, that is amazing,” she toned. “She really is in orbit. I can see the Earth! It’s beautiful…”
 
   “Can you tell what she’s doing?” Twist asked her. “Is she all right?”
 
   “Sorry,” Arabel said with a sigh, as her eyes found him. “I can’t see that kind of thing.”
 
   “Well, we’ll know as soon as she gives Jonas the drug,” Storm said. “Actually, Twist, you might want to sit down.”
 
   “Right,” Twist said, turning to find a simple wooden chair at a note-strewn desk against the wall behind him.
 
   He remembered watching Jonas fall to the floor the moment Loki had injected him with the same drug. He realized, as he sat in the chair—his hands folded, anxiously waiting—that he had come to the end of his own ability to help. There was nothing else he could possibly do now. He could only wait for news. If anything went wrong on the dragons’ ship, there was no longer anything that Twist could do about it.
 
   Myra stood beside him and put her hand gently on his shoulder, while some of the others surrounded to watch him. Twist tried not to think about them and turned his full mind onto the subtle comfort of Myra’s soft emotions. His own heart calmed slightly, but the remaining nervous fear fell sharply from his mind as the world went suddenly black.
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   “Jonas?” Skye’s voice called from far away.
 
   Twist could feel a warm hand holding the side of his face, as he lay reclining in someone’s arms. He thought it odd that his Sight didn’t seem to react to the touch, until his eyes opened without his asking them too. The blurry image of a pale face cleared slowly until he saw that it was Skye. A huge crescent of the Earth—still half in night—was hanging in space, glowing around her like an enormous halo. Twist felt his breath catch and his heart begin to race as he looked into Skye’s face, but the feelings seemed somehow distant.
 
   “Hey, can you hear me?” she asked, staring at him fearfully.
 
   Looking into her clear blue eyes, Twist suddenly felt his own senses shift past them, into a world of color, sunlight, and thrilling excitement. Images flashed in his mind—a fire-eater hanging under a yellow-and-red-striped tent by a silver rope; running on a white beach with Kali and bounding through the waves; watching playing cards dance in gloved hands; battling pirates on a sailing ship and bandage-wrapped men in a sandy tomb—but Twist found that the images bent to his will. He could easily pick through them and only saw the ones he wanted to. He felt shock waft through the edges of his mind, but could find no source of it.
 
   “Who are you?” Jonas’s voice asked on his own lips.
 
   “Hi, gorgeous,” she responded with a bright smile. “My name’s Skye Blue, and I’m here to rescue you.”
 
   Jonas stared back at her, obviously as startled as Twist by the unexpected compliment. Jonas got himself to his feet with her help, while Twist watched helplessly from behind his eyes. Jonas then seemed to pause as his eyes slipped down to the empty syringe, now left forgotten on the glass floor. Twist felt his friend’s awareness waft around his own, deep inside their now-joint mind. Just as it had been on Loki’s airship, when Twist had been the one to receive the drug, the high electric buzzing was everywhere.
 
   “Look, sweetie,” Skye said as the silence began to stretch, “I’m as thrilled as can be about the whole ‘we’re in outer space’ thing, but we’d better get ourselves back to Earth, quick as we can.”
 
   Jonas looked at her through narrowed eyes. “You’re American, aren’t you?”
 
   “Gold star,” Skye said with a cajoling pat on his shoulder. “Now, do you feel like a demigod yet, or does it take a minute?”
 
   Jonas opened his mouth to respond but then paused, staring into her eyes. Once again, the flashing images that he saw there only appeared if he wanted them to. He looked down to the discarded, empty syringe on the glass floor. As Twist watched, he felt Jonas’s attention grip tightly around the fallen item. The syringe began to lift into the air before him, wholly unaided by anything but Jonas’s thoughts. He watched it float at eye level for a moment, spinning slowly.
 
   “I think it’s taken effect,” Jonas said, smiling lightly.
 
   Skye was watching the trick, wide-eyed, when Jonas glanced to her. She met his eyes, looking slightly uneasy but highly impressed. “Well then, any chance you could pop that lock for us so we can get out of here?” she asked, hooking a thumb at the door behind her.
 
   Jonas looked at the door just to his right, which led into the rest of the ship, and Twist heard the syringe fall to the glass floor again. Twist watched as Jonas’s awareness slipped past the metal door to the lock behind. The lock slipped open as if of its own accord, with a metallic click. Skye jumped at the sound. The door then swung open to reveal the long, empty hallway beyond. Skye looked to Jonas with a new, wider smile.
 
   He smiled at her from the corner of his eyes. “Come along, mortal,” he said, offering her a hand. “Haven’t got all day, you know.”
 
   Skye laughed as she took his hand and let him help her through the narrow opening of the hatch-like door. Twist’s own curiosity caught on the warmth of her fingers. He found his attention shifting into her past, into flashing moments of light, life, and brilliant emotions. Jonas jerked his hand away from hers, breaking Twist’s contact. Her life vanished from his mind like waking from a dream. Skye stopped, only a few steps down the long hallway now, to look at Jonas just behind her.
 
   “Sorry,” Jonas said, rubbing at the hand she had held. “This drug is really weird.”
 
   “Keep it together, handsome,” Skye said, looking him over carefully.
 
   “Bossy American,” Jonas grumbled. Twist felt Jonas’s delight at the sight of a flash of fire in Skye’s eyes and noticed the effort it took to keep the smile off of his lips.
 
   Skye turned away sharply and hurried her pace down the hallway. Jonas followed and they quickly came to the door at the end. Once again, the lock sprang open instantly under Jonas’s attention. He pulled the door open slightly and peered out through the crack. The room outside was in the shape of a huge, open sphere. Glass filled the spaces between many other doors, placed all over the surface of the sphere.
 
   Huge, glimmering, scaly dragons crawled over the curved walls, floor, and ceiling, without any apparent regard for gravity. There were humans among them too, walking on the walls just as easily, but Twist could almost see the indistinct shimmer of a guise about them and guessed that they must actually be dragons as well. He counted nearly twenty creatures before Jonas ducked back into the shadowy hallway and shut the door gently before it was noticed.
 
   “How bad is it?” Skye whispered to ask him.
 
   “Did you bring any weapons?” Jonas asked in reply. “Maybe some infantry?”
 
   “I’ve got these,” Skye said, touching the pistols on her hips, and the small magical bombs attached to the belt hung across one shoulder. “And my familiar. And your super powers.”
 
   “A familiar?” Jonas asked with obvious scorn. “Like, a pet cat or something?”
 
   Skye’s eyes flashed with annoyance. She then shook her shoulders as if in a chill, and Twist saw the same orange light glow to life over the cloth on her back. In an instant, Kali was standing beside her in the tight hallway. The tiger and Skye seemed to wear the same smug expression as they looked back at Jonas. His eyes found Skye’s.
 
   “I did see a tiger in Japan!” Jonas said, amazed. “It’s your familiar?”
 
   “You saw us in Japan?” Skye asked.
 
   “Twist always meets the most interesting people,” Jonas said thoughtfully, gazing at her.
 
   Skye smiled, looking at him appraisingly. “Apparently.”
 
   “All right,” Jonas said, shifting his eyes back to the still-unlocked door. “We can get away if we’re fast enough. Run for an escape pod. Take whichever one. It doesn’t matter. I’ll clear your path. Once we’re inside, we’ll leave. Do you understand?”
 
   “Sure,” Skye said. “Just one question. What’s an escape thingy look like?”
 
   Jonas turned back to toss her an annoyed glance. “It’s a smaller ship that we can use to get back to Earth,” he said as if she should have known. “The door is a circle shape, with a big handle in the middle of it.”
 
   “Like every other door out there?” she asked through forced brightness.
 
   “Fine, I’ll point,” Jonas said with a sigh. “Look, are you ready, or not? There won’t be any time for mistakes.”
 
   “With an attitude like that, you’re lucky you’re good-looking, sunshine,” Skye muttered bitterly. Kali gave him a bark that seemed admonishing.
 
   “Sorry,” Jonas said with a heavy breath. He closed his eyes for a moment, his emotions cooling under his will. Twist remembered how his own mind had reacted to the added speed and clarity that the drug had given him, and tried to help Jonas to dismiss his annoyance.
 
   “Whatever,” Skye muttered. “Anyway, you forgot something.”
 
   “Pray tell,” Jonas asked, looking to her.
 
   “If we just escape without killing the dragon that grabbed you, no one will remember you even when we get back to Earth. Vane said we’d have to kill it first.”
 
   “Vane said?” Jonas scoffed. “You’re listening to Vane?”
 
   “No one else knows anything about dragons!” Skye said, tossing her hands in the air. “Look, I don’t like him either, but he is magical. And I can’t see why he’d lie about this. Now do you want anyone to remember you or not?”
 
   “Did Arabel forget me?” Jonas asked, his emotions chilling slightly around Twist’s mind.
 
   Skye nodded, looking less cross. “She thought Twist was nuts. Tried to get him to see a shrink. Lovely sister you’ve got there.”
 
   Jonas gave a mirthless laugh and shook his head. “Yeah, but she’s my short-tempered ferret.” He glanced at the small metal bombs that hung on the belt across Skye’s shoulder. “Are those the same things that Twist threw at that big blue dragon in Japan?”
 
   “The very same,” Skye said with a smile. “You really saw all that from up here?”
 
   “Give me those,” Jonas said, holding out a hand. “I’ll take care of Bob. You just stay behind me and make a break for the escape pod once I get the door open.”
 
   “Who says you’re the best one to take out the dragon?” Skye asked back, her tone warning. Jonas stared back at her as Twist watched a new color waft over his mind.
 
   “Hold on a second,” Jonas toned, his vision traveling past her eyes again. Everything he saw struck Twist as reckless and thrilling, but Jonas’s emotions shifted closer to approval. “Did you just come up here for the fun of it?”
 
   “Now you’re getting it,” she said, a dangerous smile spreading over her face. Twist felt Jonas’s heart speed up again at the sight of it. “I didn’t come up here just to be rescued by some roguish airship pirate, like a dainty little woman.” She leaned in closer, her smile smoldering and wicked as she held her pistols ready. “I came up here so that I could save your sweet ass.”
 
   Twist felt a smile spread slowly over Jonas’s face. All of Jonas’s instincts pulled him into a submissive posture, his gaze drifting down. “I see,” he toned gently. “My mistake.”
 
   When he glanced back up at Skye, she looked quite pleased. Something in her triumphant smile delighted Jonas in ways Twist couldn’t possibly understand.
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   Jonas looked to the still-closed but unlocked door. He paused for a moment, his mind racing by Twist’s attention with his hastily formed plan, before he willed the door to slam open and outward. Skye dashed out through it, hurling a magical bomb with one hand and holding her pistol ready with the other. The bomb exploded in the air near the center of the glass sphere, sending a shock wave of light over everything within.
 
   Kali leaped out the instant the wave had passed, while Jonas followed close behind with Skye’s other pistol held ready in his own hand. His feet instantly found purchase on the wall just below the door, and his gravity shifted with his steps as he, Kali, and Skye began to run along the glass. Twist saw every other figure inside—huge, colorful dragons and those in the shape of men—lying in disorder over the whole surface of the sphere, but some were already starting to stir.
 
   “Which one?” Skye asked quickly, pausing to look over the seemingly countless round metal doors set into the glass.
 
   Jonas pointed to the nearest escape pod and the door burst open under his attention, more violently in his haste, than the previous doors had. Skye rushed forward, leading Jonas and Kali on, while she snatched another bomb from the belt across her chest. An earthshaking bellow rang out, and Jonas’s now-heightened instincts turned him just in time to raise his hands and erect a crude wall of will against the huge fireball that had been aimed at his back.
 
   The heat and raw power slammed into his will, forcing him back and down on one knee, but the shield held. When the fire cleared, Jonas saw the huge red dragon fly at him on its massive wings, while three others followed close behind. Twist watched as all of the beasts suddenly tumbled back when they were struck by a wave of light and sound from another bomb.
 
   “Come on!” Skye yelled, a few steps closer to the escape pod than Jonas.
 
   Jonas jumped to his feet, following after her, but Twist heard growling voices pick up all around them. The dragons in other parts of the ship were coming to aid their dazed fellows. The bombs would only knock them back and disorient them for moments, unless one was detonated on the inside of a dragon, as Twist had discovered. Jonas glanced around as he ran with Skye, seeing more scale-covered faces appear at nearly every now-open door. One giant, silver, gold-eyed face caught his attention.
 
   “You little—” Bob began, bearing down on them from above.
 
   “Skye, bomb!” Jonas yelled, already holding his hand out to catch it as he watched the huge silver dragon fly down through the center of the glass sphere.
 
   Skye stopped, but she didn’t toss anything to Jonas. Instead, she turned and ran for him, a bomb held ready in her hand, as Kali dashed away a few steps. Before Jonas could voice his confusion, frustration, or the urgency of the situation as Bob came closer every instant, Skye threw the bomb at Kali as the tiger turned and rushed back toward her at full speed. Skye threw herself at Jonas, knocking him well clear in a graceless tumble along the slick glass, as Kali caught the bomb in her mouth and then jumped with all of her considerable might, straight up at Bob’s gaping maw.
 
   The dragon gobbled the tiger up in midair, fell to the glass, rose to its feet, and then turned to look for Jonas. Then it exploded into a brilliant shower of silver, gold, and flame. Twist braced inside of Jonas’s mind, anticipating the shock wave that had hit him after Kazan had exploded, but Skye had knocked Jonas and herself far enough away that Twist didn’t feel it this time. The other dragons let out bellows of horror and shock as the tiny fragments of their fellow wafted gently to the floor.
 
   “Come on!” Skye ordered, hauling Jonas to his feet and turning to run back for the pod.
 
   Stunned as he was, Jonas’s mind responded instantly. He looked around to see that the dragons were recovering from their own shock quickly, and noted with horror that the belt that hung over Skye’s shoulder was now empty of bombs. She threw the last one into the air and didn’t miss a step as it exploded above them. Twist heard the enraged cries for vengeance as more of the dragons from other parts of the ship began to stream into the central sphere.
 
   As he ran, Jonas glanced over the masses of dazed dragons who were regaining their wits, and at the new handful who were wholly unaffected yet, and then gauged the distance to the pod door. With his heightened mental skills, Jonas’s mind told him that even at their best run, he and Skye were still too far from their escape. They were out of bombs. The pistols would be useless. They weren’t going to make it.
 
   Twist felt Jonas’s Sight snap into life like the crack of a whip, and felt his own meld with it to fill Jonas’s mind with a handful of the moments in time that were only just ahead of him. Twist watched the images in terror, unable to believe them at all. Jonas’s heart burned with certainty and relief as the vision filled his mind, and Twist watched as his friend turned his soul onto the task without question.
 
   Jonas leaped at Skye’s back, grabbing hold of her as he dragged them both down to the glass floor. Jonas shut his eyes as Skye struggled to free herself. Twist felt every part of Jonas’s mind turn on the task at hand, and felt his own awareness sucked in as extra fuel. It only took an instant before Jonas released his focus, desperately willing everything away. There was a concussive pulse, a deafening crack, and the glass sphere around them shattered into sparkling fragments. The dragons flew out with the air, tumbling helplessly far away along with the other pieces of the ship.
 
   Jonas clung to Skye tightly as they lost gravity and sound, and the world went impossibly, excruciatingly cold. Twist felt an immense force on Jonas’s lungs to exhale, and felt his skin already starting to freeze as Jonas held his eyes closed. He thrust out one hand and thought only of the escape pod that they had been running for. In an instant, metal met his open hand. Twist’s awareness followed Jonas’s request and filled his mind with a clear and detailed image of what he was holding.
 
   Jonas flung Skye’s now-still body inside the open hatch and then pulled himself in as he slammed the door. His shaking, numb fingers found the switches that would engage the engines and fill the pod with atmosphere and heat, just as his hold on his thoughts began to slip. Jonas hardly seemed to notice as the floor of the pod gained sudden gravity and he fell to it heavily. As frightened as he was himself, Twist focused what he could of the mind around him on trying to remain calm and lucid.
 
   Jonas gasped in the thickening air and blinked his eyes open. There were three human-sized seats inside the small, round, metal craft, all facing a bank of windows at the cone-like front. Levers, switches, valves, and buttons lined the walls and collected thickly in a space just below the windows, in front of the two frontmost seats. Skye was lying on the metal floor beside the rear seat, unmoving.
 
   Jonas rushed for her, turning her limp form over to lie on her back on the metal floor. Twist’s attention dove into her, searching for the reason for her stillness. Jonas caught the problem the instant that Twist did and leaned down, forcing his own breath past her cold lips. Twist felt the breath seep into her still lungs and prayed for her to body to respond. Almost instantly, Skye gasped in a shuddering breath of her own. Her eyes flew open and she gripped at Jonas’s clothing as if in terror.
 
   “Shit…what…how…?” she muttered, her cold form shaking.
 
   Jonas wrapped her in his arms, rubbing at her back. “It’s all right. We made it.”
 
   Twist shared in Jonas’s relief to hear her speak. The vision had promised that she would, but Twist could still scarcely believe it. Skye remained as she was for a moment, clinging to Jonas as her body grew warmer again. Then she suddenly pulled back to look at him.
 
   “What happened?” she asked, far more stable now. Jonas looked into her eyes. In an instant, Twist could see her heart beating strongly and her lungs working fine. She seemed to be all but totally recovered from the few moments in the vacuum. Jonas put on a smile, still holding her gently.
 
   “I’m sorry,” he said, forcing his voice to sound deeply apologetic. “I saved your ass. I promise I’ll let you save mine next time,” he added brightly.
 
   Skye’s eyes flared with brilliant admiration for only an instant before she glared at him and shoved him sharply away from her with both hands.
 
   “Bastard!” she snapped. “I didn’t ask for your damn, dashing heroics!”
 
   Twist felt heady delight rush through Jonas, and he turned his smile away as they both got to their feet. Standing again, Twist noticed that Jonas also felt fairly all right. He supposed that while it had seemed like a long time in the vicious cold of space, it had really only been a few seconds at most.
 
   “Oh wait,” Jonas said suddenly, looking to Skye as she dusted herself off in mock-frustration. “Your familiar got eaten. And exploded.”
 
   “Nah, Kali’s fine,” Skye said easily. “Her solidity is only an illusion.” She turned her shoulder to him and tugged at the back of her collar to show Jonas the top of the tattoo. Jonas’s eyes shifted farther than Skye likely intended them too, showing him the whole of the artwork as it covered the soft, pale skin of her back. To Twist’s considerable shock, Jonas didn’t blush.
 
   “Very nice…” Jonas toned, a sly smile on his face. Skye narrowed her eyes at him and she turned to face him fully, arms crossed.
 
   “Pervert,” she snapped, somehow not sounding enraged.
 
   “That’s pronounced ‘sky pirate,’ love,” Jonas said smugly. “Or, ‘brigand,’ if you prefer.”
 
   As Skye shook her head with a very judging eye, Jonas took one of the seats at the front of the craft. The now half-crescent of the Earth loomed enormous, and glowed softly before the front windows. Skye slipped into the seat beside him. Jonas craned his neck to look back through the windows toward what was left of the glass ship.
 
   His powerful eyes picked up a vast cloud of tiny, sparkling shards of glass floating all around the tangled mass of glass spheres and long connecting hallways that had made up the larger ship. The escape pod was moving away from it at a quick pace, hurtling directly toward the Earth. Clearly untroubled by the cold or lack of air, at least twenty colorful dragons had recovered and were flying after them through space at only slightly greater speed—their huge, leathery wings outstretched in the cold vacuum.
 
   “Holy crap…” Skye gasped as she leaned around him to see out the window behind them. “They’re going to catch us,” she said after a moment.
 
   “They’re going to catch up, yes,” Jonas said. “But they might not actually catch us.”
 
   He looked back to the Earth, which now filled the whole of space before them. Twist felt his own joy burn brightly as he recognized the shapes of Japan and Australia creeping into the light of day, at the inner edge of the glowing crescent.
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   “Sweetheart, tell me you have a brilliant plan,” Skye said to Jonas as she watched the dragons continue to advance behind them.
 
   “Do you feel strong enough to take the controls?” Jonas said, staring forward as the huge, crescent of glowing daylight-blue and night-blackened Earth loomed larger and larger.
 
   “Keep treating me like a delicate little flower and I’ll knock you flat,” Skye grumbled.
 
   “You stopped breathing!” Jonas snapped at her, his frustration taking hold. “I just want to know if you’re all right. Because if we hit the atmosphere this directly, we’ll be killed.”
 
   “Oh,” Skye muttered sheepishly. “Yeah, I’m fine. How do any of these work?” she asked, gesturing to the array of controls before her.
 
   “Watch that gauge,” Jonas said, pointing to a needle quivering behind glass. “Hold that lever,” he said, pointing again, “and that one, too. This one adjusts the pitch, and the other the roll. Keep us from spinning and watch that gauge. Keep the needle on forty degrees.”
 
   “Should I ask how you know all this?” Skye asked, already attempting to do as he said.
 
   “They’re almost on us,” Jonas said, watching the dragons again. “Just try not to kill us, and I’ll try to keep them away.”
 
   “Aye, aye, Captain Grumpy Butt,” Skye said with conviction.
 
   Jonas blinked a few times and seemed to pause again. Twist watched him push his annoyance away before he turned his attention back to the dragons. As he watched them come closer—still not nearly within reach but closing fast—Twist saw his vision shift back to what was left of the ship. Some of the dragons had remained behind to push the disjointed pieces back together. Twist felt Jonas’s excitement sparkle at the edges of his awareness as inspiration struck.
 
   Twist watched Jonas’s vision dive into the section of the ship that held the huge engine room, which was of a confusing design and unlike anything Twist had ever seen. He watched as the machines sprang to life as if of their own accord. Valves opened, latches slammed shut, and the whole section of the ship began to move slowly away from the Earth. Twist somehow understood that its speed would begin to pick up steadily in a matter of moments. The dragons near it rushed to stop it, but Twist guessed that they wouldn’t be able to easily.
 
   Jonas’s vision returned to the dragons as the closest one reached out a claw to strike at the glass canopy of the little craft. The shining red beast tumbled back the moment Jonas saw it, rolling into a few of its fellows. Others closed in and Jonas pushed them away, one after another, with the merest glance. The battle intensified as the dragons advanced together, almost too fast for Jonas to acknowledge. Suddenly, the craft began to tremble. In a moment, thin, long, seemingly sourceless flames burst to cover the craft as it dove headlong into the atmosphere. The dragons struggled to follow them in, but their attacks came slower and slower. Skye gave a frightened cry as she struggled to hold the controls against the impossible torrent of air.
 
   The dragons’ attacks slowed further as a few of them seemed to notice that the engine of their ship was leaving without the rest of it, despite all that their fellows did to stop it. With a few last furious but silent howls, they all turned off to catch their ship and left the little craft to its own fate. Jonas instantly turned back to find Skye pulling on the controls with all her strength: one foot up on the console to help her pull the lever backward. Nevertheless, the gauge read nearly thirty-seven degrees instead of forty. Jonas reached out to help her. Twist felt his muscles burn as he and Skye managed to steady the descent together. Twist also noticed that the air around the pod seemed to slow as Jonas looked at the chaotic currents before them and bent his will to the effort of slowing the craft.
 
   It felt like a very long time before they managed to regain control. Jonas and Skye remained silent as they guided the ship down to the wide, blue Pacific Ocean. The sun now reached past Japan to brush at the edge of China and nearly half of the vast continental island of Australia. Jonas’s attention found a deep, dark-blue trench in the ocean that started off the east side of Japan and then reached down into the southern ocean. He leaned closer to Skye to take another control, and guided their ship farther south and also toward the deepest center of the trench.
 
   “Yes, that’s perfect!” Skye said, very close now to his ear. “Twist is in Australia.”
 
   “I know,” Jonas said, smiling slightly as he nudged the delicate control gently into place. “Almost there…” he toned, watching the air again.
 
   Still hurtling down at an amazing speed, the little craft finally slammed into the ocean with a tremendous crash. Skye shrieked and dropped her hold of the controls to throw her arms around Jonas. He held her head against his chest as Twist felt his will hold the glass firm and steady against the sudden pressure of the ocean. After a long moment of nervous tension, the craft finally stopped moving, hanging still in the deep, dark, cold water. Then, it slowly began to rise back to the surface on its own.
 
   Twist felt Jonas’s will loosen as he let out his held breath. Skye pulled away just far enough to look out through the glass, at the strange, shifting world of water around them. A curtain of sliver bubbles rose off of the hot metal, lit only by the soft glow of the electric lights that burned inside some of the gauges and buttons. When she looked back to Jonas, Twist saw her amazement melt into a brilliant, and thrilling glee. Jonas stared back at her silently, while his heart beat quickly in his chest.
 
   “We survived all that?” she asked, clearly astonished.
 
   Jonas opened his mouth to respond, but only a few disordered sounds managed to leave him. Even with his heightened mental ability, something primal was muddying his mind as he looked at Skye’s face from so very near. Skye gave him a fiery smile, which silenced him totally. She then reached up to grab the back of his neck in both hands and pressed a warm and luscious kiss to his lips. Twist felt Jonas melt into her, and he wished that he could have turned his attention away for propriety’s sake. Skye pulled away and took a deep breath before she laughed lightly.
 
   “It’s nice to meet you, Jonas Davis,” she said brightly. “I’m very glad you actually exist.”
 
   “Thank you,” Jonas answered with a laugh of his own. “That’s a lovely thing to hear.”
 
   “You know,” Skye said musingly as she toyed with the strap of Jonas’s goggles, which hung forgotten around his neck, “you’re lucky as hell to have a friend as loyal as Twist. He just about lost it, missing you.” Twist wished dearly that he could speak up in his own defense.
 
   “Twist!” Jonas said suddenly, as if just remembering him. “I have to give him back.”
 
   “Give him what back?” Skye asked.
 
   “What color are my eyes?” Jonas asked her, looking into hers as her life and memories wafted gently behind them.
 
   “A bluish kind of teal…” she said slowly. “Don’t you know your own eye color?”
 
   “They’re supposed to be green,” he said, looking away as his attention shifted. “The drug is still affecting me. I have to give Twist back. It might be dangerous to stay like this for too long.” He looked back to her. “I might, sort of, pass out for a little bit. Don’t worry. I’ll be fine when I wake up.”
 
   “Wait, what?” she asked, looking at him in confusion.
 
   “Just don’t look me in the eye when I wake up again,” he said.
 
   As she looked back at him, still obviously confused, Jonas paused once again as if to take in her image. He gave a sigh and then closed his eyes. Twist felt Jonas’s attention wander about in his mind, as if searching for something. Then, suddenly, Twist felt his own mind move, rushing quickly away from Jonas and Skye.
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   “I think he’s coming around!” a voice said somewhere in the darkness that surrounded Twist’s thoughts. “Twist? Dear, can you hear me?”
 
   Twist was slightly surprised to find that his eyes opened when he asked them to. There was pale, ruddy light around him and a blurry face hanging above him. He blinked as his mind and vision cleared together. He was lying on a sofa in a parlor, as early-morning light brushed the room with gold. Myra’s concerned, shining, copper face was leaning over him.
 
   “It worked!” Twist gasped. He sat up like a shot and wrapped her in his arms. “Oh darling, it worked! He’s on the Earth!” He pulled back sharply. “But he’s in the ocean.”
 
   “Oh, that’s wonderful!” Myra said brightly, smiling at him warmly. “Arabel said the same thing, just a moment ago.” Twist and Myra both turned to look at her.
 
   She was standing near a modest marble fireplace, and Storm and Kima were both standing just behind Myra, watching Twist. Orad sat in a nearby armchair, holding a small device that spilled a soft blue glow over his face. Twist jerked in surprise to find Vane leaning over the armrest of the couch, only a few inches from where Twist’s head had been.
 
   “I just felt Skye fall into the Pacific,” Arabel said, staring intently into the air before her. “She’s in some kind of ship, and it’s floating up toward the surface now.” She looked to Twist with a soft, almost shamed smile. “And Jon is with her. I can see him.”
 
   Twist’s heart nearly broke to hear her words. “You remember him?”
 
   Arabel nodded. “I can’t believe I forgot my own brother,” she muttered.
 
   “I remember him too,” Myra announced brightly to Twist. “Kima said the same,” she added, glancing over her shoulder.
 
   Kima nodded, smiling sadly. “I can’t believe I forgot him, after all you have both done for me.”
 
   “It wasn’t your fault,” Twist said with a smile.
 
   “Well, I never forgot him!” Vane added with a raised finger. In his joy, Twist spared Vane a smile as well.
 
   “But we all remembered at the same moment,” Myra said. “How can that be?”
 
   “Of course you all remember him,” Twist said, grinning ear to ear. “Jonas killed Bob.”
 
   “Bob?” Vane asked, cocking his head curiously to one side.
 
   “The dragon that cast the spell,” Twist clarified quickly. “Kali swallowed a bomb herself and then dove down the dragon’s throat before it exploded. I saw the whole thing.”
 
   “Oh, wow!” Storm said excitedly. “I can’t wait for that dream!”
 
   “You’ll love it, I’m sure,” Twist said, almost laughing. “It was quite a daring escape.”
 
   “Wonderful,” Vane toned flatly, standing up with crossed arms and a sullen expression. “The last thing Jonas needs is more to boast about.”
 
   “Yes, sir,” Orad said, looking to the device in his hand, “it’s confirmed.”
 
   “Tell them to get the coach ready,” the device said with Aden’s voice. “I’ll see that the coast guard ignores the spacecraft’s landing, but there’s no time to lose.”
 
   “What’s happening now?” Twist asked Myra as Orad confirmed his orders.
 
   “Aden is arranging to go and get them,” she answered. Orad nodded and switched off the light with the flick of his thumb. He placed the device down on the coffee table and got to his feet.
 
   “You’ll be able to head to the coast in a few minutes,” he said to Twist. “Aden said that you should catch a ship from there. Hopefully, you can get to your friends before anyone else does. I want that pod,” he added with a greedy smile as he left the room.
 
   “We’ve already decided to go together,” Arabel said to Twist with a glance to the others. “Twist, are you feeling up to coming along?” she asked, smiling softly to him.
 
   “Nothing in the world could keep me here,” Twist said, getting to his feet.
 
   Myra moved instantly to help him, but Twist was pleasantly surprised to find no tension or stiffness in his limbs at all. Rather than most of the other times he’d suddenly lost consciousness, his mind was now perfectly clear. In moments, Twist and the others were all climbing aboard the large, rumbling, engine-driven coach once again. Monti took the wheel and the strange convenience set off into the morning light. Myra held Twist’s hand, spilling a thrilling delight of her own into his excited emotions. After so very long apart, he was finally on his way to see Jonas again.
 
   “Hey, Twist,” Arabel said, sitting beside him on one of the long, padded benches of the coach. He looked at her to find a sheepish look on her face. “I just wanted to say…I’m sorry,” she said, forcing the words out in earnest over the roar of the engine. “I would have lost my brother forever, if it wasn’t for you. And I was awful to you the entire time. Thank you for not listening to me. He’s very lucky to have you as his friend.”
 
   Twist could hardly contain his joy in the face of such vindication. “Arabel, you are most welcome,” he said. “I’m only glad that he’s back on Earth, and that my sanity is no longer in question.” Twist felt Myra’s pride burn brilliantly through her touch as she watched them.
 
   “Thanks, Twist,” Arabel said, seeming to relax as she smiled. “Oh, and Aden said that you’ve brought a very serious threat to his attention through this whole business. Now that he knows dragons can steal people so easily, he’s worried that they’ve done it before. There’s really no telling how many people they have stolen from our collective memory. But now that Aden knows that there’s a problem, he said that the Rooks have a fighting chance. They’re going to put a stop to it.”
 
   “I’m very glad to hear that,” Twist said earnestly.
 
   “You may have saved more than just Jonas,” Myra added, drawing Twist’s attention. “Aden said that he’s once again in your debt,” she said with glowing pride. “Storm’s too.”
 
   “What about me?” Storm called, turning back to look at her with a smile.
 
   “You’re glorious!” Twist yelled to him on the edge of a laugh. “Without your help, Aden never would have listened to me.”
 
   Storm’s face filled with a proud smile. “What else are sidekicks for?”
 
   “Sidekick?” Twist asked, frowning.
 
   “You and Jonas are the daring heroes, and I’m the loveable sidekick,” Storm explained.
 
   “Oh, I can see that…” Myra said thoughtfully.
 
   Twist looked to her uncertainly. Storm laughed, turning back to watch as the coach thundered quickly over the red land and drew them closer to the coast. Though it wasn’t long at all, it felt like forever to Twist before they finally made it back to Melbourne. They all dismounted the coach and hurried to the docks in search of the quickest way out into the sea.
 
   The docks were nestled in along both sides of the sprawling mouth of a river, while a few small islands lay farther out, still wrapped snug in the morning mist. Much like the other ports that Twist had seen in his travels, these were filled with ships from all over the world. He saw huge steamships, small sailing crafts, passenger liners, freight ships, and quite a few fishing boats that were already bringing in the day’s catch.
 
   As speed was a bit of a concern, Monti urged Twist and his companions toward the smaller private ships and yachts. Apparently, the Rooks kept no seafaring craft of their own at this dock, as most of their traveling was done by air. Instead, they would have to hire the fastest craft they could find. They gathered together on an open pier and began to discuss their options, when Twist heard a familiar voice call out in a jovial tone.
 
   “Heavens above!” he gasped, staring after the source of the sound. “That’s Alistair, isn’t it?” he asked the others, pointing.
 
   “Is it?” Myra asked, peering after his indication.
 
   “Who’s Alistair?” Storm asked.
 
   Twist smiled as he saw his acquaintance—talking happily with the same two friends Twist had met on the Aeolus—now on the bow of a small but fashionably quick-looking fishing boat that appeared to be just about ready to leave. Sailors stoked the steam engine that was buried in the back of the craft, while Alistair and his friends sat lounging at the front.
 
   “Hang on,” Twist said, hurrying closer. He walked up to the side of the ship—floating as it did along the pier—to where he could just see Alistair over the edge of the railing around the bow. “Hello Alistair!” he called as loudly as his naturally soft voice would allow. Alistair’s eyes caught him.
 
   “Ollie, old boy!” he called back, coming to lean over the railing toward Twist. “What the devil are you doing here?”
 
   “Wombat hunting, naturally,” Twist responded brightly. Alistair laughed, giving Twist a knowing look. “Where are you off to?” Twist asked, glancing over the boat.
 
   “Oh, well, the lads and I are just out for a spot of fishing. We’ve hired this little darling for the day.” He paused as a bright smile took up his face. “Say, would you like to join us?”
 
   “Actually,” Twist said, smiling back as his plan fell easily into place, “did you happen to see a comet fall into the ocean not long ago?”
 
   “You know, I did,” Alistair said, nodding. “It was terribly exciting. Jeff nearly fainted from the shock of it,” he added with a laugh.
 
   “Here now, I did not!” Jeffery snapped; he and Neil had come to appear at Alistair’s side.
 
   “Well, you see,” Twist said quickly, “that wasn’t just some lump of rock. It was a spaceship that my friends were using to escape from a pack of dragons.” Twist noticed that his companions had also come to join him on the pier and were listening quietly.
 
   “Fantastic,” Alistair responded with a smile and a shake of his head. “That was a good one, Ollie.”
 
   “But, that ship can’t fly on its own,” Twist went on. “I need to go and get my friends before they get into any more trouble.”
 
   “Right, right, of course,” Alistair said with a nod.
 
   “And you owe me a favor,” Twist added with a pleasant smile.
 
   Alistair’s smile faded slightly. “Hold on now. Don’t tell me there was any truth hiding in all of that delightful nonsense you just said.”
 
   “I need a boat to take me to a specific spot in the ocean so that I can rescue my friends,” Twist said measuredly. “You have a ship, and you owe me a favor. Please tell me which part is confusing you, and I’ll gladly try to clear it up,” he added brightly. Vane began to laugh quietly under his breath. Alistair looked at him carefully.
 
   “Al…does that bloke have a tail?” Neil asked Alistair softly.
 
   “Of course I have a tail,” Vane said sharply. “I’m a fox.”
 
   “Am I going a bit funny, or does that girl appear to be made of metal?” Jeffrey asked Alistair. Myra giggled behind a copper hand.
 
   “Right, Ollie, what’s going on?” Alistair asked, appearing genuinely confused.
 
   “Are you going to honor your debt or not, Alistair?” Twist asked. “You can still go fishing, of course. I just need to pick up my friends.”
 
   “And where are these friends of yours, exactly?” Alistair asked.
 
   Twist looked to Arabel.
 
   “That way,” she said instantly, pointing out to sea. “They’re on the surface, about two hours out at fifty knots. The current is dragging them south.”
 
   “Right…” Alistair said, blinking a few times. Twist waited patiently, with a light smile on his face. “Well, I’ll not let it be said that Alistair Harding is a man who can’t pay his debts,” he said with tentative certainty. “You’re welcome aboard, Oliver. You and your…companions.”
 
   “Thank you,” Twist said with a short bow. “Consider your reputation untarnished.”
 
   Alistair gave a laugh that didn’t quite take the uncertainty from his eyes.
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   Twist stared into the hazy, blue horizon, wishing dearly that he had Jonas’s gift of vision. The fishing boat had been following Arabel’s directions for nearly two hours, but Twist’s eyes still couldn’t pick out anything in the distant water. He didn’t notice as Alistair walked up beside him to stare into the horizon as well.
 
   “I’ve got to ask you something,” Alistair said after a pause. Twist jerked at the sudden sound of his voice, looking to him quickly. Alistair’s face was pensive. “Approximately how many lies have you actually told me?” he asked carefully.
 
   “I’m sorry?” Twist asked, frowning.
 
   “Well, not malicious lies, surely,” Alistair said quickly. “Perhaps I should rather ask how many of those ridiculous things you told me were not…actually…you know…because I mean,” he added, “one of your friends has a tail, and the girl is made of metal, and that boy’s eyes are pink, for heaven’s sake. Pink!”
 
   Twist smiled as he turned back to watch the horizon and thought briefly over all of the things he had told Alistair. “I’m not an accountant, and I didn’t come to Australia to see kangaroos,” he said gently. “Other than those two points, I don’t believe I’ve ever lied to you. And I only allowed you to think that they were lies so that you wouldn’t think I was a nutter.”
 
   “Right…” Alistair said, nodding slowly. “So, you have met people who live in the moon?” he asked tightly.
 
   “Well, it was an airship that looks exactly like the moon,” Twist amended with a shrug. “It was Kima’s people. She and Storm used to live in a village that floats on a cloud, but now they both live in Australia. You can ask them about it, if you like.”
 
   “I see…so, that monkey who’s named Jeffrey? The one that was made by a genie?”
 
   “Myra wished for him,” Twist said with a nod. “His name is Jeffrey Simian. He speaks English and wears a suit and monocle. Simply crazy about bananas.”
 
   “Yes, but seriously,” Alistair said, looking to Twist with an amiable smile, “that’s not all true, is it? It can’t be. I mean, you hear about crazy things happening in the world, but they never actually happen to you, or people you know. Surely…”
 
   Twist looked back at him with a sigh. “I killed a dragon yesterday.”
 
   “A dragon,” Alistair echoed flatly. He looked into Twist’s eyes, searching desperately.
 
   “A blue one. His name was Kazan.” Twist suppressed the shiver that followed the sound of the name. “He tried to eat me, so I threw a bomb down his throat, and he exploded. I’m told he’ll recover. Dragons aren’t exactly physical beings, you see.”
 
   “But that’s…too fantastic,” Alistair said, clearly battling for clarity.
 
   “I’m sorry, Alistair,” Twist said gently. “I never meant to confuse you. My nerves were on edge, and I needed to speak my mind before I lost it completely. Then you listened to me and kept asking for more. I never minded if you didn’t really believe me. It was just sort of nice to talk with you, is all.”
 
   Alistair stared out to sea for a long, silent moment. Twist wanted to say something else, to somehow explain more fully, but couldn’t manage to come up with anything. Finally, Alistair reached into his coat pocket and pulled out a small silver card case.
 
   “Right,” he said with some stability, as he drew one of the cards and held it out to Twist. “I’ll forgive you just so long as you take this and write me a letter once in a while, when all this is over.” Twist took the card and saw a name and address on it.
 
   “Wait, what?” Twist asked, looking back to him.
 
   “All those crazy things one hears about happening to people, are actually happening to someone I know. I intend to enjoy the stories.”
 
   “You want me to write to you and tell you all the crazy things that happen to me?” Twist asked slowly.
 
   “And if you’re ever in London, do stop in for tea,” Alistair added with a smile.
 
   Twist stared back at him in bewilderment. The concept that he had managed to actually, truly, and independently befriend another Londoner his own age was too fantastic for him to accept. He carefully slipped the card into a pocket and nodded as he smiled back to Alistair. In a moment, however, Twist’s attention snapped onto a different subject. The base of his neck started to tingle, ever so slightly.
 
   He turned quickly, searching the ocean with renewed vigor. He heard Arabel call out instructions to the crew, to gently adjust the course. The others on board hurried to the sides of the little fishing boat, searching the sea as a sudden, excited tension filled the air. Twist’s gaze swept over the horizon eagerly until the buzz in his neck grew suddenly sharp. He held still, staring into the haze open-eyed, and felt his heartbeat grow faster as the ship continued on at a quick pace.
 
   In moments, the mist cleared enough to show Twist a small, dark spot in the distance. Once his eyes managed to catch the image, it was suddenly clear to him. It looked like a small boat, bobbing gently on the surface, while a figure stood at the edge waving its arms. Twist’s breath caught in his chest as his ears snatched at the slightest hint of Jonas’s voice on the wind.
 
   The fishing boat closed on the little ship quickly, but it still felt like days to Twist before the Australian sailors were asking him to step back so that they could lower ropes to pull in the two people from the water below. Myra, Storm, and Kima all stood beside Twist as they watched the fishermen struggle. Twist’s hands itched to dive in to help, but he feared touching anyone else. Myra put a hand on his shoulder with a supportive pat, enhancing his excitement with her own.
 
   “That’s it…” Jonas’s voice sounded strained as he hoisted himself over the edge of the fishing boat’s railing with the help of the sailors. Skye appeared in the fray as well, pulling herself up on the rope.
 
   Jonas stumbled onto the deck and scanned the feet around him quickly with uncovered eyes. Twist felt himself rush forward as if he’d been shot from a cannon. Jonas’s gaze turned to the motion and found Twist in an instant. His eyes shifted to a deep, rich purple as a wide smile bloomed on his face, and he met Twist with open arms. Twist leaped into him and drowned his Sight in the bright, clear, refreshingly cool, staggeringly delicious wave of white fog that instantly filled his mind to the brim.
 
   All of the dull pains that had plagued his Sight vanished instantly in Jonas’s arms. All his fear, confusion, loneliness, and doubt were forgotten in one breath as he savored the delicious pulse of Jonas’s quick heartbeat pouring down his spine. It was a long, glorious moment before Jonas pulled back and put both hands on Twist’s shoulders to look into his eyes. Twist’s hands lingered on Jonas’s jacket, as he couldn’t manage to find a single reason to move them.
 
   Twist held his friend’s deep-purple gaze and enjoyed the tightened buzz in his neck under the full force of Jonas’s Sight. Jonas smiled warmly back at him and reached into a pocket with one hand—leaving the other on Twist’s shoulder—to retrieve his handkerchief. It was only when Jonas silently gave it to him that Twist noticed that a few blissful tears had escaped his own eyes. His pride didn’t seem to mind, and so he only gave a light laugh at the thought as he wiped them away. Jonas laughed too, and his eyes lightened to pure, brilliant blue.
 
   “My turn, my turn!” Storm said, bobbing on his toes a few inches behind Twist.
 
   “Storm?” Jonas asked, looking startled.
 
   Twist let one hand fall away from Jonas, but the thought of letting him go entirely seemed absurd. The moment Twist left enough room, Storm flung his arms around Jonas’s waist.
 
   “Thank heaven you’re all right!” Storm gasped, his voice muffled as he clung tightly to Jonas. “You hardly slept at all. I was so worried!”
 
   “I’m fine, I’m fine,” Jonas said, staring at the boy, perplexed. He petted awkwardly at his snowy hair and looked to Twist for help.
 
   “He helped rescue you,” Twist said brightly.
 
   “Well…thanks,” Jonas said, still a bit confused. Storm looked up at him with a wide smile.
 
   “I’m very glad you’re all right,” Kima offered, smiling softly to Jonas.
 
   Jonas looked to her for a fleeting instant, his gaze falling dangerously near her eyes, but Twist felt no trepidation in him because of it. Instead, a grounding and comforting calm murmured through the fog in Twist’s Sight as Jonas nodded to her and smiled lightly.
 
   “Jonas!” Myra said suddenly, stepping closer with a brilliant smile.
 
   “Myra!” Jonas responded brightly. Storm finally released him and moved a step away with Kima, leaving room for her.
 
   “How in the world could I ever forget you?” Myra mused, smiling as she reached out to him. Jonas gave her a half hug as she wrapped both arms around his neck, and he left a kiss on her shining forehead before she pulled away with a bright giggle.
 
   “Wait, you remember me now?” Jonas asked her quickly. “Did killing Bob really do the trick?”
 
   “It seemed to,” she said happily. “I can’t believe I forgot him at all,” she added to Twist, taking his hand. The touch brought her sparkling emotions to splash over the white fog at the edges of Twist’s mind with a delightful effect. “All the pranks,” she went on. “All the silly jokes. And all that teasing!” she added, growing more and more cross as she looked at Jonas.
 
   Jonas laughed and casually took Twist’s other hand, as if it were a perfectly natural action. “I missed you, too, poppet,” he said amiably to Myra.
 
   Twist’s smile barely fit on his face as he looked between them and let his Sight wander among their equally bright emotions. His heart felt too small to contain all of his relief. Even after all the trouble, pain, and fear of the previous week, Twist could never have imagined how good it would feel to have his friends together again.
 
   “Jon…” Arabel’s voice toned softly. Twist and Myra turned to see her stare at her brother in wonder. Jonas, however, could only look at her for the merest instant.
 
   “Did you forget me too, Ara?” Jonas asked lightly, as if only bemused. Twist caught the flash of darker thoughts in his Sight.
 
   “Oh, shut up, you scoundrel,” she snapped with a smile on her face, as she moved closer.
 
   Myra and Twist pulled away, but Jonas’s touch never left Twist. He held onto Twist’s hand even as Arabel hugged him, too. Jonas’s eyes snapped closed, but Twist felt the warmth that her attention left on his heart. She then moved back to look at his closed eyes sternly.
 
   “Now, no more of this nonexistence, nonsense!” she snapped in a tight voice. Jonas fought to contain a laugh. “I mean it, young man!” she went on, smiling now, though her voice still sounded slightly angry. “You’re going to keep yourself on this planet, from now on. Got it?”
 
   “Sorry, Ara…” he muttered sheepishly around his smile. “I’ll do my best not to be taken to other planets by dragons…”
 
   “See that you do,” she added, leaning in to place a kiss on his cheek before moving away again.
 
   “Hey, where’s my hugs and kisses?” Skye asked suddenly. She was now standing on the deck with a pouting expression on her face. “I did most of the saving, you know.” Behind her, Twist saw Monti in rapt discussion with the sailors on how to hoist the pod onto the ship.
 
   “Skye!” Myra gasped, bounding to her with a bright smile. She took Skye’s hands in her own and hopped in a circle around her. “Oh, you’re brilliant! You’re wonderful! We love you!”
 
   “Yes, we do!” Storm added, joining Myra. “You’re fantastic! I hope I get your dreams!”
 
   Skye’s pout broke into a laugh instantly, while Arabel joined in to congratulate her on her heroics. Monti gave her a hearty pat on the back, and Alistair and his friends gave her a round of applause, despite the fact that they didn’t really know what she’d done to deserve it all. Vane offered something in a whisper to her that got him a swift slap and made everyone laugh, Vane included.
 
   Twist and Jonas watched from one side, where Twist wouldn’t get caught in the fray. Skye caught Twist’s eye and gave him a smile and wink before turning back to speak with Myra. Twist looked to Jonas again and found him smiling at Twist warmly, his eyes shifting gently to lilac in Twist’s Sight. Twist took in a deep, full breath, and let it out slowly as he basked in the familiar attention.
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   Once Jonas and Skye had been recovered safe and sound, and everyone—even Vane—had been given a chance to greet Jonas, Alistair and his friends invited everyone to join in with their original plans to spend the day fishing. As no one had any other plans for the rest of the day—the escape pod was now lashed securely to the side of the ship for Orad to study later—they accepted Alistair’s offer. The ship left for a quiet spot nearer to its port without delay.
 
   Twist’s full attention was naturally claimed by Jonas without contest. When Twist began to explain everything that had happened since Jonas’s disappearance, he quickly found that Skye had already told Jonas most of it while they’d waited to be found and picked up. Neither Jonas nor Skye had doubted for a moment that Arabel would be able to find them, and so rescue had seemed certain.
 
   “What I don’t understand,” Jonas said, as he and Twist sat together on the little viewing-perch that hung above the fishing boat’s wheelhouse, and watched the others ready their fishing poles on the deck below, “is how you can believe that you’re really not good at interacting with people.”
 
   “Well, I’m not…” Twist said, looking to him in confusion. He hardly noticed anymore that Jonas still hadn’t let go of his hand yet, even for an instant.
 
   Jonas turned to him with a knowing look. “How many people are on this boat?”
 
   Twist gave him a confused look.
 
   “Not even counting the crew, you, me, or Myra, there are nine people on this boat, from four different countries, who you managed to pull together, nearly single-handedly, just to save my sorry skin, when none of them had anything to gain personally in the venture.”
 
   Twist shrugged. “I was rather desperate…”
 
   “But you did it,” Jonas said, shaking his head. “If you had no social skills, you’d never have gotten anywhere, and I’d be on my way to Jupiter.”
 
   “I suppose I did make a friend,” Twist mused, looking to Alistair, who was currently standing with Storm and explaining something about casting a good line.
 
   “Yeah, Skye’s quite interesting,” Jonas said, looking to her as she slapped Vane again and shouted at him. Arabel seemed unable to breathe for laughter.
 
   “Oh yes…I suppose I made two friends. Three if you count Kali.”
 
   “See what I mean?” Jonas asked with a sigh. “You’re losing count.”
 
   “Well, technically, I think it’s more accurate to say that Skye chose me. I never tried to be friendly with her. She just…sort of decided to be nice to me. Insistently.”
 
   “Yeah, she told me some of what she saw you go through on that cruise,” he said softly. “I’m grateful to her for all the help she gave you. I don’t think she even knows how much she really did help. I could see you, you know,” Jonas said, looking to him. “I watched you from the moment I got into orbit. That cruise looked like hell for you.”
 
   “I’m not traveling like that again,” Twist said with a shudder. “I mean, the aurora was nice to look at, but if I ever see another buffet I’m sure I’m going to run away screaming.”
 
   Jonas laughed lightly and nodded. “Yeah, but that thunderstorm was pretty neat.”
 
   “You did see us,” Twist said, smiling at the memory.
 
   “Sure. I couldn’t hear you, of course, but I read your lips. I had no idea what you were planning, or why you were going to Japan or Australia of all places, but I knew you were up to something. It was good to see you looking happy for a moment, too.”
 
   Twist smiled and nodded.
 
   “And then there’s the dragon you slayed!” Jonas said suddenly. “That was amazing! I couldn’t believe it. I thought you were going to be eaten, for sure.”
 
   “Oh, yes!” Twist said, returning to the memory. “You saw that as well?”
 
   “Bloody spectacular, that was.”
 
   “You really did watch me the whole time…” Twist said, looking at him sideways.
 
   “What, you think you’re the only one getting anything out of this relationship?” Jonas asked, lifting their joined hands to show him. Twist turned away before Jonas could catch the blush of pride that he felt warm his own smile. “Besides,” Jonas went on, “it was pretty impressive to see you handle everything as well as you did. I mean, I knew I was going to get home eventually, even if I wasn’t sure how. But you didn’t know that, and you still did a brilliant job, all on your own.”
 
   Twist’s pride wanted to shrug off the compliment, but for once, he only enjoyed it. He couldn’t deny the fact that what Jonas had said was, actually, true. Perhaps his social skills weren’t as bad as he thought, after all. Then Twist’s thoughts caught on something Jonas had said. He frowned in thought, looking to him.
 
   “Wait, you knew you would be saved? Are you saying that you were perfectly certain that whatever I was up to was going to save you?”
 
   “Oh, well…” Jonas muttered, the fog in Twist’s mind chilling ever so subtly. He put on a smile for Twist. “I do know that you’re bloody tenacious,” he said brightly. “You’re like an angry honey badger when you’ve got a goal in mind. Of course you’d get me home, somehow.”
 
   Twist watched him curiously, noticing a whisper-thin shadow of nervousness hidden in the fog that filled his Sight. Twist’s suspicions clearly stated that something was amiss. In a flash of insight, Twist remembered that Jonas occasionally saw the future. He could have very easily seen some moment of his future, safe and sound on the Earth, which hadn’t yet come to pass, and so known that he would somehow be saved from the dragons’ ship. Wasn’t that practically what Jonas had said to himself in the moment of desperation in the dark?
 
   Twist smiled back to him. “Well, I’m glad it all worked out,” Twist offered lightly, looking to the others before the silence between them grew awkward.
 
   Twist also knew that Jonas never enjoyed speaking of his visions. If he didn’t want to speak of it, then he certainly didn’t have to. Twist was far too pleased to simply be in his company again to press. After all, Twist didn’t have to know all of the man’s secrets. Twist’s eyes touched on Kima—helping Storm to attempt his first toss of his fishing line—and he suddenly recalled that Jonas had spoken her name in his most desperate hour. Twist smiled lightly, realizing that, of course, whatever vision of the future Jonas had clung to, must somehow include her. It was a natural enough assumption.
 
   He and Jonas remained together for a long while, chatting quietly or just listening to the others while they soaked in the calm sunlight. Eventually, Myra’s patience ran out. She called to them to come and join her and the others. Before Twist had a chance to refuse, Myra began to teach him all she had just learned about fishing.
 
   “You’ve got to really throw the hook way out there,” she said, helping him to learn to cast by holding the rod with him. “There you go!” she said, as the hook and line flew far away into the water, with a final effort from Twist.
 
   “There’s no fish over there,” Jonas said, peering over the side.
 
   “Oh yeah?” Skye tsked at him. “You got some kinda magic fish powers too?”
 
   “I can see them,” Jonas snapped back. “They’re all over there,” he said, pointing. “Twist, try that way.”
 
   “Right, hang on…” Twist said, reeling in the line to have another go.
 
   He let the line fly again, the way that Myra had showed him, and the hook fell into the water at a fair distance. Everyone seemed to wait and watch after Twist’s hook for a silent moment. Finally Skye gave a derisive tone.
 
   “See?” she said smugly. “You can’t see everything…”
 
   “Whoa!” Twist gasped as his fishing rod jerked sharply in his hands.
 
   He gripped it as tightly as he could, but the line was being pulled with tremendous force. Jonas jumped in to help, planting one foot on the railing to pull back on the rod with Twist. Myra cheered as the two of them struggled to bring the line in. Skye stared in shock as they pulled a shimmering, silver-and-blue tuna onto the deck. The fish flapped and struggled so much that the boat began to rock under its motion. One of the sailors rushed in to kill the beast with a well-aimed stab of his knife, and the boat steadied again. Once the fish lay still on the deck, Twist stared down at it in amazement. It was easily one-and-a-half feet long.
 
   “Dang, it’s a small one,” Jonas said with a sigh.
 
   “That’s a small one?” Twist asked, pointing. His arms still ached from the strain of pulling it aboard.
 
   “Sure, there’s bigger ones out there.”
 
   “You’re going to get me killed,” Twist said, tossing the fishing rod at him. “Catch your own behemoths!”
 
   “Oh come on,” Jonas whined. “Where’s your sense of adventure gone?” Twist narrowed his eyes at him.
 
   “Hey, bright eyes, which way are the big ones?” Skye asked, looking out to sea with her rod ready to cast.
 
   “See, Skye knows how to have fun,” Jonas said to Twist.
 
   “I’m not going to kiss you, either,” Twist said, crossing his arms.
 
   Everyone’s attention shot to Twist instantly, while Vane gave a laugh and Skye snickered softly. Twist glanced back at Vane uncomfortably.
 
   “Fine,” Jonas said sharply, with a hint of pink on his cheeks. “Be no fun, then. Come on, Skye, try over that way,” he said, pointing.
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   Everyone went back to tending their own lines, while Skye and Jonas searched for the best catch. By the time the sun began to set, and with pointers from Jonas, everyone had managed to catch enough fish to feed a village for a day. The crew set sail back to shore, while some of the fish were prepared to be grilled along the way. The crew also boiled a pot of white, moist, Japanese-style rice on the stove in the hold, and brought out plenty of dark, sticky, sweet or salty sauces.
 
   The huge, four-foot-long fish that Jonas and Skye managed to catch—with the help of most of the crew—and the rest of the other fish were packed in salt so that they would keep. When the cooked fish was ready to eat, everyone gathered together in the center of the deck and sat down to eat on whatever crates, barrels, or open decking they could find.
 
   “Oh, I’m gonna be sore in the morning,” Skye muttered, rubbing at her arms. “First re-entry, and then fishing for whales. This man’s turning me into a bodybuilder!” she said, throwing a shove at Jonas’s shoulder. He laughed to himself but didn’t seem at all put out by the rough gesture.
 
   “Damn it, she’ll flirt with everyone but me,” Vane grumbled, glaring at Skye.
 
   “He’s cuter than you,” Skye said, hooking a thumb at Jonas before looking back to the meal in her bowl.
 
   “Yeah…” Vane said, looking at Jonas thoughtfully. “He is, isn’t he?”
 
   “Don’t,” Twist said sharply, pointing with a fork.
 
   “What did I do?” Vane asked, looking affronted.
 
   “If you put my face on, I’ll tear it off,” Jonas said, brandishing a fist but not looking directly at Vane.
 
   In one flashing instant, Vane’s face vanished into an exact copy of Jonas’s. He stuck his tongue out at the real Jonas and then changed his face back to normal just as quickly, with a subtle shade of black smoke. Monti, Kima, Alistair and his friends, and the sailors all stared at the transformation in shock.
 
   “Jonas, he just—” Twist said, pointing.
 
   “Shut up!” Vane hissed at him, reaching out a hand to slap at his arm.
 
   Twist jumped away in plenty of time, colliding with Jonas. Jonas wrapped one arm around Twist’s shoulders as they both laughed. Myra giggled too, watching Twist with a pleased smile. Skye shook her head and looked back to her meal.
 
   “So where are you guys headed next?” Skye asked, glancing up to Twist. “I’ve got a couple weeks of vacation coming up,” she added with a wink.
 
   “Well, not Japan,” Twist said with a sigh. “The idea that the place is filled with dragons and underground fairy clubs is too bizarre.”
 
   “If you want to stay away from fairies, then stay out of the west too,” Vane offered, picking at his fish with two long, thin, pointed sticks.
 
   “You know where I want to go?” Jonas asked wistfully, looking to Twist. Twist gave a curious tone. “Hawaii. Best surfing on the globe, this time of year.”
 
   “Where is that?” Myra asked brightly.
 
   “Its a big chain of tropical islands halfway from here to California,” Jonas said, gesturing at the Pacific Ocean. “Lots of nice beaches, great waves, big forests full of fantastic fruit trees, and hardly any people at all.”
 
   “It sounds like paradise,” Twist said brightly.
 
   “Oh, it does sound nice!” Myra said with a smile. “I like islands.”
 
   “Wait, you surf?” Skye asked Jonas.
 
   “Sure, he loves it,” Twist answered before Jonas could.
 
   “All right, then that’s it,” Skye said decisively. “We’re going to Hawaii. Twist will get a tan, Myra will figure out which fruits he likes best, and Jonas will teach me to surf.”
 
   “Oh, that does sound nice…” Arabel said wistfully. She looked at her brother with a wide smile. “Fresh pineapples…” she added lusciously.
 
   “You would like a fruit that’s covered in thorns,” Jonas muttered. Arabel swatted at him with a hand, but his face took on a smile even as she did.
 
   “How about me?” Storm asked sheepishly.
 
   “Ask your mother,” Jonas said.
 
   Kima’s head popped up suddenly, as if she hadn’t been paying much attention until now. “What’s happening?” she asked.
 
   “Mom, can I go to Hawaii with Twist and Jonas?” Storm asked eagerly.
 
   Kima looked to Jonas.
 
   Jonas very nearly caught her gaze and gave a shrug. “Oh, why not? Come along with us, Kima. I think we all deserve a holiday.”
 
   Kima seemed to consider this silently, still looking at Jonas after he’d looked away. Storm, meanwhile, watched for her reply with taut attention. Kima gave a shrug and a smile. Storm cheered as if he'd just won a magnificent prize.
 
   “Me too?” Vane asked brightly.
 
   Twist, Jonas, and Skye all looked at him with suspicion.
 
   “I don’t know…” Twist toned uncertainly.
 
   Vane gave a sigh and dropped his chin into a hand.
 
   “There, there,” Storm said gently to him, patting his fluffy black tail. “I like you.” Vane looked down at the boy’s hand on his tail and then up to his bright-pink eyes.
 
   “Really?” he asked softly.
 
   “Sure!” Storm said with a smile. “I think you’re funny.”
 
   “You’re a good boy,” Vane said, reaching up to ruffle Storm’s hair fondly.
 
   “Right, chaps,” Alistair said, leaning closer to his friends who sat silently together, watching. “What we’ve got to do is come up with something to tell everyone back home. Because no one will believe a word of this,” he added with a gesture to everyone else on the boat.
 
   Twist shook his head, smiling softly. He had to give Alistair credit for accepting all that he had. When things in his own life were at their strangest, Twist had found that he could only handle a finite amount of chaos before he had to start ignoring things just to carry on. Even so, he suddenly realized that he had survived.
 
   He’d weathered the storm and made it home. He’d found his limits, and they were much wider apart than he’d expected them to be. He also now knew that crossing them wouldn’t kill him. With Myra to lighten his world and Jonas to stand beside him, the thought of facing more chaos again in the future didn’t frighten him at all. The world seemed to open before his eyes, and he watched his limits evaporate into the twilight sky.
 
    
 
    
 
   ~ oOo ~
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
   Congratulations!
 
    
 
   You've just made it to the end of the fourth book in the Clockwork Twist series, you intrepid darling, you. I don't know about you, but I'm awfully relieved that it all worked out in the end. Have a cup of tea and rest up, because Twist's journey is far from over! Don't bother unpacking just yet, because Twist, Myra, and Jonas will be off around the world once again with Book Five: Inquest, departing in 2016…
 
    
 
   Follow all things Twist at 
 
   http://clockworktwist.com
 
    
 
   Join the Facebook page at
 
   https://www.facebook.com/CWTwist
 
    
 
   Follow Twist on Twitter @CWTwist
 
    
 
   The Clockwork Twist Series thus far:
 
   Book One: Waking
 
   Book Two: Trick
 
   Book Three: Dreamer
 
   Book Four: Missing
 
   Book Five: Inquest (2016)
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