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   Previously in Clockwork Twist...
 
    
 
   Twist’s life used to be as steady and predictable as the clockwork he repaired.  He never left London, and he wanted no companions beyond his clocks and his books.  Yet when he found that the mythical clockwork princess was not only real, but also in desperate need of repair and rescue, he gathered his courage and ventured out into the world.  He joined the airship Vimana’s crew of treasure hunters—or possibly pirates—and journeyed across the world as he strove to rescue the clockwork princess, Myra.  Along the way, he made another good friend in the sky pirate, and ex-Vimana crew member, Jonas Davis.
 
   Like some people in the world, Twist and Jonas each had a unique extra-sensory ability, called a Sight.   Some Sights were fairly benign: Jonas’s sister, Arabel, possessed a Sight that allowed her to find any item or person she could clearly envision. But Twist’s and Jonas’s Sights could both be rather dangerous to use and difficult to control.  Twist’s Sight showed him the damage in anything he touched, which was helpful with his clock-mending business but devastating whenever he touched a person and felt all of their fears and past pains as if they were his own.  Jonas’s vision was greatly improved by his Sight, even allowing him to glimpse the future, but it also showed him a person’s death whenever he looked into their eyes.
 
   The two of them discovered that their Sights didn’t seem to work on each other.  Whenever Jonas laid a hand on Twist, all Twist’s Sight showed him was a soothing white fog and an echo of Jonas’s mood.  Whenever Jonas looked at Twist, he saw nothing more than a glimpse of Twist’s state of mind.  Whenever they were close to each other, they both felt a subtle buzzing vibration at the base of their necks, which they could each use to alert the other silently to danger.  As they continued to travel together, Twist and Jonas grew more and more comfortable with the way their two Sights interacted, and began to use it as a powerful tool in trying situations.
 
   Despite Twist’s inclination for calm, quiet, and respectability, his life away from London became one of danger, intrigue, and adventure.  After rescuing the Myra from Nepal, he and Jonas were forced to flee from a mysterious and powerful order known as the Rooks.  Twist and his friends traveled from Asia to Europe in an effort to secure their future freedom together.  Along the way they met new friends and old, and faced many nefarious foes.  There were more than just Rooks to worry about, as they ran into the Rooks’ rivals, the equally resourceful and deeply more devious Cyphers.
 
   The Rooks, who were initially a threat to Myra’s freedom, were finally forced to compromise after Twist, Jonas, and Myra managed to wreak utter havoc on the Rook forces as they battled for escape.  The Rook leader, a man named Aden, agreed to give up any claim to Myra, so long as he could use her to gain more information about her race of clockwork people.  Myra believed herself unique, and had no knowledge of any other clockwork beings, while Twist held to a promise he’d made to never reveal his own knowledge: When he had been searching for one final piece needed to repair Myra’s clockwork form, he’d found clockwork people hiding in an underground city. They had only helped him in return for his complete silence about their existence.  Twist’s honor prevented him from breaking his promise, and so, in the end, Aden was left with little options.  Since Myra was a beautiful dancer and loved attention, Aden offered to send her out on a public tour to dance for the masses.  He hoped that showing her to the world might stir up any hidden information about the others of her race.
 
   Two friends that Twist, Jonas, and Myra had made in their travels were the beautiful and charismatic magician Tasha, and her mysterious and fiercely intelligent companion, Niko.  They later found out that Tasha often worked for the Rooks in her travels.  Being a genius with technology and electricity, Niko built marvelous magical tricks for Tasha, who performed them with effortless grace.  Tasha was also Sighted, and her hyper-attention to details only improved her astonishing sleight-of-hand skills.  Thanks to Tasha’s involvement with the Rooks, Aden sent her and Niko along with Twist, Jonas, and Myra, to begin a double-act tour that crossed the world.  Tasha performed her magic, and Myra captivated the audience with her graceful dancing.
 
   Although Jonas particularly didn’t care for the idea of traveling and working alongside Rook agents, to please Myra he and Twist both agreed to the arrangement.  She and Tasha had become fast friends, and Myra was very excited about the idea of traveling the world in comfort, and showing off her dancing skill to thousands.  The more time they spent together, the more Twist found that he delighted in Myra’s joy.  He soon found that he would give almost anything, just to make her smile.
 
   And now, the story continues...
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   By air, by sea, and overland
 
   He travels with a motley band
 
   That Myra’s dance
 
   Might all entrance,
 
   A rich commission well in hand.
 
   — JaniceT
 
    
 
   Chilly silver fog crept silently over the towering eucalyptus and cypress trees at the edge of the meadow.  The moist air was crisp and scented with salt, laying sparkling due out on the grass.  Sunlight, not to be left out, struggled through the high clouds and shed a dim glow over the world.  Twist tried to balance his weight evenly on his feet and held his walking stick out before him hopefully.  Standing five paces in front of him, Jonas swung a wooden stage sword easily.  Twist only saw the slightest flash of decision in the other man's eyes.
 
   The wooden sword sliced down at Twist's head.  He thrust his cane up to block it, out of pure instinct.  He never saw Jonas's foot sweep quickly at his legs.  Twist fell to the grass faster than he would have thought physically possible, his vision spinning somewhat even after he'd come to an abrupt stop, inelegantly collapsed on the damp grass.  Jonas, standing just beside him, looked down at him with a disapproving sigh.
 
   “What were you looking at?” Jonas asked, offering a hand to help him up.
 
   Twist took the offered help and got back to his feet.  The physical contact steadied his bruised senses as the familiar, cool, white fog in Jonas's touch washed over his Sight.  Twist's mind cleared again the moment Jonas let go of his hand, leaving him calm and ready once again.
 
   “I was looking at the sword that was about to crack my skull open.”
 
   “No, no, no,” Jonas said, shaking his head. “I told you.  Don't worry about the sword.”
 
   “Then stop swinging it at my head.”
 
   Jonas gave him a level look, his normally sea-green eyes shifting to blue in Twist's Sight. “This,” he said, holding up the sword, “is made of wood.  It doesn't have thoughts of its own.  It has no emotions or intent.  This is not your problem.  I am your problem.”
 
   “Agreed,” Twist said with a tight grin.
 
   “Smart ass.  Look, it doesn't matter what kind of fight you get into, the weapon should never be your focus.  It's the person wielding it that you should be watching.”
 
   “Maybe I should just get a gun or something,” Twist said, looking down at his silver-hilted walking stick.  The magnetically charged electric light inside the ring of sapphire glass at the top of the cane had come in handy many times already, as had the electric shock hidden in the tip. “I don't think I'm cut out for swordplay.”
 
   Jonas's hand moved with no warning at all, snatching the cane out of Twist's grip and flinging it away into the grass.  Before Twist could level a sharp glare at Jonas, the other man had grabbed him by the shoulders and spun him around so quickly that Twist fell to his knees in the grass.  Jonas's arm was around Twist's throat before he could speak, his other hand bracing his neck in a solid hold.  Twist's fingers instantly scrambled over Jonas's arm as fright stole away his breath.  The white fog that always followed Jonas's touch was slow in coming this time.
 
   “Now what?” Jonas asked, his voice calm beside Twist's ear.
 
   “Let me go!” Twist grumbled, unable to free himself no matter how he pulled at the arm across his throat.  His surprise finally lost control of his attention, and melted into a cool calm as his Sight poured Jonas's quick but steady heartbeat down his spine.
 
   “That won't work at all if someone is really trying to kill you,” Jonas said.
 
   “I'm not talking to someone who wants to kill me.  Now, get off!”
 
   “Make me.”
 
   “Bite me!” Twist yelled, his anger pushing away the fog in his mind.
 
   “I didn't know you were into that kind of thing,” Jonas said, a smile on his voice.
 
   Twist jabbed backwards with his elbows, hoping to hit anything unprotected, and tried to turn out of the vise-like grip. “Let go!” he grunted, somehow unable to do any harm whatsoever to the man holding him.
 
   “Stop,” Jonas said with a sigh. “Come on, you're good at figuring things out.  Now get yourself out of this on your own.”
 
   Twist stopped struggling and let his arms fall uselessly to his sides.  Despite his annoyance, he tried to reassess his situation.  Jonas was standing behind him, while Twist knelt on the ground.  Even though Twist couldn't see him, he knew that Jonas had to be leaning forward and was therefore off balance.  He'd been talking about balance all morning.  Twist had run out of ideas to loosen his grip, but maybe he could use gravity.
 
   Twist reached up again to hold tightly to Jonas's arm, and then pulled down as quickly as he could, curling up against himself.  Jonas let out a startled sound and then tumbled forward, falling in a heap beside Twist as his grip slipped away.  Twist sprang to his feet and dove for his walking stick, turning just in time to catch Jonas lying on his back in the grass.  Twist hit the switch at the hilt of his cane and a tiny blue arc of lightning licked at the tip as he pointed it at Jonas's throat.
 
   “Now that's what I'm talking about!” Jonas said, grinning up at Twist.
 
   Twist stared at him darkly for a moment before he touched the sparking tip of his cane to Jonas's chest.  Jonas yelped in the instant of pain as Twist turned away and shut it off.  He put himself into a dignified posture and looked into the fog-shrouded trees, smiling lightly to himself.
 
   “That bloody hurt!”
 
   “Good.”
 
   “Bastard,” Jonas spat softly.
 
   Twist turned to look back at him, still wearing his satisfied smile. “You did deserve it.”
 
   “That's not the point,” Jonas muttered, rubbing at his chest with the palm of his hand.  He was standing again, but hadn't reached for his wooden sword yet.
 
   “So now what, oh grand master of all that is violent?”
 
   “Now, we try it one more time and see if you've managed to learn anything,” Jonas said, walking away to retrieve his sword. “And if you have,” he said, swinging the sword over his hand in a careless arc, “then I get cake.”
 
   “Why would you get cake?”
 
   “Because I'm working very hard to teach someone who's not very bright.”
 
   “I managed to throw you on your back!” Twist snapped, turning to face him fully.
 
   “I never said you were hopeless,” Jonas responded with a grin. “Just not very bright.”
 
   Twist's instincts snapped to attention, watching Jonas's still-casual movement closely.  He forced his considerable annoyance into his resolve and tried not to let it cloud his mind.  He was tired of being caught, tripped, and thrown.  Jonas looked back at his eyes, his own shifting to a soft purple color.  Twist held his gaze, not caring if the other man could read his emotions or not.  This time, he told himself, he'd land a bloody punch.
 
   Jonas's sword flew forward, pointed straight for Twist's chest.  He knocked it aside with his cane and stepped back, desperately trying to watch for any unexpected maneuvers.  The sword came back at him again, sweeping from the side, and Twist blocked it with his cane.  Jonas had come closer somehow.  Twist realized that he was off balance himself, the instant before Jonas's free hand came flying at his chest.
 
   Twist turned quickly, letting the intended blow slide by instead, and reached out to grab Jonas's wrist, pulling it farther along.  Jonas stumbled for an instant and then jerked his hand free, stepping away.  There was a smile on his face now and he stepped in a slow circle around Twist.  Twist took his small victory and pulled himself back into balance.
 
   “Very good,” Jonas toned, grinning like a fox at an unattended chicken coop. “I foresee cake in my future after all.”
 
   “How lovely for you,” Twist muttered, not taking his eyes off of him.
 
   Jonas's eyes flashed to one side sharply, taking on a frightened gleam. “Badger!”
 
   Startled, Twist half turned to look after Jonas's gaze before the meaning of the word caught up with him.  He swung his eyes back just in time to see the sword flying for his head once again.  Sheer determination at not being beaten again helped him to duck just in time as the sword glanced off the top of his head with little effect.
 
   His anger at himself, for almost falling for such a stupid ploy, got him back to his full height in an instant, with his elbow up at an angle.  To Twist's complete shock, the blow connected.  Jonas reeled back, dropping his sword, as his hands flew to his face.  Twist stood still, staring.  Jonas's fingers came away red and his eyes widened.
 
   “Holy shit!” Jonas breathed, looking back to Twist with a bloody nose and an utterly shocked expression. “You hit me!”
 
   “I'm sorry,” Twist said instantly.
 
   Jonas laughed brightly and wiped at his face with his sleeve. “That's fantastic!” he declared proudly. “I'm getting so much cake.”
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   Twist looked out through the window beside their table, at the churning blue waves below.  The restaurant seemed to hang precariously over a tall cliff at the edge of the Pacific, only a few miles outside San Francisco.  Pale sand and rough beach plants filled the weather-worn expanse between the city and the coast, while wide swaths of man-made forests—cypress, redwood, and Australian eucalyptus—still bore all the richest greens, even under the thin, white, winter sky.
 
   Enormous commercial airships and small private flying yachts drifted back and forth over the churning surf as they came to dock at the natural cliffs near the restaurant.  Long, wide boardwalks of graying redwood hung out from the cliffs to greet the airships, giving a little more solid ground among the violent crags and shifting sand.  Twist watched the air traffic glide silently by, while the pounding sound of the waves below bellowed up to whisper at the large glass windows.
 
   Despite the distance from the city, the Cliff House restaurant was almost full to bursting.  Air travelers from all over the world and beach-going San Franciscans huddled together at the countless tables that filled the large, open room.  The tall, vaulted ceiling above gobbled up their conversations and left the room surprisingly quiet.  Large, full-pane windows filled the three walls that looked out over the ocean, leaving no need to decorate the space.
 
   Jonas, seated across the table from Twist, leaned his elbows on the white tablecloth to peer out at the western horizon with uncovered eyes.  Twist tried not to stare at the slightly purple bruise that was just visible on Jonas's fair skin, around the left side of his nose.  Twist also couldn't help but notice that the style of clothes that Jonas usually wore—simply cut soft browns and white cotton, with never a proper waistcoat or hat—fit in perfectly with the local patrons of the restaurant.  Still, Twist had yet to meet anyone anywhere who wore their hair in a mess of short blond points the way that Jonas always did.
 
   “Can you see those?” Jonas asked Twist, pointing out to sea.
 
   “I don't think so,” Twist said, unable to imagine what he meant.
 
   “Those islands out there,” Jonas clarified.
 
   “No, not at all,” Twist answered, sipping at his ice water.  There was a slice of cucumber in it that confused him slightly.  “Are they pretty?”  He fished the cucumber out of his glass with his fingers and ate it.
 
   “I suppose so, for lumps of rock in the sea,” Jonas said, still staring. “Sometimes I wonder how far I really can see.  With my Sight, it's not easy to tell.”
 
   Twist pulled his small copper globe out of a pocket and opened it.  A tiny mote of blue light sprang into existence on the western edge of America as he did.  He moved the shifting layers of copper gently until the image of the Pacific Ocean filled the surface of the globe.
 
   “Do you suppose it could be Hawaii?”
 
   “No, it couldn't be,” Jonas toned, not sounding totally sure.
 
   Their waitress appeared with a silver tray and placed two steaming cups of coffee and one large slice of chocolate cake with lemon-yellow frosting on the table between them.  She then smiled at Twist—the ends of her short dark hair falling against her neck as she tilted her head to one side.
 
   “Would you like anything else, sugar?” she asked with a clearly American accent.  The sound of it still surprised him, no matter how often he heard it around him.
 
   “No, thank you,” Twist said. “I don't like sugar.”  Jonas seemed to get something caught suddenly in his throat.  He recovered quickly and then pointed to the horizon.
 
   “Are there islands out there?” he asked the waitress.
 
   “Oh sure,” she responded, glancing off into the haze. “The Farallon Islands.  On a clear day, you can see them.  Looks too hazy today,” she said with a sigh, looking back at Twist.  The waitress's eyes seemed to wander in a way that made Twist feel suddenly quite self-conscious.
 
   “Thanks,” Jonas said, pulling the plate of cake in front of himself.
 
   “Call if you need anything,” she said pleasantly, directly to Twist.
 
   Once she walked away, Twist gave his shoulders a small shake, feeling as though the waitress's gaze still clung to him like dust.  Jonas was watching him now, smiling.
 
   “Are all Americans weird?” Twist asked him softly.
 
   “Yes, of course,” Jonas answered certainly. “Everyone knows that.  But that's not your problem with that one,” he added, nodding after the waitress.
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   Jonas gave Twist the sort of smile that always came before a truly devious remark. “She thinks you're cute,” he said with way too many lilting notes.
 
   Twist's face blanked and his whole form went suddenly still.  Jonas laughed.
 
   “Well you have such pretty, dusty blue eyes,” Jonas said with far too much joy. “You'd better get used to it, sugar.”  It was only now, hearing it again, and from Jonas, that Twist caught the pet name the waitress had used.
 
   “But, but I … I mean … Now see here!”  Twist pointed an angry finger at Jonas's continued laughter.
 
   “Is this a bad time?” a voice asked from beside the table.
 
   Twist snapped his glare away from Jonas's smiling face to see Myra and Tasha standing together, watching them carefully.  Myra's copper skin shone brightly against the gently ruffled, pure-white dress that clung tightly to her slender, clockwork form.  A wide-brimmed hat sat on her maroon wire hair, framing her face in a heavenly white sweep.  Standing beside her in an emerald sateen gown, black lace gloves, and a short black jacket, Tasha looked far better suited to a candle-lit evening than the bright light of day.
 
   “Myra!  Great timing!” Jonas said brightly. “Tell me, don't you think Twist is cute?”
 
   “Will you shut up?” Twist snapped at him angrily.  Jonas fell into laughter again.
 
   “Should we come back later?” Tasha asked softly. “If you two need to be alone...”
 
   “What does that mean?” Twist asked her sharply.  Jonas seemed to be having trouble catching a breath now, while Tasha was also smiling a little evilly.
 
   “Have they both finally gone mad?” Niko asked as he stepped up beside Tasha.  His practically luminous blue eyes didn't look at all amused in his pale, young, angular face.  Standing tall and thin beside Tasha, Niko's fully black attire made him appear to be more of a shadow than a man.
 
   “Possibly,” Tasha said, nodding.
 
   “No, they're just being silly again,” Myra said with a long-suffering sigh.  She took the empty seat beside Twist and looked at him seriously. “Now, darling, what's all of this got to do with you being cute?”  Tasha and Niko took their seats as well.
 
   “Isn't he though?” Jonas said, gazing wistfully at Twist for a moment.  The mask broke into a quiet laugh before Twist truly needed to hit him.
 
   “Yes, of course,” Myra said, staring at Jonas curiously.
 
   “Wait, what?” Twist asked her, his anger shattering into shards of sudden confusion.  He felt his face warm up slightly when she looked to him.
 
   “Oh!  Well, I mean...” she trailed off quickly, looking away to hide her face from him.
 
   “All right, now that really is cute,” Jonas said, pointing at Myra's blush-proof copper face.  Tasha nodded.  Niko gave a silent sigh.  He pulled a penny dreadful out of a pocket and opened it to the bookmark.
 
   “Anyway, how was training?” Myra asked, her voice higher than it should have been.
 
   “He hit me!” Jonas said happily, pointing to the faint bruise on his face. “A good solid blow too.  Isn't it glorious?”
 
   “Oh, how lovely...” Tasha said uncertainly.
 
   “Now that I think about it,” Jonas said to Twist. “Have you ever actually hit anyone before?  I mean, not with a weapon or anything, but just a good punch or an elbow to the face.”
 
   “Not that I remember,” Twist said, trying to think back. “I learned to stop touching people at all when I was pretty young.  Actually hitting anyone, except for you of course, wouldn't be worth the vision.  My Sight would definitely pick something up.”
 
   “Wow,” Jonas said, looking at him with pride. “First blood.  You should be celebrating too,” he said, and gestured to the cake in front of him.
 
   “You know I don't like sweets.”
 
   “Freak.” Jonas smiled fondly at him before he took another bite of his cake.
 
   Twist gave a sigh, already getting accustomed to the new friendly insult that Jonas had begun to use in the oddest situations.  For reasons well beyond Twist's power of understanding, Jonas got quite angry if anyone else even got close to calling Twist a freak.
 
   “I wish I'd been there to watch,” Myra said to Twist. “I'm sure you were quite dashing.”
 
   “Well, I was dashing,” Jonas said around a bite of cake. “And Twist fell down a lot.”
 
   “Did you have fun shopping?” Twist asked Myra, turning his full attention on her.
 
   “Oh yes!” she said, smiling to him. “There are so many beautiful things in this city!  I think I like America.”
 
   “I'm glad to hear it,” Twist said back, his face taking on a soft smile as he looked at her bright, happy, blue jewel eyes. “We're going to New York next, so we're going to be in America for a little while yet.”
 
   “How nice!” Myra said brightly.
 
   “Ah, I see your friends showed up,” the waitress said as she walked up to the table. “And what can I get you?” she asked Tasha and Niko, before her gaze fell on Myra.  She didn't seem nearly as surprised by her appearance as people usually were.  Instead, she seemed merely thoughtful.
 
   “Just some coffee for me, please,” Tasha said to the waitress.
 
   “Is that any good?” Niko asked Jonas, glancing to the cake.
 
   “Quite good,” Jonas said, nodding. “And it tastes rather like victory.”
 
   “I'll have a slice too, thanks,” Niko said, returning his eyes to his book.
 
   “I'm fine, thank you,” Myra said, noticing that the waitress hadn't taken her eyes off of her for a moment.  The waitress gave her the flash of a polite smile and looked to Twist.
 
   “Anything else for you?” she asked Twist, her voice a little softer.  Twist looked away from her quickly, feeling highly conspicuous once again.
 
   “We're fine, thanks,” Jonas said through a grin.
 
   “I didn't ask you,” the waitress replied sharply.
 
   Shocked by her tone, everyone at the table looked up at her.  The waitress took a breath and seemed to pull herself into a taller posture. “I'll have your order in a moment,” she said, walking away.
 
   “That girl is weird even by American standards,” Jonas said softly.
 
   “Hush!” Tasha said to him quickly. “I think she heard you.”
 
   “What?” Jonas asked. “How could she?”
 
   “She looked back the moment you said that,” Tasha whispered to him. “She looked hurt.”
 
   “Jonas hurt someone's feelings?  No, I'll never believe that,” Niko said with no emotion whatsoever in his voice.  Jonas gave an unamused huff.
 
   “She couldn't have heard you before, could she?” Twist asked Jonas softly.
 
   “She'd have to have super-human hearing to catch anything in this place,” Jonas said, looking up to the vaulted ceiling. “All the sound just gets trapped up there,” he said with a point. “None of it travels very far beyond each table.  It's ingenious, really.”
 
   It was only a few moments later that the waitress reappeared with Tasha's coffee and Niko's cake.  The table fell totally silent as she placed the items on the table.  The waitress seemed to ignore them all and looked at Twist, as if trying to come to some sort of decision.  Finally, after an awkward pause, she reached into the pocket of her apron and pulled out a plain white envelope.  She held it out to Twist with a resigned expression.  Twist reached out to take it.
 
   “Just think about it, all right?” the waitress said softly. “You deserve better friends.”
 
   The moment the envelope was in Twist's hand, she turned and walked quickly away.  The others looked to Twist expectantly.  He opened the envelope and found only a white card inside.  It was of a heavy stock and had a golden border, with black writing in a flowing hand on the front of it, reading “Eleven Thirty,” and a date.  Only an instant after Twist touched the card itself, his Sight burned with a sudden vision.
 
   His awareness flew out of the restaurant on the cliff, racing over the sand and back into the city.  Streets and houses rushed by at a dizzy speed, until it all came sharply to a halt before a large, gated house.  The vision paused for a moment while the house numbers glowed brightly in his mind.  Then, just as suddenly, it vanished.  The card fell from Twist's fingers as he gasped against the sharp, burning pain behind his eyes.  He held his head in his hands and tried in vain to make the world stop spinning.  The pain was so shocking and so intense, that nothing else in the world could catch his attention.  His thoughts ran screaming in all directions.
 
   “Twist!  Oh, my darling!” Myra shrieked, reaching for him.
 
   “Wait!” Jonas said, already out of his seat and hurrying to Twist.  Myra looked up at him in horror, her hands a hair's breadth away from Twist. “Just wait a second,” Jonas said, kneeling beside Twist and reaching out slowly to his shaking, curled-up form.
 
   Twist felt the buzz in his neck grow above the unconscious level it usually hid in these days, and he reached out for it in the chaos of his pain and whirling thoughts.  Then, somewhere very far away, he sensed a warmth at his back, though he noticed no physical contact.  Slowly, a cool brightness began to fill the horizon of his mind, like swiftly approaching rain.  Twist managed to realize what was happening outside of his own chaos, and reached out for the light.  He felt himself ease in anticipation.
 
   Jonas placed his hand gently on Twist's back in obvious response to the lessened tension he could likely feel in Twist's Sight.  Twist took in a sharp breath as the chilly white calm washed over his mind.  In a moment, the pain receded to the farthest reaches of his attention and his thoughts fell still and steady.  He opened his eyes and found Jonas watching him carefully.  In the space of two breaths, Twist felt like himself again.  Jonas's deep-purple eyes lightened back to soft gray and he took his hand away.
 
   “What the hell was that?” Jonas asked Twist.
 
   “An … address,” Twist said, looking to the card that lay on the table. “It was so intense...  But there was no emotion at all.  I never get visions off things like this,” he said, gesturing to but not touching the card. “It's not broken.  It doesn't feel anything.  I shouldn't have seen anything at all.”
 
   Jonas looked to the card with a frown.  An instant later his eyes snapped closed and he gave a hiss of pain.  Twist felt the buzz in his own neck leap sharply into a burning heat.  Twist reached out quickly and took hold of Jonas, with one hand on each side of his face.
 
   “Open your eyes,” Twist ordered, holding his own eyes open and ready.
 
   His Sight flowed through the touch and echoed the same pain and dizzy whirl of uncontrolled thoughts that he had felt inside himself a moment ago, now filling Jonas's mind with fire.  It took a moment for Jonas to comply.  Twist waited patiently.  When Jonas opened his eyes, the color in them flashed quickly between rich blues, purples, and deep blood reds in Twist's Sight.  As Jonas stared back at him, the colors lightened and slowed their shifting.  Jonas took one deep breath, and then another, and Twist felt him relax back down to normal.
 
   “Are you all right?” Twist asked, dropping his hands to Jonas's shoulders but not looking away from his eyes.
 
   “Yeah,” Jonas said, breaking the visual contact with a nod. “I think so.  Was it a house?”
 
   “Number 614?”
 
   “Yeah,” Jonas said, reaching up to rub at his eyes. Twist realized then that he was kneeling close beside Jonas on the floor.  He got back up in his chair.  “What is that thing?” Jonas asked, getting back to his feet as well.  He pulled his goggles up from where they hung around his neck and covered his eyes with them.
 
   “It's an invitation,” Tasha said.  She was holding it now, running her gloved fingertip along the edge of it.  Twist watched her, looking for signs of pain.
 
   “Doesn't that hurt?” he asked her.
 
   “Not at all,” she said, looking up to him. “Are you two all right?”
 
   “What is that?” Twist asked her, speaking deliberately.
 
   “It's a Sight circle invitation,” Tasha said, putting it down on the table. “Haven't you ever seen one before?”
 
   “Those simpering, lovey-dovey posers?” Jonas spat. “Why would they make those stupid invitations painful all of a sudden?”
 
   “It's not painful to me,” Tasha said.
 
   “What's a Sight circle?” Twist asked.
 
   “A load of simpering, lovey-dovey posers singing campfire songs and talking about how they feel,” Jonas answered quickly, his voice dripping with disdain. “People with minor Sights, or people who just want to feel special, all meeting in someone's mother's house.”
 
   “They're not all like that,” Tasha said with a frown. “There's one in Prague that boasts to have professional artists, poets, and philosophers as members.”
 
   “Everything's more stylish in Prague,” Jonas said with a dismissive wave of his hand.
 
   “Wait, you mean people with Sights gather together?” Twist asked, struggling to keep the conversation on the right topic. “That's today's date.  They are meeting here in San Francisco, tonight.”
 
   “You want to go?” Jonas sounded offended by the very idea.
 
   “Well... I don't know,” he muttered, glancing to the card. “Meeting you was a good thing.  Meeting Tasha was a good thing.”
 
   “How about meeting my sister?” Jonas asked darkly.
 
   “I got Myra because of meeting her,” Twist answered, looking to her.
 
   He was startled to find a deeply worried expression on her face.  Her hands were clasped tightly together in her lap.  He gave her a curious and hopeful smile.  She looked to his hands, then back to his eyes.  Twist reached out to lay a hand on her arm, hoping to understand what she was feeling.  He frowned as nothing but concern flooded into his Sight, and wondered what could possibly make her so upset.  After a moment of contact, she took his hand in one of hers and leaned closer, reaching up to stroke his face with the other hand, and peered deeply into his eyes.
 
   “Are you all right now?” she asked him softly.
 
   “I'm fine,” he said, smiling as warmly as he could.  He felt hope begin to grow out of her fear.
 
   “He was only in pain for a moment, Myra,” Jonas said gently.  She looked to his covered eyes, not taking her hands away from Twist. “He really is fine now,” Jonas added with a smile.
 
   True relief broke over Twist, following the wave in Myra's heart.  She nodded and sat back in her chair, but she didn't let go of Twist's hand.
 
   “You'll believe him, but not me?” Twist asked Myra suddenly.
 
   She looked at him sheepishly. “You always say you're fine when you're not.”
 
   “True,” Jonas said with a nod.  Tasha nodded silently as well.
 
   Twist tried to swallow the bite of their implications, wondering if the burden of other people's concern might lighten over time.
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   Twist sat on the thick ledge inside the open window, enjoying the slight chill of the San Francisco winter air against his back.  He looked over his shoulder to gaze out at the rolling hills of dense city, glowing amber under the stars, and wondered idly why the houses on the steepest slopes didn't just slide away over time.  In the distance, the shining green bay had turned into a black mirror, but was still crowded with ships of every possible design.  He turned back to look into the small apartment room above the theater.
 
   The main room badly needed a new coat of emerald paint, the blond wooden molding hadn't been varnished in decades, and the golden floorboards were so scratched that they needed replacing more than anything else.  The furniture was in a similar state, but nothing was actually broken or unusable.  Jonas had called the two-bedroom apartment with its attached kitchen off the main room “careworn,” rather than "run down."  Twist had to admit that whatever it lacked in sophistication, it made up for in a homely sort of comfort.  Something about the scent of the old wood, steeped in years of salty moist air, eucalyptus, and evergreens, struck Twist as inexplicably pleasant.
 
   Jonas sat to one side at the round wooden table, staring with palpable concentration into one of the large crystal balls that Tasha used occasionally in her act.  Twist saw nothing but clear glass in the other man's hand, but knew better than to ask what Jonas saw.  A murmur of conversation wafted up to him from the street as the night's guests began to empty out of the theater, drawing Twist's mind back to Myra's latest performance, less than an hour ago.
 
   She had stood statue-still in the center of the stage after the curtains were drawn back, until the music began to play.  Twist could still hear the collective gasp at her very first movement—raising one arm in a subtle and fluid arc before her eyes opened in the gilding gaslight and her body swayed into the song.  No matter how many times she performed, no matter if she was seen in the city before or not, they always gasped the first time.  Even if the posters said that the clockwork girl would dance, no one ever guessed that she would move so smoothly, or with such lovely and elegant grace.
 
   After the first few moments, the audience would always begin to smile unconsciously as they watched her.  All whispered conversation would fall silent.  Myra's face would match the emotions of the song as well as her dancing form, but Twist could always see the joy hidden in her glittering blue eyes.  Whenever she danced alone, she seemed to glow with a natural light of her own, but when she danced for an enraptured crowd, she was in bliss.  Every time Twist watched her dance, he craved to reach out and touch her, to taste that perfect joy.  It was only after the applause, once she'd taken her bows and run backstage, that he could catch her.  She always found him, and her bright, heady excitement always felt the same, no matter how many times she danced.
 
   Twist listened to the excited and happy sounds that rose to his ears from the exiting audience, and felt a jolt of pride.  None of them would see her again except by chance, but once Tasha's act was over and Myra had changed out of her stage costume, she would come in through the apartment door and run to his waiting arms as she did after every show.  She always stayed backstage to watch Tasha's act, but she never waited a moment longer than Tasha's first bow before she came back to him.
 
   “I must be doing something wrong,” Jonas said suddenly, putting the crystal down on the table and rubbing at his eyes.  “All I see in that thing are funny shapes.  Aren't you supposed to see spirits or the future or something by looking into crystal balls?”
 
   “Maybe your future has a funny shape.”
 
   “You might be right about that,” Jonas said, smiling up at Twist. “I do live on the road with a bunch of freaks, after all.”
 
   “Myra's not a freak,” Twist snapped, narrowing his eyes at Jonas.
 
   “My mistake,” Jonas said, smiling a little more widely. “I live on the road with a freaky magician, a freaky Serbian inventor, a totally un-freaky clockwork girl, and you.”
 
   “That's right,” Twist said with a nod. “It's Myra and her four freaks.  Why does that sound like a bad pantomime?”
 
   “Hey,” Jonas snapped, looking serious. “Nobody calls you a freak but me, remember?  That includes you.”
 
   Twist gave a sigh.  “Talking to you makes me dizzy sometimes.”
 
   “Are you implying that that's my problem?” Jonas asked, appearing aloof.
 
   “Well, I would say that it's my own shortcoming, but you might get offended on my behalf.”  Twist frowned into space. “Wait, is that right?  Hold on, I need to draw myself a map of this conversation.”
 
   Jonas laughed and seemed about to form a reply, but thankfully Twist was rescued as the apartment door opened and Myra stepped through it.  She had changed back into her ruffled white dress, but her smile matched the one she had worn on stage as she'd taken her bows.  Twist was on his feet instantly, while she bounded happily across the room and threw her arms around his neck.  His Sight washed over with the bright and bubbling flavor of Myra after a show, and he held her close for a moment, savoring every sense of her.  She pulled back just enough to smile at him, leaving her hands on his shoulders.
 
   “They stood up and clapped for so long this time!” she said, surprise still ringing in her voice. “I think they really liked my dance.”
 
   “I'm sure they did,” Twist said, her pleasure melding into his pride for her. “I swear your  dancing gets lovelier every time.”
 
   Myra giggled brightly and covered her mouth with one hand, sending a rush of glee over the top of her sparkling waves of happiness.  Twist felt lightheaded for a moment and let his hands drop away from her, leaving only her other hand on his shoulder to connect them.  The effects of her on his Sight lessened until he felt stable again.  It was only then that he realized that Tasha and Niko had also returned and were talking with Jonas.
 
   “It's not going to start for an hour,” Tasha was saying to Jonas. “We have plenty of time.”
 
   “But what's the point?” Jonas asked her. “We've already been here for the week.  We're leaving tomorrow, aren't we?”
 
   “It might be fun,” Tasha said. “I've met many interesting people at things like this before, in other cities.”
 
   “I told you, everything is better in Prague.”
 
   “Not just in Prague,” Tasha said quickly.
 
   “What are they talking about?” Twist asked Myra.  Myra watched them now too, glancing curiously between them in turn, and gave Twist a shrug.
 
   “The circle,” Tasha said to Twist. “It starts in an hour.  Didn't you want to go?”
 
   “Oh yes!” Twist said, his mind returning to the world outside of Myra. “I did, actually.  It sounds interesting.”
 
   “It probably won't be,” Jonas said, crossing his arms.
 
   “Why are you so against attending?” Tasha asked him gently.  Twist looked to him curiously.  Jonas gave a sigh.
 
   “I've been to three before, in England and in South Africa,” he said. “They were all a waste of time.  Well, for me anyway.  Ara had a great time,” he added bitterly. “She loves all that fairy-loving, 'lets share our feelings and talk about how great it is to be magical' stuff.”
 
   “It's not all about fairies,” Tasha said levelly.
 
   “Fairies?” Twist asked, suddenly confused.
 
   “Oh, you never heard about the fairies?” Jonas sounded impressed. “Believe me, ignorance is bliss.”
 
   Tasha gave a sigh and shook her head before she looked to Twist. “Some people believe that we have Sights because we were born with the souls of reincarnated fae,” she said. “The legend says that if a high-level fae dies at the same moment that a baby takes its first breath, the fae's soul can be reborn in the human child.”
 
   “What, like changelings?” Twist asked.
 
   “No, not exactly,” Tasha said, looking at Twist with surprise. “Changelings are said to be human children who are stolen and replaced by full-blood, low-level fairies.  I am speaking about the souls of dead royal fae ending up in people.  But how do you know about changelings?”
 
   “I grew up surrounded by orphans,” Twist said with a shrug. “Some of them would rather believe they were taken from their families by changelings than simply abandoned.”  The others looked to him silently, their eyes suddenly filled with sympathy.  Twist looked away from all of them. “Anyway,” he said. “People in these circles believe in fairies?”
 
   “Yeah,” Jonas said. “And you two want to go hang out with them all night.”
 
   “I think Twist should go to a circle,” Tasha said, looking at him thoughtfully. “Everyone with a Sight should go at least once.  I'm not going to drag you along if you really don't want to come,” she said to Jonas, “but it would be more fun if we all went together.” She reached out to pet at his arm gently.
 
   Jonas watched her hand and gave another sigh. “Fine, whatever,” he said looking at Twist as his eyes shifted into lilac. “I'll go with you.  I'm not doing anything else tonight.”
 
   Twist felt the slightest change in the vibration at his neck.  Though Jonas's face showed no signs of it, Twist felt a hint of his apprehension.  Something about going to the Sight circle was worrying him, although he didn't seem inclined to say what.
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   The cab left Twist, Tasha, and Jonas outside the same house Twist had seen in the searing vision of the invitation.  Myra hadn't been happy to hear that people without Sights weren't generally admitted to Sight circles, but she had stayed behind with Niko nevertheless.  In the glowing streetlights, the red and white Victorian townhouse looked even more mysterious and watchful than it had in the vision.  Tasha took the lead, walking first through the black iron gate and up the short flight of stairs to the front door.  Twist followed after her, as Jonas drifted behind him.
 
   When Tasha knocked on the door, it opened to reveal a tall man with dark brown skin and black eyes, in a perfectly white suit.  His waistcoat and cravat were as black as his eyes, leaving the red rose pinned on his lapel and the red ribbon around his white bowler hat as the only two shocks of color.  He gave Tasha a cordial smile.
 
   “Do you have an invitation?” he asked her pleasantly, with a warm voice and a rolling American accent.
 
   Tasha handed him the white envelope with the card inside. “Natasha Samara, plus two,” she said with a gesture to Twist and Jonas.  The man's eyes took on a surprised light.
 
   “It's an honor to have you join us, Ms. Samara,” he said brightly. “I thought you looked familiar to me,” he added with a smile.
 
   “Tasha, please,” she responded cordially.
 
   “Tasha,” he repeated, as if enjoying the taste of her name. “And are your companions Sighted as well?”
 
   “You bet,” Jonas said, giving him a tight smile through the opaque lenses of his black goggles.  The man at the door stepped back and offered Tasha an inviting gesture.
 
   “Welcome,” he said as they stepped inside. “Please take a seat in the parlor and help yourselves to a drink.  We'll be starting very soon.”
 
   Twist and Jonas followed Tasha through the narrow hallway, into a large parlor at the back of the house.  A white marble fireplace stood in the center of the back wall, flanked by white French windows that looked out onto a wild, dark garden.  The ruby-red walls bore framed paintings of scantily clad … yes, Twist realized, there were fairies in all of the paintings.  There were also large, rough-looking crystals of varying colors displayed on every available surface, and green potted ferns in each corner.  A wide circle of chairs sat on the square white carpet that lay over the dark wood floor, and most of them were occupied.
 
   The other guests looked up when Tasha entered, their eyes curious and excited.  Twist noticed that each of the six other guests varied widely in race and age.  Tasha stepped easily into the circle and took a tall glass of bubbling champagne from the table in the center.  The soft conversations fell silent as the others watched her.  She took a second glass and turned around to Twist, where he remained in the shadows of the hallway.
 
   “Come in, Twist,” she said to him gently, holding one glass out to him. “These are your people too.”
 
   Twist did as he was told and took the glass from her, feeling the rest of the room watch him now as well.  Tasha handed the other glass to Jonas when he followed Twist, and then took one for herself.  She gave the others in the room a charming smile.
 
   “To new friends,” she said, raising her glass in Twist's direction.
 
   Twist raised his glass to meet hers with a bright ringing chime, and watched as everyone but Jonas raised their glasses as well before taking a sip of the wine.  Jonas drained his glass at once and put it back on the tray before taking another.  He then turned to sit in one of the empty chairs, his goggles still firmly in place over his eyes.
 
   “I'm sorry,” said an older man with long white hair in a braid down his back, “but I have to say, you look so much like Natasha Samara, the magician.”
 
   “Please, call me Tasha,” she said to him with a smile.  A murmur of delight bubbled up from the others.
 
   “I saw your performance tonight,” the older man said, smiling to her now. “It was masterful!  And the lovely little clockwork dancer was extraordinary, as well.”
 
   “Thank you,” Tasha said gracefully. “I'll pass your compliments on to her.”
 
   The older man gave a light laugh. “What a surprise to have a celebrity with us tonight,” he said, looking to one of the others: a young girl in a pink silk gown, with long black hair, a smoothly angular face, and narrow, black eyes.
 
   The girl nodded to him with a smile before looking back to Tasha in unmasked wonder.  Tasha gave Twist a subtle nod and smile before she turned away to step closer to the older man and the girl.  Twist marveled as she managed to fall into a conversation between the three of them so quickly.  He turned around to find Jonas still sitting silently as he stared blindly at the bubbles in his glass.  Twist sat in the empty chair beside him and was happy to see Tasha swallow up the attentions of everyone else in the room.
 
   “She's good to have around,” Twist said softly to Jonas. “Anyone standing next to her is as good as invisible.”
 
   Jonas smiled lightly. “She even makes me want to watch her.  You lucky dog, you,” he added, seeming to glance up at Twist through his goggles.
 
   “You got to dance with her,” Twist said back. “All I get to do is look.”
 
   “True,” Jonas said with a happy-sounding sigh. “Her hands are always warm, too.”
 
   Twist shook his head and smiled, watching as the rest of the room tried to get into the conversation with the charming magician.  Not long after, the man who'd opened the door walked into the room with the waitress from the Cliff House restaurant, who now wore a soft blue dress and a white shawl.  She looked around the room quickly until her eyes found Twist.  She smiled brightly and hurried to sit in the empty chair beside him.
 
   “You came!” she said, leaning close to him in her excitement.  Twist leaned back out of reflex but she didn't seem to notice. “I'm so glad you did,” she said.  The man from the door busied himself clearing the empty glasses on the small table and disappeared down the hallway.
 
   “Yes, thank you for the invitation,” Twist said stiffly.
 
   She looked at him thoughtfully for a moment and then put on a knowing smile. “First time at one of these?”
 
   “Is it that obvious?” he asked, trying to sound nonchalant.
 
   “You sound nervous,” she said, reaching out as if she meant to pat his arm. “Don't wo—“
 
   Twist jumped to his feet before her hand got close, backing a step away from her as his heart shuddered quickly in his chest.  She stared at him in shock as Twist tried desperately not to look as startled as he felt.
 
   “Everything all right?” the man from the door asked as he walked back into the room with a fresh tray of full champagne glasses.  Twist struggled for enough clarity to respond.
 
   “It's not you, it's him,” Jonas said to the waitress. “Please don't touch him.”
 
   “Oh,” she toned, looking to Twist. “I'm sorry.”
 
   “It's fine,” he said, sitting down again.  This time, she was the one to lean away slightly. “I'm sorry.  I didn't mean to jump like that.”
 
   “Well, this is as good a time as any,” the man from the door said, putting down the tray.  He stood up and looked around the room with a smile. “Does anyone have any requests?  I know we have some people with hyper hearing.  And it seems that you would like a little personal space,” he said to Twist with a surprising depth of understanding in his voice.
 
   “Yes, please,” the older man with the white braid said. “If we could avoid any voices above normal levels, I'd appreciate it.”  The waitress nodded after him.  Twist considered speaking up, and his heart started to pound again.
 
   “Look, don't touch him,” Jonas said, nodding to Twist, “and don't expect me to take these off,” he added, tapping his goggles with a finger.  Twist would have thanked him for saying it for him, but everyone was still staring at them.
 
   “Anyone else?” the man in the white suit asked the room.  Some people said no, while others only shook their heads or offered polite smiles. “Then, I think it's time we got started.”
 
   He took a seat in front of the fireplace, Tasha sat in an empty chair beside the girl in the pink dress, and everyone else seemed to ready themselves by sitting primly in their chairs and looking to the man in the white suit.  Twist watched them all carefully, utterly unsure of what to expect next.
 
   “Since we have newcomers tonight, let's do the full introductions, shall we?” the man in the white suit said. “Let's all hear your name, where you're from, and as brief or long a description of your Sight as you would like to give.  I'll go first.  My name is Daniel, I was born here in San Francisco, and I can name any flower by scent alone.”  He then looked to the man sitting beside him. “Tom, would you like to go next?”
 
   “Sure.” Tom was a heavy-set man in a gray suit, wearing a full red beard. “I'm Tom, I'm originally from Cleveland, and I can see in the dark as well as the light.”  He looked to his left expectantly, at the older man with the long white braid.
 
   “My name is Running Bear, but you all know to call me Teddy,” he said. “I'm from Montana originally, and my Sight lets me hear very high frequencies, or 'dog hearing' as I like to call it.”  When he gave an amiable smile to a few of the others, they returned it quietly. “Of course, when people yell, it can reverberate off of glass,” he added with a sigh. “Restaurants give me a headache sometimes.”  He then looked to the girl in pink.
 
   “I'm Yumi,” she said, her voice colored with a slight accent. “I was born in Tokyo, Japan, but my family lives here now.  I can feel vibrations in the ground.  And by the way, I think there will be a small quake in a few days,” she added with a sigh. “Not a big one, but you might feel it.  The ground hasn't been very still for the last week.”
 
   “Thank you for telling us,” Daniel said.  Yumi smiled and looked to Tasha.
 
   “Well, I'm Natasha Samara, but please call me Tasha.  I'm from Moscow, and I can sense details quickly, with all five of my senses.”  She then looked to the next person in the circle.
 
   “Ellen,” said a woman with golden hair, wearing a fur shawl over her black-and-white striped dress. “I'm from New York, and my Sight lets me see fine details close up, as if I were using a magnifying lens.”  She then looked to Jonas.  His jaw tightened.
 
   “I'm Jonas.  I'm from...” he paused, frowning. “Well, I was born in London, anyway.  I can see stars in daylight.”  He then looked to Twist through his black lenses.
 
   Twist stared back at him, amazed by how little he'd managed to say.  Compared to the Sights of the others in the group, his Sight and Jonas's seemed vastly more powerful and dangerous.  As everyone's eyes turned to him, Twist realized that he didn't want to give the whole truth either.
 
   “I'm Twist.  I'm from London.  My Sight lets me sense damage in things I touch.  I fix clocks for a living,” he added, hoping to keep their imaginations from wandering too far.  None of them looked horrified, and some actually smiled when he mentioned the clocks.  He looked to the waitress beside him.
 
   “Well, I'm Clarice,” she said. “Like Daniel, I'm from here also, and I can focus on distinct voices from far away, and in a crowd.” She looked at Jonas pointedly. “You'd be amazed what I pick up.”
 
   “You know that I was teasing Twist, and not you, right?” Jonas asked her.  Her eyes darkened.
 
   “He's sorry if he offended you,” Twist said to her gently. “He's just too proud to say it.”
 
   Jonas gave a soundless huff and crossed his arms.  Clarice's eyes seemed to soften when Twist gave her a hopeful smile, and she turned to the last person in the circle.  He was middle-aged, with bronze-colored skin, thin wireframe silver glasses, and a bright red fez on his head, which went oddly with his gray suit and brown-striped wool sweater.
 
   “I'm Malik,” he said with a rich voice and a soft accent that reminded Twist of Egypt. “I was born near Baghdad, but I'm living here in California now.  I can sense a person's intent when they are faced with an obvious choice, which is a shame because I dearly love chess.”  He gave a sigh. “Finding an opponent who can surprise me is getting harder all the time.”  He then looked to Daniel.
 
   “Well, thank you everyone,” Daniel said to the room. “Now, unless anyone has an announcement to make, I think it's about time for our first exercise.”
 
   He paused for a moment, glancing around at his quiet guests.  No one made a move to speak.  Jonas finished his current glass of champagne and switched it for another from the table.
 
   “All right then,” Daniel said with an eager smile. “I'm really excited that we have so many people here tonight.  I've been wanting to try this one for a while.”  He stood up and walked around to the back of his chair. “We're going to break up into small groups, based on each of our enhanced senses, and have a short discussion about how we relate to the world, with a similar viewpoint.”
 
   Jonas gave Twist a weighted look.  Despite the goggles, Twist felt the blame for whatever was to come fall squarely on his shoulders for being curious.  Around them, the others seemed to be excited and eager to begin.
 
   “Ellen, Jonas, please pick up your chairs and gather over here by Tom,” Daniel said. “Clarice and Teddy, why don't you go to sit with Tasha.  And Tasha, please focus on your heightened hearing for now, during your discussion.  Having all five senses affected is almost like cheating, you know.”
 
   Tasha laughed cordially. “I'll do my best,” she said pleasantly.
 
   “All right,” Daniel said, looking over the rest. “Now, Yumi, why don't you join Twist?  And Malik, would you mind joining them also?  I know your sight is conceptual, but...”
 
   “Not a problem,” Malik said, already getting up from his seat.
 
   “Wonderful,” Daniel said. “I'll move around among you.  Now, let's get started.”
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   After the first five minutes, Twist began to realize that neither Malik nor Yumi had any fear whatsoever of their own Sights.  As he listened to them speak together about the occasional annoyance of earthquakes or never finding a good chess partner, or the difficulties of relating to un-Sighted people who simply couldn't understand, Twist began to wonder if either of them could ever understand him.  He considered asking directly if either of them were ever afraid to use their Sights, or had to do things to lessen the effects of them, but for the moment neither of them paid him any attention.  The prospect of drawing undue sympathy kept him quiet.  Still, curiosity beckoned him to speak...
 
   Malik looked to Twist suddenly and gave a sigh. “May I suggest that you go ahead and say it?”
 
   “What?” Twist asked, jerking in surprise.
 
   “Whatever it is you're trying to decide whether or not to mention,” Malik said patiently. “Your current indecision is buzzing like a gnat around my ears.”
 
   “Sorry,” Twist said stiffly.
 
   “It's all right,” Yumi said gently to Twist. “You don't have to be afraid to say anything to us.  We understand.  That's why we're all here tonight.”
 
   From the lightness of her tone, Twist suspected that she most likely had no concept of what he wanted to say.  At the moment, they were speaking happily together.  When he thought of the topics that were prowling around his attention like a hungry predator, his heart began to beat quickly again.
 
   “Oh, out with it, man,” Malik said, smiling at Twist as if he were being quite silly.  “You can't say anything that would shock us.”  Yumi smiled to him encouragingly.  Twist took a breath and tried to pick the lightest words.
 
   “I'm sorry if this sounds strange,” he began, “but I've never really talked about this before.  Do you find that your Sights ever...” he paused, thinking that he might not have picked the best question to start on.  Malik gave him a tight smile that suggested impatience. “Do they ever stop you from doing anything?” he finally asked.
 
   “Thank you,” Malik said with a relieved sigh. “But, what do you mean?”  Judging by her expression, Yumi didn't seem to follow him either.
 
   “Well, you can feel the ground move,” Twist said to Yumi. “Do you ever want to get away from it?  Does your Sight ever make you afraid to go to earthquake-prone regions?”
 
   “Oh, not at all,” she replied. “I was born in Japan, I live here in California, and those are both two of the very most active places.  Actually, I hate leaving the ground,” she went on wistfully. ''If anything, my Sight makes me not want to take airships anywhere because I like the feeling of being connected to the Earth.  I've never wanted to stop using it.”
 
   “I see,” Twist toned, hoping he could slip back into silence now.
 
   “I have a similar opinion,” Malik said to Twist. “Even if I do envy the chance to be surprised on occasion, my Sight has never stopped me from doing anything.  Why do you ask?”
 
   Twist stared back at him.  He suddenly wished he'd listened to Jonas and stayed home.
 
   “It's all right,” Yumi said.  They both stared at him expectantly.  Twist had a sudden, wild thought to make a break for the door.
 
   “I get visions of damage from anything I touch,” he said, instead. “Clocks don't feel pain, or loneliness, or fear.  I don't mind touching them.  But my Sight works on everything, whether I want it to or not.”  Yumi glanced to Malik, who was watching Twist as if trying to unravel his words. “It works on people,” Twist muttered softly.
 
   “Oh,” Yumi said, her eyes widening. “You mean, you can sense disease or injury?  That must be handy.  You should go into medicine.”
 
   “I don't think that's quite it,” Malik said, still staring at Twist as if he were a trapped insect. “He mentioned loneliness and fear.”  Twist winced slightly.  Malik leaned closer to him. “You are talking about emotional damage, aren't you?”
 
   Twist nodded.  It took a moment, but then Yumi caught up and gasped, looking at Twist in sudden sympathy.  He looked away from her, wishing desperately that he'd kept his mouth shut and run for the door when he'd had the chance.  For reasons he couldn't grasp, their concern for him only made him feel more and more nervous.  Myra's concern never felt this uncomfortable.  Jonas never stared at him like that when he was worried about him.
 
   “So, you stop yourself from touching people, because you are afraid you might feel their more negative emotions?” Malik asked softly.
 
   “I don't feel other peoples' emotions, exactly,” Twist muttered, shaking his head.  He couldn't get his eyes up to meet theirs at all now.  Each thought felt like a heavier burden than the last, and each word felt sharp on his tongue, but he knew it was too late now.  “I get a vision of the past every time.  From every person.  Even a light touch.  I haven't willingly touched another human being, except for Jonas, for as long as I can remember.”  He didn't have to look at their faces to sense their sudden pity.  Twist's mind retreated to comfortable ground, focusing on the gentle buzzing sensation in his neck until it grew in his awareness and pushed his discomfort gently away.
 
   “It's always...” Yumi said after a pause, her voice drifting away for a moment. “I mean, don't you get nice visions sometimes?”
 
   Twist looked up at her reluctantly and found exactly what he expected on her face. “Everyone is broken, somehow.  I've never found anyone who isn't.”
 
   “But you said something about your friend,” Malik said, glancing across the room.
 
   “Jonas is different,” Twist said quickly. “Our Sights don't work on each other.”
 
   “What?” Malik asked, frowning.
 
   “Is that weird, too?” Twist asked, watching Malik.
 
   “So, you never get a vision from touching him?” Yumi asked, looking as if the thought was slippery. “But you do from everyone else?”
 
   “Well, not a normal vision,” Twist said. “When we first met it was kind of … explosive.  But now, I just get a taste of his stronger emotions and ... and this empty white fog.  I've never seen whatever is broken in him.”
 
   “What sort of fog?” Malik asked, sounding far more interested than Twist thought he should.  Twist felt oddly naked under his avid attention.  The wish that they would just stop asking questions and leave him in silence again was growing into a ravenous need.
 
   “Just a fog,” Twist said, giving a sigh. “It's like a haze of his feelings.  Why are you asking me all of this?”  Somehow, asking the question directly only sharpened his discomfort.
 
   “I've never heard of anything like it,” Malik said.
 
   “Neither have I,” Yumi added, looking at Twist with thoughtful eyes.
 
   “And you're certain that he's the only person your Sight reacts to like this?” Malik continued, sounding quite eager now.
 
   “Completely.”
 
   “Maybe you just haven't found the others,” Yumi suggested.
 
   Twist stared at her for a moment as the implications ran about in his mind, setting fire to things.  He then shook his head, rejecting the idea. “No, there can't be anyone else.  I'd feel them, too.  I've only ever felt him.”
 
   “What do you mean, feel?” Malik asked.
 
   “Can't we talk about something else?” Twist asked. “I'm not very good at this.”
 
   “At what, sharing?” Yumi asked with a slight smile.
 
   Twist could only look back at her helplessly.
 
   As Malik and Yumi shared a glance, Twist felt the buzz in his neck grow on its own.  It rose to a warmth in a moment, before two hands fell on Twist's shoulders.  He didn't have to look to know that it was Jonas, and he let his gaze fall to the floor a moment before the contact washed bright, cool, and numb, over his Sight.  A deep breath flowed out of him, taking away all of his tension as the white fog filled his mind with calm.
 
   “Much better,” Jonas said softly beside his ear, standing behind his chair. “My neck was really starting to ache.  What's going on over here?”
 
   Twist looked up to see Malik and Yumi watching him and Jonas.  Twist finally realized why the cold, curious, unsympathetic look in their eyes was so familiar.  He'd seen it before when he was very young: when the other boys at the orphanage began to realize that Twist wasn't normal.  Once someone looked at him like that, the chill never left their eyes again.  In the silence and calm of the fog in his mind, Twist realized that he had made a horrible mistake in coming here.
 
   “You're wise beyond your years,” Twist said, turning just slightly to Jonas. “I'll never doubt you again.”  It felt refreshing to know that he didn't have to explain his meaning to Jonas, even with such vague terms.
 
   “Took you long enough to figure that out,” Jonas said back, a smile in his voice.
 
   “How's it going over here?” Daniel asked, stepping closer. “Jonas?”
 
   “I'm just proving a point,” Jonas said, his hands falling away from Twist.
 
   The fog receded, letting Twist's nervous and awkward tensions begin to build back up.  The dim, cold, and uncomfortable energy of the world around Twist was so different from the bright calm that he had to stop himself from reaching out for Jonas immediately.  Instead, he focused on the buzz in his neck, pulling what solace he could out of the familiar vibration.
 
   “Relax, Twist.  Try to get something out of it,” Jonas said, before he moved away.
 
   Twist didn't respond.  He instead stretched his neck and took a breath.  Daniel was smiling at him, Malik, and Yumi in turn, expectantly.
 
   “So, how is it going?” he asked. “Are we finding similarities in our world views?”
 
   “Daniel,” Malik said, still watching Twist, “have you ever heard of a pair of Sights, from two different people, that cancel each other out?”  Twist looked at Malik sharply, feeling somehow betrayed.
 
   While Daniel put on a thoughtful expression, Yumi leaned closer to Twist to whisper, “Daniel is writing a book about people with Sights.”
 
   “No, I've never heard of anything like that,” Daniel said after a pause. “Why do you ask?”
 
   “Because it seems Twist and Jonas are in exactly that position,” Malik said.
 
   “Wait, what's your Sight again?” Daniel asked Twist.  Twist took his glare off of Malik to glance up at Daniel.
 
   “I sense damage.”
 
   “In people too?”
 
   Twist gave a sigh and crossed his arms. “Yes.”
 
   “Like, injuries..?” Daniel asked, but Yumi caught his eye and shook her head with a meaningful expression.  Daniel picked up a nearby empty chair and put it down beside Twist. “You're talking about emotions, right?” he asked, his voice low but his tone eager.  A jolt of bitterness shot through Twist's heart.  He was no better than the other two. “Do you know how rare that is?  Sensing emotion is almost as rare as sensing the future.”
 
   “Let me guess, I'm a freak among freaks.”  Twist's voice came out sharper than he'd wanted it to, and he saw the result in Daniel's eyes. “Sorry,” he muttered.
 
   “Just, try not to use that word here,” Daniel said stiffly. “But are you telling me that besides having the ability to sense emotions in other people, your Sight doesn't work when you use it on Jonas?”
 
   “It works, I just don't see anything that caused damage in him.”
 
   “But you do with others?”
 
   “With everyone else, it seems,” Malik said, sounding excited now. “He said something about being able to 'feel' Jonas too, maybe without a physical touch.”  Twist shot him another glare.
 
   “You didn't even flinch when he touched you a second ago,” Yumi said, pointing at Twist. “You started to relax even before he did.  Could you feel him coming?”
 
   “What does it feel like?” Daniel asked, his dark eyes alight with curiosity. “Is it like a gut feeling, or a vibrational thing?”
 
   They were all staring at him now, expectantly, as if it was all right to talk about these things with people who couldn't even begin to understand.  Twist suddenly realized that he would rather they simply cut him open to have a look inside, than be made to continue to answer their invading and painful questions.  Something deep inside of Twist snapped, unleashing an unrelenting wave of need.
 
   He had to get away from them all.  Now. “Excuse me,” he said, already on his feet.
 
   They spoke as he moved past them, but he heard none of it.  Twist was down the hallway and out the door so quickly that he didn't even realize where he was until the chilly, salty, moist night air hit his skin.  He closed the door behind him and kept moving.  He wanted to look back, to see if he was being followed, but he was too terrified to find out if he was.  He knew, somewhere in the raging chaos, that he had done entirely the wrong thing.  But even now, he couldn't get his body to stop trying to run.
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   Twist felt at once hollow, and also filled to bursting with ice as he stood leaning heavily on the streetlight, on an empty and misty street he didn't know.  He had no idea how far he was from the house.  He had no idea what sort of social disaster he'd left behind him.  He had no idea what they must have thought.  All he knew for sure was that he was so far beyond his expertise that he felt exactly like a child.  He'd never been good at talking with people.  But this was a whole new level of undisputed failure.
 
   The last few questions that they had asked him ran over and over in his mind, mocking him in their logical simplicity.  Why couldn't he just answer them?  Why did he jump and run away like a frightened little animal?  After all he'd been through with Jonas, Myra, the crew of the Vimana, and so many others, Twist had thought he was getting better at this.  He'd almost begun to think he could learn to be a working part of humanity—a true member of a group.  He'd dared to hope that he wasn't too far gone to actually connect.
 
   His thoughts grew dark enough to swallow him whole; far darker than the starless black sky above, hidden in the thin mists.  Then, ever so subtly, he felt a stirring at the base of his neck.  Jonas was coming closer, out in the world beyond Twist's tiny puddle of amber streetlight glow.  For a moment, Twist wished he wouldn't be found.  Maybe he could just vanish into the mist and never have to hope and fail again.  Then the tingling grew warmer, softer, and edged with a gentle sadness that seemed positively bright against his own.
 
   Jonas stepped into the puddle of amber light and looked at Twist silently, his eyes uncovered and glowing a soft green: almost Jonas's true color.  It was only then that Twist realized he wasn't standing up anymore.  He'd slid down onto his knees, leaning against the streetlight.  When he looked up, he felt the chill lines on his face and realized that he'd lost a few stray tears as well.  Recognition flashed through Jonas's eyes as well and Twist felt naked and idiotic.  He wanted to run again, but his body wouldn't move this time.
 
   Jonas gave a quiet sigh and stared down at Twist for a moment longer before he finally moved.  He fell to one knee very close to Twist and reached out, pulling Twist into his arms.  Twist was too stunned by this to fight, and it only took an instant for his Sight to flood with white.  The cool comfort in the fog was so numb, so bright, and so empty that Twist lost himself in it completely.  The warmth of Jonas's arms seemed to wash over him as his steady heartbeat poured hot down Twist's spine.  It felt like a lifetime before Twist managed to find the seam between them again.  By then, the ice inside him was gone and the emptiness just a memory.
 
   Jonas pulled away slowly, his hands moving to lie gently on Twist's shoulders.  It was only after Jonas moved his hand off of his neck—that spot that was always the source of the buzzing sensation—that Twist understood he'd touched it at all.  The white fog in his mind receded, but didn't leave completely, hanging at the edges of his mind.  He could see every dark thought still raged on behind it now, far away from Twist's sore attention.
 
   “Come on,” Jonas said softly, staring at Twist with purple eyes now. “Let's go get you a drink.”
 
   Jonas pulled Twist to his feet, tugged his collar into shape, and then led him down the street, with an arm over Twist's slight shoulders.  Figures passed them in the mist here and there, while other dim glows began to fill the street.  The noise around them was soft, but present.  Twist couldn't pay attention to where they were, or where they were going, so he let himself fall totally under Jonas's care.  Somehow, the loss of control didn't frighten him at all.  Eventually, they were inside again, out of the mist, and sitting down at a table.  There was cigar and pipe smoke in the air, and low conversations all around.
 
   Twist focused his reluctant attention to his eyes and looked around as Jonas spoke to someone else.  They were in a dim little restaurant or cafe, sitting at a small table in the corner.  There were other people here too, all men, but only half of them seemed entirely awake.  Some appeared to be asleep sitting up, leaning back in their chairs with their heads bowed.  Jonas's hand was still resting on Twist's back, very near his neck.
 
   “How do you feel?” Jonas asked Twist once the other person he was talking to went away.  His eyes were still a deep purple when they looked at Twist, and Twist felt the fog in his mind thicken when their eyes met.
 
   “I … I'm not...”  Twist's words seemed to only tumble from his grasp.  He took a breath and tried again. “I don't know,” he said eventually.
 
   “Did one of them touch you?” Jonas asked, his voice soft but unemotional.
 
   Twist shook his head.
 
   “Good,” Jonas said.  He moved his hand off of Twist's back, down his arm, and to his hand without once breaking contact.  He slipped his warm fingers through Twist's and gave another sigh.
 
   This new position was a lighter touch, and Twist felt his attention clear.  He slowly began to realize that he wasn't thinking properly at all.  Something was very wrong with him.  He frowned, wondering what it could be.  A moment later, someone came to their table and left two glasses.  Jonas picked one up with his free hand and gave it to Twist—still not breaking contact—and then took the other one.  He took a healthy drink of the honey-colored liquid inside, so Twist did the same.
 
   The taste of the brandy hit Twist before the scent, and rolled warm down his throat.  Something about it seemed to steady him and Twist took another drink.  After a moment, he started to get a real handle on his situation.  He blinked a few times, looked around the pub again, remembered that it was probably after midnight by now, and then looked down to Jonas's fingers in his.  He looked up to Jonas, who was still watching him carefully.
 
   “Don't we look a bit … odd?” Twist asked softly, glancing down to their hands.
 
   “This is San Francisco,” Jonas said with a shrug. “I'm sure no one cares.”
 
   “Ah,” Twist said, wondering what that meant. “Out there on the street, did you … embrace me?”
 
   “I did not,” Jonas snapped quickly. ”I was just reaching for that spot on your neck.”
 
   “Ah.”
 
   “How do you feel now?”
 
   “Numb,” Twist said, taking another small drink. “What's happening right now?” he asked, trying to sound calm, even though worry was starting to break through the white wall at the edges of his mind.
 
   “I think you're putting yourself back together,” Jonas said.  When Twist looked up to him, he found a light smile on Jonas's face. “It's kind of interesting to watch.”
 
   “I fell apart, did I?” Twist asked.  A recent memory wavered in the fog inside his head.  It seemed to be important, but Twist couldn't quite catch it.
 
   “Oh yes,” Jonas said, nodding. “I think there're still bits of you on the pavement.”
 
   “Ah.”  Twist tried again to catch at the image that eluded him, but all he got was more white chill. “So, why are you still holding my hand, then?”
 
   “Because you're not done yet,” Jonas said, not moving. “I'm worried you might shatter again if I let go too fast.  We've got time.  Don't rush it.”
 
   Twist closed his eyes and leaned his head in his other hand.  For some reason, it felt unreasonably heavy.  Without the rest of the world to catch at his weary attention, the soft rhythm of Jonas's blood pumping through his skin was easier to notice.  Twist followed the pulse idly, finding a heartbeat as well.  A flashing image managed to free itself from the fog.  A red house.  A number of people.  Questions.  The memory unraveled quickly.  Twist gave a groan and opened his eyes.
 
   “Bloody hell, what did I do?” Twist said suddenly, staring into space.
 
   “It's all right,” Jonas said softly.
 
   “No, no, it isn't,” Twist said, rubbing at his face with his free hand. “Heavens above, I just bolted, didn't I?  I ran away.  All they were doing was asking me questions!” he said, glaring into space now. “I'm such a freak!”
 
   “Hey,” Jonas snapped, drawing his eyes. “I told you.  I'm the only one who can call you that.  You're not allowed.”
 
   “What does that even mean?”
 
   “All right, so you did something weird,” Jonas said with a sigh. “It's not the first time, and it won't be the last.  Your whole life is weird, so it goes with the territory.  And who cares what those idiots think, anyway?  We're leaving this city in a few hours and you're not likely to ever see any of them again.  Don't beat yourself up over this.  You're too bloody good at it.”
 
   Twist narrowed his eyes at Jonas. “You're never this forgiving.  What's happened?”
 
   “You shattered,” Jonas said softly. “I've never seen you hurt that bad.”
 
   Twist's gaze slipped down to his glass.  He finished it in one go, letting the brandy burn away the cold tightness in his chest.
 
   “Look, you don't have to explain anything to me.  I understand enough just by looking at you.  I just want to know that you'll be all right if I let go.”
 
   Twist gave a sigh and looked at their hands.  Jonas's fingers were darker than his own, tanned from a life in the sun.  Out at the edges of his own mind, Twist could see the monsters circling.  But now, he could see them clearly.  As much as he wanted to stay buried in the chilly bright fog forever, he knew he couldn't.  He moved his hand, gently pulling his fingers free.  Jonas let him, but watched him closely.
 
   The fog lifted slowly, fading into nothing, and the darkness rolled in.  Twist shivered against the sharp chill of his own thoughts and feelings.  He closed his eyes and focused on the buzz at his neck, clinging to the calm that remained there.  After a moment, the roar of the change died and he felt his own heart steady.  He opened his eyes, prodding gently at the sore spots in his mind.  It wasn't nearly as comfortable as the view from the fog, but he was all right.  Jonas waited before he took the hand—which had been hovering close to Twist—finally away.
 
   “Good,” he said, giving Twist a light smile. “No more Sight circles for you, got it?”
 
   “Agreed,” Twist said with an emphatic nod. “I've learned my lesson.  I'm not a real boy yet.  Not nearly.”
 
   Jonas laughed and shook his head. “Well, admitting you have a problem is the first step.”
 
   Twist smiled back at him and silently wondered why nothing Jonas ever said truly managed to offend or harm him.
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   As Twist followed Jonas up the stairs at the back of the theater, he began to get nervous again.  Tasha had seen him run away from the Sight circle like a frightened rabbit.  Worse, she might have told Myra.  If she had, then Myra would be worried for him.  At that moment, Twist didn't want her sympathy or concern.  He just wanted to bury himself in her bright, sparkling, childlike joy and never come out again.
 
   “Do you want to hold my hand again?” Jonas asked as they reached the still-closed door.
 
   “No, no, I'm fine,” Twist answered, shaking his head. “I can't lean on you all the time.” It wasn't hard to figure out that Jonas could sense his tension, and Twist tried to calm it himself so that Jonas wouldn't worry either.
 
   “It's all right, if you change your mind,” Jonas said before he opened the door.
 
   Twist followed him into the apartment and found the scent of something freshly baked hanging warmly in the air.  Tasha and Niko were talking quietly in their room, and the rest of the apartment showed signs of recent packing.  Things that had lain out in the open were gone, while small bags and trunks nestled together in corners.  There were sounds coming from the kitchen as well.  Twist shut the door behind him.  At the sound of its closing, Myra's copper face appeared around the kitchen doorway.
 
   “Oh!” she chirped brightly before disappearing again. “Hold on!  Just a second...” A moment later, she reappeared with a plate of blond, soft, gently steaming cookies in her hands, and a smile as warm as the Cairo sun on her gleaming metal face. “Welcome home, Twist,” she said, stepping closer. “Have a cookie.  They aren't too sweet, I promise.  But I put lychee in them, and pistachios too.”
 
   Twist stared helplessly at the vision of abject sweetness before him.  Myra's hair was tied loosely back, and a white apron hung from her waist, over her fluttering dress.  Her intricately jointed metal hands wore flour-covered gloves, and there was a smudge of white at her cheek.  Twist had marveled at her natural beauty and grace from the first moment he'd seen her, but this warm, gentle, and welcoming image nearly brought tears to his eyes.  He hastily sucked in a deep breath to steady himself.  While he'd been wallowing in self-loathing and struggling to cope with his own shortcomings, she had been baking him cookies.  She knew well that lychees were his favorite.
 
   Apparently unaware of her effect on him, she beamed proudly as he reached out to take a cookie.  It was oven-fresh and almost too hot for his fingers, but it melted into vanilla-scented bliss on his tongue.  Chewy chunks of warm lychee and the nutty crunch of the buttery pistachios finished the flavor brilliantly.  Myra giggled at the smile on Twist's face.  She took his arm and led him to sit at the table as her pride and glowing joy prickled gently over his Sight like spring rain.  She put the plate down on the table and then turned, sitting herself on Twist's knee, and took off her gloves.  She gave Twist another cookie and smiled as he ate it.
 
   “Are the cookies too sweet?” she asked while she toyed with the soft black curls behind his ear, sending tiny, delicious shivers over his skin. “I got the recipe from a lady in the shop and she said they wouldn't be.  I asked Niko to test them for me, but really I just had to guess.”
 
   Twist tried desperately to find a response for her, but only one thought found its way to his lips. “Why are you so good to me?  I'm boring and awkward, and I don't know anything.  I'm certainly not handsome.  I'm just a dull, short, clockmaker from London.  I've never done anything in my life that could make me worthy of your most fleeting attention, let alone...”
 
   He waved a hand at the bliss and cookies surrounding him.  Myra stared at him as if he'd suddenly started talking about space aliens.  She shook her head and put her hands around the back of his neck, resting her arms on his shoulders.
 
   “What are you talking about?” she asked him with a smile. “You're none of those things.  I think you're wonderful.  Now, do you like the cookies or not?” she asked, her glittering blue eyes warning now.
 
   “Your cookies couldn't be more perfect,” Twist said, with all the honesty in his soul. “And if you were any sweeter to me I'd surely melt into the carpet.”
 
   “Good,” she said, grinning proudly again as her delight rippled, like sunlight on water, over his Sight. “Have another,” she said, picking up a cookie. “How was your meeting?” she asked, full of innocence and curiosity.
 
   Twist suddenly realized that Tasha hadn't said anything.  He could definitely hear her speaking softly with Niko in the other room.  She'd had plenty of time. Twist's memories of his evening felt sharp and cold in the warm haze of Myra's presence.  He took another bite of his fantastic cookie to wash it away.
 
   “Jonas was right,” he said, trying not to let the whole truth show on his face. “It wasn't very fun at all.  I don't want to go to anything like that again.”
 
   “Oh, what a shame,” Myra said, looking disappointed.
 
   “How was your night?” Twist asked, looping his arms around her waist. “I want to hear all about it.  I missed you.”
 
   “Really?” Myra asked, smiling bashfully as a jolt of joy ran over her thoughts. “Oh, I didn't do anything interesting.  I just packed a little, and made you cookies.  There's more in the kitchen.  I thought it might be a nice snack for the trip tomorrow.”
 
   “Thank you,” Twist said, from the deepest depths of his heart. “You're so thoughtful.”
 
   “You are nice to think about,” she said, petting at his hair gently.  Something in her eyes—a subtle darkness, a flash of fire—made Twist's heart leap into a higher speed.
 
   Tasha's laugh sounded from the open doorway as she and Niko entered the room, talking happily in Serbian.  Tasha stopped short when her eyes fell on Twist and Myra and her face washed over with surprise.
 
   “Sorry,” she said, a smile blooming now. “I didn't know you were...  Excuse us,” she said, already pushing Niko back into the other room.
 
   “Wait, what?  No, it's not...” Twist tried to say something coherent, but his words still felt like they were a bit jumbled.  Myra pulled back from him slightly, sitting up straighter with her hands on his shoulders now.
 
   “You're sure?” Tasha asked hesitantly.
 
   “Here, try a cookie,” Myra said, picking up the plate and offering it to Tasha with a smile.
 
   “Thank you,” Niko said, stepping around her to take one.  He took a bite of it with a deeply pleased tone and gave Twist a jealous look. “You know you don't deserve her, right?” he asked darkly, with a nod at Myra.  Myra gave a tsk.
 
   “I keep trying to tell her, but she just won't listen to me,” Twist said earnestly.
 
   “Oh it’s not true!” Myra said, slapping at Twist angrily, while he felt only mirth bubble over his Sight. “Stop that,” she warned. “Or no more cookies for you.”
 
   “I'm sorry!” he said quickly, forcing his face to look frightened around the smile that simply wouldn't leave him. “I take it back!  I'm magnificent!”  Niko laughed under his breath.
 
   “Well, all right,” Myra said, looking at him suspiciously out of the corner of her eye.
 
   “Oh, what is that?” Tasha asked, thoughtfully chewing at a bit of cookie. “Is it the lychee?  The vanilla?  There's a flavor in here that's simply delightful.”
 
   “It's love,” Niko said around the last of his cookie.  Myra's eyes shot to him in shock.
 
   “Must be,” Tasha said, smiling at Twist.
 
   “That's it,” Jonas said, suddenly entering from the other bedroom.  Twist realized then that he hadn't noticed Jonas leave the room.  “Myra, can I try one of these fabulous cookies, please?”
 
   “Of course!” Myra said, hopping off of Twist's knee to offer him the plate.
 
   Jonas took one and his face washed over with wonder as he took a bite. “Oh wow,” he toned. “That is good.”
 
   “Naturally,” Myra said. “I made them.”
 
   Twist could only smile as he watched her boast about herself so easily.  When he caught Tasha's gaze for a moment, he saw a subtle hint of carefulness in her gaze.  She hadn't forgotten anything, but she somehow seemed to understand that he didn't want to dwell on what had happened.  For the moment, it appeared that she would pretend that nothing had happened at all.
 
   Her attention to detail, fueled by her well-refined Sight, had always told her everything she'd ever needed to know about Twist.  To his confusion and admiration, her actions towards him were never anything but kind.  Twist began to wonder what she saw in his details.
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   It was deep into the early hours of morning before everyone settled down enough to rest.  They would be catching an airship to New York in the afternoon, leaving plenty of time to finish packing after some sleep.  Twist slept with his pocket watch in his hand, nestled under his pillow, to ward off any fitful dreams.  When he woke, his mind felt significantly clearer, and very nearly stable.  The weight of embarrassment and regret still hung heavily on him, but now at least he could carry it alone.
 
   Tasha finished writing her report to Aden—the man who personally chose each new place where they performed, and set up all of the theater rentals and the travel details—and dropped the letter in a post box on their way out to the coast.  Twist had to admit that it was considerably easier to follow Aden's instructions than it had been to travel around the world with just Jonas and Myra.  He always recognized the name of every place he went, he always found a comfortable bed when he got there, and the travel itself was usually straightforward.  It was also comforting to spend so much time in English-speaking countries, as they had for the last two weeks.
 
   “You know what I miss?” Jonas said, as they got out of the cab at the airship docks that hung over the cliffs at the edge of the Pacific. “I miss the adventure.”
 
   “It's awfully early for that level of philosophy,” Niko said, as they all walked together along the graying redwood jetty, towards the airships.
 
   “Actually,” Twist said, opening his pocket watch to check the time, “it's almost four in the afternoon.”
 
   “I only woke up a few hours ago,” Niko grumbled.
 
   “Grumpy,” Jonas jeered.
 
   “Reckless adventure hog,” Niko snapped back, under his breath.  Tasha gave a sigh and shook her head.
 
   Myra stepped purposefully between Niko and Jonas, taking Jonas's arm and smiling at him from under the edge of her wide, white hat. “Tell me what you mean,” she said pleasantly. “I want to hear it.  What adventure do you miss?”  Twist caught a glance from her and moved his steps closer to Jonas as well.
 
   “Yes, do tell,” he added, smiling at Jonas too.
 
   “I don't know whether to be flattered or insulted right now,” Jonas said, frowning at them in turn.
 
   “Take flattered,” Twist suggested with a smile.
 
   Up ahead, their chartered airship hung just off the edge of the docks, looking exactly like a small sailboat with a cloud of white balloons where the sails would be.  There were also a number of brass propellers hanging at the squared-off stern, with very wide blades.  Two men in rough, simple clothing stood waiting at the gangplank.
 
   Jonas sighed. “Well, I mean, all we ever do these days is whatever Aden tells us.  We always have a plan in front of us.  It's boring.  Whatever happened to just, you know, going and ending up somewhere you didn't expect?”
 
   “Sometimes you say things that make me wonder if I know you at all,” Twist said, looking at him seriously.
 
   “I know what you mean, Jonas,” Myra said, patting Jonas's arm. She then turned to walk across the gangplank with him, holding his hand for stability, onto the open top deck of the ship.
 
   “You do?” Twist asked her, following after them as Tasha stopped to speak to the crew.
 
   “Sure,” Myra said, coming to stand with Jonas and Twist at one side of the open deck. “We are on a tour.  It's very interesting to me, but I haven't been to any of these places before.  Poor Jonas has been everywhere, haven't you?”
 
   “I've never been to Singapore,” Jonas said, turning to sit on the low railing around the edge of the ship, over the crashing blue waves below.
 
   “Oh?” Myra sounded surprised. “Really?  Why not?”
 
   “No reason,” Jonas said, shaking his head. “I just haven't been there.”
 
   “We're ready to cast off!” one of the men called in a loud voice.  Jonas slipped off the railing onto his feet, leaning against it instead.
 
   “But really, aren't you bored?” he asked Twist.
 
   Twist thought it over for a moment as the ship's small engines rumbled into life and it began to move slowly away from the dock.  Once the moorings were gone, the ship began to bob and sway slightly in the wind.  Twist's body fell into the soft rhythms easily, without losing his balance for a moment.  He tugged his long, thin, gray scarf tighter around his throat in anticipation of the coming rush of air as the ship began to speed up, arcing out to sea.
 
   “I've never been anywhere either,” he said to Jonas. “I'm well entertained.”
 
   Jonas shook his head and looked up to find Tasha standing not far off, gazing out over the bow. “What about you, Tasha?” he called to her, drawing her attention. “Aren't you bored, always knowing where we're going next?”
 
   “We're going to interesting places,” she said with a shrug. “It's more fun to enjoy the ride than to complain about the details.”
 
    “Oh, you people are no fun,” Jonas said bitterly.
 
   “Maybe you're too much fun,” Twist offered with a smile.
 
   Jonas looked at him uncertainly. “Again, is that a compliment or an insult?”
 
   “Take it however you like,” Twist said, looking away to the horizon before them.
 
   While Jonas grumbled something about monotony, Twist watched as the little ship rose in its long loop over the coast.  It straightened out again, heading inland, at a height that brought them only halfway up to the thin white clouds that covered the sky.  The sun struggled to force through the high mist, making the whole sky seem to glow in a continuous level of white brightness.  The ground below filled with rich green forests that rolled over the jagged mountains like moss.
 
   Up here, the moist air took on a much sharper chill.  It wasn't long at all before everyone started to dig coats, jackets, and gloves out of their luggage, and huddle together around an open fire that one of the crew had set in a wide metal hearth in the center of the deck.  Although she took her hat off and let her long, maroon hair fly free in the chill wind, Myra was the only one not visibly affected by the cold.
 
   “You're honestly not cold?” Niko asked her, warming his long fingers by the fire.
 
   “No skin,” she said with a shrug.
 
   “But you can feel things,” Niko said.
 
   “Sure,” Myra said. “I just don't mind the cold.  It doesn't hurt my clockwork or the metal, or anything, so it doesn't hurt me.”
 
   “Lucky,” Jonas muttered, sitting down on the deck, very close to the fire.
 
   “Who wants cocoa?” one of the crew members asked, holding a tray full of mugs.
 
   Everyone but Myra took one instantly, nestling in around the fire.  Myra brought out a box of her cookies and passed them around, making sure that Twist got the lion's share.  In no time at all, the faces in the fire's glow began to smile and laugh as they chatted together.  One of the crew, a man with gently graying black hair and a bushy salt-and-pepper mustache, joined in with the conversation after a while as if checking to see that his guests were happy.  With the cocoa warming everyone from the inside, and the fire burning brightly, some of the scarves were being loosened and the gloves taken off.
 
   After a few miles, the skies around them began to darken.  At first, Twist thought it was the approaching evening.  He checked the time on his watch and saw that it was still early.  Even in winter, there should still be at least another hour or two of true daylight.  He looked more closely at the sky and saw that it was only the clouds above them that had darkened.  The wind also began to pick up, cutting more violently at the little airship.
 
   “Jonas, what's that look like to you?” he asked, nudging his friend.
 
   Jonas had been wearing his goggles as they all sat around the fire, and pulled them off to look up at the sky.  His expression darkened instantly to match it.  He hurried to his feet and went to the railing, staring into the sky.
 
   “Captain!” Jonas yelled over his shoulder, his voice sharp. “We have to turn south.  Now.”
 
   “It's just a little rain storm,” said the man with the bushy mustache. “We'll steer cle—“
 
   “It's not rain,” Jonas said, walking back to Twist.  When he caught Twist's eyes, his own were a colorless gray like the sky above. “Take Myra and get below decks.”  Twist nodded, obeying instantly.  He felt the serious, almost frightened edge in the buzz at his neck, and needed no other explanation.  He got to his feet quickly and took Myra by the hand. “Tasha, Niko,” Jonas said, still looking at the sky, “you too.  This is going to get rough if we don't miss it.”
 
   “Calm down,” the captain said with a smile. “I'm telling you, it's nothing—“
 
   “It's not nothing,” Jonas said, his voice strong enough to make the other man pause.
 
   “Can we help?” Tasha asked Jonas.
 
   “No, just get below,” Jonas said. “And turn off anything electrical,” he added to Niko.
 
   Niko's luminous blue eyes widened and he pulled the sleeve up his left arm—turning tiny switches in the cage of copper that clung to his skin—as he began to hurry to the hatch.  The two-man crew watched as everyone but Jonas climbed quickly into the shallow cargo hold under the deck, and both looked at the gray clouds again.
 
   “We have to drop, too,” Jonas said to them as Twist followed Myra into the dark, tight space under the deck.
 
   There were a few crates and barrels stuffed into the curving space that would be the bilge on a seafaring ship, and there was just enough room to sit upright comfortably along the low center seam of the hull.  Niko was the last to enter and called up to Jonas, asking if he was coming inside.  Jonas told him to shut the hatch and leave him on deck, so Niko complied.  Darkness swallowed them all until their eyes adjusted.  Piercing shafts of daylight fell through small glass disks set regularly along the deck every ten feet, illuminating the space just enough to let them see each other.
 
   Twist knelt down in the center of the cargo hold, a full arm's length from Tasha, as his mind began to supply him with horrible possibilities of uncontrolled tumbling.  Jonas wouldn't tell them to go below if there wasn't a chance that they would be thrown violently around by whatever he saw in the sky.  He could also guess that there might be lightning by what he'd said to Niko.  As his mind worked to unravel the few clues he had, Myra pulled silently closer to him.
 
   Her touch washed his Sight over with fear.  Twist had been fighting his own, trying to focus on the tasks at hand, but her added fears threatened to overrun his defenses.  For his own sake, he had to calm her down quickly.  A recent memory flashed to mind, giving him an idea of how he might.  There wasn't much room, so he turned Myra and then sat down just behind her, pulling her close and wrapping her in his arms.  She curled up against him, pulling her knees up as well, and her worries began to fade ever so gently as he held her.
 
   “It's going to be fine,” he said, speaking softly to her ear.  She moved slightly to one side until she could fit her head against the curve of his throat.
 
   “What's happening?” she asked softly.
 
   “I don't know,” Twist said. “But Jonas can see it.  He can keep us safe.  We're just in here to make sure.”  As he spoke, focusing on the few calm thoughts still in his mind, he felt her fear begin to ease a little more.
 
   Tasha leaned towards them to catch Myra's eye and gave her a smile. “Don't worry, dear.  You're surrounded by daring and capable people who care about you.  You couldn't possibly be safer.”
 
   Myra smiled back to her weakly, and her fear slipped just a bit farther away.  Up above, they all heard feet running quickly over the deck and the muffled call of voices.  The ship felt like it was falling slowly through the air and turning as well, but it was hard to tell in the darkness.  Then, suddenly, the ship lurched to one side as if struck by something.  Myra yelped in surprise and Twist clung tighter to her metal form as the scent of scorched wood filled the air.  He opened his mouth to say something calming to her, but the ship was struck again before he could, and almost threw him and Myra both into a nearby barrel.
 
   In a moment, all semblance of stillness was lost.  The ship was jolted, struck, thrown, and spun in a chaotic jumble while loud cracking, roaring, and explosive sounds filled the world.  They rose suddenly, then fell into momentary weightlessness, while spinning on and on.  It was all Twist could do to hold on to Myra as he and everyone else were thrown about wildly.  She clung to him just as tightly as she screamed.  And then Twist's world went black, empty, and silent.
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   The scent of burning wood was the first thing to reach Twist's awareness.  Then, a general aching sensation that covered his body completely.  Last, he heard yelling voices.  Twist struggled to open his eyes, to look around him, but all he saw was fire and darkness.  A cold, metallic hand grabbed his wrist and pulled sharply, dragging him to the side.  Twist tried to move with it, but his limbs weren't responding the way they should.  The darkness fell away into a bright, fire-lit glow as he found himself being pulled out from under of a broken piece of decking that was already half consumed by the fire.
 
   Myra was pulling him out.  She saw his open eyes and reached down, hauling him to his feet with more strength than he knew she had.  She threw his arm over her shoulder and began to run, dragging him quickly away from the fire.  Twist stumbled as he tried to keep up and eventually fell into cold sand.  Myra dropped to her knees beside him and turned him over to look at his face.  Hers was awash with terror.
 
   “Twist!” she screamed, holding his head in her hands. “Can you hear me?”  He tried to respond, but his voice simply wouldn't make a sound.  He thought at first that Myra's fear was making a mess of his thoughts, but then his Sight flashed with tiny fractures, dislodged cogs, and bent gears.  Myra's body had been damaged, so his Sight was showing him none of her emotions.
 
   “Myra!” Jonas's voice called from afar.
 
   “Over here!” she yelled back, waving an arm.  In a moment, Jonas ran to her side and looked down at Twist in fear.
 
   “Holy hell!” he gasped, dropping to his knees beside him as well. “Twist, look at me,” he said, placing a hand on Twist's brow and peering into his eyes.
 
   Twist's Sight washed over with cold, tight dread in the wake of a very anxious and thin version of the normal white fog.  More than anything else, it was the fear in Jonas's deep-purple eyes that truly scared Twist.
 
   Jonas looked up to Myra. “He's hurt, but he'll be all right.  Stay with him.  Don't let him move too much.”
 
   “Oh!” she gasped, looking for all the world as if she were about to break into tears, no matter if she was actually able to or not.
 
   “Myra,” Jonas said sharply. “Twist will be fine, I promise, but he needs you right now.  You have to be strong for him.”  She seemed to swallow her nonexistent tears, and nodded to Jonas. “Stay here.  I have to find—“
 
   An explosion burst into the sky, breathing a hot wind over them and scattering the sand.  Jonas cursed and then jumped to his feet, running towards the source of the explosion.  Twist tried to watch after him, but he couldn't get his head to rise very far off of the sand.  Myra tore a piece of singed white cloth off of her dress and leaned over him, wiping at his brow.  To Twist's horror, the cloth came away soaked with blood.  Somewhere in all of the chaos and abject terror, Twist's mind finally retreated, letting him drop back into silent darkness...
 
   It felt like only a moment had passed before he opened his eyes again.  But as he gazed up at the clear black, starry sky, he gently began to realize that there had been a storm up there before.  He heard the soft crackle of fire and could feel its warmth from one side.  He tried to sit up and look around, but his neck, back, and shoulders screamed in pain at the slightest motion.  He hissed and let himself fall back into the cool sand.
 
   “Twist!” Myra's voice said quickly from close by.  She appeared above him almost instantly, kneeling close beside him, and peering down at his face. “Jonas, he's awake!  How is he?” she asked as Jonas appeared at the edge of Twist's vision.
 
   Once again, Jonas knelt down and looked into Twist's eyes. “I'm not a doctor, Myra,” he said to her gently. “But he looks a bit better.  How do you feel, Twist?”
 
   Twist tried to speak, but his voice still wouldn't comply.  He clenched his jaw in frustration.  Jonas got to his feet and walked quickly away.  Myra didn't move from his side.  Now that Twist finally had a moment to look at her, he saw that her face was blackened on one side from soot, as was some of her hair.  Her dress had been reduced to scorched tatters that clung to her form modestly but not at all fashionably.
 
   He moved his hand, reaching for her, until she took it in hers.  His Sight showed him that the gears in one of her wrists were badly tangled, some of the sensors against her inner crystal were out of place, and there were a handful of other damaged spots all over her body.  He squeezed her hand, wishing he had something to say to take away the concern on her face.
 
   Jonas reappeared with a cup and reached down gently to lift Twist's head off the sand.  Twist's Sight washed over with the normal level of fog, which then receded away to the edge of his mind and soothed some of his confusion along the way.  Jonas helped him to drink a little bit of cool water from the cup.  Twist hadn't noticed that his throat was dry until the water washed down.  There was a nasty flavor on his tongue that seemed like ash.
 
   “Better?” Jonas asked, still holding his arm under Twist's neck.
 
   “Yes,” Twist managed to say, his voice rough but finally alive again. “What happened?”
 
   “We were attacked,” Jonas said. “And don't ask by whom, because I don't know.  A storm appeared in front of us and then chased us down.  And it was wrong,” he said, frowning at the memory. “It wasn't a normal storm at all.  That thing was made by someone, and aimed at us.”
 
   “Tasha?  Niko?” Twist asked, conserving his words.
 
   “They made it,” Jonas said. “Niko is out looking for help with one of the crew.  Tasha is looking for more water.  But,” he said, looking around in the silent, star-filled night, “it looks like we're in a desert.  We're all right until the sun comes up.”
 
   “The ship?” Twist asked.
 
   “In pieces,” Jonas said with a sigh. “We managed to get some supplies and most of our luggage out before the rest of the coal blew, but there isn't much of the ship left.”
 
   Twist closed his eyes.  He could understand everything Jonas said, but believing it—and figuring out what to do about it—was another matter altogether.  He felt like his mind was full of desert sand: sluggish, confused, and dull.  His body seemed to be all right as long as he kept still, but every motion hurt.
 
   “How are you, Twist?” Jonas asked. “Are you dizzy?  Is your vision all right?”
 
   “Everything hurts when I move,” Twist muttered. “I can see fine.  I'm not dizzy, but my head isn't right.”  Myra bit her metal lip anxiously.
 
   “That's all reasonable,” Jonas said, nodding. “He'll be fine,” he said to her. “He's just banged up a bit right now.”
 
   “And you?” Twist asked, looking up at Jonas.  There were black smudges on his fingers and at the side of his face, but he looked otherwise unaffected by the crash.
 
   “I'm indestructible,” Jonas said with a forced smile. “I think I blacked out for moment, but I tied myself to the rigging before things got really bad.  Besides, the sky and I have an understanding.  It's solid ground that I don't trust.”  Twist smiled up at him lightly and caught a glimpse of relief blooming on Myra's face.
 
   Jonas left to check on the other crewman.  Apparently, he'd been badly hurt in the crash and hadn't woken up at all yet.  Myra took Jonas's place instantly, never once letting go of Twist's hand.  She folded her legs and placed his head on her lap, looking down at him with a gentle smile.  Twist took her wounded wrist in his hands and looked at it as his Sight focused on the damage inside.  Two of her fingers wouldn't bend properly.
 
   “Does it hurt?” he asked her softly.
 
   “It's not bad,” she said, her tone tight. “You can fix it later.”
 
   “Where are my tools?”
 
   “You need to rest,” Myra said, tugging to free her wrist from his hands.  He tightened his grip and she stopped.
 
   “My head is clear enough to fix you,” he said, looking up at her eyes. “I can at least repair your wrist without even having to sit up.  And I'd much rather do something useful than just lie here and ache.”
 
   Myra looked down at him with mild frustration for a moment before she leaned away, reaching for something nearby.  She pulled Twist's bag closer and dug inside it.
 
   “Is this it?” she asked, pulling out a small, leather-wrapped bundle.
 
   “That's it,” he said. “I need the fine chisel.”  Myra untied the leather lace and unrolled the bundle, looking over the items tied inside it.
 
   “This one?” she asked, holding up a tool.
 
   “Perfect,” he said, taking it from her.
 
   Myra let him take her wrist again in one hand, as he gently pried the outer layer of the copper casing open, on the underside of her slender wrist.  She watched with an odd fascination as he reached inside and nudged the clockwork pieces back into order.  She held still when he told her, and moved when he told her, never once saying anything back.  She jerked once or twice when something clicked into place, and he apologized each time.  In a few minutes he snapped the casing back in place and told her to try moving her wrist again.  She did, bending it easily now, along with all of her fingers.
 
   “Thank you,” she said, smiling down to him. “That feels much better now.”
 
   “I'm glad,” he said, smiling back.  Working on her clockwork had put more of his mind in order as well.
 
   “I wish I could fix you that easily,” she said with a sigh, petting at his hair with her newly repaired hand.
 
   Twist's eyes closed softly, savoring the pleasant feeling and using it to banish his nagging aches and pains. “You do more than you know.”
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   By the time the moon appeared off the horizon, Tasha, Niko, and the active crew member—a tall and wiry man with short, curly blond hair and a beard to match—had all returned to the small camp.  Tasha's elegant gown was tattered and scorched, and there was a dark bruise blooming over her jaw, but she looked otherwise all right.  A piece of stray cloth was wrapped tightly over Niko's left hand, and he looked darkened as if from a fire, but unharmed.  The wreckage still lay smoldering a hundred feet away, but Jonas kept the campfire burning in the darkness.  The injured crewman still hadn't woken.
 
   “I think there's a town about two miles to the east,” Niko said as he and the others gathered near Twist and Myra. “It's not very big, but I can see their lights.  They might have a doctor, or some kind of transport.  I couldn't find any other signs of civilization except for a very long and very empty road running southwest and northeast.”
 
   “There's no water anywhere near the surface,” Tasha reported. “There are hardly any plants as well.  If we're going to survive, we need help.”
 
   “How's Ted?” the blond crewman asked softly as he looked down at his captain, who was still lying motionless in the sand.  Twist turned to glance at Ted, but his eyes caught on the moon.  The full disk stared back at him with a gentle white glow, but something about the image didn't look quite right.
 
   “I can't tell how he is,” Jonas said. “But I got a flash of a vision earlier, of Ted walking in the sunlight.  I think he will be all right once we get him some help.”
 
   The crewman gave a mournful sigh.
 
   “Steve,” Tasha said to him gently, reaching out a hand to his shoulder. “You did the best you could.”  He shook his head.
 
   Twist frowned, still staring as the moon seemed to grow larger while it hung still in the sky.  The desert below it wasn't as bright as it should have been under such an enormous full moon.  Twist blinked a few times and wondered if he really was all right.
 
   “No, he did his best,” Steve was saying with a gesture to Jonas. “And you were hurt,” he said to Tasha, “but you still pulled me out of the wreckage before it blew.  I haven't done anything.”
 
   “Now isn't the time for this,” Niko said.  Tasha shot him a warning look. “No, I mean it,” Niko continued. “If he wants to help, then he should quit complaining and help us get to that town before the sun comes up.  It might be winter, but this is still a desert.”
 
   A wisp of cloud, blocking out the stars like a thin shadow on the sky, silently moved past, behind the clear, glowing face of the still-growing moon.
 
   “Um...” Twist muttered.
 
   “Niko's right,” Steve said. “I'm sorry.  Let's get going.  I'm not hurt as badly as the rest of you.  I'll help carry Ted.”
 
   “Twist, can you walk?” Jonas asked, looking down to him.
 
   “The moon is coming closer,” Twist said, bewildered by his own words.
 
   “Oh no, he must be delirious,” Myra said, looking down at him mournfully.
 
   “No, look!” Twist said, pointing as it became obvious that the moon was approaching silently over the sand, and not actually in the sky at all.
 
   Everyone looked up and paused to stare at the now unnaturally large full moon.  Although the face of the moon was as bright as ever, there was a circular shadow gliding along in the center of the light that fell on the ground, just below the moon itself.
 
   “That's not right at all,” Tasha said softly.
 
   “Jonas, what's happening?” Myra asked quickly.
 
   “That's the best design ever...” Jonas said slowly, as the dim white glow from the "moon" lit the wide grin on his face.
 
   “Is the world coming to an end?” Niko asked, sounding more annoyed then frightened.
 
   “It's an airship,” Jonas said, as if it were perfectly obvious. “The best-looking airship in the whole world,” he added warmly.
 
   Once Jonas had said this, Twist's eyes were able to pick out the thin, dark ropes that hung from beneath the face of the moon, to an indistinct dark mass below that cast the shadow on the sand.  They all watched as the airship glided closer and then began to trace a slow orbit around them, now a mere twenty feet off the ground.  Jonas's face darkened as he stared into the shadows that hung below the false moon.  Twist felt a distinct tension in the buzz at his neck, and heard Jonas hiss a soft curse.
 
   “What's wrong?” Tasha asked, stepping closer to Jonas. “I mean,” she amended quickly, “besides the strangeness, of course.”
 
   As if in answer to her question, a blinding white beam of light splashed down over them from the dark mass under the moon.  Myra gave a startled cry, shielding her eyes as the light struck her, and then swept over each of them in turn.  An overly amplified voice bellowed down at them from the shadows.
 
   “You are prisoners of war,” the voice said in a theatrically threatening tone, with a thick accent unlike any Twist had ever heard. “Surrender now or you will be fired upon.”  His heart beginning to pound, Twist tried to push himself up to sit on the sand.  Myra helped him when his sore limbs complained.  Every touch from her spilled concern and fear into his Sight and muddled his already confused thoughts.
 
   “War?” Niko scoffed, frowning. “What war?”
 
   “Cyphers?” Tasha whispered to Jonas, her voice so low that Twist barely heard her.
 
   Not even flinching when the piercing light fell on him, Jonas continued to watch the shadowed mass.  He shook his head to Tasha's question, his expression clouding over with uncertainty.  In didn't take but a moment for Steve to throw his hands into the air.
 
   “If the man in the moon wants me to surrender, then I surrender!” he yelled up at the false moon.
 
   He turned to the others, urging them to show their submission as well.  Niko quietly rolled his sleeve down all the way, over the cage of wires and tubes on his left arm.  Tasha stayed beside Jonas, squinting into the shadows.  Twist glanced around quickly, and spied his walking stick lying in the sand just behind Myra, along with some of their luggage.  Seeming to follow his thoughts, Myra snatched up the cane and handed it to him, helping him to stand.  Twist leaned heavily on the cane, hoping that no one on the airship would guess at its true use.  The man in the moon seemed to accept their collective silence as surrender.
 
   “Prepare to be taken aboard,” the amplified voice said as the moon came to a slow stop, hanging just above the sand.
 
   The single beam of blinding light vanished just as quickly as it had appeared.  As Twist watched, smaller white points of light flicked on to vaguely illuminate the body of the airship that hung below the moon.  It was larger than Twist had guessed—with two decks and a generally circular design—and seemed to be made completely of a tightly woven, basket-like material of black fibers.
 
   A platform opened out on each side, and two human figures stepped out, aiming thick-barreled, rifle-like weapons at the people on the sand.  Twist noticed the shadowed shapes of another three lean out over the top edge of the ship, with dark heads and shoulders to match.  The ship drifted closer, now hanging barely a foot over the uneven sand.  Another platform opened out to the front, leading onto a black and empty space on the lowest deck of the airship.
 
   “Climb aboard, and no one will be harmed,” the voice said, now louder than ever.
 
   “We have wounded!” Steve yelled back, gesturing to Ted who still lay motionless.
 
   “Bring him.  If he's alive,” the voice said unkindly.  Niko spared a glance to Tasha.  She gave him a steady look and a subtle shrug.  Niko nodded ever so slightly and then moved to help Steve pick up Ted and carry him closer.
 
   “What are those weapons?” Tasha whispered to Jonas.  Standing just beside them, Twist leaned closer to hear.
 
   “Harpoon guns,” Jonas said very softly, sounding confused by the idea.
 
   Tasha frowned. “Does any of this make any sense to you?”
 
   Jonas shook his head. “But I don't doubt at all that they'll harpoon us if we try to resist.  Even with Niko's toys, I don't think we can fight right now without someone getting hurt.”
 
   Steve and Niko stepped gingerly up onto the platform, carrying Ted aboard the airship.  Tasha followed after them.  Jonas turned back to Twist, his eyes a cautious, pale, gray-green.  He glanced at Myra, who stood just beside Twist, and then back at him.
 
   “If they are Cyphers...” Jonas toned very softly.
 
   Myra gasped, reaching out to cling to Twist's arm.  Twist winced against the fright that washed over his mind at her touch.  He nodded to Jonas, easily following his logic as well.  The last Cyphers to set eyes on Myra had stolen her instantly.  He steeled his will and pulled himself up straighter despite his aching limbs.  Jonas smiled slightly, possibly seeing Twist's resolve.  Tasha picked up some of their remaining luggage, and Jonas moved to help her.
 
   “Don't fret, my dear,” Twist said softly to Myra as he bent to pick up his own bag and then moved to follow the others onto the moonship. “No one will take you from me.”
 
   He felt her concern ease against his Sight, but her nervousness didn't entirely disappear as they both climbed aboard.  Just as Twist had guessed, the airship's body was indeed woven like a basket.  The bottom of the ship was ribbed with thin wood, and the ceiling was so low that Twist had to bend nearly in half to stand at all.  He and the others either knelt or sat down.  The circular walls were only broken by thin, slit-like openings that served as windows, but there were no lights inside their compartment.  Once everyone was aboard, the platform closed, sealing them in near-total darkness.
 
   Niko snapped his fingers.  A tiny ball of soft white light flickered to life on his fingertips, like a candle flame.  He held the little ball on his empty palm where it continued to burn gently, giving off just enough light to let everyone see each other.  Twist felt the airship begin to rise slowly into the sky.  The ceiling dipped downward slightly in places as their captors moved on the deck above, and Twist heard soft conversations in a language he didn't know at all.  After a long pause, in which everyone in the dark hold of the ship simply stared upward and listened intently, Jonas gave a sigh and put his goggles on over his eyes, falling into a casual posture.
 
   “Well,” he said casually. “This is different.”
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   The moonship carried them high into the still night air.  Twist felt a jolt of anxiety from being in the sky again, so soon after the crash, but he did his best to soothe it.  The more pressing issue was the identity of their mysterious captors; had they somehow sent the thunderstorm to attack Twist and his companions, as Jonas had suggested?  Or were these people unrelated to that business at all?  Why did they hide themselves in shadow?  Would they do anything to help Ted, or to heal the wounds that Twist and the others had sustained?  Or were they all being taken to slavery or slaughter?
 
   Twist dropped his head into his hand and sighed under the oppressive weight of his own fearful thoughts.  Without taking off his goggles, Jonas reached out and patted Twist gently on the shoulder.  The fog in the touch was silvery instead of white, and edged with cold unease, but the cool, billowing, calm mist still managed to soothe Twist's spirit.  Twist glanced up to his friend's face, but found no signs of pity in his placid expression.  He found no dread either.  Somehow, knowing that Jonas wasn't ready to panic yet gave Twist a little more courage.  Twist glanced over the others around him and found them all silent and still.  In the dim glow from Niko's little ball of light, everyone looked tattered and fragile.
 
   “Well...” Myra said suddenly, with forced brightness. “At least we're all together.” She took Twist's hand, spilling unease over his Sight despite the brave smile she gave him.
 
   “For now,” Jonas grumbled.  Myra shot him an ungrateful look.
 
   “Don't give up yet, sonny,” Steve muttered darkly.
 
   “Sonny?” Jonas snapped back.
 
   “The day you stop trying to survive is the day you die,” Steve said gravely.  Twist frowned, confused by the curiously circular statement.
 
   Not bothering himself with the others' conversations, Niko was looking out one of the slits at the side of the ship, watching the desert glide by below. “Well, looks like we're not going to town,” he said with a sigh.
 
   Twist leaned closer to the slit nearest him and looked out to see that they had climbed nearly a mile in the night sky.  A small, dusty-looking town lay in the otherwise empty desert like a tiny island of humanity in an ocean of wilderness.  Dim candle and gaslight betrayed the rough shapes of shacks and simple buildings, with no obvious train tracks or airship docks in sight.  Twist wondered how much help he and his companions would have found if they hadn't been picked up by the moonship.
 
   “Where the hell are they taking us?” Steve asked, watching the town slip away behind them. “Who are these people?  What do they want from us?”
 
   “Calm down,” Jonas said softly.
 
   “Calm down?” Steven growled. “We've just been captured by space aliens!”
 
   “No, they're human,” Tasha said gently.
 
   “And they can hear us,” Niko hissed at him, his blue eyes almost luminous in the dimness.
 
   Steve glared at the woven ceiling above his head and grumbled something rude to himself. “I don't know about you,” he said, his voice low now, “but I'm coming out of this ship swinging.”
 
   “That's not a great plan,” Jonas said, frowning.
 
   “Oh yeah?” Steve asked acidly. “Why not?  Because you'd rather just lie down and die?”
 
   “Because there's no telling what will be out there when we land,” Jonas said with measured patience. “There could be an army waiting for us.  We could find ourselves outnumbered and vastly outgunned.  If you just tear out like a mad dog, they might put you down like one.”
 
   Twist smiled, indulging a moment of pride in his friend's wisdom.
 
   “Oh.”  Steve's anger seemed to chill as he fell quiet. “But who are they?  What did we ever do to them?”
 
   Jonas slipped his goggles up to his brow and peered out through the nearest slit, apparently removing himself from any more of the conversation.
 
   “We won't know anything more until we land,” Tasha said to Steve.
 
   “I'm not sure we're going to land, actually,” Jonas said, now staring wide-eyed at a point in the sky ahead of the moonship.  Everyone instantly moved to look as well.
 
   “I just see stars,” Niko said, echoing Twist's confusion. “What do you see?” he asked Tasha.
 
   Tasha squinted into the darkness. “I see … the wrong stars.  Those shouldn't be there.  It's the wrong time of year.”
 
   Twist stared out, not detecting anything amiss whatsoever with the empty night sky.
 
   “Just wait,” Jonas said, smiling now. “You'll see.”
 
   Twist watched the stars shine gently, unsure what to expect, as the moonship continued to climb and glide.  Suddenly, the image of the sky itself rippled like the disturbed surface of a lake, and fell away around them as if they were passing through the invisible edge of an enormous soap bubble.  Beyond the indistinct membrane lay the last thing in the world Twist would have imagined.
 
   A good-sized village made of small huts nestled together on the edge of a misty, white surface that looked for all the world like a cloud.  Cheerful campfires burned here and there, lighting both the silvery mist of the cloud and the busy people who walked atop it as if it were solid.  In the distance, wide patches of the mists were covered with a multitude of cultivated plants growing in neat rows.  More airships hung at the soft edges of the mists: some were as blue as a midday sky, some black and flecked with brightly glowing stars, and three others looked like the other three phases of the moon.
 
   Twist could do nothing but gape dumbly at the bustling village that rested so peacefully on the top of a cloud, hanging in the field of silver stars, nearly a mile off the desert floor.  Jonas laughed lightly and continued to stare on, unfazed.
 
   “Told you it was worth the suspense,” Jonas said smugly.
 
   “Maybe I didn't survive the crash,” Steve said slowly, still obviously working through his thoughts. “And my afterlife is just really, really bizarre.”
 
   “Whatever makes you feel better,” Tasha told him, giving his arm an encouraging pat.
 
   “Oh, it's so pretty!” Myra cooed happily.  Twist looked to her, amazed to find no trace of fear left on her face.
 
   Twist looked back to see that the moonship was now gliding over the village.  Easily hundreds of people moved through the space, dressed in a variety of animal skins and hand-woven cloth, accented with colorful paint, beads, and speckled feathers that they'd tied into their dark hair.  On second glance, however, Twist noticed that he only saw women, older men, and children in the crowd.  The male population seemed to be almost totally absent.  As Twist marveled at this oddity, he also noticed that most of the people below didn't even glance up at the spectacle of the wayward moon.  The moonship slowed as it approached what clearly seemed to be some kind of crude pen that stood in a clearing in the center of the village.
 
   “What is that?” Steve asked darkly.
 
   “They're going to lock us up for now,” Jonas said, a cold unshakeablity to his voice as he looked out through the slit with uncovered eyes.  Twist thought that this tone might be the result of a vision, but decided not to ask in front of the others.
 
   The moonship came to a stop, floating only a few feet over the misty cloud surface of the clearing, above the center of the pen.  Twist heard the sound of some kind of order from the people above them on the airship.  An instant later, the bottom of the basket opened along the wooden beams, like the petals of a flower.  Everyone let out startled sounds as they fell out in one mass.  Twist had only an instant to look down at the soft white cloud and realize that he was about to plummet a mile through the open air below, to his most certain death.
 
   He landed face-first in the surprisingly solid but still gently elastic surface of the cloud.  Stunned, he pushed himself up on his hands to find that the cool, misty, cloud continued to hold him aloft.  The others righted themselves and clambered to their feet more quickly.  Jonas reached down to haul Twist up onto his feet and away from the others, as the bottom of the moonship closed above them and the ship began to move off.  Twist looked around to find he and his friends now surrounded by a lattice of thin branches that had been tied together into the shape of a circle, standing about six feet high on all sides.
 
   Though there were gaps between all of the branches, none were large enough for even a small child to get through.  There were four large sections of latticed branches that hung outward from the top edge of the wall at even distances.  Women approached the pen almost instantly after the moonship had dropped its cargo, all of them walking over the cloud surface with ease, and silently began to push the four leaves up and over their captives to create a secure ceiling for the pen.  While Twist watched himself become fully trapped, all of the others moved to speak and plead with the women outside.
 
   “We've done nothing to you!” Tasha cooed.
 
   “Cut that out, you savages!” Steve bellowed, climbing up one side of the wall to try and push the cover away.
 
   “Stop, please!” Myra pleaded. “Let us out!”
 
   “We have an injured man, here!” Tasha said desperately.
 
   “Who the hell do you think you are!?” Jonas spat acidly. “We're not animals!”
 
   Niko stared at one woman through the bars of their cage with such intensity that she visibly flinched when their eyes met.  Rather than give them any aid, however, the women all remained silent and then returned to their business in the surrounding village.  Niko gave an indignant huff and moved to stand beside Twist near the center of the pen—his arms crossed and his brilliant blue eyes smoldering—while the others continued to protest uselessly to anyone who happened to move by outside.
 
   “You know,” Niko said to Twist, “this year was supposed to be a vacation for me.  My university studies were growing stressful, my family...” he stopped short, an exasperated expression wafting over his face as he shook his head. “I thought, sure: a year traveling around the world with a charming magician who tells me daily that I'm brilliant.  That's just what I need.  A vacation from my whole life for one little year.  And just look at all the trouble it's caused.  Here I am, about to be scalped or eaten or enslaved or whatever by a load of Indians in the middle of American nowhere.”
 
   Twist watched this unexpected display of candor with quiet fascination, until he realized that Niko seemed to have finished.  Perhaps he should think of something supportive to say.  “Well,” Twist began, unsure. “Assuming we survive this little episode, it will certainly make a good story one day.”
 
   Niko gave him a skeptical look.
 
   “I'm sorry,” Twist sighed. “I'm not very good at conversation...”
 
   Niko shook his head, a light smile creeping onto his face.
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   Once it was clear that a successful escape wouldn't be likely until the milling masses in the village around them went to sleep, and that there didn't appear to be any immediate danger facing them, everyone inside the pen began to relax somewhat.  Myra took her shoes off to step gingerly about on the silver surface of the cloud, her movements making Twist think of a young doe in a dew-speckled meadow.
 
   “This is delightful!” she beamed, swirling a bit of mist with her copper toes.
 
   “How are we not falling through this stuff?” Steve asked, stomping at a patch of cloud. “I thought that in order to fly, you had to think happy thoughts or something.  Or maybe that you aren't supposed to look down.”
 
   “I don't think we're flying, exactly,” Tasha said, staring at her mist-shrouded feet with an uncharacteristically puzzled expression.
 
   “I once read,” Niko supplied thoughtfully, “that if you are trying to fly, the best thing to do is to throw yourself at the ground, and then miss.”
 
   “That sounds entirely silly,” Tasha said. “Where did you read that?”
 
   “It was in a very silly novel,” Niko said with a shrug. “But you have to admit that the theoretical logic is sound.”
 
   “But we're not flying,” Jonas said, crouching down to prod the cloud with a finger as he looked at the mist with curious green eyes. “We're just not falling.”
 
   “Can we please stop talking about falling?” Twist muttered, rubbing at his brow and trying not to panic.
 
   Jonas gave a quiet sigh as he stood and moved closer to Twist, putting a hand on his shoulder.  The chilly fog in his touch cooled Twist's fears instantly, giving him just enough clarity to turn his thoughts away from his present altitude.  Twist took the peace in on a long breath and gave Jonas a grateful nod.  Jonas offered a smile before he took his hand back.  The moment the contact was broken, however, Twist's exhausted senses filled with his forgotten fatigue.  His limbs, back, and neck all began to ache once again as the adrenaline faded.  Twist let out a low groan as he awkwardly dropped down to his knees.
 
   “Darling?” Myra gasped, rushing to his side. “Oh, you're still hurt...”
 
   “I'm all right,” Twist muttered as the others turned to him as well.  He sat himself down on the mist and tried to focus on anything but the dull ache. “I'm just tired...”
 
   “Is there a doctor in this village?” Steve asked, glancing down to Ted.  His limp form had tumbled out of the moonship along with everyone else and their luggage. They had arranged him in a more dignified position, but while he was still breathing steadily, he showed no signs of regaining consciousness any time soon.
 
   Before anyone could answer Steve's question, a sudden, horrified scream tore through the air, startling everyone inside and outside the pen, alike.  Twist looked up to see a boy—maybe nine or ten years old—standing at the village's edge, staring at the pen with astonished dismay.  Twist stared at the child in bewilderment.  He appeared to be the same race as the others in the village, with softly brown, coppery skin and features that matched the others, but his short hair was a bright, snowy white.  Unlike the others, his clothes looked nearly western in cut, though they were made of hand-woven cloth like everyone else's.
 
   But there was no way that his eyes were really that color.  Twist rubbed his own eyes, wondering if there was something wrong with his vision.
 
   “Jonas!?” the boy bellowed, hurrying toward the walls of the pen. “No, no, no... It can't be you!  It can't!” The boy screamed in a clearly American accent.  Jonas gaped at the child in obvious confusion—his eyes moving over the boy quickly but staying clear of his eyes.  Twist blinked a few times and looked again at the boy's eyes.  No, surely they couldn't really be that color. “You've got to get out of here!” the boy continued frantically, rushing to one side of the pen, where a crude-looking latch held a small door closed.
 
   “Yes, thank you!” Steve said instantly.
 
   “But who are you?” Jonas asked the boy. “How do you know my name?”
 
   “Damn it!” the boy spat at the latch that refused to open under his efforts. “I'll have to go get my mom.  Hang on a second, okay?”
 
   “Your mom?” Steve echoed uncertainly.  As the boy began to turn away, his gaze fell on another occupant of the pen.
 
   “Myra!” the boy gasped, rushing closer to her and clinging to the branches of the pen. “Of course, you had to be with—” His rapid words halted as he looked quickly over everyone else inside the pen.  His eyes were pink—a rich, sweet, inhuman pink.  Twist shook his head.  The white hair was bad enough, but the child possessed brilliantly, impossibly pink eyes.
 
   “Do you know this kid?” Jonas asked Myra.
 
   “I don't think so...” she said, looking at the boy curiously.
 
   “Where is he?” the boy asked, pure terror bringing tears to the edges of his pink eyes. “Jon, where is Twist?”
 
   “What?” Twist snapped instantly.
 
   “Kid, you're not making any sense—” Jonas began, beginning to lose patience.
 
   “No, no, no...” the boy moaned, clutching desperately at the tied branches as his tears began to roll. “Twist had to survive.  He just had to!  Jon, where is he?”
 
   “I'm right here,” Twist muttered uneasily.  The boy, however, didn't seem to hear him and continued to stare at Jonas through his dripping, pink eyes.
 
   “Twist is right here,” Myra said, putting a hand on Twist's shoulder as she spoke gently to the boy.
 
   “What?” the boy gasped, looking to her with hollow hope. “Where?”
 
   “Oh, for heaven's sake...” Twist grumbled. “Hello?  Can you hear me now?” he called loudly as he waved a hand wildly at the boy.
 
   Twist paused as he realized that boy still didn't seem to see or hear him at all.  The child's ridiculous pink gaze moved over the space all around Myra without once falling on Twist.
 
   “Am I invisible?” Twist asked the others angrily. “Hello, can anyone see me?”
 
   “Knock it off,” Jonas snapped. “Of course you're not invisible.  The kid's mental.”
 
   “Oh!” the boy gasped, relief washing over his small form in an instant. “Of course!  I'm so stupid.  He's got the pocket watch.  Of course I can't see him.”  While the others stared at him in bewilderment and alarm, the boy let out a light, tension-breaking laugh.
 
   “Tasha?” Jonas asked with a sigh. “You're good at seeing things clearly.  What the bloody hell is going on here?”
 
   “He probably has some kind of Sight,” she answered thoughtfully. “But I can't work out how he knows you three while you clearly don't know him.  Maybe he can read minds.”
 
   “Can we get back to the fact that the kid wants to free us?” Steve asked.
 
   “Oh right!” the boy gasped. “Just wait right there.  I'll go get my mom!” he called to them, already hurrying off.
 
   Jonas looked to Twist with uneasy gray eyes. “What the devil is going on?”
 
   “If you're asking me,” Twist said with a sigh, “then I'm afraid you're in serious trouble, old boy.  I can't understand the world on the normal days.”
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   True to his word, the boy returned not long after.  He dragged a woman along with him by the hand, while an older man followed with them.  The woman looked the same as the others in the village, with long black hair in braids, and the same hand-spun clothing and colorful beads, but her chest and arms seemed to be wrapped in a crude and simple armor of tightly fashioned plates of thin bone and twine.  She also wore a loaded harpoon gun by a strap over her shoulder.
 
   The man who accompanied her and the boy wore his graying hair in the same long braids as the others did, but his clothing was more colorful than anyone else's, adorned with a vast multitude of feathers that made him almost look like a bird.  His darkly tanned and heavily wrinkled face was painted with bright-colored stripes.  He carried a box-like basket with him in one hand, and a tall staff in the other.
 
   “Look!” the boy said to the woman, pointing at Jonas through the walls of the pen. “It's Jonas, Mom!  And Myra, and Twist is here too—just like I told you.  You've got to help them!”
 
   The boy's mother looked at everyone inside the pen with steely, critical, dark eyes.  Twist felt a sudden jolt of energy in the buzzing at his neck and glanced to Jonas, who was looking at the woman in curious confusion but keeping his gaze clear of her eyes.  Not noticing this at all, the woman glanced around at the village anxiously before speaking to her son in hushed tones and a language that Twist couldn't follow at all.
 
   “Of course I'm sure!” the boy answered her instantly, still keeping to English. “And look, they got hurt when their airship crashed, too.  Tasha's all banged up, and Niko looks like he got burnt,” he added, looking at them sympathetically.
 
   Clearly startled to be named, Tasha covered her shocked expression with her hand. “You know us, as well?”  Niko, meanwhile, continued to stare at the boy with cold unease.
 
   The woman said something questioningly to her son, pointing at Tasha.
 
   “That's right,” the boy answered with a smile. “She's the magician that Jonas and Twist met in Egypt when the Cyphers tried to kidnap Myra.”
 
   “Whoa, hold on a second!” Jonas snapped, while a tingle of shock rippled up Twist's spine. “How the bloody hell do you know about that?”
 
   “See?” the boy said, gesturing to Jonas proudly. “Told you.”
 
   The woman seemed to consider Jonas critically for a long moment before she gave a sigh and looked to the older man.  She said something to him, and the man gave a nod, moving to the lock on the pen door.  The woman then turned back to look at Jonas.
 
   “We will help you,” she said to him in English, with a light accent. “But you must do exactly what I tell you.  If any of you try to double-cross me or my son, or if you're not the same 'Jonas' from his dreams, then I will shoot you.  Do you understand?”
 
   “Sure, whatever you say,” Jonas answered without hesitation.  The others nodded their consent as well, watching the woman and the boy with questioning eyes.
 
   Taking his words as a sign, the older man opened the lock and then slowly began to open the door, watching everyone inside carefully.  The boy's mother lifted the harpoon gun as she and the man began to step inside.  The captives moved back slowly as well, clearly cautious, but the boy darted forward suddenly and launched himself at Jonas.  The boy wrapped his arms around Jonas's waist and pressed his face lovingly against his chest.  Jonas froze in shock.
 
   “Jon, I'm so glad you're all right!” the boy gasped in evident relief.  He pulled back to smile up at Jonas warmly. “You're indestructible, after all.”  Jonas snapped his eyes firmly closed, his arms floating uselessly beside him as if totally unsure whether to hold the boy or push him away.
 
   The older man locked the pen again quietly behind himself, watching the boy with a curious fascination.  He then looked everyone over quickly before moving to where Ted's limp form lay in the misty cloud top.  Steve joined him, crouching beside his friend as the man seemed to examine Ted.
 
   “Are you sure you don't know this boy?” Myra asked Jonas in a whisper.
 
   “Never seen him in my life...” Jonas muttered as the boy nuzzled his face into Jonas's shirt with a blissful expression.
 
   “Pahmut...” the woman with the harpoon gun said gently, lowering her aim now that the door was locked again. “They don't understand.”
 
   The boy glanced back at her and then up to Jonas's closed eyes. “Oh... Right.”  He released Jonas and took a step back. “I know everything about you, but you don't know me at all, do you?” he asked sheepishly, fiddling nervously with his own hands.
 
   “Everything?” Jonas asked back, sounding nervous.
 
   “She said something about dreams,” Tasha said, gesturing to the woman.
 
   “I should probably start at the beginning,” the boy said with a sigh.
 
   “Please do,” Jonas answered tightly.
 
   “Well, my name is Storm,” the boy said.  His mother made a face. “I mean, that's the English version, anyway,” he added quickly. “I got used to English at the school.  Anyway, that's my mom, Kima, and my grandpa.”  Twist glanced over to see that the older man was waving a smoking herb over Ted's face, and that Ted's eyes were beginning to slowly blink open.  Twist glanced outside the pen to see that only a few of the villagers appeared to notice anything amiss, and those who did looked only curious.  Apparently, they saw no danger in healing their captives.
 
   “Lovely to met you,” Jonas said, his voice flattened under the weight of his impatience.
 
   “Yeah...” Storm muttered anxiously. “You see, Tasha's right,” he added, speaking more quickly now. “When I sleep, I have other people's dreams.  And everyone dreams about their life, and their friends, and all the things they do.  But I can't change anything or talk to anyone,” he added as Jonas's face took on an unnerved hue. “I can just sort of watch what happens.”  Twist felt his own unease meld with the tension in the buzz at his neck, at the thought of anyone else trespassing on his private dreams.
 
   “And how long have you been having my dreams, then?” Jonas asked, his jaw tight and his tone frigid.
 
   Storm looked at him quietly, his pink eyes as large and glassy as a wronged puppy's.
 
   “He's been sharing your dreams for many years,” Kima said for her son, stepping up behind him to put a hand on his sloping shoulders. “He has many people's dreams, but yours are his favorite.  And he can't decide not to have them.”  Storm looked down, pitifully dejected.
 
   “If his Sight is like yours,” Tasha said softly to Jonas, “then he can't control it either.”
 
   Jonas pulled his goggles on over his eyes. “It's still creepy.”  Storm gave a heaving but nearly silent sigh.
 
   “Oh, don't be so mean to the poor dear,” Myra said to Jonas, moving to kneel before the boy. “If you know Jonas as well as you say you do,” she said gently to Storm, smiling sweetly, “then you know that he doesn't always mean the things he says.  You've just startled him, is all.”
 
   While Jonas grumbled something rude to himself, Storm's face brightened under Myra's care.  Farther away, the older man stood up and moved away from Ted, who was now sitting up and rubbing at his head while Steve struggled to explain their current situation to him.  The older man looked everyone over again before his gaze stuck on Twist.  He approached with purpose and knelt beside Twist where he still sat on the cloud-top.
 
   “You next,” the older man said, reaching out for Twist's brow.
 
   “No, no!” Twist said instantly, pulling away with wide eyes.  The older man paused, frowning. “I'm fine.  Really!  Please don't trouble yourself!“ Twist continued quickly.
 
   “Is he talking to Twist?” Storm asked Myra.  Already moving to Twist's side, Myra confirmed Storm's suspicions.
 
   “Hang on a second, Grandpa,” Storm said, rushing to him.  The older man gave a long-suffering sigh. “Okay, um, Twist?” Storm asked of the empty air slightly to the left of Twist. “Can you put your pocket watch down for just a second?  I need to talk to you.”
 
   “Put my watch down?” Twist scoffed. “What the devil for?”
 
   “Did he say anything?” Storm asked Myra.
 
   “Have you ever had this kid looked at by a professional?” Jonas asked Kima softly.  Kima shot Jonas a look, but it wasn't quite a glare.
 
   As the boy still seemed unable to find Twist from about a foot away, Twist finally reached into his pocket and drew out his watch.  The timepiece looked just as calm and inoffensive as ever, to his eye.  Nevertheless, he placed it down on the cloud-top beside him, only letting go of the chain when it became clear that the watch wouldn't fall through the cloud.  At the exact moment that the chain slipped from his fingers, Storm gave a gasp.  His bright pink gaze focused on Twist before his young face bloomed into a smile.
 
   “Wow, it worked,” Storm breathed, looking Twist over as if he were a rare sight indeed.  Twist shifted uncomfortably under the attention. “Hi Twist!” Storm said brightly to him. “It's great to finally meet you!  You're in every one of Jonas's dreams, you know.”  Everyone's eyes moved to Jonas.
 
   “He is not!” Jonas said vehemently. “At least, I don't remember...  Will you stop saying things like that?” he shouted at Storm.  Storm flinched and looked back to Twist, while Myra and Kima both gave Jonas displeased glances.
 
   “Well, anyway,” Storm said to Twist. “You don't have to be afraid of being touched if Jonas is with you.”  Twist's alarm and disbelief shone out of his steel-blue eyes. “No, really,” Storm went on hopefully. “You can use that buzz you feel in your neck like a shield.  Remember in Nepal when Philippe touched you?  You did it then.”
 
   Twist's gaze found Jonas without his meaning it to, as his heart began to pound.  Jonas looked back at him with bitter resolve and eyes the color of young grass.  Twist looked back at the boy with new caution.  He'd never told anyone but Jonas exactly what had happened to him on that day.  Storm must truly know everything about them both.
 
   “Here, Jon, come closer,” Storm said to Jonas with an inviting gesture. “I'm sure if you hold Twist's neck he'll be able to use the buzz to stay safe from any visions of Grandpa.”
 
   “Don't call me 'Jon',” Jonas muttered, though he moved closer to Twist all the same.
 
   “Why don't we all just accept that I'm fine and don't need to be touched at all?” Twist asked quickly.
 
   “You're not fine,” Jonas said firmly, kneeling beside him.
 
   “But—!” Twist began, his mind racing to come up with any escape.
 
   “Shut up and do as the frightening child says,” Jonas said, silencing Twist by gently pressing his palm against the skin at the base of Twist's neck.
 
   Twist's heart rate fell into a steady and calm pace instantly, as he felt his spirit ease into the blinding, cool, comfortable fog that filled his mind to the brim.  On a slow exhale, the fog receded away to the edges of his mind, leaving his thoughts numb and dull in its wake.  His attention returned just as he saw the old man reach out to his brow with bare fingers.  Twist snapped his eyes closed.  It took all of his will not to jump to his feet and run away, but his fear seemed to slip away into the fog almost immediately.  Twist focused on the fog out of desperation, trying to pull it closer to him and wishing it were much more solid.
 
   In a single instant, the fog in his mind responded to his wishes, both pulling in tightly around his awareness and also solidifying into a frosty glass wall.  Twist could almost see his own fears and worried thoughts on the other side of the glass, but none of them seemed real to him now.  He could feel Jonas's hand on his neck, and the sound of Jonas's pulse echoed gently in the glass, sending ripples over the surface.  As Twist marveled at this, the healer's fingers reached him.  His Sight flashed dark outside of the glass bubble in his mind, and he could almost feel the heat of it like a silent explosion.  Strange images flashed quickly by, tempting him to watch.  Twist turned his inner eye away, fighting for all he was worth to focus on the still, steady rhythm of Jonas's heart beating in his mind.
 
   To his surprise, nothing broke through.  None of the dark, jagged, dangerous images and feelings that raged like a hurricane outside of the calm little bubble in his mind managed to even crack the thin white glass of his defenses.  No matter how loudly or temptingly the visions called to him to look, Jonas's steady pulse never lost his focus.  By the time Twist realized that he really was completely safe, the darkness had disappeared entirely like a bad dream in sunlight.
 
   “It's over,” Jonas's voice said both inside Twist's mind and out, echoing oddly off the glass bubble. “You can let go now.”
 
   It took Twist a moment to figure out how to let his protective little bubble fall away again, after holding on to it so tightly.  Once he did, he then figured out how to open his eyes.  It seemed strange to still be in the crude pen, still surrounded by the others, sitting on the cloud-top.  Jonas took his hand away, clearing the rest of the confusion from Twist's thoughts.  Twist reached up to find he had a bandage on his brow.
 
   “Here, drink this,” Storm's grandfather said, holding out a small clay cup to him. “It will help the aches and pains.”
 
   Twist took it from him as the healer turned to Niko next.  The warm liquid inside smelled like far too many things at once, and was a very strange green-and-yellow color.  He stared at it silently, considering what to do with it.
 
   “You all right?” Jonas asked gently, still sitting beside him. “You were so calm I thought you might have fallen asleep for a minute there.”
 
   “Yeah, I'm fine,” Twist said, surprised at his own words. “He was completely right,” he said, looking to Storm.  The boy was watching him intently now. “It worked perfectly.”
 
   “I told you it would work!” Storm said, smiling broadly. “You'll be okay now, Twist.”
 
   “Thank you for helping,” Myra said sweetly to Storm, who soaked up her praise eagerly.  Jonas shifted uneasily, watching the boy in fleeting glances that avoided his eyes.
 
   “We're going to end up having to trust him, aren't we?” he whispered to Twist.
 
   Twist answered with a low, uncertain tone.
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   After Ted and Twist had been seen to, Storm's Grandpa moved on to each of the other captives in turn.  Jonas moved away to give Twist some room as he was seen to.  Twist finally managed to dare himself into drinking the strange tea that he'd been given.  Though the taste was foreign in the extreme, he got most of it down quickly enough to not be too bothered by it.  He gave a shudder at the aftertaste.
 
   “Nasty, stuff, huh?” Storm said, smiling at him kindly. “At least it works.”
 
   Twist looked back at the boy silently.  Those brilliant pink eyes now found his with no difficulty at all.  He glanced down at his pocket watch, laying in the misty surface of the cloud just beside him.  “So, I take it you can see and hear me now?” Twist asked the boy.
 
   “Yeah, no problem,” Storm answered. “And it's really great to actually meet you, too.  You look just the way I thought you would,” he added, his pink eyes clouding over with thought and his gaze beginning to travel over Twist's form. “But, you don't look exactly the way you do in Jon's dreams.  In his dreams, your skin always glows softly, in bright colors and shifting patterns.  Like light falling through water.  Very pretty.”
 
   Twist shuddered involuntarily, moving slightly away from the child and his disturbingly acute and intimate knowledge.  Jonas had only vaguely mentioned the illusion that his Sight put onto Twist's skin, and Twist had had the decency to pretend to forget about it.  His skin prickled against the boy's gaze and he tugged the cuffs of this jacket down farther over his hands.
 
   “Jon thinks he can see your emotions in the colors—“ the boy went on.
 
   “Can we talk about something else?” Twist asked very quickly, his heart beginning to race.  He glanced at Jonas to find that he was looking back at Twist curiously.  Twist sighed and shook his head slightly, forcing his heart rate to slow with determined, slow breaths.
 
   “Oh!” Storm gasped, his eyes snapping open wide. “I'm sorry.  I didn't mean to make you...  That stuff's private.  I'm sorry.  I won't mention it again.”
 
   Twist struggled to keep himself from glaring at the intrusive little boy.  His hand moved for his pocket watch without his thinking about it, as if anxious for the grounding sensation of its cool mechanical apathy.  The moment his fingers brushed against the chilled metal, Storm's eyes lost their focus on him.  The boy blinked, unmoving, but his face washed over with disappointment and his eyes focused on something behind Twist.  Twist lifted his hand, leaving the watch behind, and Storm started: staring him directly in the eye.
 
   “Storm, why can't you see me if I have my watch?” Twist asked, keeping his hand away from it for now.
 
   Storm glanced away, giving a tight shrug. “No reason.”
 
   Twist chilled his own gaze, leaning slightly closer. “You know entirely too much about me.  I know nothing of you.  What does a pocket watch have to do with your vision?”
 
   “Well...” Storm muttered, staring back at him in obvious unease. “I don't know,” he said, his voice slightly less than firm.
 
   “Out with it, boy,” Twist snapped, focusing to give his voice a sharpness without raising the volume.
 
   Storm flinched. “It's no big deal or anything,” Storm answered in a rush. “It's just … you know … the spell.”
 
   “What spell?” Twist asked, careful now to keep his voice smooth, though his eyes remained cool.
 
   “I don't know,” Storm attempted again.
 
   Twist narrowed his eyes, forcing a little more cold fire into them. “I see.  Well, if you don't want to talk, then I don't want to either.”  He moved his hand back to his watch.
 
   “But!” Storm moaned, reaching out to stop his hand, but stopping himself short of actually touching Twist.  Twist paused, watching him. “I finally get to talk with you,” Storm said pleadingly. “You never hear me in Jon's dreams.  No one ever hears me in their dreams.”
 
   Twist took a breath, considering a new tactic.  He had plenty of questions for the boy, after all. “You keep talking about Jonas's dreams,” he said, almost conversationally. “Don't you ever have mine?”
 
   “Well...” the boy said slowly, calculating quickly. “Jon's easier to find.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “I don't know.”
 
   “Right,” Twist said, reaching for his watch again. “Lovely to meet with you.”
 
   “Can't we talk about clockwork, or adventure novels, or Myra?” Storm asked at a startling speed.  Twist paused. “Have you read any new Verne novels?” Storm tried hopefully. “Or do you like Dickens more now that you're having real adventure?”
 
   Twist gave the boy the ghost of a smile. “I don't talk about books with Jonas,” Twist said smoothly. “How do you know I like Verne?”
 
   “Hey, I'll bet those caves under Indonesia reminded you of Journey to—“ Storm began brightly, and very quickly.
 
   “It's very rude not to answer questions, you know,” Twist said smoothly, cutting him off.  He indulged himself in a smile, watching Storm's evaporate.  Children were vastly easier to talk to than adults, Twist mused.  He struggled now to remember why he'd had such trouble talking with the other boys at the orphanage.
 
   “You're never this mean to Jonas,” Storm muttered, his lip clearly wishing to pout, though he was holding back the gesture.
 
   Twist smiled a little more broadly. “Jonas answers my questions.”
 
   “Not always,” Storm said. “You want to know why he's afraid of his Sight?”
 
   “I know exactly why he's afraid of it,” Twist said, frowning.  Somehow, even acknowledging Jonas's fear felt indecent.  This wasn't something he could or should discuss.
 
   “No you don't,” Storm said. “He only told you half of it.  Seeing people die is disturbing, sure.  But that's not what really scares him.”
 
   “Stop,” Twist snapped, his own sudden anger startling him.
 
   “What the hell is going on over here?” Jonas asked, walking back to them and stopping to stand over Storm. “Is this little punk bothering you, sir?” he asked Twist.
 
   “A bit,” Twist sighed, shooting Jonas a quick smile in his relief.
 
   “This is just as bad as your dreams,” Storm muttered, crossing his arms and relenting into his pout.
 
   “What about our dreams?” Jonas asked.
 
   “Your dreams, not mine,” Twist corrected him. “He can't have mine.”
 
   “Lucky dog,” Jonas grumbled.  Storm looked up at him, his pout fully formed now. “Why not?” Jonas asked, not looking at him.
 
   “Because there's some kind of spell on my pocket watch,” Twist answered.
 
   “A spell?” Jonas asked. “What are you talking about?”
 
   “No idea,” Twist said mournfully. “The boy's a fortress.”
 
   Jonas slipped his goggles on over his eyes to look down at Storm. “Spill it, boy, or I shall not speak to you anymore,” he said tauntingly.
 
   “I'm not against you!” Storm growled in frustration, jumping to his feet. “I'm here to help you, damn it!  Oh, why don't you remem—” He stopped suddenly, clasping his hands over his mouth with a look of horror on his face.  Everyone else in the pen turned to look as he glanced around at them and his eyes went wet.
 
   “What just happened?” Jonas asked Twist, clearly alarmed now.
 
   “I'm sorry!” Storm gasped, throwing his arm around Jonas's middle and hiding his face in Jonas's shirt. “I'm sorry, I'm sorry...” he muttered pitifully, his voice muffled by tears and Jonas.
 
   “What's going on?” Kima asked, peering at Jonas.
 
   “What did you say to him?” Myra asked with a whine.
 
   “I don't know!” Jonas yelped in naked fear.  His hands tentatively found Storm's shaking shoulders, patting supportively. “Kid, it's all right,” he tried. “Just calm down, now.”
 
   “I'm useless...” Storm moaned through his sobs.
 
   “What?  Why?” Jonas asked. “What the hell are you even apologizing for?”
 
   “You don't trust me at all,” Storm gasped, moving back just enough to wipe at his face with a hand.  He still clutched tightly to the fabric at Jonas's side. “Why should you?  I don't even know what I was thinking.  I really don't!” he snapped as if furious with himself.  His large tears continued to run. “And now you're here but you keep asking me things I can't tell you, and I'm saying all the wrong things, and I just—” he gasped in a gulp of air. “I just—!”
 
   Terror shot through Twist like an electric jolt.  The boy was slipping into hysterics.  Something had to be done, and quickly.  Twist felt helpless in the face of the realization that he was not only partly to blame, but that he didn't have a clue what to do to help.  Jonas knelt down suddenly and wrapped the boy tightly in his arms.  Clearly stunned, Storm's frantic words paused.  Jonas rubbed soothingly at his back.
 
   “There there,” he said gently to the boy's ear. “It's not all that bad.  Everything's going to be fine.”  Twist watched in disbelief as the boy's form clearly relaxed into Jonas's embrace, and his frantic breaths slowly began to still.
 
   “I'm sorry...” Storm muttered into Jonas's collar after a moment.
 
   “It's all right,” Jonas responded instantly. “I forgive you.”
 
   “You do?” Storm asked, pulling back to look at him, wide-eyed.  Still wearing his goggles, Jonas smiled.
 
   “I don't even know what you did,” Jonas said, his voice alien to Twist's ears for all the care in it. “Of course I forgive you.”
 
   “Oh,” Storm breathed, deflating slightly.
 
   “You all right now?” Jonas asked carefully.
 
   Storm rubbed at his face again, but this time no fresh tears broke free. “Yes,” he muttered softly. “Thank you.”
 
   Jonas rose back to his feet and patted Storm's head with a hand, giving him a tight smile. “Good boy.  No more nervous breakdowns now, okay?”
 
   “Okay,” Storm muttered, looking ashamed but no longer in imminent danger of a meltdown.
 
   The moment Jonas stepped back, Kima rushed to Storm's side and Myra came to kneel before the boy.  Myra gave him a sunny smile and took his damp hand in her copper fingers.
 
   “Storm, honey,” she said sweetly. “Why don't we ask Tasha to show us a magic trick?”
 
   Storm's eyes shifted to Twist and Jonas nervously.  Twist hurriedly put on an encouraging smile.
 
   “Come along, honey,” Myra said, getting to her feet, still holding his hand.
 
   Kima said something in a soothing tone that Twist couldn't follow.  Storm let them lead him away to where Tasha and Niko stood, both already smiling at him.  Jonas dropped down to sit close beside Twist with a heavy sigh.
 
   “Right,” he said, his voice low enough to only be heard by Twist. “What the bloody hell was all that about?”
 
   “You're the one who hugged him,” Twist muttered.
 
   “I had to do something,” Jonas said, lifting his goggles up to reveal nervous, yellow-green eyes to Twist as he leaned closer to speak more quietly. “He's just a boy.  But then,” he added, frowning in thought, “there's also all the weirdness.”
 
   “He really knows everything about your dreams,” Twist said stiffly. “He told me things.”
 
   “What things?”
 
   Twist took a deep breath. “What my skin looks like to you.”
 
   “Oh.”  Jonas's posture straightened up.  The buzz at Twist's neck took on an uneasy bite.
 
   “Exactly,” Twist sighed, rubbing at the sensation.
 
   “And what's all this about a spell on your watch?” Jonas asked.
 
   “No idea,” Twist said, shaking his head as he picked up the watch to look at it.  It looked the same as it always did. “He mentioned it as if by mistake, and then wouldn't say anything else at all.”
 
   “You don't think that really works, do you?” Jonas asked, nodding at the watch.  Twist looked at him, clearly confused. “The charm,” Jonas said, pointing to the engraving on the cover.
 
   “What charm?” Twist asked, looking back at his watch.
 
   “What do you think that symbol means?” Jonas asked, smiling at Twist's confusion.
 
   “It's just a design, surely,” Twist said with a shrug, absently tracing the image with his fingers: an image of the sun, surrounded with a square, ringed in tiny little curls and marks.
 
   “It's a ward against fairies,” Jonas said, watching Twist carefully now.
 
   “Don't be absurd,” Twist said, forcing a laugh. “You don't believe in fairies.”
 
   “No I don't,” Jonas said easily.  He reached out to tilt the watch while it was still in Twist's hand.  He examined the design again and then shrugged. “But I've seen this before.  I've seen gypsies use it to make themselves invisible to fairies.”
 
   “Invisible?” Twist asked, his mind shifting uncomfortably around Jonas's implications.
 
   “That's what they told me it was for,” Jonas said with a tight smile. “If I'm honest, I always thought it was weird that your watch had a ward engraved on it.  I know you're a sensible person.”
 
   “I never knew...” Twist said, looking at his watch cautiously for the very first time in his life.
 
   He'd never questioned where it had come from, or who had decided that it should be his.  This watch had always been his.  It was as much a part of him as his name.  A shiver wafted gently up his spine at the unwelcome memory that "Twist" wasn't his intended name.  It was simply the one he used.  He had no idea what his mother would have wanted him to be called, or his father.  Surely he hadn't sprung spontaneously into existence.  Surely he'd had parents at some point.  Twist felt his stomach clench as if against a sudden shift in gravity.
 
   “You all right?” Jonas asked, reaching up to lay a gentle hand on Twist's back.
 
   Twist took in a sharp breath as the touch grounded him suddenly. “Yes, fine, thank you,” he said, putting his watch and all its uncomfortable questions into his pocket.
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   Once everyone who needed medical attention had been seen to, Storm's Grandpa left the pen, closing and locking the door behind him.  As the night grew more still and silent around them, Twist noticed that some of the villagers were beginning to disappear into their huts for the night.  Soon, there might be only a few of them left awake.
 
   Myra had fully engaged Storm in a sprightly conversation when he'd asked her to confirm some details of the adventures she'd had with Twist and Jonas.  Watching the boy bask in her full attention—making her smile and laugh as he recounted daring moments he had seen in Jonas's dreams—Twist was surprised to feel a pang of jealousy deep within him.  He nearly called out to them where they sat with Tasha and Niko, on the other side of the pen, but Kima caught his attention.  She moved quietly but quickly closer to Twist and Jonas, while Storm didn't seem to notice.
 
   “He looks better,” Jonas said once she was close. “Look, I'm sorry about teasing him—“ he began.
 
   Kima put a finger to her lips, her eyes on her distracted son. “Please,” she said softly, crouching closer to where he and Twist sat. “I must speak with you both.”
 
   Jonas fell quiet.  He gave Twist a curious glance, but Twist had no explanation to give.
 
   “My son speaks about you two all the time,” Kima said to them. “He says that you battle Cyphers, Rooks, and pirates.”  Twist and Jonas gave vaguely assenting shrugs. “You know of things that most do not,” Kima went on. “Monsters, magic, and secrets.”
 
   “My word,” Twist gasped, looking to Jonas. “We actually do, don't we?”  Jonas gave him a light smile in response.
 
   “And you,” Kima said to Jonas. “My son says that you understand the things you see, just by looking at them.”
 
   “Sometimes, I can,” Jonas offered with a shrug.
 
   Kima took a deep breath, as if steadying herself. “Then I must ask you something very important.”
 
   “Just ask,” Jonas said, keeping his uncovered eyes clear of hers. “What's this all about?”
 
   “When you look at my son,” Kima said, her voice dropping just a little lower, “what do you see?”
 
   Twist reflexively glanced at the boy, who still seemed totally absorbed in his conversation with Myra and Tasha.  Jonas frowned, appearing uncharacteristically concerned for an instant.
 
   “What do you mean?” he asked her.
 
   “When he was born,” Kima whispered sharply, “his eyes were not that color.  And his hair was black.”
 
   Jonas looked to Twist. “What color are his eyes?”
 
   “Pink,” Twist answered. “A very bright, sweet pink.  I was wondering about that,” he added to Kima.  She nodded, tension beginning to show on her face now.
 
   “He changed slowly,” she said. “His Sight is the same as it was, only stronger now.  But when our village was attacked, and the children were taken by the white men, his eyes were lighter but still brown, and his hair was only white in patches.  By the time I got him out of that school, he'd forgotten his language, his name, and he looked like he does now.”  She glanced at him across the pen, her expression dark. “I know he's my son,” she said firmly to Twist. “He is the same boy I lost five years ago.  But something is not right.  You must know.  He says you know all about these things.  What has happened to him?”
 
   “Kima,” Jonas said, his voice gentler than Twist expected to hear it, “why were your children taken?  Who took them?”
 
   Kima shook her head, as if the memory didn't fit comfortably in her head. “Americans.  They attacked our village while the hunters were away.  They killed the men, took the women as slaves, and put the children in a school to teach them to forget us.  They only left the old and sick behind.  I was with the hunting party,” she added with a ring of guilt to her voice.  She cleared it away with a stern expression. “Our friends helped us to restore our families, and brought us to the sky.  Now we are free.”
 
   Intrigued, Twist nearly asked the identity of these powerful friends, but Jonas spoke first. “That's terrible,” he said, his voice hollow.  Kima shifted uncomfortably.  Jonas seemed to respond, changing his tone to mirror her cool, stable facade. “So, you're certain that he started to look different before he was taken?” Jonas asked.
 
   “Yes, but I never expected him to change so much,” she added glancing at Storm.
 
   “Well,” Jonas said, frowning in thought. “Vampires' eyes change color over time, but I'm sure you'd have noticed if he couldn't bear daylight.  I've heard of warlocks taking on physical mutations as they gain skill in their magic, but he's far too young for that.  I can't think of anything else that might make him look different over time.”
 
   “He could be a changeling,” Twist muttered with a shrug.
 
   Jonas looked to Twist sharply. “You believe in those?  You're worrying me, Twist.”
 
   “I don't know if I believe in them,” Twist said. “I've never met one, if that's what you’re asking.”
 
   “What is a changeling?” Kima asked him eagerly.
 
   “A monster that supposedly trades placed with a human child,” Twist answered. “The story I heard says that the monsters enjoy being cared for, so they disguise themselves to look like children, and toss the original children back into their own world.  But it's just a story, I'm sure,” he added quickly as Kima's eyes betrayed her horror.
 
   “Yeah, I've never met one either,” Jonas added. “Only I heard they were fairies.”  Twist looked to him sharply. “But while I've met monsters, I don't believe in fairies,” he said, looking at Twist but clearly speaking to Kima.  “Some people even say that our Sights come from them, you know.  It's all nonsense.  I've met vampires, and djinn, and other things, but never a single fairy.”
 
   “Exactly,” Twist added. “Don't know why I mentioned it.  I'm terrible at conversation.”  He offered Kima a smile, though she didn't seem very encouraged by it.
 
   “What about Cyphers?” Kima asked, seeming to have calmed again.
 
   “Cyphers?” Jonas asked.  Twist felt a tightness in the buzz at his neck at the sound of the word, in unison with the unease he felt himself.
 
   “They use magic,” Kima said. “Or, they use things that look like magic.  Could they do something to him that would make him look like a changeling?”
 
   “I suppose,” Jonas toned, thoughtfully. “But why would they?  They don't usually sneak around.  They like to show off their power.  You'd have seen them.”
 
   Kima looked at Jonas silently, while he glanced at Twist.
 
   “Your friends,” Twist said carefully, “the ones who brought you to the clouds, as you said, were they Cyphers?”
 
   “They have helped us,” Kima said instantly. “Cyphers made us strong again.  We have lost our land, but we took back the sky.”
 
   “So, it was you who knocked our airship out of the sky?” Jonas asked, his tone still calm.
 
   “We defend our airspace against every American ship,” Kima said proudly. “And we give the Sighted survivors to the Cyphers in return for their help.”  Twist looked at her with newfound alarm. “Of course you are different,” she said quickly. “My son would be devastated if I let you be harmed.  My father and I will explain things to the village.  Most of you aren't even American, so it should be fine.  No Cyphers are supposed to come for another few days.”
 
   “Thanks for that,” Jonas said on a long, calming breath. “But you think they might be doing something to Storm?'
 
   “They need people with Sights,” she explained. “Sometimes they take him into their ship for a long time.  None of the un-Sighted villagers are allowed aboard.  No one will tell me what they do, only that they need his Sight.  But when he comes back, he's...”  She shook her head again. “He won't tell me, but I know he doesn't like it.  I don't think it's good for him.”
 
   “Then don't let them take him,” Twist said, confused.
 
   “It's not that easy,” she said sorrowfully to him. “I need to get him away from here.  I want my son to be happy, and normal again.”  A faint sliver of a gasp broke through her stern facade, and she covered it with a hand, snapping her eyes shut as her emotions battled for freedom.
 
   Startled, Twist looked to Jonas.  Jonas reached out to lay a gentle hand on Kima's shoulder, but said nothing as she began to relax back into the safety of her rigid demeanor.  Twist looked at his friend in naked amazement.  Jonas's touch could calm anyone.  With the added effect of his own Sight, there was no wonder that Jonas's touch had such a soothing effect on Twist.  After a small moment Kima took a deep breath, regaining full possession of herself again, and Jonas took his hand back.
 
   “Listen, Kima,” Jonas said softly, his eyes low. “If you help us to escape, we can try to take you and Storm with us.” Kima and Twist both looked to him in surprise.  Jonas kept his eyes away. “I might not know what's happening to him, but I know others who would.  And we know magpies as well.  If you just run on your own, and the Cyphers are intent on keeping Storm where they can get him, then you'll be found out no matter where you go.  The magpies aren't a lot better, but if anyone can keep you two out of Cypher hands, it's them.”
 
   “Magpies?” Kima asked slowly. “You mean, Rooks?”  Jonas gave a sigh and a nod. “Would they really help us?”
 
   “They'd do anything to annoy the Cyphers, believe me.  Hiding two little people wouldn't be any trouble at all to them.”
 
   “That's a wonderful solution,” Twist muttered, smiling as he thought it through.
 
   Suddenly, Myra appeared at Jonas's side and knelt down to wrap him in her arm.  Jonas gave a startled tone and froze, his eyes wide in surprise.  Twist turned to find that Storm was now approaching, with Tasha and Niko as well.  Kima stood, as if severing their conversation with the action, and gave Twist a silent but weighted look.  He smiled slightly before turning away.
 
   “You're a lovely man, Mr. Davis,” Myra said sweetly, giving him a squeeze.
 
   “What?  No, I'm not!” Jonas grumbled. “What have I done?”
 
   “Storm explained everything to me!” Myra said, her voice bright and pleased as she released him. “He said that you really do like me.  You like to hear me sing, and you think I'm very pretty,” she added, giving his shoulder a playful shove.
 
   “He said what?” Jonas growled, his anger flashing through the buzz in Twist's neck like fire. “Who the hell told you you could explain anything to anyone?” he demanded of the boy.
 
   Storm's bright smile fell instantly. “But, it's true,” he muttered weakly.
 
   “Oh, don't be so dramatic,” Myra said, smiling at Jonas. “I'm glad he told me!”
 
   “I'm not!” Jonas snapped. “If I want to compliment you, I'll do it myself.  I don't want someone else running around handing out my private thoughts willy-nilly!”
 
   “I'm sorry...” Storm said sorrowfully.  Twist watched him, worried.
 
   “Has anyone else noticed,” Tasha asked coolly, “that he has yet to deny anything that the boy said?”
 
   “Shut up,” Jonas grumbled, crossing his arms. “Stop noticing things, Tasha.”
 
   She gave a quiet laugh, holding up a hand to cover it.  Storm's apprehension began to ease slowly.
 
   “Well, I don't care what you say, you big meany,” Myra said, still grinning at him. “I rather like you, too.”
 
   “Twist, tell your lady friend to stop calling me a meany.”
 
   Twist laughed. “Why?  She's not wrong.”
 
   “You traitorous cur!” Jonas growled at him in apparent rage.  Twist smiled back at him, feeling nothing of true anger in the buzz at his neck.
 
   Storm tugged on Tasha's sleeve. “What did Twist say?” he asked her.  Tasha cupped a hand to his ear, whispering.
 
   “I'm honor-bound to take my lady's side,” Twist said to Jonas with a long-suffering sigh.  Myra giggled with delight.  Twist took her hand, catching the tail of her heady, sparkling emotions as he bent to lay a kiss on her copper fingers.  Clearly pleased, Myra returned his kiss, giving him a quick peck on the cheek.
 
   “Well I'm not going to kiss you, that's for sure,” Jonas grumbled.
 
   Slightly giddy from the effect of Myra's delight on his Sight, Twist laughed at Jonas's comment.  The others followed suit, erasing the last shadows of the heavy conversation with Kima.  Jonas relented, shaking his head as he clearly fought to hide his smile.  Twist reveled in this lighter atmosphere after so many questions and uncomfortable implications.
 
   Saying that it would be best to help Twist and his friends leave tomorrow, when things could be properly explained to the rest of the village, Kima suggested they all try to rest until sunrise.  She and Storm brought blankets to their guests, but asked that they remain inside the pen until the village agreed to let them out.  Kima assured Steve and Ted that their skepticism was unneeded, and that it would be a simple matter to get the village's consent in the morning.
 
   While Storm was saying goodnight to Myra, Kima shook Jonas's hand and whispered so that only he and Twist would hear, “Please don't say anything to Storm or my father about our leaving with you.  And thank you for your help.”
 
   Jonas closed his eyes to give her a smile, while Twist gave a bow instead of shaking her hand as well.  Kima smiled at the two of them, apparently able to easily understand their somewhat odd behavior.  She and Storm left their guests then to lie down and rest in the billowing, misty surface of the cloud.
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    
 
   Twist woke slowly.  His dreams mingled gently into reality while he lay on the cool, soft surface of the cloud.  He opened his eyes to see that the sky was already turning blue beyond the ceiling of latticed branches above him.  He moved to stretch slightly, and suddenly remembered the airship crash, the previous night.  His body was sore in odd places, and his movements seemed sluggish, but he was happy to find that the comfort of the cloud top had done wonders to ease the stiffness in this neck and back.
 
   Woken by the new daylight as well, the others began to show signs of life not long after Twist sat up and began to test his wounds.  The small scrapes and bumps seemed to have healed pretty well during the night—thanks to the strange medical attention of Storm's Grandpa.  Twist pulled the bandage off of his brow and found nothing but a light tenderness there now.  When Myra joined him to wish him a good morning and ask how he was feeling, Twist was happy to report the good news.
 
   Kima appeared not long after, rushing to the pen while Storm followed beside her.  Tasha paused in her greeting as she caught sight of Kima's face. “What's happened?” Tasha asked the moment Kima moved close enough to hear her.
 
   “I'm sorry,” Kima said.
 
   “They're here!” Storm said, clearly frightened.
 
   “Who's here?” Jonas asked. “The Cyphers?”
 
   “They weren't supposed to come for another two days,” Kima said, already working to unlock the door to the pen. “But they arrived this morning, just before daybreak.  I only just heard.  You have to escape before they see you.”  The captives moved closer to the door as she pulled it open.  Twist paused to grab his walking stick from the luggage, abandoning the rest in the interest of speed.
 
   “Come with me,” Storm said, reaching in to take hold of Jonas's hand. “I'll take you to an airship.”
 
   “No argument here,” Steve said, following instantly with the others.
 
   “I'll do what I can to distract them,” Kima said, turning to run in another direction.
 
   She stopped in her tracks, and Storm did too.  Three large men in sand-colored cloaks now stood at the edge of the clearing around the pen, their hoods hanging low over their shadowed faces.  One of them held a tall wooden staff that was intricately carved with symbols all along its length, and a large clear crystal held in a claw-like cluster of roots at the top.
 
   “What is the meaning of this?” the man with the staff asked with a deep voice and an accent that reminded Twist of Tasha's.
 
   Rather than answer, Kima spun to look at Storm.  They stared at each other in equally bitter dismay.  Tasha looked to Niko and gave a nod.  Without hesitation, Niko lifted his left arm, pointing his fist directly at the three Cyphers.  A bolt of brilliant, blue-white lightning erupted from Niko's hand, flying at the Cyphers with a roaring crack.
 
   “No!” Kima screamed.
 
   The Cypher with the staff moved with amazing speed, holding it out before him just as the lightning reached him.  The raw current curled down the staff with a tight, electric whine, and then vanished without leaving the slightest mark behind.  Niko stared in disbelief, staggering back a step.  In the next instant, another Cypher made the motion of throwing something at Niko.  A fireball the size of a grapefruit burned into life in the air as it flew recklessly at its target with startling speed.
 
   Niko dove to the side as the others began to scatter.  The fireball slammed into the cloud and left a tunnel-like hole behind.  Another two fireballs flew into the crowd, one nearly striking Twist as Myra gave a shriek.  There was movement everywhere, screaming, fire, and open holes in the cloud beneath their feet.  Hardly aware of his actions in all of the fear and chaos, Twist took Myra's hand tightly and rushed for cover behind the nearby huts.
 
   “Stop!” the Cypher with the deep voice commanded suddenly.
 
   Before Twist and Myra had gone but a few steps, the world around them fell into a startling silence.  Twist's pace slowed in his confusion, and thankfully so.  A figure materialized out of nowhere, not two steps before him, cloaked in a sand-colored hood.  Twist stopped dead in his tracks as Myra bumped into him from behind, now only a few inches short of colliding with the Cypher.  The man reached up to pull his hood back, over his head.
 
   The Cypher looked middle-aged and strong, a good head and shoulders taller than Twist.  His skin was even more pale than Twist's and his hair was a bright, almost white, gold.  Twist stared in shock at the man's sudden appearance, unable to move as he looked into the Cypher's pale, lavender-gray eyes.  The Cypher, however, looked immediately at Myra, while she peered back over Twist's shoulder.
 
   “Your Majesty!” the Cypher breathed, his voice hollow.
 
   Twist heard Jonas curse behind him.  Twist's fright stole away his breath.  He gripped Myra's hand and took a step back with her, hardly aware of her terror against his Sight.  When Twist glanced around, he saw that the other two Cyphers had also removed their hoods to stare at Myra in wonder.  Twist's companions, while scattered around the clearing, seemed to be unharmed.  Everyone watched with curious horror in the new silence.
 
   “I... I don't understand,” the pale Cypher said, his eyes locked on Myra now. “How did you—” He stopped short, then dropped into a shallow bow. “My apologies, Your Majesty.  You were lost to us in Egypt.  I never expected to find you here.  Please forgive our rudeness.”
 
   Glancing around again, Twist saw that the other two Cyphers were bowing now too.  He looked at Myra over his shoulder and found her expression bewildered and frightened, matching the emotions that splashed through his Sight.  She looked to him as if for guidance.  Twist felt a pang of guilt, having none to offer her.
 
   “Lord Set also sends his apologies, I'm sure,” the Cypher went on when Myra didn't respond. “He took full responsibility for letting you fall into the hands of those thieves.  But I can assure Your Majesty that my master, Lord Loki, will be just as pleased as I am by your unexpected presence here.  He will gladly see to your every wish.”
 
   “What the hell is going on here?” Ted asked suddenly. “Who are you people?”
 
   The pale Cypher shot Ted a disgusted look. “Check them for Sights, and kill the normals,” he snapped at the other two Cyphers. “If you please, my lady,” he said sweetly to Myra, holding a hand out to her.  Twist felt a bright flash of indignation jolt through her against his Sight, while the others began to wake from their shock.
 
   “No!  You can't!” Storm gasped, still holding Jonas's hand and clinging to him tightly.
 
   “Oh, and take him as well,” the pale Cypher mentioned as the two advanced. “Lord Loki requested him.”
 
   Kima rushed to her son, while Niko, Steve, and Ted all began to put themselves themselves before the others.  The Cypher with the staff held the top of it over Niko's head, and after a moment the clear crystal gave off a red glow.
 
   “Normal,” the Cypher announced. “Kill this one.”
 
   “No!” Myra screamed as Tasha gasped in horror and reached for Niko.  The Cyphers all paused to look at Myra. “Oh, you horrible things!  Leave my friends alone!” she bellowed at them in a voice that shook with unseen tears. “You didn't lose me in Egypt, I was rescued.  I don't want to be your princess!”
 
   “Rescued?” the pale Cypher asked, eyeing Twist with indignation. “Friends?  Your Majesty, these wretched little people don't deserve your friendship.  We can be—”
 
   “I don't want you!” Myra snapped angrily, advancing on him but still clinging to Twist's hand.  The Cypher fell into a shallow bow once again. “I want them.  If you care at all for my wishes, you won't harm a single one of them.”
 
   “I see,” the Cypher muttered, his tone promising that he didn't. “Why don't you discuss your wish for companionship with my master?  I'm sure he wouldn't have any trouble with Your Majesty keeping a few pets.”
 
   “Pets?” Steve scoffed.  Tasha hushed him instantly, watching Myra now.
 
   “I don't want to see your stupid master,” Myra spat.
 
   “Uh, princess?” Jonas called gently.  Twist and Myra both turned to find him looking at them with pale, lilac eyes. “They're not going to leave us standing here, alive.  We're going to board their ship.”
 
   Myra gave Jonas a confused look, and turned to Twist.  Twist, meanwhile, caught the subtle fear that followed Jonas's words in the buzz at his neck.  Jonas seemed more uneasy than frightened.  Twist's mind leaped into understanding with unsteady feet: Jonas must have gotten a vision of them boarding a Cypher airship, which no one had seen yet.  His visions always came true, but he never willingly spoke of them, which explained the uneasiness Twist now sensed.
 
   “We should go with them, and speak to their master,” Twist said softly to Myra.  She gasped, looking at him in astonishment and horror. “Remember what I told you, my dear,” he said, giving her hand a light squeeze. “Don't be frightened.”
 
   Myra looked at him for a long moment, staring into his eyes with her own jeweled gaze.  He felt fear and uncertainty rage in her emotions, like waves under a gale.  Then, she slowly seemed to settle and turned to the pale Cypher.
 
   “I will only go with you if you promise not to hurt any of these people.  And I don't want them to leave my sight for an instant.”
 
   The Cypher frowned, still bowing.  After a moment he glanced up at her steady resolve. “As you wish, Majesty.”
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   Twist and his companions were led through the village in a solemn procession.  Twist held Myra's hand in his left and his walking stick in his right, ready at an instant to flee or fight.  Kima walked beside her son, whispering quickly to him in her language.  He nodded or shook his head as he listened, but stayed silent.  The others all remained quiet as they walked, led and flanked by the three Cyphers.  When Twist turned his attention to the buzz in his neck, he found a heavy sense of bitter resolve mixed with apprehension, but no real fear.  Twist took a deep breath, assuring himself that if Jonas wasn't frightened, then he had no call to be himself.
 
   The village was already beginning to wake around them.  People appeared at the sides of their procession, as if watching a silent parade.  Some of them gazed curiously at the captives, while others looked on them with cold disgust.  As more people appeared, Twist realized that any chance for escape was well past.  Without explanation, none of these villagers would lend them any aid.
 
   At the edge of the village, Twist could now see a large airship of a design he had never seen before.  It had no balloon, and no sails.  The thick, slab-like mass of the ship was in a diamond shape, with both elongated points stretching out fore and aft, and four long metal beams hung out from the flat faces of the shape.  Huge, whirring black propellers hummed with so much speed that they seemed almost invisible as they pointed themselves downward towards the open sky below.  Despite the obvious power of the engine, the ship only hovered, hanging perfectly still at the edge of the cloud.  The ship glinted gold and brass in the new daylight, the many large glass windows that were set into the metal hull shining like stars.
 
   As they got closer, Twist couldn't help but feel impressed by the sheer size of the airship.  It was as big as a train station, and seemed to have at least ten or eleven decks.  Small items that had looked decorative before could now be clearly seen as cannons mounted at every angle.  A huge slab of brass-colored metal hung down from the bottom of the ship like an open jaw, inviting them into the darkness within.  Twist shivered.
 
   “This is a good idea, right?” he muttered quietly to Jonas.
 
   “Probably not,” Jonas answered softly.
 
   Myra looked to Jonas with surprise.  “But you told us to surrender,” she said in a whisper.
 
   Jonas gave a shrug, not looking at her.  While Myra gave him a confused look, Twist caught her attention.
 
   “It's all right, my dear,” he said gently to her.  Jonas's anxious eyes caught his: cold, wary, and stone gray. “Is there anything we need to know?” Twist asked him with the same gentleness he'd shown Myra.
 
   Understanding flashed in Jonas's eyes, and he glanced away quickly. “No.  Just that we get on board.  I don't know what's going to happen after that.”
 
   “Oh, did he have a vision?” Myra asked Twist with a sudden excitement in her voice.  The buzz at Twist's neck sharpened so quickly that he winced against the feeling.
 
   “Let's not talk about it now,” Twist said to her with a tight smile.
 
   As Myra reluctantly acquiesced, Kima's voice caught Twist's attention.  She was holding her son around the shoulders, spitting vicious words at the Cypher that stood before her.  Storm looked sorrowfully between his mother and the Cypher, wringing his hands nervously.
 
   “What's going on?” Steve asked, watching now as well.
 
   “Can't you hear her?” Myra asked him in a hushed whisper.
 
   “Sure, but she ain't speaking English,” Steve responded with a frown.
 
   “Oh, she's not?” Myra asked, looking back to Kima.
 
   The Cypher, meanwhile, seemed to be losing his patience.  He barked a harsh-sounding word at her and held up a hand.  A small fireball sprang to life on his open palm.  Kima's words stilled, and her stern face tightened.
 
   “Mom, it's okay,” Storm said softly, pulling out of her grip. “I'll be fine.”
 
   Kima watched, helpless, as the Cypher put out his fireball and snatched Storm's wrist, turning to board the airship without another word to her.  Storm glanced back at her with a brave smile.  Kima stood still on the cloud as her son moved farther away.  She looked to Twist with eyes that were filled to the brim with meaning.  Twist gave her a slight nod, turning himself to follow along as the other two Cyphers led them aboard.
 
   They came to the lip of the metal drawbridge and found armed guards in sand-colored cloaks waiting on either side of it. They all looked at Myra in awe for an instant before giving her a respectful nod.  She hardly seemed to notice them as she and the others stepped onto the metal slab and walked up the incline, into the ship itself.
 
   A huge, dark entryway met them.  It was hard to guess the true size of the space, for the ceiling and far walls were hidden in shadow.  Oil lamps hung at eye level on long chains, but they only lit a relatively small pocket of space in the center of the wide, shining, brass floor.  Stepping into the light, Twist saw rings of symbols and strange designs drawn on the floor in gold.  The pale Cypher took a long staff from a hidden place in the shadows and lit the top of it off an oil lamp; the staff burned like a torch.
 
   “This way, if you please, Your Majesty,” the pale Cypher said with a sweeping gesture.
 
   “Wait, where are you taking him?” Tasha asked suddenly as the other two Cyphers led Storm away into the darkness.  The Cypher glanced at her, but didn't seem even slightly inclined to answer.
 
   “Answer the question,” Myra snapped at him tersely.
 
   “Please, don't trouble yourself, Your Majesty,” he said, still holding his hand out to lead her on. “The boy is merely a tool.  He hardly matters.”
 
   “No...” Tasha gasped, her face alight with horror. “You wouldn't!  You monsters!”
 
   “What?  What's going on?” Jonas asked her, clearly as confused as the others.  The Cypher let his gesturing hand drop to his side with a quiet sigh.
 
   “He has a Sight,” Tasha said urgently to Jonas. “And this villain just said that he's a tool to them.  Surely, they wouldn't.  He's only a boy!” she growled at the Cypher, who didn't appear disturbed by her words in the least.
 
   “Do you think they'd use the drug on him?” Niko asked her, uncharacteristically concerned.
 
   “What drug?” Jonas asked, frowning.
 
   “Majesty, if we could—“ the Cypher began calmly.
 
   “What are they talking about?” Myra demanded of him. “What are you going to do to Storm?  I expressly said that I didn't want any of my friends to leave my sight!”
 
   The Cypher's jaw tightened in annoyance, but his expression remained otherwise placid. “Yes, you did,” he toned smoothly. “I didn't imagine that you included the boy.  We've been using him for some time now, without any indication that he was important to you.”  Tasha shuddered.
 
   “Well, he is important to me,” Myra said sternly. “I want him back.”
 
   “I have orders from my master to collect the boy,” the Cypher said. “If you wish to change my orders, I suggest Your Majesty take the matter up with Lord Loki.”
 
   Myra pursed her lips, giving the Cypher a blazing glare.
 
   “Now, if we could continue,” the Cypher said calmly, gesturing again.
 
   Myra looked to Twist as if for guidance, once again.  Twist glanced away from her, ashamed of his vastly inadequate ability to offer support.  Standing as he was, in the darkness of a Cypher airship, surrounded by untold legions of fire-wielding and uncompassionate villains, it was all Twist could do not to give in to blind panic.  He gripped her hand firmly and forced himself to meet her eyes again.
 
   “There's nothing else to do now, but meet our fate,” he said as calmly as he could.
 
   Myra gave a slight sigh, but nodded.
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   “I hate this room,” Twist declared, staring down at the floor of the chamber where their guide had left them.
 
   It was a perfectly circular room, the size of a small town square, with four doors set into the walls like points on a compass.  There were curving bookshelves set against the walls here and there, full to bursting with volumes in many different languages.  There were desks and chairs of curious design—all made of metal and glass, and padded with gold-embroidered fabrics in patterns that reminded Twist of India.  There were scattered notes and pages on almost every surface, along with ink pens and metal devices that could have been navigational guides in previous centuries.  The ceiling was smooth and black, painted with silver stars like the night sky.  But it was only the floor that bothered Twist.
 
   The floor of the room was a single, circular, piece of crystal-clear glass.  It was reinforced with thin bars of golden metal that stretched out like a spider web beneath it, but there was still plenty of open glass to look through, down to the earth nearly a mile below them.  There was only a thin strip of metal along the edge of the room—a mere four inches deep—that was not transparent.  Twist was currently braced beside a bookcase, trying desperately not to stand on the glass.
 
   “I think it's safe,” Jonas called, crouching near the middle of the room to stare down into the abyss.
 
   “You think everything's safe!” Twist yelled back. “You're insane.”
 
   “Who the hell builds a room like this, anyway?” Steve asked, also staying to the sides of the glass, and standing only over the metal seams. “I mean, I don't have any problem with heights or anything, but this is just weird.”
 
   “A Cypher builds a room like this,” Tasha said softly.  She had seated herself in a chair that had wide, crab-like golden legs reaching out on either side of it. “They like to watch others.”
 
   “I don't like Cyphers,” Myra said bitterly.  She bit at her lip as she stood on the glass near Twist.
 
   “Myra, it's all right,” Twist said, happy to focus on her fear rather than his own for a moment. “They can't keep you.”  She looked up to him hopefully. “If they try to take you away, if anything happens to separate us, you can always leave your body and come back to me, remember?”
 
   “Of course!” she said, smiling brightly.  A moment later, her smile darkened. “But, then they'd have my puppet.”
 
   “It's only a part of you,” Twist said as calmly as he could with his toes hanging out over the glass. “Besides, you know a djinn who will grant any wish for you.  We can work it out later.  The important thing is that we stay together.”
 
   “I swear, these conversations are getting stranger by the minute,” Ted said.
 
   “You weren't awake last night when the Indians first showed up in the moon,” Steve said back to him.
 
   “Look,” Niko said to them, rubbing at an eyebrow in irritation, “just keep quiet and stay out of the way.  We will handle this, and we'll get you two home safely as well.  All right?”
 
   “Sure, kid,” Ted said flatly. “Whatever you say.”
 
   Niko turned to Tasha. “Would it really be all that wrong if I just shot them with my bow and left them unconscious for the rest of the day?”
 
   “Yes, it would,” she responded softly, not looking up. “Please don't let your temper take you now, my dear.”  Niko grumbled something to himself and crossed his arms.
 
   “Well,” Jonas said, standing up and walking closer to the others, “I've got a question before we meet this Loki guy.”  Tasha looked up to him expectantly. “Who the hell is this Loki guy?”
 
   “The Norse god of mischief,” Twist supplied.
 
   “Knew that,” Jonas said, pointing to him. “But that Cypher talked about him as a leader.  So, are we about to meet the top Cypher, or just a general?”
 
   “He's one of the five Cypher leaders,” Tasha said with a resigned tone to her smooth voice. “We only escaped Lord Set in Egypt because we took his men by surprise.  But this is Loki's airship.  Loki is infamous as being the most ruthless of all the Cypher leaders.  He's just about as powerful as Aden is to the Rooks, within Cypher society.  But, of course, Aden is bound to at least pretend to use his resources for good, or he would lose respectability.  Cypher politics are quite the opposite.”
 
   “I see,” Jonas said. “So, basically, he's seriously bad news and we would be squashed flat if we did anything to oppose him in any way.”
 
   “Basically, yes,” Niko said, nodding.
 
   “But he thinks Myra is some kind of princess,” Jonas pointed out.
 
   “I am a princess,” Myra said with a pout.
 
   “Of course, love.  I'm just getting our facts together here.”
 
   “I don't have any idea why they're treating Myra the way they are,” Tasha said with a sigh. “All I can guess is that they know the legends of her.  They find all their power in legends and myths, so they should at least know about her.  But I can't imagine why any of them would bow to her or why they kidnapped her back in Suez.”
 
   “In Egypt, they said they wanted to make me their princess,” Myra said with a shrug. “They said they wanted to worship me or something.  Give me everything I've ever wanted, and all that.”
 
   “And you refused them?” Twist asked quietly.
 
   “Of course I did,” she said, looking at him as if he were being silly. “I want to be with you, not those people.”
 
   “Someday, you're really going to have to explain that to me,” he said, edging himself just a hair farther into the wall, and off of the glass.  Myra looked at him as if he wasn't making any sense at all.
 
   “Twist...” Jonas said with a sigh, drawing Twist's attention.  Jonas was rubbing at his neck. “Can you calm down and get off the wall for a minute?  The floor is perfectly safe.”
 
   “I like the wall,” Twist snapped back. “What's wrong with the wall?”
 
   Jonas glanced down between his feet, into the soft glow of daylight that rose to fill the room. “Just don't look down,” he offered, looking back up to Twist.
 
   “You're far too calm about all of this, you know that?” Twist grumbled at him, not moving.
 
   “You're just being a little fraidy Twist.”
 
   Twist gaped at him in dismay. “You're a madman!  A pathologically unfrightenable madman!”
 
   “Wow, you're actually so scared that you can't come up with a good insult?” Jonas asked, his eyebrows rising in surprise.
 
   “Oh, I'll insult you, you damn, danger-obsessed, brigand of a pirate cur!”
 
   “Oh, good,” Jonas said, putting a hand to his chest as he took a relieved breath. “You had me worried for a moment there.”
 
   “You two are so very odd,” Myra said, looking at them both sadly.
 
   “See?  You're frightening the princess,” Jonas said with a mockingly serious tone. “Better peel yourself off that wall before she starts to worry about you.”
 
   “I like the bloody wall!” Twist bellowed at him.
 
   “You know, we might be about to die here,” Niko mentioned, staring at Jonas and Twist in disbelief. “How about you two continue insulting each other later, supposing we all survive?”
 
   The soft sound of a door closing silenced the room.  Twist's anger vanished as he looked to the man who had just entered the room.  He was tall, with straight blond hair cut short, and what was visible of his face was the color of pale honey.  Both eyes were covered with white-lensed, golden goggles, and almost the entire left half of his face was wrapped with thin, molded plates of gold that clung like a second skin down past his jaw and under his collar.  His arms were crossed as he leaned casually against the door frame, but while his right hand appeared to be flesh and blood, the left one was only made of open, shining, golden bars of metal in a skeletal design.  He was clothed in the same sand-colored cloak that Cyphers always seemed to favor, with a sharp black suit underneath.
 
   “Loki?” Jonas asked.
 
   “Lord Loki, if you don't mind,” Loki responded cordially.  It took Twist a moment to realize that Loki had a quite upper-class London accent.
 
   “I mind,” Jonas said with a half bow.  Tasha's hand flew up to her lips to cover her shock.
 
   Loki, however, laughed and clapped—a strange sound coming from his quite different hands. “A very funny clown,” he declared happily. “You have good taste in pets, Your Majesty,” he said to Myra.
 
   “Thank you,” Myra said, her tone cautious.
 
   Loki pushed himself off of the doorframe and walked closer to her, holding a pleasant smile all the while.  He stopped before her and held out his human hand to her.  When she offered her own, he bent to lay a gentle kiss on her copper fingers.
 
   “It's a pleasure to finally meet you,” he said smoothly, with all the grace of a gentleman. “I'm sure you will be very happy here with us.”
 
   “Don't get ahead of yourself, sir,” Myra said coldly as she snatched her hand back from him. “I never said anything about staying with you.”
 
   His smile deepened, with a subtle danger lurking at its edges. “You will decide to stay.”  It sounded half like a prophecy, half like a command.
 
   “I have no faith in anyone who is cruel to children,” Myra said, loftily.
 
   “Oh,” Loki said with a dismissive grin. “Don't worry about the little boy with the pink eyes.  He's a freak, you see: one of the Sighted.  It's not like he's a normal child.”
 
   “A freak, you say?” Myra toned, her eyes glancing to his mechanical hand and the metal-covered portions of his face.  It was difficult to guess at the change in his expression, as his eyes were totally covered, but the twitch in his jaw made Twist very nervous.
 
   “Would you like some tea?” Loki asked Myra pleasantly.
 
   “Tea would only make me rust, but thank you,” Myra said back with obviously forced pleasantries.
 
   “My mistake,” Loki said with a nod. “Then name anything you would like.  No matter what it is, whether it exists or not.  I can give you anything.”
 
   Twist couldn't believe that the weight of his last few words didn't crack the glass under his feet.  But he found himself quite unconcerned about the glass floor as he watched Myra seem to consider Loki's offer.  He wasn't totally sure if the pleased smile on her shining, child-like, and painfully beautiful metal face was there because she was genuinely intrigued, or if she was just faking it to buy time.  The others were watching her closely, no one moving yet.
 
   “But, you know, I liked that little freak,” she said with determination. “He was ever so darling.”
 
   If Loki was disappointed, he hid it well. “Very well, then I'll bring him to you as soon as I'm finished using him.”
 
   Myra's smile fell into a glare. “I have to wait?” she asked coldly. “I don't like people who make me wait.  I don't think I like you at all.”
 
   Loki jerked, surprised by her blunt words.  Tasha gasped again.  Twist held his breath, feeling Jonas's alert attention burn in the buzz at his neck.  Loki looked at her for a moment before he seemed to come to a decision.
 
   “All right,” he said. “But he's not in wonderful shape just now.  If you wait a few minutes, I can have him cleaned up...”  His voice drifted off as Myra's expression darkened. “Now.  All right.  I see.  Very well.  You can have him now.”
 
   Loki took a step back from Myra and then snapped his metal fingers.  There was a flash of light, and then Storm was suddenly, inexplicably, sitting on the glass at his feet.  His skin was ashen, his usually pink eyes now gray and colorless, and his hands were tied behind his back.  Everyone in the room moved towards him in their shock, but Myra was the closest.  The fear in her gasp shot through Twist's heart like a needle of ice.  She dropped to her knees beside Storm and wrapped him in her arms.  He didn't respond in any way to her touch, calling her to take the sides of his face in both hands.
 
   “Storm?” she cooed, her voice wavering with fear. “Sweetie, can you hear me?”
 
   “Yes, I can,” Storm said, his voice smooth as ice.  He made no other response.  His eyes remained vacant and unfocused.  Myra stared at him in horror.
 
   “Like I said,” Loki said, watching her with no apparent emotion, “I can have him cleaned up if you want.”
 
   “What have you done to him?” Myra snapped up at Loki, her voice shaking with fear.
 
   “I can fix him,” Loki said calmly.
 
   “Do it,” she said darkly. “This very instant.”
 
   Loki seemed confused by her, but he crouched down near Storm all the same.  He flicked a metal finger, which instantly produced a thin beam of intense light that cut through the ties on Storms wrists.  Turning that off, he pulled a small syringe of clear liquid from his coat pocket and injected the contents into Storm's slender neck.
 
   “Just give it a second,” Loki said, standing up again.
 
   Storm started to blink slowly, and the color of his eyes darkened with each blink.  In a moment, he reached up to his head and let out a low moan.
 
   “Storm?” Myra cooed again, her hands holding him steady as his body slipped towards the floor. “Are you all right?”
 
   “Myra?” he muttered, trying to focus on her face with fully pink eyes.
 
   “Yes, it's me, honey,” she said sweetly, pulling him into her arms. “It's all over.”
 
   “Yes, it is,” Niko said.
 
   To everyone's surprise, Niko had stepped close behind Loki while everyone had been focused on Storm.  Loki had only an instant to turn halfway around before Niko grabbed the back of his neck with his wire-covered hand and sent arcing waves of blue lightning flashing over him.  Loki screamed and convulsed while the lightning sparked off the metal, burned holes in his clothes, and scorched his skin.  He suddenly turned and threw his left arm at Niko's chest, knocking him back and breaking the connection.  He fell to one knee, took a breath, and rose again, turning quickly on Niko with bared teeth and a raised metal fist.
 
   Before Twist realized what he was doing, he had rushed forward, dug the electric tip of his cane into Loki's back, and hit the switch.  There was no visible lightning this time, but Loki screamed again anyway.  Niko lunged forward, grabbing Loki's throat this time.  A moment later Loki's scream died and he fell, smoking, to the glass floor.  All Twist heard in the following silence was his own quickly beating heart.
 
   “Holy hell,” Jonas said, breaking the stunned pause first.  He stood before Myra and Storm, a large book still held in his hands, ready to bludgeon if needed. “Did you kill him?”
 
   Tasha leaned down over Loki and switched her knife she'd drawn to her other hand as she pressed her fingers to the flesh side of his neck. “There's a pulse, but it's very weak.”
 
   “Got it,” Niko said, reaching down.
 
   “No,” Tasha said, grabbing his hand.  Twist now saw that his skin had been blackened, and he was holding his chest with his other hand, protectively.  Niko shot her a glare.
 
   “If he wakes up, he won't hesitate to kill us.”
 
   “Do you really want another death in your life, Niko?” Tasha asked him coolly.
 
   His brilliant blue eyes went icy in a moment. “Don't go there.”
 
   “Don't kill him,” Tasha said, letting go of his hand and looking down to Loki. “You don't have to.  Not like this. Not even if he is a monster.  It certainly won't stop anyone else from wanting revenge on us.”
 
   Twist looked down to find Myra and Storm holding each other tightly, with matching expressions of horror.  He put his cane into the holster on his back, under his jacket, and knelt down to them.
 
   “Myra?” he asked gently.
 
   She seemed to snap out of a trance when her eyes fell on him, and her face warmed into an amazed but subtle smile.  She held Storm a little more closely with one hand, and reached out to Twist with the other.
 
   “Oh darling,” she toned, squeezing his hand. “Thank you,” she breathed, splashing terror, relief, and shock over his Sight in total chaos. “Don't ever do that again.”
 
   “Wait, did Twist do that?” Storm asked her, aghast. “Damn!  I wish I could see him!”
 
   “Um,” Ted toned uncertainly, looking at Niko with wide eyes. “Young man?  I'm sorry for everything I ever said to you.  I didn't mean any of it,” he added earnestly while Steve nodded beside him.  Niko rolled his eyes and rubbed at his chest, wincing slightly.
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   “So, we saved the boy and almost killed the bad guy,” Jonas said. “Now what?”
 
   “We have to get out of here,” Twist said, watching the smoke drift up off of Loki.
 
   “Good, we're moving forward on a plan,” Jonas said, nodding. “How?”
 
   Everyone fell into silent contemplation for a moment.  Twist, for his part, couldn't imagine a single way to even leave the room without being seen, let alone how to get away entirely.  They were hanging in space, nearly a mile in the sky, and the only solid ground nearby was populated with people who didn't know to trust them.  His thoughts jumbled themselves up with fear and confusion the more he tried to calm them down.  He was starting to feel a bit dizzy.
 
   Twist took his watch in his hand instantly, like reaching out to stop a fall.  The moment the cool, brushed brass touched his fingers, Twist felt a grounding, solid, and comforting swell of relief in his heart.  He closed his eyes and listened to the tiny clockwork tick steadily through his Sight: emotionless, constant, and totally secure.  His chaotic thoughts fell into order slowly.
 
   “Oh heavens, what am I doing?” Myra gasped suddenly. “Idris!” she called into the empty air. “Idris, I wish you were here!”  Storm looked to her in sudden but silent dismay.
 
   “Always a nice thing to hear,” a deep, happy-sounding voice said from behind Myra.
 
   Everyone turned to see the djinn standing in the center of the glass floor as if he'd been there all along.  The crawling tattoos on his face and bare scalp glowed softly for a moment before falling back into their normal black, against his pure-white skin.  The coat of his cream-colored suit was slung casually over his shoulder by a single finger, while his shirt hung open over his chest, under a long wreath of white, tropical flowers.  His feet were bare, glasses with dark blue lenses covered his eyes, and in one hand held half of a coconut, with a small paper umbrella sticking out of the top of it at an angle.
 
   Jeffrey Simian, the genteel baboon that Idris had once transfigured out of a coffee pot, stood beside him on his hand-like feet, now wearing a straw hat instead of his bowler, and a tan-colored suit with a very bright green waistcoat.  He straightened his monocle and smiled at them all as he continued eating the banana he was holding.
 
   “How can I help you, my favorite clockwork princess?” Idris asked brightly.
 
   “Where were you, a minute ago?” Jonas asked, staring at their attire.
 
   “Aruba,” Jeffrey said, over-enunciating as if he enjoyed saying the word.
 
   “Oh dear,” Idris said, nudging his dark glasses down his nose to peer at Loki on the floor. “Is he all right?”
 
   “He did it,” Jonas said, pointing at Twist.
 
   Idris laughed. “Yeah, right.”  Twist glared at him, affronted.
 
   “Idris, thank you for coming,” Myra said, getting to her feet.
 
   Twist noticed that while Storm stayed close to Myra even after she let him go, the boy was staring at Idris with a cold and silent energy that stuck Twist distinctly as silent hatred and rage.  Twist frowned, startled by the boy's severe reaction to the djinn, and couldn't fathom any sort of reason for it.  Not noticing any of this, Myra continued to speak to Idris.
 
   “I desperately need your help.”
 
   “Help?” Idris asked. “You mean you haven't thought of an interesting and original wish?”
 
   “Well, no...  I need help,” she said slowly. “You said you'd do anything for me.”
 
   “That's because you have wonderful wishes,” Idris said.
 
   “I also saved you from the Rooks,” Myra pointed out.
 
   “True,” Idris said with a sigh. “Well, what sort of help do you need?”
 
   “You said you can make people forget things,” Myra said.
 
   “Brilliant!” Jonas said, smiling at her. “Myra, sweetheart, I really do love you.”  Startled but clearly pleased by this unexpected declaration, Myra smiled at him bashfully.
 
   “Well,” Idris toned, watching Jonas carefully, “I can make a person forget one thing...”
 
   “Can you make him forget the last, oh, twenty minutes?” Myra asked, pointing to Loki.
 
   “I could,” Idris said, a smile spreading over his face. “Who is he, anyway?”
 
   “Lord Loki of the Cyphers,” Myra said quickly.  Jeffrey choked on his banana, and Idris and he both looked at her as if she'd suddenly caught on fire.  Idris shot Twist a glare.
 
   “Myra, my pet,” Idris said, laying both hands gently on her arms, “you need better friends,” he said earnestly.  Twist would have been more offended if he hadn't been distracted by the fact that both the coconut and Idris's jacket had vanished without a trace somewhere.
 
   “You should come with us to Aruba,” Jeffrey said.
 
   “Yes!” Idris said happily. “Sand, surf, sun, and little paper umbrellas in every drink.”
 
   “All those things would make me rust,” Myra said softly.
 
   “Damn,” Idris said, frowning. “How about a pony, then?  Girls like ponies.”
 
   “Please, I wish you could just make this man forget the last twenty minutes or so.”
 
   “And they call Loki the trickster,” Idris muttered, looking at her through narrowed eyes. “Very well, if that's your wish, then it's my command, I suppose.”  He took a deep breath and walked over to where Loki lay, still smoking slightly. “You know, he's going to wonder why he's a bit … well, crispy, once he wakes up.”
 
   “That'll be his problem,” Jonas said flatly.
 
   Idris shrugged and then leaned down over Loki.  He pointed one white finger at Loki's ear, and held it there until a tiny, shimmering, purple wisp of smoke reached out of his ear and wrapped itself around Idris's finger.  Idris then pulled his finger out and waved it about until the smoke vanished into the air.
 
   “Now, can I do anything else for you, my pet?” he asked, smiling at Myra.
 
   “Where should we go?” she asked Twist.  Twist looked back at her, painfully aware once again that he didn't know all that much about geography.
 
   “We were headed to New York, to begin with,” he offered.  The day before felt like years away now.
 
   “Can you take us all to New York?  All but him of course,” she added with a point to Loki, “And can you do it before he wakes up and orders us all killed?” she asked, ending in a bright smile.
 
   “That's no fun at all!” Idris snapped, crossing his arms. “Where's the imaginative, inventive, and crazy-as-a-box-of-frogs Myra that I remember?”
 
   “Well, I'm scared right now,” she said, pouting at him. “I'm not in the mood to be crazy.  I'm trying to save the people I care about from being killed!”
 
   “Wait, scared?” Idris said, his voice softer.
 
   “Yes, scared,” she said, nodding. “That man on the floor is a monster, and there are more monsters all over this ship.  I don't like it here, and I'm scared.”
 
   Twist wanted instantly to go to her, to do anything to make her feel safe once again, but then he realized that she wasn't looking at him as she spoke.  She wasn't even standing near him.  She always went to him when she was afraid.  He never had to go to her.
 
   “Well, I can't have that,” Idris said sternly. “Come on, everyone join hands in a circle.  You two,” he said, pointing to Myra and Jonas, “take care of him,” he said, pointing now to Twist.
 
   Myra and Jonas each took a hand from Twist while everyone else—including Jeffrey—joined hands in a circle on the glass floor.  The calm nonchalance of white fog that Jonas's touch brought helped Twist not to worry too much about the glass.  Myra's touch, however, showed no signs of real fear whatsoever.  He looked to her curiously, wondering why he couldn't feel what she had expressed a moment ago.  She smiled at him softly and gave him a wink, before washing the smile from her face to look at Idris nervously.
 
   “New York City, right?” Idris asked unhappily. “Are you sure you wouldn't rather go to the moon?”
 
   “I wish you would take us all to New York,” Myra said certainly.
 
   “All right, all right,” Idris said with a sigh. “Now, everyone...” he said, before he blinked his eyes.  When he opened them again, they were all standing in the sunlight, in a wide grass field surrounded by trees and tall buildings on all sides.  A winding path cut through the meadow they stood in, with wooden benches and iron streetlights placed to the side of all the little turns.  “...we're here,” Idris said, letting go of Jeffrey's and Tasha's hands.
 
   “Oh!  Thank you, Idris!” Myra said, freeing her hands to clap them happily.
 
   Idris looked at her seriously and walked up to her, while everyone else looked around at their new surroundings in differing levels of shock and amazement.  Idris stopped before her and studied her face carefully.
 
   “Say, 'I wish I had a puppy',” he told her.
 
   Myra complied, speaking flatly.  Idris held out his hands and a Labrador puppy with soft golden curls and a huge pink bow appeared sudden in his hands, wreathed in a wisp of purple smoke.  Myra let out a yelp of joy at the sight of the animal, her smile brighter than the sun.  Idris handed her the puppy and continued to watch her seriously as Myra cooed over the puppy and nuzzled its soft fur with her shiny copper nose.
 
   “Do you still feel scared, now?” he asked her.
 
   “What?” she asked through a giggle as the puppy licked her face. “No, not at all!”
 
   “That's good,” Idris said, nodding with satisfaction.
 
   Twist watched this entire display silently.  Somehow, he felt deeply inadequate for not being able to produce anything Myra asked for by merely snapping his fingers.
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   As soon as Ted and Steve found that they were in a city that they knew, and were no longer in immediate danger of being killed, they bid the others goodbye and disappeared, heading for the air-porter's office at the docks.  Tasha said that she needed to tell Aden what had happened as soon as possible, in case Idris's memory magic on Loki wasn't enough to ensure their safety.  The other Cyphers could still remember all of them being led into the room in which their leader would be found badly injured.
 
   “We should try to stay out of sight for the moment,” Tasha advised. “Just in case.  I don't think we should go to the next theater that Aden set up for us yet, until we know what's happening.”
 
   As no one had a reason to protest, they decided to all go with Tasha into the city.  She took them past the tall, modern buildings, along the wide boulevards, and eventually down a narrow alley not far from the bank of a long river.  She knocked at an unmarked door and waited.  Twist looked around at the loose trash in the alley and thought he heard a cat cry out in surprise somewhere around a corner.
 
   The door opened and a strikingly attractive young lady, wearing a purple sateen dress with a turquoise-feathered bonnet nestled on her black curls, looked out.  Twist was so fascinated by her unique features—at once looking like girls he'd seen in Asia, and also completely western—that he didn't notice the silver pistol in her purple-gloved hand. “Password?” she asked pleasantly.
 
   “What is it, February?” Tasha muttered to Niko.  He nodded. “Peggotty's lost another button,” Tasha said calmly to the woman with the gun.
 
   “Welcome to Hudson's,” the lady in purple said, lowering her weapon and opening the door wide.
 
   Tasha and Niko stepped through first, and began to climb a tightly curving metal staircase up to what appeared to be the third floor.  Twist followed them and was amazed to find what looked like a cafe at the top of the stairs.  The wide room was showered in sunlight from the large, half-dome windows that filled three walls, and there were tables and chairs set up in cozy little nooks in a forest of potted plants and huge silver bird cages.  People sat here and there in small groups or alone, puffing on tall glass pipes of the sort Twist had seen Idris enjoy.
 
   Everything was silver, green, or muted in color, giving the room the appearance of a jungle, haunted by wafts of sweet-smelling, softly-colored smoke.  It took Twist a moment to realize that each of the bird cages contained large, black, birds: they looked very much like rooks to him.  A man with a tightly curling mustache on his lip and a white apron hanging from his waist met them at the stairs.
 
   “How many?” he asked.
 
   Tasha glanced back over her companions and answered.  The waiter nodded and glanced around the room.  He then turned to her with a smile and asked her to follow him.  He took them to two round tables set against a window and half hidden by a wall of bird cages and green ferns.  There was a silver lantern on each table, but there was little need for them in the sunlight.  Everyone but Tasha took a place—Twist, Jonas, Myra, and Storm at one table, while Niko, Idris, and Jeffrey took the other—and Tasha ordered coffee for everyone.  She glanced at Storm and Myra, and amended the order to six coffees and one hot cocoa.  The waiter nodded with a smile and then left, disappearing into the smoke and ferns.  Tasha looked to the others.
 
   “They have a mirror station set up in the back room,” she said, nodding at the only wall in the room that wasn't filled with windows. “I'll go speak with Aden.  We're all perfectly safe here.  This is a Rook safe house,” she added to everyone but Niko. “Enjoy your coffees and relax.  I'll be back in a few minutes.”
 
   Jonas laughed softly as she walked away, leaning back in his chair and looking around. “Who would have ever thought I'd be safe in a Rook safe house...”
 
   “Pirate,” Niko spat, almost playfully.
 
   “Magpie,” Jonas shot back.  Niko rolled his eyes.
 
   Jonas caught sight of a clock that hung between two windows, and nudged Twist.  Without needed explanation, Twist drew his watch out and handed it to Jonas.  Storm jerked when he did so, looking Twist in the eyes as if he hadn't realized he was there at all.  Jonas finished re-setting the time and handed the watch back to Twist.  The moment it was in his hands again, Storm's eyes lost their hold on Twist.  The boy sighed and looked away.  Then he saw Jeffrey.  The monkey was nibbling at the edges of his straw hat to smooth out the rim.  Storm leaned a little closer and gave him a smile.
 
   “Hello, Jeffrey,” he said hopefully.
 
   “Good afternoon,” Jeffrey responded with a slight nod.  He put his hat back on his head.
 
   “Are there many bananas in Aruba?” Storm asked.
 
   “Millions, my boy, millions,” Jeffrey said luxuriously. “And different varieties as well.  Have you ever heard of a plantain?” he asked, leaning forward and putting his tiny clasped hands on the tabletop.
 
   “No, I haven't,” Storm said, sounding as if he wanted to know more.  His face was awash with wonder and delight as he spoke with the talking monkey about tropical fruit.  Twist wondered if this was something Storm had always wanted to do.
 
   Jonas leaned closer to Twist. “So, what are we going to do with the kid?”
 
   Twist gave a shrug as he watched Storm and Jeffrey get deeply entrenched in their conversation.  Myra and Niko were watching them as well.  Idris looked through the bars of the bird cage behind him at the other patrons of the cafe.
 
   “Sure, we rescued him,” Jonas said. “But what do we do with him now?”
 
   “Why can't he just stay with us?” Myra asked softly.
 
   Jonas looked at her seriously. “Because he's a child.  And weird.”
 
   “Wait, what are you talking about?” Storm asked suddenly, holding a cup of cocoa now.
 
   The waiter had returned with the drinks and was placing them on the tables before them.  Jeffrey gave him a thankful nod and dropped a lump of sugar into his coffee cup, stirring with the little spoon.  The waiter only stared at him for a moment before smiling back and moving on.  Twist wondered how often he saw this sort of thing, in a place like this.
 
   “We're talking about where we should put you, bright-eyes,” Jonas said, slipping his goggles back on and then looking at Storm through the opaque black lenses.
 
   Storm's face washed over with fear.  He set his cocoa down. “You're gonna leave me?” he asked, his voice cold. “Why?  Where?  What did I do?”
 
   “It's all right, Storm,” Myra said, petting his back.
 
   “Jon, can't I stay with you?” he said Jonas quickly.
 
   “Do I look like a babysitter?” Jonas asked flippantly. “Besides, you'll need to get back to your mother somehow.  I'll bet she'll be terribly worried when she finds out you're missing.”
 
   Storm's gaze drifted down unhappily. “But she's with the Cyphers...  I can't go back,” he said softly, rubbing at his own wrists. “You saw what that drug does.  It strips the person away from the Sight, so that they can be used like a tool.  It's horrible,” he said, looking up to them pleadingly. “My Sight goes crazy when they give it to me.  There's so much—” His quick words stopped suddenly and he swallowed nervously. “It really hurts.  And I can't stop.”
 
   Myra made a soothing tone and gave his shoulder a supportive squeeze.  No one else said anything.  Twist looked at Jonas, noting the rampant reluctance he felt pulsing through the buzz in his neck.
 
   “If Mom helps them to find me, they'll do it all again,” Storm said, seeming to find a little more strength.
 
   “Your mother isn't stupid,” Jonas said. “She won't put you in danger.”
 
   “She did when she took me out of school,” Storm muttered darkly. “I was fine there.”
 
   “What about the Rooks?” Twist asked. “Surely Aden will have a plan for him.”
 
   “Oh, sure, Aden's such a sweetheart,” Jonas said. “I'd trust him with a helpless child.”
 
   “I'm ten and a half,” Storm said firmly. “I'm not a little kid.”
 
   Idris laughed to himself, inviting a glare from Storm. “I'm nearly eight and a half thousand years old by your calendar,” he said smoothly. “You should be proud to be so young.”
 
   “Well then,” Jonas said, “what would you do with him, oh wise and ancient one?”
 
   “I said I was old,” Idris said, waving a finger. “I never said anything about wise.  Besides, I'm a convict.  You don't want my advice.”
 
   “But I can help you two,” Storm said, gesturing to Twist's chair and to Jonas. “I know stuff.  I can help you find out why your Sights don't work on each other: why you're linked together so strongly.”  His words made Twist's skin crawl, and he felt a coldness ripple down his spine, emanating from the buzz at his neck as the words flew out of the boy. ”Twist reaches into your soul all the time,” Storm said to Jonas far too casually, “and you can feel it.  I'd be scared too—”
 
   “Storm, shut the hell up,” Jonas snapped, his voice as cold and sharp as a blade.  Storm winced against it and dropped his gaze fearfully to his cocoa.
 
   Twist looked up to find Jonas already pulling his goggles off to look back at him.  Jonas's eyes were a stony gray, but glowing brightly all the same.  Twist saw an undefended, curious, and white-hot fear in his eyes that echoed his own thoughts.  Twist hadn't considered all of the implied ends of Storm's unnatural knowledge.  What if the boy was right?  What would they learn about each other with his help?  What would they learn about themselves?  Would they want to know?  Could they turn away from a chance to know?  Twist looked away with an uneasy sigh.  He found everyone else staring at him and Jonas in a somewhat disturbed way.
 
   “What?” he asked.  They all looked away.
 
   “Look, I don't see the future,” Storm said carefully, “but I see everything else in dreams.  I'm not useless.  I can do a lot to help you.  And now we're finally together.  But if you send me away...”  He shook his head, looking like he might break into tears if he got any more wound up.
 
   Myra looked to Twist pleadingly.  Niko scowled at his coffee.  Idris and Jeffrey both sighed heavily and shared a sorrowful glance.  The reluctance in Twist's neck was getting tight enough to be almost painful.  Twist turned to Jonas again and took his hand.  The wave of white fog receded in his mind, as always.  Jonas looked back at Twist, his eyes turning a deep purple in Twist's Sight.  There was a very subtle shift in Twist's mind, a clarity as thin as winter sunlight, and Twist knew the connection was in place.
 
   The reluctance that had wandered around in his Sight before was now clear enough to speak for itself.  They had helped Storm as they had promised to, but his mother would be concerned to find that her son had disappeared.  It could be a while before they could be safely reunited.  If he wasn't with them, he'd be alone with the Rooks and a powerful Sight.  Still, the life Twist and his companions usually led was anything but sedate.  Twist could feel the uneasiness at the edge of Jonas's feeling on the matter: he wasn't thrilled about even sharing his honest sympathy for Storm with Twist.
 
   The same truths seemed perfectly clear in Twist's own thoughts as well, and he opened them for Jonas to see.  Maybe they could find a good place for Storm later, or even find a way to get him back to his mother.  But right now, it seemed cruel to leave him alone.  He was so distressed at the thought of leaving them.  Twist also couldn't help but feel that Storm would be safer with them, if the Cyphers were going to be hunting him.  The Rooks were a large organization.  Something as small as an unattached little boy could easily fall through the cracks.
 
   Somewhere out in the rest of the world, Twist barely noticed a voice ask, “Are they … talking to each other?”  Someone else said, “I think so...”
 
   Jonas gave a sigh, both inside his thoughts and out in the real world.  There was nothing for it.  The only thing they could do was keep the boy with them, at least until a better situation presented itself.  He had fallen into their care.  They had to do their best by him.
 
   Jonas nodded and looked away, breaking the high, thin, subtle contact first.  Twist took his hand back and waited a moment for the fog to disperse and the world to realign itself in his awareness.  When he looked up, everyone at the table was watching him and Jonas—except for Storm, who was only watching Jonas.
 
   Idris spoke first. “Did you two just have a moment?  Or was that some kind of very weird and silent debate?”
 
   “The second one,” Jonas said flatly, putting his goggles back on.
 
   “What did you come up with?” Storm asked, speaking as if he was trying to sound impartial.  The eagerness in his eyes blew the act to bits.
 
   “The only thing we can think of,” Twist said, “is to keep you with us until we can figure out something else.”  Storm didn't respond.
 
   “You can stay with us!” Myra said to Storm triumphantly.  Relief and joy bloomed brilliantly on his face.
 
   “But you're going back to your mom as soon as it's safe,” Jonas said suddenly, pointing a finger squarely at Storm's smile. “We're not kidnappers.”
 
   “Oh,” Storm said, his smile dimming. “But I've got time now?” he asked, brightening up again. “After all those dreams, I actually get to be with you?”
 
   “Yeah, whatever,” Jonas grumbled, though Twist felt the tension in his neck begin to ease.  Bliss washed over Storm again.
 
   “Well, isn't that nice?” Jeffrey said, patting Storm's hand supportively.
 
   “It's wonderful,” Storm said to him. “Better than a whole forest of bananas!”
 
   “Oh my,” Jeffrey said, his gaze drifting off on the implications.
 
   While Idris and Niko offered Storm mild congratulations, Myra leaned closer to Twist, smiling at him warmly.  She came in so close, so quickly, that Twist felt his heart beat a little faster as he looked at her.
 
   “Thank you,” she said softly.
 
   Twist began to smile and accept her thanks, but she moved just a little closer to him and left a kiss on his cheek.  The moment of contact burned hot, rich, and enticing through his Sight.  When she turned away to ruffle Storm's snowy hair and say something sweet to him, Twist took a moment to let the feeling run wildly around in his unprepared emotions.
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    
 
   Tasha returned to the table before her coffee got cold.
 
   “Aden says we are right to be careful,” she began, stirring a bit of cream into her coffee as she spoke. “I told him everything that happened, and he said that it's certain Loki will want some level of revenge.  Since everyone else who saw Myra and the rest of us still has their memories, it will be far too easy to find her through the shows.  So, Aden is putting them on hold.”  Myra looked disappointed by this news, but said nothing.
 
   Twist gave her hand a gentle pat and offered a reassuring smile. “Don't worry.  Aden still wants to show you off, I'm sure.”
 
   Myra nodded and looked a little brighter.
 
   “As for you,” Tasha said to Storm, after taking a sip of her coffee, “Aden was very sorry to hear what the Cyphers were doing to you.  He's already looking for a suitable foster family to look after you under Rook protection.”
 
   “But—”  Storm looked to Jonas imploringly.
 
   “We already decided that he'll stay with us for the time being,” Myra said, placing a comforting hand on his shoulder.  Storm relaxed somewhat.
 
   “Really?” Tasha asked, sounding impressed.  Twist nodded. “Well, I'll let Aden know not to worry about the foster family.”
 
   “So, what about us, then?” Jonas asked. “If we're not touring, what does our owner want us to do?”
 
   “He doesn't own anyone,” Tasha said with a frown.  Jonas didn't look at all convinced. “He wants Niko and I to go back to London, actually,” she continued. “And he wants you three,” she paused, looking at Storm. “Well, you four, I suppose, to get on the next ship out of New York and then stay on the move until he contacts you.  Naturally, he is sending you an escort.  He should be here within the hour.”
 
   “An escort?” Jonas asked.
 
   “One of our better agents, actually,” Tasha said. “A man named Edwardo Moroni.  He specializes in protection.  He just came to New York last night, after escorting a expedition to the North Pole.”
 
   “What about us?” Jeffrey asked, gesturing to Idris.
 
   “We're going back to the beach if this doesn't get more interesting fast,” Idris said.
 
   “Why is Aden sending you somewhere different from us?” Myra asked Tasha.
 
   “Because we've been doing shows together for so long now,” Tasha said unhappily. “He thinks that the Cyphers might find my name from our previous shows, since I was said to perform with a clockwork dancer in all of the ads, and they might follow me while looking for you.  He'll send Niko and I more support and send us out on a European tour to draw them away from you.”  To Twist's surprise, Niko looked decidedly unhappy about this.  Twist hadn't though Niko cared whom he was with as long as Tasha was there.
 
   “Oh, I see...” Myra said softly, looking at her fingers, which lay folded in her lap.
 
   “Oh, it's not all that bad, Myra,” Tasha said soothingly. “We'll see each other again.  This is just to keep us all safe right now.”  Myra nodded and gave her a brave smile that looked about as thin as the colored smoke wafting through the cafe.
 
   “Do you want the puppy again?” Idris asked her.
 
   Myra's smile brightened honestly for a moment and she shook her head. “Thank you, I'm all right,” she said, straightening her posture a little.
 
   “Besides, she's got a pet,” Jonas said, nodding towards Storm.  Storm opened his mouth to protest, but then paused, apparently thinking it over.  Myra rolled her eyes.
 
   Tasha and Niko finished their coffee and then readied themselves to leave, saying that Aden had sent someone to collect them at the docks, a short walk along the river from the cafe.  Niko made a comment about wishing that his luggage was here in New York, rather than in a holding pen, sitting on a cloud, floating somewhere over the American Midwest.  When Myra agreed, mentioning a rather nice new dress that she hadn't gotten a chance to wear yet, Idris gave a heavy, put-upon sigh and snapped his fingers.  All of their luggage appeared suddenly on the two tables in a faint puff of purple smoke.  They thanked Idris, but he waved their thanks away, saying that all he really wanted was something bloody interesting to do.
 
   “Maybe you should go talk to the lady at the door, in the purple hat,” Twist said. “She looked interesting.”  Myra stared at Twist in surprise, and possibly a mild amount of alarm.
 
   “Really?” Jonas asked Twist. “Was she pretty?”
 
   “She was very pretty, actually,” Twist said, thinking back. “Dark eyes, and a somewhat exotic and fascinating face.  She looked good in the purple too.  And there was an air of mystery and intrigue about her.”
 
   “I hate my eyes sometimes,” Jonas said with a mournful sigh.
 
   Myra's jewel eyes flashed in the light as she stared at Twist, full now of a dangerous and shifting fire.“What?” Twist asked Myra.
 
   She narrowed her threatening eyes at him but said nothing.
 
   Idris laughed to himself and offered a hand to Jeffrey. “What do you think, Master Simian?” he asked as the monkey climbed onto his shoulder. “Shall we go introduce ourselves to this interesting and very pretty lady, or wait for Twist to be destroyed for acknowledging the existence of another attractive woman?”  Myra turned slowly to aim her pent-up fury at Idris.
 
   “I like meeting new people,” Jeffrey said, staring at Myra with unmasked fear.
 
   “Me too,” Idris said. “Well then,” he began, giving her a short bow while Jeffrey did the same from his shoulder, “until we meet again, my pet.  But next time you call, please try to have at least one interesting wish for me,” he added gently. “You know how I love your mad, beautiful, little mind.”
 
   Myra's face warmed a bit as she said goodbye to Idris, her anger forgotten in his compliments.  Tasha gave Jonas and Myra each a hug—and Twist a smile and curtsy—before leaving, while Niko only offered them each a cold nod.  Twist, Jonas, Myra, and Storm then all sat down at the table again.  A silence fell over them as the others descended the stairs.
 
   Jonas rubbed at his face.  “This is one hell of a day.”
 
   “Where did we wake up this morning?” Twist asked him, having trouble thinking that far back.
 
   “The middle of Storm's village,” Myra offered.
 
   “And before that?” Twist asked.
 
   “Wasn't that San Francisco?” Jonas asked. “Only, it seems like we were there ages ago.”
 
   “I think the crash left my head a little funny,” Twist said, reaching up to rub at his brow.
 
   “I'm pretty sure you had a concussion,” Jonas said.
 
   “Ah.”
 
   “Excuse me.”
 
   A tall, slender man stood beside the table with an amiable smile on his rugged, olive face.  His black hair was bound tightly in a short tail at his neck, and he wore a loose white shirt over dark trousers and high leather boots.  He wore a red cummerbund instead of a waistcoat or jacket, his collar left open over a bare throat—with no scarf or even a cravat—and a pistol strapped brazenly at his side; Twist couldn't help but wonder if the man had any pride in his appearance at all.
 
   “I was told to look for a woman made of metal,” he said pleasantly in a light Italian accent. “I hope that's you,” he added to Myra.
 
   “You're Moroni?” Jonas asked.
 
   “At your service,” he said with a short bow. “Aden asked me to protect you until further notice.  But he didn't give me your names, I'm afraid.”
 
   Jonas gave a quick introduction. “Oh, and don't touch him, or expect me to look at you,” he added quickly.
 
   “Whatever you say,” Moroni said, looking only mildly confused. “Well, Aden asked me to get you out of New York as soon as possible, and then stay on the move.”
 
   “That appears to be the plan,” Twist said.
 
   “What we need is a ride,” Jonas said, pulling his goggles down to hang around his neck as he looked out at the river, glistening in the last of the afternoon sun. “I actually agree with Aden this time.  We'd be much safer on the move.”
 
   Moroni pulled a small leather-bound book out of the bag on his shoulder. “There's a steamship, an airship, and a train leaving New York every few minutes, all day,” he offered. “Is there anywhere you'd particularly like to go?”  The others fell into a thoughtful silence.
 
   Storm looked around at them quietly for a moment. “The Vimana will be here tonight,” Storm offered, “if it isn't here already.  And then they're heading to South America to look for Incan gold.”
 
   “How do you know?” Myra asked, looking at him in wonder.
 
   Storm gave a shrug. “Ara dreamed it.”
 
   “Come on,” Jonas said, shaking his head. “You know I hate my family.”
 
   “No you don't,” Storm said, on the edge of a laugh.  Everyone looked to him sharply.  Storm looked back at them, bewildered. “Well, he doesn't,” he said to Myra. “Not in his dreams, anyway,” he added to Twist's chair. “He just says that sort of thing to keep them at a distance, so he isn't tempted to look at them and see their futures or their dea—”
 
   “Stop talking,” Jonas snapped.  Storm winced and remained quiet.  Jonas looked away to the window, his jaw tight and his nerves even tighter against the buzz in Twist's neck.  Twist struggled to think of something supportive to say, but Jonas gave a sudden start.  “Oh, come on!” he yelled at the window.
 
   Twist followed his gaze to see the huge, weather-grayed hull of the airship Vimana glide slowly over the river, following the waterway to the joint sea-and-airship docks at its end.  The white, elliptical balloon looked bright and new between the sails that hung out from it like wings.  Twist guessed they must have replaced it recently.  But even from inside the cafe, at a distance from the river, he recognized Arabel's agile form darting over the rigging like a squirrel, and her uncle Captain Howell Davis at the helm, guiding the ship through the rooftops, along the water.
 
   “God hates me,” Jonas grumbled.
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   Myra, Storm, and Moroni followed Twist and Jonas up to the edge of the docks.  Seafaring ships floated in the water along the long, wide, wooden jetties, while airships hovered among them, resting in the air just barely above the water.  The Vimana hung at the other end of the wooden plank that rested against the dock.  Twist looked at Jonas and saw a grim scowl on his face as he stared at the airship.
 
   “Can I do anything to help?” Twist offered softly.
 
   “Yeah,” Jonas said. “Hold still.”
 
   Jonas turned slightly and then threw a punch at Twist's arm.  Myra gasped.  Twist jerked away from him in surprise, not sure why he was under attack, but realized quickly that the blow didn't hurt as much as it could have.
 
   “Thanks,” Jonas muttered, taking the first step up onto the gangplank as he pulled his goggles into place over his eyes.
 
   Twist rubbed at his arm and followed after him, while the others began to climb as well.  The crew of the ship was walking to and fro over the open deck: from the hold, to the doorway that led to the cabins, and to Howell, who stood in the middle of the deck with a clipboard.  Twist recognized the re-supply check instantly.  Aazzi must be below decks, staying out of the sunlight, while everyone else pitched in to make sure that they would have everything they might need before they left port.
 
   Jonas stepped onto the deck and gave a sigh, quietly waiting to be noticed.  After climbing down from the rigging, Arabel walked by with purpose in her steps.  Her long, always-loose golden braid hung on her shoulder.  Her bodice was orange today, her blouse cream, above a short, lacy, red skirt that hung over her tight black trousers and high boots.  Her sea-green eyes—the exact twins of her brother's—caught sight of Jonas.  She turned and gasped as if she'd been hit with a bucket of cold water.
 
   “Jon!” she breathed, too shocked to say anything but his name.  It was enough, however, to call everyone else on deck to stop and stare at him as well.
 
   “Ara,” Jonas muttered stiffly, looking at her blindly through his goggles.
 
   “Are... are you all right?” she asked, stepping a little closer.  Twist quietly realized that he, Myra, and Jonas still looked a bit singed from the airship crash.  “Are you in trouble?” she asked.
 
   “No,” Jonas said, shaking his head. “I'm fine.”
 
   Arabel's gaze found Twist and Myra, and touched on Storm and Moroni only for an instant. “And Twist and Myra are fine as well?” she asked.
 
   “Yep, just fine,” Jonas said.
 
   “Then … why are you here?” she asked gently, slowly, carefully.  As if speaking to a lit stick of dynamite.
 
   Jonas shrugged. “'Cause.”
 
   A smile had been growing on Myra's face as she watched this odd little display.  She stepped forward and put her hands on Jonas's arms from behind, resting her chin on his shoulder.  Jonas froze and then half turned to look at her.
 
   “What he means to say is,” she began sweetly, “we hear that you're headed to South America tonight, and we could use a ride out of this city if you have room for us.”
 
   “Oh?” Arabel toned uncertainly.
 
   “Something like that,” Jonas muttered, nodding slightly.
 
   “Jonas Zephyr Davis, asking us for a simple ride,” Howell said, visibly astonished. “I told you,” he said, turning to Dr. Rodés beside him, “cloud formations like that one this morning are an omen of the unforeseeable.”
 
   “Sure, we have the room, Jon,” Arabel said, smiling guardedly now. “Welcome aboard.”
 
   Jonas's jaw shifted uneasily, but he made no other response.  Myra turned her face to look at his, her chin still on his shoulder.  Jonas looked away from her.  Twist kicked at his leg.
 
   “Thanks,” Jonas muttered, his voice very low.
 
   “Of course,” Arabel said, nodding with the ghost of a smile.
 
   Twist felt a sudden, ravenous desire to flee flash through the buzz in his neck, but Jonas didn't move.  He stood still on the deck as Myra let him go and Arabel moved off, speaking to her uncle.  Twist silently slipped his hand into his friend's, fitting his fingers through Jonas's, watching him carefully.  His Sight burned cold at first, but the fog warmed back down to normal after a moment.
 
   “If it's really that bad, we can do something else,” Twist said softly.
 
   Jonas shook his head. “We're already here.  I'll be fine,” he added, forcing a smile Twist knew he didn't mean.
 
   “We've got a few cabins free,” Arabel called to them as she returned. “I can show you...” her voice fell away as she looked down at Twist's hand, still holding her brother's.
 
   “Thanks,” Twist said with a polite smile, taking his hand back. “That would be great.”
 
   “Did you clear mine out yet?” Jonas asked her.
 
   “No,” she said, smiling sadly. “We never do.”
 
   “Well, I'm sorted then,” he said, turning to walk towards the stairs down into the ship.
 
   “Are you following him, or should I?” Myra asked Twist, watching him walk away.
 
   “Leave him,” Twist said, shaking his head. “He needs a little space to clear his mind.”  He turned to Arabel to find her looking at him through her own quiet thoughts.
 
   “Hi, I'm Storm,” Storm said, stepping closer to Arabel and offering a smile.  She looked down at him, startled. “I would really like to talk with you, when you have a minute,” he said.
 
   “Hello, Storm,” Arabel said, pleasantly, looking at his pink eyes with obvious curiosity. “I'm Arabel, Jonas's sister.”
 
   “Uh huh,” Storm nodded, as if she were stating a well-known fact. “So, have you got a minute now, or...?”
 
   “I'm kind of busy just now,” Arabel said, frowning. “How about later?”
 
   “Sure,” Storm said, looking slightly frustrated. “Just don't forget.”  Arabel looked at Twist for explanation.  Twist gave a shrug.
 
   “We just picked him up,” he said, for the moment happy that Storm couldn't hear him. “He's a bit strange, but usually worth listening to if you can make sense of him.”
 
   “Oh.”  Arabel nodded, but didn't seem to understand.
 
   “What?” Storm said after a moment, looking nearly at Twist. “What'd he say?” he asked Myra.  Arabel looked at him again, more confused.
 
   “Let's go see our cabins, shall we?” Myra responded brightly. “Do we get the same ones as last time?” she asked Arabel, already drawing her towards the stairs.
 
   Storm gave the area around Twist a suspicious look for a second, but then turned to follow Myra.  Twist grinned back, rather enjoying his invisibility.
 
   The Vimana was a large enough ship that most of the crew cabins on the second deck sat empty much of the time.  Just like the last time Twist and Myra had stayed on the Vimana, they were each given their own sparse cabin to use.  Twist stepped into the simple square room and looked over the hammock against the right wall, the small porthole windows above the desk on the far wall, and the old, heavy, trunk to the left.  Every time he came back to the Vimana, the room looked exactly the same.  He found it somehow comforting that there was something in his life that didn't seem to change.
 
   He decided to take a moment to freshen himself up after the effects of the airship crash, the long day and night on a misty cloud, and other shenanigans that had left him feeling rather ragged.  Presentable once again with a freshly clean face and his black curls relatively tamed, he dressed in black trousers, a clean white cotton shirt, and a bright-blue waistcoat.  Twist left his hat and coat in his room and headed out to check on Myra.
 
   Her door was open.  Her room looked almost exactly the same as his, except for the bright pink and yellow flowers that were painted on the wall between the two porthole windows.  Twist smiled when he saw the flowers, remembering Myra's insistence on painting them there to brighten the room.  Kneeling as she was beside the open trunk, Myra turned to smile at Twist when he knocked on the open door.  She too had changed clothes, into a delightfully frilled, summery, long pink skirt and matching short jacket, over a yellow cotton blouse with pearl buttons.  Her copper skin gleamed once again, freshly wiped and buffed.
 
   “Nothing's different on this ship,” she said, standing up. “I didn't get to take this last time, but it's still here,” she said, shaking out a long, soft, white, scarf-like shawl that Twist had bought her in Bombay. “Isn't that amazing?”
 
   “Yes, it is,” he said, nodding. “The Vimana never changes.”
 
   “There you are,” Storm said, walking towards Myra's door from the hallway.
 
   Twist turned, but not quickly enough.  Storm very nearly walked into him, obviously not seeing him at all.  Twist jumped out of the way awkwardly, colliding with the wall in his confusion.  Myra burst into bright laughter, while Twist caught his balance and glared at Storm.
 
   Storm looked to Myra innocently. “What's funny?”
 
   “You almost ran into me, you strange little boy!” Twist snapped at him.  He straightened his waistcoat and moved a little farther away, careful to be well out of Storm's path.  Moroni walked to the open door as well, looking in curiously.
 
   “Twist was in the doorway,” Myra said.  She managed to catch her breath, but bubbles of laughter were still clinging to the edges of her words. “I've never seen him move that fast,” she said, giggling.
 
   “Oh,” Storm said, looking back at the empty doorway. “Sorry, Twist!”
 
   Moroni frowned at him, confused.  Twist shook his head.
 
   “I really need to work this out,” Storm muttered, his expression deeply thoughtful. “The problem is the magic.  Maybe I can use a little more magic to be able to see him...”
 
   “You can do magic?” Myra asked, highly interested now.
 
   “Well, sure,” Storm said. “Whatever I pick up from dreams.  I think I can cook, too.”
 
   “Have you ever tried?” Myra asked.
 
   “No,” he said, shaking his head. “But I know that the trick to a good omelet is tarragon.”
 
   “Well, you do have that right,” Moroni offered, nodding.  He looked to Twist. “Is there any chance you could explain him a little?  I'm new here, you know.”
 
   “Nothing can explain him,” Twist said darkly. “Nothing polite, anyway.”
 
   “Oh stop it,” Myra said.  She batted her hand at Twist with a smile. “He said he was sorry.  How's your room, Storm?”
 
   “Oh fine.  It's like this one,” he said, looking around her cabin. “But without the flowers.”
 
   “Wait a second,” Myra said, looking at him seriously. “You don't have any luggage, do you?”  Storm shook his head. “Idris only gave us back our things...  So you don't have a change of clothes, or anything,” she said, looking worried now. “Not even a toothbrush!  Oh, that's no good.  We have to fix that.”
 
   “I'm all right,” Storm said, looking somewhat sheepish. “You saved me.  And you're letting me stay with you.  You've done more than enough.”
 
   Myra crossed her arms and looked at him sternly. “No.  You're under our care now.  That means we have to take care of you.”  She looked to Twist. “Isn't that right?”
 
   “Sounds reasonable to me,” Twist said.
 
   “I could take him into the city while the crew is re-supplying,” Myra said, happy now. “I do love shopping in America,” she added, clasping her hands excitedly.
 
   “A wonderful idea,” Twist said, pleased to see her excited. “But you shouldn't go alone.”   He instantly thought of Jonas.  It seemed like a very bad idea to leave him alone on this ship.  Twist looked to Myra hesitantly. “It's just, Jonas...”
 
   “Oh yes,” she said, concerned now as well. “It was lucky enough to get him on the ship once.  We might not get him back on again that easily.  And you really should stay with him.”
 
   “Well, I am here to protect you,” Moroni offered. “I can certainly supervise a shopping trip in broad daylight.”
 
   “You wouldn't mind?” Twist asked him.
 
   “Not at all.”
 
   Myra didn't waste a moment.  She took her purse, put on a pink hat to match her dress, and then took Storm's hand, leading him quickly out into New York City.  Storm gave up his bashful protest under the onslaught of Myra's glee, and went without complaint.
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   Twist reached up to knock on Jonas's cabin door, but the door opened before he could.  Jonas held out a small glass that was half-filled with a clear liquid.
 
   “It's about time,” Jonas said, frowning at Twist. “Where have you been?”
 
   Twist took the glass and followed Jonas into the room.  Jonas sat down on one of the flat cushions that surrounded a low table in the center of his cabin.  There was another glass on the table, next to a cloudy white bottle with no label.  Twist sat on a cushion across the table from him and sniffed at his glass. “What is this?”
 
   “Rum,” Jonas said, taking a drink from his own glass. “I'm really glad they didn't find this,” he added, looking at the bottle fondly.
 
   Twist took an experimental sip and found the flavor to be sweeter and smoother than he'd imagined, considering the strong alcoholic scent. “Isn't rum what old sea pirates drink in novels?” he asked vaguely.
 
   “Sky pirates do, too,” Jonas said, opening the bottle to refill his glass. “It's a pirate thing.  It's in our blood: like the love of shiny riches and the contempt for authority figures.”
 
   Twist watched Jonas's motions, trying to figure out how much he'd already had.  His speech was still clear, at least.  There was still a healthy amount of tension in him as well, suggesting that he hadn't chased many of his daemons away just yet.  He looked better as well, having changed out of his singed clothing and washed his face and hands.
 
   “So, what kept you, anyway?” Jonas asked after a quiet pause.
 
   “Oh, nothing really,” Twist said. “I didn't mean to keep you waiting for me.  I thought you could do with some time alone.”
 
   “I'm fine,” Jonas said flippantly. “Don't worry about me so much.”
 
   “But we're in your version of hell.”
 
   Jonas looked at him quietly, then shook his head. “No, hell would be being handcuffed to Ara without any access to a lock-pick.  Or a saw.  I've still got a door I can shut in her face, so I'm not doing that badly.”
 
   Twist nodded and took another sip of his drink.  Time for a new approach. “This isn't bad,” he said, looking at his drink.
 
   “I'll turn you into a pirate yet,” Jonas said with a wicked grin.
 
   “No, never,” Twist said, shaking his head. “I'm rubbish at swashbuckling.”
 
   “What is that, anyway?” Jonas asked. “Swashbuckling, I mean.  I've always wondered.”
 
   “You're the pirate.”
 
   “But I've never buckled a swash,” Jonas said unhappily. “At least, I don't think I have.”
 
   “Then you haven't lived.”
 
   “You're mad.  Do you know that?”
 
   “I've got the top hat for that, too,” Twist said with a wink.
 
   Jonas laughed and picked up the bottle again. “I'm so glad Quay gave it to you.  It's always good for a joke.  More?”
 
   “Please,” Twist said, holding out his glass with a mild sense of satisfaction.  At least he was in a good enough mood to laugh.
 
   A knock at the door startled them both.  Twist didn't realize that he'd left it open behind him.  Arabel stood in the hallway outside, watching them.  Twist hadn't heard her approach.  How long had she been there?
 
   “I'm sorry to interrupt,” she said. “I just wanted to ask if you're coming to dinner.”
 
   Twist looked to Jonas, searching for some kind of sign.  For as long as Twist had known him, Jonas had always refused all invitations to family meals.  The thought of being trapped at a table, surrounded by the Vimana crew and forced to speak to them, always seemed to make his blood run cold.  At the moment, Jonas was staring into his glass with still-uncovered eyes and no emotion on his face.  Twist consulted the buzzing in his neck, and found a confusing mix of emotions that he couldn't follow.
 
   “You're going to make me ask?” Twist marveled.  Jonas looked up to him.
 
   “What?”
 
   “The lady asked a question,” Twist said with a gesture to Arabel. “But you're not telling me anything.”
 
   Jonas smiled and shook his head. “I haven't decided yet.”
 
   “You're thinking it over?” Twist asked, unable to keep the astonishment from his face.
 
   “What's on the menu, anyway?” Jonas asked, glancing near the doorway.
 
   Arabel took a few steps closer, watching him carefully.  Twist could see a hopeful but delicate tension in her.  Twist frowned, wondering what in the world was happening around him.
 
   “We're in New York,” she said. “I was going to make jambalaya like always.”
 
   “With those sausages from that little Creole deli?” Jonas asked quickly.
 
   “Of course,” Arabel said.  A smile was creeping onto her face. “I was thinking to get some mangoes and make coconut cream too.  They're in season in Chile right now, and I think that fruit shop next door still has them flown in every week.”
 
   “You're a cruel temptress,” Jonas muttered, looking pained.
 
   “So, should we set a place for you?”
 
   Jonas gave a heavy sigh and finished what was in his glass in one gulp. “You are serving some form of alcohol as well, right?”
 
   “I think we've still got some of that beer from Alsace...”
 
   “All right, all right, I surrender!” Jonas said, holding up his hands. “But it's bad form to play against a man's weakness, and you know it.”
 
   “I'm just glad I still know some of yours,” Arabel said, smiling broadly now.
 
   “Not that many, poppet.”
 
   “Enough to get you to come to dinner,” Arabel toned tauntingly.  Jonas refilled his glass.  “You and Myra, and your friends are coming too, right?” Arabel asked Twist.
 
   “It seems this will be a meal to die for,” Twist said, smiling up to her. “I wouldn't miss it.  I'm sure the others will want to join us, as well.  Thank you.”
 
   “Wonderful,” Arabel said brightly, turning away to leave. “Dinner will be ready a little after we get into the air.”
 
   Twist watched her leave, practically bouncing in each step, and he then turned back to Jonas.  He was utterly shocked to find a slight smile on Jonas's face as he poured a bit more rum into his glass.  He looked up at Twist to find him still staring at him.
 
   “What?”
 
   “What just happened?” Twist asked.
 
   “Cheating, that's what,” Jonas said with a sigh. “You know, she used to make me that meal every year for our birthday.  It's all my favorites.  She'd make the food, and I'd organize the fireworks.  But adding my favorite beer on the planet...” He shook his head. “Outright cheating.”
 
   Twist frowned at him and leaned across the table to look him squarely in the eye. “Are you honestly admitting to me that you don't actually hate your sister?”
 
   Jonas looked surprised, staring back at him with light, powder-blue eyes.
 
   “You grumbled,” Twist continued slowly, “but you didn't put up much of a fight about coming on board.  And you're not nearly as angry as you usually are around your family.  And you let her tempt you.  You could have refused right away, but you gave her a chance to tempt you.  You actually asked what she was making!”
 
   “You're paying way too much attention to how I feel,” Jonas said, frowning.
 
   “You're not acting like yourself.  Who are you, and what have you done with Jonas?”
 
   “Cut it out,” Jonas said with a sigh, looking away. “Where's Myra?  I need something to distract you with.”
 
   “Ah, so you admit you have something to hide,” Twist said knowingly.
 
   “I can't let you have all my secrets,” Jonas muttered darkly. “Now leave it alone, will you?” he added, looking slightly wounded.
 
   Twist smiled at him. “Fine, fine, whatever you say...”
 
   Jonas changed the subject as quickly as possible, while Twist left his silent questions sitting out in the back of his mind, ready to be assembled.  But no matter how he tried to fit the pieces together, he could only come up with a single explanation: in a deep part of his heart, hidden away from everyone and everything else in his life, Jonas had begun to miss his family.
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   The Vimana rose slowly out of New York harbor, into a rusty sky at the edge of twilight.  The crew called to each other from the rigging and the deck: their voices swept into the hum of the city below them by the crisp winter breeze.  As soon as she was free of the docks—the golden glow of the streetlights fading away on the gray hull—the ship turned out towards the southern horizon and engaged her engines, speeding down along the edge of the Atlantic.
 
   Twist watched the sun set over the land to their right, and then turned back to watch the fire slowly drain out of the clouds over the sea.  In moments, the scattered bluffs turned gray against the darkening sky and sailed along beside them silently.  The ship rose into a swift current of southerly air that seemed to hug the coast, just above the tops of the lowest clouds.  Twist was relieved to find that the crash hadn't changed his opinion of flying.  As long as he didn't look directly down into the abyss below him, he found he was still at perfect ease in the gently rocking arms of the wind.
 
   When Twist and Jonas entered the Vimana's dining room, Storm was already seated near one end of the table with his feet on the edge of his seat and his knees curled up tight, apparent fully absorbed with a device in his hands.  He was using a thin tool to tighten a coil of wire on the edge of the strange contraption.  There were a few pieces of metal and one disk of glass on the table in front of him, next to his empty plate.
 
   The room around him was exactly as Twist remembered it.  The back wall was filled with a row of small, lead-lined windows, while the other walls were filled with painting, tapestries, and other decorations.  Persian rugs covered the floor.  A table sat in the center of room, surrounded by large, ornate chairs, and all of the table's feet were nailed to the floor.  The table was set and the silverware glinted in the gaslight of the chandelier that hung above the table.
 
   Zayle, the ship's engineer, sat across from Storm and watched him with interest.  Twist smiled to see that Zayle's hair was still a bright, shocking green.  It hung in points around his sharp, angular features and thin black eyes, making him look a bit like a goblin in the dim light.  Moroni was already at the end of the table, while Myra sat beside Storm and waved to Twist to join her as he entered.  He did as she asked, while Jonas sat on his other side, next to the empty chair at the head of the table.
 
   Dr. Philippe Rodés, Aazzi's husband, looked as respectable and stylish as ever in his sharp charcoal suit and silver cravat.  He offered Twist a nod of greeting and continued cleaning his silver, wire-rimmed glasses with a brilliantly white handkerchief.
 
   “It's good to see you, Jonas,” he said in his soft French accent.
 
   “Oh yeah!” Zayle said, looking away from Storm as if waking from a trance. “Hi, Jonas.  How's it going?”
 
   “Fine, thanks,” Jonas said somewhat stiffly. “Phil,” he added, nodding to Dr. Rodés.  The doctor replied in kind, though Jonas couldn't see it through the black goggles covering his eyes.
 
   “How was the shopping trip?” Twist asked Myra.
 
   “Brilliant,” Myra said, beaming at him. “I got Storm two new sets of clothes to wear, a toothbrush of course, and a few other things, too.  He insisted on going to a shop to buy some metal and glass though,” she added, looking to whatever Storm was working on. “He said it was important, and the pieces were all very inexpensive.”
 
   “What is that, anyway?” Twist asked her.
 
   “No idea,” she said, shaking her head.
 
   “He's pretty clever, this one,” Moroni added. “He already knew exactly which pieces he needed for … whatever it is.”
 
   “I think it's some kind of audio device,” Zayle supplied, peering at it across the table.
 
   “What?” Storm asked, glancing up suddenly as if he hadn't heard anything else.
 
   “What are you making, Storm?” Myra asked him.
 
   “Oh, just a thing,” he said, looking at it. “I'm almost done.  Is Twist here?” he asked, his attention already being absorbed again.
 
   “Yes, right here,” Myra said, patting Twist's arm.  Zayle and the doctor both seemed slightly confused. “He can't see or hear Twist,” Myra explained easily.
 
   “Why not?” Zayle asked.
 
   “Don't ask,” Jonas said.
 
   “Where did you find this kid?” Zayle asked.
 
   “In a village that floats on a cloud,” Myra said with a smile.
 
   “Did you now?” Zayle asked, wide-eyed. “So really, where'd you find him?” Twist shook his head, hardly able to believe Myra's claim even with his own experience.
 
   The approaching sound of voices drew his attention to the door.  A moment later, Arabel entered, carrying a large plate covered with glistening, bright-yellow slices of mango, drizzled with honey and thick white cream.  Howell followed behind her with a crate full of bottles that were dripping with condensation.  Aazzi entered last, laughing at something Arabel had said and carrying a large bowl filled with a spicy-looking rice dish that had chunks of steaming sausage, vegetables, and shrimp in it.  They each put their burdens down on the table, among plates of bread and butter that were already there.
 
   Aazzi smiled when she caught sight of Twist, and he couldn't help but smile back at her.  She was still dressed in her daylight attire: a long black dress that fell to the floor, black fabric wrapped tightly against her dark skin—all the way to her fingertips—and a silvery silk shawl laying in a puddle around her shoulders.  The long, thin, silver braids of her hair hung loose down her back, and there was a gentle light in her silver eyes.
 
   “Twist, Myra, it's good to see you,” she said in her smooth, rich voice. “And Jonas,” she added, looking to him. “They told me that you were here, but I didn't believe it.”  As she spoke, Arabel and Howell took their seats, Howell sitting at the head of the table and Arabel taking the place beside Zayle.
 
   “Can't a man come home for a good meal now and then, without anyone alerting the newspapers?” Jonas asked, looking cross.
 
   “Did he just say the word 'home'?” Howell asked.
 
   “Did he just openly praise my cooking?” Arabel asked, staring at him across the table.
 
   “Oh hell,” Jonas muttered, rubbing at his brow with a hand. “Someone give me a beer.”
 
   Aazzi laughed lightly along with a few of the others, and plucked some bottles from the crate on the table.  She walked behind Storm and Myra to offer a bottle each to Twist and Jonas, leaving the other she held for Howell.
 
   “You simply have to humor us, Jonas,” she said, gliding to the seat beside her husband. “We are all happy to see you again.”  Everyone looked at him quietly, no one protesting at all.
 
   Jonas gave an almost totally meaningless tone and popped the top off of his bottle with his hand.  Twist didn't usually find himself faced with a beer.  He tried to do the same thing, but the cap wouldn't budge an inch.  He realized quickly that it was very likely that the skin of his palm would open long before the bottle.  Without taking his goggles off to see, or saying a word, Jonas snatched the beer out of Twist's hands, opened it, and handed it back.
 
   “Thanks,” Twist said, taking a sip.  He had to admit, it was very nice for a beer: light, gently effervescent, and finished with just a hint of citrus.
 
   “Dandy,” Jonas snapped before taking a drink himself.
 
   “Brigand,” Twist shot back instantly.  A smile played at the edge of Jonas's face.
 
   Just as always, Myra insisted on serving Twist.  She piled his plate with food and then placed it before him proudly, while everyone else helped themselves.  Twist thanked her and then tried a bit of everything while she watched him.  The first bite of the rice dish was bold, spicy, and bursting with earthy and delightful flavors that Twist had never encountered before.   The mangoes were equally flavorful, but sweet and smooth with the warm honey.  The thick cream sauce tasted strongly of coconut and cinnamon, complementing well.  He'd finished half of his plate before he realized he was eating too fast.
 
   “So,” Howell said to Jonas once everyone had settled into their meals. “How's the entertainment business treating you?”
 
   “It's all right,” he replied stiffly.
 
   “That's good,” Howell said, his voice drifting off as if he were struggling to find something else to say. “And you're keeping healthy, then?”
 
   “Sure.”
 
   “Is your Sight still giving you headaches?”
 
   “You know,” Jonas said, “we don't actually have to talk.”  Howell's eyes darkened with obvious disappointment.
 
   “Got it!” Storm said suddenly.
 
   Everyone looked to see him holding up the thing he had been working on, now apparently complete.  Twist didn't think it looked very complete, at all.  Exposed coils of wire crowded around the strange scratches that Storm had laid all over the metal surface.  Either way, the glass disk was still sitting on the table beside his half-forgotten food.  Storm picked up his knife and looked to the chair beside Myra with a wide smile.
 
   “Twist, can you put the watch down for just a second?”
 
   “This is really getting old,” Twist muttered, reluctantly complying.  He set his watch down on the table beside his fork, and looked at Storm.
 
   “Hi,” Storm said, looking him in the eye now. “How've you been?”
 
   “I've been here the whole time.”
 
   “Doesn't seem like it to me,” Storm said, getting to his feet.  He put his device on the table and picked up the glass disk before he walked around Myra's chair and leaned around Twist's, still holding the knife.
 
   “I just need one more thing and then this will be finished,” he said to Twist. “I need a drop of your blood.”
 
   “Get away from me!” Twist yelped, turning in his seat to pull farther away from him. “And put that knife down!”
 
   “Oh come on,” Storm said. “Don't be a baby.”  A startled laugh got away from Jonas.
 
   “My word, you people are entertaining,” Moroni marveled.
 
   “What the blazes would you need my blood for?” Twist asked Storm angrily.
 
   “You have to let me see you,” Storm said. “It's the only way to bend the rules of the … you know, the spell.  Just a tiny little drop and I'll be able to see you just fine, all the time.”
 
   “Is he quite all right?” Arabel asked Myra softly.
 
   “I think so,” Myra answered, frowning in thought.
 
   “Could you please put the knife down?” Twist asked.
 
   “Look, it's no big deal,” Storm said. “Here, I'll do it first.”
 
   He held up his own finger and pressed the point of his dinner knife into his skin.  Storm winced slightly, but produced a tiny dot of blood.  He then ran his injured finger over the thin edge of the glass disk, covering half of the circumference in red.  Everyone at the table watched him do this with a silent and somewhat disturbed fascination.  Aazzi picked up her glass of red wine—the only thing she had ingested during the meal—and averted her eyes from Storm pointedly as she took a sip.
 
   “See?” Storm said before sticking his finger into his mouth. “Nothing to it.”
 
   “What is that?” Twist asked, looking at the glass disk.
 
   “The lens,” Storm answered.  Twist stared at it—at the red edge around half of it.
 
   “Come on, do it,” Jonas said, nudging him with an elbow. “I want to see what happens.”
 
   Twist looked to him in shock, but found Jonas grinning at him expectantly.  A glance to Myra showed that she was watching the scene with curiosity and would be no help either.  Twist gave a heavy sigh and looked back to Storm.
 
   “Fine.  But don't touch me.”
 
   “No problem,” Storm said, holding out the knife for him to take.
 
   Twist took it and then looked at his perfectly undamaged fingers.  The thought of harming himself for no reason seemed utterly absurd.
 
   “Do you want me to do it?” Jonas offered.
 
   “No, I can do it,” Twist grumbled.  If a child could do it...
 
   Twist took a breath and pressed the tip of the knife gently against the tip of his finger.  At first, his skin only moved with the knife, but after a second of more pressure, it broke.  Twist watched, surprised by the slightness of the pain, as a bead of dark blood appeared on his finger.
 
   “Here, rub it on the other edge,” Storm said, holding out the glass disk to him.
 
   Twist did as he was told, completing the circle.  He thought he felt a subtle vibration in the glass the moment the circle was closed, but wasn't sure.  His Sight showed him nothing.  Across the table, Aazzi shivered suddenly.  Twist handed the glass back to Storm.  Storm smiled and hurried back to his seat.  He slipped the lens into a ring of metal at one side of his device.  The moment he did, the contraption let out a high whining sound.
 
   “What is that?” Aazzi asked, shivering again.  The doctor reached up to put his hand on her back, looking concerned.  She moved slightly nearer to him, but never took her eyes away from Storm's device.
 
   “It's finished,” Storm said with great satisfaction.  He then slipped the thing on over the right side of his face.
 
   Once he was wearing it, it was easier to see that it was half of a set of goggles with one lens removed, connected to a dense nest of wiring that sat over his ear.  A thin black strap held the lens over his eye like an eyepatch, while the rest of it seemed to rest on his ear on a curved piece of silver metal.  Once it was on, Storm looked to Twist.
 
   “Pick up your watch now,” Storm said, staring at him. Twist did as he was asked and Storm's face broke into an enormous smile. “It works!” he yelled, thrusting his fists in the air. “I can see you!  That's so neat,” he said, closing one eye at a time to enjoy the difference. “Now say something.”
 
   “Like what?” Twist asked back.
 
   “Wow, that's quite tinny,” Storm said, tapping the part over his ear. “But I heard it!” he declared triumphantly.
 
   “So you're going to stop walking into me now, then?” Twist asked, putting his watch back into his pocket.
 
   “You bet,” Storm said, still staring at him and blinking one eye at a time again.
 
   “Seriously, who is this kid?” Zayle asked.
 
   “And why does he know fae magic?” Aazzi asked, sounding uneasy.  Jonas and Twist both glanced at her sharply.  Twist felt the buzz at his neck tighten.
 
   “Wait, you mean he's not just insane?” Moroni asked her.  Storm shot him a glare.
 
   “I'm not saying that,” Aazzi said softly, inviting a hurt look from Storm. “But that thing he made is shining with magic.  I can feel it.  And it's not the sort I know.  It's much older ... more subtle and strange.”
 
   “It's definitely strange,” Zayle added.
 
   “It's just a little spell,” Storm said. “The rest of it is ordinary glass, and a speaker.  Like the ones in your music player, Jon.”  Arabel glanced up at the sound of her brother's short name.
 
   “Those are only made in Austria,” Jonas said, frowning.
 
   “It's only wire, a couple magnets—” Storm began.
 
   “Wait, you built a speaker?  Just now, at the dinner table?” Jonas asked.
 
   “Yeah...” Storm said slowly.
 
   “With a few bits you picked up while you were out?”
 
   “It's not that hard if you know the basic principles,” Storm muttered.
 
   “You're frightening,” Jonas said, shaking his head.
 
   “Is anyone going to explain this child?” Howell asked the room.
 
   “I asked that earlier,” Moroni said. “Apparently, he's quite the enigma.”
 
   “His Sight makes him dream other people's dreams,” Twist said. “Apparently, most of what people know and feel is bound up in their dreams.”
 
   “He knows people's secrets too,” Jonas added, uncomfortably.
 
   “And all sorts of things you don't ever expect to hear said back to you,” Twist said.
 
   “And he knew everything about us before we even met him,” Jonas added.
 
   “Apparently, he has Jonas's dreams more often than anyone else's.”
 
   “Thanks,” Arabel said, holding up a hand. “Now stop doing that.”
 
   “What?” Jonas and Twist asked in perfect unison.  They glanced at each other.
 
   “That,” Arabel said, staring at them. “You're finishing each other's sentences.”
 
   “Oh, they do that sometimes,” Myra said lightly. “As long as they're actually speaking when they talk to each other, I just try to ignore it.”
 
   Arabel didn't look too happy with that advice, but she fell quiet on the subject.  The conversation then turned to how Storm had appeared: the crash, the moonship, the floating village, and the fight with Loki.  The Vimana's crew listened astonished, asking questions to fill in every gap.  Twist only began to truly realize how ridiculous the story was after retelling it.
 
   He enjoyed the jolt of pride he felt when the crew gasped to hear that Twist had personally attacked the Cypher leader and helped to subdue him.  He also enjoyed the confidence he heard in his own words when he said he wasn't all that worried about being found by the Cyphers.  They had vanished by djinn magic, and the group had split up.  They had the Rooks within easy reach, thanks to Moroni, and it was very unlikely that any of the Cyphers could make the link back to the Vimana.  All was well for the moment.
 
   Jonas seemed to relax as they told their stories.  Twist caught him pushing the subject of conversation off of himself repeatedly, but no one else seemed to notice.  As long as no one was talking about him directly, he didn't seem to mind talking to his family at all.  It was very late by the time they all ran out of words.  They found Storm asleep, curled up in his chair, and Jonas carried him to bed.  Since everyone on the Vimana was still awake, Twist couldn't help but wonder where Storm's Sight had taken his dreams.
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   Twist slept deeply in the gentle sway of his hammock, and awoke when the sun was still low in the golden morning sky.  He dressed and went out on deck quickly, wanting to see more of the sky than he could through his porthole.  Sure enough, the scene was magnificent.
 
   The thin morning light filled the high, streaming, clouds with a pink blush against the chilly blue, and dusted with rust the lower bluffs that glided under the airship.  The cold, moist air was biting, but Twist found the feeling invigorating.  He knew that soon, the sun would rise higher and bathe the world in the impossible brightness that only existed up here in the clouds, and that the light would feel warm no matter how cold the wind grew.  But for now, the light was gentle and cool.
 
   The ship was still following the coast.  White-topped waves crashed on the beaches far below, while the sea reflected the colorful sky and the enormous globe of the sun.  The land looked dark and mysterious in the dawn light, but Twist knew that he would be looking at America for the rest of the day at least.  He shook his head, staring off into the seemingly endless expanse of land, stretching out as far as he could see.  America was just too big.
 
   Near the bow of the ship, in the middle of the empty deck, Twist saw a figure lying down on its back, staring up past the front edge of the balloon at the open sky.  He smiled and walked closer.  Jonas's goggles were laying his in hand, and his arms were stretched out wide as he gazed into the aether with deep, glowing, purple eyes.
 
   “Well, isn't this nostalgic?” Twist toned.
 
   Jonas's eyes shifted to his with a smile. “You're up early.”
 
   “I wanted to see the sky,” Twist said, laying himself down on the deck as well, with his head near enough to speak easily to Jonas. “I love dawn, but I hardly ever get to see it.”
 
   “That's because you usually go to sleep just before the sun comes up,” Jonas said.
 
   “I like the night, too.”  They both fell quiet for a moment, staring up at the thin veil of clouds that streamed slowly by, far overhead. “Do you see any stars up there?” Twist asked.
 
   “There's a meteor shower going on,” Jonas said. “You should see those rocks bouncing off the atmosphere.  Some of them are burning blue and green.”
 
   Twist squinted. “I can't see anything like that.”  The blue sky looked perfect, smooth, and undisturbed beyond its cloudy shawl.
 
   “Yeah,” Jonas said with a sigh. “I know.”  After a moment of silence between them, Twist heard soft footsteps on the deck, coming closer.  “Who's that?” Jonas asked.
 
   Twist looked up and smiled. “Myra.”
 
   “How did I know I'd find you here?” she asked as she walked closer, with a wooden tray in her hands.  From this angle, Twist marveled at how well her frilly pink dress and copper skin matched the sky.  She knelt near them and set the tray down. “Breakfast?”
 
   Twist and Jonas both sat up to find a plate full of warm toast with butter, a pair of cups, and a pot of coffee on the tray.
 
   “Thank you, darling,” Twist said, helping himself to a piece of toast. “You're a treasure.”
 
   “A treasure who can make very good toast,” Jonas said, examining his own piece happily. “That's the most valuable kind, you know.”
 
   Myra smiled happily as she filled their cups with coffee. “The others are eating together inside,” she said. “But I didn't see you there, and you weren't in your rooms, so I knew you were probably out here without a proper breakfast.”
 
   “You know, I used to skip meals all the time, just by not thinking about it,” Twist said.  “I'm very glad I have you to take care of me now.”  Myra looked at him, and seemed just about ready to burst with happiness.
 
   “Is that why you're so skinny?” Jonas asked Twist.
 
   “Shut up,” Twist snapped.
 
   Jonas laughed to himself while Myra shot him a glare.  As they talked together and enjoyed their simple breakfast, the sky slowly lost its golds and pinks.  The crew appeared from time to time out on deck, but none of them approached.  The last of the coffee had grown cold long before Myra suddenly asked for a story.  Intrigued by the idea, Twist decided to oblige.
 
   He went to his room to fetch his book—the magically changeable one Idris had made for him—and returned to find that the nearly blinding, full light of day in high atmosphere had began to fall warm over the deck.  Twist sat against the bow railing while Myra curled up beside him, and Jonas lay at his feet.  Twist looked at the title that was currently on the cover.  The Last of The Mohicans.  After spending the night as a captive in an Indian camp, the book seemed oddly too specific.
 
   “What sort of story would you like to hear?” Twist asked, taking out from the pocket in the binding the golden, ink-less pen that Idris had made.
 
   “Oh, something charming,” she said wistfully, smiling at him.
 
   Twist's heart gave a shudder at the subtle warmth of her smile and he looked quickly to the title again.  His mind flitted over the authors and titles that he knew.  Few books, and fewer authors, fit very well under the title of "charming."  Lewis Carroll sprang instantly to mind, but Alice was just a bit too ridiculous for today.  Stevenson wrote gripping tales and grand adventures, but they could be very dark.  Twist needed to think of a bright tale to match Myra's bright smile.  Twist smiled absently himself, remembering a newer title by an author who always wrote delightful adventures.  He scribbled over the book's cover—the golden letters reforming themselves into the title—and then opened the book and began to read.
 
   “Chapter one, in which Phileas Fogg and Passepartout accept each other, the one as a master, the other as a man.“
 
   “Are you reading Verne?” Jonas asked suddenly.
 
   “How did you guess?” Twist asked, startled.  He hadn't read the title...
 
   “Who else would name someone 'Passepartout'?” Jonas replied with a shrug.
 
   “Oh hush!” Myra said. “Go on, Twist.”  She peered at the page.
 
   “And Phileas...” Jonas muttered to himself. “Verne always picks the weirdest names.”
 
   Twist cleared his throat. “Mr. Phileas Fogg lived, in 1872, at Number Seven, Saville Row...”  He paused.  “That's a strange place to live.  I think he's talking about a place in London, but there's nothing but tailors on that street.”
 
   “Twist...” Myra said with a whine, looking impatient. “Just read the story.  I can't read that language myself,” she added, pointing to the page.
 
   Twist looked up at her with a frown. “You can't read English?  But I'm reading it in English.  How does that work?”
 
   She narrowed her eyes at him. “I don't know.  Are you going to read or not?”
 
   “All right, all right,” Twist said, reaching out to drape an arm around her and pull her closer.  Myra fell easily into place, resting her head on his shoulder, while Twist looked back to find where he had stopped.  He continued on into the story for a few pages without further interruptions, much to Myra's delight.  Jonas listened as well, watching the sky with purple eyes.
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    
 
   “What a picture you three make,” Arabel said as Twist finished the second chapter of the story.  She was standing near the bow, looking at them with a light smile.  Jonas put his goggles on.
 
   “I'm sorry?” Twist asked her.
 
   “You look so peaceful,” she said, smiling somehow sadly. “I'm sorry, I don't mean to be rude,” she said, glancing to the small item that she held, wrapped in brown paper. “But can I just borrow Jonas for a moment?”  Twist and Myra both looked to Jonas, still lying on the deck.  He seemed to look up at Arabel through his black goggles.
 
   “Borrow me for what, exactly?”
 
   She paused. “I've been talking to Storm all morning.  He's a very interesting young man.”
 
   “Oh hell,” Jonas said, sitting up. “What did he tell you about me?”
 
   “Quite a lot,” she said softly.
 
   “Such as?”
 
   “Just...”  She glanced to Twist and Myra. “Just things.”
 
   Jonas turned to Twist as if for clarification.
 
   “Alarmingly private things, I suspect,” he offered in a half-whisper.
 
   “If I refuse her now, she's just going to come back later, isn't she?” Jonas said.
 
   “Most likely,” Twist nodded.  Arabel shifted on her feet but said nothing.
 
   Jonas gave a sigh, his head hanging low. “I'm not doing this alone.”
 
   Twist smiled lightly. “Of course you're not.”
 
   “I might speak every language, but I still need a translator for you two,” Myra said, watching them closely.
 
   “I'm going to stay,” Twist said to her. “You can go if you like.  Maybe spend a little time with Storm or the others.  You might enjoy doing something else more than being here just now.”
 
   Myra didn't seem to understand him at first, then glanced at Arabel and Jonas—both staring downward with thoughtful faces.  Then her eyes widened. “Oh, I see,” she said, looking back to Twist. “All right.  I'll find you later, then,” she said, already getting to her feet.
 
   “Have fun,” Twist said, waving as she left.  He then looked back to Jonas.
 
   “Thanks,” Jonas said before turning his blind eyes up towards Arabel. “All right.  Have at it.”
 
   Arabel gave a sigh and knelt down in front of him, near enough to reach out and touch.  She held the wrapped thing in her lap, toying with the edges absently.
 
   “It's February,” she said, obviously trying not to sound hurt. “You missed our birthday.  Again.”  Twist felt a jolt of sudden pain flash through the buzz in his neck, but Jonas didn't visibly respond.
 
   “I think I was in Amsterdam,” he said easily.  Arabel nodded, still looking at the thing in her hands.
 
   “Uncle Howell had this made for me as my present last year,” she said. “But after I talked to Storm...”  She paused, taking a deep breath.
 
   Twist felt the buzz grow tighter at the sound of it.  He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, forcing his body to relax more fully.  If he could keep himself steady, then Jonas would be able to feel it, and maybe use it.
 
   “If any of the things he told me about your dreams are true,” Arabel said, looking up to Jonas, “then I think you should have this.”  She held the package out to him. “You'd like it more than I do.  So, happy birthday.”
 
   Jonas took the item and then reached up to pull his goggles down off his eyes.  Twist leaned to the side to see better around Jonas, as he peeled back the paper wrapping.  Inside was a small silver picture frame, oval, with a paper print inside.  This image was clear and bright, and hand-painted beautifully with a gentle blush of color.   It was a lovely and extremely lifelike portrait of Arabel, smiling subtly in a sky-blue field.  Jonas stared at the image in shock, and Twist shivered against the chill that shot through the buzz in his neck.  For an instant, Twist thought that Jonas's Sight had shown him a vision from the picture, but his eyes still appeared to be an empty, cool gray.
 
   “Is your Sight doing anything with that?” Arabel asked gently.
 
   Jonas shook his head slowly, not taking his eyes off the image.
 
   “Good,” she said, smiling a little now. “Uncle Howell said that a pretty girl should have a nice picture of herself in her youth, to enjoy in her old age,” she said, sounding slightly embarrassed.  “But I don't need it.  I can look in a mirror if I forget what I look like.”
 
   As she spoke, Twist focused all his attention on the buzz in his neck.  It was cold, deep, and quiet, but not at all calm.  Twist had never felt it like this before.  At a loss for anything else to do, he struggled to keep his concern in check, and pulled his pocket watch out to hold.  He thought of the warm sunlight on his back, and listened to the gentle, steady ticking of his watch.
 
   Jonas took a breath and gave a smile, still not looking up from the picture. “You got older,” he said, his voice very soft.
 
   “So have you,” Arabel said, smiling at him. “Do you like it?”
 
   “Yes,” he said, he voice growing stronger. “Thanks.  I haven't really seen you in a long while.”
 
   Arabel reached out to him, and Jonas snapped his eyes closed as she pulled him into a hug, leaving a kiss on his forehead before moving back.  A warmth rushed into Twist's neck, threatening to overthrow his still thoughts.  He closed his eyes and pulled in just a little more.
 
   “Storm told me,” Arabel said, forcing her voice brighter, “that it's cruel to make you stay.  He said the only way to get you to come back is to let you leave.”
 
   “I've got to muzzle that kid.”
 
   “Well, how about if you just come back on the important days?” she asked, one hand still resting on his arm. “Just come home for Christmas.  For our birthday.  Whichever.  The rest of the time, you can do what you want.  Or, even come visit if you have time.  Or need a ride.”
 
   “You'd let me just disappear until November?” Jonas asked with a mirthless laugh. “No complaints?  No fighting?”
 
   “If you do come back in November, then yes.” The tightness in her voice caught Twist's attention for a moment, but he pushed it away.
 
   “I'll think about it,” Jonas said, looking at the picture again.
 
   “Really?” She sounded hopeful but fearful.
 
   “Yeah, really,” he said, sounding like he wished it was a stupid question.
 
   “That's great.” Her face bloomed with a warm smile. “That's really great.”
 
   “Yeah, whatever.”
 
   Arabel smiled at him for a moment longer, while he looked off to the side, desperately apathetic.  Then she got back to her feet.
 
   “Well, I've got … stuff...” she said, pointing vaguely behind her.
 
   “Yeah, sure,” Jonas said, nodding.
 
   “I'll see you later, then,” she said, already stepping away, even though she was still smiling at him.
 
   “Sure, fine.”
 
   She turned finally and walked away, practically skipping.  The moment she was out of earshot, Jonas let out a shuddering breath and turned to Twist.  He put both hands on Twist's shoulders and looked him squarely in the eyes.  Twist winced as the fog washed over him at the touch: cold, frightened, frantic, but also bursting with relief.  It subsided as always, growing slowly warmer and calmer as Jonas took a deep breath and looked at Twist through deep purple.
 
   “Are you all right?” Twist asked finally, keeping his eyes open to him.
 
   “Holy hell, thank you for that,” Jonas said, starting to sound more steady already. “I really owe you one.”
 
   “What did I do?” Twist asked. “I couldn't think of anything to say—“
 
   “No, you saved me,” Jonas said, shaking his head and letting his hands fall off of Twist's shoulders. “The buzz was so still and calm, while I was going through a hurricane.”  He frowned suddenly. “I'm going to kill Storm.  Where is he?”
 
   “Didn't he just make things better?” Twist asked.
 
   “That is a very complicated question,” he answered, looking down to the picture again. “I got away.  But with this and just a few words, she's caught me.”
 
   Twist looked at the photograph. “It's a nice picture.  It looks just like her.”
 
   “Does it?” Jonas asked, a sad smile on his lips. “I haven't seen her face in years.”
 
   “You know,” Twist said, slipping his watch back into his pocket, “even if coming back a few days a year might slowly kill you, you'd still have the rest of the year to undo the damage.”
 
   Jonas looked at him levelly. “Whose side are you on?”
 
   “Yours,” Twist said, the truth of it coming to him even more easily than the breath it took to speak it.
 
   Jonas looked like he very much wanted to make some snide comment to lessen the meaning of Twist's answer, but nothing seemed to come to mind.  He settled for shaking his head and looking away.
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   By the end of the day, Twist's copper globe showed them to be very nearly at the end of America.  The ship was still gliding above the eastern shore of Florida, but there wasn't much of it left now.  When Twist looked farther along the map, he saw the Caribbean islands dotting the sea between North and South America.  Two hundred years ago, in the late 1600s, those seas had been filled to bursting with sea pirates in huge wooden battle ships.  Now, the place still had a reputation.  He hoped they didn't have to stay in these skies for too long.
 
   He sat at the table in the dining room, across from Dr. Rodés, the both of them quietly enjoying a pot of tea.  The doctor seemed absorbed in reading a large volume with a title in French on the cover, so Twist sat back to enjoy the rare silence and stirred a touch more milk into his tea.  Suddenly, the sound of a scream startled him enough to drop his spoon.
 
   Storm ran in, saw Twist through the contraption on his face, and dove behind his chair.  He was breathing hard and looked terrified.  Before Twist could ask what was wrong, Jonas hurried into the room as well, brandishing a large wrench.  The doctor looked up at him in bewilderment.
 
   “Where is he?” Jonas bellowed angrily.  Storm gave a strangled squeak and ducked just a little farther below Twist's armrest.
 
   Twist gave a sigh. “We decided to take care of the boy,” he said calmly. “That means you can't kill him.”
 
   “Fine,” Jonas spat, narrowing his eyes at Twist. “Then I'll stop just short.”
 
   Twist's chair started to shake slightly.  He looked down to find Storm trembling violently.
 
   “There he is,” Jonas growled, walking closer. “Come out and take what's coming to you!”
 
   Storm shot under the table.  Howell hurried into the room and looked at Jonas sternly, while Moroni entered just behind him.
 
   “All right, all right,” Howell said to him, walking closer. “You've made your point.  Now put that down.”
 
   “Oh, I'll put it down,” Jonas grumbled, peering under the table.
 
   “I'm sorry!” Storm's quivering voice said from the darkness.
 
   “Not sorry enough!”
 
   “What's the problem, anyway?” Howell asked. “If he's right—”
 
   “Then he should keep his trap shut and stop messing up my life!”
 
   “I'm really, really, sorry!” the table said.
 
   Jonas tried to rush to the other side, closer to where the voice had come from, but Howell caught him by one arm.  Moroni moved quickly to catch the other and together they managed to hold him firmly in place even when Jonas struggled.
 
   “Jonas, stop it,” Howell snapped. “If he's right, then I'm sorry too.”
 
   Jonas stopped struggling, but his face still showed nothing but hate.
 
   “I never knew,” Howell continued. “You never told me, of course,” he added bitterly. “But I misunderstood everything.  I'm sorry.  I'm not your father, anyway.  And you're not a boy anymore.  It's not my business to tell you who to be.”
 
   Apparently as a show of good faith, he released his hold.  Moroni did so as well, albeit reluctantly.  Jonas's jaw was tight, his hands were clenched, but his eyes showed fatigue now instead of anger.  Twist caught sight of Storm's snowy-white hair as he peered fearfully over the far edge of the table.  Twist looked back to Jonas and dipped his attention into the buzz in his neck.  It was hot and chaotic, but cooling.  As angry as Jonas looked, Twist knew that he didn't feel it.  There was more fear and sadness in him than anything else, smoldering slowly deep within him.
 
   “I guess,” Howell said, still speaking to Jonas's back, “after your parents died, I just wanted to take care of you and Ara.  We're the only family any of us has left now.  But I never meant to treat you—”
 
   “It's fine,” Jonas said, cutting him off sharply. “Just leave it.”
 
   Howell frowned slightly, but glanced at Storm across the table.  Storm—only his one uncovered eye, the contraption on his face, and the top of his head still visible—shook his head quickly.  Howell gave a sigh and nodded.
 
   “All right,” he said softly. “But purely for safety reasons, could you put the wrench down, please?  Everything in this room was expensive, you know,” he added with forced lightness.
 
   Jonas dropped it on the table, setting the teacups clattering on their saucers, and then left the room in a rush of indignation and pent-up rage.  Howell moved to follow him, but Storm stood and held his hands up to stop him as soon as Jonas was gone.
 
   “No, no, no, you need to give him space now,” he said quickly. “That was perfect,” he said, smiling tightly. “He's just so used to being mad that he can't remember how to relax and accept anything.  He'll probably cool off and be better later.”
 
   “Well,” Howell said, looking reluctant, “you've been right so far.”
 
   “Storm?” Twist said, rubbing at a slight headache.  Even at a distance, Jonas's emotions were creeping through Twist's mind like a toxic smoke.
 
   “Yes?” he asked, looking much less frightened now, but still nervous as he looked at Twist through the glass over his eye.
 
   “Stop what you're doing,” Twist said. “You've done enough.”
 
   “But there's still the whole problem with Aazzi,” he began.
 
   “You've done enough,” Twist said, forcing his voice a little louder. “You might know his past, but I know him now.  Leave Jonas alone.”
 
   “But I can help,” Storm said, disappointment rampant on his young face.
 
   “I think you have helped,” Twist said, getting to his feet. “We'll see.  But stop for now.”
 
   “Fine,” Storm said with a heavy sigh, crossing his arms.
 
   Twist gave him a slight smile and shook his head as he headed for the door.  Twist stopped outside and listened.  Jonas was below decks, but farther than the crew cabins.  Twist went down the stairs and turned to continue down into the cargo deck, when a hand reached out and nearly caught him.  Twist jerked away from it and found Arabel standing in the hallway, looking unnerved.
 
   “What's going on?” she asked softly. “Jonas just came through here and he looked...” Her words drifted off and the concern on her face grew.
 
   “I'm not sure,” Twist said. “But I'll go find out.  Leave him to me.”
 
   “Yeah,” Arabel said with a weak smile. “You really seem to know how to handle him.  I think you might know him better than I do now.”
 
   “I'm still figuring things out,” Twist said, shaking his head. “Excuse me,” he said, turning to continue on.
 
   Arabel didn't stop him.  Twist climbed down into the cargo deck.  The whole front of the ship was one open compartment, while the engine room was closed off in the back.  Crates and barrels were stacked up in clusters on the curving wooden floor—the bottom of the hull itself—and some were roped securely to the walls.  Twist stopped and listened again.  He heard no sounds except for the low rumble of the engine and a whisper of wind, but he felt a very subtle pull in the buzz at his neck, drawing him gently closer to the front of the ship.  Walking around a few towers of wooden crates, he found Jonas crouching in a shadow, his back turned to Twist.
 
   “Go away,” Jonas said, not turning.
 
   Twist paused in surprise.  There was something new in the buzz now.  Something dark, cold, and dangerous.
 
   “I said, go,” Jonas snapped, standing quickly and half turning. “I don't need your help every five minutes.”
 
   Twist gaped at him as chaos, anger, and fear burned violently at his neck.  He knew he could fix it, calm him down and take it all away, if Jonas only looked in his eyes and let his Sight wash over with the cool white fog.
 
   “Damn it, I said go!” Jonas growled, turning to him.
 
   Twist didn't even see the punch coming until it had knocked him back a step.  He reached up to the fire at his cheek and looked to Jonas.  His eyes were glowing a deep, blood red, but they were wet with tears as he glared at Twist with more hatred than Twist had ever seen in him before.  Fear rushed up Twist's spine, and for once he knew for certain that it was his own.
 
   But Jonas had already caught his eyes.  The effect was instant.  His anger dulled, the color in his eyes lightened, and one of the tears broke free.  Jonas snapped his eyes away from Twist's and wiped at his face.  The moment he did, Twist caught the whiff of a new emotion hiding behind all the others: shame.  Twist's instincts whispered to him not to leave, but every other part of him screamed to go.
 
   “I don't know what to do,” he breathed, at a total loss of anything else to say.
 
   Jonas gave a wholly unhappy laugh. “Then do what you're told.  Leave me alone.  God, there's nowhere to hide on this bloody ship!” he hissed, throwing a halfhearted punch at the crates beside him.  The tower didn't move under the blow, and the wood held strong.  Jonas winced and shook his hand.
 
   Twist swallowed as much of his frantic nerves as he could.  “If I stay, are you going to hit me again?” Twist asked, pouring strength into his weak voice.
 
   “What?” Jonas snapped.
 
   “Well, if you are, I'd prefer you didn't hit me in the face again.  That's too unpleasant.”
 
   Jonas looked at him then, apparently confused enough to forget to glare. “What's wrong with you?” he asked, shaking his head.  Twist took a steadying breath and tried to push down his fears as his instincts won the battle.
 
   “I'm not leaving,” Twist said, pulling himself into a steady posture. “You wouldn't leave me.  Last time, you embraced me, for heaven's sake.”
 
   While he spoke, Jonas's eyes didn't leave him.  Their color dimmed just a little more, taking on a rusty orange.  Twist felt his own fear begin to ease.
 
   “You're easier to fix,” Jonas said softly, the spite in his voice as transparent as a ghost.
 
   “Granted,” Twist said, nodding.  His pride could take a few hits too, if it would help.
 
   Jonas's eyes softened down to a deep honey gold.  He took a breath and looked away again.  Twist watched him build his anger back up, determined not to be calmed down.
 
   “There's no one else here,” he said, watching Jonas curiously. “It's only me.  You have nothing to prove.”
 
   Jonas shook his head with another cruel smile. “I'm here, too.  And stop poking around in my head.”
 
   Now it was Twist's turn to give the breath of a laugh.  Jonas looked to him dangerously. “You're always in my head, remember?” Twist said, pointing to his own neck.
 
   “Oh, poor you,” Jonas sneered.
 
   “Do you want me to hit you back?  Is that it?”
 
   “Maybe,” Jonas said. “Maybe you could knock some sense into me.”
 
   “I'm not that strong.  I'd need a club or something.”
 
   Jonas laughed, the sound surprisingly bright in all the darkness around them.  Twist felt something in his determination break, and watched as the anger, frustration, and embarrassment began to drain out through the cracks.
 
   “Yeah, you would,” Jonas said with a sigh, glancing back to him with now nearly green, but still yellow eyes. “Then, after you're done with me, you should go after Storm.”
 
   “I already told him to leave you be,” Twist said.
 
   “You did?” Jonas asked, looking surprised. “I thought everyone agreed I needed fixing.”
 
   “You're fine the way you are,” Twist said with a frown. “Why should you change?”
 
   Jonas blinked at him, stunned.
 
   “Besides,” Twist said, glancing away and praying he hadn't just said something wrong. “I thought Storm was fixing your family, not you.  He hasn't told you anything, has he?”
 
   “No, he's just running around telling everyone everything I don't want them to know.”
 
   “Well, then, you see?” Twist said, chancing a glance back at him. “You don't need fixing.  It's everyone else who has the problem.”
 
   Jonas was actually, honestly, smiling at him now, and his eyes had warmed into a deep, forest green.  Relief washed over Twist as he tested the buzz in his neck and found stillness there now.  His cheek was beginning to ache, but he hardly cared.
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   “I just had a cup.  It's a rather nice orange pekoe,” Twist was saying over his shoulder to Jonas as they walked back into the dining room. “There's nothing like a good cup of tea to set you right.”
 
   “You're such a Brit,” Jonas grumbled halfheartedly.
 
   “Are you all right?” Myra gasped.
 
   She stared at Twist's face in shock from where she knelt on the floor beside Storm, her hand on the boy's sagging shoulder.  Twist absently reached up to his bruised cheek.  Storm caught sight of Jonas and yelped, ducking back behind Myra and watching him fearfully.  Jonas's anger flared up again, stinging at Twist's neck, but he didn't lunge forward or reach for any kind of weapon.
 
   “It's nothing,” Twist muttered.  Myra got to her feet and hurried to him, pulling his hand away to examine his face.  Storm followed in her wake and kept his frightened pink eyes on Jonas.
 
   “What happened?” Myra asked, her voice sweet and gentle.  Her fingers brushed Twist's tender skin, making him wince. “I'm sorry,” she said.
 
   “Did Jonas hit you?” Storm asked softy, sounding horrified.  Myra turned to Jonas in shock. “Oh no, did I start a fight between you two?”
 
   “No,” Twist said, frowning at him, confused. “Everything's fine.”
 
   “Between Twist and I, anyway,” Jonas added darkly.
 
   “Oh thank heaven,” Storm said, taking large, steadying breaths. “I couldn't live with myself if I set you two at odds.”  Twist stared at him.  As far as he could sense, Storm deeply meant every word.
 
   “Well, we're not.  Right?”  Twist glanced back at Jonas.  Jonas shrugged.
 
   “That's good,” Storm said, starting to look a little better. “I'm really sorry for meddling.  I didn't mean to cause trouble.  I just wanted to help.  You never tell anyone anything,” he added, glancing sheepishly to Jonas. “I thought, if I told the others...” He shook his head. “I'm sorry.  I won't do it anymore.  I promise.”
 
   Twist couldn't help but feel a little sorry for Storm as he tried desperately to apologize, while Jonas continued to smolder.  He and Myra both looked expectantly to Jonas, who rolled his eyes and gave a heavy sigh.
 
   “Fine, whatever.  But if you tell anyone else anything about me, anything at all, I'll send you home immediately.  Got it?  It'd be right back to war and Cyphers.”
 
   Storm nodded quickly, looking somehow even more frightened. “I understand.”
 
   The remaining tension in the room made it seem hard to breathe.  Twist pushed down a breath and forcibly constructed a smile.
 
   “So, tea?”
 
   Twist managed to get Jonas to sit at the table before he hurried off to make another pot of tea.  Myra joined Jonas at the table, while Storm stayed very close to her, and very quiet.  Once Twist had returned with the tea, the atmosphere of the room had at least lightened back to a low, grumbling level of annoyance.
 
   “See?  Not a bad flavor,” he remarked hopefully after taking a sip.
 
   “It's all right,” Jonas muttered, stirring in sugar.
 
   “Philippe?” Arabel asked before she entered the room. “Oh,” she said, looking around. “I thought I smelled orange pekoe.  Has anyone seen Philippe?”
 
   “He and Howell left a little while ago,” Myra said. “Did you try their cabins?”
 
   Arabel didn't seem to hear her as she watched Jonas closely.  Jonas's eyes shifted in her direction, looking vaguely uncomfortable.
 
   “It's rude to stare,” Storm mentioned lightly.
 
   “Watch it, bright eyes,” Jonas snapped.
 
   “I'm not talking about you,” Storm said with all the innocence of a two-day-old kitten. “It's just a generally known truth, which I suddenly felt like mentioning.”  He shot Arabel a meaningful glance as soon as Jonas looked back to his tea.
 
   “Oh, well it'd be convenient if Uncle Howell was with him,” Arabel said brightly. “I need to ask them both which island we should dock at.  Philippe knows all the best French ports in the Caribbean.”
 
   “Wait, we're going to stop in the Caribbean?” Storm asked suddenly.
 
   “That is the plan,” Arabel said, nodding.
 
   “Oh...” he said, looking highly worried. “Do we have to?  I mean, can't we go on and hit the next port instead?”
 
   “What's wrong with the Caribbean?” Jonas asked. “It's nice there.”
 
   “I think Quay is still there, building up a new crew,” Storm said.
 
   “Quay the pirate?” Twist asked. “Isn't he in jail?”
 
   “He broke out a while ago,” Storm answered, shaking his head. “And he's still very, very, mad at you for losing him Idris and Jonas,” he added to Arabel. “He thinks they were the strongest crew members he's ever had.  Idris, especially.  He might shoot you on sight.  Or attack the ship, if he sees it.  He dreams about revenge all the time.”
 
   “Wait, are you sure he's here?” Arabel asked Storm. “You told me it's sometimes hard to tell where people actually are.”
 
   “I know he was in a tavern in Kingston last week, trying to figure out which ship to steal.  He didn't have a navigator, and he was still looking for one.  I haven't had any of his dreams since then.”
 
   “Well, if he was in Jamaica, then we can just go to another island,” Arabel said easily. “And he's probably stolen his ship and left by now anyway.” She gave Storm a smile. “Thanks for the warning.  We'll be careful.” With that, she turned and left the room.
 
   Storm looked to Jonas. “Wow, you're right,” he said softly. “She doesn't listen to warnings at all.”
 
   Jonas grinned at his tea. “Annoying as hell, isn't it?”
 
   “Who's Quay?” Myra asked.
 
   “Do you remember those pirates who attacked us in Nepal?” Twist asked her.  She thought for a second, and then nodded. “Quay was their leader.  Arabel used her Sight to follow him after he kidnapped you, me, and Jonas, and Howell got the Royal Navy to capture him in Indonesia.  Idris and Jonas used to be on his crew, along with a ninja, a woman with a gun collection, and a man who turned into a fox.”
 
   “Oh, I see,” Myra said, listening intently.
 
   Jonas looked up to Twist seriously. “You said all that very casually.”
 
   “Why shouldn't I?” Twist asked.
 
   “Did you hear any of it?  You've actually gotten jaded.”
 
   “Well, we were captured by the man in moon and wound up in a village on a cloud just the other day,” Twist said with a shrug. “I've simply adjusted my perception to match my life.”
 
   Jonas laughed and shook his head. “I'm very proud of you.”
 
   Twist felt an unexpected jolt of pride at the comment.  Storm smiled too, watching Twist and Jonas with—Twist felt—far too much interest.
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   Twist watched the Vimana glide over the small islands nestled in the amber waters of the Caribbean, at sunset.  Since it was possible to run into Quay in a French port, they had decided to visit Santiago instead.  It was a bustling, once-Spanish city, on the lower arm of the largest island in the seas below.  It was surrounded by dense jungle on one side, and well-fortified seaports on the other.  Jonas named the glowing points of light on the other islands as they went by.
 
   “There's Tortuga in Haiti.  Fantastic bars there ... And over there, that's Jamaica.  It's been under English rule forever.  Too stuffy for me …  Havana is up that way...”
 
   As Twist listened to the names of the various ports and islands, he grew more and more nervous.  Each place Jonas mentioned reminded him of old pirate stories.  His mind's eye filled each island with unscrupulous, treasure-hungry cutthroats and braggarts who would as soon kill a stranger as have another drink.
 
   “What's going on with you?” Jonas asked as the ship began to descend into the cannon-ringed, fortress-like port outside Santiago. “Why are you so nervous?”
 
   “I don't like pirates,” Twist muttered stiffly.
 
   “I'm a pirate,” Jonas pointed out.
 
   “You're … an exception.”
 
   “Oh Twist, you'll make me blush...”
 
   Twist shot him a glare. “I don't think I want to visit the port.  I'll just stay on the ship.”
 
   “Twist,” Jonas said, very seriously, stepping in front of him to capture his full attention. “This is Santiago.  This is Cuba.  Do you know what's illegal here?”
 
   “What?” Twist asked cautiously.
 
   Jonas leaned closer with a wicked gleam in his cobalt-blue eyes. “Nothing.”
 
   “Enjoy your evening,” Twist said with a tight smile. “I'm going to find out if Mr. Fogg is able to get through Suez on time or not.”
 
   “You are not reading a book tonight,” Jonas said with certainty.
 
   “I went out with you in Berlin when you had that same treacherous gleam in your eye,” Twist said, pointing accusingly at him. “My head hurt for two days.”
 
   “I can't believe that was really your first hangover,” Jonas said with a warm smile.
 
   “First and last, thank you very much,” Twist said, crossing his arms.
 
   “Well, there're other things to do, here,” Jonas said thoughtfully. “There's … wait, no, you wouldn't be able to touch any of the girls.”
 
   Twist stared at him in shock. “Did you just almost suggest what I think you almost suggested?”
 
   “What?  Believe me, this is the place for it.”
 
   “My God, you really are a brigand!” Twist said, shaking his head disdainfully. “A gentleman doesn't even joke about such things.”
 
   “Oh, don't be so stuffy.”
 
   “Right,” Twist said with finality. “Good night.”
 
   He turned to walk away, but found Arabel standing just behind him.  He started to a stop before her and stared at the dangerous smile on her face.  Her sea-green eyes looked nearly as wicked as Jonas's had a moment ago. “Having another Venice moment?” she asked.
 
   “Venice moment?” Twist asked.
 
   “When you tried to stay on the ship and read a book while we were in Venice at carnival,” she clarified.
 
   “Ah.”  Twist paused to calculate his next move.  If he wasn't careful, he could find himself in peril in an instant. “Not at all.”
 
   “Liar,” Jonas said, still standing behind him.
 
   “I'm staying on the ship to spite Jonas for being an uncouth and brazen scoundrel.”
 
   Jonas laughed. “Where do you come up with those?  I swear, you sling the best-worded insults.”
 
   “I read, sir,” Twist spat over his shoulder.
 
   “Lover's quarrels aside,” Arabel said with a dismissive flick of her hand, while Twist bristled angrily and narrowed his eyes at her, “you may not be here again anytime soon, and Santiago is legendary for its entertainments.”
 
   “I have entertainment, thank you,” Twist said.
 
   “Tell you what,” Jonas said, leaning around him to speak to Arabel, “his Sight doesn't work if he's unconscious.  I'll knock him out if you help me carry him ashore.”
 
   Twist spun to him with wounded shock.
 
   “That sounds good,” Arabel said, smiling at her brother.
 
   “Twist!  There you are!” Myra called happily as she hurried closer.  She rushed to the railing and looked out at the torch-lit airship docks: wooden jetties hanging out over the jungle from the old stone fortress walls. “Oh, I can't wait to see this place!” she said brightly to him. “The others have been telling me such colorful and exciting stories about it.”
 
   Twist looked at her with bitter betrayal glowing in his chilly blue eyes. “Even you?”
 
   “What?” she asked, looking confused and slightly worried. “Is everything all right?”
 
   “Just fine,” Jonas said, tossing an arm casually around Twist's neck. “He's ready to explore.  He wouldn't want to disappoint you,” he added, grinning at Twist.  Twist glared back at him, his annoyance strong enough to keep Jonas's fog and smug delight at bay.
 
   “I hate you.”
 
   “I'm going to make you have fun if it kills me,” Jonas said smoothly.
 
   Twist hung his head, finally surrendering to his fate.
 
   When Jonas insisted they escape Moroni's guard, worried that he might take his job too seriously and insist they remain in safe parts of the city, Twist's spirits dropped even further.  Jonas kept close to Twist as they walked over the jetty and onto the old stone walls, as if afraid that he might try to run back to the ship.  Myra took Twist's arm and walked beside him in complete wonder and delight as they stepped through the stone gates of the fortress and out into the city streets, while Arabel followed along beside them.  Noise, color, torchlight, and ink-black shadows swallowed them all instantly.
 
   It appeared to Twist as if the city was in the middle of a riot and enjoying it immensely.  Men and women alike spilled in and out of taverns: laughing, shouting, and singing along to rolling peals of ancient sailing songs on drunken tongues.  Gunfire sounded occasionally in the distance, but no one seemed to take notice.  Fights broke out and calmed with no semblance of order that Twist could detect.  Horses and coaches filled the muddy streets and didn't appear terribly concerned with running into anyone.  For the first few steps, Twist clung to Myra fearfully and did all he could to simply witness the world around him.  Her obvious delight at all the excitement couldn't break down his own wall of fear.
 
   “Come on, this way,” Jonas yelled over the din, gesturing them to a waiting coach.
 
   “This place is fantastic!” Myra said with glee as she and Twist hurried to meet Jonas. “There's so much going on!”
 
   “Yeah, it's almost as much fun as Rio,” Arabel said brightly to her.
 
   They climbed into the coach—which struck Twist's senses instantly with the strong scent of stale beer—and it set off immediately.  Twist leaned back into the shadows of the rollicking box to catch his breath.  Myra and Arabel leaned out a window to watch as the noise and chaos continued on outside.  Jonas smiled broadly at Twist, sitting across from him, near the other open window.
 
   “Having fun yet?” he asked Twist.
 
   “I'm not sure you know how that word is supposed to be used,” Twist shot back. “Fun things are supposed to be at least slightly enjoyable.  This place is mad!  It's a crime against society!  Not even Venice was this...” He groped in the air for a word that could possibly suit the cacophony around him.
 
   Jonas leaned forward as the coach stopped for a moment in traffic, the light from a torch outside lighting his wicked smile. “Between the two of us, I claim the better understanding of the word 'fun'.”
 
   Twist primed a comeback, but another voice intruded on them before he could speak.  A woman with long, curling black hair that hung loose over her bare shoulders and the decidedly low neckline of her dress, let out a wave of bubbling laughter as she fell against the coach and caught her balance with her arm through the window.  Her face was flushed a brilliant red as it stopped a breath away from Jonas's.
 
   “Oh!  Sorry, beautiful,” she said happily to Jonas, catching his eyes for the merest instant in his shock before he snapped them closed.  Clearly not noticing, she smiled at him widely, reached out a bare hand to catch him behind the neck, and then pressed a kiss on his lips before he had an instant to protest or even comment. “No hard feelings!” she said, laughing again as she pulled herself back to her feet and out of the coach window.
 
   The coach started to move again and the woman disappeared into the fray.  Myra, Arabel, and Twist stared at Jonas in naked shock.  He wiped at the edge of his lip with a thumb and leaned back in his seat, grinning ear to ear.
 
   “God, I love the Caribbean,” he toned smoothly.
 
   Twist scooted himself a little farther away from the window.
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   “Don't worry, you'll like this place,” Jonas assured Twist once the coach stopped in a slightly quieter part of the city.
 
   They couldn't hear gunshots anymore, and fewer people were fighting now, but most everything else remained the same.  They had stopped outside of a tall iron gate set into a long, high, stone wall.  There appeared to be a forest inside, lit with flickering firelight and filled with the distant sounds of music.  There was also a man standing just inside the closed gate.  He was nearly as tall as the gate itself, and appeared to be more of a mountain than a man, with very small eyes above a thick and bushy golden beard.  He had shoulders wide enough to build a house on, and hands as big as frying pans.
 
   “Hello, Thor,” Jonas said to him. “How've you been?”
 
   “Do I know you?” asked Thor with a deep, thunderous voice and an accent that reminded Twist of Vikings he'd read about.
 
   “Sure you do,” Jonas said. “I came here last time with that guy with the gold eyes.”
 
   Thor's miniscule eyes widened in shock, or possibly fright.  It was hard for Twist to tell with such small specimens. “Is he here?” Thor asked, his voice very nearly soft.
 
   “Not at the moment,” Jonas said casually. “But I'd have to call him, of course, if my friends and I had trouble getting in tonight.”
 
   The gate creaked loudly as Thor opened it and stepped aside. “Have a good evening, sir.”
 
   “Thanks, we will,” Jonas said, striding through the gates as Twist, Myra, and Arabel followed after him closely.
 
   “What was all that about?” Twist asked, following the shadowy, winding path through the dense jungle around them.
 
   “Vane and I wanted to get in here last time Quay came to Santiago,” Jonas said. “But it's invitation only and Thor, back there, wouldn't budge.  So, we wished he'd spend the night as a mouse down by the sea docks.  That place is crawling with cats.”
 
   “I wish I knew a djinn,” Arabel muttered.
 
   “But, wait.  Idris really granted that wish?” Twist asked.
 
   “He had a great time watching Thor scurry around, getting hunted by tabbies.”
 
   As Twist struggled to imagine such a gigantic person in the form of a mouse, the path before them widened out.  There was a large, three-story, European-style house hidden in the center of the contained jungle, and each of the many windows seemed to be glowing a different, vibrant, color.  Twist instantly thought of an Edgar Allan Poe story he'd read once, and just as quickly wished he hadn't.  Music poured out into the darkened garden, on sparkling waves of conversation and laughter.  There was a young woman sitting on the marble steps outside, bathed in the emerald-green light that spilled out of the enormous, open front door.
 
   Twist squinted in the dim light.  She appeared to have very long, pointed ears at the edges of her shining golden curls, and her skin was sparkling from head to toe.  She also wasn't wearing very much in the way of clothing.  Her slender form was wrapped in shimmering cloth reminiscent of an ancient Greek style of dress, with bare arms; below the knees, her legs were also bare.  She glanced up from the small harp in her hands as they approached.  She looked them over and didn't seem impressed.
 
   “You call those costumes?” she asked with a light French accent.
 
   “I'm a sky pirate,” Jonas said with a shrug.
 
   “Me too,” Arabel added. “Argg...”  Jonas half-turned to her with quiet disbelief.
 
   “Right.  No one's ever done that before,” the fairy said dryly. “What are you then, an English gentleman?” she asked Twist with a snide tone.
 
   “He's Phileas Fogg,” Jonas said dismissively.  Twist shot Jonas a suspicious look. “But have you seen this one?” Jonas asked, drawing Myra farther into the light.
 
   The Greek fairy with the French accent looked suddenly quite impressed. “Is that all actually metal?” she asked slowly. “Or is it paint?”
 
   “It's metal,” Myra said with a nod.  She tapped her own arm with a finger.  Her skin rang with a bright and decidedly metallic note.
 
   “Amazing,” the fairy said with a smile. “Your friends have no imagination at all, but you will fit right in.  Welcome to the party!”
 
   Twist's eyes were filled to the brim with emerald green as he and the others walked into the house.  The gaslights set on the walls, the candles on the tables, and the chandelier hanging over the two wing-like curving staircases in the entryway were all covered in emerald-green glass, bathing everything in the room in the same color.  Boughs of paper leaves hung over the doorways—each one leading into a different color—the windows, and the stairs, giving the space the look of an olive grove, while people in fantastic costumes gathered and wandered in high spirits.
 
   A medieval knight chatted with a vicar and a she-devil in a tight dress and horns.  A pair of seventeenth-century gentlemen in frills, studded velvet coats, and enormous hats bowed deeply to a lady in a leopard fur coat, dress, boots, and matching leopard ears pinned in her hair, as they walked by.  A man in a turban, flowing robes, and curly, shiny shoes gave a glass of champagne to a gorilla wearing a bow tie.  A person in a full diving suit with heavy iron boots and a copper helmet accidentally bumped into a man in a toga wearing a long beard and holding a trident, who began to laugh when he turned to find that it was the diver who had walked into him.
 
   “What is this place?” Arabel asked Jonas.  Her face was awash with wonder.
 
   “The best party in the Caribbean,” Jonas said proudly. “They hold it every night, all year long.”
 
   Myra clutched to Twist's arm, sending a shock of joy over his already overtaxed senses. “Do we ever have to leave?” she asked him urgently.
 
   Jonas laughed. “Just wait until you see the other rooms.  Come on, let's go.”
 
   Myra dragged Twist along quickly as Jonas led them all through the house, one room at a time.  There was a library, its walls lined with shelves of books, that was lit in a deep, watery blue with blown-glass fish and bubbles hanging on thin wire from the ceiling.  There was a purple room that had huge swaths of textured cloth covering the walls and falling in puddles on the floor around piles of cushions with a gleaming, golden lamp quietly smoking on a table in the center that no one seemed inclined to touch.  A pink-lit room was filled with silk flowers: they hung from vases on the walls, sat in bowls on tables, surrounded the doors and windows, and sprouted from the furry pink carpet on wire stems.
 
   It was the golden room, however, that Twist liked most of all.  Where the walls weren't covered in clocks, large gears hung to fill in the space.  The furniture was made entirely of gleaming gears and cogs and padded with golden fabric.  The floor was covered in sheets of shining metal, and the chandelier that hung in the center of the room—which of course was made of gears as well, with a working clock looking down from the center of it—spun slowly with every tick and tock thanks to a complex mechanism that filled the ceiling with clockwork.
 
   “Wow, it's your soul in the shape of a room,” Jonas said, smiling at the wonder on Twist's face.
 
   “This is the best room in the universe,” Twist said, letting his eyes drift closed as he listened to the harmonious ticking of the room.  If there hadn't been the ghost of music playing nearby, and people in bizarre costumes walking in and out, it would have been abject perfection.
 
   “Aren't you glad we got to explore this place?” Myra said, taking his hand and resting her chin on his shoulder.  Twist opened his eyes to her, feeling the warm pulse of her emotions playing along his skin.
 
   “A bit,” he muttered softly.  Jonas laughed and shook his head.
 
   “You're impossible.  Come on, let's check out the ballroom.  That's the only room in the house that changes.  They redecorate it on the first of every month.”
 
   They followed him through the house as the music grew louder and the crowds got thicker.  Open double doors led them into a huge ballroom at the back of the house, which was covered completely in glowing white.  The high walls were crusted with what looked like shimmering ice, and the tall windows were frosted over almost completely.  The wide dance floor seemed to be made of white marble and was covered with a fine dusting of tiny, shimmering white fragments of paper that looked very much like snow.  There were icicles hanging from the chandeliers and the white-glowing gaslights.
 
   Twist felt a chill and wondered if it was simply his imagination, or if the room was actually frozen somehow.  The costumed dancers tossed the snow gently with their feet as they glided over the floor, following the rhythm of a playful jig.  Myra watched the dancers excitedly for a moment, as if studying their steps.  Then she took Twist's hand and turned her gleeful face to him.  Twist felt a jolt of fright.
 
   “I don't know this dance,” he said quickly. “Maybe Jonas would...”
 
   “I don't know it either,” Jonas said, grinning at him. “And she'd much rather dance with you, I expect,” he said, looking to Myra.
 
   “Come on, it looks easy,” Myra said, already pulling him closer to the dance floor.
 
   “But—!” Twist gasped, his eyes watching the dancers slip by each other so very closely.  He dug his heels into the light paper snow out of pure desperation.
 
   “Hang on a moment,” Jonas said to Myra.
 
   Twist didn't pay him any attention at all until he felt a soft pressure against the base of his neck.  In an instant, Twist's vision went fully white, his heartbeat slowed, and his fears evaporated into the chilly air.  In the numb, senseless fog that the world had become, he heard Jonas's voice echo inside his own thoughts as he told Myra to take both of Twist's hands and think of how much fun it would be to dance with him.
 
   The fog lifted gently.  Twist blinked to clear the image of Myra's smiling face before his eyes.  Her joy and anticipation pulsed up from his hands, rippling over his skin, and filling his heart to the brim.  He found he was smiling back to her and wondered vaguely why they weren't dancing yet.  Myra glanced away from him.
 
   “Thank you!” she said brightly.
 
   “No problem,” Jonas said from behind Twist. “Show the man a good time, will you?”
 
   Myra shimmered with delight as she drew Twist into the dance.
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   By the end of the first dance, Twist began to realize what had happened.  All it had taken to disarm him completely was one finger on that spot at the base of his neck.  As Myra spun him in time to the quick music, and drew him on through the tight crowd with infinite grace, Twist caught sight of Jonas also in the dance now, on the arm of a lady with very dark but glittering skin, and a dress—a very short dress—made of long grass and large green leaves.  Arabel spun past them as well, dancing with what appeared to be a dark-haired musketeer, complete with a large feathered hat and a long mustache.
 
   Myra's delight continued to obscure Twist's own feelings, and he just didn't have the heart to fight it.  He let her lead him on, and let his body follow her movements as they poured though his Sight.  He tried not to think about how close the other dancers were.  He tried not to be angry with Jonas for tricking him so easily.  Instead, he let Myra fill his whole attention with sunshine as they danced in the snow.
 
   All of the dancers came to a stop at the end of the second song, and clapped for the band.  Myra took Twist's hand and led him off the floor to a row of empty white couches at the far end of the room.  Twist hadn't realized that he was tired until he sat heavily on a couch and found it difficult to catch his breath.
 
   “That was lovely!” Myra said brightly, sitting close and draping her arms around him. “You're a wonderful dancer, Twist.”
 
   He laughed and shook his head. “No, I'm not.  You dance well enough that all I have to do is follow.”
 
   “Well then, you follow divinely,” Myra said on the edge of her own laugh. “Thank you for joining me.”  Twist smiled and took her hand, raising it to his lips.
 
   “It was my pleasure,” he said before placing a small kiss on her cool copper fingers.
 
   To his surprise, her shock and a much deeper joy rushed through his Sight at the motion.  When he looked up to Myra's face, she giggled nervously and turned away from him to look back at the dance floor.  Twist watched her curiously, wondering what he'd just missed.  It had seemed like the proper thing to do.  His eyes wandered to the small space below her ear, where the gentle line of her jaw met her slender throat.  For the briefest instant, he wondered what it might be like to kiss her there.  Twist's propriety caught up with him and he snapped his gaze away, shocked at himself for even having such a thought.
 
   “Well, are you having fun?” Myra asked, looking back to him.
 
   “Naturally,” Twist said, nodding. “I'm with you.”
 
   “Oh, you insufferable flatterer!” She swatted at him playfully.
 
   Twist hadn't meant it as a compliment—her joy simply affected his Sight very strongly—and he began to explain, but Myra giggled again and sent another sparkling wave of delight splashing through his mind.  He shut his mouth and decided not to correct her after all.
 
   Myra was on her feet again the moment the next song started.  Twist was helpless to fight her as she dragged him back onto the floor.  The rhythm of this song was just as lively as the last, and Twist was quite out of breath by the end of it.  The flashes of fright that stung him every time the other dancers got close enough to nearly colliding with him and Myra were also taking their toll.  As everyone stopped to clap again, Twist took hold of Myra's hand and led her out of the icy ballroom entirely.
 
   “Come, let's explore a few more of the rooms,” he said to her, hoping to distract her from the dance.  Myra seemed somewhat surprised, but followed him anyway.
 
   They hadn't seen anything on the second floor, so they climbed up one wing of the emerald staircase and entered the first door they saw.  This room was painted ruby-red, and filled with furniture and decorative pieces, all of black lacquer and gold.  There were also long sticks of smoking, strong-smelling incense in a black pot on the table in the center of the room.  The space reminded Twist instantly of Hong Kong.  There was an Egyptian queen and a man in a simple suit, with a donkey’s head instead of his own, both speaking softly in one corner.  The room was otherwise empty.
 
   “Oh, how lovely,” Myra said, catching sight of a bright yellow bird in a golden cage that hung in one corner.  The bird gave a tiny chirp and looked back at her just as curiously.
 
   “You like birds, don't you?” Twist said, moving to stand beside her. “There were a lot of cages like this one in your palace in Nepal.”
 
   “People used to bring me pet birds from all over the world,” she said, smiling at the little yellow one before her. “They all had such pretty little songs.”  She gave a sigh and Twist felt her mood grow heavy.
 
   “Do you miss the life you had?” Twist asked gently.  She turned to him and put a smile on her face with some apparent effort.
 
   “I did,” she said, nodding. “I was all alone for so long...” She took a deep breath and her smile grew warmer as she looked back at him. “But I don't miss anything now.  I used to dream of having a real adventure, instead of just playing with all my toys at home.  But now, I'm on an adventure every day!”
 
   “I'm very glad you see it that way.”
 
   “And I used to have suitors, too,” she added, frowning.
 
   “Oh yes,” Twist said, remembering the old story.  Her father never accepted any of them.  One of the most jealous suitors tried to kill him, but Myra had jumped in the way of the arrow and saved her father's life, nearly at the cost of her own.  Her soul had been saved just in time to be put into her clockwork puppet.
 
   “They were all nasty people,” she said bitterly. “They pretended to be sweet, but they only wanted my daddy's riches.  Or they'd promise to take me away and give me all sorts of things to distract me from the fact that I'd never leave their palaces, either.”
 
   She shook her head, looking more and more angry with each word.  Then her eyes fell on Twist and softened.  She reached up to entwine her fingers behind his neck and smiled at him as his hands found the small of her back automatically.  Twist noticed absently that their bodies were drifting very closely together, and his heart began to beat more quickly.
 
   “You're so different from all of them,” she said gently. “I think my daddy would have liked you.  He might have given me up if you had asked him for my hand.”  Twist wondered if the warmth in her touch was making him slightly dizzy, or if it might be the incense.
 
   “Well,” he said, suddenly, inexplicably nervous. “I'm not sure he'd approve of me dragging you around the world, always being chased by Cyphers and Rooks, and whatnot.”  Myra shook her head as one of her hands wandered into the black curls above his neck.  A shiver ran cold against the heat on Twist's skin.
 
   “If my daddy didn't like you, then I would have run away with you, anyway.”
 
   “You're very irresponsible, my dear,” Twist said gently, swallowing the reckless and heady delight that followed her comment.
 
   Myra laughed lightly.  She paused, as if considering something.  The metal and clockwork seemed to melt away from her.  For a moment, Twist didn't understand what was happening.  Then he realized that she was reaching out to him with her spirit and taking over his Sight, the way she had the first time they had met.  He had gotten so easily accustomed to seeing her in clockwork that he sometimes forgot what she really looked like.
 
   Just as it did every time he saw it, the child-like beauty of her human face surprised him.  Her form felt suddenly cold and soft in his hands, and her fingers chilled the skin at his neck, but his Sight was too busy now to show him any of her emotions.  His own were so stunned that Twist could only stare back at her dark, sparkling eyes as she leaned in just a little closer to him.  It wasn't until her lips met his that he realized what was happening.  His eyes snapped shut and the rest of the world vanished into a luscious haze.
 
   When she pulled back, it took him a moment to collect himself enough to open his eyes again.  He saw her spirit smiling at him with a blush of pink on her pale cheeks before the image dissolved back into copper and clockwork.  His confused Sight struggled to supply him with useful information, but all that managed to seep through the blinding haze of his own emotions was a deep, sweet, and quiet warmth.
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   Jonas, Arabel, and Jonas's dance partner caught up with Twist and Myra in a room that was upside down.  All of the furniture, along with a Persian carpet, was nailed invisibly to the ceiling, and the gaslight stood up in the center of the room like a table instead of hanging down.  The walls were painted to match the illusion, the curtains were tacked to the walls to make them look like they were hanging upward, and a few flower pots could be seen suspended upside down outside the dark windows.
 
   Arabel laughed and continued a very fast-paced conversation she was having with the woman Jonas had been dancing with, when the two of them came into the room.  Jonas walked with them, smiling lightly as if enjoying their conversation as well.  When Arabel saw Myra gently pushing the gaslight to watch it swing—somehow, it always fell back to the center as if gravity really were pulling it upwards—she called to her. “Myra, come here, this is Helen, and she's a professional dancer.”
 
   Myra looked quite intrigued and went to join them.  Twist had been standing beside her, but didn't follow her.  His mind still was in total disarray and he found it very tiring, trying not to let Myra see it.  The thought of a moment to relax was even more attractive than Helen, the leaf-clad dancer.  Jonas walked quietly closer to him and watched the women speak brightly together.
 
   “Did something happen?” Jonas asked Twist.
 
   “Humm?” Twist toned, feeling his emotions melt into numb puddles on the floor.
 
   “A little while ago, I felt something weird,” Jonas said, reaching up to rub at his neck. “Not bad or anything, but new.  You were so far away that I couldn't really tell what it was.  I'm not even sure it wasn't just my imagination.”
 
   Twist took a breath to buy himself a little more time to respond, but it didn't help very much.  He shrugged. “Myra kissed me.”
 
   “Like, on the cheek?  Like she does whenever you do something she likes?” Jonas asked, looking to him slowly.
 
   Twist shook his head. “She didn't use her puppet.  She just reached into my Sight with her spirit and … kissed me.”
 
   Jonas was grinning now. “But if I felt a difference in the buzzing, then...  This can't be the first time a nice young lady has kissed you, can it?  I mean, seriously, how old are you?”
 
   “I can't touch anyone.”
 
   Jonas's face went blank with shock. “Wow.”
 
   Twist looked away from him with a sigh.
 
   “Good girl, Myra,” Jonas said softly, looking towards her with a smile now. “It took her a while, but she got there in the end.”
 
   “Meaning what, exactly?” Twist snapped, finally figuring out how to be angry again.
 
   “Well, it was obvious she liked you from the first day,” Jonas said easily. “But you two are both so prudish that nothing ever seems to happen.”
 
   “You're paying far too much attention to our...” Twist paused, unsure of the right word.
 
   “Love life?” Jonas offered.
 
   “Stop saying things like that!” Twist snapped, feeling his face heat up.
 
   Jonas laughed. “So, tell me.  What's it like kissing a ghost?”
 
   “If you don't behave yourself immediately, I will be forced to defend my honor,” Twist declared with all the dignity he could still find within himself, and a glare to match.
 
   “Oh, come on,” Jonas whined. “I've never kissed a ghost.”
 
   “You will have plenty of chances when I'm done with you,” Twist hissed. “You'll have your pick of the women in the afterlife.”
 
   Jonas laughed again and held up his hands in surrender. “All right, all right, don't tell me.  But you know I'm just going to wonder.”
 
   Twist smoldered for a moment before he heard Arabel speaking very excitedly to Myra and Helen. “You're getting along with Ara, then?” Twist asked Jonas.
 
   “I guess,” Jonas muttered with a shrug. “As long as we're not talking about me, and she's not sighing at me for anything, it's not actually torture to be around her.”
 
   “Do you think you might get used to her if it stayed like this?” Twist asked lightly.
 
   “I don't know,” Jonas said, his mood darkening a little more. “Why?”
 
   “Well, it would be nice to think that you could repair your relationship.”
 
   Jonas looked at him suspiciously. “Are you just trying to make sure we can't get back to the subject of you and Myra?”
 
   Twist put on a wounded expression. “No, no, certainly not.”  He realized after he'd said it that he'd forced his voice a little too high.
 
   Jonas narrowed his eyes at him, and their color shifted towards purple.
 
   “It was my voice, wasn't it?” Twist asked with a sigh. “Too high?”
 
   “That glow on your skin turns green when you lie,” Jonas said with a smug smile.
 
   “That's not fair!” Twist snapped. “I can't even control that...”
 
   “And your voice was too high,” Jonas added.
 
   “Damn.”
 
   “Twist, Twist!” Myra said suddenly, leading Helen closer to them by the hand. “I want you to meet Helen,” she said, smiling brightly. “She's a dancer in something called a 'ballet' that sounds marvelous.”  Helen smiled at Myra, laughing softly behind her hand. “And this is Twist,” Myra said proudly. “He's an adventurer from London.  And he can fix simply anything.”
 
   “It's nice to meet you,” Helen said, giving him a curtsy.  Twist noticed that her accent sounded just like Quay's had.  Her dark skin looked even closer to a full, colorless black out of the gleaming light of the ballroom, but there was definitely fine glitter dusted all over it.  He returned her curtsy with a bow.
 
   “A pleasure,” he said. “But really, my dear, an adventurer?” he asked Myra softly.
 
   “Of course,” she said innocently. “What else would you be?”
 
   Twist frowned.  What else would he be?
 
   While the others talked with the charming ballerina dressed in leaves, Twist couldn't keep his attention on the conversation.  Somehow, somewhere in all the madness of his life, he'd become the sort of person that he usually only read about in books.  He'd done far too much, been to far too many exotic and dangerous places, to still be just a clockmaker.  Nothing in his life had turned out the way he'd thought it would.
 
   As Myra quietly took his hand, while they all meandered through the colorful rooms of the house, the sheer comfort and tranquility of her touch on his Sight pulled his thoughts to a sudden halt.  He'd loved the story of the clockwork princess since he was young: the solitude of her palace at the top of the world, the magicians and puppeteers that flocked in to entertain her from the far corners of the globe, the simple idea of a person made entirely of clockwork who might not affect his Sight the way people did.  He had often dreamed of appearing before her with a magnificent toy that he had built.  She might like him then, and let him stay in her beautiful, fairytale world of sunlight and clear skies.
 
   He'd been in love with the idea of her far longer than he'd known her.  Now that he did know her, his heart was utterly helpless against her charms.  He was fully aware of her gratitude towards him for repairing her puppet, and her open and joyful personality towards everyone.  He knew that she gave him more attention than anyone else, but not once, not in all his childish dreams or sober considerations for her future, had he ever imagined that she might grow to love him in return.
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   The party lights grew dim when the sun began to rise.  The costumed masses drifted out into the shadowy jungle around the house, like the ghosts of dreams.  Helen vanished long before daybreak, leaving Jonas firmly convinced that fairies—wood nymph ballerinas especially—never led to any good.  Twist and his companions eventually drifted away as well.  The streets were much quieter in the soft, rusty glow of dawn, but they were littered with empty bottles, trash, and drunken, sleeping forms.  Arabel gave the world a disapproving sigh as the cab carried them back to the docks.
 
   “It's all fun in the dark, but this place is awful in the daylight.”
 
   “The city is just hungover,” Jonas said fondly. “Give it a couple of hours, maybe splash a little cold water on it, and the place will be good as new.  You watch.  By noon, the whole city will be bustling, and they'll all start getting ready for tonight.”
 
   “So, it's like this all the time?” Twist asked. “I thought yesterday was a holiday or something.”
 
   “Nope, just a Tuesday,” Jonas said, shaking his head. “You should see Saturday.”
 
   “What happens when there is a holiday?” Myra asked.
 
   Jonas looked to her with a flash of fear in his eyes. “You don't want to know.  That's too much party, even for me.”
 
   “That's not possible,” Arabel said, grinning at him.
 
   “I have limits,” Jonas said, sounding hurt. “They're just … rather far apart.”
 
   Arabel looked as if she wanted to say something back, but she only smiled and shook her head.  Twist wondered if something Storm had told her was now holding her tongue.  Glancing back to Jonas, Twist found him still in a fairly good mood.  Maybe it really was working.  Either that, or the night out had released the pent-up tensions that Jonas had collected.  Either way, he seemed drastically more stable now.
 
   They found the Vimana still docked where they had left it, hanging out from the old stone ramparts, but there was almost no one out in the thin morning light.  There were only two people on the airship docks, and they were standing together at the end of the jetty that led onto the deck of the Vimana.  Twist recognized them both far too late, and he shivered against his own shock.  He came to a stop a few feet away, and pushed Myra behind him.
 
   “Good morning,” the sky pirate Adair Quay said brightly.
 
   He looked almost exactly the same as he had when Twist had last seen him, on the day the Royal British Navy had taken him away to prison.  He was tall and well built, with smooth brown skin, dark but gleaming eyes, and a mane of thick black hair tied into a mess of short ropes.  The jewelry was all still in place: bracelets, rings, a long string of silver round his neck, a number of metal pieces pierced through his ears, and one through his right nostril.  The thick black lines of the tattoo that wound a pattern in the gently wrinkled skin around his left eye were almost invisible in the low light.  There was no sign at all that he had missed a single day of freedom.
 
   Vane stood beside him, smiling at Twist and his friends with a wicked glint in his somehow inhuman eyes.  Just as he had been the first time they had met, Twist noticed that Vane's human face didn't look quite right.  His ears were a little too pointed, nestled in his thick, fur-like black hair.  His nose was just a little too long, and his black eyes were just a little too big.  Then, of course, there was the fluffy, white-tipped, black fox tail that hung behind him.  He was still dressed in loose-fitting black trousers and a long purple tunic with a wide black belt in the style of a samurai, as he had been in Hong Kong.
 
   “What are you doing here?” Jonas asked coldly.
 
   “Hello, Jon, nice to see you too,” Quay said with a smile.
 
   “Where are the others?” Arabel asked, glancing past Quay to the ship and its empty open deck.
 
   “Have you seen this?” Quay asked, holding up a piece of paper. “Wanted,” he read from it, “one girl made of clockwork, and one young boy with pink eyes.  Both to be brought, unharmed, to Lord Loki of the Cyphers with a reward of two thousand British pounds each.  Anyone traveling with them is to be killed, and their heads brought along for an additional reward of five hundred pounds each.”  Quay looked back at them, still smiling. “Imagine my surprise when I saw the clockwork princess sneak off the very same ship I was planning to steal, to go off partying all night.  Too bad there aren't any little boys with pink eyes about.  That would be too easy.”
 
   Twist focused on keeping his face still as he heard that Storm wasn't on board.  How the boy could have escaped without being seen was beyond him.  “So, you're going to sell our heads to Loki, then, are you?” he asked, taking a better grip of his walking stick.  He kept his eyes on Vane, knowing he was the faster of the two.
 
   “I haven't decided yet,” Quay said thoughtfully. “Can you make me a better offer?”
 
   “What would you want?” Jonas asked on a heavy sigh.
 
   Quay looked at him unkindly, then glanced back to the Vimana, behind him. “Nice ship, this,” he said. “I've blasted more holes in it than I can count, over the years, but it's still solid as a rock.  A flying rock, of course.  I could use a new ship.”  Beside him, Vane gave a derisive sort of laugh.
 
   “I'd rather be shot dead than give you my ship,” Arabel said proudly.
 
   Quay smiled as he drew a pistol. “If you insist.”
 
   “Whoa, whoa, hold on!” Jonas said, raising his hands and stepping forward, his eyes on the mouth of Quay's pistol. “All right, so she threw you in jail,” he said with a flippant nod to Arabel. “It obviously didn't have that much of an impact on you.  Has this friendly little rivalry really escalated to killing?”
 
   “I had a djinn,” Quay growled bitterly. “Do you even know what I went through to get him in the first place?  I haven't got any idea where he is now.”
 
   Myra began to speak, but Jonas cut her off before a word left her mouth. “Yes, and a shape-shifter,” he said with a gesture to Vane, “and me with my future sight.  Two out of three isn't too bad, you know.”
 
   “Jonas...” Quay said, shaking his head. “When have you ever known me to settle for good enough?”
 
   “You always make the most of what you have,” Jonas said quickly. “Arabel's Sight can find anything, anywhere in the world.”
 
   “Jon!” Arabel gasped. “Don't tell him that!  I'd never—“
 
   “How do you think the Vimana always got to the goods before you did?” Jonas asked Quay before she could continue. “She always knew the quickest route.”
 
   “Are you seriously offering me your sister?” Quay asked.
 
   “I'm trying to get you stop threatening everything in sight so that we can have a reasonable conversation like adults.”
 
   Arabel stopped protesting then, but stared at Jonas in surprise.  He was actually trying to protect her.  Twist guessed that it must have been a very long time since Jonas had done anything of the sort.  Quay, however, didn't look nearly as touched.
 
   “And I suppose that next you'll explain to me how letting your friend and his pretty little toy remain free is going to help me as well.  I'm sorry, Jonas, but you're too good of a pirate.  Your words aren't even as trustworthy as those of a politician,” Quay said.  Vane gave another laugh.
 
   Jonas's shoulders sagged slightly and Twist felt the hint of fear in the buzz at his neck.  Twist's thoughts rushed to find a way to save them from being sold—in pieces—to Loki.  He could take Myra and run, and maybe get away if Arabel and Jonas put up a fight.  But that wouldn't save them all, nor anyone who might be locked away inside the ship already.  Quay would have more of a crew by now than just Vane, and they could be lurking anywhere in the dim shadows.  He knew he might be able to fight off one or two, but only if he had surprise on his side.  Even then, he didn't have another way off of this island.  He looked to the paper in Quay's hand.  This place was full of pirates.  Quay had simply been the first to find them.
 
   “Let him have the ship,” Twist said softly.  Arabel looked to him in shock. “Let us rejoin your crew,” he said to Quay, who was watching him curiously now. “Arabel and I are Sighted.  You can use us.  You can simply tell Loki that you found Myra alone.”
 
   Twist flinched against the rush of horror and fear that exploded over his Sight from Myra's touch, her hand holding his tightly.  She had always trusted him before.  Even when she hardly knew him, she had trusted him when he needed her to.  He could only pray that she would trust him now.  His heart ached to do it, but he tugged his hand free of Myra's quietly.  He needed his mind clear if he was going to have the slightest chance of fooling the pirate.
 
   “I see,” Quay said. “And then, naturally, once we're in the air and on our way to the Cyphers, you'll all mount some kind of rebellion, I assume.”
 
   “Have you killed anyone yet?” Twist asked with as little emotion as he could, and a vague gesture to the ship.
 
   “The crew is under guard,” Quay said flippantly.  Twist saw Arabel's relief out of the corner of his eye.
 
   “Then you've already accepted the risk of a rebellion,” Twist said. “But remember,” he added, placing the point of his walking stick between his toes and leaning both hands on the hilt comfortably, “you took care of me, once.  I only left you when I did because it was better for me.  Right now, I don't particularly want to be killed.”
 
   Quay stared at him quietly for a moment, as if considering his offer. “Then, when the time comes, you'll give up your precious little toy?” he asked, glancing to Myra over Twist's shoulder.
 
   Twist wanted to look back to her, to reach out and touch her, to reassure her somehow.  Anything of the sort would give him away.  He gathered his strength and forced his face calm, pulling himself perfectly still.  He gave a nod to Quay.
 
   “If that's what it takes to ensure my own safety.”
 
   He heard her gasp behind him, a tiny sound, but the sharpness and betrayal in it stung to his core.  Quay's eyes held Twist in place, forcing him to hold his mask for agonizing moments.  They finally shifted off of him, moving to Jonas and Arabel.
 
   “What about you two?”
 
   Jonas gave an easy shrug. “I ran away to join your crew before.  Nothing's changed.”
 
   “No, this is insane,” Arabel said when Quay looked to her expectantly. “You're both insane!  I'm not going to turn around and join the very same man who has hunted, tormented, and stolen from my family for years!”  Her voice grew louder and her tone more hysterical with every word.
 
   Quay sighed. “Vane?  If you would.”
 
   “It's about time,” Vane said.  He pulled a length of rope from the empty air behind him, and advanced on her.
 
   “Stay away from me!” Arabel screamed, raising her fists.
 
   “Jonas, now's a good time to prove yourself,” Quay said.
 
   When Arabel shot him a warning look, Jonas took hold of her wrists, pulling them behind her back.  Arabel struggled and wailed in frustration as Vane tied her hands together, and then tied a black cloth over her mouth to muffle her screams.
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   Vane threw Arabel into the hold, while Quay took Jonas, Twist, and Myra to the dining room.  He told them all to sit.  Twist and Myra sat beside each other, while Jonas sat across the table from Twist.  Myra never said a word, or looked at Twist, until she sat down and Quay cuffed her wrist to the armrest.
 
   “What are you doing?” she gasped.
 
   “Just keeping you in one place,” Quay said, petting her arm. “I don't want you to get damaged before I deliver you.”
 
   Twist felt a flash of rage at seeing Quay's hand on Myra's copper skin, but he swallowed the feeling as best he could without drawing attention to himself.  Myra jerked away from the pirate's touch with a disgusted expression on her face. “Don't touch me, you filthy pirate!”
 
   “Temper, temper,” Quay said, looking more entertained than insulted. “No wonder you don't mind getting rid of her,” he added to Twist.  Myra fell silent.
 
   “What happens now?” Twist asked, his voice cold on his tongue.
 
   “Now?  Tea, I think,” Quay said, taking the seat at the head of the table, where one of the Vimana's pots already sat, steaming slightly.
 
   As he poured himself a cup of tea, Twist glanced to Myra.  She looked up to him with confusion, fear, and pain evident on her face.  Twist's chest tightened so quickly, so painfully, that his hand moved to it unconsciously.  Myra reached out and put her free hand on his arm.  The moment her hand fell on him, her metal skin vanished into flesh.  Twist looked to her face to find it human once again.  He was so stunned by the speed of the change that it took him an instant to realize that nothing else in the world was moving.  The tea hung still in the air, halfway to Quay's cup.  Dust motes hung perfectly still, suspended in the sunlight.
 
   “What's happening?” he asked, finding a strange, tight, echo on the air.
 
   “Exactly,” Myra said, her voice tight as well. “What is happening, Twist?” He looked back to her to find her looking at him sternly.  He glanced nervously to Quay, but the pirate still hadn't moved a muscle. “They can't hear us,” Myra said impatiently. “But I can't hold us like this for long.  Now, what are you doing?”  The last of her words sounded difficult for her to voice.
 
   “I'm lying to him to buy time,” Twist said quickly, taking her cool hand and looking into her eyes. “I couldn't think of any way to run or fight, while we were on the docks.  Obviously, Jonas couldn't either or he never would have let us get on board.  But as long as we're together, and Jonas and I are free, we have a chance.”
 
   “You're lying to him?” Myra asked, her expression cautious.
 
   “Of course,” Twist said. “You didn't believe me, did you?”
 
   “I didn't want to,” she said softly, looking away. “But you sounded so certain.  He believed you,” she added, gesturing to Quay.  Twist was confused for a moment until he realized that her spirit wasn't handcuffed.
 
   “That's because I was trying very hard to make sure he did,” Twist said, drawing her attention back. “It's not easy for me to lie.  I have to give it all I have.  And I had to make him believe me.  If he tied me up too, then I might not be able to protect you.”
 
   “Then...” she began slowly, new sunlight glinting in her doe-like, dark eyes, “you're not going to give me to Loki?  Even if it means he'll try to have you killed?”
 
   Twist gave her a smile and sighed. “My dear, I would gladly give my life if it would keep you safe and happy.  I'll never give you to anyone.  Not for any price.”
 
   Bliss washed over her face, cleansing it of every dark thought.  She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him closer, nestling her nose in the crook of his neck. “I'm sorry,” she whispered against the bare skin of his throat. “I'll trust you.”
 
   Relief crashed over Twist like a cool, sparkling wave, and he wrapped her in his arms.  He bent his lips closer to her ear.
 
   “Thank you, my love.”
 
   Myra pulled back enough to look at his face. “What?”
 
   “What?” Twist asked back, startled.
 
   “What did you say?”
 
   “Thank you?” Twist tried, slowly.
 
   “No, after that.”
 
   Twist narrowed his eyes in thought. “How could you possibly not know that I love you?”
 
   Her pale cheeks flushed a vibrant pink and she glanced away. “You've never said it before...” she said softly.  Twist's confusion shifted into a smile.
 
   “That's a rather minor detail,” he said gently. “A trifle, really.  Haven't I shown you?”
 
   Myra nodded, not looking back to him. “But you never said it.”
 
   Twist slipped a finger under her chin and brought her eyes back to his. “I love you, Myra.  I always have.”
 
   The words left him easily, but sent a chill down his spine.  He realized that he'd long ago given up hope that he would ever get to say such a thing to anyone.  Myra soaked in the sentiment with quiet satisfaction, smiling warmly at him now.  A strange sound—stuttering, deep, and haunting—murmured somehow from the whole world at once.
 
   “Oh no!” Myra said suddenly, looking to Quay.
 
   The tea was beginning to move slowly.  The dust slid gently on the air.  In an instant, the world shuddered into a different orientation around Twist, and he found himself sitting as he had been before, facing the table instead of Myra, in exactly the same position he had been in before.  Even though he had only moved slightly, the change was so sudden, so sharp and unexpected, that it was highly unnerving.  Twist jerked and sucked in a startled breath.
 
   Quay looked up at him sharply, the tea now flowing easily into his cup. “Are you all right, there?”  Across the table, Jonas gave Twist a quietly curious look.
 
   “Almost sneezed,” Twist muttered, rubbing at his entirely unaffected nose.  While Jonas didn't look convinced in the least, Quay turned his attention back to his tea.
 
   “So tell me,” Quay said brightly as he held his cup up to his lips. “Whatever did you do to Loki?  He never pays that much for a head.”
 
   “Twist almost killed him,” Jonas said with a shrug.
 
   “Really?” Quay asked, looking at Twist sharply. “What, by accident?”
 
   “No,” Twist said, feeling somehow offended.
 
   “Really...” Quay toned, taking a sip of his tea. “This is a day for surprises.  First, my arch-nemesis flies right over my head and docks nearby, without posting a guard.  Then, I find that there is a valuable bounty on board,” he added with a gesture to Myra. “And now, I'm told that the meek little clockmaker I picked up in Nepal has become a proper ruffian!”  He smiled happy. “What will happen next?”
 
   Twist caught Jonas's eyes across the table, and saw exactly the same sentiment in them that he felt himself.  As the ship rose into the air over Santiago, he knew it would only be a matter of time before he and Jonas found a way to secure their freedom.  Quay was right to be suspicious.
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    
 
   Quay insisted that Twist and Jonas get some sleep after being out all night.  Twist suspected he also wanted to separate them to keep them from speaking privately.  As Quay personally escorted them down onto the cabin deck, Twist glanced through the stairway opening that led into the hold and caught sight of a pair of large, dark-skinned men he didn't recognize, sitting together around a lantern and a deck of cards.  Though he couldn't see very much through the narrow opening—other than the two men and the crate they were using as a table—the game appeared to have four players.  Quay walked Twist and Jonas to the doors of their separate cabins and then locked them in from the outside.
 
   “Pleasant dreams, boys,” he called, and Twist heard his heavy footsteps return to the stairs. “I'll wake you for lunch.”
 
   Twist looked at the lock in his door and gave a light laugh.  Clocks were far more complex than the inner workings of any lock.  He took his clock-mending tools out of his luggage and waited for a few minutes, in case Quay was still close enough to hear something.  Then, he knelt down at the door and put his fingers over the lock.  It only took a moment for his Sight to show him exactly what needed to be done.  The lock surrendered easily.
 
   Just as he was going to stand and open the door, he saw a shadow pass on the other side of the tiny keyhole.  Twist paused and stared in surprise as the doorknob turned slowly.  He sprang to his feet and backed away before the door opened just enough for Jonas to rush inside and close the door silently behind him.
 
   “I knew you'd get your door unlocked. So, what's the plan?” he asked eagerly.
 
   Twist stared back at Jonas.  Something was wrong.  Twist couldn't identify anything specific, but something wasn't right about him.  The smile seemed foreign or forced somehow.  His eyes seemed dull, and were only their natural green.  Twist reached into the buzz at his neck, looking for more clues.  It felt softer than it should have been, with Jonas standing this close.
 
   “What?” Jonas asked when Twist didn't seem to respond. “Is there something on my face?”
 
   Twist's face fell into indignation.  He glanced down. “Where did you hide your tail, Vane?”
 
   Jonas's expression darkened and he leaned back against the door, his arms crossed.  He took a heavy breath. “How'd you figure it out?  That was damn quick.  I must be losing my touch.”
 
   “Take his face off,” Twist snapped. “This is disturbing.”
 
   Vane smiled with Jonas's face. “Come on, tell me,” he said on a perfect copy of Jonas's voice. “What did I get wrong?”
 
   “Details,” Twist said with a sigh. “Just details.  Really, can you stop it?”
 
   “Which details?” Vane asked curiously.  “It can't be anything physical,” he mused as he pushed himself off the door to lean closer to Twist. “I can't make a mistake on the looks after I've gotten the name.  The voice is right, isn't it?”
 
   Twist shivered and backed a step away.  The voice was exact.  The face was exact.  Even his hands looked like Jonas's, right down to the faint calluses on his palms.  But even looking at such a flawless copy, Twist knew intrinsically that the light in those sea-green eyes was alien.  The buzz in his neck was almost nonexistent.  Twist couldn't feel any sense of the emotions in this man.  There was nothing familiar in the subtle vibrations of the soul before him.
 
   “It's nothing you can fake, Vane,” Twist said. “You're just not Jonas.”
 
   Jonas's face took on a knowing grin. “You know, I have fooled friends, family, and even a mother once—even if she was eighty-five.  But no matter which face I take, there is one person I can never fool.  The lover always knows.”
 
   A thrill of indignation shot up Twist's spine. “Get the hell out.”
 
   “Oh, found a nerve, have I?” Vane asked, Jonas's green eyes sparkling cruelly.
 
   “You heard me,” Twist growled, taking his walking stick from where he had left it leaning against the wall.
 
   “Oh, please.  You wouldn't hurt your sweetheart,” Vane said, with a dismissive wave and a smile unlike anything Jonas would ever wear.
 
   “No, I wouldn't.”
 
   Twist moved faster than he knew he could.  He raised the tip of his cane and hit the switch to bring the lick of lightning to life, thrusting it at Vane's throat.  Vane leaped backward and his back struck the door in his speed, making him wince as Twist followed and held the dancing blue light a hair's-breadth away from his skin.  Twist stopped, holding himself as still and calm as possible while his heart thundered in his chest.
 
   “Now take his face off, and get the hell out of my sight,” he said softly, but firmly.
 
   “When did you grow teeth?” Vane gasped, staring at him in shock as his face shifted and changed into his own.  The rest of him shifted as well, like rain dripping down cold glass, until he was fully himself once again.  The furry black fox tail appeared—the hairs of it bristling on end—hanging behind him.
 
   Twist gave him a smile. “I've been busy.”  He moved away slowly and switched off the lightning.  He drew himself into a calm and steady posture, resting his hands casually on the top of the walking stick before him.  He forced his will to burn through his cold blue eyes.  Vane seemed to shudder.
 
   “If you ever get bored of Jonas,” Vane said as a smile grew on his face, ”come find me.  You look like a lot more fun now.”
 
   “Out,” Twist snapped, holding back a growl like a dog on a chain.
 
   “Right,” Vane said, turning to open the door.  He stepped through and then paused, looking at the lock. “Of course, you understand that Quay knew your door wouldn't stay locked,” he said, almost apologetically.  He nodded down the hallway.  Twist glanced out the doorway and found one of the men he had seen in the hold, now sitting on the stairs.  The dark tone of the man's face only made his eyes appear all the keener as he toyed idly with a large, jagged knife.
 
   “Yes, I see,” Twist said heavily.
 
   “You only have to prove to him that you can be trusted,” Vane offered.  As he spoke, he leaned a shoulder on the doorframe and fell into a lax posture. “Then you'll be as free as I am.  You'll be able to see your lover whenever—”
 
   Twist raised the point of his walking stick swiftly and pressed it against Vane's chest. “Good day,” he snapped, pushing Vane out into the hallway with a sharp jab.
 
   “Twist, come on!” Vane said with an amiable smile.
 
   Twist shut the door with a neat snap.  He stood still and listened as Vane's soft footsteps wandered away.  Then, he collapsed to his knees and took long, deep breaths until his hands stopped shaking.  The adrenalin seeped slowly out of his blood, leaving him hollow and exhausted.  He hadn't had a moment's rest since the night began, but the light of morning was already filling his sparse little cabin.  His thoughts wandered around Myra for long moments—wondering if she was all right, still handcuffed to a chair in the dining room.  She could be frightened.  She could be alone.  She could be alone with Quay.
 
   Twist snapped his eyes closed.  He could try to attack the guard at the stairs.  He could try to free Jonas and they could attack the guard together.  His head felt unreasonably heavy.  His eyes didn't seem inclined to open again.  He had a sinking suspicion that the struggle to frighten Vane had taken the last of his strength.  Anything he attempted now would likely end up causing more trouble than good.  Cursing his own weakness, Twist forced himself to stand just long enough to fall back into his hammock.  He shut his eyes and listened to the silence in the room.
 
   The buzzing at his neck was calm, even when he reached into it as deeply as he could.  Jonas wasn't particularly frightened or worried at the moment.  He might already be asleep.  Twist dug deeper, letting the soft, warm, electric sensation wash over him until he felt a subtle pulse.  It was slow, steady, and constant as clockwork.  Consciousness slipped away from him easily.
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   The first thing Twist noticed was the clean, icy scent on the cool air.  Then, he realized that he was standing.  He opened his eyes to find himself on a rampart that ran around the edge of the sloping slate roof of a tall building.  The streetlights far below flickered gold in their damp halos, nestled in a city of tall buildings that stretched out as far as he could see.  There was a figure sitting against the edge of the sloping roof a few steps away from him, gazing up at the sky.  Twist looked up and was startled to see that the brilliant stars were shining in a wide array of rich colors.  There also seemed to be more of them visible than Twist had ever seen before.
 
   He suddenly realized that he had no idea where he was or how he had gotten there.  Hadn't he fallen asleep on the Vimana, flying over the Caribbean?  He walked towards the figure sitting on the slate.  As he got closer, the face cleared enough in his vision for him to recognize it.  At the same moment, the buzzing in his neck began to grow more noticeable.
 
   “Jonas?” he asked, his voice echoing gently in the quiet.
 
   Jonas looked to him, his eyes glowing a soft lilac, and smiled. “Hi, Twist.”
 
   “Where are we?”
 
   “Vienna,” Jonas said, glancing around at the city below.
 
   “How did we get here?  Where's the Vimana?”
 
   Jonas shrugged and looked back up at the sky. “I don't want to think about that now.”
 
   Twist paused, looking at him more closely.  His eyes were glowing, and the buzz in Twist's neck felt exactly like it always did.  He didn't seem like a copy.  Twist took a step closer and reached down to take his hand.  Jonas made no complaint, and only looked back at him mildly as Twist felt the white fog rush over his Sight the same way that it always did.  There was no tension of any kind.  Jonas was perfectly calm.
 
   “What's wrong, Twist?” he asked gently.
 
   “I don't understand what's happening,” Twist said, frowning at his thoughts. “We're halfway around the world from where we should be, and you don't even seem to care.”
 
   “It's only a dream,” Jonas said easily.
 
   Twist looked up at him quickly. “A dream?  Whose dream?”
 
   “Mine, of course,” Jonas said with a smile.
 
   “Then why am I here?” Twist asked.
 
   “You're always here.”
 
   “I am?” Twist asked.  He could never easily remember his dreams.  Did he dream of Jonas?  He shook his head to clear it. “But you're not dreaming of me, I'm really here.”
 
   “Fine, whatever,” Jonas said, smiling at him gently.
 
   “No, Jonas, you're not listening,” Twist said.
 
   “There you are!” a new voice said as the sound of hoofs on stone wafted close.
 
   Twist turned around to see Storm running to them along the ramparts.  Then Twist realized that it was only the top half of Storm.  Below his waist, his legs looked much more like the hind-legs of a goat, complete with cloven gray hoofs, long and snowy white fur, and a stubby tail.  There were also two short gray horns sticking out of his hair.  He wasn't wearing anything in the way of clothing—besides the fur—and the copper skin of his human half seemed to glitter gently in the dim light.  He slowed as he approached, and a look of surprise bloomed on his face as he stared at Twist.
 
   “Wait a minute,” Storm said as he came to a stop a few steps away. “You're not glowing.  You're really Twist.  Not dream-Twist, but real Twist.”
 
   “Storm,” Jonas said, looking at him with concern. “Why are you a satyr?”
 
   “You can see me?”  Storm asked, astonished.  “He's never seen me before,” he said quickly to Twist, pointing at Jonas. “I've tried everything to get his attention.  Maybe it's because you're here,” he added, frowning as he absently scratched at a horn.
 
   “What the devil is going on?” Twist snapped impatiently.
 
   “We're in Jonas's dream,” Storm answered. “But, how did you get here?”
 
   “I haven't the foggiest.”
 
   “That's just strange,” Storm said, shaking his head. “I shouldn't be able to see you at all.  But anyway, I'm glad I can talk to you!” he said to Jonas. “Are you on the Vimana?”
 
   “No, I'm in Vienna,” Jonas answered.
 
   “No, I don't mean in your dream,” Storm said with a sigh. “Are you on the Vimana for real, out in the waking world?”
 
   Jonas seemed to give this some thought. “Possibly...”  Twist noticed the streetlights dim slightly below them, and the chill in the air took on a biting edge.
 
   “Well, I fell asleep on the Vimana,” Twist said to Storm. “I'm sure Jonas was on the ship too, at the time.”
 
   “And Quay has control?” Storm asked him.
 
   Twist nodded. “He's going to try to sell Myra to Loki.  And our heads as well, if we cross him.”
 
   “Okay,” Storm said. “Listen carefully because I don't know how long we have here.  I'm in Santiago with Moroni.  He saw the pirates attack, grabbed me, and jumped into the sea.  I don't think they even know we were on board at all.  Moroni's really mad at you for not telling him where you went, by the way.”
 
   “Why would I tell him where I went?” Jonas asked. “He works for the man.”
 
   “What man?” Storm asked.  Then he shook his head quickly. “Look, Moroni's called the mags and told them what happened.  But, apparently, around the time Quay took the Vimana, magpie spies saw Loki's ship set out at top speed, heading this way.  Moroni said there is a magpie ship in the area, but he isn't sure they can find the Vimana in time.  There's no way to track you now that you've left Santiago.”
 
   “Oh look!” Jonas said suddenly, pointing to the sky.  Twist looked up to see a few brilliant streaks of light flash across the stars. “That's pretty,” Jonas said happily.  The air seemed to warm back to a gentle chill as he smiled at the sky.
 
   “Pay attention!” Storm snapped.
 
   Jonas gave him a frown. “You're mean when you're a satyr?”
 
   “Twist, are you following what I'm saying?” Storm asked, exasperated.
 
   “The Rooks are trying to find us, but Loki will probably find us first,” he said, nodding. “I imagine Quay is trying to meet Loki halfway.  But what's wrong with Jonas?” he asked, looking back to find him smiling at the sky again.  Were the streetlights getting brighter?
 
   “He doesn't believe that we're real,” Storm said with a sigh. “Unless we can make him see that he's not dreaming up you and I, he won't listen.  I think he's stressed, and trying to have a nice, calm sort of dream on purpose.  He always comes here when he's worried.”
 
   “How do we make him see that we're real?” Twist asked.
 
   “I don't know,” Storm said, shaking his head. “I've never been able to get his attention before.  He always ignores me.  He would have recognized me when we met, if he had ever actually seen me in his dreams,” he added heavily.
 
   Twist looked at the peaceful expression on Jonas's face with annoyance.  There had to be some way to get him to see the truth.  There had to be something he could do to make it clear to him.  But if Twist appeared regularly in Jonas's dreams, then what could he do that would be different than what his dream self would do?  Only one thing came to mind.  Twist knelt down directly in front of Jonas, and then put his hands on either side of his friend's face.  He looked back into Jonas's startled eyes, unblinking.
 
   “Come on, look at me,” Twist said, watching the color in Jonas's eyes shift gently from blue to green.
 
   “I am,” Jonas said.
 
   “No, your eyes aren't purple,” Twist said. “Use your Sight.  Look at me.”
 
   Jonas frowned slightly and reached up to try to tug Twist's hands away.  Twist didn't let him, and didn't blink.  Jonas gave a sigh, but his eyes shifted into a soft purple.  After a moment of silence, they dipped into a richer hue and recognition flashed through them.
 
   “Wait...” Jonas toned slowly. “I can feel your heartbeat in my neck.”
 
   “What does that mean?” Storm asked, peering at them from the side.
 
   “I can't ever feel your heartbeat in my dreams,” Jonas said, still staring into Twist. “Only when I look at you for real.”
 
   “I am real,” Twist said, finally sparing a moment to blink as he took his hands away and stood up again. “This is a dream, but I'm really here, in it, with you.”
 
   “How can you do that?” Jonas asked, his eyes still deep purple.
 
   “No idea,” Twist said, shaking his head. “Did you hear what Storm said?”
 
   Jonas seemed to think for a moment. “Wait, you're real too?” he asked Storm.
 
   “Yes, I am,” Storm said, relief breaking over his face.
 
   “But you're a satyr.”
 
   “I know!” Storm snapped. “Look, the mags have a submersible in the Caribbean Sea, and it's searching for the Vimana.  You have to stall until they find you.  Even if Loki catches up with you, you have to keep his airship over the water for as long as you can.  The mags sent an airship too, but the submersible has more firepower.”
 
   “Firepower?” Twist asked.
 
   “Moroni says that Aden has been waiting for a chance to attack Loki directly for ages, but he's never had a good enough excuse.  It's politically dangerous for him to attack without provocation.  But Aden put Myra under his protection when he sent her on tour.  If Loki tries to take her, he can call it an attack on his property and retaliate.”
 
   “That's fantastic,” Jonas said, smiling brightly. “Does Loki know about any of this?”
 
   “There's no reason he should,” Storm said. “Aden is hoping to catch him by surprise.”
 
   “This is wonderful news,” Twist said, taking a deep breath. “Thank you, Storm.”
 
   “I'm glad I could help,” Storm said, practically glowing with pride.
 
   “So, is there anything else?” Jonas asked.  Twist and Storm both looked at him to find a placid smile on his face.
 
   “No, I think that's about it...” Storm offered.
 
   “So, you can leave now, right?” Jonas asked.
 
   “I suppose,” Storm said, looking slightly confused.
 
   “Twist, pat the satyr on the head so he can go, will you?”
 
   Twist touched gently at the buzz in his neck again as Jonas looked back to the brilliant stars.  He was still perfectly calm, and still completely himself as far as Twist could tell.  He looked back to Storm.
 
   “I guess we'll see you again in the waking world, then,” he said stiffly.
 
   “Right,” Storm said, still looking a bit confused. “See you later, then.”  He turned and trotted away across the stone.
 
   “Come, sit with me, Twist,” Jonas said softly.
 
   Twist did as he was told and sat beside Jonas, against the edge of the sloping roof.  The moment he was in place, Jonas reached out and pulled him closer, wrapping an arm around Twist's shoulders.  Twist froze.  Jonas had reached out to him many times before, but now there was something in this touch that felt very different: casual, unconscious, and seamless.  Jonas didn't seem to notice anything amiss as he watched the stars turn slowly overhead.
 
   “Jonas, are you all right?” Twist asked gently.
 
   “Sure, fine.”
 
   “Are you sure?”
 
   Jonas laughed lightly and pulled away from him just enough to look at his face more clearly. “Will you just relax?  Enjoy the silence while we have it.”  As he spoke, his hand slipped to Twist's neck.
 
   A chill ran down Twist's spine the moment before Jonas's rough palm found the sensitive spot at the base of his neck.  The fog in his mind thickened to full white, and drowned him in calm, numb comfort.  The quiet in Jonas's heart filled Twist's mind instantly, pushing everything else away.  As his vision began to clear again, he suddenly realized that there was something else lurking under the surface of the calm.  Everything around them—the silent city, the colorful stars, the chill in the air—had been carefully put into place.  Jonas had constructed even the silence itself.  As long as he was here, he felt safe.  But outside...
 
   Twist looked at him thoughtfully as Jonas gazed at the sky.  He could only imagine how worried he must have been to need a moment like this.  Twist had no idea how much control he must be exerting to keep his dream still.
 
   “Should I go, too?” Twist asked. “I can see you're busy.  I must be distracting you.”
 
   “No,” Jonas said, looking at him quickly. “I'm glad you're here.”  He paused and looked into Twist's eyes. “It really is you, isn't it?”
 
   “I think so,” Twist offered with a shrug.
 
   “That's amazing,” Jonas toned thoughtfully. “I know this is my dream because the stars are the right colors,” he said, glancing up to the jewel-studded, velvet sky. “You only see the stars in white, right?”
 
   “Usually,” Twist said, nodding. “Is this the way you always see the sky?”
 
   “Pretty much.  I'm making the stars spin a little faster right now.  But how did you get in here?” he asked, looking back to him.
 
   Twist paused to think.  For some reason, it was hard to remember actually falling asleep.  Then, as he focused, it slowly came back. “I think I fell asleep while focusing on the buzz.”
 
   “Have you ever done that before?”
 
   “I guess not,” Twist said with a smile.
 
   “Do you think you could do it again?”
 
   “Maybe.”  Twist felt the faint light of a new emotion in Jonas's touch, something darker and colder. “Just in emergencies, of course,” he added quickly. “I wouldn't want you to get sick of having me around,” he added easily.
 
   Jonas smiled lightly and took his hand off Twist's neck to put his arm back around his shoulders. “Don't worry about that.”
 
   The white fog in his mind thinned but didn't disappear, and Twist felt some of his own emotions return to him.  They were warmer now than when he'd left them.  He looked to the unprotected edge of the roof and knew that it should worry him to be up so high.  But somehow, he really didn't mind.  The chill air moved subtly, but with the freedom that only comes from being far from the ground.  The quiet wasn't empty so much as it was soothing.  He only wished that Myra was with them as well, to enjoy this oasis of peace.
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   Twist realized vaguely that someone was poking him in the chest with a stick.  He blinked his eyes open into stinging sunlight, and found Vane standing beside his hammock with Twist's walking stick in his hands.  Vane smiled brightly and put the tip of the cane on the floor, leaning on the hilt casually.
 
   “Did you have a good dream?” Vane asked. “Did you dream of me?”
 
   “What do you want now?” Twist moaned, pushing himself to sit up with his legs hanging over the side of the hammock.
 
   “It's lunchtime.  I've been sent to fetch you,” Vane said, offering a hand to help him to his feet.  Twist looked at his hand, then at his face. “You're still not going to touch me, are you?”
 
   “I'm never going to touch you, if I have anything to say about it.”
 
   Vane put on a pout. “Why not?  What are you so afraid of?  I promise to only bite you in a fun way,” he added with a wicked smile.
 
   “Where's Jiran?” Twist asked.
 
   “Who?”
 
   “The ninja woman you were fond of,” Twist said. “From Hong Kong to Indonesia, you never once left her side.”
 
   “Oh, her...” Vane said, as if struggling to catch a distant memory. “I think I made her angry.  One day I woke up and she was just gone.  Not like hiding in the shadows gone, but really gone.  I haven't seen her since.  Why do you ask?”
 
   “No reason,” Twist said with a sigh. “She was just so wonderfully distracting to you.”
 
   Vane narrowed his eyes. “Are you trying to tell me, delicately, to piss off?”
 
   “Yes,” Twist said with a tight smile.
 
   “Oh, I do love a challenge,” Vane purred, grinning like a wolf before a perfectly prepared roast.  Twist felt his skin crawl as if it were trying to escape without him.
 
   “Give my cane back,” Twist said, holding out his hand.
 
   Vane complied, and Twist got to his feet.  Then he swung the silver hilt of the cane swiftly at Vane's shoulder.  Vane yelped and backed away, his hand moving to the wounded spot as he stared back at Twist in surprise.
 
   “Know that if you look at me like that again, I will defend myself,” Twist said with as much dignity as he could muster.
 
   Vane's shock melted into a smile, but this time he held his tongue.  Instead, he led Twist out into the hallway and up the stairs to the dining room.  Quay and Jonas were already there, and Myra was still sitting handcuffed to the chair.  Twist caught her gaze and she gave him a brave but quiet smile.  There was an array of bread, fruit, and a variety of cheeses on the table.  Twist sat beside Myra, and across from Jonas, but Vane followed and sat beside him as well.
 
   “Twist?” Jonas asked.  Quay glanced at him when Twist did. “What color are the stars in Vienna?”  Twist instantly saw the subtle, guarded light in Jonas's now deep-purple eyes, and stared into them unblinking.
 
   “White as a goat, of course,” he said as unemotionally as he could.
 
   Quay frowned, looking a bit confused.  Twist saw a glimmer of relief in Jonas's eyes.  Yes, they'd both had the same dream after all.  The Rooks really were hunting for them now, and they were close to rescue.  Twist put a gentle hand on Myra's arm and gave her an encouraging smile.  His Sight showed the tension in her easing somewhat.
 
   “So, did you manage to sleep?” Quay asked as he served himself some bread and cheese. “Or did you just do that meditation thing?” he asked Jonas directly.
 
   “What?  It's as good as sleep.  I'm telling you, it's great when you're stressed.”
 
   “Why would you be stressed?” Quay asked him. “I thought you were on our side.”
 
   Jonas smiled but kept his eyes on his plate. “I'm only ever on my own side.  You know that, Adair.  I'm just glad you could join me.”
 
   Quay laughed. “Touché.  How about you, Twist?”
 
   “He was out cold when I went to get him,” Vane offered, smiling fondly at Twist from close beside him. “He looked so peaceful, too...”  Jonas glanced at Vane sharply, then looked to Twist.
 
   Twist gave the fox a glare and picked up a fork, examining it. “Tell me, Vane, do you enjoy having two eyes?”
 
   Vane seemed to shiver. “You're ever so adorable when you're angry.”  Myra leaned forward to look around Twist at Vane.  Quay also seemed to pause and watch.  Twist looked at the fox coldly, calculating his next possible move.
 
   “Don't be aggressive,” Jonas said softly. “And don't actually scare him.  He likes it.”
 
   “Do you know what the devil he's playing at?” Twist asked Jonas, hooking a thumb at Vane.
 
   Jonas put on a resigned smile. “In my experience, Vane will pursue the affections of anyone with a pulse.  Especially, anyone who doesn't appreciate it.”  Quay sniggered and nodded, while Vane shot both he and Jonas a glare. “Don't take him seriously,” Jonas continued casually. “I don't think he's capable of actually caring for anyone.”
 
   “That's not my fault!” Vane snapped at Jonas. “I'm too young.  I've only got one tale.  You just wait till I get older and figure out what the hell you're talking about,” he warned with a shaking finger.  Twist frowned at Vane in confusion as he struggled to make any sense out of his reply.
 
   “Oh, that's your excuse for everything,” Jonas scoffed at the fox. “You'll still be an idiot when you grow your ninth bloody tail.”
 
   “You never even try to understand the ways of my people,” Vane grumbled, looking hurt.  Quay glanced at Jonas meaningfully, seeming to agree with this.
 
   “Whatever,” Jonas muttered with a sigh. “Anyway, Twist, don't try to scare him or make him angry.  What you need to be is boring.”
 
   “Hey, he's only just gotten interesting,” Vane said in a whine. “Don't tell him to stop!”
 
   “Boring?” Twist asked thoughtfully. “I should be able to manage that.”
 
   “Ignoring him works sometimes, too,” Jonas offered.
 
   “Stop it!” Vane snapped at Jonas. “You wouldn't ignore me, would you, Twist?” he asked pleadingly.  Twist looked to Quay.
 
   “I slept very well, thank you,” he said.
 
   “Twist...” Vane toned mournfully.
 
   “Well, that's good,” Quay said, still watching Vane. “Oh, I wanted to ask you,” he began, as if the thought had only just occurred to him.  He looked to Jonas, as pleasant as a crocodile.  “What are your opinions on what we should do with our captives?”
 
   Jonas shrugged. “Desert island?”
 
   “We could sell their heads to Loki,” Quay said as if pondering whether to have fish or chicken for dinner.  Twist felt the buzz in his neck tighten. “I mean,” Quay went on, “you're right about Arabel.  We might be able to use her.  But the others are useless.”
 
   “Hey, Twist?” Vane asked softly.
 
   “I said I wanted to be free of them,” Jonas said calmly. “I never said I wanted them dead.”  Twist saw Quay's face take on a knowing gleam.
 
   “What better freedom can you have, than knowing you'll never see them again?” he asked.
 
   “Twist, do you have the time?” Vane asked sweetly.
 
   “Ah, but I think you have it wrong, there,” Twist said casually to Quay. “You see, Jonas wants to be free of them out of spite, not true hatred.  The better freedom in that case would be to leave them alive to know that they've been spurned.”  Jonas looked to Twist with a hint of gratitude in his eyes.
 
   “Hey, Twist honey?” Vane said pleasantly.  A jolt of pure annoyance almost made Twist turn to him.  Myra, however, glared acidly at Vane in his place.
 
   Quay looked at Vane curiously, but then shook his head as if to clear it. “Well, I never thought of that,” he said. “But still, four heads, at five hundred pounds apiece, is no small sum.”
 
   “Twisty pie...”
 
   “W-well, yes,” Twist muttered, steeling his soul against any response to Vane. “But you're already going to get two thousand for Myra.  And you might yet find the boy.”
 
   “Twisty Twist...”
 
   “Yeah, how hard can it be to find a boy with, what was it?” Jonas asked, looking to Twist as if he didn't know. “Pink eyes?”
 
   “Was it pink or was it purple?” Twist asked Quay.
 
   “The notice said pink,” Quay answered.
 
   “Twisty dear, did you know you have a lovely-looking neck?” Vane asked softly.
 
   “Will you stop that?” Myra snapped at him.  Twist could feel the fox's eyes on him, and it took all he had not to turn and punch him in the face.
 
   “Oh, Vane, knock it off,” Quay said suddenly.
 
   Jonas looked up to Twist and a shock of fear flashed in his eyes.  Twist only turned halfway back to look at Vane when he felt a gentle brush against the skin just under his jaw.  His Sight responded instantly and a black cloud billowed into his mind.  Twist's thoughts recoiled, diving for the buzz in his neck, while the black vision followed on the heels of his attention.  It caught him.  He felt it catch him.  He watched in helpless panic as blackness blinded his inner eye and then cleared to show him every way that Vane was broken.
 
   “Twisty Twist...” Vane said softly, sitting just beside him with both hands clutching the armrests of his chair eagerly.
 
   “Yeah, how hard can it be to find a boy with, what was it?” Jonas asked, looking to Twist calmly. “Pink eyes?”
 
   Twist stared at Jonas in naked shock.  Hadn't they already had this conversation?  Vane's fingers were nowhere near Twist's neck.  Jonas looked at him with concern in the jarring pause, meeting Twist's open eyes.  Then he hissed in pain and snapped his eyes shut.  Twist instantly knew he'd shared his vision.
 
   “Well, the notice said pink eyes,” Quay said slowly, looking at Jonas carefully.
 
   “Twisty dear,” Vane began softly.
 
   “No!” Jonas bellowed.
 
   Twist leaped to his feet and sprang a step away just as Jonas's knife buried its tip in the back of Vane's chair, a hair's breadth away from Vane's outstretched fingers.  Vane yelped in surprise and drew his hand close to his chest protectively.  Then he turned toward Jonas with an angry expression.  Jonas had already climbed onto the table and was bearing down on Vane with the cheese knife.  He stopped at the edge and crouched down to pin Vane against his chair, the knife catching him just under the chin, before Twist had even caught his breath.
 
   “Whoa!  Whoa!  Stop!” Vane gasped, throwing his hands up.  Jonas's eyes burned gold as he stared at the tiny crumbs of cheese on the edge of the knife, pressing a dent into the skin at Vane's throat.
 
   “Don't ever put a hand on Twist,” he said very softly.  Twist shivered against the raging, furious heat in his neck.
 
   “Fine, whatever!” Vane said, sounding shocked now as well as frightened. “I surrender!”
 
   Jonas drew his hand back and drove the knife into the edge of the table in front of Vane, making the fox wince, before he stood up and hopped off the table between the chairs and closed the distance to Twist.  His hand found the same spot Vane had touched—if he had actually managed to touch it—and Jonas caught Twist's gaze with already purple eyes.
 
   “Are you all right?” he asked, his voice suddenly gentle.  The sheer brightness of Jonas's white fog, against the memory of Vane's black smoke, startled Twist and gave him another shiver as his mind filled with the chill, numb, comforting fog.
 
   “Yeah, I'm fine,” Twist said before taking a deep breath to calm his pounding heart.
 
   “Did you see anything?”
 
   “No.  Very nearly, but no.”
 
   “That was too close,” Jonas said heavily.
 
   He turned back to find Vane, who was peering at them over the back of his chair.  Myra and Quay were also watching them with careful interest.  Twist tried to give Myra a reassuring smile, but it felt thin on his face.  Jonas reached over the back of Vane's chair and grabbed hold of his collar, hauling him to his feet.
 
   “You are getting your fluffy tail out of arm's reach,” Jonas growled, dragging him to the other side of the table.  He threw Vane into the chair beside his own and then retook his seat.  Twist slipped back into his own chair and focused on soothing his nerves.
 
   “What were we talking about?” Quay asked after a pause.
 
   “The weather,” Jonas said.
 
   “Yes, of course,” Quay said, looking at him thoughtfully. “Lovely weather in the Caribbean this time of year.  Is there any chance someone could pass me the cheese knife?”
 
   Twist yanked it out of the edge of the table and turned it over, holding the handle out for Quay.  Quay took it and inspected the edge.
 
   “Good, no blood,” he muttered before using it to attack the cheddar.
 
   “You're compassion is touching, captain,” Vane said darkly.
 
   “You were asking for it,” Quay said. “Someday your flirting is going to get you killed.”  Vane rolled his eyes.
 
   “You're lucky I didn't have a knife,” Myra spat at him.  Jonas smiled
 
   “Exactly how many people are you involved with?” Vane asked Twist.
 
   “So, how long before we meet Loki, anyway?” Twist asked, not even looking at Vane.
 
   Quay looked at him and paused. “Who says we're meeting Loki?”  Twist froze.  Storm had told him Loki was expecting them.  Quay never said it.  Had he just accidentally given something away?
 
   “What else would we be doing?” Jonas asked, sounding flippant.
 
   “Yes, I suppose,” Quay toned, still looking slightly suspicious. “Well, I guess it doesn't hurt to tell you that we've set up a meeting for tonight.”
 
   “Tonight?” Jonas asked, sounding surprised.
 
   “Yes, apparently he's got quite a ship,” Quay said. “He wasn't anywhere near the Caribbean when I sent him the message.  You know, they say it's the fastest thing in the sky.  But it doesn't even have a balloon.  I can't wait to see it.”
 
   Twist pulled his pocket watch out to check the time.  It was already two in the afternoon by New York time.  They didn't have but a few scant hours before they would face Loki again.  There wasn't much time for the Rooks to find them.  Storm's plan was starting to sound much less feasible than in had in Jonas's dream.
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   Twist leaned against the railing near the bow and forced back his nervous fear to gaze down into the clear blue waves as the sun began its descent to the sea.  No matter how hard he looked, he couldn't see anything that even resembled a submersible.  He had tried to get into the cargo hold to check on the Vimana's crew, but the guards were like brick walls in every aspect.  He feared that pressing the point would cause more harm than good, and so gave up in favor of searching the sea.  Twist rubbed at his eyes as his head began to swim again from the altitude.
 
   “Anything interesting down there?” Jonas asked, walking closer to him.
 
   Twist looked up at him and instantly checked for the glow in his eyes, the buzz in his own neck, and any other sign that he could think of to tell him if this was Vane or Jonas.  Everything was as it should be, and so he relaxed again and looked back down to the water.
 
   “Just some schools of fish,” he said. “This water is amazingly clear.”
 
   Jonas peered over the edge too. “Any really big schools of fish?  You know, that maybe look like a solid mass...”
 
   “No, just fish,” Twist said with a sigh.
 
   “Damn.”
 
   “Wait, shouldn't we have a chaperone?” Twist asked, looking over the deck behind them.  There were large, sun-bitten pirates at the helm, and a few wandering around, but they all appeared to be well out of earshot.
 
   “Look up,” Jonas said.
 
   Twist did and saw Vane hanging casually in the ropes above them, as if in a hammock, with his furry black tail swinging in the wind.
 
   “Ah,” Twist toned darkly. “Why can't we have a nice brick wall to look after us?”
 
   “A what?” Jonas asked.
 
   “Have you seen the other pirates Quay picked up?  They're all huge and wide, and look like they've been in the sun too long.  They've all got rather dim expressions, and they seem quite content to stand in one's way for hours on end.”  Jonas laughed, but Twist heard a laugh from above them as well.
 
   “You know, you're right,” Jonas said. “You could probably use them for building supplies.  Why would you want one of them hanging around?  Have you got plans for a bungalow?”  Above them, Vane laughed again.  Twist looked upward scornfully.
 
   “A load of masonry is vastly less irritating.”
 
   “Twist,” Jonas asked with a smile, “do you realize that you're much more expressive when you're angry than you are at any other time?”
 
   “Am I?”
 
   “Oh yeah,” Jonas said, nodding. “If you're upset, the eloquence just starts flying.”
 
   “Huh...”
 
   “See?” Jonas said, pointing at him. “I'm complimenting you and you've turned laconic.”
 
   Twist began to retort, but found that all he had to say would have taken fewer than three words to express.  As he struggled to pad out his thoughts, a sound from the other end of the ship drew his attention.  Three gunshots were fired in quick succession, accompanied by shouts and screams.  Everyone on deck stopped and looked to the stairs that led below decks.  Vane dropped from the ropes above them and drew his long, gleaming, curved sword from thin air, watching Twist and Jonas as well as glancing at the stairs.
 
   “Now boys, just stay calm,” he purred with a smile that seemed to thinly cover anxiety. “Remember, you're on our side.”
 
   An instant later, Twist saw Arabel rush onto the deck, a pistol in each hand.  The pirates nearest her lunged, but she was quick.  More shots rang out and Arabel switched to punching and kicking before Howell rushed to her aid.
 
   “How the—” Vane began, watching in shock, before Jonas threw a punch at his nose.
 
   Vane didn't see it coming and reeled back.  Twist spun his walking stick in his hand, the tip out before him like a sword, as his heart shot into high speed.  Vane came back at Jonas with the sword, but Jonas leaped back just in time.  Vane advanced, swinging down.  Jonas ducked and rushed at his waist.  Vane's form shifted into black smoke and Jonas passed through without effect.  He stumbled forward, trying to catch his balance, but Vane's form solidified again in a flash and he threw an elbow at Jonas's back.
 
   Jonas fell to the deck and only rolled out of the way of Vane's sword a breath before it struck.  Jonas looked up towards Vane, his back on the decking.  Twist took his chance, lunging at Vane with the lightning lit at the end of his cane.  Vane spun on him with startling speed and his sword clashed against the cane's metal shaft.  Vane grinned at Twist and swung his sword in an elegant arc as he stepped clear of Jonas.
 
   “Look who wants to play,” he purred at Twist.
 
   Fear ran cold down Twist's spine.  Sword fighting with Jonas was one thing.  His eyes followed the flashing point of Vane's sword and Twist realized that he wasn't at all ready for this.  Jonas was on his feet in no time at all, but a shot rang out very close to them, and the decking at Jonas's feet exploded into splinters.  Quay was rushing at Jonas with a second pistol.  Jonas rushed at him in return.
 
   Vane's smile grew. “Just you and me now.”
 
   Twist gripped his walking stick with already tense fingers and pulled himself still.  Everything Jonas had ever said to him about swordplay ran through his mind in a blur.  Every moment of violence Twist had ever experienced rushed through with it, and showed him only one thing of any real use: he had been very, very lucky up to now.
 
   Vane's sword flashed in the late afternoon sunlight as he thrust it at Twist.  Twist knocked the point away with his cane and jumped to the side.  Vane swung his sword back at him and Twist tried to block.  The sword turned when it hit his cane, and sliced down to his hand.  Twist's wrist burned as the blade hit, and he dropped his cane in a rain of tiny red drops.  Vane laughed and spun his sword again, knocking Twist's cane away along the deck.  Twist's vision started to swim as true fear threatened to overwhelm him.
 
   “Do you give up?” Vane asked brightly.  Twist forced himself to meet Vane's black eyes, but he didn't respond. “Tell you what,” Vane said as if the words tasted good. “I'll give you a truce, if we shake on it like gentlemen.”  Vane placed the point of his sword on the deck and held the hilt lightly in his left hand as he extended his right.
 
   In the distance behind him, Twist could still hear the fighting.  Any moment, one of the others could appear to help him.  But any one of his friends could be shot or killed at any moment, as well.  If he wasn't facing Vane, he could try to help them.  He looked at Vane's hand.  His own hand was shaking while his blood continued to drip hot over his skin.  Then, finally, one piece of advice surfaced in his chaotic thoughts.  The sword wasn't his problem.  He would only be able to win if he fought Vane, instead.
 
   Twist looked up to Vane's face and pulled in what courage he could find. “No.”
 
   “No?” Vane scoffed. “What are you going to do?  Bleed on me?”
 
   Twist smiled in his shock at such a simple idea.  When Vane looked at his smile in confusion, Twist raised his wounded hand and snapped it at Vane's face as quickly as he could, with no intention to strike him.  The motion stung terribly, but his blood flew at Vane's eyes.  The fox reeled away in surprise, snapping his eyes shut.  Twist kicked at his supporting leg with all of his weight.  Vane fell to his knees and his sword vanished with a puff of black smoke.  Twist knew he had no time to reach for his cane.
 
   Vane turned to look up at him.  Twist grabbed the only solid thing he had.  He snatched his pocket watch chain from the button hole and swung it at Vane's face.  To his total shock, the watch took on amazing speed and crashed down squarely on Vane's temple.  Vane crumpled to the deck, his eyes still open in shock.
 
   “What the hell?!” he gasped, reaching up to the line of blood that the sharp edge of the winding knob had left on his skin.
 
   “Hold it!  Don't move!” Jonas said, suddenly appearing at Twist's side with a loaded pistol trained on Vane.  He looked Twist over quickly, taking in the blood at his wrist, the cane farther down the deck, and the watch hanging in his hand.  Although he appeared highly impressed, he started to laugh.
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   Myra closed the handcuffs on Quay's wrist with satisfaction.  He tugged on it, but the chair's armrest was quite solid.
 
   “Let's see how you like it,” Myra sneered.  Quay glared up at her.  Standing beside the chair, Howell and Aazzi laughed.
 
   “Will you just let me see it?” Dr. Rodés said with a sigh as he followed Twist into the room.  Twist kept a step away from him as he held his aching—and still bleeding—wrist tightly with his other hand.
 
   “It's only a flesh wound,” he said quickly. “It'll be fine.  Stay away from me.”
 
   “You probably need stitches.  Where is Jonas?” the doctor asked, looking around the room. “I need someone to hold this man still.”
 
   “Oh, darling!” Myra gasped at Twist, seeing the blood now.  She rushed to him with concern in her eyes.  Behind her, Twist caught sight of Aazzi, with something very different and far more dangerous in her silver eyes. “What happened?” Myra asked, peering at the wound.
 
   “He faced Vane in a sword fight,” Jonas said, smiling proudly as he entered the room as well. “And then delivered the death blow with his pocket watch!”  Everyone in the room looked at Twist in a varied collection of expressions from confusion to admiration.
 
   “It wasn't a death blow,” Twist muttered, trying to avoid everyone's gaze.
 
   “I'm sure his pride will never be the same,” Jonas said, struggling to contain a laugh.
 
   “Can you hold our valiant hero still for a moment, so I can stop him from bleeding to death?” Dr. Rodés asked Jonas.
 
   “Right,” Jonas said, losing some of his mirth as he looked to Twist's wrist. “Shall we do this floating-Indian-village-style?” he asked Twist, walking closer.  It took a second for Twist to follow the reference.
 
   “Oh, you mean a wall of fog,” he said, considering it.
 
   Dr. Rodés frowned. “I think I just lost my power over English.”
 
   “No, they just stop making sense from time to time,” Myra said to him supportively.
 
   “Jonas, I don't know if I can,” Twist said to him softly. “I'm very … tired.”
 
   Jonas looked at him quietly. “But last time you did it right after an airship crash.”
 
   “I know, it's just...”
 
   Twist's words fell away.  The pain in his wrist was intense.  He couldn't remember ever being hurt in such a way, and it seemed worse that any wound he'd ever had.  The amount of fear he'd experienced in the last day also felt greater than he was in any way used to.  He just wanted to sleep.  He wanted the pain to stop.  He needed to feel stable.
 
   Jonas stepped closer and reached out to him.  Twist expected him to rest his hand on his shoulder, but Jonas didn't stop there.  He fit his thumb behind Twist's ear and reached his fingers around to the spot on his neck.  Twist sucked in a sharp breath as the fog burned out his vision and stole all his fatigue, fear, and pain away.  When his vision cleared again, he found Jonas's softly purple eyes waiting patiently just before his own.
 
   “It's all right,” Jonas said. “I'll watch and make sure nothing gets through.”
 
   Twist nodded, wondering why he had been so against it a moment before.  Jonas moved to one side, but kept his fingers on Twist's neck, and gestured for the doctor to approach.  Twist pulled the thick white fog around his attention until there was nothing else in the world.  He distantly felt the doctor take his hand and examine the damage, but his Sight was slow to respond.  When it did, sending a torrent of images and thoughts rushing at his inner eye, the clear, bubble-like wall at the edge of the fog held strong and kept it all away.
 
   Somewhere out in the rest of the world, Twist noticed that he was being led somewhere, and was eventually told to sit.  He did so, absently, and watched as the waves of the invading images washed in and out like a tide.  He felt compelled to look at them, to reach out and feel them, but it was nice in the chill, white, calm little bubble of fog.  He curled up inside it, deep within his own mind, and waited patiently for the waves to cease.  A sudden sharp pain drew his attention back to his wrist.
 
   “Ow!” he snapped, blinking to clear his vision.
 
   The doctor looked up at his face, pausing with the needle halfway through Twist's skin.
 
   “What the hell are you doing?” Twist gasped, seeing the long thread attached to the needle.  The doctor was holding Twist's wrist in his own bare hand.  Something about that frightened him as well.
 
   “It's all right,” Jonas said from close beside him, though the words echoed in the shifting fog.  Twist realized that Jonas had been holding him steady, with one hand on his arm and the other still on his neck.  The hand on his arm moved to Twist's free hand and the connection deepened just a little more.  “Just go back inside, Twist.  Don't worry about anything.”
 
   Twist let himself fall back into the chilly whiteness, and pushed the new pain away as well.  He didn't want to know what was happening outside.  He turned his inner eyes away from everything and buried himself in the numb calm.  It felt like a long time before he heard Jonas's voice again, dancing on the surface of the clear glass wall in his mind.
 
   “It's over now.  Come back.”
 
   Twist didn't want to leave the cozy comfort he had built up around himself, but he didn't want Jonas to move away if he wasn't ready, either.  He slowly let the fog thin, and willed the glass wall to vanish.  He opened his eyes and blinked them clear to find he was sitting beside Jonas, leaning heavily on him as if half asleep.  His head had been resting on Jonas's shoulder, and his friend was still holding his hand.
 
   “There you go,” Jonas said gently as Twist pulled away to sit on his own.  The hand on Twist's neck slipped away to rest on his back instead. “Take it easy, Twist.”
 
   Twist took a few deep breaths and let the connection dim.  His vision cleared after a moment.  Dr. Rodés was still in the room with them, wiping his hands on a red-stained rag.  Twist looked around the room to find he was in one of the cabins, sitting on the edge of a very simple bed.  There was a desk along the opposite wall, which was covered in jars, boxes, and bottles of all sorts.  Some were open, showing a store of white cotton, curved needles, thin string, and other tools that Twist had heard of doctors using.
 
   “Where are we?” he asked, looking up at the electric light hanging from the ceiling.
 
   “My office,” the doctor said. “I never could get you in here before.”
 
   “Oh.”
 
   “How are you feeling?” Jonas asked.  Twist looked back at his purple eyes.
 
   “Sleepy.”
 
   Jonas smiled. “Did you just take a nap?  You seemed amazingly calm.”
 
   “It's nice in my head,” Twist said with a shrug.
 
   “Lucky you,” the doctor said, looking carefully at Twist's wrist. “Try to move it.”
 
   Twits looked down and was startled by the long, dark, red gash running over his wrist.  Tight, tiny stitches held his skin together like it was fabric.  He felt slightly dizzy, looking at it.  The doctor repeated his order.  Twist complied, finding his skin reluctant to move at all.  It was stiff and sore, and began to ache as he bent his hand gently back and forth.
 
   “All right, that's enough,” the doctor said, nodding.
 
   “Oh, that's it,” Twist declared. “I'm not fighting anyone, ever again.”
 
   “It'll heal,” the doctor said, smiling. “It just needs a little care.”  He turned around to the desk, and then came back with a small jar and a roll of thin cotton. “Let's just wrap it up to keep the infections out.”
 
   “You have to touch him again?” Jonas asked.
 
   “I can't do it with my thoughts,” the doctor said flatly.
 
   “Let me,” Myra said from the doorway.  Twist looked to her quickly, surprised to see her.  She was peering into the room anxiously and biting her lip with her silver teeth.
 
   “Fine,” Dr. Rodés said, handing it to her. “Put this on the wound,” he said, giving her the jar as well, “and then wrap it up and make sure it's snug, but not too tight.”
 
   “I understand,” she said with a nod.  Then she sat on the other side of Twist and looked down at his wrist.  She grimaced and looked up to his face earnestly. “You're so very brave.”
 
   Twist couldn't help but smile.  Myra did as she had been told.  Her cool copper fingers fell gently on Twist's skin, and washed concern, care, and a slight sense of pride over his Sight.  When she was done, Twist found that the ointment was numbing the wound somewhat, and made it much easier to move.
 
   “Not bad,” The doctor said, examining the wrapping.  Pride glowed brightly on Myra's face, and Twist felt a heady rush of it over his Sight.
 
   “So,” Jonas said, standing up.  As distracted as he'd been by Myra, Twist hadn't realized that Jonas had taken his hands completely away a while ago. “Where are we, anyway?”
 
   “I'm not sure,” the doctor said. “They were taking us northwest.”
 
   “I'm going to make sure we stay over the water,” Jonas said to Twist as he headed for the door. “The magpies might just catch up with us before Loki does.  You relax.  We're safe for the moment.”
 
   “Thank you,” Twist said quickly, just before he was gone.  It didn't feel like nearly enough, but Twist didn't have anything else to offer.  Jonas paused and looked back at him with a smile for an instant, before hurrying on.
 
   “You know,” the doctor said thoughtfully, “that man is a lot more kind than he pretends to be.  With enough incentive, he'll actually show it,” he added to Twist.
 
   “Jonas is a lot of things he doesn't like to show,” Twist said.
 
   “He's a good dancer too,” Myra offered.
 
   Twist smiled to her and took her hand, fitting his fingers through hers. “And you are a good nurse, my dear,” he said, glancing to his wrist.
 
   “Does it feel any better now?” she asked brightly.
 
   “Much better, thank you.”  He looked to Dr. Rodés. “Thank you, as well.”  The doctor gave a shrug and turned to put away some of his tools.
 
   “Oh, that nasty fox!” Myra snapped suddenly, anger flashing through her eyes. “Imagine, attacking you with a sword.  And saying all those odd things to you before!”  She looked to Twist seriously. “I don't like him at all.”
 
   “I don't like him either,” Twist said easily.
 
   “I'm glad you beat him,” Myra said firmly. “But you should have hit him harder.”
 
   “She's got a temper, doesn't she?” Dr. Rodés said, smiling over his shoulder.
 
   Twist laughed. “I think it's quite charming when she turns it on my enemies.”
 
   Pride washed over his Sight again, and he turned back to find Myra smiling at him with enough warmth to melt away whatever was left of his pain, fear, and fatigue.
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   The pirates that Quay had hired were all locked up in one of the empty crew cabins, and Aazzi was posted at the door.  With her superior hearing and intuition, there was little chance that any of them could escape.  The doctor gave them just enough attention to keep the more seriously wounded alive until they could be taken to the nearest magistrate.  Piracy was not a tolerated crime in the Caribbean, even after so many years of it.
 
   Quay and Vane were kept separate from each other.  Quay was cuffed to a chair in the dining room where Howell kept watch on him, and Vane was tied to the railing on deck where everyone could keep watch over him.  Long ago, Aazzi had enchanted a rope to allow them to capture a leprechaun.  The magic proved strong enough to hold the shape-shifting fox as well.  No matter how he tried to change his form, the rope followed his shape and continued to hold him securely.
 
   Once Jonas had explained that Loki was on the way, and that the Rooks were also looking for them, it was decided that they should go back to Santiago as quickly as possible.  They would stay over water the whole time, as well.  If they could re-connect with Moroni in Santiago, the Rooks would find them much more quickly and Loki wouldn't be able to capture anyone.  Twist felt it was a fairly good plan, all in all, but he still couldn't keep his eyes off of the northern horizon.  Loki had planned to find them at night, and the sky was already taking on a copper hue as the now-orange sun sank into the glittering sea.
 
   “Hey, Twisty-poo?” Vane called from across the deck.
 
   “What do you want?” Twist snapped back at him.
 
   Vane grinned.  He was kneeling on the deck beside the railing, and the rope looked snug around his neck.  It also bound his hands together, and secured him to the railing by a very short lead.  There was a bruise on his temple, and a dark line from the cut Twist's watch had left.
 
   “How's your watch?” Vane asked lightly.
 
   “Fine,” Twist snapped coldly.  A few of the gears had been knocked slightly loose in the blow, but it was still ticking after he'd wiped off the blood.  Twist planned to fix it once they got back to Santiago.  He turned away from Vane again.
 
   “Oh look, he's pouting...” Vane sneered.  Twist stopped before he fully turned to him, and looked back slowly as anger ran cold in his blood. “I guess you should be more careful with your toys,” Vane added derisively.
 
   “What the hell is wrong with you?” Twist bellowed, stepping closer. “Why can't you just leave me alone?”  To his annoyance, he saw a flash of joy in the fox’s eyes.
 
   “Leave you alone?” Vane asked. “Where's the fun in that?  You're so deliciously reactive.”
 
   “Now see here,” Twist growled, advancing on him. “I'm not your bloody plaything!”
 
   “You are now, baby,” Vane said smoothly.
 
   “What's going on over there?” Jonas's voice called from afar.
 
   “Nothing,” Twist called back.  He gave Vane a glare. “Nothing at all.  This cretin's not even worth my time.”
 
   “Oh, that hurts!” Vane said, looking wounded.  Twist caught his gaze slip off him for a moment, glancing behind him for an instant. “I'm really offended now,” he continued as Jonas approached, too. “I insist you apologize.”
 
   “Apologize?” Twist gasped. “I should apologize to you?”  Vane's eyes lost focus for an instant, as if he were paying attention to something else. “Wait a minute,” Twist said, turning around quickly.
 
   “Twist!” Vane said. “I … um ... I need you!  You complete me!”
 
   “What the hell?” Jonas asked, frowning at the fox.
 
   Twist ignored them both and kept his back to Vane.  He stared at the northern horizon.  There was nothing there.  The sea stretched on under billowing gray clouds, tinged with orange and pink, but there was nothing else in the sky.
 
   “Don't ignore me, Twisty honey,” Vane whined. “I couldn't bear it!”
 
   “How hard did you hit him with your watch?” Jonas asked Twist.
 
   “Do you see anything out there?” Twist asked, pointing to the north.
 
   “Like what?” Jonas asked, looking too.
 
   “I don't know, I thought...” Twist shook his head and looked back to Vane. “I thought he might be trying to distract me from seeing something in the sky.  I guess he's just insane.”
 
   “I'm mad about you, twisty Twist,” Vane said, but he looked more relieved than flirtatious to Twist, who suddenly felt a jolt of fear in the buzz at his neck.
 
   “Dive!” Jonas yelled to the helm, turning to run closer to it. “Get us down to the water!”
 
   Twist turned back but still couldn't see anything in the sky.  There was nothing but a distant thunderstorm.  Realization hit him like a lightning strike.  A thunderstorm.  It was by itself and not just building but rushing nearer, against the wind.
 
   “Where's Myra?” Twist yelled, running now too.
 
   “Dining room,” Arabel called back from the helm. “What's going on?”
 
   “We're under attack,” Jonas said, taking the stairs two at a time to meet her.
 
   Twist rushed into the dining room and found Myra standing beside Quay with her arms crossed.  Howell was smiling at her.
 
   “Myra,” Twist breathed, reaching for her.  Her face blanked with surprise when she saw his anxious expression and she took his hand immediately.
 
   “What's wrong, dear?”
 
   “Loki's here,” Twist said.  Howell jumped to his feet.
 
   “Oh thank heaven!” Quay gasped. “I'm almost rid of you people.”  At that moment, the ship began to take on a noticeable speed, in a controlled but rapid fall.
 
   “Stay with him,” Howell ordered. “This would be a fantastic time to escape.”  He ran from the room, calling to Arabel.
 
   “No, no, I'll be fine,” Quay said happily. “Please, go run around and scream a bit.  I'll be right here.”
 
   Twist narrowed his eyes at him. “Myra, darling, would you check and make sure those handcuffs are still secure?”
 
   Quay gave a heavy sigh as Myra checked the handcuffs.  She stood up with a smug expression as she drew a long, thin piece of metal out of his sleeve.
 
   “That's my toothpick,” Quay said with a tight smile.
 
   The ship lurched suddenly to the right.  Myra leaped to Twist's side with a startled shriek.  Twist reached an arm around her to hold her steady.  Jonas appeared at the doorway.
 
   “Can Myra swim?”
 
   “No, she's not airtight.  She wouldn't float,” Twist answered instantly.
 
   “She doesn't need to breathe, right?  Can she walk out of the sea if we throw her in?”
 
   “What?” Myra gasped.
 
   “They're closing,” Jonas snapped. “They kicked up their speed when we tried to run,” he added darkly.  “We don't have time!”
 
   Twist felt himself suddenly thrown forward, towards the windowless wall nearer the front of the ship, as if the ship had suddenly come to a violent and total stop.  Myra and Jonas tumbled in the same direction, each of them colliding with the wall, while Quay remained chained in place.
 
   “What was—” Twist began.
 
   “They've got us!” Jonas yelled angrily. “Myra, out!  Now!”  He regained his footing and took her by the arm, dragging her around the table to the windows.
 
   “Wait!” Twist snapped, following. “You can't just throw her out of the ship!”
 
   “Why not?” Jonas asked, pausing just after he opened the led-lined window. “We're only two hundred feet up now.  And she's made of metal.  The fall is too high for any of us, but she can survive it, can't she?”  Myra was staring at Jonas in horror.
 
   “But...” Twist muttered.  Her puppet wasn't exactly fragile, but it was very finely arranged.  Enough physical trauma could render it paralyzed again, the way it had been in Nepal.  Twist tried to imagine what a drop into water would actually do to it, but it seemed too absurd to simply toss her out of the window.  Even if she was all right, she'd be terrified and alone at the bottom of the sea.
 
   “Twist, can she survive?” Jonas asked sharply. “Because we really ticked Loki off.  We are not going to be able to rely on surprise this time.  We might not even survive this.”
 
   Twist's thoughts stalled as he looked back at the cold determination in Jonas's eyes.  It was thin and fragile.  He was frightened.  Jonas wasn't easily frightened.  He would never suggest something so drastic if he thought there was any other way.  But getting Myra off the ship would save her from the Cyphers, and also make it impossible for anyone to use her against them.  It was a good plan.  Twist looked to Myra, expecting to find horror.  Her beautiful copper face was still and quiet as she looked at Jonas now.  She turned to Twist with a hint of sadness.
 
   “I think I'll be all right,” she said gently. “If I'm not, you can fix me again.”  Twist's heart ached to hear the subtle hope in her voice.
 
   “I will,” he said instantly. “I can always fix you.”
 
   “If I can't move, I'll leave my puppet and come to you,” she said. ”Now that I know how to do it, I think I could find you anywhere.”
 
   “Myra, I...”  Twist's emotions crowded out his words.
 
   She pulled closer and kissed him on the cheek. “Come get me,” she said with a calm he knew she didn't feel.  Then she turned to the window. “Take care of him, Jonas.”
 
   “Always,” Jonas said, offering his hand to help her over the windowsill.
 
   Myra didn't look back.  She climbed into the window, paused for only an instant, and then tumbled out.  Twist rushed to watch after her.  She was only in the air for a moment, and then she vanished under the waves.  Twist couldn't believe he'd let it happen.  Fear, shock, and anger at himself threatened to overflow his heart.
 
   “Come on,” Jonas said, pulling him away from the window. “It'll take hours for them to find her, even if someone tells them where she is,” he added, glancing towards Quay.  The pirate grumbled under his breath.
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   The huge golden ship hung in the air before the Vimana, draped on all sides in flashing, growling, gray clouds.  Black chains, connected to grappling hooks, held tightly to the Vimana's wooden hull like the legs of a spider.  Men in sand-colored cloaks walked casually over the drawbridge-like mouth of the metal airship.  Twist and Jonas stood together on the deck.  It was pointless to fight them head-on.  Their only chance now was the Rooks, lurking somewhere in the sea.
 
   Everyone was taken on board the larger ship, and the Vimana was tethered to the side.  Quay pointed out his crew but neglected to mention Twist or Jonas.  He gave them a cruel smile as he, Vane, and the pirates were led away politely.  In the wide, open, shadowy central chamber, the Vimana's crew was lined up in no order at all.  A man in a sandy cloak stepped up to Zayle and held a staff before him, the same as the one Twist had seen in the floating village.  The large jewel in the top of it glowed with a gentle white light in the darkness.
 
   “Do you posses a Sight?” the cloaked man asked, angling the jewel slightly over his head.
 
   “No,” Zayle said with a confused frown.
 
   The jewel in the staff took on a red light for an instant before it returned to white.  The cloaked man moved on to Howell, and repeated his question.  Howell said no: again there was a red flash.  Twist felt his heart beat a little faster.  The cloaked figure reached Arabel.
 
   “Do you possess a Sight?” he asked.
 
   “No,” Arabel said lightly.
 
   The jewel in the staff changed to a deep sapphire blue.  A pair of cloaked men appeared out of the darkness behind her and each took an arm, dragging her away.
 
   Arabel struggled.  Howell and the others moved toward her, but the guards were well armed—some of them holding out their hands under burning fireballs—and any protests were obviously useless.  She disappeared into the shadows and her voice vanished.  Aazzi was next, and then Twist.  Twist thought of being dragged away by two men he didn't know, and his hands started to shake.  Jonas stepped forward, before the cloaked man had finished his question to Aazzi.
 
   “Excuse me,” he said loudly.  The man stopped and looked at him.
 
   “We've both got Sights,” he said, pointing to himself and Twist. “You don't need to drag us off or anything.  We'll go wherever you want.  There's no need to be uncivilized about it.”  As he spoke, the staff took on its blue sheen.
 
   “Jonas, what are you doing?” Howell snapped.
 
   “This is better,” Jonas shot back.
 
   “Very well,” the cloaked man said, looking at the blue light. “Take them,” he said to the shadows. “But be civil,” he added with a sweet sneer.
 
   Two large men in cloaks, their faces obscured by their heavy hoods, stepped into the dim light.  One of them dipped a bow.  The other one snickered quietly.  Twist and Jonas stepped into the shadows together.
 
   The darkness was complete, and Twist was instantly blinded.  Jonas took his hand, filling his Sight with the whiteness that his eyes couldn't see.  Twist supposed that the Cyphers had some means of seeing without light.  Why they would employ such a system was beyond him.  Jonas turned from time to time and Twist followed him closely.  Eventually, they came to a stop.  A door opened before them, splashing bright, intense light into the dark.  Twist winced against it, eyes watering, and walked into the room with Jonas and their two guides.
 
   Loki sat facing away from them in a golden, metal chair that looked very much like a spider.  Long, curving legs reached down from the seat to the floor, and up like a high backed chair.  The room seemed to be made wholly of glass.  The far end curved around like a giant eye, lidded and lined with golden metal struts.  The floor stretched out in a wide circle such as Twist had seen in Loki's library, with a spiderweb of thin gold to hold it in place.  There were plain metal hooks and what looked like leather straps attached to the metal walls at the sides of the room.  Arabel was nowhere to be seen.
 
   Hanging in the air before Loki was a thin golden frame, and flickering like a flame in the center was a slightly transparent image.  Twist stared at the image, unable to imagine anything to explain it but pure magic.  It was a picture of Twist, Jonas, and Myra standing together in the entryway of the ship with the floating village just visible outside.  Tasha, Niko, and the two Americans could be seen to the side.
 
   “Hello boys,” Loki said as his chair turned, as if on its own, to face them.  Now, more of his face was covered with the gold metal plates.  What skin was visible looked scorched and sore.  He grinned nevertheless. “I had a feeling you were Sighted.”
 
   “Who, us?” Jonas asked. “We're just a couple of clowns.”
 
   “That too,” Loki said with a nod. “But I began to wonder how you managed to electrocute me,” he began, counting on his golden, skeletal fingers, “escape with my princess, steal the boy, and also do all of it while somehow wiping my memory clean of those events.  But then, I realized that you must be freaks.  No normal human being could have done what you did.  Imagine my joy at seeing you again, now.”
 
   “Oh, you don't remember?” Jonas asked, looking concerned. “You realized the evil of your ways and let us all go before you tried to kill yourself.”  Twist was very impressed by this ploy—it covered everything while still being snide and insulting—but he did his best to hide it.
 
   “You were amusing for a moment,” Loki said, looking at Jonas dryly. “But it's getting old now.”  He nodded at the guards.  One of them grabbed Jonas while the other untied the straps on one of the hooks along the left wall.
 
   “Oh come on,” Jonas said as he tried halfheartedly to free himself. “You're not going to get the hot pokers or anything are you?  It's so cliché.”  Even though Jonas's tone was light, Twist could feel fear bubbling in the buzz at his neck, accenting his own feelings.
 
   While one of the guards started to tie Jonas's hands together behind his back, and the other closed and locked the hook, Twist looked around for anything he could use to fight.  His cane was on his back, and Loki couldn't remember that it was dangerous.  But there were three of them, and Jonas was tied up.  There was no time.  Just running at them would surely fail.
 
   “Oh no, not hot pokers,” Loki said, getting to his feet.  He pulled a syringe of green liquid out of his coat pocket. “I'm just going to shut you up and find out what you can do.”
 
   It was now or never.  Loki wasn't even looking at Twist as he walked by.  The other men would be hesitant to act if Twist threatened their leader, wouldn't they?  That's what people always did in books.  Twist reached back and drew his walking stick out of the holster on his back, turned on the lick of lightning at the tip, and lunged for Loki.  Loki seemed to see the attack out of the corner of his white-goggle covered eye and turned with alarming speed.  Counter to what Twist expected, he didn't move away.
 
   He caught Twist under his jaw with the scorched fingers of his human hand.  Twist froze.  The vision tore into his Sight like fire through dry grass.  He tried to pull away, both physically and mentally.  His attention dove for the buzz, but the fire pursued and Loki's hand was like a vise on his throat.  He heard Jonas yell his name in terror.
 
   “Oh no, not hot pokers,” Loki said, getting to his feet from the golden spider chair.  He pulled the syringe out of his coat pocket again. “I'm just going to shut you up and find out what you can do.”
 
   Twist shuddered as Loki walked by a second time.  Loki paused and looked at him.  Twist forced his fright down and clung to his calm expression.  Loki had been expecting him to do something.  He'd been waiting for it.  Loki smiled at Twist and gestured to the syringe.
 
   “You don't mind if I inject your friend with this, then?” he asked pleasantly.
 
   “What do you expect me to do?” Twist asked back coldly, “Shall I jump at you in some vain attempt to free him?  That wouldn't be very clever.”
 
   “Damn it,” Jonas hissed. “A flash?” he asked Twist.  His goggles were hanging around his neck now, his eyes trained on Twist.
 
   Twist looked to him, tied securely now and obviously helpless.  He nodded and looked away, disgusted with his own inability to act more usefully.  If his Sight wouldn't react so wretchedly to every touch, if Twist could push through his visions or hold them back, then he could actually be of some help.
 
   “A flash?” Loki repeated slowly. “A flash of what?  Insight perhaps?  Don't tell me you can see the future,” he said with a growing smile. “I've been looking for future Sight for years.”
 
   “No, I'm just a coward,” Twist muttered darkly, hoping his true disappointment was enough to carry the lie. “I get paralyzing flashes of fear.”  Twist held his breath.  It sounded good.
 
   A green light glowed out of the clear stone in the ring on Loki's hand.  He looked at it and smiled. “Liar,” he toned smoothly. “We'll try you first.  Men?  If you would.”  The cloaked figures advanced on Twist.
 
   “What?  No, I'm not useful at all!” Twist said, backing away as his heart thundered in his chest.  Loki's ring shone an even brighter green and Loki began to look excited.
 
   “Twist, just run!” Jonas yelled, struggling now. “Leave me!”
 
   “How touching,” Loki purred.
 
   Twist looked to the doorway.  It was pure black outside.  He wouldn't make it a yard.  He turned back to the guards and drew his walking stick from his back.  Even if he didn't have a chance, he couldn't just run.  Jonas would never leave him.  Of course, Jonas was a much better fighter and could stand to be touched.  Still, Twist couldn't find any part of him that was ready to run away.  The guards reached out to him.  Twist thrust his cane out at one of them.  The man backed away.  Twist then swung it at the other, spinning clear of them both.
 
   “That was pretty,” Loki said, standing behind Twist now.
 
   Twist hit the switch on the cane, bringing the lighting to life, and spun again to turn it on Loki.  Loki saw the electric arc and leaped back away from it.
 
   “The guards!” Jonas yelled.
 
   Twist turned in time to see them both reach for him again.  Twist struck one in the chest, sending arcing blue light over his form before he fell to the floor.  The other one paused, obviously surprised.  Twist swung his cane at him but the man backed away just in time.
 
   “Loki!” Jonas bellowed.
 
   Loki's skeletal metal hand bit into Twist's shoulder like a claw as he turned too slowly.  Twist's Sight began to erupt once again, but this time he instantly knew something was different.  This battle was pointless.  All he could do was hold them off for moments.  He didn't have a prayer of winning.  Even if he had flash after flash of the future, and he stalled forever, there was no real escape.  As Loki yanked the cane from his hand, took him by the throat once again with his human hand, and dragged him to the wall, Twist surrendered his attention to the fire that was already burning through his mind.
 
   The fire was intense.  It was everywhere.  The forest around him was engulfed in savage, wild flames.  Everyone else was already dead or dying: the whole battalion screaming in the roaring fire.  Twist felt his flesh succumb to a pain too incredible to believe.  He screamed until the smoke choked his lungs and blackness finally fell, bathing him in deathly cold.
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   “What just happened?” a voice asked, far away in another world.
 
   “Please, just let me touch him.”  This voice was deeply sad and instantly familiar.
 
   Twist couldn't understand why the world was so dark.  Weren't his eyes open?  He blinked to check and found to his surprise that they had been closed.
 
   “How stupid do you think I am?” the first voice asked again.
 
   The dim light of sunset rushed in to fill his vision.  He looked down to himself and was slightly confused to find that his clothing showed no signs of the fire.  The pain was over, but the ghost of it still lingered on his skin.  He was kneeling now, and his hands seemed to be bound.  There was someone standing in front of him on the glass floor.  He looked up slowly.
 
   “I won't do anything, I give you my word,” Jonas said from across the room. “Just let me touch him.  Just once.”
 
   Twist finally recognized Loki standing before him.  Then he recognized the metal arm, and knew why it was there.  The metal plates on his face and neck were there to replace the flesh he had lost.  His eyes...  Twist shuddered, drawing Loki's attention to him.
 
   “Are you better now?” Loki asked coldly. “That was quite a scream you let out.”
 
   Twist's body continued to shake.  He took in a breath. “Fire.”  His voice was weak and thin, but he forced it out. “You should be dead.”
 
   Loki crouched down to look at him, his scarred face paler than it should be. “What did you just say?” he asked icily.  Twist mastered his will to look up to the white lenses over Loki's eyes … or whatever was left of them now.
 
   “Please don't touch me again.  It doesn't get any dimmer with repetition.”
 
   “You saw the forest,” Loki said slowly. “You know what happened there.”
 
   Twist shook his head. “I felt it.”  Now, he was starting to sense the buzz once again.  It seemed to have disappeared in all the pain.  It felt unreasonably soothing.
 
   “Impressive,” Loki said with a thoughtful tone. “Just with a single touch.  Does it only show you the past, or the future too?”
 
   “Just damage.”
 
   “That's an odd one,” Loki said. “I've never heard of a Sight like that.  I'll bet you avoid human contact because of it.  That's not a benefit, that's a handicap...” he added thoughtfully.
 
   Twist closed his eyes again and reached into the buzz at his neck.  It was cool and soft, and edged with grief.  Loki stood up and talked to someone else.  Twist looked up to see that it was one of the guards.  The other one was still on the floor.  He looked towards Jonas and saw that his eyes were closed.  His face was grim and still.  He looked like he was concentrating very hard.  After an instant, Jonas opened his eyes and looked right back at Twist, his eyes so deeply purple that they were almost black.  Twist felt the subtle connection in the buzz snap tighter instantly.  Frightened, Twist turned his eyes away.  Jonas could sometimes see his visions if he looked too close.  Twist couldn't give him something like that.
 
   The cloaked man picked up his fallen fellow and took him away before Loki walked back to Twist and crouched before him, the syringe in his hand once again.  Twist vaguely realized that he and Jonas were now alone in the room with Loki.
 
   “Well, now that you two aren't going to get away and cause me any trouble,” he said brightly, tapping the bubbles out of the needle, “let's see what you can really do.”
 
   Fright flashed down Twist's spine.  Now, it was far too late.  Even if he got a flash now, it wouldn't save him from anything.  They were only good for a few seconds, most of the time.  Loki jabbed the needle in Twist's neck and pushed the plunger down.  Twist saw Jonas look away in disgust and rage, before a deep, cold, electric sensation began to fill Twist's bones.
 
   The feeling rushed over him with alarming speed, starting from within, and shining outward like a brilliant and blinding light.  His vision blanked to white, but there was no fog.  His emotions vanished, leaving him cold, and anything but hollow.  He felt his mind fill to bursting with the violent electric light and his body shuddered, trying to contain it.  In the end, it was all he could do just to keep himself breathing.
 
   Slowly, the light faded from his vision—or else his eyes grew accustomed—and he began to see once again.  Loki was watching him with curious interest.  Twist looked at the white lenses over his eyes, and then his vision reached deeper, to the glass, mirrors, and artificially sustained human nerves.  Loki had rebuilt his own eyes, around what was left after the fire.  Looking over Loki now, Twist suddenly understood what each prosthetic piece was for.  Coupled with the vision he'd had, he perfectly understood how delicate the man before him truly was.
 
   “Now,” Loki said. “Can you sense the future?” he asked easily, as if expecting fully to be answered with the truth.  Twist felt a distant part of himself compelled to do so, but it was easily dismissed.
 
   “That's funny,” Twist said, frowning slightly. “I thought this would hurt or … something.”
 
   Loki looked startled. “Did you not hear me?  I asked, do you see the future?”
 
   “I heard you,” Twist said easily.
 
   His eyes were attracted to the gleaming gold of the chair Loki had been sitting in.  Now that he saw it again, it was obvious that there were controls on one armrest.  Looking at them, Twist's vision passed through the buttons, past the panel, and ran along the wires all through the ship to the engine rooms, the weapons platforms, and the radio communication controls.  Twist snapped his eyes away as he realized that what his vision had just done wasn't even slightly normal.
 
   “Then why isn't it working?” Loki asked, looking at the syringe.
 
   “You put a truth serum in with the drug,” Twist said, making the connection easily.  “That was a good idea.”
 
   “Then why isn't it working?” Loki asked, growing annoyed.
 
   “I don't want to answer your stupid question.”
 
   “Stupid?  Answer my question or I'll touch you again!” he snapped.
 
   Twist looked at his raised hand, saw the muscles and sinews underneath, the vision of fire waiting on the surface, and decided he didn't want Loki to touch him again.  His own hands were bound.  That was a problem.  As Twist focused his attention on the leather straps against his own skin, he could almost see the clasps.  They were locked tightly.  He realized how easy it would be to open them if he could reach, and almost saw it happen in his mind.  Instantly, the straps loosened.
 
   “Hello?” Loki said, waving the threatening hand. “Are you listening to me?”
 
   Twist stood up and looked down at him. “No, I'm not.”
 
   “What—?” Loki gasped, jumping to his feet. “How did you do that?”
 
   Twist's eyes caught sight of something else, across the room.  Jonas had collapsed on the floor.  He was unconscious, but alive.  As Twist looked at him, he somehow saw that there was something missing in him.  Even though his eyes were closed, Twist knew the light was gone.  The buzz that always drew Twist to him was gone.  No, it wasn't gone.  He frowned, searching the world for it.  He shivered, realizing it was inside of him, running through his own blood: it was the electric fire that had turned the world into light.
 
   “All right, that's enough,” Loki said. “I order you to sit down on the floor again.”
 
   Twist reached into the now fathomless depths of his own mind, which seemed far larger and more foreign than it had before.  He followed the buzz of Jonas's presence now pulsing in his own blood.  The chill, numb, comfort of his touch was everywhere, coursing under his skin.  He looked back at the straps lying on the floor.  They weren't broken.  They had been simply unlocked when he'd wanted them to be.
 
   “Oh for heaven's sake,” Loki grumbled, turning for the door.
 
   Twist knew that he would call for more of the Cyphers to help subdue him.  Twist wanted the sliding metal door to close and it did, a mere inch from Loki's nose.  Loki jerked in shock and turned to him with something like fear on his face.
 
   “You did that,” Loki said stiffly. “How did you do that?”
 
   Twist smiled at him. “You know, I can see now.  You're the only real problem I have.  Your men will do whatever you tell them.  All the other Cyphers will listen to you.  If you tell everyone to leave me and my friends alone, that we're not worth the trouble, then Myra would be free.”
 
   “Why would I do anything like that?” Loki asked.
 
   Twist considered his question calmly.  It was a reasonable one.  Killing Loki wouldn't help Twist at all, if he could get him to do what he wanted.  Of course, as fragile as Loki's reconstructed body was, it would be easy enough to threaten something other than death.  Something that would get more of Loki's attention.  Twist looked at his chest, at the clever device that made up for the lung that had been removed after all the smoke damage.  He thought of the valve closing.  Loki gasped and fell to his knees, his hands grasping at his chest.
 
   No, that wouldn't work.  Twist needed something that wouldn't eventually kill him if Loki refused to comply.  Twist let the valve open again and Loki gulped down hurried breaths.  He looked up to Twist with real fear now.  Twist looked back at his eyes and smiled.  There was a reservoir of a chemical solution behind the white lenses that kept his optic nerves alive, with a slow drip feeding them through thin, hollow wires that ran deep into his eye sockets.  Twist thought of them getting crimped.  Loki shuddered and reached up to the white lenses with his hands.
 
   “What did you do?” he shrieked. “Stop it!”  Twist could feel the waves of Loki's fear—true, deep, animal fear—wafting off of him like smoke.
 
   “You never should have touched me, Loki,” Twist said, almost laughing. “Now I know exactly how all those clever little things inside you work.  Your optic nerves can survive if I unblock those little hoses in the next minute.”
 
   Loki put his hands on the ground.  They seemed to be shaking slightly. “What do you want?” he asked, his voice hollow and cold.
 
   “Freedom,” Twist said. “I want to be left alone.  I never want to see another Cypher again.  You can have all the other myths and legends you want, but Myra is mine.  And she will never belong to any of you whether I'm alive to protect her or not.”
 
   “The others won't like that,” Loki said quickly.  Twist could almost see him counting down the seconds in his head.  Twist could still see life in the nerves.
 
   “You will make them understand,” Twist said gently. “You're one of their most influential leaders.  They'll listen to you.”
 
   Loki seemed to think it over, even though his shuddering breath made it obvious to Twist that his thoughts were frantic. “Fine, I'll tell them.”
 
   “You'll make them understand,” Twist corrected him.
 
   “Yes, I will make it very clear,” he said more loudly.
 
   “And you'll also tell them what happens when you give this little drug of yours to someone with a truly powerful Sight,” Twist added.
 
   “That I'll do straight away,” Loki said, nodding. “Now please,” he added, looking down blindly. “If I lose the nerves, I'll never see again.  There's no way to replace them.”
 
   Twist watched as they began to wither.  He closed the valve on Loki's lung again, watched him gasp for air and then collapse.  He opened the valve again as soon as Loki lost consciousness, and then let the solution flow back into what was left of his ruined eyes.  Twist stepped closer over the glass floor and watched carefully to be sure that Loki would be able to see when he woke again.  Otherwise, he would never keep his word.
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   Twist walked to Loki's golden spider chair.  On the way, he glanced at Jonas's still form.  He looked like he was simply asleep, except that every sign of his Sight—maybe even his soul—was missing.  Twist wasn't too worried.  He thought he had a pretty good idea of how to fix that as well.  He sat in Loki's chair and looked at the controls again.  It was no trouble at all to figure out how to set off a pulsing signal from the radio emitter, and point it down at the water.  He only hoped that the Rooks would hear it, wherever they were.
 
   Next, he considered escape.  He needed to find the others.  He looked at Loki's unconscious body on the floor.  He'd obviously planned to pick Twist and Jonas out of the crowd from the beginning, thanks to the ghostly image of the two of them, still hanging in the air, but he would also know exactly where the others had been taken.  Twist got up and walked closer, looking down at him thoughtfully.  He could see Loki's heart beating softly under artificial aid.  He decided against waking him.  The information was there in him now.  Twist could almost see it wafting around, like the shadows of leaves under a tree.
 
   He bent down and reached out a hand, touching a finger gently to the back of Loki's head.  His Sight didn't show him fire.  Twist hardly noticed any real change except that his awareness could now wander more freely through Loki's sleeping mind.  Flashing, random thoughts—sipping hot tea, hearing someone else close a door, the scent of a musty book, a flash of fear in another man's eyes—fell over Twist's mind like autumn leaves.  He looked among them calmly until he saw Arabel's face.  She was in another room, just a few feet down the hallway outside.  The non-Sighted had been taken to the holding cells.  Twist stood up, taking his hand away, and Loki's mind returned to shifting mist before Twist's eyes.
 
   Twist then went to Jonas and untied him.  Jonas's eyes opened slightly as Twist pulled an arm over his shoulders and began to try to lift him.  Twist paused, looking at the dull, empty, sea-green eyes.  He felt a sudden tug in the depths of his mind: an intense gravity and a will to return.  Twist snapped his eyes away and the feeling subsided.  Somehow, he knew he couldn't allow that to happen yet.  A very small part of him knew that something was very, very different since Loki had given him the drug.  But everything made such perfect and simple sense to him, that it was hard to imagine seeing the world any other way.
 
   Twist dragged Jonas's limp form along with him as he moved out into the shadows.  Jonas's body complied, stumbling along, but his mind was obviously still quite inactive.  Twist was halfway down the empty hallway—listening around corners for any approaching Cyphers—when he realized that he could see in the darkness as clear as day.  That seemed odd as well.  He came to the door that led into the room Loki had sent Arabel to, and it opened the moment he thought of it.
 
   A sand-cloaked man was standing over Arabel in the black room.  Her hands were bound behind her back, to a hook in the center of the floor.  There was an array of chemicals and lab equipment against one wall.  Twist knew instantly that this was where they perfected the drug, by trial and error.  The man in the cloak turned when the door opened, a full syringe in his hand.
 
   “Twist, run!” Arabel screamed.
 
   The man drew something that looked a bit like a pistol and trained it on Twist.  Twist saw a cloud of strange energy wafting off of it.  He didn't want to be shot.  The man's finger was tightening on the trigger.  Twist wanted the barrel to point back at the man, instead.  The instant the Cypher's mind ordered his finger to pull the trigger, the barrel raised up to point at the man's chin.  There was no bullet, but a jolt of the bizarre energy rushed over him and he fell to the floor.
 
   “Did he just shoot himself?” Arabel asked.
 
   “Looks like he did,” Twist said as he thought of the bonds on her hands untying themselves.  Her arms went slack as the tension disappeared, and she pulled her hands forward, staring at them in surprise.
 
   “What's going on?” she asked, looking to the bonds suspiciously.
 
   “Can you help me with Jonas?” Twist asked. “He's heavier than he looks.”
 
   “Are you going to explain what's happening, or not?” Arabel questioned as she got to her feet and walked closer to him.
 
   “Later,” Twist nodded. “We need to escape now.  The Rooks will find us soon, and they'll probably start shooting as soon as they see this ship.”
 
   “All right...” Arabel said, obviously stacking her questions up.  She didn't ask them, however, and instead drew Jonas's other arm over her shoulder.  Her hand touched Twist's shoulder. “Oh!  I'm sorry!”
 
   “It's fine,” Twist said, watching with mild interest as a few of her thoughts flitted brightly at the edges of his vision. “Come on, it's this way,” he said.
 
   Arabel fell silent as she helped Twist carry Jonas along through the darkness.  The holding cells were a bit of a distance away.  Many times along the way, Twist had to pull them back around a corner to keep out of sight as Cyphers walked by.  Since he heard or saw them coming every time, it was fairly easy to avoid being seen.  Twist waited until there was no one in the hall outside the door to the holding cells before he opened it.
 
   The room inside was as black as every other part of the ship, except for stark, electric spotlights that hung above four large, cube-like metal cages.  The Vimana's crew was together in one cage.  Two cages were empty, but the last one held a single woman inside.  Twist recognized Storm's mother, Kima, immediately but couldn't imagine why she would be on Loki's ship.  Then, it struck him.  Once Storm had escaped, he would need a reason to surrender.
 
   “Twist!” Aazzi called fearfully from the cage.
 
   Twist turned just in time to see the Cypher come to within a single step of him, and the chain swinging in his hand was only an instant away from crashing down on Twist's back.  Startled, Twist's first thought was just wanting the man far away from him.  As he watched, the Cypher flew off of his feet and across the room, crashing against the far wall.  He fell to the floor in a heap and didn't move.
 
   There were two other Cyphers in the room, each standing stunned in the shadows, their weapons now forgotten in their hands.  Twist looked at them and nodded at an empty cage.  At the same time, he thought of the door unlocking and opening on its own.  He thought of the weapons in the Cyphers' hands falling to pieces on the floor, and they did instantly.  The two Cyphers stared at the useless pieces of metal at their feet in horror, before they stepped slowly to the cage and then inside, while Twist watched silently.  The moment they were inside, Twist thought of the door closing and locking.  It complied swiftly, making the men jump.
 
   “What the hell is going on?” Howell asked.
 
   “I think Twist is doing it,” Arabel said, looking at him fearfully.  Twist frowned at her, wondering what she was frightened of.
 
   “Where is my son?” Kima asked, now standing at the bars of her cage.
 
   “He's fine,” Twist said. “He's in Santiago, with a Rook.  I just saw him this morning.”
 
   Relief broke over her face. “Thank you,” she said softly.
 
   Twist wanted the door of her cage to open, and it did. “Come with us,” he said, opening the cage holding Jonas's family as well.
 
   They all walked out of their cages, leaving the Cyphers behind, and Howell and Dr. Rodés took Jonas from Twist and Arabel.  The others followed Twist quickly and he shut the door to the holding cells the moment everyone was through.
 
   “Anyone have a light?” Howell asked as he and the others stopped behind Twist.
 
   Twist gave a sigh and thought of the light in his walking stick.  It flashed to life and sent a wide ring of cobalt blue light against the black metal walls.  Why was everyone else thinking and acting so slowly?  They were doing things the long way around, and insisting on understanding everything completely before they would act at all.  Twist began to wonder if they were drugged too, with something that was meant to keep them docile.
 
   He came to the last room he'd found in Loki's memory.  Past the door, the floor was a wide square of glass, with a large sliding panel in the center.  There were mechanical hooks hanging over the panel, and a variety of small airships resting in neat rows at the sides of the room.  None of them were ready to fly.  Twist saw the basket of a deflated moonship—the first quarter phase this time—and looked to Kima.
 
   “Would you please get that ship ready to fly?” he asked her.
 
   Kima nodded and hurried to it while Twist turned his attention to the glass panel.  It slid open easily, letting a breath of chilly air into the huge, open room.  The moonship's hot air burner lit up and started to fill the ship.  Twist hardly noticed as Howell and Dr. Rodés lowered Jonas to the floor, the doctor looking him over.
 
   “Twist, what is going on?” Howell asked. “What's wrong with Jonas?”
 
   “He'll be fine,” Twist said. “I think.”
 
   “How is everything moving on its own?” Howell asked.
 
   “Nothing's moving on its own,” Twist said, looking at him confusedly.
 
   “Twist, are you doing this?” Arabel asked him gently.  She peered at him in the last of the day's sunlight that still bloomed up through the glass.
 
   “Of course,” he said easily.  Arabel looked at his eyes strangely. “What?”
 
   “Your eyes look different,” she muttered.
 
   “But Twist, how are you doing it?” Howell asked. “Is this technology?  Magic?”
 
   “What do you mean, my eyes look different?” Twist asked Arabel.
 
   “Twist?” Howell asked, moving into his vision with a stern expression.
 
   “Well,” Arabel faltered. “It's just, in this light your eyes look … brighter.  And they're not blue anymore, they're a sort of a sweet, teal color.”
 
   Twist felt something stir deep in the mysterious, shifting depths of his mind, while Howell began to speak again in a measured and firm way.  Of course, there was no physical change in the color of his eyes.  What Arabel was seeing was something else, something conceptual.  It was like the flashing colors he usually saw in Jonas's eyes.  It was like the pink everyone saw in Storm's.
 
   A sudden, violent shock nearly knocked everyone off their feet.  Twist hurried to the nearest wall and pressed his hand against the metal.  He threw his Sight into the ship itself, searching for the source of the shock.  He found a gaping hole in one of the glass floors of another room, and in the ceiling above it.  An explosive cannonball had been launched at the ship from below.  Twist looked down to the water beyond the glass under his feet, and his eyes easily found the powerful submersible ship as it rose to the surface and turned its weapons on the sky.
 
   “We're out of time,” he said, running to Kima and the moonship.  The balloon was still far from full.  Twist wanted more air to flow through the burner.  The burner's flame roared and grew.  “Come on, everyone get in.”
 
   The ship's basket slid across the floor beside Twist, towards the open panel in the floor.  Twist wasn't sure he could slow their descent, but he was certain that any upward force could slow their fall enough to allow for a safe water landing.  They didn't need to fly away, they just needed to survive the fall.
 
   “Twist, we can't!” Howell growled, finally catching Twist's attention. “That ship isn't ready.  We'll just fall!”
 
   Twist stopped the ship at the edge of the opening and went back to take hold of Jonas.  He dragged him to the basket and was pleased to see Kima join him.  She looked pale with fright, but determined as well.  She took Jonas's other arm and helped Twist hoist him up into the open second level of the basket.  Once he was over the edge, Twist looked to the others.
 
   “Are you coming?”
 
   At that moment, another shock rocked the ship.  Twist didn't have to touch anything to know that that explosion had been very close.  Glancing at the balloon, Twist saw that the burner was still raging, screaming out the hot air as quickly as physically possible.  It was nearly half finished now.  Arabel moved for the basket, and Zayle followed her.
 
   “I'd rather die trying to do something then stand here and get blown to bits,” she said stiffly.  Aazzi looked to her husband.  The doctor nodded.
 
   “Come on, Howell,” he said. “What have we got to lose?”
 
   “This is insane!” Howell grumbled.
 
   “Then stay here,” Twist said, wanting the basket to slide over the edge.
 
   “Ah, hell,” Howell grumbled as he hurried to climb inside just before the basket began to fall.
 
   The half-full airship plummeted like a stone.  Everyone grabbed ropes, one another, anything in reach, and most of them started to scream.  Twist closed his eyes and willed the air to thicken below them while the burner struggled to heat the torrent that rushed through it to the balloon.  He felt their descent slow inch by inch, until the bottom of the basket splashed into the waves.  To the obvious shock of everyone but Twist, it didn't slip below the water, but bounced.  The burner finally gave out with a choking cough of smoke, but it had filled the balloon with just enough air to hold them a few feet above the rolling waves.
 
   Twist looked around and found that no one had managed to fall out.  Everyone was gasping and staring in bewilderment at their continued existence.  Then they all started to laugh in heady relief—everyone but Jonas.  He was lying beside Twist at one side of the basket, still as unresponsive as ever.  Twist bent over him and took his face in his hands.
 
   “Jonas, look at me,” he said softly, looking to his half-closed, lifeless eyes.
 
   Whether it was Twist's doing, or some last part of Jonas's will that was still left in him, Jonas slowly seemed to look up at Twist.  Twist felt the same gravity he had before, calling into the core of his being.  Twist surrendered to the pull and felt a cool, electric energy tingle over his soul as it rushed out of him and into Jonas's dim eyes.  Twist saw the light return to Jonas in agonizing slowness.  He caught a flash of recognition in the other man's eyes, and then his own vision went swiftly black.
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   Twist found himself with some difficulty.  He felt his body lying on something warm and soft, in still, cool air that was scented gently of salt and machine oil.  He heard the subtle purr of an engine far away, but the place he was in was very quiet.  Before he opened his eyes, he felt a hand in his—the skin warm, rough, and instantly familiar.
 
   Twist opened blurry eyes to find himself on a low couch in a small room.  The wall opposite the couch was filled with a round window that looked out onto a dim, blue world.  Bright electric light emanated from around the window in a halo, but it dissipated quickly over the rocky, sand-strewn ground outside.  The forest of unbelievably tall grass that drifted slowly by looked haunting and alien in the dark.  A school of tiny silver fish flitted by in the electric light, confirming Twist's suspicions: he was in the submersible.
 
   Jonas sat on the edge of the couch beside him, holding his hand as he gazed out the window.  Twist saw a glimmer of soft purple in his eyes and smiled.  Looking to the white mist in his mind showed him clearly that Jonas was completely back to normal.  It was only a moment before he turned to look at Twist.  When their eyes met, Twist only felt the ghost of the strange and powerful gravity he had sensed before.  That was over.
 
   “Welcome back,” Jonas said, his voice now the warm softness Twist only heard when they were alone.
 
   “Where did I go?” Twist asked.
 
   “Good question,” Jonas said, looking past his eyes at something else.  He paused, as if searching for the words to say something difficult.  “I remember it all,” he said eventually. “It's like I saw, heard, and felt everything.  I feel like I was the one who did it all, but I couldn't control anything.”  Twist followed his meaning easily.  He expected to find anxiety in him as he spoke, but he couldn't find any trace of it.
 
   “You took my memories?” he asked, smiling slightly. “That's rude.”
 
   “You took my Sight.”
 
   Twist's smile faded.  Even now, he still couldn't find any uneasiness in Jonas.  His words should have been heavy or fearful, but they simply weren't.  Twist quickly found that he wasn't bothered by these thoughts either.  Shouldn't he be?
 
   “I didn't mean to,” Twist offered.
 
   Jonas nodded. “It was the drug.  When Loki gave it to you, I blacked out.  From that point on, I've got all your memories until you collapsed on me, in the moonship.”
 
   “That whole mess makes no sense whatsoever,” Twist said, frowning.  His mind felt stiff and slow.  It had been so easy to understand everything before.
 
   “Agreed,” Jonas said, drawing his attention back.  He was looking thoughtfully into space, his eyes shifting gently from blue to green. “I've been sitting here trying to feel scared for the last hour.”
 
   “You've what?”
 
   Jonas smiled at him weakly. “I should be terrified of you.  With or without chemical help, you took my Sight.  Hell, you might have taken all of me.  I shouldn't want to be anywhere near you.  But...”  He shook his head. “It's no good.  It's like I just know that even though it’s weird as hell, there's nothing actually wrong.  And I can't convince myself otherwise.”
 
   “Maybe you shouldn't try to, then.  We're fine now, right?”
 
   “I suppose,” Jonas answered with a nod. “We're still looking for Myra, though,” he said, looking to the window again. “Arabel said she's fine.  We just need to find her.  She's got to be down here somewhere.”
 
   Twist looked back to the dark waters outside as his thoughts shifted to Myra.  He fought his own frantic concern as it threatened to drown him.  “So, the Rooks found us, then?”
 
   “Yep.  Almost as soon as we hit the water.  They blasted so many holes in Loki's ship that it crashed into the Gulf of Mexico.  Some of the Cyphers managed to escape, but the rest were taken prisoner.  Aden is laying claim to the ship.”
 
   “And Loki?” Twist asked.  A memory flashed to the surface of his thoughts.  Twist could hardly believe what he had done to Loki.  It was so cold, so callous, so cruel, that it seemed like something he could never do.
 
   “Vanished,” Jonas said. “It looks like he might have a chance to get the rest of the Cyphers off our backs, after all.”  He then smiled at Twist with a wicked light in his eyes. “Oh, Quay and your admirer disappeared, too.”
 
   Twist shot him a dark, warning glare. “If you're talking about Vane...”
 
   “You sure got his attention...”
 
   “I haven't the faintest idea why,” Twist grumbled. “He's obviously quite disturbed.  What happened to Storm and Kima?” he asked, desperate to change the subject.
 
   “Aden picked up Storm and Moroni on his way here,” Jonas said. “Kima was beside herself when she saw him.  There was crying and hugging, and all of it.  I'm told poor Storm turned bright red with embarrassment.  You're lucky you missed it.”
 
   “Then now, we just need to find Myra,” Twist said. “I can't believe you threw her out the window.”
 
   “She jumped!” Jonas said, looking wounded. “On her own, too.”
 
   Twist gave a listless tone, looking to the sea.
 
   “We're running out of places to look now,” Jonas said, turning back to the water too. “I'm sure we'll find her soon.  She can't have gotten—”  He froze, his eyes shifting to a darker purple suddenly. “Did you see that?” he asked quickly, as he got to his feet and moved closer to the glass.
 
   Twist sat up, ignoring the mild rushing sensation in his head, and hurried closer to the window with Jonas.  The ship seemed to turn slightly, creeping through the tall wracks.  A few bright-yellow fish hurried out of the way.  After a few quiet moments, the ship emerged into an underwater glade.
 
   There was a craggy hill protruding from the seabed, surrounded by ancient fragments of timber that were crusted nearly beyond recognition with coral.  There were also flecks of shining gold and silver lying in the sand and in crevices of the rock.  Twist could see the ghost of a ship's bow in the dim, watery distance, but he paid it very little attention.  Sitting on the top of the rocky little hill, her feet swinging over the side, was Myra, toying idly with a large gold coin.  She winced when the ship's powerful lights hit her and raised an arm to shield her eyes.  Then, her gleaming copper face washed over in an enormous smile.
 
   “Ah ha!” Jonas said triumphantly. “Look at that.  She's as right as rain.”
 
   Twist could only smile in relief and wonder as Myra hopped off of the rock and hurried closer to them over the sandy seafloor.  Her dress and long, maroon wire hair wafted around her like shimmering smoke, while her copper skin shone in the light.  The salt water would corrode her workings eventually, but she had only been in the water for a few hours at most.  She was obviously fine.  The fall didn't seem to have hurt her in the least.
 
   “Come on, let’s get to the moon pool,” Jonas said, leading Twist out of the room.
 
   Twist followed him into a tight, brightly lit, metal hallway.  They ran past long bunches of tubes and cables that clung to the wall, under stark electric lights in the low ceiling, and eventually climbed down a short set of metal stairs into an open chamber.  There were people wandering about in the space, attending to the valves and gauges that peppered the walls, or talking together near doorways that led into different directions.  On the open floor there were three large metal and glass machines, which looked very much like small submersible ships to Twist.  In the center of the room was a large circle of brightly lit water and passing sand.  At first, Twist though it was a contained pool.  Then, he saw a small blue fish pass by and disappear.
 
   “Is that the sea?” Twist asked Jonas, pointing to the gaping hole in the floor.
 
   “No, it's custard,” Jonas said easily.  Twist's mind stalled for a moment before he shot Jonas a glare.
 
   “If there's a giant hole in the ship,” Twist said with measured restraint, “then why aren't we sinking?”
 
   “Oh, it's just physics,” Jonas said with a dismissive wave as he came to stand at the edge of the hole. “You can ask someone to explain it later, if you want.”
 
   As Twist stooped to peer further under the edge of the hole, more people hurried into the room.  All of them were wearing a sort of dark-blue-and-silver uniform, and were all unknown to Twist until he spotted Aden in the crowd as well.  Aden smiled at him, his bright gray eyes sparkling behind the silver spectacles.  Twist noticed that his uniform bore a gold sash across the front, unlike all the rest.
 
   “Hello Twist,” he said in his clear London accent. “I'm glad to see you up and about.”
 
   “Thank you,” Twist said, slightly surprised at Aden's attention.
 
   “You have wonderful timing as well,” Aden said, while the other men began to shout orders and move equipment around in the space. “We just found Myra,” he said proudly.  “Your sister is a wonder,” he added to Jonas.
 
   “That's one word for her,” Jonas muttered, still watching the water.
 
   Twist glanced down as well, just as a flash of copper appeared at the edge of the light.  Myra stopped below the open hole and looked up through it curiously.  She caught sight of Twist and a brilliant smile bloomed on her face.  She hopped happily on the sand and waved at him.  Twist waved back, his own smile filling his face.
 
   “Stand back, please,” one of the uniformed men said to him as he guided a simple-looking ladder made of chain down into the water.
 
   Twist reluctantly moved back with Aden as the men lowered the ladder into the water on a long jib and crank.  It was only a matter of moments before the chain began to rise again, carrying Myra up slowly.  Her clothes and hair fell heavily on her the moment she was free of the water, while it dripped out through the fine seams in the metal plates of her skin.  Jonas reached out to offer her a hand and help her to the edge of the hole, while Twist hurried closer.  Myra practically jumped to Jonas in her glee, throwing both arms around his neck in a spray of heavy, salty drops.
 
   “You found me!” she said, her voice ringing with joy.  Jonas held her close and spun her around onto the metal floor, smiling nearly as brightly himself.
 
   “Look at you, you're as indestructible as I am!” he declared proudly.
 
   Myra giggled at him and turned to Twist.  The beauty of her gleaming, blissful, copper face almost brought him to tears.  She rushed to him and drenched his Sight in her joy.  Her metal skin was cold and slick from the seawater, and her wet clothing soaked his instantly, but Twist held her close and never wanted to let go.
 
   “I'm so glad you're all right,” she said, nuzzling her nose into the crook of his neck. “I was worried Loki might try to hurt you.”
 
   The thought of Loki was sharp and vastly unpleasant against the current state of his mind. “He won't bother us anymore,” Twist said.  Over Myra's shoulder, he saw Jonas's face mirror his own certainty.  “We're all safe now.”
 
   Myra pulled back enough to smile at him warmly.  Then the metal of her face melted away into pale, soft, flesh.  All sound in the world vanished.  Everything and everyone in the room froze in a strange stillness.  Twist realized that no one else could hear or see them in this private world.  Myra's smile took on a different light: something subtle but enticing, that set his heart beating faster.
 
   “Kiss me, darling.”
 
   Twist smiled at such a decadent request, and happily complied.
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   Myra told Twist that she had tried to walk out of the sea, or at least to some shallower part of it, but had gotten lost in the thick forests.  It was so dark after sunset that she could barely see at all.  A glimmering in the distance brought her to the open, sandy glen where she had been found.  The shiny little bits of metal were brought aboard and determined to be the lost Spanish gold and silver from a two-hundred-year-old galleon that had wrecked in a storm.
 
   Twist, Jonas, and Myra stepped into the submersible's salon—a wide, open room with tall, thin windows along one side—which had been quickly converted into an archeological laboratory.  Piles of coral-crusted gold and greening silver lay heaped on tables, while full unopened chests were clustered in corners.  The ship's crew was wholly devoted to salvaging as much of the treasure as possible, and people hurried in and out of the room with load after load.  Even after two hundred years at the bottom of the Caribbean Sea, the gold coins glittered as brightly as ever.  Jonas picked up one of the loose coins and tossed it to flip in the air.  It flashed in the light and fell back into his hand.
 
   “Spanish gold,” he said lusciously, grinning at the coin.  With a quick flick of his wrist, it disappeared up a sleeve.
 
   “Jonas,” Twist toned softly, checking over the hurrying crew to see if anyone was watching them. “This is an archeological find.  Most of it will probably end up in a museum, somewhere.  You can't just steal some of it.”
 
   “I can't help it,” Jonas said with a sigh. “It's in my blood.  My family has been stealing Spanish gold since the sixteenth century.”
 
   “They have?” Myra asked, looking alarmed. “Is it some kind of a feud?”
 
   Jonas laughed and shook his head. “My ancestors are an unbroken chain of English and French pirates right back to the beginning,” he said with pride. “Mum and Dad used to tell us all about their adventures when Ara and I were little.  Howell knows the stories too.  But the Spanish always had most of the gold in Caribbean, you see.”
 
   Twist looked back to the treasure and wondered what it might be like to know his own family history.  Were there any pirates in his background that he didn't know about? “But wait, a minute,” he said suddenly. “I thought piracy was a pretty dangerous job back in the old days.  I didn't know pirates lived long enough to … well, have descendants.”
 
   “A truly great pirate always makes it out alive,” Jonas said with a roguish smile. “I'm living proof that my ancestors were the best.”
 
   “Apparently,” Twist muttered, intrigued by this sudden familial pride.
 
   “No!  You can't make me!” Storm's voice echoed off the metal walls as it drew closer down the hallway.
 
   He burst suddenly into the room and stopped, spotted Jonas and Twist, and then ran towards them.  Twist jumped out of his path out of reflex, but Storm caught Jonas around the waist with both arms and clung to him tightly.  Jonas froze, staring down at the top of the boy's head in shock.  Twist saw a tear escape Storm's brilliant pink eyes, while he buried the rest of his face in Jonas's shirt.  Jonas stood awkwardly, his arms out helplessly beside him.
 
   “Storm, come back!” Kima's voice called from the hallway.
 
   “I found you!” Storm said suddenly, his voice wobbling with emotion. ”We're finally together.  I won't just leave you now.”
 
   Jonas looked to Twist in bewilderment.  Twist could only give him the same thing back.  Kima appeared at the door and came into the room, breathing hard.  She looked to Storm sadly and spoke softly to him in her language.
 
   “No!” Storm snapped, cutting her off and holding Jonas a little tighter.
 
   “So, what's up, Kima?” Jonas asked.  Aden now appeared behind her, coming closer too.
 
   “Your friend wants to help us disappear,” she said heavily. “He can send us to a place where Loki can't find us.  Where we can be safe and happy,” she added, as if speaking directly to Storm. “But he...” She waved her hand at her son helplessly.
 
   “Where are you sending them?” Twist asked Aden.
 
   “Australia,” he said, watching Storm thoughtfully. “We have a research station there that's connected to a cattle ranch.  My agents are always coming and going so the place is always under guard.  They grow their own food.  It's on a big open plain.  It’s always sunny.  It's a lovely place.  I thought Kima and Storm would like it there because it's similar to the life they had before their land was stolen.  The culture is totally different, of course, but at least the lifestyle is close to what they knew.”
 
   “Sounds great,” Jonas said.
 
   “I don't want to be safe!” Storm snapped. “I want to be with you, Jon.  I'm supposed to be with you.”
 
   “Why?” Jonas asked.  Storm looked up at him in painful shock.  Jonas tore his gaze away before Storm could catch it.
 
   “Storm, please,” Kima tried, reaching for him. “Let's just talk about this—”
 
   “No,” Storm said, determination hardening on his face. “If they aren't going, then neither am I.”
 
   Jonas took a breath and pulled his goggles on over his eyes.  Then he reached down, pried Storm's arms off of him, and knelt down in front of him.  Storm watched uncertainly.  Jonas looked at him levelly, despite the black glass between them.
 
   “Storm, you're ten, right?” Jonas asked, his voice suddenly gentle.
 
   Storm frowned. “I'm not a little kid,” he muttered, wiping at his moist face with one hand.  The other clung to Jonas's arm tightly.
 
   “You're acting like one,” Jonas said, somehow still gently.
 
   “Shut up.”
 
   Jonas smiled. “You're not going to be a little kid forever.  You're almost done with childhood, already.  But right now, you'd be more trouble to us than help.”
 
   Storm shook his head. “No, I won't!“
 
   Jonas cut him off and started counting on fingers. “You're short, you only speak English, you're not strong enough to be any real help in a fight, you cry when you don't get your way, you don't have any money, you don't have any contacts, and your mother would skin me alive if you got killed.”  As he spoke, Storm's face darkened slowly into palpable despair.  Twist wanted to stop Jonas from making the boy feel dreadful, but he couldn't fault any point, and so held his tongue.
 
   “But,” Jonas continued, reaching out to lay a hand on Storm's sloping shoulder. “In a few years, that will all be different.  You've got an amazing Sight, and a sharp mind.  You can pick up everything else.  You just need to give yourself the time.”
 
   As Storm looked back at him, he seemed to lighten somewhat.  Twist found a soft, grateful, smile on Kima's face.  Glancing past her, he saw that Arabel, Howell, and Zayle had also come to see what all the yelling was about.  They too watched Jonas with light but warm smiles.
 
   “How much time?” Storm asked, still pouting heavily.
 
   Jonas smiled. “When you're old enough to tell your mother that you're leaving, and she understands and wishes you well instead of trying to make you stay, then you'll be old enough to be of help to me and Twist.”
 
   “In the meantime,” Twist added, drawing Storm's attention, “there's nothing stopping us from coming to visit you from time to time.”
 
   “Oh yes!” Myra said brightly. “That's a lovely idea.  We'll have to go visit you,” she said to Storm. “I've never been to Austria.”
 
   “Australia,” Jonas corrected her, fighting a smile. “You've been to Austria.”
 
   “I have?”
 
   “I'll show you on my globe, later,” Twist offered.  He couldn't help but feel a jolt of pride to already know the difference between the two, without having to check.
 
   “You'll really come?” Storm asked hesitantly.
 
   “Sure, you should know I love surfing,” Jonas said with a shrug. “It won't be every week or anything, but we can stop by sometime.  If it's all right with your mother, of course.”
 
   Storm turned to his mother with pleading eyes.
 
   “Of course, it's fine,” she said, relief visible on her face.
 
   “I guess...” Storm muttered.
 
   “Good man,” Jonas said, getting back to his feet.  He gave Storm a pat on the head. “Now, no more giving your poor mother all this grief.  You'll grow up soon enough.”
 
   “You're already getting there, after all,” Twist added quickly. “If you hadn't told us about this submersible, Jonas and I might not have been able to escape from Loki's ship.  You really helped us today.”
 
   “I did?” Storm asked, his face awash with wonder.
 
   “Yep,” Jonas nodded. “So stop crying and tearing about, all right?  You're only going backwards if you do.”
 
   “All right,” Storm said, pulling himself up a little taller.
 
   Kima spoke to him gently in her language again, but this time Storm nodded and let her draw him away.  Storm looked back one last time, and Myra waved happily to him before he moved out of sight.  Arabel, Howell, and Zayle all followed, speaking supportively to Kima.  Aden said that he would meet her in a moment, and then turned to Twist and Jonas as Storm and the others all left the room.
 
   “By the way,” Aden said quickly. “I'm leaving this ship here to collect the treasure and to salvage Loki's ship, but I need to get back to London myself.  I think you should accompany me.  If the Cyphers really are going to leave you alone, then I want to send you out on tour again as soon as possible.”  Myra gave a happy tone and clapped her hands.  Aden smiled at her and looked to Jonas. “I'm also trying to get your sister to agree to help us out.”
 
   “What do you mean?” Jonas asked.  Twist felt a tightness at the buzz in his neck.
 
   “She already refused to join the Rooks,” Aden said, keeping his voice low. “But her Sight is fantastic.  I want to at least get her to agree to sell her services to me.  I had my men free the Vimana from the wreck of Loki's ship and also paid your uncle double the charter rate to take me back to London, just to buy more time to speak with her.  If you came along on the journey, you might be able to help me.”
 
   Jonas gave a mirthless laugh. “Arabel hasn't listened to me since we were both a foot shorter.”  Twist looked to him, surprised.
 
   “There was a time when she did listen to you?”
 
   “Up until that fateful day when she woke up with green hair,” Jonas said mournfully. “I really think that was the beginning of the end.  Never tell your sister that the plant food is shampoo,” he said earnestly to Aden. “Even if she can't read Arabic, and asks you innocently.”
 
   “Is that what happened to Zayle?” Twist asked thoughtfully, while Aden tried to process this information.
 
   “No, he's just strange,” Jonas said, shaking his head. “Zayle does it on purpose.”
 
   “What about me?” Zayle asked, as he, Arabel, and Howell returned and came closer.
 
   “Oh, I was just saying that you're strange,” Jonas supplied brightly.
 
   “Is that all?” Zayle asked back, looking relieved.
 
   “Heavens, you people are all odd,” Aden said, looking at them seriously.  Myra laughed while Twist and Jonas gave him twin scowls. “But, honestly now,” Aden said before Howell could speak—his mouth open and ready, “Twist, Jonas, Myra, would you like to come with me on the Vimana to London?”  Myra's face lit up instantly.
 
   “Oh, that's a great idea!” Arabel said excitedly. “You really should come with us.”
 
   “That's a long trip,” Jonas toned darkly.  Arabel's smile faded.  Myra looked at him unhappily and crossed her arms.  Twist reached into the buzz at his neck and found tension, but no real fear, anger, or dread.
 
   “Storm isn't coming this time,” he offered softly to Jonas.
 
   “Do you want to go with them?” Jonas asked him sharply.
 
   Twist shrugged. “Myra does.”
 
   Jonas looked to her just as sharply, to find her nodding with a wide smile.
 
   “Please?  I like the Vimana.  And I want to go back on tour.”
 
   “You're all against me,” Jonas grumbled.  Twist grinned at him and reached up to hang his arm casually on Jonas's shoulder.  Jonas's white fog wafted gently into his mind, bringing a hidden warmth that Twist had wholly expected to find.
 
   “Let's get him some of that rum he likes before we leave the Caribbean,” he said to Arabel. “It'll help, I'm sure.”
 
   “Bloody turncoat,” Jonas spat at him with an anger Twist knew he didn't feel.
 
   “Diva,” he tossed back.  A flash of cold shock and admiration rushed through the fog in Twist's mind.  Jonas stared at him silently for too long to retort properly.
 
   “Wow,” Howell observed. “Twist is still breathing,” he said to Arabel as if it were a complete impossibility.
 
   “I'm going to go rum shopping,” she said, already backing away. “He might get over his shock any second and I don't want to get caught in the fallout.”
 
   “Good idea,” Howell said, following her with Zayle.  Aden remained, watching Jonas and Twist carefully.
 
   The shock began to dissipate from the fog, leaving something darker and more dangerous behind.  Twist looked to Jonas slowly as his certainty began to fade as well.  Myra was watching Jonas carefully, standing just out of arm's reach.  Twist pulled in his will and took his arm off of Jonas's shoulder, standing straight.
 
   “Are you going to hit me now?”
 
   “I don't know.  I'm sort of torn,” Jonas said softly, though the energy in Twist's neck was sparking like a live wire.
 
   “Torn, you say?” Twist asked as pleasantly as he could under the circumstances.  The door wasn't far.  He could make a break for it, but he knew Jonas was faster than him.
 
   To Twist's complete shock, Jonas broke into a laugh and reached out to slap Twist on the back. “You're hilarious when you're nervous,” he declared happily. “But don't call me that again,” he added with a point to Twist's nose. “If you were any other man, I'd leave you bleeding on the floor for such a remark.”
 
   “So, you're coming, then?” Aden asked hopefully.
 
   “Yes, fine, we're coming,” Jonas snapped at him.  Myra's face lit up with joy.  “But it's all her bloody fault,” he added, nodding to her.
 
   “Oh!” Myra gasped, anger chasing the joy away in a flash.  She made a face and stuck her silver tongue out at him.  Despite the opaque goggles on his eyes, Jonas responded immediately in kind.  Aden reached up to rub at his brow.
 
   “And Storm is the child...” he muttered softly.
 
   Twist laughed and shook his head.  If Jonas heard Aden's remark, he didn't respond.  Aden then excused himself to make the preparations for their departure.
 
   “Well,” Jonas said with a resigned sigh, once the three of them were left alone. “After all the chaos we just survived, I must say that the idea of a nice boring tour actually sounds rather good right now.”
 
   “Oh, I agree,” Twist offered with an earnest nod.
 
   “I wonder where we'll go next,” Myra said excitedly.
 
   As she and Jonas began to speculate on their likely destinations, Twist couldn't keep the soft smile from his face.  No matter how much they went through, the three of them always returned to this casual and comfortable space.  Whatever happened from this point on, Twist knew for certain that he could handle it, so long as Myra and Jonas were with him.
 
    
 
    
 
   ~ oOo ~
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
   You've made it!
 
    
 
   You have just finished the third book in the Clockwork Twist series, you intrepid darling, you.  I hope you enjoyed this tour as much as I did.  Keep your bags packed, and your passport handy, because this journey is far from over.  Twist's next adventure will be the most challenging and surprising one yet!  Be sure to join Twist, Myra, and Jonas in London for the next installment, Book Four: Missing, in 2015…
 
    
 
   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 thusfar:
 
   Book One: Waking
 
   Book Two: Trick
 
   Book Three: Dreamer
 
   Book Four: Missing (2015)
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