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Excerpt:

Unconsciousness is not something I’m unfamiliar with. In fact, we’ve become quite good friends over the years. People who try to come between us usually get short shrift from me.

The guy who woke me in the fierce waves by forcing air into my lungs was, therefore, down for a hell of a kicking. As soon as I got my legs moving, anyway.

I knew I was in a bad way when he tied me on his back and started climbing back up the cliff. I couldn’t move, couldn’t speak, couldn’t see—couldn’t do anything at all except breathe pain. So I slipped back toward the arms of the familiar, and hung out with unconsciousness again.

I woke once more possibly hours later, possibly days. Now I appeared to be in a bed. Not a particularly comfortable bed, but then I have become accustomed to sprung, feathered mattresses with the highest quality sheets. Silk, if possible. Yeah, I’m expensive.

I cranked my eyes open, which hurt like death, and tried to focus on the room. I was at least able to move, which was a slight improvement on my earlier condition. Still, when I raised my hand, I felt the bones of my arm shift and slide against each other in broken shards. Something was pressing against my lungs. Maybe pressing through them. It was hard to tell with all the hurting.

“What are you?”
The voice came from the darkness. A lamp burned low by the bed, but it didn’t illuminate all corners of the room. He was out there somewhere, in the blackness where my hazy vision couldn’t penetrate.

A deep, dark voice, bringing with it a resonant shudder that jarred my shattered body.

“Hurt,” I replied. My voice was a whisper.

“Why aren’t you dead?”
Ah. Interesting question. “I’m…different.”
Movement in the corner. From the shadows a figure emerged.

I couldn’t see him well. I think my skull was cracked or something—vision was blurry, moving, swaying. Like being in one of those fairground haunted houses where the walls move.

He came toward me, and I guess I should have been frightened. He was powerful, this much I could tell. Gleaming skin, dark hair—and that was all. My swaying vision was making me nauseous, so I closed my eyes.

“It’s a full moon,” he said.

That’s nice.

“You’re still human—human-shaped, anyway—so I don’t think you’re Were.”
I tried to frown but gave up because it hurt.

“I saw you fall in the daytime, so I don’t think you’re Vamp. Besides,” he took something from around his neck and pressed it to my forehead, “this does nothing.”
“Nice and cold,” I said. “What is it?”
“Pentacle.”
It took a moment to understand. It was a religious symbol—or it could be, if you believed in it. Plus, I figured it was silver. Good for Weres.

“And it’s iron,” he said, “so I don’t think you’re Fae.”
So I was wrong. I’ve got a cracked skull, cut me a break.

He studied me a while. I felt the heat of his gaze through my eyelids.

“Are you Kelfish?”
“Do I look Kelfish?”
“You look like a corpse.”
“Sure, hit me when I’m down.” I tried to lift my hand to check for the vial I usually wear on my person—last seen on a chain around my neck—but I couldn’t move it far, because it just hurt too much.

I licked my lips. “Do me a favor?”
“What?”
“Is there a chain round my neck? A necklace?”
“There was,” he said. “It fell.”
Panic set in. “Did you catch it?”
“Yeah, I have it.”
I opened my eyes to see him dangling the chain from one hand. The vial swung in front of me. Actually, four vials. My vision was really in trouble.

“I need to drink it,” I said.

“What is it?”
I went for the honest answer. “Magic.”
“You’re a sorceress?”
I swallowed. “Not really. But I need that.”
“What will it do?”
“Just give me the damn drink!”
After a moment’s hesitation he obeyed, unscrewing the lid of the vial and tipping it to my lips.

The warm liquid slid down my throat, burned for a second, then I was shaking hands with my old friend blackout again.

Next time I opened my eyes I could see.

What I could see was that I was in a dull, empty room. There was a bed and a wooden chest, a lamp and a rug. That was about it.

There was also a warm, naked body right behind me.

Hmm. Is it Mr. Tall, Dark and Suspicious? Why yes, I think it it. He had one leg slung over mine and both his arms wrapped around me. I felt him breathe, deep and even, his skin hot against my back. His body was hard—hard muscle and bone and hard—

Well. Hello.
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