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In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:


‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’



Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.

The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.

Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.
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O, my heart, confess not against me as a witness!

                       Magical inscription on a Scarabaeus




Chapter One

THE CHILD ON THE TOMB:

A little mound of stone, and above it this slim, breastless figure. She was draped in a classical way. Yet her blind blank face reminded him – he did not know why – of the effigies of Easter Island, which he had seen in pictures. There was no name, or date.

The grave stood just outside the boundary of the air-strip, behind the barbed wire. And beyond the flat unearthly plain rolled all the way to the distant hills, raked by a chill dry wind.

Sometimes a pilot might leave a flower at the stone child’s feet. One or two of them called her Santa Blanca. The missions from this place were not overt, probably often outside the law … even so, he did not understand why they felt they must placate the child. He had never left her a flower.

Miguel Chodil walked.

The sun was glaring in a sky of dilute stratos.

The white shape of the twin-engined plane looked too solid, as if she could not fly. But then, that was her trick. Last night, there had been a red moon over the city. The ancient peoples would have said that foretold a death. But whose? In a whole night, after all, someone was bound to die.

They had already loaded her up. Chodil boarded, and cast a quick inspecting eye along her belly.

It was always similar.

Boxes that probably held books, containers of oil and kerosene, various tinned stores, such as any base might require. But there, glowing in their crate, golden oranges, and dark pink peaches, the yellow candles of bananas. And in the straw, greenish Peruvian brandy.

Chodil checked the lashings, and, satisfied, went forward into the cockpit.

Out on the runway a guard had come up, and was standing staring at the aircraft, his Kalashnikov across his shoulder. Chodil waited. The guard moved away suddenly, as if he had seen evidence of some threat.

Chodil tried the plane over.

She made her usual sounds. She felt alert and springy. Perhaps too eager. ‘Calma …’ he said.

As he took her down the runway, her accustomed rocking motion was familiar as the rhythm of a horse. He knew better than she when she would try to swerve, and kept her steady.

He drew her up into a shallow accelerating climb, and she levelled perfectly, settling on the wide blue sky in a drone of power.

Fifty minutes and he would need to take her down again to her first refuelling, and later there would come the second stop, where the Russians would offer him vodka and he would pretend to drink – it broke their hearts when you did not play with them. Two unmapped isles, the second whiter than the first, its coast littered with the bones of blue whales, creatures, it seemed to him, too big to love.

As he flew south, Miguel laid out his final destination from memory. He had, after all, made this journey twenty times.

The blue crystal sky would dip eventually through into a blue crystal sea. And there the cumulus had dropped upon the water in white ice, floating cliffs and domes and castles. And the terrible white land rose behind, to its points of mountains.

Death was only that. That whiteness. The lost creatures that roamed its fringes, the inner stopped clock of its cold white heart.

Chodil grimaced. He sang to the plane, and told her of the woman he had had in the city. He liked to make the plane a little jealous.

Three hours to go.


Chapter Two

WHEN THE SNOW BEGAN TO fall, she was at the back of the procession, lagging behind, unsure. She had a feeling, despite the grandeur, that it was all some hoax. Something stupid, which seemed to irritate, but not alarm her.

She knew what she was seeing. They were Ancient Egyptians. The women in tight-lapped gowns of half-transparent white linen, some with bare round breasts, and the men in kilts of linen or leather. They wore too, redolent of every epic, the characteristic collars, with garnets and blue glass paste on ribs of gold. Black wigs. Eye make-up like the lines around the eyes of lynxes. You could not mistake them.

Here and there a fan of ostrich feathers waved. Others were wheeling supermarket trolleys piled with golden vessels and cones of scented wax.

They toiled upward, up towards the great pyramid.

It seemed to her the pyramid was constructed of old books, some of which were even dilapidated paperbacks.

Women wailed. It was a funeral. Who was dead?

In the dream, she thought, Oh, it’s Ruth.

And when she thought this, the dusk sky opened and the snow began to fall.

The Egyptians stopped. They seemed appropriately to freeze. Rachaela found herself, perhaps unwillingly, walking forward now through the static lines of men and women. She came up to where a priest was. He had a leopard-skin over his shoulder, and on his head was the pointed mask of a black jackal with tall ears.

Adamus …

Of course, he had returned from death himself, to oversee the obsequies.

The mummy-case was leaning above a shaft in the side of the pyramid. It was golden, richer even than the case of the famous boy king, Tutankhamun. The form of a girl was painted on it, and she had two long black plaits. Yes, it was Ruth all right.

They lowered the sarcophagus into the depths.

I should feel something. Should I?

Then the case had vanished, and she stood there, feeling nothing, not even the cold of the falling snow.

They were all gone, and it was night now. The snow ended.

Above the pyramid a single star blazed like a diamond.

And Ruth’s ka slid up out of the tomb.

Rachaela knew about the ka – like her dead daughter, Rachaela had read Haggard’s novel, Morning Star. And what was a ka? Astral body more than ghost. The double that was freed at the negation of the flesh.

Ruth’s ka was very glamorous. It wore a black dress with silver embroidery at the throat, and its black hair hung long and lustrous down its spine. The face of Ruth’s ka was beautifully made up, the lips pale red, the eyes like smoulder.

‘Hallo, Ruth,’ Rachaela said.

‘Hallo, Mummy.’

And then the ka came towards Rachaela, and Ruth held out her right hand.

On the tips of her fingers rested a still, soft flame.

Rachaela meant to back away, but she could not. Ruth, starter of fires—

Ruth was in front of her, near enough Rachaela could smell the perfume her ka had put on – Lancôme? – and hear the rustle of her dress.

Ruth extended the star of flame upon her hand.

And Rachaela discovered that she had opened her mouth, wide, in a rictus, as once in her childhood she had had to do at the dentist’s—

And then there she was in his chair, the old black kind that you felt should have had straps to tie you down.

‘Now,’ he said, the faceless memory, leaning forward, ‘I think you’ve done a bit of damage here. Too many sweets, I shouldn’t wonder. This will be a little bit uncomfortable, I expect, but you’ll be a brave girl, won’t you?’

And then Rachaela knew that Ruth had put the flame into her mouth, even before the dentist loomed over her again with his buzzing stinging wasp of a drill, to give her the only filling of her life.

And he said, ‘Now just swallow that little flame, please, and then rinse round.’

Rachaela swallowed the flame.

She woke up with her head pressed into the pillow. Rachaela was alone … She turned, slowly, stiffly, unknotting her muscles, and Althene lay beside her, silently asleep.

Who are you? Rachaela thought.

Even unconscious, her face wiped of cosmetics, her hair stranded by the movements of somnolence, Althene was utterly herself, complete.

Well, since you’re foolish enough to be here beside me, I could wake you up, tell you my troubles.

I dreamed of my dead and murdered murderess-demon of a daughter.

Taking care, rather awkwardly Rachaela angled herself out of bed, and curled the sheet back over Althene.

It was warm and close, a hot late-summer night. From the open window, scents of trees, plums, a hint of the river.

Rachaela went out of the bedroom noiselessly and into the bathroom. Washed by white moonlight through the opaque pane, she saw her shade in the mirror. A Klimt woman, young and high-breasted, with a pushing pregnant belly.

Almost eight months.

No, she had to be rational. She was not very big. Like that last time, when she had fooled half London that she had only grown overweight.

Last time, with Ruth.

But Ruth had been born, and Ruth had grown up. Ruth had become a woman at eleven, and presently she had become also terrible, a killer … and then, conversely, beautiful, and loved. Until she broke the rules of her lover. Until she killed again. Ruth, lady with the knife, bringer of fire. And when he disowned her, her Malach – white-haired warrior-priest – there in that second house of stained-glass windows, how she had screamed.

They had thought she ran away with Camillo. And yet, Camillo was her enemy, the ordinary unkind kind. He would never have helped Ruth. And Ruth, any way, had been beyond help by then.

What night had it been, when the telephone rang – Tuesday, Thursday? And Rachaela, half sleeping, heard Althene speaking very low. And then, Althene in the doorway, like a phantom. A messenger from the dead.

‘What is it?’

‘It’s nothing. Go back to sleep.’

‘I want to know.’

‘Well, you’re awake now. I shall have to tell you.’

And Althene sighed. She came forward and Rachaela sat up. Althene said, ‘I don’t know how you will feel. Eric called us.’

Rachaela said, ‘It’s Ruth.’

‘Yes. But also not.’

‘She’s dead,’ said Rachaela.

‘Apparently.’

It seemed a busy bicycling couple had found her, in a wood. Someone had stabbed Ruth through the left breast into the heart. By the time her body was come upon, her beauty had dispersed for ever. Food for worms.

Rachaela said, ‘She was dead when he left her. She died that moment. Will they tell him too, Malach?’

‘I expect he will be told,’ said Althene.

Rachaela lay down again. She looked up at the ceiling in the dark, and Althene went away. What do I feel?

But then, and now, two weeks after Eric had phoned them (no doubt Michael had dialled), Rachaela could only remember how Ruth had screamed when Malach cast her off.

Had she screamed like that, too, when the knife went into her?

And had Camillo done that?

‘Damn,’ said Rachaela softly, to the moonlit bathroom. ‘Fuck this.’ Out. Get out of my mind.

But this was why she had dreamed of the demon. Of Ruth. Because of the phone call. And because of the new, the other life, of which somehow she had not rid herself.

Althene had said, ‘I can find you a doctor. If you don’t want the pregnancy to go on. And you don’t.’ But Rachaela had not wanted that interruption, not yet. An abortion – illness, trauma. However well she was treated, however little fuss was made. She wanted to be with Althene, and to pretend that nothing was in her womb.

So, the cold, blustery, wet spring, walks by the river, dinners in strange little restaurants, sex in the blue bedroom of the flat. Nothing to fear now. And the companionable cosy hours, painting, Althene reading, or the games with clothes and make-up, that there had been before. Hot buttered toast and tea. A mother who was also a lover who was also a husband. Time piled up in an hour-glass. If only it could be made to stand still.

Although, in a way it had. Rachaela had only to look at herself again. Her firm moon-white body, twenty-six years of age, a woman well over forty—

Scarabae time.

Althene did not say, ‘My child. A Scarabae child. You must.’

So it was easy, to let things slide. As if the child was not real. Now it was too late.

The doctor eventually provided was polite, gentle, and encouraging. She did not query Althene’s presence. They were Ms Day and Ms Simon. But luscious Althene, although she could not be blamed, was secretly and fundamentally the cause. The father of Rachaela’s burden.

I don’t want it. Why didn’t I let go?

She looked: The belly. Who was there?

One of the cats, black-faced Jacob, came into the bathroom. Only cats were permitted to disturb the night.

Rachaela lifted him, and he balanced a second, clawless, purring, on the handy ledge of her fecund stomach. Then he climbed up on to her shoulder and sang in her hair.

She could have learned the gender of the baby. But she had resisted that.

She did not want it, did not want the responsibility of killing it, wished it did not exist, pretended it did not exist.

Just like the time before.

‘I think someone is watching the flat.’

‘Who?’ Althene crossed the conservatory and came out beside her on the south-facing balcony.

From below, they would appear to be two young women. One slenderly pregnant.

‘Someone was under the garden wall. It’s happened before. The other night I heard a noise—’

‘One of the cats,’ said Althene.

‘Juliet was out. But yesterday I saw a man going by, and he stood out there, by the river, looking up.’

Althene said nothing.

Rachaela said, ‘The Scarabae are always liable to watch us. I mean my Scarabae, at the house.’

‘They might.’

‘Now I’m carrying a child, and they’ve probably found out, the way they find out everything. And we’ve left them in the dark.’

‘They’re used to that, I imagine.’

‘I shouldn’t be having a baby.’

‘So you’ve said. But you are.’

‘I’m a coward. Selfish. That’s why I didn’t get rid of it. It’s what would be done to me. I don’t care about the child.’

‘You don’t know the child yet.’

‘I knew Ruth.’

Althene said. ‘Yes.’ She bent to touch the dry soil of the red geraniums. It was Althene who watered the plants, Rachaela forgot.

‘I dreamed about Ruth,’ Rachaela said.

‘Go on.’

‘It was nothing. Egyptian. But she was interested in Ancient Egypt. God knows. Perhaps they all go back that far. They seem confused about their ages. If I credit any of them is three hundred years old then why not three thousand? They grow old, and then they get younger. Miranda was doing it. I don’t know them. I don’t know you.’

‘I do my best to alter that,’ said Althene. ‘I tell you great amounts about myself.’

‘Yes, your mother, and the house in Amsterdam. But your childhood sounds all wrong, doesn’t it. One minute like the nineteen twenties, and then like something much earlier. Or is that your technique?’

‘I feel very old, Rachaela, sometimes. And sometimes young. I began to feel young when I saw you first, at that window, glaring down at me. I felt myself wake up.’

‘And set yourself to have me.’

‘And succeeded. How clever I’ve been.’

‘I still don’t know you.’

‘How dare you,’ said Althene sweetly, ‘suppose you could know me so quickly. It will take you many, many decades even to begin.’

‘Do we have them? Many many decades?’

‘We have, certainly, some cold wine in the refrigerator.’

Rachaela lifted the watering-can and made offerings to the parched flowers. Over the river, the art deco building let forth its soft chemical plume.

‘Aren’t I drinking too much for a pregnant woman?’

‘A little wine is always good. And, you’re Scarabae. You can drink what you like.’

‘I’m half Scarabae.’

‘It’s enough.’

Along the mud flats, a man was walking slowly. His head was not turned towards the apartment. Behind him, leftwards, the sun westered, scaling metal ripples over the river like a fire.

Ruth … fire child.

Althene came back with two long green glasses of the white wine. As she emerged, the sun touched her face with Inca copper, and the curve of her breasts, that looked so real inside the amber silk shirt.

Rachaela felt a warm resinous stroke of desire.

She did not know any more, or care, what it was she wanted, Althene the woman, or her hidden maleness. In the dark, Rachaela could turn and smooth over the flat loins under their sheath of satin night garment, and find the creature sleeping, coiled shameless at the centre of this perfumed female icon. And it would raise its head, and next a beautiful woman would lie against her, sideways now for the comfort of the contorting pregnancy, and pin Rachaela through with the golden pin.

‘Drink that. Shall we go to the restaurant below the bridge? They prepare a wonderful dish, a whole chicken baked with grapes.’

Unerringly, too, Althene sensed Rachaela’s current wish for voyaging things, before matters inexorably changed, before she grew heavy and inert and wanted only little-girl buttered toast and tea before the comforting fire of summer’s end.

The man had disappeared from the shore, and the chemical cloud shone bronze. Was the watching only her paranoia? Perhaps the cloud watched too. Perhaps the birds had binoculars.

In her eighth month, they moved. It was made very simple for them. Three courteous packers arrived to parcel up the books and objects, and the clothes. The flat had been furnished on Rachaela’s arrival, and they had never utilized the lower floor. The plants were put in terracotta troughs and sailed out like angry galleons. The cats yowled and clawed their baskets. Juliet screamed imperiously.

Rachaela felt guilty. They had left the flat because of her – perhaps unreasonable, biologically induced – sense of watchers. They thought Juliet had mated with Jacob by now. Juliet too, pregnant, should have consideration.

But the cats liked the house on the hill.

The hill itself was preposterous, vertical. No one, unless very dedicated, could walk up it. Far below, soundless in distance, maroon buses passed along the town street.

A high wall guarded the house, and above it an equally vertical garden ran up to the building. Poplars of immense size topped a lawn rife with daisies. A stone bird-bath perched before the door. White, two-storeyed, and flat-roofed, the house had also lion-coloured shutters and a wooden door. There was no lock. A panel gave on a small bank of buttons. You pressed for entry, as with a safe.

And the windows were of bullet-proof glass, Althene casually said. With, here and there, stained glass on the inside. Two gorgeous women in the long window over the wide stair, red, ice green, and gold, Ceres and Persephone, perhaps, goddess mother and daughter, the woman’s hair a long gold sheaf of wheat, and the paler daughter with an innocent armful of scarlet poppies. In the main room, the living room, a mediaeval Zodiac was set in at the upper casements, fire signs in rose, air in blue, earth saffron, water green.

Althene had not brought Rachaela to the house before moving day. Trust? It was like a Christmas morning, coming down to find the presents magically assembled by the tree – some fantasy Rachaela had never, as a child, realized.

‘It’s too large for us,’ she said.

‘We will fill it up.’

Skulls of old fawn bone emerged from Althene’s crates, a globe (unscratched), of malachite. Books. A bronze Grecian statue of a boy in a garland. Wine was bought for the cellar. A washing machine of complex design, a dishwasher from outer space. ‘Someone will come in to clean. A couple, I believe,’ Althene said.

‘They have arranged this?’

‘Miranda.’

‘But then they know we’re here.’

‘Not at all.’

Rachaela acceded, gave up.

It was a fact. She felt safer on the hill. She would look at the tiny buses from the window. Where were they going?

There was a minimum of furniture. They were left to choose, maybe, later. Yet there was a dreamy quality to the wide cases of rooms that had only flowing curtains (muted sky colours, milky emeralds), a chair and Chinese rug islanded on a polished floor, a wide bed adrift in sunny emptiness.

The autumn was mellow but brief. The poplars yellowed. The yew on the vertical drive came into olive-black prominence.

Rachaela observed herself. Her back did not even ache, this time. There was only heaviness.

She let Althene cosset her. Mulled wine in bed, the endless wholemeal toast with butter and strawberry jam which was now all she wanted, eating only from duty the succulent omelettes and chicken breasts that the woman, Elizabeth, prepared. Elizabeth was not Scarabae. A plump Scot, with redder than red hair and a glorious accent, who installed a Hoover in the lockable cupboard opposite the stairs. Sometimes Elizabeth sang as she cleaned the two bathrooms, or made the bed. Lovely lullaby of a voice.

I am the one having the child. I am not the child.

As she had always done, Althene handwashed her silken lingerie, and it hung in rainbow weeds in the second bathroom. Later she would iron the silks with a tiny iron. Rachaela gazed on the ritual, fascinated. She is my mother.

He is my mother.

Rachaela laughed.

‘She finds me amusing, does she?’ Althene said, standing in her tailored grey jeans and exquisite French sweater.

Does she love me? Rachaela thought. Yes. How odd.

The light melted down and down and the days grew short.

The man, Reg, mowed the lawn. A hundred feet away another imposing house stood blind-side on over the garden wall. No one could get close, to watch.

‘Juliet is definitely due to become a mother,’ said Althene, having expertly and tenderly tested Juliet’s sleek black undercarriage.

‘We two,’ said Rachaela. She looked down at Juliet, who behaved just as she had always done, and now lay purring on Rachaela’s abbreviated lap. But there were more than two of them in the chair. There were at least five – Rachaela and the baby, Juliet and her impending kittens – a sudden flash of utter delight passed through Rachaela.

It stunned her. She had felt what women were expected to feel – were coerced into feeling.

Behind the split second of joy came a deep depression.

On Sunday mornings you could hear the bells from the Saxon church down in the town. Rachaela stood in the October living room, where the sun would come in the late afternoon.

It was a clear day. The windows were bright, gleaming from Elizabeth’s Friday attentions.

Rachaela looked up at the Zodiac.

Virgins in kirtles, scorpions with wicked tails, solemn bulls, twinned fish – and there the Scales, with its balanced cups, brazen on the sapphire glass. Libra.

Libra was glowing. Some strong sideways reflection of the sun, perhaps striking on a surface outside, pierced back through the balance like a flame.

Then the twisting, grasping pain came, violent and without warning.

Rachaela clutched at a chair in terror.

The time had come. Her time. Would it be like it was before? She was early … Surely the midwife had said – a false alarm? No. Oh no.

The pain redoubled, and Rachaela cried out. She experienced the motion of a wave going through her lower body, a wave of molten rock—

Then an easement came, and she went up quite steadily to the bathroom. When she emerged, she crossed into the bedroom and looked down the hill, where Althene had gone with Reg in the car, for groceries at Alldays, which stayed open on Sunday from eight a.m. to nine p.m.

All alone with the telephone.

Rachaela dialled the appropriate number.

There was no delay, no prevarication, no argument. Why had she expected one? The Scarabae had seen to everything. Even if, ironically, Althene, the mother-figure, was not here to assist.

Inside twenty minutes the midwife had arrived, and ushered Rachaela to the designated room, without flap or hesitation.

Kate Ames, the midwife, was one of those slender women strong as a cart-horse. She radiated quiet enthusiasm.

‘We’re going to be very quick, Rachaela.’

Rachaela already knew that.

Kate Ames did not ludicrously tell her to push.

The pain was horrible, worse than she remembered. Or then again, sometimes it did not seem so bad. She had wanted Althene, and started to cry like a little girl, but the pain had brought her round like a slap.

‘What bad luck,’ said Kate Ames, ‘that your sister isn’t here. It’s those queues. They go mad on Sundays, as if the shop wasn’t there the rest of the week.’

Five minutes later, when the malfunction to Reg’s car had been dismissed with Reg, and Althene was walking up the vertical hill with two bags of shopping consisting mostly of strawberry jam, the true child that had been inside Rachaela’s hard white belly, came out into the smoking air of the third bedroom.

Rachaela was on a river.

She thought, I know I am hallucinating. What was that stuff she gave me? Is it that?

The river was wide, brown as liquid honey. Duck rose from a fringe of reeds. And then, in an oval of soft light, Rachaela saw her baby hanging by a nail of gold.

‘It’s a girl. And in full working order.’

Rachaela heard the child begin to cry, a mile away, getting nearer.

‘That’s it. You have a weep, love,’ said Kate Ames. ‘You’ve been brilliant.’ And to Rachaela, ‘Just clean up a bit, and then you can have a cup of tea. Are you ready to hold her?’

I don’t want to hold her. I don’t want her.

‘Give her to me,’ said Rachaela – ‘please – quickly—’

‘There you go.’

The baby only cried softly after its first screech. It smelled clean and faintly antiseptic.

Rachaela looked at the face. It was a cat. A cat wrapped up in a white shawl. It was Jacob. No, it was a baby.

‘Yes, she’s all there. Properly operational kid, that is.’

‘What – what’s this little mark?’

‘Oh that. That’s nothing. That will just fade.’

A tiny bluish whisper, like the palest bruise, left of the chest, just under the tiny unopened rose-bud of nipple.

Kate Ames was making Rachaela comfortable.

Far away, Rachaela heard the downstairs door open.

Too late.

Who are you?

The eyes of the baby were strange. Not dark, yet not blue. Silvery. And the head was orioled, like Juliet’s black fur, with a glim of blondeness.

Is it peculiar? Another weird Scarabae baby.

In a minute, Althene, having seen the midwife’s car on the drive by the bird-bath, would run up the stairs and rush in. And how would Rachaela greet her? A dulcet picture of dam and infant. Or the former image, the reluctant mother saddled with the weight of rendered life.

‘She’s stopped crying. Is she all right?’

‘Oh, yes, she’s fine. Perhaps you’re going to be fortunate there. Some of them are quiet, you know.’

‘My last … cried all the time.’

Kate Ames waxed serious. Naturally she knew Rachaela had given birth before, but not the fate of this mysterious and absent progeny. Kate Ames was a good woman. Rachaela’s safe and uncomplex delivery of a correctly formed child had made her genuinely happy. She cheered up. She said, ‘Well, who knows. She may be screaming blue murder in ten minutes’ time.’

The child did not sleep. It could not see, they said, no focus yet to the eyes, that were like silken dead hydrangea flowers.

Then the door flew open.

Althene stood there. She was white, as pale as she looked sometimes after sex.

But you are really a man. A man white-faced to find me here. Yes I’m alive. And so is this.

Your daughter, said Rachaela, but not aloud, to spare Kate Ames.

And Kate Ames, beaming, said, ‘Rachaela’s been a marvel. I don’t even think we were an hour over it. A perfect little girl.’

Althene’s eyes went to the baby, and in Rachaela the serpent uncoiled. Love at first sight. I am going to be stupidly and ridiculously and unworthily and torridly jealous. And we are incestuous Scarabae. Christ knows, I have some cause.
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