
        
            
                
            
        

    WITCH HUNTER







BOOK TWO OF THE VAMPIRE’S MAGE SERIES










C.N. CRAWFORD










Contents

Copyright


Summary


Chapter 1


Chapter 2


Chapter 3


Chapter 4


Chapter 5


Chapter 6


Chapter 7


Chapter 8


Chapter 9


Chapter 10


Chapter 11


Chapter 12


Chapter 13


Chapter 14


Chapter 15


Chapter 16


Chapter 17


Chapter 18


Chapter 19


Chapter 20


Chapter 21


Chapter 22


Chapter 23


Chapter 24


Chapter 25


Chapter 26


Chapter 27


Chapter 28


Chapter 29


Chapter 30


Also by C. N. Crawford


Acknowledgments


About


Dedication




Witch Hunter
Book 2 of the The Vampire’s Mage Series.
Copyright © 2016 by C. N. Crawford.
All rights reserved.
No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.





Summary
A web of secrets. Bloodthirsty demons. A new nightmare.
Humans are going missing all over the city. Bloodthirsty shadow demons are attacking, and the Brotherhood want to return to the old ways to control the chaos.
Digging deeper into these sinister new threats, Rosalind once again joins forces with Caine. But the sexy incubus has been keeping some major secrets from her—secrets that hold clues to her own history. And as Rosalind uncovers the truth about herself, she realizes she has to risk her sanity if she wants to save humanity.





Chapter 1
F or a prison, it was very pretty. Long grass and wildflowers tickled Rosalind’s bare ankles, and the sun setting over the cemetery lawns streaked the steel-blue sky with marigold and pumpkin.
But it was still a damn prison—she had Caine to thank for that.
Rosalind looked down at the skull in her hands. White fungus webbed the bony surface, and her Rouge Dior fingernails stood out against it like fat drops of blood. Gilded by the dying light, it all looked strangely beautiful.
Even from her prison, at least she got to watch the sunset every night. So what if she’d never envisioned her life turning out this way—trapped in a cemetery, clutching part of a human skeleton? At least the golden light made her feel like a normal human again—for fifteen or twenty minutes.
Her fingers trembled, and she tightened her grip on the skull.
Okay, she nearly felt normal. The eight cups of coffee she’d been drinking daily had her a little jazzed up.
But she needed that caffeine rush, like birds needed wings. The fact was, she couldn’t deal with her nightmares anymore. She’d do anything to stay awake as long as she could. Two hours of sleep a night meant only two hours of seeing Caine lying half-dead on the Chambers floor, two hours of witnessing her insane twin sister trying to burn her to death in the Chambers.
The down side, of course, was that she was just about on the wrong side of sane right now. And sometimes, her dreams broke through her waking hours in terrifying flashes.
So she had to find ways to fill her waking hours, too. While Orcus slept all day, she worked through the little tasks the reaper left out for her: rearranging spellbooks, crushing herbs, selling poultices and bones to mages outside the mansion.
She tried not to think about Caine, tried not to let herself stew in resentment. But when she saw him again they were going to have a little talk about the magical wards he’d put up.
She let out a long sigh, crossing the grass. Two days after she’d arrived at Abduxiel Mansion, she’d awoken to find Orcus hunched over a yellowed piece of paper. Turned out it was a note from Caine, reporting two things: one, he’d taken Tammi to another safe house, for reasons he didn’t bother explaining; and two, he’d sealed Rosalind in to Abduxiel Mansion for her own good. He’d thrown a warding spell around the place and swanned off into the night. Apparently, Rosalind was “impulsive” and “couldn’t be trusted.”
So here she was, hawking skull fungus and doing anything she could to avoid her dreams.
She leaned against one of the tombs—an enormous sphinx statue, its surface stippled with sage-green moss. Sighing, she slid down the cool marble. Spring’s rich scent hung in the air, and the breeze caressed her skin.
She let her eyelids drift close. Immediately, another image flickered behind them: Malphus, hanging half-dead in one of the Brotherhood’s prisons.
Her eyes snapped open again. Nope. Don’t think you can ever relax again, Rosalind. Rookie mistake.
The sound of footfalls caught her attention and she rose, peering around the sphinx’s side. The sun had dipped behind the oak trees, the sky darkening to a slate gray. A man was walking toward her, silhouetted by the setting sun—tall, broad shoulders, strong arms. Her heart skipped a beat. Caine? That incubus was her ticket out of this magical prison.
Barefoot, she crossed the grass, a cool wind ruffling her hair. But as the figure stalked closer, her stomach sank. The man didn’t move with Caine’s preternatural grace, and his hair was a dusty blond. By the faint magic flickering around him, she could tell he was a mage, but not quite as powerful as Caine.
He paused just a few feet from her and narrowed his brown eyes. “I was expecting Orcus.”
“Orcus is sleeping.” She ran her painted nails over the skull’s surface. “You’re here for this, I take it?”
He smelled like a mountain wind—granite, snow, and pine. “Complete with the night god’s fungus, unless Orcus is trying to cheat me.”
She forced a smile. “Of course it has fungus. Everyone needs skull fungus.” She hadn’t been expecting someone so young and cute, with a strong jaw and an athletic body. All the other mages who’d come to buy herbs had been withered crones.
But when her gaze flicked to his strong arms, her Hunter training kicked in. Would I be able to take him in a fight if it came down to it? Against most humans, her training gave her pretty good odds, but he had muscle and heft on his side. Part of her actually wanted to see how those odds would turn out—to feel the thrill of a fight again, to feel alive. If he attacked, she could grab him by the hair and bash his head against—
“Something wrong?” he asked, his voice tinged with concern.
She sucked in a sharp breath. Definitely too much caffeine. And that’s how screwed up I’ve become. I meet a cute guy, and within thirty seconds, I’m envisioning smashing his skull against a gravestone. “Nothing wrong. Sorry. It’s just—I’ve been trapped here, and my nerves are a little frazzled. Way too much coffee. And honestly, two weeks in a cemetery with only a reaper for company makes a person restless, you know?”
“Did you say you’re trapped here?”
“Pretty much. There’s a warding spell around us. Luckily for you, it’s only designed to trap me.”
“Ah. I thought I noticed the rush of an aura.”
“You’re a mage, I take it?”
“Yes, I’m a philosopher.” He pulled out a silver coin, ready to exchange it for the skull. “Which is why I need that skull.”
She cocked her head, her curiosity piqued. “A philosopher?”
“It’s what we call mages where I’m from—Maremount.”
Her stomach swooped at the reference to her homeland, and she tightened her grip on the skull. She wasn’t letting him leave without answering a few questions first. Not only did she want to know what was going on in Boston, but this could be her chance to learn a bit about Maremount. This guy’s visit was the most interesting thing to happen for weeks. “Maremount,” she repeated.
“Right.” He held out a hand expectantly. “And I’ll be using that skull fungus for a powerful protection spell. There are dangerous forces out there now. I’m not sure what they are, but something sinister is floating on the wind.”
She inhaled deeply. “Before I give you the skull, what can you tell me about what’s going on in Cambridge and Boston? Any news with the Brotherhood, or any rogue mages?”
Sighing, he rolled the silver coin between his fingers, the movements rhythmic, almost hypnotic. “You’ll have to be more specific.”
What she really wanted to know was what the hell had happened to Miranda. “Okay. Have you heard anything about a crazy mage running around the streets of Cambridge? A girl who looks exactly like me?”
“A crazy mage who looks just like you?” He cocked his head. “Are you talking about yourself, by any chance? Can I just buy the skull? I have—”
Irritation flared, and she grabbed his arm, nearly dropping the skull. “No. I’m not crazy. I have a twin sister, but she ran off with the Brotherhood.” Calm down, Rosalind. You’re going to freak him out. She loosened her grip on his arm. If she was hoping to dispel his impression that she was nuts, clutching his arm like a maniac wouldn’t help.
He frowned. “Why on earth would a mage run away with the Brotherhood?”
Good question. “I don’t know. I guess… She was in one of their prisons, which was my fault, and then it seemed like they’d converted her or something. Like they’d tortured all the sanity out of her.”
She caught his subtle shift away from her. “What do you mean, it was your fault she was imprisoned?”
Seven hells. We’re going to delve into all my dysfunction here. At least it was good to have another human to talk to for once. “I used to be a Hunter with the Brotherhood. I used to hunt mages like you, but then it turned out I have magical abilities, and now the Brotherhood want to light me on fire.” If there was a better way to phrase that, her brain was too fried to think of it right now. “I didn’t know she was my sister when I turned her in to the Brotherhood. I just sensed her aura—the salty taste, the blue color. And then a couple of weeks ago, I think I sensed her aura around here, but I couldn’t get to her. Not with the ward up.”
He shook his head apologetically. “I haven’t heard anything about your sister. I’m sorry. I’ll come back to let you know if the Brotherhood announce anything. There’s so much chaos going on out there. It’s hard to figure out what’s going on.”
Her throat tightened. I’m so out of the loop. “What do you mean?”
“Humans have been going missing all over Boston and Cambridge. People are panicking.”
“I hadn’t heard that. No one knows what’s happening to them?”
“Total mystery.” He studied her closely. “Has someone trapped you here as punishment for your time as a Hunter?”
She flicked a stray strand of hair from her eyes. “According to a demon I know, I’m locked up for my own good. Apparently, I’m impulsive and likely run to my own death.” She bit her lip. “I don’t suppose you know how to unlock wards, do you?”
He glanced away, scratching his cheek. “Well… I’m not sure…”
Okay, he clearly doesn’t trust me. Why would he? She’d just confessed to being an ex-Hunter with impulse control problems, one who’d thrown her own sister in jail. Let’s back up a little bit. She held out a hand. “I’m sorry. Maybe I should introduce myself properly. I’m Rosalind.”
He shook her hand, his grip firm. “My name is Drew. And I’m relieved you’re no longer likely to hunt me to my death. I’m not sure I’d want to take you in a fight.”
Her smile this time was genuine.
He nodded at the skull. “Isn’t your friend going to introduce himself?”
“He’s bone-weary.” She nearly groaned at her own terrible pun, but her smile widened. “This is the first normal conversation I’ve had in weeks.”
“Is this what passes for normal in your world?” He crinkled his nose. “That’s a little bit sad.”
Finally, she held out the skull to Drew. “At least you’re human. And alive. That automatically makes you quality company in my book.”
He took the skull from her, handing her the large silver coin in return. “Human and alive. Those are two of my finest qualities.” His smile faded. “And, in regards to your question about destroying the ward, as much as I’d like to help free you, I don’t want to anger a reaper like Orcus.”
Her throat bobbed with disappointment. “All right. I guess I understand.”
Pity softened his eyes. “I’m not sure how much you know about demons, but you don’t want to provoke their wrath. I’ve got a coven to look after. We’re involved in something big right now, and I can’t risk it. I’ll trade with a demon, but they’re dangerous to have as friends. You understand, right? They may seem human at times, but their basic nature is to view us as prey.”
She tensed. It was the same thing Josiah had told her, and he’d turned out to be a lying asshole. Don’t trust anyone, Rosalind. “Some demons are different, surely.”
“I suppose. But they don’t value honesty the way we do, and it’s in their nature to try to enslave us.”
Her brow crinkled. Caine had made it sound like it was the other way around. “My friend said demons were enslaved in Maremount. Incubi especially.”
He shook his head. “Not anymore. The city’s leading philosophers found ways to keep us separated from demons. Before we gained control of the city, a monstrous demon nearly destroyed us. He viciously slaughtered the king and queen, tried to take over the city. His memory still haunts the kingdom. Parents scare their children with stories of the Ravener to keep them in line.”
“The Ravener…” Goosebumps rose on her skin. “He sounds terrifying, but Orcus doesn’t seem so bad.”
“A Hunter living among the demons.” He cocked an eyebrow. “Seems very strange.”
“Ex-Hunter.”
“And what are you now, if you’re no longer a Hunter?”
She twisted her iron ring around her finger, shivering in the chilly breeze. “For now, I’m simply hepped up on too much coffee.”
A smile ghosted across his lips. “I don’t think there’s anything simple about you, Rosalind.” He held up the skull. “But, intriguing as you are, I need to get my new friend home. There are dark forces at work around us, and the winds are thick with menace.”
The hair rose on the back of Rosalind’s neck, but she couldn’t let him go just yet. He was from Maremount,
after all. “Before you leave—can you tell me if you knew the Atherton family?”
She heard his sharp intake of breath. “Why do you ask about them?”
“They’re my family. Or so I’m told. I don’t remember them. I left Maremount when I was little, and I can’t remember a thing that happened there.”
The corner of his mouth twitched, and Rosalind almost thought she felt a sudden shift in the air, a thickening of the shadows. But Drew only shook his head. “I didn’t really know them. Only the name. Sorry. I can’t help you.”
“If you come back, can you help me learn about magic? I don’t need a lot of help…” She trailed off. How do I explain this? “I already have all the knowledge inside me. I just need to access it. I need someone to help me not go crazy while I learn.”
“Of course. I’ll come back.” A few of his blond curls danced in the wind, and he turned to leave before gazing back at her. “Rosalind. Here’s your first magical lesson: To create a ward, you must use a sigil. It’s a type of symbol, something in a circle that your jailer would have marked somewhere. Perhaps a piece of paper… Once you destroy that, you’ll be free.”
She smiled. “Thank you, Drew.”
He looked around him furtively. “Be careful. Demons don’t belong with humans. Not even magical humans like you.” He turned, walking off into the darkening cemetery.





Chapter 2
A t the wooden table in the mansion’s kitchen, Orcus hunched over a bowl of bacon bits, scooping them into his mouth. Only a dim, guttering candle lit the room. Shadow demons weren’t fond of bright lights.
Rosalind sipped her coffee, frowning at his breakfast. “I don’t think you’re supposed to eat bacon bits that way.”
“I’m four hundred eighty-seven years old. I can eat them however I like.”
Four hundred eighty-seven? She sipped the strong coffee, studying him—his shiny bald dome and hairless face. Large, black eyes and thin lips. Come to think of it, she didn’t actually know what a grim reaper was, or how long they lived.
“I had no idea you were so old. Are you immortal?”
“No. I was human, once. And now I collect souls for Nyxobas.”
“And what do you get out of that deal?”
“Once I’ve collected all the souls in my ledger, I’m free from my bargain.”
“What did you bargain your soul for?” she asked.
“For the love of the most beautiful woman who ever lived. Now if I collect enough souls for Nyxobas, I can escape the shadow hell.”
She beamed. “For love. That’s awfully romantic. Where is she now?”
“Dead.” Crunch.
“Oh.” She’d learned about mortal demons when she was in the Brotherhood—they could live on for centuries, unless they were killed with the right combination of iron and hawthorn wood. The Brotherhood, of course, had those weapons stockpiled.
Orcus took another bite, his crunching echoing off the high, stone ceiling. “Did you sell the skull?”
“I did.” And now I’d like to find where Caine hid the damn sigil.
Orcus held out his hand, and she pulled the silver coin from her jeans pocket, dropping it into his palm. “The mage told me humans have been going missing from all over Cambridge and Boston.”
Orcus grunted, completely uninterested.
“Did you know your client was from Maremount?” she asked.
“Is that so?” Crunch.
“He said that in my homeland, demons and humans are kept separate. He said something went wrong in the early days of Maremount. The demons got out of control, and the city’s philosophers had to put protections in place.”
Orcus’s looked up from his breakfast. “Seems awfully one-sided.”
She cocked her head. “I’m totally confused. How did Caine end up with my parents as a little boy if the city was protected from demons?”
“Never mind that.” His eyes darted back to his breakfast. “I have some dried bloodroot I need you to make into a paste.”
“Bloodroot. Right.” She dropped her empty coffee cup on the table, crossing her arms. “Do you know anything about my family?”
“I know you shouldn’t be interrogating my clients.” Orcus snatched the bowl of sugar from the center of the wooden table and poured out a mountain of granules. His long, pointed tongue darted out to lick his finger, which he dabbed in the sugar before sucking it clean.
Rosalind grimaced, her stomach turning.
Nausea welled in her gut, and Orcus’s eating habits weren’t helping the situation. “What are you afraid I might learn if I speak to your clients?”
“A bunch of horseshit to nourish the soil of your nightmares. You should be sleeping soundly. And you should eat. You’re getting too thin.” He licked his finger again, jabbing it into his sugar pile. “I’m going to make you a soporific potion. You’ve become unhinged.”
She’d been getting sick of Orcus telling her she looked tired, so she’d slapped on extra makeup from Tammi’s stash today—a dewy blush, deep raspberry lipstick, concealer under her eyes. But apparently reapers couldn’t be fooled with makeup. “I haven’t been feeling well.” Her leg bounced up and down. “And I feel out of the loop. It’s strange to me that Caine took Tammi.”
“I’m sure he has his reasons.”
“You’re sure Tammi is in a safe place? I just find the whole thing odd—Caine taking her while we slept, with no explanation.”
“I told you. He put up the wards, and took her to a safe house. It’s in the letter he wrote for me, marked with his seal.”
She shook her head. “I thought this was a safe house.”
Orcus’s large, dark eyes surveyed her, and he leaned forward. “Listen, girl. I’ve been a warrior far longer than you have. But my orders are to keep you here. I don’t like it any better than you do. I should be out there, collecting souls for Nyxobas, slaughtering hellhounds in the night. It delights me to hear their death cries, and I’m denied this simple pleasure by your stifling presence. And yet I do it, because it’s my duty. I serve the god of night in whichever ways he requires.”
Time for another tactic. She didn’t give a flying fuck about Nyxobas, but maybe duty was the best way to appeal to Orcus. “What if I can serve the god of night by helping Caine? What if he needs me?”
Another lick off his finger. “For what?”
“I can help get him out of danger.”
Orcus paused, mid-lick. “He can kill people with his mind. I don’t think he needs the help of a human girl.”
She crossed her arms. “When we were together, he needed my mage powers to transport us from one place to another during emergencies.”
The reaper’s pale face broke into an unnerving, toothy smile, lending him the appearance of a death’s head. “Did he now? And how do you suppose he survived such a long time without you?”
“What do you mean, ‘such a long time’?”
His eyes bulged and he stood, picking up his bowl. “I’m not here to engage in idle gossip. Get the bloodroot. It needs crushing.”
Rosalind wasn’t letting it go that easily. “I don’t get it,” she pressed. “If he didn’t need me to chant the spell with him, why would he pretend that he did?”
Orcus blinked. “A spell like that requires a great expenditure of energy, I suppose. He’d burn himself out using it all the time on his own. And I suppose he was probably trying to get you using your magic. Impending death has a way of motivating people, I find. And you needed motivating, with all of your neuroses.”
Seriously? As Orcus walked away, Rosalind’s fingers tightened into fists. She was trapped here by Caine, who apparently had a tendency to lie about crucial information.
Definitely time to re-evaluate my lack of magical skills. She’d just have to deal with the fact that she lost her mind a bit whenever she took off the ring.
She crossed to the coffee pot, pouring herself another cup and letting the rich aroma fill her nostrils. As she took a sip, she caught a glimpse of herself in a cracked mirror hanging from the stone wall. Orcus was right—she was starting to look like a skeleton, with cheeks the color of bone and dark circles hanging below her brown eyes.
I need to get away from this prison. She downed the coffee, and its heat burned her throat. First, I need to find the sigil.
She had no idea where to look for it, or even what it might look like, but at least she had her first clue. And perhaps she could investigate the creepy old library for information about sigils.
Dropping her mug onto the counter, she crossed the kitchen to the hall. As she walked, she trailed her fingers over the cool stone walls, and her footsteps echoed off the flagstones as she passed into the cavernous library.
The room was amazing. Below a starry, vaulted ceiling, leather tomes stood crammed into oak bookshelves. Ladders reached up to towering upper stories of books. Across from an enormous, multi-paned window, a fire burned in a stone fireplace, casting dancing light over a well-worn embroidered rug.
Rosalind inhaled deeply, the scent of burning cedar filling her nose. If I can’t find the sigil, maybe I could just hole up here night and day, learning about magic until I can break myself free.
She crossed to the shelves, tracing her finger along a row of book spines, scanning the titles. She half-hoped something obvious would pop out—like “Where to Find Sigils”—but that probably wasn’t how arcane texts worked.
Anyway, most of the titles were written in Angelic or Latin, neither of which she could read. The few in English had twee names like Comptesse Amauberge’s Love Remedies or Early Percy’s Encyclopedia of Famine Curses.
She sighed, crossing into an alcove, and her gaze landed on something that sent her pulse racing. On a faded black spine, copper lettering spelled out the word Maremount.
Okay, so it wouldn’t tell her how to find a sigil. But now her curiosity was beyond piqued. She had the strangest feeling that Drew had known more than he was letting on, and Caine was certainly hiding things from her.
Maremount was her homeland, and yet she hardly knew a thing about it.
She pulled it from the shelf, cracking it open. The first heading read 1692. As she read the text, it gave an account of the Salem Witch Trials, which had led to widespread panic among the “philosophers.” In order to escape the Hunter’s purges in Salem, they’d created Maremount using a powerful spell.
She paged ahead, her heart speeding up at the word demon.
In 1693, a bestial demon known as the Ravener slipped through the city gates, his mind twisted by hatred of humankind. With the most evil intentions, he infiltrated the Throcknell Fortress, then slaughtered fair and noble Queen Sapphira, tossing her out a tower window. The Ravener ripped apart the castle, intent on regicide, until he found King Malchior and tore his heart from his chest. His terrible deed committed, the Ravener slipped from the city gates—
A hand yanked the book from her grasp, and she stared up into Orcus’s cold, dark eyes.
Her cheeks burned with irritation. “I was reading that.”
He turned, hurrying to the fireplace, and she gaped as he tossed the book into the flames. “That, little girl, will only feed your nightmares.”
“I can decide what will give me nightmares.” She glared at him. He was awfully preoccupied with her nightmares. “What don’t you want me to read? Drew already told me about the Ravener.”
Orcus furrowed his brow, pulling up his black hood over his head. “You don’t know much, and that’s the way it should be.”
Anger simmered. Don’t trust anyone, Rosalind. “Why is everyone so intent on hiding things from me?”
Orcus shook his head. “You’re paranoid, Rosalind. You’re not thinking right. You look like a crazy woman. Get some sleep before the nightmares fill your waking life.”
Dark, acrid smoke swirled from the flames, and the room slowly filled with the scent of burning paper.
“I’m not paranoid.” She cocked a hip. “You just burned a book to stop me from reading. I think my suspicions are justified.”
“Let me make you a tonic to help—”
“I don’t want a sleep tonic.” Her pulse raced, and sweat beaded on her brow. “I want to search the streets for my sister. I swear I’ve felt her aura, and I can feel all kinds of powerful magic around us. And I want to hunt down Randolph Loring, beat him until he screams for mercy, and chain him to the walls of one of his prisons. I want to find out what Drew meant when he said the air was thick with menace.” She could feel it, too—and it was starting to make her sick. She leaned over and retched.
“What’s the matter with you? Never mind. I’ll tell you what’s the matter—all that coffee rotted your gut.”
She retched again, clutching her stomach. This wasn’t just nausea. There was something familiar about this sensation. The last time she’d felt this sick was when she’d first visited Lilinor. That feeling had been the magic at the boundaries—shadow magic and light magic magnetically attracted to each other.
“Hang on a sec, Orcus.” She blinked, letting her eyes focus in the dim light as a shudder wracked her body. Thick tendrils of magic stained the air—pale shimmering copper, deep sea-green, dark silver. A whole rainbow of light and dark colors. Why didn’t I notice it before? It was almost as if shadow magic and light magic were warring with each other, trying to cancel each other out, and she couldn’t see them unless she concentrated.
Orcus tutted. “Are you going to stand there all night making those gagging noises?”
“Orcus. There’s magic all around us—light and dark forces together. It’s astoundingly powerful.”
He sniffed. “What on earth are you talking about?”
“There’s silver night magic, like Caine’s, moving over my skin like a warm wind. Miranda’s sea magic—salty and wet on my skin. But it’s not just light magic. There’s gold, copper, and pale gray.”
“Light demons.” A wicked glee tinged his voice.
She shook her head, trying to understand. “Why would light magic merge with shadow magic? I thought there was some kind of ancient war going on between those two.”
“There is. And perhaps they’re waging a battle now. I have no idea.” He scowled, pacing across the floor. “If the reapers are fighting a battle with hellhounds, I should be there. They will need me to fight with them.”
“We should both go.”
“Don’t be ridiculous,” he scoffed.
“You can’t leave me here unguarded. The Brotherhood could come in and kidnap me, and then Caine will be furious.”
His nostrils flared. “Why would you want to go? You’re no match for true demons.”
“I can sense Miranda’s aura. I don’t know if she’s in trouble, or if she’s working with the Brotherhood—but either way, I need to find her.”
Orcus straightened. “Fine. But you must stay near me. Caine will murder me if you get hurt.”
Relief washed over Rosalind. “I’ll stay near you. I promise.”
Orcus cast a critical eye over her clothing. “You’re going to wear that?”
She glanced down at herself, at her faded black T-shirt and coffee-stained jeans. She hadn’t exactly been thinking about things like fashion lately, nor did she care to start now. “You’re wearing a hooded cloak. I don’t think you’re in a position to judge.”
“I suppose we’ll be invisible anyway.” He narrowed his dark eyes. “Another reason for you to stay close to me. The invisibility spell wears off after a while.” His long teeth glinted in the firelight. “And if we come across any light demons, let me do the killing.”
“I won’t get in your way.” She frowned. “But you don’t have any idea what we’re getting into?”
“No.” He stepped closer, thrusting a bony finger in her face. “But I’ll tell you this. You don’t need to read the books about the Ravener and his murders four centuries ago. There are plenty of monsters around us now to fill your nightmares for a hundred years. And you’ll see some of them tonight. That’s why little girls like you get locked up for safety. Are you sure you want to go out there?”
Despite the fire, a shiver ran over her skin. “Miranda’s out there. She’s not exactly sane anymore, and she’s in over her head.”
“I thought she tried to kill you. What do you care?”
“It’s the Brotherhood’s fault she’s crazy. Like you said, there are monsters all around us. Even the human ones.”
Wordlessly, Orcus pulled a scroll from his cloak and unrolled it. Rosalind caught a glimpse of a circle, with a six pointed figure in the center. The sigil?
She frowned, trying to see it better, but Orcus blew on it, and it disappeared in a puff of black ash. “What was that symbol?” she asked.
“The symbol of Azazeyl. Why Caine used that, I have no idea.”
“Who is Azazeyl?”
“A false god. He does not exist.”
And yet, the magic worked. A sharp tendril of dread wound through her. There was something very strange going on.
What she didn’t say to Orcus was that she had another reason for wanting to leave the cemetery: she wanted to know what the hell had happened to Tammi, too, because she wasn’t buying this safe house story.
And right now, Rosalind didn’t trust anyone.





Chapter 3
T  he night air was thick with the sweet scent of blooming linden trees and the overgrown honeysuckle that climbed the sides of Brattle Street’s Victorian homes.
In front of the moon, shadow magic and light magic swirled in large curls. The magic was all around, rippling over Rosalind’s skin, disorienting her—silver, green, gold, copper, blue… too many colors and senses for her to keep track of. Dizzy, she rubbed her forehead.
Orcus trudged along a few paces in front of her. With the invisibility spell in effect, she couldn’t see his body—only the curls of midnight blue magic emanating from his cloak. If she concentrated, she could follow his anise-scented magical aura. And if that wasn’t enough, the sound of his wooden-soled shoes on the bricks was easy enough to follow.
Someone should tell that guy to purchase a pair of Keds if he really wants to go incognito.
She studied each pedestrian they passed, looking for signs of panic, but she could read nothing amiss on their faces. If there was a demonic war raging nearby, none of them seemed to know about it. A car rolled slowly by, blaring bass-heavy music, with the sharp scent of marijuana wafting from the windows. Business as usual here, no signs of impending doom. But none of these people could see the magic that whipped the air around them.
As Rosalind drew closer to Harvard Square, her entire body buzzed with apprehension. A wave of sickness climbed up her throat, and she turned to retch. The closer they got to the Brotherhood’s home base, the worse she felt.
“Is that you making that noise again?” Orcus grumbled.
“I’m fine,” she managed, her gaze landing on a tendril of blue magic. It undulated in the air like a sea-anemone, washing over her skin. “I think Miranda is near, but there are so many auras around. I can’t figure out what’s going on.” She wiped a hand against the back of her mouth.
Her body buzzed, and she looked down. There was a reason she was feeling so sick—the magical auras were no longer just curling around her—some of them were rushing into her body in waves. She clamped her eyes shut, trying to force them out of her. As the magic thrummed over her skin, dipping into her bones, she felt an overwhelming desire to turn back.
I need to get control of this. She wouldn’t be very effective at pulling Miranda away from the Brotherhood if she was too busy puking in the bushes.
Slowing her breathing, she concentrated on forcing the magic into smaller whorls, compressing it down as best she could.
“Are you coming, or do you want to run home?” Orcus snapped, tapping his foot on the ground. “If you’re going back to the cemetery, you should know that you won’t be able to get into the mansion. You’ll have to wait outside in the bushes.”
If she hadn’t felt so sick, she would have had a witty retort at the tip of her tongue—but instead all she managed was, “Stop haranguing me. I’m not running back to the cemet—”
She was interrupted by the sound of metal slamming against metal, followed by shattering glass. From Harvard Square, screams pierced the air—distinctly human.
It’s starting.
At the sound of human terror, Rosalind pushed all her reservations aside. “Let’s go.” She broke into a run, Orcus’s footsteps keeping pace beside her.
Her heart pounded in her chest like a war drum. If things get really messy, I’ll have to rely on the magic of my extra soul. Granted, the Brotherhood had taught her to fight without magic—to use the environment around her as her tools instead of spells and auras—but she was quickly coming to understand that rocks and broken bottles were poor weapons in a demon war.
If things got really messy, she might need the nuclear option: Cleo.
Pumping her arms, she picked up her pace. She had no clue what she was heading toward, but she was nearly certain Miranda was part of it. I just have no idea what role she’s playing in this battle. If she had to guess, her twin sister had become a pawn of the Brotherhood.
Her feet hammered the pavement, and she gasped as a wave of cold, nocturnal power slammed into her—silver, just like Caine’s. He’s nearby.
Her breath was ragged in her lungs as they rounded the corner and came into Harvard Square.
The scene before her was chaos. The first thing she saw was the car accident. An SUV had plowed into a Porsche, and the sports car’s driver lay slumped over the wheel, forehead bleeding. A few people ran into the road, eyes wide.
The next thing she noticed was the street performer dressed as a mime, standing still on a platform, his body trembling as he gripped two flaming sticks. He wasn’t looking at the accident. He was staring up at the sky, eyes bulging.
He unleashed a horrified scream.
Rosalind followed his gaze, and a wave of cold fear washed over her.
A swarm of demons flew above, with eyes the color of starlight and flowing white hair to match. They wore ragged black dresses that fluttered in the wind as they wove and darted like birds of prey. Panic tightened around her heart. It looked like something from an apocalyptic painting, and a demon horde like this meant only one thing: a lot of people were about to die.
A driver leaned on his horn, desperate to flee the intersection, but the accident blocked his path. All around, pedestrians were running, screams piercing the air.
A middle-aged woman stepped from the damaged SUV, her eyes wide. “What are those things?” she shrieked.
As Rosalind looked up again at the black-winged creatures circling the air above them, the air left her lungs. So many different shades of magic whirled around them, a type of power she’d never seen before. They beat their wings, weaving through the sky, crowded so thick and vast they blocked the moonlight.
By their starlit eyes and white hair, she was pretty sure she knew what they were, even before Orcus spoke. Night demons.
“Keres,” Orcus said, as if hearing her thoughts. “Nyxobas’s creatures. What are they doing here, by the Chambers? We’re only a hundred feet from the Brotherhood’s headquarters. Keres don’t normally venture out of their caves unless cloaked in shadows.”
She swallowed hard. “It’s probably an attack on the Brotherhood.”
Swooping lower, a female ker smiled, her long teeth glinting in the moonlight. Rosalind’s mouth went dry. Despite her beautiful face, her skin the color of pearls, the ker oozed pure menace—and she looked hungry.
Rosalind stepped closer to Orcus. “I don’t understand what’s happening. There’s so much magic around the keres. There’s coppery mountain magic, Miranda’s sea magic… all kinds of auras.”
“Someone must be fighting them. It’s not working very well. They must have some sort of shield around them.”
She narrowed her eyes, looking for signs of weakness. A few keres seemed to shudder, their wings drooping and heads lolling, and they fell from the skies. Someone was fighting them, but the counterattack wasn’t having much of an effect on the swarm as a whole.
Her gaze darted to a black bird flying among the keres—a raven, darting between the demons. Caine’s familiar. Her chest tightened. “Caine is definitely here. And I want to find him.”
“I thought he was in Lilinor,” Orcus growled. “You’re sure it’s him?”
Gleaming silver magic curled all around her and she breathed deeply, inhaling a fresh scent like damp earth after a rainstorm. “It’s definitely him. I just have no idea where he is, or what he’s doing.” She glanced at the sky again, watching as some of the keres burst into flames, their wings burning bright against the night sky.
But for each falling ker, there was another to take its place.
Her pulse raced as she scanned the chaotic scene. Police sirens wailed in the distance, and streams of people scrambled across Harvard Square, trying to get away from the cloud of keres. The air was definitely thick with menace, just as Drew had said. And in this case, “menace” meant terrifying, sharp-toothed demonesses.
A shiver crawled over Rosalind’s skin. She could tell by the keres’ snarling faces that they had their gazes set on distinctly human meals. And human fear only excited their bloodlust. The only reason the creatures weren’t leering hungrily at her was that they couldn’t see her.
But where was Miranda in all this? Rosalind could only hope that Tammi was truly safe, just as Orcus and Caine had said. Rosalind had a nuclear option—but Tammi had nothing.
Around her, the magical auras intensified, streaming into people’s bodies. Tendrils of magic curled into Rosalind, vibrating through her ribs. Her stomach churned, and her muscles seized up one by one as her body petrified. The keres’ magic transfixed her. If she wanted to rip her ring off now to unleash her own magic, she’d waited too long.
We’re trapped like prey.
Locked in place, she stared in mute horror as a ker winged lower. The demon plunged toward a beautiful blond girl in a floral dress, whose entire body shook. The girl was trying to call for help, but her mouth was frozen, and she could only unleash a garbled scream. She looked like the picture of innocence, a hunted rabbit about to be slaughtered.
The ker dove lower, and the girl’s blue eyes went wide as the ker sank its teeth into her neck. Blood streamed from her veins.
Rosalind’s throat tightened. They’re going to kill us all.





Chapter 4
A s she watched the ker tear into the blonde girl’s neck, rage flashed in the hollows of Rosalind’s mind—a cold anger, furious as storm clouds. I’m not going down without a fight.
When Caine had taken her into the woods to train with her, she’d gained a fraction of control in forcing the magic from her body. He’d told her to condense the aura into a ball, something she could manipulate.
She clamped her eyes shut, letting herself focus on the whorls of magic in her body. I just need to concentrate. Her ability to sense magic was her greatest asset—if she could see it, she could mold it. As her pulse raced, she tried not to listen to the agonized screams around her.
She cleared her mind of all distracting thoughts, imagining the streams of shadow magic and light magic condensing into tighter rings, like a solar system whirling into a black hole. As the magic grew tighter, her dizziness began to subside. When she’d pushed the auras into a tiny point deep within her chest, she tried moving her hand. With effort, she felt her fingers tighten and relax.
A man’s scream nearly ripped her attention away; for a second the tendrils expanded again in her mind. Focus, Rosalind.
Condense the magic, just like Caine said.
Slowly, she envisioned the colorful wisps swirling tighter, and when she’d tightened them into a tiny marble of light, she wiggled her fingers.
Free.
She opened her eyes, and horror washed over her. The blond girl lay sprawled on the ground, her throat ripped open by the ker. A pool of blood stained her curls, and her blue eyes gaped lifelessly at the demon-filled sky. Around the girl, three more half-eaten humans lay discarded on the pavement.
Rosalind’s heart thrummed. She couldn’t break her focus. I need to keep control if I’m going to get out of here alive. Any minute now, the invisibility spell would wear off.
Another ker descended, winging for a middle-aged man. The demon slammed into her victim, gripping his arm and sinking her teeth into it. Ignoring the man’s agonized screams, the ker pushed him to the ground, taking a bite of his cheek.
Rosalind’s legs began to shake; her knees threatened to give way. The demoness wasn’t going to kill her prey fast—she was going to slowly eat him alive.
I can’t watch this.
Maybe now was a good time for the nuclear option—except that Orcus said they were shielded.
Her pulse racing, Rosalind scanned her surroundings, desperate for a weapon, until her gaze landed on the juggler’s discarded sticks. They still blazed. Pretty sure you can kill a shadow demon with fire.
“Orcus,” she shouted. “I have to do something.”
He spoke from her right. “I don’t understand what’s happening. I’m trying to use my magic, but it’s not working…” His voice trailed off.
She ran for the flaming sticks, snatching one from the ground. She turned, her gaze fixed on the ker, who was tearing the flesh from the man’s calf.
Rosalind closed the distance between them, and touched her flaming stick to the demoness’s white tresses. The creature’s hair ignited, and she roared—a deafening, inhuman scream—and dropped her victim. Flames spread over the ker’s body, and her head swiveled around as she searched for her attacker. She staggered back from her victim, screeching wildly.
Rosalind’s pulse raced uncontrollably, but the demon didn’t seem to see her. Still invisible, then. But that won’t last forever.
She looked around, trying to get a glimpse of Orcus’s aura again. But before she could, another ker plunged down to the earth, claws outstretched as she dove straight for a young man. The creature grabbed her prey by the shirt collar. Rosalind ran to them, but before she could get there the demon carried him off the ground, black wings beating the air.
Rosalind’s mouth went dry. What are they doing now?
When the ker had dragged him high over Harvard Square’s rooftops, so high that the ker’s could be mistaken for a raven, the demoness simply let go. Rosalind stared in open-mouthed horror as the young man plummeted down.
At the man’s screams, Rosalind’s stomach tightened.
He hit the ground with a sickening thud.
Don’t look at his body. She had enough fuel for her nightmares already.
More keres followed suit, diving down to snatch humans from the earth.
Horror crawled over Rosalind’s skin. Please, gods, don’t let Miranda be involved in this slaughter.
She couldn’t fight the nausea anymore. She hunched over and vomited up the coffee she’d been drinking all day. She wiped a shaking hand across the back of her mouth. I need to get out of here before I lose my mind.
In the distance, helicopter rotors thrummed. The Brotherhood.
Am I actually happy Hunters are coming this way?
“Rosalind!” Orcus bellowed.
She turned to look at him as his body shimmered into view. She glanced down at her own translucent body, her heart racing wildly. “We’re becoming visible again,” she shouted. “The keres will be able to see us. And the Hunters are coming. We should get out of their line of vision. I have no idea where Miranda is.” She couldn’t feel her sister’s magic anymore. The helicopter blades beat louder; white searchlights danced over the swarm of attacking keres. “We need to get out of here.”
The reaper’s dark eyes glistened and he scanned the air, forehead crinkled in confusion. “I don’t understand why the keres are attacking here. And I don’t understand why my magic had no effect on them.” He held out his long, spindly fingers, and a long black scythe appeared in his grasp. “Something very strange is going on.”
“Okay, but we need to take shelter before the Brotherhood start shooting.” Another body slammed to the ground next to her. Her chest clenched. This was horrifying.
“What would block my magic against other shadow demons?” Orcus asked, still staring at the sky.
Rosalind’s blood roared in her ears, and she gripped the reaper’s arm. They had two threats now: the keres and the Brotherhood’s Hunters. If she knew anything about the Brotherhood, they were about to unleash a storm of gunfire at any minute.
She pointed to the SUV. “We’re going to hide under the car. If we don’t, we’re going to die.”
Orcus continued to gape at the sky. “What color did you say their auras were?”
“Orcus!” she yelled, frantically tugging on his arm. “We need to get out of the way. The Brotherhood’s weapons are designed to kill mortal de—”
Bullets whizzed past, and she dove under the SUV. Bullets shattered its windows, and shards of glass rained around her. She covered her head with her arms.
When she lifted her eyes again, her gaze landed on the grim reaper, and horror turned her stomach. Two bullets had pierced his forehead, and dark blood oozed from the wounds. Those would be the iron-lined hawthorn bullets, designed precisely to kill demons like Orcus.
Ice slid over her skin. He’d be in the shadow hell now.
Why didn’t he listen to me?
Her breath came in short, sharp bursts, and from under the SUV she heard the whirr of motors. This was not a good time for a notorious “witch”—an enemy of the state—to be hanging around here.
Heart thumping, she crawled closer to the edge of the SUV, catching a glimpse of armored vehicles rolling into Harvard Square. Adrenaline flooded her veins. Any minute now, armed soldiers would be pouring from those cars, ready to kill anything that looked magical.
Another volley of bullets ripped through the air, and she watched as a few ker bodies slammed to the ground, screeching.
She swallowed hard. Where do I run to? A month ago, her safe haven would have been the Chambers. Not anymore. Now the Hunters in the Chambers would burn her on sight.
She could run back to Abduxiel Mansion, but Orcus had said she’d be locked out. Still, she had to get out of here, fast. Maybe she could hide in the shadows by the mansion until she found Caine.
She could hear the helicopters moving further into Harvard Square, taking their gunfire with them. Now or never.
She shuffled forward, inching out from under the SUV. With shaking legs, she pushed herself up. Searchlights danced around her, and the sky still swarmed with keres. From here, the heavens seemed to convulse like a living thing.
She cast one last glance at Orcus’s body, then launched into a sprint down Brattle Street.
As her feet pounded the bricks, she put as much distance as she could between herself and Harvard Square. She’d just managed to get out of range of the ker swarm when the sound of a motor caught her attention. It sounded like one of the Brotherhood’s armored vehicles, but she didn’t want to turn her head. She kept her eyes forward, hoping to go unnoticed, and sprinted onward.
“Rosalind!” a deep voice called out. “Stop or I’ll shoot!”
She whirled, her gaze landing on a Brotherhood soldier. Her blood roared in her ears. A bright white light from an armored vehicle glared, and it took a second for her eyes to adjust.
When they did, she nearly turned and ran again.
She knew this Hunter by his shaved head and ruddy cheeks. It was Dave, a novice asshole from her training year. And he had a Glock trained right on her.
She froze, raising her hands and glaring at him. Out of everyone she knew in the Brotherhood, he was the last person she’d want to arrest her—well, second to last, after Randolph Loring. Dave’s handsy wrestling techniques when he trained with the women had led Rosalind to dub him Sweaty-Hands Dave. But it hadn’t been a joke to him. When he’d lost to her in round after round, she hadn’t failed to notice the rage burning in his eyes.
“Well, well,” he said. “I’ve been hoping to find you.” He stalked closer, gripping his gun. “Put your hands behind your head, and lie on the ground.”
“Dave. How nice to see you.” There’s no way I’m lying on the ground for this pervert. Wind from the helicopters beating overhead rushed over her skin.
He paced closer, gripping his gun harder. “You’re quite the target, witch. Randolph Loring is very eager to get you back in his cells. And I’m going to bring you there.” His nostrils flared; his cheeks reddened. His disgust was palpable, and she knew exactly what a guy like him wanted: pure dominance.





Chapter 5
Rosalind stared at Dave. With Josiah, she’d been able to use his rage against him, to cloud his judgment. She had a feeling Sweaty-Hands was no different.
And I think I know exactly how to push his buttons. “Hiding behind a gun? I’m just a little concerned it might slip out of your sweaty hands, and you could injure yourself. Think about how sad the world’s women would be if you accidentally shot your dick off.”
“I said lie on the ground!” he shouted, stepping closer.
He wanted to get up close and personal, probably kneel on her back and force the gun up against her head. He was one of those guys.
Her heart raced as he took another step.
“Why don’t you come over here,” she said, “and show me what you want me to do.”
He took another step.
When his Glock was less than a foot from her head, she slammed it out of the way with her left hand, punching him hard in the jaw with her right. As he took the blow, she kneed him in the groin.
He doubled over, loosening his grip, and she ripped the gun from his grasp, turning it on him.
Rubbing his jaw, he gaped at her. “You used your magic…”
“I didn’t use any magic. You’re just terrible at everything.” Her eyes flicked to the sky. No helicopters.
She cocked the gun. She didn’t want to kill the guy, but if she didn’t disable him, he’d just come after her.
Her gut clenching, she pointed her gun at one of his feet. “Sorry about this.” She pulled the trigger, and blood burst from his foot.
His screams pierced the night sky, and she wasn’t waiting around any longer. She tucked the gun into the back of her pants and broke into a sprint along Brattle Street.
Rotors beat the sky overhead, whipping her hair around her face, and another searchlight swerved over the road. She could only hope that there was enough chaos going on that no one would notice Sweaty-Hands Dave and his shattered foot.
Her breath grew ragged in her throat as she tore over the sidewalk. A stream of magic whirled around her, growing stronger as she ran, and she tried to analyze the tendrils, to focus on one at a time. She sucked in a breath, and the scent hit her—a mountain wind, pine and granite, rough on her skin. Drew. He’s around here somewhere.
Hadn’t he said his coven had been planning something to protect against the attack? She ground to a halt, leaning over with her hands on her knees to catch her breath. She needed to hunt his mountain magic down. As she gasped for breath she caught a glimmer of the copper tendrils, leading her further down Brattle Street.
She glanced behind her, catching sight of an armored vehicle coming her way. They’re coming for me.
Her breath ragged, she stormed down Brattle Street, following the trail of copper magic, watching as it curled to the front of an enormous yellow mansion.
Breaking into another sprint, she tore down the street to the mansion, leaping over its white picket fence. But as she neared the door, she slammed face-first into an invisible wall. The wind rushed out of her lungs. A ward.
Frantically, she glanced around. The armored vehicle was coming closer. From a speaker on the vehicle, someone projected, “Approach the vehicle with your hands above your head.”
“Drew!” she screamed. It has to be his house. “Drew! It’s Rosalind. I need your help!”
When no one responded, she looked down at her iron ring. Maybe now is the time for the nuclear option. She had no idea what Cleo would do when she took over her body, and there was no one around to get the ring back on her finger. But the mage’s spirit had a tendency to save her life.
As her fingers tightened on the ring, the door to the house swung open. Drew stood gaping in the door. “Rosalind. Where the hell did you come from?”
Frantic, she pointed to the armored vehicle. “They’re about to open fire. I need to come inside.”
“Seven hells.” He chanted a quick spell, and she could feel a shift in the air around her, a lessening of the magnetic charge. The ward released; she bolted up the stairs.
The Brotherhood opened fire again. As Rosalind reached the top of the steps, pain ripped up her thigh. She collapsed into the hall, and Drew dragged her the rest of the way in, slamming the door.
Agony sank into her thigh bone, and she leaned against the wall.
She clamped her eyes shut, listening to Drew frantically chant a spell, then exhale a shaky breath. “The wards are up again. That should hold against the bullets, I think.”
Somehow, the air was full of several auras now—not just Drew’s but shimmering hot gold, and salty blue magic that rushed over her skin like cold seawater. Miranda. “There’s magic all around us,” she breathed.
White-faced, Drew crouched down. “Gods below, Rosalind. Don’t try to talk. They nearly killed you. Were you out there when the keres came?” He leaned down, examining her thigh.
“I was there,” she said, glancing at the deep red bullet hole. Blood pooled onto Drew’s floor, and the pain stole her breath. “Can you heal this?”
“I’m good with potions. Give me a minute.” He rose, disappearing into another room.
Her blood pumped hard. Gripping her thigh to staunch the blood, she looked around at the hall, trying to calm herself. Compared to the chaos outside, there was something very soothing about this place. A stairwell swooped upward, and lantern light flickered over orderly rows of oil paintings. A soft, bronze rug lay in the center of a hardwood hall. It felt safe in here. Almost instantly, her ragged nerves began to soothe, even if she was bleeding on his floor.
It’s only too bad Orcus didn’t make it this far…
Drew returned a minute later carrying a glass flask filled with dark green liquid, and a pair of copper tweezers. He handed her the vial. “Drink this, and don’t watch what I’m doing.”
“I take it this will hurt.”
“The potion will help.”
She pulled out the small cork stopper, pausing to look at Drew. She wasn’t sure that she could trust a mage she’d just met—but she didn’t have a ton of options right now. He was certainly a better bet than the Hunters trying to shoot her outside, or the keres eating humans alive.
She put the vial to her lips and took a long sip. It tasted of juniper berries, and it instantly began to soothe her pain.
“Look at that portrait of the woman in the copper crown,” he said.
While Drew crouched beside her, Rosalind stared at one of the paintings on the wall, a beautiful woman with platinum hair and red lips.
She winced as Drew pulled the bullet from her thigh, but the potion certainly helped dull the pain. Pinching the bloody bullet between the tweezer’s pincers, he dropped it into a copper bowl on a small table. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”
She glanced down at her thigh, where the skin was already healing. “Thank you, Drew. You’d think I’d be used to getting shot by now.”
He stood. “Come into the parlor with me. I need a drink.”
She nodded at the painting. “Who is that?”
He held out his hand, helping her up. “A queen, from a long time ago.”
“I’ll take one of those drinks you mentioned.” She wiped a shaking hand across her brow. “Do you have any idea what the hell happened out there with the keres? It was a bloodbath.”
He led her into a room lit by a chandelier, its light dancing over the room’s lush fabrics in warm honey and apricot hues. A copper disc carved with an eagle hung above the marble fireplace; below the bird was the motto Loyalty Binds Me.
With a flick of his wrist, Drew ignited a fire in the fireplace.
Rosalind breathed in the rich sent of burning spruce. Her legs burned, and she sat on an antique gold sofa. She couldn’t rid her thoughts of the image of that beautiful blond girl, being eaten alive by a ker. What really terrified her was the idea that Miranda could have caused that horror. It wasn’t so hard to believe—not after Miranda had tried to kill her.
Drew crossed to a wooden table crammed with crystal decanters, and poured two measures of amber liquid into tumblers.
Thank the gods, Rosalind thought. I’ll need that. If the violent images in her head hadn’t been bad enough before, now she’d never be clear of her nightmares.
Drew crossed the room, handing her the drink. She noticed his hands shaking slightly. As he sat on the opposite sofa, she sniffed the tumbler. Rum.
“I saw him tonight.” Drew’s eyes had taken on a glazed look. “He was controlling the keres.”
Him. At least that put Miranda in the clear. “Who was controlling the keres?”
The flames danced in his brown eyes. “The Ravener.”
A chill washed over her skin. “He’s still alive?”
Drew narrowed his eyes. “What do you know about him?”
“Only that he killed the king and queen in Maremount over three centuries ago. I just read it in a book. What was he doing in Cambridge?”
“He thrives on human blood.” His Adam’s apple bobbed.
A deep sense of dread began to bloom in Rosalind’s mind. “What sort of demon is he?”
“He’s an incubus. Son of the great demon Abrax, prince of the shadow hell.”
She took a long sip of rum, and it burned her throat. “What else do you know about him?”
“You wouldn’t know he was evil by his beauty. But I saw him there, controlling the keres. One of the philosophers in my coven can see magic. He felt the Ravener’s magic all around us. We knew something was brewing, and tonight it exploded. We ran to a meeting point in Harvard Yard.” He shook his head. “We tried to stop it, but the Ravener was stronger.”
“The coven’s magic—that must’ve been all those auras I saw around the keres,” she said. “But I don’t understand. What was the Ravener trying to achieve? Why did he suddenly appear out of nowhere?”
“I think he was after vengeance,” he said. “He hates full-blooded humans. Always has, since long before he first slaughtered our king and queen. A powerful demon like him, forged in the shadow void—he was born to hate humans. And after what the Brotherhood did to his brother, he wanted to teach them a lesson. So he attacked with the keres.”
Rosalind felt a glacial shiver run over her skin. What the Brotherhood did to his brother. The Brotherhood—Rosalind—had tortured Caine’s brother. But the Ravener couldn’t possibly be the same incubus.
She cleared her throat, afraid to ask the next question. Her knuckles went white as she clutched her glass tighter. “What’s the Ravener’s real name?”
Drew looked at her as if snapping out of a trance. “He goes by Caine.” He took a swig of his drink. “Caine Mountfort.”





Chapter 6
I ce closed around her heart. “It can’t be him. I know him.”
Drew’s jaw dropped, horror etched all over his face. “You what?” He rose. “Let me guess. He’s the one who imprisoned you against your will.”
She could feel the blood draining from her head. “Yes, but he’s never tried to hurt me.”
“Only because he wants to use you for something. Has he told you what he wants you for?”
She opened her mouth, then closed it again. She actually didn’t know why Caine and Ambrose needed her and Miranda so badly. “Caine has some idea for me, but…” She shook her head.
Before she could continue, a rapid chilling of the air stopped her sentence. The flames in the hearth burned lower. She shivered as a dark and powerful aura filled the room—a silver aura, one that smelled of fresh earth after a thunderstorm. It rushed over her skin like a night wind.
The hair on the back of her neck stood up, and she turned. Caine—the shadow mage—stood in Drew’s parlor, his powerful magic whirling off him in menacing silver tendrils. His gray eyes drilled into Drew.
He looked just as he had when she’d first met him: intensely beautiful, but terrifying at the same time. He wore all black, with sharp, claw-like tattoos visible on his neck and eyes cold as glaciers. His raven sat perched on his shoulder, black eyes glittering.
Drew dropped his tumbler to the ground. “He’s here,” he whispered. “My wards. They didn’t stop—”
Rosalind held up a hand, determined to get to the bottom of things before these two guys started murdering each other. “Everyone calm down. I think there’s been a misunderstanding.” She shot a perplexed look to Caine. “He thinks you’re someone called the Ravener.”
Caine’s cold eyes slid to her. “I am someone called the Ravener.”
Her breath caught in her throat. Her grip was so tight on her tumbler she was about to crush it. What the actual fuck? “You threw a queen out a window four hundred years ago?”
“Closer to three hundred years ago.”
“How old
are you? Who are you?” Her body was rigid with tension. “I don’t understand.”
His face red with fury, Drew began frantically chanting a spell. Coppery magic unfurled around him. It smelled like pines, and felt rough against her skin, like a brush of granite—and more powerful than Rosalind would have imagined.
Was it her imagination, or did it shimmer with other colors—periwinkle, gold, and gray?
As Drew’s aura swirled around, Caine chanted a spell of his own, his silver aura lashing at the air.
A choking noise turned Rosalind’s attention back to Drew, and panic coiled around her heart. Falling to his knees, Drew grabbed his neck. His eyes bulged, his face turned purple.
Caine—the Ravener—was choking him to death.
“Stop it, Caine!”
The shadow mage continued chanting, attacking Drew with his magic. But she’d seen enough death for one night. She pulled her gun from the back of her pants, pointing it at the incubus. “Stop being an asshole. He just saved my life.”
Caine’s eyes narrowed, and his lips stopped moving. Behind her, she heard Drew’s body fall to the floor—probably dead.
She stared at Caine, lowering the gun. “He thought you were responsible for that slaughter. Something about revenge—” She paused, her fingers still tight around the grip of the Glock. “You weren’t responsible, were you?”
“It’s fascinating that you’d ask me that.” Venom tinged his voice. “All along, you’ve been eager to believe that I’m a monster. I see you’ve found yourself a new, more human friend.”
“Can you just give a straight answer? I told him it wasn’t you, but the whole ‘Ravener’ thing is news to me. You never told me that you were a billion years old and have a history of queen-slaughter.”
“This new friend of yours told you all about me, didn’t he? It seems you’ve become awfully close with him in the past two weeks, while I’ve been hunting for your sister.”
“You locked me in the mansion! Anyway, that’s not the point. The point is—” What was the point? She had so many questions to ask him, she didn’t know where to begin. “Did you find Miranda?”
“No. I can’t sense magic like you can. That’s why I need your help.”
I could have helped you if you hadn’t locked me up. She glanced at Drew, who lay in a heap, his eyes bulging. “Is he dead?”
As soon as she took her eyes off Caine, she felt a cold stream of magic sing at the nape of her neck. She raised the gun. Caine now stood less than a foot from her—but she’d felt his magic, and she’d been ready for him. At the sound of the gun’s hammer cocking, he raised his hands, just inches from the barrel. “Your reflexes are getting faster.”
“Were you trying to disarm me?” She frowned. “You don’t trust me with a gun?”
“You seem a little unhinged.”
“That’s exactly what Orcus said.” She took a deep breath, sadness tightening her chest. “You should know that Hunter bullets killed him during the ker attack. I’d tried to pull him away, but he wasn’t listening to me.”
Caine sucked in a long breath, something dark flickering across his features. “He’s in the shadow hell now.”
“I’m sorry.” She tucked the gun into the back of her pants again, then pointed to Drew. “He did save my life.”
“He’s still breathing, but only because you stopped me with that gun of yours.”
She exhaled. “So what happened at the keres attack? I know you were there. I felt Miranda there, too.”
“I was hunting around the Chambers for your sister when a powerful aura drew me in, and I felt the demons drawing closer. You can’t possibly believe that I was behind the attack.” His voice dripped with disdain.
She studied his stunning face. Firelight bathed his skin in gold, sparking off his gray eyes, and the flickering light danced over the beautiful planes of his face. In the V of his black T-shirt, she could see smooth, unblemished skin, marked only by his tattoos. His seductive, loamy scent drew her in. “No, of course I don’t believe that. Drew was just confused. And I’m a little on edge. I haven’t been sleeping.”
“You were hurt? Why did he need to save your life?”
“I was shot by a Hunter.” Outside, helicopters beat overhead, and she could her someone speaking into a megaphone, but she ignored it. “I just don’t understand. How can you be so old? I thought Malphus was your brother, and I remember him as a little boy.” Half-brothers, perhaps.
“It’s not important right now.” He paused, listening to the rotors. “But you know what is important? There are armed helicopters flying overhead. And you’re wondering why I can’t knock them off course like I did before. That’s because they’re laden with bombs—small ones, granted, but large enough to destroy a house like the one we’re in. So we can let them bomb this house while we’re in it, or we could teleport out first. Those are our options.”
Shit shit shit. Adrenaline blared through her veins. From above, the projected voice blared something about evacuating the area.
“Okay, let’s go to Lilinor.” She nodded at Drew’s unconscious body. “But I don’t want to leave him to die in a fire. Can we take him?”
“You must be joking.”
“This isn’t the sort of time I’d choose to joke.”
“You do realize he tried to kill me? He wasn’t good at it, mind you, but that was his intention. I’m not protecting him in Lilinor.”
“It was a misunderstanding. You have a bad reputation, apparently.”
“He’s an idiot, and he should burn in a fire, though really he deserves to be conscious for that.” A muscle tightened in his jaw. “Fine. If it will get you out of here.” He glared at her before leaning down and picking up Drew’s limp body. In a blur of silver and black, he flung open the glass doors and carried Drew outside. Within a few seconds, he was back, wiping off his hands.
“Thank you.”
He held out his hand, and she crossed to him.
He pulled her closer, sliding a hand around her back. “Will you chant the spell with me?” She felt his muscled chest through his shirt, and breathed in his alluring, earthy scent. “As I get to the end of the spell, you should hold your breath.”
She pulled off her ring, handing it to Caine. A green aura danced in her skull, scented of hawthorn groves and moss.
As they chanted together, Caine’s strong arms enveloped her, his thrilling magic mingling with Cleo’s—hungry vines intertwining with shadows. She held her breath, and in the next moment icy water pulled her under.





Chapter 7
Caine’s strong arms held her close, but the shock of icy water froze her completely. Deep beneath the frigid water, she was dimly aware of Caine slipping the ring back on her finger. Instinctively, she pushed her way out of Caine’s grasp and kicked her way to the surface. As she got to the top, she gasped. Her lungs felt frozen; her entire body shook with the cold.
She grasped for the fountain’s edge, glancing around at Lilinor’s dark esplanade. The sharp spires of Ninlil Castle towered over the empty town square, and its obsidian walls gleamed in the moonlight. The last time she’d come here, she’d been completely alone and with no idea what she was getting into. At least she was a little better informed now.
She hoisted herself over the fountain’s edge, leaping into the rain-slicked cobblestone street. Caine followed—along with his raven, who cawed and flapped into the air.
Rosalind shivered, her drenched clothes clinging to her body.
Caine pushed his wet hair off his face, his black clothes melding to his muscled body like a second skin.
Rosalind’s teeth chattered. “Orcus said you didn’t need me to transport between worlds.”
“I don’t need you. But it requires an awful lot of energy without you.”
She squeezed some of the water from her shirt. “What about Tammi?”
“Oh—her. I’ll send someone for her when we get inside.”
“Good.” Shivering, she crossed her arms, walking alongside him. “I have some questions for you.”
“Of course you do. You’re a trained interrogator.”
“I just want to know why you locked me in the cemetery. Like you said, I’m the one who can sense Miranda’s magic. And she was just outside the ward you put up around me. I could have found her myself.”
He shot her an irritated look. “What are you talking about? I never locked you anywhere.”
She shook her head, still dizzy from the portal. “You locked me in the cemetery, with the ward.”
He narrowed his eyes, looking at her like she was insane.
He really doesn’t know what I’m talking about, does he? “One evening when Orcus and I awoke, a warding spell had been put up. I couldn’t get much further than the sphinx outside the mansion. Orcus said there was a note from you, with your seal and everything. And there was a sigil that had trapped me in.”
He stopped walking, fixing his glacial gaze on her. “And what did the note say?”
“It said you’d locked me in there for my own safety. Orcus wasn’t allowed to tamper with the spell.”
“You should probably be locked up for your own safety, but I didn’t do it. I need you to help me, and I’m pretty sure I’d never hear the end of your complaints about being imprisoned.”
“But the note said that you took Tammi—” Oh, gods. If he didn’t take Tammi… “You didn’t take Tammi to a safe house, did you?”
“Abduxiel Mansion was the safe house.”
“Shit.” Panic sank into her chest. “She hasn’t been there in weeks.” If anyone hurts her I will hunt them down and make them suffer.
“Who would bother abducting an ordinary, pedestrian human?”
“The Brotherhood would. They want her dead for escaping one of their prisons. And they want me dead. They could use her to lure me in.”
“That’s a fair point. They’ll use your loyalty against you. It’s an unfortunate vulnerability.”
She shot him a sharp look. “They probably want to stage a big PR coup and lure me into the light. But their entire reason for being is to stamp out the existence of magic. And whoever took Tammi put up a magical ward to keep me in the house. So basically, I have no idea who took her.”
“What about your little boyfriend Drew? I don’t trust him.”
“It could be…” She shook her head. “But he’s the one who gave me a clue to getting free from the ward. Find a sigil, he said. Is that right?”
“I suppose.”
“A lot of mages came to Abduxiel Mansion while I was there. Not just Drew. Orcus had me selling mushrooms, herbs, and potions the whole time.” Tammi had been kidnapped, and Rosalind felt like she wanted to throw up. “And I’m certain Miranda was there briefly. I felt her watery aura wash over my skin, tasted the salt of her magic. I have no idea what she was doing around the mansion. Her mind has been warped, as far as I can tell. She might have taken Tammi.” She took a long breath. “You didn’t have any luck finding my sister?”
“I’ve been searching for her, using scrying spells. But the images are clouded.”
Rosalind’s forehead wrinkled. “Like she’s shielded herself?”
“Either that, or she’s flitting between dimensions.”
Dread snaked up Rosalind’s spine. “Do you think she took Tammi to another dimension? Like Maremount?”
“Perhaps. But I’m not going back into that city unless it’s absolutely necessary, and I know exactly where I’m going.” Steel underscored his voice.
“Right. You’ve got a bit of a history there, with all the regicide.”
They approached the towering, arched portcullis, its silver bars gleaming like metal teeth. Menacing stone gargoyles leered above, and Rosalind was almost certain she saw one of them blink. No guards stood before the gates. A fortress this forbidding hardly needed extra fortification.
Tammi… Her throat tightened. If Miranda had taken her friend, there was no telling what she might do. Hard to predict the actions of a complete lunatic.
At the fortress’s entrance, Caine whispered a spell, and his magic rush over her skin. As the gate rose, it revealing a steep-peaked, blood-red hall. Bileth’s enormous painted image hung at one end. The high demon had tried to kill her more than once, and his image only reminded her that this was enemy territory.
Caine’s gaze slid to her. “Why, exactly, was Drew so certain I was behind the attacks?”
“He saw you there, and he thinks you’re a monster.” She hugged herself. Maybe Drew did have something to do with all this. She wasn’t ruling anything out, nor was she taking anything at face value anymore.
Caine’s footsteps echoed from the flagstones. “And who, exactly, is Drew?”
“Just a mage from Maremount, as far as I know.” She shot a glance at Caine’s perfect profile—his straight nose, strong jaw, icy eyes, and sharp black eyebrows. He certainly didn’t look like a monster. He looked too beautiful to be real.
In Drew’s opinion, Caine was only keeping Rosalind alive because he wanted to use her for something. But she just didn’t believe that. He had the ability to control her mind, and he’d never used it. That has to mean something, right?
As they neared the end of the hall, an imposing set of black doors opened. In a stream of silvery light, a woman stepped forward, descending down the stairs as the doors closed behind her.
Caine’s hand shot out, as if to block Rosalind. Obviously, this chick is bad news. Rosalind’s muscles tensed, fingers reaching for the gun in her pants—but it was gone. It must have been sucked out in her portal trip.
A lump rose in her throat as she stared at the overwhelmingly beautiful woman before her. She stood nearly six feet tall, her skin the color of desert sand. Powerful, ancient magic swirled from her—a dark, shimmering silver, just like Caine’s.
The woman’s midnight hair tumbled over a delicate pearly gown cut in a deep V down to her belly. Only her eyes were wrong. There was something about her deep, amber eyes that seemed unfocused, hungry—almost like she’d been drugged. And was it Rosalind’s imagination, or were there hints of other colors playing about the edges of her aura?
The woman flashed a brilliant, cold smile. “Welcome, Rosalind. My husband, Lord Ambrose, has sent me to greet you. I am Queen Erish.”
Demons are hierarchical. Play along, Rosalind. She bowed deeply. “Thank you for welcoming me here.”
“I’ll have a servant show you to your room.”
“I’m taking her to her room,” Caine cut in.
The queen’s nails dug into her own forearms, and her eyes flashed. “You’re the son of the shadow prince and the leader of an army. Showing a human girl to her room is a servant’s job,” she hissed.
“I said I’m taking her to her room,” he growled.
Rosalind frowned. What is going on with these two?
The queen prowled closer, heels clacking over the stones, and began to circle Rosalind, like she was inspecting a farm animal. The woman’s hair began to snake from her head, undulating in the air, and Rosalind’s blood turned to ice.
“This is her?” Erish said, her voice dripping with disdain. “One of the two girls who are supposed to defend Lilinor? I’d expected someone a little more… epic. She looks like a drowned rabbit who hasn’t eaten in weeks.”
Rosalind opened her mouth to speak, but Caine cut her off with a flick of his hand. Oh right. The hierarchical thing.
“She’s been imprisoned in a cemetery and attacked by shadow demons,” Caine growled. “Speaking of which, you wouldn’t happen to know about an army of keres attacking Cambridge, would you?”
Erish’s eyes widened. “Honestly, Caine. As if I don’t have better things to do than meddle with keres. They are grotesque and traitorous creatures.” She turned, climbing the stairs, and the large black doors opened just wide enough to let her through. She cast a final glance back at Rosalind before disappearing. “I’m sure you’ll want to bathe, girl. You have that human stench.”
After watching humans being eaten by demons tonight, a little insult about bathing was hardly going to rile her up. Plus, the queen seemed slightly mad.
“Follow me,” Caine said. Instead of climbing the steps after Erish, he led Rosalind to a smaller oak door to the left and pushed it open to reveal a narrow, curving stairwell.
Rosalind’s mind churned with visions of Tammi bound to a chair in a dungeon, and she tried to push the images under the surface. She’d need to keep a level head if she wanted to figure everything out.
Dim candles lit the dark stairwell, and she traced her fingers over the damp stones as they climbed. “What did you see at the keres massacre? You were there before me. I felt your magic as I approached.”
“You could feel my magic before you even got there?”
“You’re extremely powerful.”
He turned, arching an eyebrow as if she’d said something filthy. “Am I now?”
She ignored him. “And I felt Miranda’s, too.”
Caine’s footsteps echoed around the hall. “I knew Miranda was there. It was the first time a scrying spell had worked, and I caught a glimpse of her in Harvard Square. But when I got there, the atmosphere rippled with magic. I can’t see it like you can, but I can feel the auras. I transformed and flew above the city. I saw the keres, and I was fairly certain Nyxobas hadn’t sent them.” Irritation laced his voice. “They shouldn’t have been there.”
“Orcus seemed perplexed, too.” She frowned. “But what made you certain Nyxobas hadn’t sent them?”
“He’s the god of shadows. He doesn’t like to draw attention to himself.”
“I see.” Her muscles burned as she climbed the steps. She rubbed her arms, her damp clothes chilling her to the bone.
At last, he stopped at a door, pushing it open into a long hall that seemed to stretch on forever. She crossed into the high-ceilinged hall. Moonlight shone through tall windows.
“I’ve secured this wing for you,” Caine said, walking quickly. “No vampires are allowed in, so you’ll be perfectly safe from all the monsters.” He arched an eyebrow. “Apart from me.”
“Thank you, Caine.” Her teeth chattered. That fountain had been pure ice, and the vamps weren’t big on heating in here. “Do you think Miranda would have given Tammi over to the Brotherhood? My sister seemed completely brainwashed. Although if she was working for the Brotherhood they wouldn’t have let her put up the ward. You know how they are about magic. All I know is, the Brotherhood have the motivation.”
“It’s true—they would use her to draw you out of the shadows.” Moonlight washed over his golden skin. “Tomorrow, when you’re rested, we’ll search for both of them with a powerful spell. But we must stay focused on our objective. Our first priority is retrieving your sister.” Caine’s silver magic whirled from him. “And, in the future, you’d be wise to limit your emotional attachments. The Brotherhood will prey on them. It gives them an advantage.”
“Right. Loyalty is a weakness.”
“It can be,” he said, looking straight ahead.
Drew’s family motto was Loyalty binds me. Apparently he was at odds with Caine on this issue, too.
Caine approached an oak door, stopping to turn the knob. He opened it into an enormous, dark-walled room. “This is where you’ll be staying.”
The room was beautiful, but strangely forbidding—not unlike Caine himself. A tapestry hung on one wall, depicting a beautiful vernal scene: a grove of trees and plants blooming. A canopied bed stood against a wall, opposite an expansive bay window draped with sage green curtains. A fire burned in the fireplace, and a stone table stood by its side, set with drinks and food. Across from the fireplace stood a tall, oak armoire.
Caine turned, letting his gaze slide over her. “You need to eat, and sleep. I need you at full strength.” He pointed to another door by the armoire. “There’s a warm bath already made up for you, and you’ll find clothes in the armoire. You should have everything you need. I’ll be back after you’ve rested.”
“And we can’t search for Tammi or Miranda until then?”
“The spell we need to use to search between dimensions will require a tremendous amount of energy from both of us. And you can’t perform any powerful magic until you’ve rested. I’ll admit, I kind of like the tired and drenched look on you. Your soaked clothes leave nothing to the imagination right now, and your eyes look like I’ve kept you up all night. On the other hand, they also tell me you won’t be particularly helpful when it comes to magic.”
She sucked in a sharp breath. He had a way of distracting her, but her mind resisted the idea of sleep. It would be even harder to turn off her brain now that she knew Tammi was in danger. “I’m not sure that I can sleep.”
“It’s about time you did something useful for once, and you need strength for that. Bathe. Eat. And sleep. In that order.”
She leaned against the wall, crossing her arms. “You’re quite bossy in Lilinor.”
He took a step closer, his pale eyes rooting her in place. He moved with that strange, preternatural grace that always caught her off guard—the same way she was caught off guard when he seemed to stare at her without blinking, or when he sometimes fell completely still, forgetting to wear his mask of humanity. “It’s in my nature to order people around, and it’s in my history. I’ve been leading an army here for centuries.” He shifted closer, and she could feel the heat coming off his body, warming her through her clothes. “You’re alive now because you serve a purpose to that army.”
“Is that the only reason I’m alive?”
He closed the distance between them, resting his hands on the wall, boxing her in. He smelled amazing, and Rosalind’s eyes lingered over his perfect skin. “Are you asking if I could find another use for you?” He let his gaze roam over her body, leaving her with the distinct impression that he could see right through the pink lacy bra she was wearing under her T-shirt. “Because I can think of at least one.” His words were cold, but his tone was pure velvet.
Suddenly, her clothes felt much too restrictive, and she wanted to pull them off. Is he distracting me with his seductive spell? She stared into his glacial eyes, reflexively running her tongue over her raspberry lip gloss.
He watched her lick her lips, his chest rising slowly in a deep breath, and his aura whispered over her skin like a breeze. He inched closer, his lips hovering just inches from hers. His leg slid between her thighs, and his eyes blazed with intensity.
She wanted to run her hands all over his perfect body, but she swallowed hard, forcing herself to focus. “I want to know the answer. Why do you and Ambrose want me here? How are Miranda and I supposed to protect the city?”
He pulled away from her slightly, staring at her for so long she thought he wasn’t going to answer. At last, he said, “Daywalkers. You, Miranda, and I are going to turn Ambrose’s army into vampires who can walk in the light.”
“And that’s how you plan to fight the Brotherhood.” She shook her head. There it is. The purpose I serve to him. “Is that even possible?”
“It’s been done once before, or so Ambrose tells me. King Cranaus of Athens, with three powerful mages. Just like us.”
His aura slid over her skin, distracting her. She was still fighting the urge to pull him close, to feel his body against hers. “If you didn’t need me for this daywalker spell, would you have come for me after the ker massacre?” Would you have pulled me from the house before it was bombed?
The air around them cooled. “I’m not going to engage in pointless hypothetical questions.”
Her fingers tightened. Who exactly are you, Caine Mountfort? “How about a factual question? What did Erish mean when she said you were the son of the shadow prince?”
He backed away, taking his delicious aura with him. “Unless you need help bathing, I’m going to be on my way.”
She exhaled slowly, watching him walk away. “I’ll manage fine, I think.”
Standing in the doorframe, he turned. “I’m sure I don’t need to explain to you what could happen if you leave this corridor.”
“Death by vampires.” She nodded. “I know.”
He closed the door behind him, and she pulled off her boots, then walked over to the fireplace. Thick, thorny hawthorn boughs hung over the hearth, blossoming with red berries and white flowers. She ran her fingers along the petals. Hawthorn blossoms. He must have told the servants I love them.
Her muscles burned, and she wanted out of these frigid clothes. Shivering, she tried not to think about what Tammi might be enduring.
She did need sleep, and she wouldn’t get that by dwelling on her worst fears.
She lifted up her soaked shirt, pulling it off while she crossed to the bathroom—an octagonal room with a silver clawfoot tub in the center. Thin curls of steam rose from the water. Sharp-peaked windows overlooked a stony courtyard, and candles guttered in sconces. She let her shirt fall to the stone floor.
Maybe Miranda was drawing her into a trap, for her own deranged reasons. She pulled off her soaked pants, which stuck to her legs as she rolled them down her calves. She’d sensed Miranda in two places—near Abduxiel Mansion before the ward went up, and at the massacre tonight.
She unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor. Goosebumps rose over her skin as she pulled off her underwear. Is my own twin a complete monster?
She dipped her foot into the hot water, letting it turn her skin pink. The bath smelled of lavender and mint.
The water warmed her legs as she stepped into the bath, soothing her muscles. Her thigh still burned slightly where she’d been shot, even if Drew’s juniper potion had almost completely healed it. His magic had left behind only a faint, white scar.
She inhaled the steam. When was the last time she’d actually bathed? She wasn’t sure she had at Abduxiel Mansion. She’d been too creeped out by Orcus to spend much time naked.
Orcus. An image of his body flashed in her mind, and her muscles tensed. She sat up, pushing herself out of the bath. It didn’t feel right luxuriating here after she’d just watched an entire city street slaughtered. She just wanted to go to sleep, so she could get enough rest to try the damn scrying spell as soon as possible.
She stood, letting the water drip from her body, then stepped from the bath. After toweling off, she stepped back into the bedroom.
And when she did, fear slid through her bones.
Three women stood in the center of the room. Three pairs of shining white eyes burned into her.
Keres.
The ker in the center wore a shimmering white gown, and a crown of pearls threaded into her pale hair. She opened her mouth to smile, revealing long, sharp teeth designed for tearing human flesh. Two other gaunt-featured keres flanked her, dressed for battle and built of pure, lean muscle. Sharp blades glinted at their belts.
And Rosalind stood before them, wearing nothing at all.





Chapter 8
Her pulse sped up. So much for the safety of this corridor.
The keres looked just like the ones in Harvard Square, only these didn’t have wings.
And as she stared at them, she realized that wasn’t the only difference. Their auras were different. Magic curled off them in black plumes that smelled of charcoal and felt rough on her skin.
I really wish I’d kept that gun on me.
Staring at them, she tried to steady her voice. “Who are you?”
The crowned ker cocked her head. “Come now. Is that any way to greet the queen of the keres?”
Rosalind’s leg muscles tightened, ready for battle. “What were all the keres doing in Cambridge tonight?”
One of the shorter ker scowled. “She said she’s queen. You’re supposed to bow to Queen Antu.”
“There are an awful lot of queens in Ninlil Castle.” Rosalind narrowed her eyes. “And I don’t really know how they’re are normally greeted, but I’d expect it to involve clothes. I don’t suppose you could give me the chance to dress myself before we meet formally?”
Queen Antu’s eyes roamed over Rosalind’s body. “But I like you the way you are.”
Rosalind folded her arms in front of her chest. “I thought Caine protected this hall.”
The ker queen shrugged. “Perhaps he doesn’t really care if you die. He has been with many women.”
Irritation flared. “Are you here for a purpose? I just saw a city full of humans attacked by keres exactly like you.” She cocked her head. “Except they had wings. What happened to yours?”
Antu flashed her long teeth. “That is none of your concern, human slave. You should be more concerned with your own impending mutilation.”
Fear bit into her ribs. Okay. Time to scan the room for weapons. Rosalind backed away, her gaze landing on the table laden with crystal decanters and glasses. A fireplace poker stood by the hearth—just like one she’d used successfully on Bileth.
“Thinking of ways to kill me?” The queen arched an eyebrow. “I believe that’s treason.”
“I’m not your subject.” Rosalind forced a smile. “And I’m just seeing if I can offer my queen anything to eat.” She held out a hand. “You’ll find food and drink over there.” What she needed was a stake…
Her pulse sped up. The boughs. They weren’t merely decorative. Of course they weren’t—Caine didn’t do sentimentality. They served a purpose. Now what are the chances I can get to them?
She took a step forward, and two of the keres pulled out knives, silver blades glinting in the firelight. That answers my question. The chances are not good at all.
The queen licked her lips. “We’re not supposed to kill you. We’re going to take you with us. And before we do, we’re supposed to make your pretty face a little uglier.”
A chill rushed over Rosalind’s skin. Holy hells. They’re going to carve up my face. Her pulse sped up, and she frantically searched the room for an escape. Could she make to the door? And even if she did, was it wise for a human to run naked through a vampire castle? No, it is not.
Before Rosalind could make a move for the boughs, one of the keres lunged, knife extended. Rosalind’s hand flew out, grabbing the creature’s wrist. The demon was fast, but lightweight, and Rosalind controlled the ker’s arm, swiftly driving it toward the other, oncoming ker. The blade plunged between the second demon’s ribs, and the creature staggered back, clutching her bleeding chest.
Rosalind elbowed the first in the face, and the ker snarled, leaping on top of Rosalind to bite her neck. Pain seared Rosalind’s throat, and she fell to the floor, head cracking against the stone.
She raised her hips, throwing the ker off balance, then yanked her off by her hair. She threw the creature down, straddling her, then punched her hard in the face, one hit after another. Black blood poured from the ker’s nose and mouth. The creature’s eyelids fluttered.
Rosalind had seen what these monsters had done to the humans in Harvard Square, and she didn’t want to stop—
A sharp tug on her hair wrenched Rosalind off the ker, and another hand clamped around her neck. Queen Antu was gripping her by the throat, and slammed her against the wall. Rosalind’s feet hung suspended in the air, and her ravaged throat screamed with pain. The queen was much, much stronger than the other two, and Rosalind’s heart thumped hard.
Antu narrowed her pearly eyes. “I want you to know a few things. One, humans are vermin, a plague on this earth. Two, you cannot defeat your demon superiors.” Antu’s fingers tightened on Rosalind’s neck.
Rosalind couldn’t breathe, and merely grunted.
The queen leaned in closer. “And, three, we haven’t been sent to kill you, but to bring you to your new master—”
Rosalind kicked Antu hard in the gut, and the queen dropped her. Long, sharp claws sprang from the demon’s fingertips.
Shit. Maybe I can drown this monster in the bathtub. Rosalind turned to run for the bathroom, but Antu grabbed her by the hair again, yanking her back. I need to get out of here.
Antu slipped her arm around Rosalind’s neck, pinning her in a chokehold. “Let’s start by getting rid of this pretty human hair of yours. Then I’ll carve off some of your face.”
Rosalind gripped Antu’s arm, then thrust her hips back sharply, leaning forward. Grunting, she pulled the queen over her head, throwing her to the ground.
Gasping for breath, she watched half her hair fall to the stones along with the queen. She pressed her foot into Antu’s neck, pushing down.
The ker grabbed her leg, twisting it so Rosalind spun to the ground. She smacked down hard on her back on the stone. Pain splintered her skull and ribs.
Antu would eat the flesh off her face. Get up, Rosalind.
She pushed herself up, panic gripping her heart. She could hear the other keres moaning nearby, and knew that she needed to end this fight before one of them found it within themselves to join the fray again.
As Rosalind struggled to stand, Antu slashed for her face with her claws. Rosalind darted out of the way, rolling over the cold flagstones.
She sprang up again, right in front of the bay window. Maybe Caine won’t be the only one around with the honor of defenestrating a queen.
She’d seen Antu’s reaction when she’d mentioned the wings—the queen had said something about worrying about her own mutilation. Strong word, and obviously a sore point. I just need to throw her off guard.
“I once saw a pigeon with broken wings,” she said. “Just stuck in a parking spot.”
“What?” Antu snapped.
“It couldn’t fly, and just had to sit there in its own filth, waiting for death. I’d never seen anything so sad in my life, and I had to break the creature’s neck to end its misery. I think it’s time someone did the same for you. Because what’s the point of a filthy little bird with no wings?”
Antu’s black aura burst from her body like volcanic ash, and she charged for Rosalind. At the last second, Rosalind grabbed the queen’s hand, using her inertia to swing her straight through the bay window. Glass shattered around her, and Rosalind peered down, watching the queen’s white dress flutter in the wind as she plunged, screaming all the way down. Rosalind’s blood roared in her ears as she watched Antu smack against the stony ground nine stories below. Blood soaked her white dress.
Shit shit shit. That solved the immediate problem, the one about having her face cut off and becoming enslaved to a new master. But throwing a ker queen out the window probably brought a host of larger problems along with it. Not to mention that someone was trying to abduct her.
Her body trembled from a combination of adrenaline and fatigue. From the shattered window, freezing wind whipping into the room, rippling over her naked body.
She stared at the two injured demonesses on the ground. The one she’d stabbed clutched her ribs, moaning, while the other began to stir, black blood still pouring from her nose.
Rosalind considered knocking the ker out again—but maybe she could use her. She rushed over to the two demons, pulling all the weapons from their bodies and gathering them into her arms.
She crossed to the armoire and pulled it open, dropping the knives inside. Shivering, she surveyed the clothes. The entire thing was hung with long, flimsy dresses—most of them sheer, with plunging necklines. Obviously chosen by Caine.
She searched lower, and her lips curled into a smile as her gaze landed on sleek, black leather pants and shirt—not unlike the clothes the keres had worn. A pair of thigh-high black boots stood in the corner. Jackpot.
She yanked the clothes from the wardrobe, and when she did, she found a small arsenal of blades beneath them—even finer than the ones the keres had carried. Caine had thought of everything—too bad she hadn’t found it all before Antu had paid her a visit. Running her fingertips over the leather fabric, she could feel its strength. It was fortified with some sort of thin metal—steel perhaps.
This wasn’t just clothing. It was armor.
She cast a quick glance back at the two injured keres. They still lay prone on the floor, but one of them was trying to sit up. I need to hurry.
Crouching down, she pulled open an armoire drawer, revealing an array of lacy underwear. Unlike the leather clothes, these were the opposite of practical; each piece was skimpier than the next.
She slipped into a lacy lavender pair of panties with a matching bra before pulling on the pants and shirt. The clothing hugged her body perfectly. She grabbed the boots from the armoire, pulling them up over her pants. Now I’m beginning to feel like myself.
Conveniently, the pants came equipped with sheaths for the knives, and she grabbed several blades, sliding them in. She kept one in her hand as she crossed to the mirror in the bathroom.
With a gasp, she surveyed herself in the mirror. Blood poured from ragged puncture holes in her neck, and now she had meth-head hair to match her tired eyes and face—half of it was cut off jaggedly at her chin, while the other half hung, partially frayed, over her shoulders.
She gripped the knife, inspecting the blade. Sharp enough. With one hand, she pulled the long pieces into a ponytail, slicing off her tresses. I’m not the same girl I used to be. There’s no reason I should look like I am.
Chunks of her glossy brown hair fell to the floor, and she stared at herself in the mirror. She looked like something from an apocalyptic nightmare.
A grim smile curled her lips. But I also look like a warrior, and that’s what I need to be if I want to get Tammi back.
Something rustled in the next room, and she ran in, her knife ready in her hand.
One of the keres—the one she’d punched—sat up. The demoness hunched over, puking a stomach-full of crimson blood onto the stone floor. It occurred to Rosalind that at least some of that was her own blood, which made her stomach turn.
She grimaced. She’d only been in the room about fifteen minutes, and already the place was covered in blood, vomit, and human hair. No one should ever invite me over as a houseguest.
The ker wiped her mouth off on the back of her hand before looking around frantically. “Where are my blades?”
“I took them.” Time for a little questioning. Rosalind knelt down, grabbing the demon by her throat and held the blade’s sharp edge to her jugular. The creature’s silver eyes looked glazed. Even if she’d had her weapons, she’d have been in no condition for a fight.
“Tell me your name,” Rosalind commanded.
The ker’s already pale face had gone completely white. “Bianca.”
“Bianca. I need you to tell me what you know about at the massacre in Harvard Square tonight.”
Bianca blinked. “I don’t know anything about it.”
Rosalind fingers tightened on the hilt. “I don’t want to hurt you, Bianca. But I will if I have to. And since you did try to kill me, I won’t feel awful about it.”
Bianca tried to inch away, but Rosalind gripped her hair tighter.
“I don’t know about a massacre,” the ker stammered. “She keeps us in the dark. The literal dark.”
“How many of you are there?”
“Hundreds.”
“What does she want with you?”
“I don’t know?”
Rosalind bit her lip, searching the demon’s eyes. She would do anything to protect people from another massacre—anything, perhaps, except torture. She’d tortured one demon before—Malphus—and he hadn’t even turned out to be the bad guy. That was enough guilt for a lifetime, not to mention the fact that a desperate person was likely to say anything to stop the pain.
Still, even if she wasn’t going to torture Bianca, she needed the demon to fear her. She pushed the blade harder against the ker’s neck, the point just slightly piercing the skin. “Who sent you kill me?” She corrected herself. “I mean, to abduct me?”
“Erish.”
“Why?”
“She plans to take you to your new master. Erish has lost her mind, I think.”
“Who is the new master?”
“I have no idea.” The corner of the ker’s mouth twitched as she answered, and Rosalind had the distinct impression she was lying.
She’d come back to that one later. “How did Erish recruit you?”
“You don’t understand what she’ll do to me if I tell you things. She’s changed,” Bianca hissed.
Seven hells. Rosalind bared her teeth. “Maybe you should be afraid of what I’m going to do to you.”
“She promised to give us our wings back if we obey.”
Rosalind shook her head. “She’s not going to give your wings back.”
“Why?”
“Because she’s an asshole.”
Bianca’s eyes glistened, but she merely stared at Rosalind.
Rosalind glanced at the door. At any minute, someone was going to realize there was a dead ker queen on the esplanade, and she’d come from Rosalind’s window.
She gripped Bianca’s hair. “Okay, Bianca. I’m going to tie you up and come back for you. There’s still a lot more I need you to tell me, and I know you’re lying. But right now, I need you to tell me where Caine is. I’m going to find him. And as long as I make it there alive—if you’ve given me good information—I’ll let you live.”
Bianca’s eyes scanned the room. “What happened to the queen?”
“She jumped out a window. She was upset about her wings.”
Bianca’s eyes widened. “You killed our queen.”
“I realize that’s probably a breach of protocol,” Rosalind shot back, “but she was trying to cut off my face.”
“Fair enough.” Bianca eyed her warily. “You might as well kill me, too.”
“Tell me where to find Caine,” Rosalind commanded.
“Fine. It’s simple. Walk to the end of the hall—the same way you came in. Take the stairs just one floor up. His room is near the painting of Lord Byron. But you’ll need to do something about the smell of your blood, or the vampires will slaughter you in seconds.”
A memory sparked in Rosalind’s mind—the last time she’d been to Caine’s room. It had been right next to a painting of Lord Byron in a turban. She’s telling the truth.
Rosalind surveyed the demon for just a few seconds. The keres were gaunt as hell—someone had been starving them. “Thank you for your help. I’ll make sure you’re taken care of when I return. And that you get fed, once I get to Caine’s room safely. What do I do about the blood?”
Bianca nodded at the other ker, who was bleeding out on the floor. “Use her blood. Rub it on your neck. It will mask your human smell.”
“I’ll have more questions for you later. Right now, I’m going to bind you in the hawthorn boughs so you can’t escape. And when—”
“You really think Erish won’t return my wings?” The ker’s eyes were frantic.
Nope. “Why would she, if she can continue using you forever?”
The ker stared into Rosalind’s eyes, then snatched at her hands, driving the blade into her own throat. Blood gurgled up through the wound, and her eyes bulged.
Rosalind stood, jumping away from the ker. Her heart hammered, and she wiped the blood off her hands onto her pants. What the hell had that been about? The wings, apparently.
I guess there is no point being a ker without wings.
She glanced at the other ker, whose black dress glistened with blood. The ker’s chest was still. Dead. That wound shouldn’t have killed her so fast, but the keres looked like they’d been starved. Black dirt was encrusted under their fingernails, and their pale skin looked sickly.
Rosalind crouched down, smearing her fingers into the ker’s blood, then rubbing it onto her own gashes. She winced as the pain seared her neck. She rose, dizzy from her own loss of blood, and ripped a few large thorns from the hawthorn bough to add to her arsenal.
And now I’ll find Caine, before I pass out and find myself a vampire’s dinner.





Chapter 9
Rosalind stalked the hall, her heart pumping the blood from her neck. Hopefully her own blood wasn’t washing away the ker’s. Moonlight cast long, silver shadows across the black flagstones. The sound of her boots echoed off the high ceiling; the only other sound was her own ragged breathing.
Just a month ago, she and Tammi would have been hanging out in her dorm room, listening to the Pixies or Beyoncé and trading clothes. Apart from the odd scuffle with a boggart as part of her demon-hunting gig, things never got much crazier than crashing frat parties or drinking Tammi’s disgusting peppermint schnapps.
That part of her life was over, but she wasn’t going to let anything stand in the way of getting her friend back. She’d find Tammi, and when she did they’d toast Tammi’s return with champagne flutes full of peppermint schnapps. Somehow, Tammi made her feel normal again, like everything was okay. Even during the two days they’d been trapped in Abduxiel Mansion together, Tammi had instilled a sense of normalcy. Before the ward went up, she’d managed to sneak out to procure a whole bunch of makeup, and a bottle of Rouge Dior nail polish. She’d given them both manicures while they watched The Bachelorette. Normal stuff.
Right now, things definitely did not feel normal. Rosalind clutched her neck tighter, trying to staunch the bleeding. Maybe this wasn’t the time to get lost in nostalgia.
At the end of the hall, she paused before pushing through the doors into the stairwell. Here, she was no longer protected by Caine’s spells—not that they’d been helpful against the keres anyway.
Her muscles burned, both from tiredness and the fight, and she dragged herself up the flight of stairs. And the next landing, she paused. With so much blood pouring from her neck, she couldn’t be sure if the smell of the ker’s blood was enough to mask her own human scent.
If not, she had a collection of knives and makeshift stakes.
She took a long, deep breath, her hand hovering at the door leading into the hall; finally, clutching her neck, she pushed it open. Red candles in thorny silver sconces lit the corridor, and crimson curtains framed the arched windows. Apart from the dancing light, nothing moved on the dark stone.
She frowned. What do vampires do with their time?
She took a tentative step, her breath coming in short, sharp bursts, and waited to see if an army of vamps would bust through the doors.
No one’s here. Just me.
She took another step, then quickened her pace, her hand clamped on her bleeding neck. I’d be surprised if the vamps couldn’t hear my heart thumping through the stone walls.
Just a few doors away, Lord Byron’s painted image stared mournfully out the window. Made it. Relief washed over Rosalind—until a door behind her creaked open, and she whirled.
A flaxen-haired vamp poked her head out of the doorway, licking her ruby-red lips. She stepped into the hall, running a hand down her white gown. “How delicious. I thought I heard a beating heart.”
So close.
Fangs bared, the vamp prowled forward. Rosalind didn’t wait for her to get any closer—she hurled one of the long hawthorns right at the vamp’s chest. It struck her between her ribs and she stumbled back, clutching the thorn, eyes wide. Dark blood trickled between her fingers.
Another door creaked open, and Rosalind whirled, ready to hurl another stake.
Caine stood in the doorway, his arms folded. “Making friends, I see. How did you develop such a charming way with people?”
“I need to talk to you.”
His gaze landed on her bleeding neck wound. “Get in here. Now.”
“That was the plan.” She stepped into his room, surveying the space. It was more of a hall than a bedroom, and made of pure luxury. An enormous four-poster bed stood against a wall, a blue and silver embroidered canopy hanging around it. Starry lanterns blazed from stone walls. The remains of a feast were laid out on an oak dining table.
Caine’s raven familiar perched on an armchair, and a floral breeze blew in from a window. The room was beautiful; she wanted to lock herself in and sleep for days.
He pointed to the bed. “Sit down. What happened now?”
Gripping her neck, she crossed the room and sat on his blue-blanketed bed. “Someone tried to eat my neck. And my face, but that part is intact.”
He frowned, gently pulling her hand away. “Why did you leave the corridor? I specifically told you not to, or you’d be savaged by vamps.” He leaned down, inspecting her wound. “Of course you don’t listen to me, since you think you know—”
“I didn’t leave,” she cut him off. “And it wasn’t vamps who did this.”
He stood over her, peering down. “Who was it?”
“Keres. Three of them. They were sent to take me to some sort of master, but the ker committed suicide before I could get the full story.”
“Seven hells.” His jaw tightened. “What are keres doing here?”
“I think Erish uses them as some sort of slaves.”
“Gods below. I need to check the dungeons. And we need to speak to Ambrose.” He gently pulled down her collar, growling as he examined her neck. “I see you managed to disguise your human scent. You reek of ker blood.”
Dizzy, she could feel the blood draining from her head. “Bianca helped me before she offed herself.”
“Stop talking for a second.” He lightly traced his thumb around her ragged puncture wounds, chanting a spell—a melodious one she recognized from the other times he’d healed her. His cool, silvery aura curled around her body, caressing her skin, soothing her muscles. His magic whispered over her throat like a gentle kiss, and she sighed as the last of the pain left her body. She half wanted to throw herself back and curl up to sleep in his soft, blue blankets, wrapped in his calming, breezy aura.
“That should do it.” He narrowed his eyes, studying her. “What the hell happened to your hair?”
“Queen Antu chopped it off with her claws.”
He frowned. “The queen of the keres came into your room to cut your hair. I’m a little baffled by this turn of events.”
“She wanted to cut off my face as well.” She held up a hand. “Apparently, Erish sent them to abduct me—and look, before this conversation goes any further, I should probably tell you that I threw Antu out the window. Queen Erish had cut off her wings, so she didn’t survive the fall.”
Caine went completely still. “Start from the beginning.”
“Three keres showed up—a queen and her two lackeys. Queen Antu said she wanted to take me to my new master. We all fought. When Antu attacked, I stole one of your moves and threw a queen from a window. I won the battle, but my hair lost.” She crossed her legs. “On a scale of parking ticket to apocalypse, how bad is this situation?”
“I don’t know yet.” Candlelight glinted in his icy, gray eyes. “Queen Erish doesn’t normally stop until she’s gotten what she wants. We’ve got to contain the keres in case she has plans for them, but after that I’m not letting you out of my sight. We already lost track of Miranda. I’m not losing track of you, too.”
“Or Tammi.”
“Right.” He crossed to his dining table. “Even if she serves no tactical purpose,” he muttered, pouring himself some wine.
Irritation sparked. “Well that’s the difference between you and me. I don’t think of people just in terms of their utility. I actually like people, and since I like them, I tell them relevant things about myself, like ‘Hey, by the way, I’m a million centuries old, and my father is something called a shadow prince, and in Maremount I’m considered a monster.’ Oh no, wait, those are facts about you. Mine are normal things.”
Shadows gathered in his pale eyes. “Do you know why I don’t tell you things? Because sheltered, spoiled girls like you love to make judgments about good versus evil.”
Her cheeks burned. “Is that right?”
“It’s so nice to have a neat and tidy little world. You’re drawn to clean-cut, utterly pedestrian humans like Drew, with his light magic, and his pretty little potions. Then you’ve got the bad guys, the demons and dark magic, the incubi and the succubi, and let’s not forget the Ravener, son of the shadow prince. Everything is in its place, isn’t it? How nice for you to never have to make tough decisions about morality or think for yourself—so you can save all that mental energy for wallowing in guilt.”
“And at what point in your calculations do you mull over these complex moral judgments?” she shot back. “Before or after you decide someone’s tactical value to your goals?”
He ignored her, crossing to a trunk on the floor. He unlatched it, revealing a set of silver-hilted swords.
Drumming her fingers on the bed, she studied him. She’d never seen him quite this worked up. “Is it my imagination, or are you jealous of Drew? You seem a little hung up on him.”
“Don’t be ridiculous.” He strapped a sword to his back and rose. “Do you have any idea how easy it would have been for me to kill him?”
“Right. That doesn’t sound jealous at all.”
She straightened, eyeing his sword. “Are you going to check the dungeons? The keres looked starved. And there was dirt under their nails.”
“Yes. And then I want to bring you to speak to Ambrose.” He touched a lock of Rosalind’s butchered hair. “I am impressed you managed to defeat two armed keres and a succubus. The armor and weapons I left you must have come in handy.”
She shook her head. “I didn’t find any of that until after the fight. Antu surprised me. I was completely naked and weaponless for the whole encounter. I really appreciated the hawthorn—”
“Hang on. You’re skimming over crucial information. You were completely naked?”
“I was about to take a bath when they showed up.”
“I can’t believe I missed that. Naked brawling. Another reason not to let you out of my sight.” This time, his gaze slid over her more slowly. “I’m going to see what I can find out about the keres. I’ll spell the room—properly, this time. No one will be able to get in except me. I’m sure you know not to leave for any reason.” He left the room in blur of silver and black, the door slamming behind him.
Rosalind stood, pulling the knives from her holsters. She crossed to a small table that stood by his bed and laid out the blades, then lay back on the bed, spreading out her arms. She was exhausted. Fatigue burned her muscles. This wasn’t the time for rest, and yet it called to her like a siren.
As she tucked her hands behind her head, she inhaled deeply. Caine’s room smelled of jasmine, and the fabric below her was the softest she’d ever touched.
Her eyelids drifted shut.
She braced herself for the onslaught of gore that welcomed her every time she drifted off. But this time, a sunny image burned in her mind: a grassy field by a pond that smelled of brackish water, its gentle waves glittering in the sunlight. Dandelions and bluebells dappled the grasses along the shore. Someone came up behind her—the blue-eyed boy, handing her a tiny, curled seashell. She took it from his hand, then turned in a circle, letting the sea air rush over her skin.
But when she opened her eyes, a wave of horror slammed into her. The sky shimmered with waves of copper, silver, blue, and green… Four stakes stood by the shore, ready to burn four heretics.
Her pulse raced as shadows whirled around her, and in the next moment Caine stood before one of the stakes, gripping a woman by her collar. The woman’s brown eyes were open wide. Fear tightened its claws around Rosalind’s heart. The woman looked a lot like her, only older. Caine grabbed the screaming woman by her throat, pinning her to a stake.
And he drove a thick, iron nail right into the center of her heart.

The sound of the door creaking snapped her out of her dream. She sat up, catching her breath. Seven hells. I never want to sleep again. Sweat dampened her brow.
Caine stood in the door, holding a delicate, shimmering gown in his hands. “What happened?”
She swallowed hard, staring at him, all her muscles tense. Maybe he was right, and she was still terrified of demons deep down. “Just a bad dream. It doesn’t mean anything.”
But her entire body had gone cold. Something deeply disturbed her about that image of Caine murdering a woman who looked so much like her. It was almost as though she’d seen her own death.
Caine narrowed his eyes. “I want you to tell me about it later. But right now, we need to speak to Ambrose and find out what he knows. I saw nothing in the dungeons, but I suspect the guards were lying to me. I could smell it on them.”
“They’re protecting Erish?”
“She has a way of convincing people to be loyal to her. I’ve sent ten trusted soldiers to scour the castle for her and to bring her to Ambrose in chains. If she truly keeps her own secret army, even if they’re half-dead keres, she has committed treason.”
Rosalind stood, stretching her arms over her head. “What the hell does she want? She’s already queen.”
Caine grabbed a small blue cloth from the dining table, and soaked it with water from a pitcher. “She’s furious at Ambrose because he doesn’t sufficiently worship her anymore. Plus, she’s singularly obsessed with only one thing right now.”
“What?”
He crossed to Rosalind, tilting up her chin. “Me, of course.” Gently, he began cleaning the blood from her neck.
“I guess you and she have that in common.”
“When we go to see Ambrose, I want you to tell him exactly what you told me about the keres. And then I’m taking you out of Lilinor. We don’t know how many soldiers are loyal to Erish.”
“Where are you taking me?”
“Another one of my homes.” He ran his fingers over her throat, examining it. His face was truly stunning—with smooth, tan skin and eyes so pale they shined like starlight.
Why did I have that horrible dream about him?
He traced his fingers over her skin, his touch leaving a trail of tingles over her throat. “It healed well. You should be fine to travel.” He lowered his hand, stepping away, and cast a critical eye over her outfit. “Take off your clothes.”
“What?”
“I don’t want anyone to recognize you. Her guards may be all over this castle. And anyway, you can’t meet the high lord dressed like an assassin. You’re a Hunter.”
“Ex-Hunter.”
“Regardless, no one here trusts you.” He grabbed the dress from his bed and thrust it at her.
“Not even you?”
“I don’t need to trust you. I could kill you before your fingers even touched your weapon belt.”
“Whatever.” How I missed that classic Caine cockiness. “Turn around. I’m not stripping in front of you.”
He made sure she witnessed his eye roll before he turned his back, as if being shy about stripping in front of an incubus was the most ridiculous notion in the world. She pulled off her bloodstained leather shirt, then unzipped her pants, slipping out of them. “I do hope we’re coming back for the weapons. I was growing attached to them.”
“Of course. Someday, you won’t be so dependent on them.”
She lifted the dress in front of her, eying the stunning, dark fabric—a midnight blue that sparkled with tiny white gems like a spray of stars. The top was virtually sheer, apart from a few strategically placed embroidered leaves. She unhooked her bra. I guess this has to go, too. Visible bright blue bra straps were probably not the right look for a meeting with the king.
She pulled the dress over her head, and the thin fabric slid down her legs until it reached the floor. Layers of stunningly thin tulle formed the skirt, parting slightly above one of her thighs. “I don’t think I’ve ever worn anything so beautiful.”
He turned, inhaling sharply. “I think you need to do it more often.”
She flashed a smile. “Let’s go see the king.”
“Not quite yet.” He circled around to her back, zipped up the dress, and leaned in to whisper in her ear. “You look perfect.” His proximity to her alone was disarming.
“Fit for a king, I hope.”
His fingertips brushed over her shoulder, sending a thrill through her. “I want you to be cautious. Ambrose is just about to learn that his wife of five hundred years seems to be staging a coup. She’s the one who made him. I honestly have no idea how he will react.”





Chapter 10
T  hey stalked over an impossibly long walkway, lined on either side by three guards. At one end of the walkway, a tower speared the night sky, its pale stone walls gleaming in the moonlight. “The White Tower,” according to Caine, from which Ambrose ruled his empire—at least, when he wasn’t seducing human women.
Despite Caine’s declaration that she looked “perfect,” he’d still called Aurora in to paint Rosalind with makeup and fix her disastrous hair, pulling it up on her head with a thorny crown of tiny white pearls. No one would mistake her for a Hunter now, in this wildly impractical ensemble.
Still, she’d strapped a knife to her thigh where no one could see it. Who knew how many of these guards might be working for Erish?
Warily, she eyed one of the vampire soldiers, armed with a silver pike. His eyes followed her every step along the way, and the hair on the back of her neck stood on end.
A cool night breeze chilled her skin, and she shivered, then paused to peer over the battlements. From here, she could see the entire kingdom of Lilinor stretching out below. The castle stood at the highest point of the city, giving them a view of the kingdom’s twinkling white lights, which mirrored the starry sky. Thin alleys wound around the city in byzantine patterns, and sleek black buildings towered above. Glowing orbs lit the streets, burning like starlight, and sharp-spired towers pierced the air below them.
A flock of ravens flew overhead, cawing into the night sky, and her gaze lifted. The full moon hung in the sky like a fat dewdrop, and the constellations shone bright in a purple-hued sky. Certainly beautiful, if not relaxing.
She turned back to the walkway, hurrying to catch up to Caine. They were drawing closer to a tall, black door inset into the side of the White Tower. Two enormous vampire guards stood before the door, gripping spears, their pale eyes locked on her. They had long, tangled brown hair and beards—half vampire and half barbarian, then.
As Rosalind and Caine approached, she heard the low growl rise from one of their throats.
“Step aside,” Caine barked.
The guard to her right narrowed his eyes at Rosalind. “Who’s the human female? Ambrose has already chosen his courtesans for the night.”
A chilly wind soared over the battlements, raising Rosalind’s skin into goosebumps. Please don’t make this difficult for us. There was already enough danger without a guard creating a scene.
As big as the guards were, Caine matched them in size. A fight between them would rock the entire castle. It shouldn’t come down to that—Caine commanded the kingdom’s vampire soldiers. But a queen had supremacy over a general, and who knew what sort of discord Erish had sown before leaving.
“She’s with me, and I don’t answer to you.” Caine’s voice tightened her stomach. Not a tone she’d want to argue with. “Step aside, soldier.”
The guard’s pale gaze bored into Rosalind. “Sir, Queen Erish told us to be on the lookout for a human girl. A traitor and a Hunter—” The guard’s eyes bulged, and a choking noise rose from his throat. Caine’s angry, silver magic whirled around him.
Her pulse racing, Rosalind watched as the guard climbed up the battlement. He swayed on the edge, the wind whipping his hair and beard, and jumped.
Rosalind let out a sharp breath, peering over the edge. About five stories below, the guard lay impaled on a sharp silver spire. He moaned, writhing and still very much alive despite the thick spike protruding through his gut.
Caine met her eyes and gave a slight shrug. “He’ll live.” He shot a sharp look to the other guard. “Do you have any questions of your own, soldier?”
The guard had paled; he shook his head, pulling open the black door to reveal a stairwell.
Rosalind peered up the stairs. A white marble staircase wound upward. Thin rays of moonlight streamed through windows, and tiny white spheres hung in the air. Rosalind lifted her hem, following after Caine as they climbed the stairs. Just about ten stories left. My thigh muscles will rebel tomorrow.
Caine turned to look her over. “I guess the outfit didn’t work as much of a disguise. Though I’m still glad you’re wearing it.”
“Where do you think Erish went?” Rosalind asked.
“No one has yet reported finding her. I suspect she’s fled the city.”
“Any idea who the ‘master’ is?”
“Probably her. And he’s probably jealous of you.”
Rosalind frowned. “Why?”
“I told you. She’s obsessed with me.”
Rosalind arched an eyebrow. “Why would that have anything to do with me?”
“It doesn’t,” he said quickly. “She’s paranoid and delusional. She’s been acting increasingly insane in the past month.”
Rosalind frowned. “Seems odd that a hundred-thousand-year-old demon would suddenly develop a mental illness.”
As they climbed the stairs, Rosalind peered out the narrow windows, gazing out at the breathtaking city.
At last, they arrived at the top of the tower, and the stairwell opened into a short hallway lined by high, arched windows. A set of enormous black doors stood at the other end of the hall, with a line of guards before them.
Caine marched across the black marble floor, and Rosalind hurried to keep pace with his long strides.
The guards readied their spears. “Sir,” one of them called out. “Queen Erish has instructed that—”
Caine flicked his wrist, and the crunch of bone echoed off the high ceiling. The guards’ necks twisted to the side at unnatural angles, and they fell to the ground, grimacing.
Stepping over their bodies, Caine whispered another spell to open the doors.
They swung slowly open, revealing a hall with no ceiling; apart from thin, bony arches, the roof was open to the stars. Ivory columns rose from the walls, vaulting over them in a sort of peaked cage. Between the vaults, they had a perfect view of the moon.
Rosalind surveyed the rest of the space. Around them, enormous windows gave views of the city.
Ambrose sat in a silver throne by one of the windows, literally draped in a collection of half-naked human women. A white marble fountain lay inset into the center of the room. Apart from that, the room was nearly as bare as the women.
Looking at Ambrose’s breathtaking features, Rosalind could understand why the courtesans would volunteer for this job. With his sharp contrasts, he was as beautiful as Caine: pale skin and black clothes, blond hair and dark eyebrows, sharp cheekbones and soft lips.
As Rosalind and Caine strode across the room, Ambrose casually stroked one of the topless women on his lap—just above her hipbone. Rosalind wasn’t quite sure where to look. She only knew the girls were apparently a bit cold.
She glanced down at herself. As am I.
“Caine,” Ambrose said, “you’d better have a very good reason for breaking my guards’ necks, and for interrupting my evening.”
Caine waved a dismissive hand at the courtesans. “What I have to say to you is not for them to hear. Nor any guards.”
“I would suggest that the guards escort them back to the safe rooms, but you’ve rather inconveniently snapped their spines.”
“There’s one conscious guard at the bottom of the tower,” Caine said, before touching his chin thoughtfully. “Well, two, but one of them is impaled on a spire.”
Wide-eyed, the girls rose, walking as far as they could around Caine on their way out the door. After they left, he turned and flicked his hand. The doors creaked closed.
Ambrose’s gaze slid to Rosalind for the first time, and she shivered under his scrutiny. “You brought me Rosalind. That tempers some of my anger, I suppose.” He rose, his footsteps echoing off the floor as he walked closer, his movements fluid. His pale blond hair ruffled slightly in the wind. Closing the gap between then, he lifted a hand to her cheek, stroking it lightly with his thumb. He smelled of cloves. “Tell me Rosalind. If I took off your ring, would you still burn for me?”
“The queen has an army of keres,” Caine cut in abruptly.
Ambrose dropped his hand, his features darkening. “She what?”
“Rosalind will tell you,” Caine said.
“As soon as I arrived in Lilinor,” Rosalind said, “three keres showed up in my room—Queen Antu and two lackeys. They wanted to abduct me, to take me to some sort of Master. Caine thinks that’s Erish herself. And they screwed up my hair…but that’s beside the point. The point is, I threw Queen Antu out the window, and I roughed up the other two until they gave me a little information. But they died, so I didn’t get all the information.”
“I would like to see you fight, Rosalind,” Ambrose cut in. “I have a feeling it would be breathtaking.”
Caine cleared his throat—an irritated sound—but he didn’t say anything.
Rosalind continued. “One of the keres, Bianca, said Erish has been keeping them in the dark. It looked like she’s been starving them, and she’s cut off their wings. Hence, Queen Antu couldn’t fly when I threw her out the window. And they had dirt under their nails.”
“I didn’t find them in the dungeons,” Caine added. “But someone down there is bound to know something. Unfortunately, I believe some of our soldiers may be loyal to Erish. You must hunt them out.”
The vampire lord went completely still. Rosalind thought he wasn’t having much of a reaction to the news that his wife had been amassing an army, until she noticed the black shadows curling from his body in thorny spikes.
“I take it you knew nothing about this,” Caine said.
Ambrose’s fists had tightened, his knuckles white. “No.” A silence fell over the room. “Tell our best soldiers to hunt her down, and bring her to me in chains.”
“Already done,” Caine said. “Any idea what she has planned?”
“My spies have been watching her for months. She’s been coming and going out of the city, acting strangely. She’s been paranoid. I suspected she was planning on taking Lilinor for herself.” Ambrose stared directly at Rosalind, unblinking. “Keres once served the succubi, but they haven’t done so in thousands of years. The succubi were once revered, and now they’re reviled as monstrous whores. I think she’s a little bitter about the whole thing.”
Rosalind bit her lip. “Why cut off the keres’ wings if she wants them to serve her?”
“Punishment.” Shadows curled around Ambrose, slow and sharp. “For their disloyalty.”
“Speaking of keres, there’s something else you need to know,” Caine said. “An army of keres—winged keres—attacked Cambridge tonight. I don’t know where they came from or what they were doing there, but the Brotherhood will want to frame us. They’re going to use this as an opportunity to expand their powers.”
“Quite the coincidence,” said Ambrose. “Two ker attacks in one night.”
“But they were a different kind of keres,” she said.
Caine shot her a perplexed look. “What?”
Her mind sparked with this idea. “When the three keres came to my room, their magic looked like smoke and smelled of charcoal. The air should have been thick with black auras in Harvard Square. But there was none of it in Cambridge. It was… there were all kinds of auras around them, but nothing that looked like charcoal.”
Caine sucked in a breath. “Now that is fascinating.”
“What do you think it means?” she pressed. “Why would the auras look different?”
Caine crossed his arms. “They wouldn’t have ker auras if they weren’t really keres.”
“What else could they be?” Rosalind asked.
Ambrose’s eyes were locked on her. “Now that is something I’d like you to find out.”
“We still haven’t located Miranda,” Caine said. “If you want to create your daywalkers, she must be our priority.”
“She is,” Ambrose said curtly. “Find her. Then figure out what the fuck is going on with the keres.”
Ambrose didn’t seem in the mood for questions, but something had been nagging the back of Rosalind’s mind. She swallowed hard. “You seem protected here in Lilinor. Why are you so concerned with the Brotherhood?”
Ambrose surveyed her for so long, his shadowy aura snaking around him, that she wondered if he was about to lash out at her. Her chest clenched. At last he said, “The Brotherhood are learning to adapt. They don’t understand magic now. But I’ve lived long enough to know that things change.”
“I see,” Rosalind said. Perhaps he knew more than she did about the Brotherhood.
“I want to take Rosalind out of Lilinor,” Caine said. “If Queen Erish has soldiers loyal to her, Rosalind could be in danger.”
“Yes,” Ambrose said. “Take her to your tower. But before you do, I want you to find where Erish is keeping the keres.” His brow furrowed. “Kill them, if you must.” He glanced at Rosalind again, running a finger over her delicate, pearly crown before his gaze slid lower. “You look like a queen.”
“Not a queen,” Rosalind said, suddenly unsure if a crown was a breach of protocol. “More of a soldier.”
“Maybe, someday,” Ambrose said.
She wasn’t sure if he meant queen or soldier, but she didn’t want to ask.
Caine shot her a sharp look. “This soldier and I have work to do. I’ll report to you what we find down below the dungeons. And then we leave.”





Chapter 11
Caine led Rosalind down a narrow, straight stone stairwell at the very bottom of the fortress. In almost total darkness, she ran her fingers along the walls to steady herself. She quickly jerked them away when they ran over something slimy.
“Fond of Ambrose, were you?” Caine asked.
“What?”
“He seems taken with you.”
“Okay.” The air down here was damp and musty, full of dirt particles. “Can you do one of those light spells? It’s dark as hell down here.”
“You have no idea just how dark hell is,” he muttered, then whispered a spell, sparking a sphere that hovered just above their heads in the cramped space. It illuminating glistening stone walls, and a wooden door at the bottom of a long flight of stairs.
Caine was obviously in a weird mood, and she didn’t respond as they trudged down the stairs. Quiet fell upon them, interrupted only by a rhythmic dripping noise.
At the bottom of the stairs, Caine chanted another spell, and the deadbolts on the door unlocked with a creak. The heavy door groaned open, revealing an arched stone corridor lit by torches. About fifty feet away, two armed vampire guards stood shoulder to shoulder.
Caine shot her a quick look. “There will be a lot of iron down here. If we need to use magic, it won’t be very powerful. So let’s hope it doesn’t come to that.”
“I would rely on my weapons and armor, but you had me dress in transparent tulle so I could look pretty for the king.”
“If I remember correctly, you’re perfectly adept at fighting naked.”
As they walked, shrieks echoed from further down the hall. They drew closer to the guards, who looked like inverted images of each other: one with tan skin and a shock of white hair, the other raven-haired and pale as moonlight. Only their stony expressions matched.
Rosalind narrowed her eyes at the pair. After what she’d seen upstairs, she wanted to warn them to do whatever Caine asked if they knew what was good for them.
Caine stalked closer to them, staring down at one of the guards. “I don’t suppose you’ve seen Queen Erish down here recently.”
The white-haired guard didn’t meet Caine’s gaze. “No, sir.”
Caine tilted his head. “Why do I get the feeling that you’re lying?”
The vampire’s hands began to tremble. “The queen protects all shadow demons, sir.”
“The queen protects herself,” Caine said. “Tell me what you know about the keres.”
Nervously, the guard met Caine’s gaze. “Queen Erish said she was protecting our city. She said the Brotherhood are coming—”
“Who has protected you in the past?” Caine cut in.
“You, sir. And the High Lord.” The guard took a deep breath, holding Caine’s gaze. “In the southwest corner—”
In a lightning-fast gesture, the other guard plunged a stake right through his back. A bloodied wooden tip protruded from the white-haired guard’s chest, and he crumpled to the ground.
Rosalind took a step back, ready to grab for her knife, but Caine already had the killer by his neck. He lifted him into the air, then punched through the vamp’s ribs into his chest.
Rosalind’s blood drained from her head. Caine was gripping the vamp’s heart. “What did she promise you?” he snarled.
A thin stream of blood ran from the corner of the vamp’s mouth, and choking noises echoed off the ceiling.
“Tell me.” Caine’s voice was low and soothing. “And it will all be over.”
“Daywalking—” the vamp choked out.
Caine’s mouth twisted in a dark smile. “You thought Erish would help you become a daywalker?”
The vamp managed a nod before Caine pulled his heart from his chest, blood dripping down his arm. As the vamp crumpled to the floor, Caine slid his sword from his back. He sliced through the vamp’s neck, severing his spine, before glancing at Rosalind again. “I guess we’ve got to find the keres on our own. How many vampires do you think she made these promises to? I’d wager she’s manipulated all the prison guards, maybe more.”
“If a lot of soldiers knew about this, surely someone would have told you or Ambrose.”
“There has been a lot of discord among the soldiers. They’re not happy with us.”
“Why?” she asked.
“Ambrose promised to make them daywalkers. And it hasn’t happened. I’m sure by now some of them think Queen Erish could do a better job of it.”
Rosalind nodded at the white-haired guard. “He said something about the southwest corner.”
“So we’ll check that part of the dungeon.” Caine sheathed his sword, then began striding down the hallway. “There may be some sort of hidden entrance in the ground. There’s nowhere else in the city that they would have gone unnoticed.”
His footsteps echoed off the ceiling. The narrow hall was barely large enough for the two of them to walk abreast, and her arm brushed his. As they walked, the distant shrieks grew louder—frantic, animalistic noises, half human and half beast.
The narrow hall opened to a wider corridor with a packed-dirt floor, lined on either side by iron cells. Gray, emaciated arms clawed between the cell bars, scratching and grasping at the air. They seemed to be reaching right for Rosalind, and with a twist of her gut she realized why they’d been screaming. They’d been starved down here, and they could smell her blood.
Caine turned to look at her. “I suppose I don’t need to tell a former hunter to be careful around starved vampires.”
“I gathered that.”
The vampires’ shrieks sent a cold shiver up her spine, and she stepped into the corridor, walking as fast as she could. Her heart thumped wildly. Frantic hands reached for her, but she wouldn’t meet the vamp’s eyes. She didn’t want to see the desperation in them.
She crossed her arms as she walked, her gaze on the dirt floor, until a frantic banging noise interrupted the silence. Finally, she gave in, glancing to her right. A gaunt female vamp with wild brown ringlets was throwing herself against the iron bars, howling. Her fangs were bared, and her eyes burned with a bestial ferocity.
Rosalind swallowed hard and walked on, quickening her pace.
At last, the corridor opened into a central atrium. Five guards stood in the center, forming a circle, with each of them facing outward and surveying a corridor. Cell-lined hallways branched off from the atrium like spokes on a wheel.
The guards gripped silver pikes, and their shoulders straightened as Caine approached.
“Sir—” one of them began.
But Caine merely whispered a spell, flicking his wrist. The vampires fell to the ground. Caine never broke his pace.
“Are they dead?” Rosalind asked, stepping over a guard.
“No.” He led her to another corridor of cells. “But they probably should be. This could never have happened without their knowledge. I’ll let Ambrose decide their fates.”
As they entered another long corridor of iron cells, the prisoners’ arms began their frantic, desperate grasping again, and Rosalind tried to block them out. Still, their screams—full of hunger—cut to the bone.
As they approached the end of the corridor, Rosalind fixed her gaze on the ground, but even without lifting her head she knew they were getting closer to their target. A faint smell of charcoal wafted past her, a darkening of the dust particles that floated around them, a faint feeling of thin wires brushing over her skin. Ker auras.
“There’s nothing here,” Caine said. “Can you sense anything?”
“Yes. Give me a minute.” Rosalind tried to block out a banging noise from her left. She stared at the air around her hands, swirling with faint wisps of black that brushed over her skin. She raised her fingers into the air, studying them closely, and the wisps grew thinner. Bang. Bang. Bang.
“It’s coming from below,” she whispered. She crouched down, watching the darkening of the air around her fingers, smelling the air thickening with charcoal. She shifted onto her hands and knees.
“I’m quite admiring the view,” Caine said.
“It’s coming from the ground.” She brushed the earth back and forth. When she’d cleared away half an inch of earth, she caught a glimpse of wood.
Caine knelt beside her, helping her to clear it off. “And this is why I need you around.”
Rosalind brushed and scraped away the dirt with her hands, keeping her eyes on the ground, still trying to ignore the slamming noise to her left—a sound like metal slamming against metal, accompanied by agonized screams. Bang, bang, bang. This place was awful. Bang. Bang.
Together, they cleared the wooden surface, and Caine dug his fingers down, pulling up a square of wood. He let it slam onto the ground next to them, a cloud of dirt puffing into the air. Coughing in the dust, he peered down into a narrow, earthen hole.
Bang. Bang.
“It’s about a twelve-foot drop,” Caine said. “I’m going to jump in first and make sure it’s safe. Then you can follow.”
Bang. Bang. Bang.
Caine sat at the edge of the hole, then jumped. She peered down at him as he landed, still trying to block out that cacophony behind her. Bang. Bang. She was about to lose her mind. Unable to control her curiosity anymore, she glanced at the source of the noise. A male vamp—middle-aged, with frizzy gray hair—slammed his forehead against the bars, his face streaming with blood. His cracked skull was visible through his forehead.
“Fucking hell,” she muttered. I want to get the hell out of here. Now. “Caine?”
Uttering a spell, Caine sparked another glowing sphere, which cast pale light on an earthen space. He looked up at her. “I don’t see any immediate threats. Jump.”
She sat at the edge of the hole, dangling her legs over, and then let herself drop. Caine caught her around the waist. Her body slid against his as he lowered her; her pulse raced as her bare skin brushed against his thin shirt. His strong fingers lingered on her waist a little longer than they needed to, and an electric rush tingled over her skin. She met his gaze, and for a second she nearly forgot what they were doing.
“The keres,” he muttered, as if reading her mind.
She nodded, stepping away. “Right.” She surveyed this new space: a narrow, earthen tunnel, lit only by Caine’s sphere of light. The air down here was stale—full and heavy with mold—and she had the uncomfortable feeling that the ceiling might collapse at any moment, burying them under the earth. Which, incidentally, was pretty much Rosalind’s worst nightmare—particularly when that earth contained starved vampires. Keep your cool, Rosalind. Soldiers aren’t afraid of a little dirt.
Caine sucked in a sharp breath. “How the hell did Erish manage to create all this? Who dug this for her?”
They pressed on through the narrow tunnel, and Rosalind tried to steady her breathing, willing herself to stay calm. The passageway curved around, back in the direction of the atrium. Hugging herself, Rosalind took deep breaths, trying to ignore the feeling that she was sucking in dirt instead of air.
As they walked, the sound of female voices floated on the air, and thin tendrils of charcoal auras wafted toward them. The keres. Rosalind could only hope they were kept in cells like the vamps upstairs, but she really had no idea. Whatever the case, she didn’t imagine they’d be fond of their queen’s killer.
The sphere of light flew forward as they approached, and the keres’ talking subsided. As she and Caine drew closer, Rosalind could see the light glinting off metal. Good. They’re locked up.
The narrow tunnel opened into a wider earthen hall, and as Rosalind stepped into it she got a good view of the keres. On one side of the hall, the demons were kept in iron cells like the ones upstairs, but with packed-dirt walls instead of stone.
As Caine and Rosalind stepped into the hall, hundreds of silver eyes landed directly on them. Caine strode over to one of the cells, running his finger along the cell bars. “A ker prison in Ambrose’s dungeons. This is certainly unexpected.”
The pale, starry eyes gazed back at him. None of the keres responded.
“I don’t suppose anyone wants to tell me what you’re doing here?” he asked.
A heavy silence was broken by a call from one of the far corners of the hall. “We want our wings back!” someone croaked.
Caine crossed to one of the cells and reached inside, grabbing a ker by her ragged black dress and pulling her against the bars. “What is Queen Erish planning?”
The ker trembled. “She didn’t tell us,” she stuttered. “But if we do what she says, we get our wings back.”
“And what does she want you to do?”
Frantic, the keres began shrieking, jumping up and down on the earthen floor. Through the din, Rosalind could make out shrieks of “Don’t tell them! Don’t tell them!”
Rosalind peered further down the hall, and through the black auras she caught a glimpse of something that didn’t belong at all: swirls of copper, silver, blue, green, gray, and gold auras, curling into the air. What the hell?
While the keres continued their frantic jabbering, she stepped closer to the rainbow colors. Up ahead, there seemed to be a gap in the cells, and it was from that space that the colored aura rose.
As she walked closer, the hair on the back of her neck stood on end. Finally, at the gap’s edge, she peered around the corner. A window had been carved in the dirt—and through it, a giant set of eyes stared at her from an enormous, humanlike head.





Chapter 12
Her mind whirled, trying to process what she was looking at. A giant? I guess that’s who dug the tunnels. But giants had gone extinct thousands of years ago. Nevertheless, he looked distinctly enormous, and was staring right at her.
His eyes were a deep brown, glaring at her from below thick, wiry blond brows, and he smelled like a grave. His skin was rough and ruddy, with enormous pores, and she could see her own reflection in his enormous black pupils.
And I look scared as shit.
“Caine?” she shouted.
“What?” he barked, interrupting his interrogation of the terrified ker.
“There’s a giant,” she blurted.
“What?” he snapped again, in a tone implying that she’d lost her mind.
“There’s a fucking giant!” she shouted, stepping away from the creature.
In a fraction of a second, Caine had dropped the ker and was at her side.
The giant’s large brown eyes fixed on the incubus, and as soon as they did, a low rumble filled the hall. The ground trembled, and dirt fell from the ceiling. Oh shit.
From somewhere below, a deep, pounding noise reverberated through the earth, and chunks of the ceiling rained down onto her bare skin. The keres’ screeching intensified, and the demons jumped wildly in their cages.
In the next moment, Caine was whispering a spell, his aura lashing at the giant’s face The creature roared, tilting back his head, and the sound rumbled through Rosalind’s gut, sparking the voice in the back of her mind that always told her when to run. Buried alive, her mind screamed.
Instinctively, she reached for the knife strapped to her thigh—her only weapon. Fat lot of good it will do against a giant.
Clumps of dirt rained from the ceiling, and she grabbed Caine’s arm. “We need to run.”
But just as they turned to flee, an avalanche of dirt rained down, forming a wall where the tunnel should be. And with it, Rosalind caught a glimpse of gaunt limbs and faces, tumbling down.
Her knees went weak. The vampire prisoners had been freed. Nothing separated her from them now but a pile of dirt.
In the next moment, a giant fist punched through the earthen wall, then clamped around her waist. The behemoth clutched her hard in his meaty fingers, and panic clamped around her heart.
Her heart thrumming, Rosalind jammed her knife into the giant’s finger. At the same time Caine ran for his fist, sword raised. He sliced into the giant’s flesh, cutting straight to the bone. The giant only clutched tighter, crushing her ribs and pulling her toward his stubby, bloodstained teeth. His eyes… go for his eyes.
Panic lit up her nerves, and she ripped the knife from the giant’s finger, then hurled it at his eye. It sank into his pupil, piercing her reflection. The giant shrieked, dropping her into the tunnel again. His wail was deafening.
Rosalind ran back to Caine, but they were trapped. Great chunks of dirt rained down on her shoulders and hair. A starved vampire with hair the color of sand broke free from one of the piles of dirt, running right for Rosalind.
Caine slid an arm around her waist, pulling her close and chanting a spell. His silver magic curled around them, forming a shield. Rosalind pressed in close to Caine, and the hungry vamp slammed into his shield, her eyes burning blood red. She slammed herself against the invisible shield, her forehead splitting.
All around the silvery bubble, earth and mud rained down around them.
She closed her eyes, slowing her breathing. Caine leaned in, whispering, “I won’t be able to hold this shield forever. There’s too much iron around here.”
What will kill us first—the vamps, or the crumbling ceiling? They were about two minutes away from suffocating under the earth. She could already feel herself running out of breath. She tightened her fingers around Caine’s arm, her breath coming in short bursts. “We have to get out of here.”
“Stay calm.” He brushed her hair off her face. “We’ve got limited air in here.”
“That’s supposed to help me calm down?” She closed her eyes, concentrating on slowly exhaling before she had a panic attack and sucked all the air right out of Caine’s lungs. Her heart was beating fast as a hummingbird’s. “Can we teleport?”
“I don’t think it will work with all the iron, but we can try. I’ll definitely need you to chant with me. Are you ready?”
“Yes.”
Caine held her hand and slid the iron ring off her finger. Cleo’s aura roiled in her mind, leaching away some of her fear.
Before she knew what was happening, she was chanting along with Caine, her lips effortlessly forming the words for the teleportation spell. Their silver and green auras mingled together in a thrilling rush. She felt the power lighting up her body.
In the next moment, she was breathing clear air, standing in the center of Caine’s room. He slid the ring back on her finger.
She still gripped his arm around her waist. “It worked,” she breathed.
“You’ve got better control now.” Slowly, he released her, taking his warmth with him as he stepped away.
Her body burned from the exertion of the spell, and she flopped back on Caine’s bed, only half-aware that she was coating his sheets with mud and dirt. I’m alive. Thank the gods. I’m not buried under vamp-infested earth. She pushed herself up on her elbows, staring at Caine. “I thought giants were extinct.”
“So did I. And right about now, I need to figure out what the hell is going on. We seem to be under a ker attack, and I have no idea where the fucking giant came from.” The fortress walls shook from a violent pounding noise, and a muscle clenched in Caine’s jaw. “I need to get the army together, at least what’s left of it after Erish recruited half of them.”
A knock at the door interrupted them, and Caine quickly crossed to pull it open. In the doorframe stood a curly-haired female vamp, dressed for battle in tight-fitting black clothes, a sword slung over her back. She stared at Caine, squaring her shoulders. “Sir. There’s a horde of keres swarming out from the traitor’s gate. Someone or something blasted a giant hole in one of the dungeon walls.”
The pounding continued, the fortress’s walls rattling.
The temperature in the room chilled, and a whisper of black wings drew up behind Caine. “Get everyone to the esplanade. We fight them there.” He turned to Rosalind. “Stay here. The room is spelled to keep you safe.”
“I can help you.”
“I don’t have time to save you if anything happens to you,” he said. “And you’re as likely to get killed by a vamp as you are by a ker. You’re staying here.”
He has a point. “Fine.”
Caine left, slamming the door behind him, and Rosalind crossed to the window. The breeze smelled different now—no longer just floral, but tinged with the scent of blood and charcoal. Rosalind peered out at the esplanade; it swarmed with snarling keres, their muddy skin glistening in the moonlight. At least thirty vampire soldiers stood among them, armed with pikes—the vamps loyal to Queen Erish.
Even from ten stories up, she could still see Antu’s broken body on the stone. A few keres swarmed around her, lifting her broken body over their shoulders and ferrying it away.
A great thundering boom rocked the castle, and Rosalind gripped the windowsill to steady herself. The room tilted, and glasses slid off the shelves, shattering on the floor.
The earth rumbled with loud booms, and the giant appeared, crushing part of a stone wall as he climbed on to the walkway leading up to the esplanade. One of his eyes was clamped shut, and thick streams of blood dripped from his mangled fingers. He clenched his fists, screaming into the night.
The portcullis creaked open, and vampire soldiers began streaming into the open esplanade, their silver armor catching the moonlight.
Caine stood at the front of the charge, nearly a head taller than most of the vamps. Shadowy magic curled around him. He wore no armor, but two swords were strapped across his back and an entire arsenal of blades glinted from his boots and pants.
The giant took a step closer to the castle. He was going to crush the vamps and rip right through the fortress walls. But as soon as his gnarled, bare foot hit the ground, some of the vampires rushed forward, scuttling up his body like bugs, biting at his flesh, gnawing through his tendons and gristle. Moaning, the giant tottered, staggering back.
Caine pulled his sword from his back then launched into a sprint, fast as the night wind, and within moments he’d launched himself into the air. His sword found its mark right in the giant’s heart.
Rosalind’s breath caught in her throat. Holy shit. He can fly?
Groaning, the behemoth tilted backward, arms windmilling in large arcs. When he landed on the ground, the earth shook. Caine fell with him, still gripping his sword.
The brightly colored aura around the giant drifted away and disappeared into the night sky.
Screaming, the throng of keres swarmed around the giant’s body, trying to flee from Caine and his army. They moved fast—but the vamps were faster. Caine’s soldiers leapt onto the stone walls surrounding the street, swarming around the keres to flank them.
The demonesses were completely surrounded, wingless, trapped between the giant and the vamps. Their white hair gleamed in the moonlight.
Caine leapt down from the giant, gripping his sword. The vampires around him pulled their weapons from their sheaths.
A high pitched shrieking rent the air—the keres’ piercing battle cries.
The mob of keres charged for Caine, and he swung, moonlight gleaming off his sword. He towered over the keres, slicing into the first one that ran at him. The demonesses were gunning for him, and he fought in a stunning whirl of silver and black, hacking into ker bodies. The keres moved with inhuman speed, but they were armed only with knives—probably iron ones that could injure vamps, but not very effective against the sword. It seemed like they were up for a suicide mission, if it meant they had a chance of getting their wings back.
Caine could probably have ended it all quickly, using his magic alone. But as she watched his elegant swings, saw his body glowing with a pale silver light, Rosalind had the distinct impression that he enjoyed every second of this.
Then, with one graceful movement, he sheathed his sword. He was going to fight bare-handed. With his magic whipping around his body, he gripped a ker by the head, then twisted it to the side until she fell, her neck broken.
Horrifying—but Rosalind felt a strange thrill at watching his savage grace.
As Caine snapped necks, Rosalind’s gaze darted to the base of the fortress, and her mouth went dry. Three armed keres were scaling the wall, coming right for her. They scuttled up with a startling speed.
With a hammering heart, Rosalind slammed the window shut and locked it. She rushed to the table by Caine’s bed, grabbing for the weapons. With her eyes on the window, she gripped two, long knives. Her blood pumped hard, warming her limbs.
Just outside the window, a shrill battle cry pierced the air. They’re here.
Their faces only appeared in the glass for a moment before the window shattered, shards of glass spraying around the room. In an explosion of glass, the three ker women leapt into Caine’s bedroom.
A large, muscular ker at the front growled. “Queen-killer.”
Rosalind gripped her knives. Oh, shit.
The ker’s sharp teeth flashed. “Let’s see how you like being thrown from a window. You don’t have wings. Can you fly, little human?”
Nope. Rosalind raised her knives.
The largest ker lunged, and the other two scuttled forward.
They’re surrounding me. Well, I just have to take them out one at a time.
The keres would be expecting an attack with the knife, so maybe it was best to start with something else. When the muscular ker lunged, Rosalind pivoted, kicking the demoness hard in the chest. The crack of ribs echoed off the walls, and the ker flew back, slamming against the wall.
In the next moment, another stood in front of her, pressing a blade against her throat. “I want to see you jump. That, or I cut the skin off your body.”
Rosalind’s blood roared. I need to get out of this.
With a quick movement, she leaned away from the knife, then punched the ker in the face. The ker’s head snapped back, her position faltering. Grabbing the ker’s shoulder, Rosalind slammed her knee into the demon’s stomach. As the ker doubled over, Rosalind kicked her hard in the face. The ker’s knife clanged against the ground.
A violent tug on Rosalind’s hair yanked her back; she slammed against the ground, her skull cracking.
A swift kick to her ribs knocked the wind out of her, and another to her head sent sharp pain through her skull. She tried to roll over, to stand up and fight. They’re going to throw me out the window, and a crowd of angry keres will gnaw into my guts.
With shaking arms, she struggled onto her hands and knees, but a hard kick to her back knocked the wind out of her. She fell forward again, her face smacking against the stone floor. The rough stone bit into her skin. Two more kicks to her ribs, and agony blazed.
Just throw me out the fucking window. Her vision dimmed, and she tried rolling over again—but rough hands grasped her, lifting her up, claws digging into her skin. Thrashing, she struggled against them, but they forced her up, her back scratching over the jagged shards of glass on the windowsill.
“You can join our queen,” a ker growled.
Rosalind’s world tilted, and she felt the night wind whip against her skin. “Wait—”
The ker shoved her broken body over the broken shards of window, and Rosalind plummeted down.





Chapter 13
T  he cold wind whipped at her hair, and her life flashed before her eyes—Malphus as a little boy, giving her wildflowers. Miranda’s young face by the seashore. Tammi, painting Rosalind’s nails a lurid shade of red.
I’m not ready to die yet.
She raced toward the earth, finally landing hard. With the force of the fall, pain pierced her core. But she wasn’t on the earth—someone was holding her.
She blinked, looking up into Aurora’s face.
The vampire scowled. “Bloody hell, Rosalind. Who did you manage to piss off now?”
“I threw the ker queen out the window.”
“Of course you did.” Aurora put her down, but Rosalind still leaned against her, surveying the scene. Besides the giant, the esplanade was littered with ker bodies, some still twitching but most still. Some of the vampires picked over the corpses, plundering iron knives.
Caine stood in the center, his body soaked with dark blood. His pale eyes landed on Rosalind, and he stalked over to her, frowning. “I told you not to come out here.”
“Tell that to the keres who threw me out the window,” Rosalind shot back. Her body was on fire, her bones seared with pain.
“This one’s disaster prone,” Aurora said. “I caught her.”
Caine stepped closer to Rosalind, his eyes roaming over her body. “Injured again.”
“It was three against one,” Rosalind said. She pulled away from Aurora, straightening, and agony pierced her chest.
Aurora exhaled. “Do you two need to get naked for this or can you just heal her?”
Ignoring Aurora, Caine traced his fingers over Rosalind’s broken ribs and whispered his healing spell. His magic caressed her skin, soothing her pain. He brushed his fingertips over her back, and his aura thrummed through her body, filling her with euphoria. He let his fingers linger over the sheer fabric, his eyes scanning all the tears and rips on her tattered dress. “Better?”
With his hands brushing against her, she felt amazing. “Better.”
“Caine,” Aurora said. “Your soldiers are watching.”
Abruptly, Caine yanked his hand away as if he was being burned. He turned to the esplanade, squaring his shoulders and stepping away from her. The armed vampires had begun gathering around.
“My soldiers!” Caine shouted, his voice booming off the fortress’s stone walls. “We’ve easily defeated the keres, but they are not our true enemy. Your king and I ask you to continue this fight for him. Hunt down the traitor Erish, and bring her back to Lilinor in chains. You will have the freedom to move in and out of the city. Fill your bellies with the blood of any Hunters you can find. But whatever you do—find the queen. Find out how and where she got the giant. And know this—” He turned to Rosalind. “Rosalind and I will find her sister. And we will turn you into a legion of daywalkers, the most powerful vampire army since the days of King Cranaus. Erish is not your savior.”
The vampires erupted into loud cheers, and Caine turned to her. “I’m taking you out of here. Aurora will join us later, but we can’t stay. Erish is bound to have some loyal to her who will try to abduct you.”
“Quite confident in your speech, there.”
“Demigods don’t lack for confidence.”
She frowned. “What happened to the giant?”
“Suffocated.” He grabbed her hand pulling her closer. As he slid his arm around her waist, his warm, strong body pressed against hers. She slipped her arms around his neck, relishing the warmth. She’d nearly forgotten all about the terrible dream she’d had about him.
He tucked his head down, whispering his transportation spell. She joined in, their auras tingling over her skin, vibrating through her healed ribs. Silver and green light flashed, and she closed her eyes.
When she opened them again, they stood in a forest, dwarfed by oak trees. Pearly streams of light danced between the leaves. She pulled her arms away from Caine.
Caine turned, walking over the deadfall. “It’s not far from here. While we’re walking, I want you to tell me about that nightmare you had.”
Thorns caught on the hem of her dress, and she tugged on the fabric, ripping it some more. “That hardly seems important now.”
The forest path wound through overgrown juniper and chokeberry shrubs. “Some nightmares don’t mean anything. But if someone is after you, you’d be wise to pay attention to your dreams. Demons and mages can manipulate them. And they can tell you of things to come.”
A shiver rippled over her skin. Gods below. Does that mean he’s going to crucify me some day? “There were some stakes, set up for some sort of executions.”
She felt a change in the air—a chilling of the wind, a subtle shift in the shadows—and the hair on her arms stood on end.
“Have you seen them before?” he asked.
She shook her head. “Nope. Only in my dream.”
“What else did you see?”
The breeze blew her shortened hair into her face, and she brushed it away. This nightmare was the last thing she wanted to talk about with Caine—it would only confirm what he’d said about her tendency to divide the world up into good and evil, with him on the wrong side of the divide. “I’ve had lots of bad dreams. I’ve been having nightmares all week.”
“What type of dreams?”
She shook her head. “They were mostly memories—things that have already happened. Tammi in the Chambers’ prison. Me, torturing Malphus. You lying on the floor, bleeding. Do you think it means something?”
“It could be chronomancy. Stealing from the timeline of your life—visions of your past or future. The chronomancer feeds these snippets into your dreams.” He inhaled deeply. “Did you see any auras in the dream?”
She thought back, envisioning the color of the sky over the four stakes. “Yes. But it wasn’t just one color. It was a whole array. Copper, like Drew’s. Silver, like yours.”
“Like mine?”
“Or Erish’s. You have the same aura.”
Caine stopped walking, his silver aura snaking from his body. “We what?”
“Must be an incubus thing. Anyway, what does it mean if there were auras in my dream?”
“It means a coven of mages are interfering with your dreams. And apparently, shadow mages and light mages are working together, for some absurd reason.” Caine turned and began walking again. “And perhaps they’re the same people who created the pseudo-keres.”
Please, gods—that nightmare of the stakes can’t be my future. “What if the visions aren’t real? What if the coven is sending me images they’ve manipulated?”
“It doesn’t work that way. The reason it’s called chronomancy is that the practitioner manipulates time in your dreams. They’re mining your soul for glimpses of images on the timeline of your life. And these are stakes you’re sure you’ve never seen before, so that can mean only one thing: they lie in your future.”
A salty breeze rustled the leaves, chilling her skin. So why the fuck did I see a vision of you driving a nail through my heart? She swallowed hard, her mind churning. And is this coven trying to threaten me—or to warn me to stay the hell away from Caine? Her chest clenched. She had to believe it wasn’t true, or she’d lose her mind. Perhaps Caine didn’t know everything about magic.
“I want you to remember one thing,” Caine said. “Erish, the Brotherhood, this new master of yours—all these people want to hurt you. And they’ll use your weaknesses against you. When we learn where Tammi and Miranda are, you can’t go rushing off half-cocked, trying to save them. Your enemies will use your emotional attachments against you. That’s the most important warning you need.”
“I see. This is part of your whole ‘loyalty is a weakness’ theory.” Her footsteps crunched over the deadfall. She frowned, her mind reeling over the image of her crucifixion. “You can’t be certain this vision will come to pass.”
He cut her a sharp look. “Why are you so worried? All you saw was a bunch of stakes.”
Whoops. “Well, wooden stakes are rarely good news.”
“I told you. It’s your fate. Anything a chronomancer shows you will certainly happen, unless it already has. But you didn’t see anyone die, so don’t throw yourself off a cliff just yet.”
Dread wrapped its fingers around her heart. No one died in my dreams except me—at your hands. Either Caine was just using her, and would murder her when he was done with her—or perhaps she’d become insane like Miranda, and have to be put down like a rabid dog?
A spark lit in the back of her brain. Perhaps it wasn’t her who was murdered by Caine. It could just as easily be Miranda. And who knew if Miranda would deserve it? Her twin had already tried to murder her once, and she probably worked for the Brotherhood now.
Her fists tightened. Whatever the case, there was no point in trying to change the outcome. She’d read enough of those Greek tragedies to know that you couldn’t escape destiny. And this wasn’t the most pressing problem right now. She still had to find out what had happened to Tammi, before her best friend ended up dead.
Caine held up a hand, stopping her march. “We’re here.” He chanted a low, melodious spell. His aura reverberated through the oak leaves. As he finished, the trees thinned out, revealing a large field that bloomed with yellow primrose and white moonflowers. A stone tower stood in the center of the clearing, reaching up to the starry sky. To the right of the tower, a serene pond reflected the moon, a milky crone’s eye staring back at itself.
“It’s beautiful,” she murmured.
Caine marched through the flowered grasses, and she followed. “You won’t need to worry about the keres here,” he said. “This field is glamoured. No one can see it but us and the servants inside.” He arched an eyebrow. “Though if keres did manage to find us, I wouldn’t mind witnessing another naked fight between you and them.”
Her cheeks warmed, and she pushed the image out of her mind. So easy to be distracted by Caine. “When can we try out this scrying spell to find Tammi?”
“I said you need to sleep first.” His gaze raked over her body. “And you haven’t been eating. You’re no good to me when you’re falling apart.”
She opened her mouth, ready to protest, but it was completely true. “I haven’t been feeling myself lately.”
“I can see that. Is this some strange sort of Hunter penance? I’d love to know what it is that you’re atoning for.”
She tutted. “Oh, whatever.”
“Maybe you feel bad that you watched your ex-boyfriend die, or maybe that you tortured Malphus. It could be that you lost track of Miranda.” A faint smile crossed his lips. “But my money is on your uncontrollable lust for a demigod-like incubus known as the Ravener. It fills you with all sorts of internal conflict, lust warring with self-hatred.”
“Wow. I forgot how much you love yourself.”
“I quite like to watch you fight with yourself. There is something terribly seductive about self-hatred.”
The tower loomed above them as they drew closer, and she could see its arched black door come into view.
“People don’t really say the same for self-adoration,” she said. “Something for you to think about, if you ever want to evaluate your personality.”
“Why on earth would I do that?” He folded his arms behind his head, and his black shirt sleeves slid up, giving her the best possible view of his muscled arms, covered in lethal-looking alchemical symbols. Somehow, as they walked in the woods, he’d completely cleared himself of all the blood and dirt covering his body. He smelled amazing.
“Speaking of demigods…” She swallowed hard. “What’s the deal with the shadow prince—your father? Erish said the shadow prince. As in—there’s only one. And if Nyxobas is the king of the shadow realm…”
“So you’ve worked it out,” Caine said. “My father is prince of the shadow realm. Nyxobas’s son. And now you know why I look like a demigod.” Caine gestured for her to enter the tower’s door, and she stepped into a stairwell lit by tiny, glowing white orbs. “I am one.”
Seven hells. Caine was close kin to the god of night. No wonder his power was so overwhelming. Malphus must be his half-brother, fathered by the immortal shadow prince, but with a different mother.
“My father is a prince of night,” he said. And if you sleep near me, I’ll keep the nightmares out of your head.”
Rosalind began climbing the stairs, her stomach clenching. But what if you’re the scariest thing in them?





Chapter 14
A s she pushed her way up the stairs, her thighs burned with fatigue. But despite her exhaustion, her mind whirred as she tried to pick apart all the clues to Tammi’s disappearance. The facts seemed ephemeral. She felt like she was stumbling in a darkened theater, trying to make sense of grainy old film images flickering on the screen. The keres, the giant, the strange auras, her nightmare about Caine… none of it pieced together in a sensible way. And meanwhile, Tammi could be in serious trouble.
Tammi had no past among the demons or Brotherhood, apart from her connection to Rosalind. Rosalind, meanwhile, had made a million powerful enemies. Erish, Bileth, her own twin sister, the Brotherhood…
If the Brotherhood weren’t so dead set against using magic, she’d have been certain of their involvement. They’d love to stage some sort of PR coup, parading her and Tammi on TV as captured terrorists. A wonderful resolution to the whole ker massacre situation.
At least when they performed the scrying spell, they’d get something more tangible.
Rosalind’s legs felt as if they were about to give way. Too bad that teleportation spell uses up so much energy.
At last, an oak door came into view, ending their climb.
Caine brushed against her as he stepped up to the door, pressing his fingers to the oak. The wood glowed with silver, and swung open to reveal a stunning, circular hall.
A glass dome arched above them, twinkling with constellations that seemed to burn brighter inside. On the gray walls, someone had painted a spray of inky black ravens that seemed to climb for the heavens. Pushed up against a wall, a table held a vast array of alchemist’s equipment: flasks, beakers, and metal tools.
A mahogany dining table stood in the center of the room, and a breeze filtered in from a tall window. A round, stone bathtub nestled into the corner just under the window,.
She glanced at Caine’s bed, its purple blankets embroidered with thin silver vines. She was desperate to throw herself down on it, but she was still covered in mud and filth.
“Wow.” She inhaled deeply, catching the scent of wildflowers in the air. “You stay here by yourself?”
“Just me and the servants. I have a very good cook.”
A knock at the door interrupted them, and Caine crossed to pull it open. A stunning vamp stood in the door, twirling her platinum hair around her fingertips. She wore a black dress, cut in a deep V to her belly, and with equally dramatic slits up to her hips. A sparkling silver belt wrapped around her waist, and a crimson bag hung from her shoulder.
Caine leaned against the wall, clearly letting his gaze wander all over her. “Hello, beautiful.”
She ran her finger down the front of Caine’s body. “We haven’t seen each other in a while. I was beginning to feel lonely.”
Rosalind did everything in her power to resist rolling her eyes, but she failed.
The dreamy look fell from the girl’s face as her gaze darted to Rosalind. “I saw you come in with a female. You walked up here very slowly.”
“She’s human. She moves slothfully.”
“I’m right here,” snapped Rosalind.
The girl frowned. “The human’s clothes are torn and filthy. I brought some better ones. I don’t like the thought of you with beggar women. Perhaps she should bathe.”
Rosalind raised a hand. “Still here.”
“You did beautifully, Kaila,” Caine said. “I won’t forget it.”
Kaila narrowed her eyes. “Is she the Hunter I’ve heard about? Are you safe?”
Caine glanced at Rosalind. “I think I’ll be able to handle her.”
Rosalind crossed her arms. “I hate the Hunters more than anyone now.”
Caine turned back to Kaila. “Please send someone up with a dinner. She gets cranky when she’s hungry.”
Kaila stepped out of the room, and Rosalind’s stomach rumbled. “I actually am starving. Thank you for dinner, and thank you for taking me here.” She stretched her arms over her head. “How long do I need to sleep before we can try the powerful scrying spell?”
“You’ll sleep as long as you need. If you perform powerful magic while you’re weak, you’ll lose your mind, and you may not get it back.” His raven fluttered into the window, perching on the edge of the bath. The bird cocked her head. Caine flicked his wrist, and the starry constellations above brightened, illuminating the space with a pearly glow. Was he controlling the stars, or was that just an illusion?
Caine leaned against his dining room table, studying her. “You’re covered in several different kinds of filth. Demon blood, your blood, and a thick layer of dirt.”
She glanced down at herself, at the mud encrusting her gown. Caine, on the other hand, was completely pristine.
“Don’t you have a spell to clean it off?” she asked.
He ran his thumb over his lower lip thoughtfully. “Is a refusal to bathe part of your atonement, too? It might help you release some of that tension you’re carrying in your shoulders, you know. And it will help you get some real sleep.”
Her muscles screamed, and a bath sounded amazing. “Fine. A bath, food, sleep, and then the scrying spell. And then we rescue Tammi.”
“Primarily Miranda, and perhaps Tammi.” He crossed to the bath, turning on a faucet. It began to fill, and steam rose from the stone tub, curling into the air like ghostly magic.
Rosalind plopped down in a chair, pulled up her hem to unzip her boots, and slid them off. Caine sat at the edge of the tub, watching her. Under the starry midnight dome, his skin was a perfect pale gold against his dark hair, his eyes an arctic blue. He wore a black cotton T-shirt, so thin she could just make out his muscled form below the fabric, and she had the strongest temptation to cross the room and brush her fingers along his upper arms. I really need some sleep before I lose the final remnants of my impulse control.
Caine turned off the faucet. “It’s ready.”
“Right.” She stood, folding her arms. “Um, you’re not going to watch me. Humans aren’t normally naked in front of each other.”
His cheekbones looked razor-sharp in the glowing light. “I’m not human.”
“But I am.”
He sighed, standing. “I’ll turn the other way if it makes you happy, though it’s frankly a shame to let a beautiful body go unseen.” He crossed the room to pour himself a glass of whiskey.
While Caine carried his drink to a deep blue armchair, facing away from her, she inhaled the steamy air and breathed in the mint and lavender scent. She leaned down, pulling off her filthy dress, and let it fall to the stone floor, then stood shivering in the night breeze.
Caine’s raven fluttered to the back of his armchair, watching as she pulled off her underwear. Being naked in a room with Caine felt very different than being naked alone, even if he wasn’t watching, and she felt acutely aware of every inch of her exposed skin, and the cool breeze that whispered over it, raising goosebumps.
She untangled the pearly crown from her hair, setting it down on the bath’s edge.
“The lavender and mint will help with your nightmares,” Caine said.
She walked up the stone steps to the bath’s edge, eying Lilu. The raven seemed awfully intent on watching her bathe. “A bath can help with my nightmares?”
“I’m kin to the god of sleep. I know about these things.”
As she dipped her leg into the hot water, her muscles began to relax a little. Instantly, it soothed her burning calf. She stepped further in, letting the steaming water envelop her skin up to her neck.
Tammi was missing, but at least she had a plan now—a chink of light in the darkness. She and Caine would find out where her friend had been taken.
Rosalind lay back against the smooth stone surface, looking up at the night sky through the dome. The stars seemed to burn brighter here, away from all the streetlights. “I love it here,” she said. The thought was a surprise to her, but as soon as the words were out of her mouth she knew they were true.
“In my bedroom?”
“It’s an extraordinary bedroom.”
“In that case, I’ll have to find a way for you to spend more time in it.” He stretched his arms over his head. “Let me know if you need any help in the bath.”
“Let me guess. Bathing is among your many talents.”
“My hands are very skilled.”
“Of course. Being a demigod and all. But I think I’ll manage just fine, even with my slothful human ways.” She dunked her head under the water, coming up again to reach for the soap. She worked it into a lather over her skin, washing the dried blood and dirt from her neck and chest.
After she rested, she’d have to use some serious magical power if she wanted to rescue Tammi. Erish had said she’d been expecting someone epic, and that Rosalind didn’t fit the bill. Maybe she was right about that—Rosalind wasn’t legendary.
Yet. She scrubbed the mud off her neck. But I will be epic—even if it takes me to my death.
She splashed water over her throat, washing off the suds. “Caine, I want to learn how to use my magic properly. Not just the scrying spell, but everything that Cleo knows how to do.”
“This is an interesting change of heart. I thought you were scared of losing your mind?”
She lathered the jasmine-scented soap over her legs. “I am scared. But I can’t let fear rule me. I’m not immortal like you. I’ve only got one human life, and I want it to count for something. If someone is coming for me and my friends, I want to be strong enough to destroy them. And I think I can handle the magic better now. When we were together in the woods weeks ago, you told me to condense Cleo’s aura down to a tiny sphere. I think I know how to do it, now. It’s how I got through the keres’ attack in Cambridge, when all those auras were flooding my mind.” She sat up, warming to this idea. “The forces that we’re up against are too powerful for me to fight with conventional weapons. I want to take on whoever stole Tammi, and whoever caused the keres massacre. I want to be able to defend myself against demons like Erish. And I need to fix what I did to Miranda.”
“What you did?”
“I mean, what the Brotherhood did. They tortured her into being a total maniac.”
“I have a feeling she lost her mind long ago,” Caine said.
She rubbed the soap under her armpits. “What makes you say that?”
“It’s the curse your parents gave us. A human body was never meant to hold two souls.”
And perhaps that’s why you’ll have to kill me or Miranda someday. “Then why have you been so eager for me to take the ring off and use magic, if I’m just going to turn insane?”
“I’m here to help you. I can tell you, for example, not to use a powerful spell when your body is tired. Miranda was just a girl, and she had no one. She wouldn’t have known what was happening to her. She would have had no idea how to control it.”
Rosalind rinsed the suds off her skin. “So who helped you control it?”
“No one.”
“You don’t seem insane.”
“Not anymore,” he said darkly.
“Are you ever going to tell me what happened?” Soapy water swirled around her. “You said that after my parents saw what happened to you, they sent Miranda and me away. You’ve just never told me what happened.”
A cold silence enshrouded the room, and the night breeze rushed in, slamming the window shut. Something seemed to shift in the shadows, darkening. “That’s not exactly how it happened,” Caine said. “It’s a little more complicated than that, and this is not the time to discuss it. It has nothing to do with our task.” He stood, but didn’t face her as he drained the last of his drink. “Your dinner will be here soon.”
She bristled. It was hard to make decisions when she only had glimmers of the facts. Why did Caine get to decide what was relevant? “At least tell me about my parents. Drew seemed really weird about them when I asked.” She frowned. “I feel like everyone is hiding something from me.”
The light in the room dimmed for a few moments, as if the very stars in the sky were flickering, and Rosalind pushed up onto her knees, the warm water dripping down her skin.
“I thought you were focused on finding your friend?” Caine said in a low voice, snatching a bottle of wine and a corkscrew. “Dredging up old, irrelevant history will only take your mind off what we need to do.”
Rosalind frowned. Despite what Caine said, she couldn’t escape the feeling that whatever had happened in the past was somehow connected to the present.
A knock at the door interrupted the quiet.
Caine turned, and for just a moment his eyes flicked to her soapy breasts, then glanced away. “Why don’t you get dressed before I open the door. If I remember correctly, humans don’t like to appear naked in front of strangers for some absurd reason.” He ran a hand through his hair. “Lilu, get her a towel and some clothes.”
The bird flapped across the room, picked up a deep blue towel from a folded pile of linens on a shelf, then carried it over to Rosalind in her beak. Rosalind stood, the water dripping down her skin. She stepped out of the bath and dried herself off with the soft towel.
Caine faced the door, his shoulders completely rigid with tension as he uncorked the wine.
As Rosalind toweled off her hair, Lilu returned with a silver bra and underwear in her beak, followed by a thin blue gown that shimmered like a starry sky. Rosalind slipped into the underwear. How did demons always guess her exact bra size? It was unnerving.
She pulled the gown over her head, and the dress’s smooth silk caressed her thighs as she slipped into it. “I’m dressed.”
Caine turned to her, his eyes slowly sliding down her body, taking in the skin exposed by her low neckline. “It suits you.”
He poured the wine into two glasses on the dining room table.
Another knock sounded at the door, and Caine crossed to open it. A blond male vampire stood in the door, wearing jogging pants and sandals. Apparently, not all vampires were glamorous. He lifted a domed silver tray. “Your dinner.”
Caine took it from him. “Thank you, Andre.”
Rosalind’s stomach sank as she remembered what vampire food tasted like.
Andre slipped out of the room, closing the door, and Caine slid the tray across the table while Rosalind took a seat. The last time she’d eaten something prepared by a vamp, it had involved candy hearts glued to meatloaf with stale grape jelly.
Caine sat across from her, watching her over his drink. “For the love of Nyxobas, eat something. I need you at full strength. Plus, it would be a shame if you turned into a skeleton.”
“If I recall correctly, vampires can’t cook.”
He quirked a smile. “You didn’t enjoy your frozen waffle with meatloaf?”
“It was like there was a party in my mouth, and everyone was being arrested for war crimes.”
“I have a Fae chef. It’s a complete different eating experience.”
She pulled the silver dome off the tray, and her mouth instantly began watering. Laid out before her was a leg of lamb seasoned with rosemary and mint jelly, and cherry relish on the side. She stared at a heap of roasted potatoes, and a bowl of steaming bread pudding. Her stomach rumbled, and she rubbed her belly. “Wow. The Fae seriously know how to cook.”
“They are deeply hedonistic. It’s why I get along with them.”
She cut into the lamb, cooked rare, and took a bite. The meat practically melted in her mouth. In an instant, she was hit with the full force of her appetite, as if it had been suppressed until her first bite of delicious food. Her stomach growling, she alternated bites of lamb with potatoes, then demolished the bread pudding, scraping the last remnants of rich custard from the side of the bowl. She licked the spoon, wishing there was more.
Leaning back in her chair, she exhaled. Caine was staring at her.
“Sorry,” she asked. “Did you want some?”
“No. I just forgot how you eat. It’s somehow sexy and deeply disturbing at the same time.”
“Sexy and disturbing. Like a clown doing a strip tease.”
“That’s basically what I envision when I think of you.”
She leaned back in the chair, her belly full. For the first time in weeks, she was starting to feel more like herself again. She was ready to sleep for days. She glanced at his bed. Her eyes were practically drifting closed, and never had a piece of furniture seemed more appealing. She would have sold her soul to Nyxobas to sleep in that bad.
Assuming she wasn’t going to dream about being crucified again.
“Go to sleep,” Caine said, stretching his arms over his head. “When you wake, at full strength, we do the scrying spell, and all will be well again.”
“Where will you sleep?”
“In my bed, the same as you.”
“Is that your famous incubus seduction technique?”
“If I wanted to seduce you, you’d be out of that dress and lying across the table right now, begging me to touch you.”
She could feel her chest flush. She wasn’t sure she’d even be able to fall asleep next to him with that image in her mind. “Maybe you should wait until I’m asleep before you join me.”
“I will. And when you sleep, I’ll make sure to keep the nightmares away.”
She swallowed hard. Too bad you’re the worst part of them.
She crossed to his bed, then crawled in pulling back the covers, slipping between his silky sheets. Caine flicked his wrist, and the movement seemed to dim the twinkling stars above them until only the pearly moonlight lit the room. As she pulled the sheets up around her, she looked at Caine. He pulled a spellbook from a shelf across the room, then crossed to his armchair, settling in with a small sphere of light to illuminate his book.
Rosalind closed her eyes. Caine’s sheets smelled of him, like thunderstorms and a hint of jasmine. A soft rain began to patter the domed roof, and her eyes drifted shut, her breathing slowing. As she drifted off into a deep sleep, images rose in her mind—a field of juniper trees, and eating cherries under a starry sky, the juices staining her lips and fingers red.
Her fingers dripped with bright red—not berries anymore—thick blood, pouring from her chest. Is that me on the stake? Her body shook as she watched the scene unfold. She was in the field again, beneath the colored sky, watching as Caine slammed her against a stake—it was her, only older. Caine’s face was contorted with rage—pure beast, more demon than human—and he drove a nail through her heart, pinning her to the stake like an entomologist’s specimen. Her crimson blood flowed down his arm, and he growled like a wild animal.
She gasped, and a pale silver light, like starlight, burned away the gruesome image. She was in the jasmine-scented bed, dimly aware of a body next to hers—strong, smooth arms that folded her against masculine contours, and enveloped her in a warm embrace.





Chapter 15
When she awoke, the sky was a dusky blue. Dawn? She stretched her arms over her head, turning to find that the bed next to her was empty. She had no idea how long she’d been asleep, but she felt amazing for the first time in weeks.
She pulled off the blankets and rose, crossing to the dining table. Someone had left out more food for her—cheese, fruit, and bread—and hunger gnawed at her stomach. She picked up a knife and spread some of the creamy cheese on a piece of bread, taking a bite. Within only a few minutes, she had worked her way through most of the bread and fruit.
Lilu perched on the edge of the bathtub, watching her.
“Lilu,” said Rosalind. “Any idea where Caine is?” She wanted to get started on the scrying spell as soon as possible.
The bird cocked her head, and Rosalind frowned. Stupid, talking to a bird, really.
Just as she was considering searching the tower for Caine, the door opened. Caine stood in the doorway, a newspaper tucked under his arm. “I’ve got some bad news.”
“What?”
He handed her the paper. “While you slept—for a day and a half, I might add—the Brotherhood has been spinning a very interesting story.”
Frowning, she picked up the paper. Caine’s beautiful face stared coldly out from the front page, and the headline read The Ravener Attacks Cambridge.
“They’re blaming the keres’ attack on you,” she said.
“Not just me. Turn the page.”
A chill spread over her skin, and she flipped the page. There—just as large as Caine’s photo—was Tammi, standing in Harvard Square, looking up at the night sky.
Rosalind’s blood chilled. “What the hell is going on?”
“According to the Brotherhood, I called up a swarm of keres to attack humankind. And Tammi was there to help me.”
Rosalind examined the picture, her blood pumping hard. Tammi was holding a small bag from Painted Lady, the makeup store. Rosalind pointed at the photo. “This was the night she snuck out, before the wards went up. She was just buying us makeup.” Rosalind pointed at her own toes. “Rouge Dior, some raspberry lip gloss. This wasn’t the night of the ker attack. But someone was watching her all the same.”
She shook her head. This was bad news. The Brotherhood could be torturing Tammi to within an inch of her life. “The Brotherhood were watching her, apparently. How could they have put up the wards if they don’t use magic?”
“You know how they operate. What do you think they’re doing?”
She took a deep breath, scanning the article. Randolph Loring, the Brotherhood’s leader, was already calling for more extreme measures. They needed to suspend the normal laws so the government could protect its citizens. Otherwise, the demons and witches would win. She’d heard all this before, but now they had the entire country listening. They were proposing an Act of Congress called the Liberty Act, which would expand their ability to imprison and punish humans without trials.
Rosalind bit her lip, anger surging. This is working out so well for them, isn’t it?
She took a deep breath. “Josiah lectured us about leadership. He said that wars are fought with PR, and that if a populace doesn’t believe in the work we were doing, it could limit the Brotherhood’s effectiveness. They believe public perception and civil liberties can tie their hands with red tape and legal requirements.” She slammed the paper shut. “This is why they like scapegoats. If people are scared enough of you, the Brotherhood can do whatever they want. There will be no limits to their power. They need the country to be horrified by magic. And whoever invoked the keres…” Her voice rose.
“They handed the Brotherhood a major victory. People are terrified. The Brotherhood can take us back to the dark ages now. They can light people on fire in the town common if they want.”
“Why, exactly, do they want this?”
She shivered. “I only ever wanted to fight demons. I saw what the demons had done in Boston, and I thought it was us against them—that we needed to protect ourselves from people like Bileth or Erish. But the people who run the Brotherhood are true believers. They worship Blodrial, and they want heretics to be punished. They want to claim souls for Blodrial, to purify the country in his blood. They want to bring back the golden age of witch hunting, and completely rid the earth of the Angelic language. They believe in racial purity—humans shouldn’t mix with demons. And whoever created the keres massacre played right into their hands.”
Caine arched an eyebrow. “They’ve simply scapegoated the only mages they knew of, and Tammi, who has nothing to do with anything. They’re biding their time—hoping that you’ll try to save her. If I had to guess, you’re their real target.” He reached out to touch her hand, gently tugging her closer. “You slept for a very long time. Night is falling again, and we have work to do. We’re going out in the fields.”
“What’s out there?”
“Phobetor Pond. It works as a scrying glass. Plus, I don’t like to perform powerful magic in here.”
“Why not?”
He traced a finger down her arm. “Things can light on fire. Especially with that burning thing you do.”
“That’s very reassuring.”

They stood at the bank of the serene pond by the tower. Crickets chirped nearby, and the water’s surface reflected the pregnant moon that hung in the darkening sky. All around the water’s edge, yellow primrose bloomed in silvery light, dappled with moonflowers and bluebells.
Caine pulled away from her, and the breeze caressed her skin. “This is a powerful spell—one that will allow us to peer between worlds. Your magic will double my power.”
She took a deep breath. “I’m ready. Whatever we need to do, I’ll do it.”
“Your second soul—Cleo—will remember the spell. Let her tell you the words.” He held out his hand. “Let me hold the iron ring. If you lose your mind and start incinerating everything or trying to tear my clothes off, I’ll get it back on you.”
Rosalind took a deep breath, and slipped off her magic-dampening ring.
The green, vernal magic welled in her body, snaking around the inside of her skull. Her skin began to heat, her eyes drifting left.
A beautiful man stood before her, his pale skin stunning against his dark hair. Soft, supple lips, stark cheekbones, and eyes the color of winter. Heat rushed through her core, and she wrapped her arms around his neck. This man was pure power, and she wanted some of it.
“Rosalind,” he said.
Her lip curled in a snarl. She didn’t like that name—she was Cleo. But she knew how to get men to stop talking. Smiling, she slid her fingers up his shirt, feeling the hard muscle underneath. She traced her fingers lower, reveling in his intake of breath. If she could just run her tongue—
“Rosalind!” he barked through clenched teeth. “Miranda needs you. So does Tammi.”
Those words sparked something in her—recognition. There was something she was supposed to be doing. Her thoughts whirled with confusion. Miranda. A girl who looks like me. She pressed closer to the beautiful man, running her foot up the back of his leg. She knew what his kiss felt like, and she wanted more. But another voice screamed in her skull. Tammi… she’s in trouble. You need to help.
With a slight tightening of his jaw, the man pulled her arms from his neck. “Rosalind. Tammi and Miranda will die if you don’t get control.”
The words hit her like a slap to the face, and an image flashed in her mind—someone chaining Tammi to a stake.
She shook her head, trying to wrench control from Cleo, focusing on the tendrils of unfurling green magic. If she concentrated hard enough, she could tighten them into a sphere, just as she had before. She straightened, pulling her arms from Caine’s neck, but grabbing hold of his hand. His touch helped to anchor her, helped her keep control of Cleo’s magic.
He gazed into her eyes. “Are you with me, Rosalind?”
She nodded. “I’m here.”
“I’m going to chant the spell to locate Miranda. After you hear me say it once, you’ll be able to join in. Are you ready?”
“Yes.”
Caine began chanting in Angelic. This time—for the first time—she noticed she could understand the words. Caine was speaking of a scrying glass, asking men named Morpheus and Phantasos to bless him with a vision of Miranda. His delicious aura tingled over her body, and she gazed into the pond, chanting with him.
They repeated the spell over and over, until the full moon in the water began to ripple and swirl, transforming into Miranda’s body.
At the sight of her twin sister, Rosalind’s stomach swooped. Miranda wore a shimmering white gown, and her brown eyes stared vacantly. She stood in a gray room, its walls covered with alchemical symbols that moved and twisted. Thick, dusty bookshelves stood on one side of the room. The vision in the scrying pond sharpened, and Rosalind could read the books’ spines: Angelic texts to control the weather, cure ailments, and summon demons.
The image swirled again, changing this time to a rocky fortress with gleaming marble walls rising from a bluish mountainside. A creature perched on one of the palace turrets—a woman with bare breasts and caramel-colored wings, long bronze hair tumbling down her back. Instead of feet, she had long, sharp talons.
The water swirled once more, and in the next moment Rosalind was staring at the moon reflected on the glassy surface again.
“Where the hell was that?” Rosalind asked, still forcing Cleo’s magic into a tight sphere in her mind.
“I don’t know yet.” Caine’s voice was low, strained.
She tightened her grasp on his hand. “What about Tammi?”
He blinked, as if trying to clear his thoughts. “Are you ready to try again?”
“Yes.”
Caine began speaking again in Angelic, and she joined in, asking Morpheus and Phantasos to show him Tammi.
The water rippled, and as the moon disappeared in the light-dappled water, Tammi’s image emerged. She was dressed in rags that hung from her thin frame, and sat with her wrists shackled in iron, chained above her head to a dank stone wall. She looked like she’d lost twenty pounds. Someone crawled in front of her—another half-starved human, then another. Rosalind’s stomach clenched. Whoever had captured Tammi had crammed her into a mass cell. Bile rose in Rosalind’s throat. Was this in one of the Brotherhood prisons?
Once again, the water shimmered, and the image sparkled away until another picture replaced it. Ice washed over Rosalind. It was the same building—the mountain palace—where Miranda was swanning about in a white gown.
Rosalind’s heart thundered in her ribs. What the actual fuck? Miranda wasn’t in chains. Had she imprisoned Tammi? It was entirely possible, given what Miranda had done in the Chambers. She was a lunatic, and she had a huge amount of magical power at her fingertips.
Miranda—her own twin—was involved in Tammi’s disappearance. Miranda’s mind was completely shattered, so what did that mean for Rosalind’s ability to cope with this power?
She pulled away from Caine, her emotions whirling. Let me back in, said a voice in her mind. Cleo will take away your pain.
The tendrils of green magic curled around her mind, pushing the worries out of her head.
She turned to the beautiful man again. Grabbing him by his black shirt, she pulled him closer, feeling his body’s heat against hers. She wanted out of this little blue dress, and began tugging down the shoulder. Caine stiffened, then whirled her around, pinning her arms to her side. She struggled against him, but in the next moment he’d slid the iron ring onto her finger. Still, he held her to him, breathing hard.
Rosalind’s mind cleared of the magic, replaced instead by cold, gnawing dread. Tammi is being starved and tortured, possibly by my sister. Her breath came in short, sharp bursts, and fatigue burned her muscles. Her legs trembled; the blood drained from her head. Caine wasn’t kidding when he said the spell would take up my reserves of energy. She could sleep for another two days right now.
Caine loosened his hold on her, and she stepped away, then turned to look at him. “You don’t know where the mountain palace is?”
He shook his head. “No. It was hard to break through to where they were, and I didn’t recognize it. Somewhere with harpies.”
“What god are harpies allied with?”
“The mountain goddess.”
Rosalind took a deep breath. “All of the gods have associated metals, right?”
“Yes. Nyxobas is silver, as you might have guessed.”
“Which metal belongs to the mountain goddess?”
“Copper.”
She bit her lip. “Drew has a copper aura.” She twisted the ring on her finger. “He’s from Maremount. Could it be there?”
“There are no mountain fortresses in Maremount.” He frowned, moonlight glinting in his pale eyes. “Possibly outside of the city. But like I said, I’m not going to Maremount unless I’m absolutely certain.”
“Right. After the Great Regicide Debacle of 1693.” Sweat beaded her brow, and she wiped the back of her hand against her forehead. “Anyway, you’re right. We don’t want to go on a wild goose chase into the wrong dimension.” She glanced at the lake, now placid as a mirror. “At least we know the Brotherhood doesn’t have Tammi yet. They might be evil assholes, but they’re evil assholes who hate magic, and have no idea how to travel between worlds.”
A flicker of movement in the corner of Rosalind’s eye caught her attention, and she stared up at the night sky, now tinged with golden light.
Three shining, bronze-skinned women fluttered beneath the stars, fiery hair trailing behind them. In their wake, they left streaks of light—crimson, pumpkin, and lilac—and they flew in shimmering coral gowns with wings the color of honey.
“What are those?” Rosalind asked.
“Sometimes, the aura created by powerful magic attracts other magical creatures. These are Hesperides—spirits of dusk. Beautiful, and completely harmless.”
The warm light of the Hesperides danced over Caine’s golden skin. Hard to imagine this gorgeous, soothing man driving a nail into anyone’s heart—though she’d seen him fight before, and he was ruthless.
Coral light glinted off his gray eyes. “I take it Drew is no longer your golden boy?”
She shook her head. “He never was. I’m not trusting anyone. His whole argument was that you wanted revenge for what the Hunters had done to your brother. I’m the one who tortured him, and yet you’ve done nothing but keep me alive. Drew seemed very eager to lay the blame on you. That automatically makes him suspicious.”
“Good. I hope you remember that, whatever happens next.”
She ran a hand through her chopped hair. “What does happen next? How do we find this place?”
“If I can find something that belongs to Miranda, it will help me complete a tracking spell. A piece of her clothing, a strand of her hair. You said that you sensed her around Abduxiel Mansion. Maybe I can find something small she left behind.”
The three Hesperides drifted in front of the moon, staining the sky amber.
“And while we do that,” she said, “we need to stay out of the Brotherhood’s line of vision.” Doubt welled in her chest. He had kept her alive all this time—but she couldn’t rule out the possibility that he only wanted her alive as long as she served a purpose. He needed her to create the daywalkers, and he’d never disguised the importance he placed on a person’s tactical value. “Caine, what will you do if we find Miranda and she has no interest whatsoever in helping Ambrose create his army of daywalkers? Because I don’t think she has the same goals as you. She’s either insane, or she’s actively working against us.”
“I don’t know. I’m hoping to heal her mind.”
“And if it doesn’t work?”
He traced his finger down Rosalind’s bare arm, and his seductive magic caressed her skin with a trail of tingles. “What are you worried about, specifically?”
She started to speak, but stopped herself. What she wanted to ask was Will you still want me alive when I no longer serve a purpose? But she wasn’t sure she wanted to hear his answer.





Chapter 16
Rosalind’s footsteps echoed off the high ceiling in Abduxiel Mansion’s drafty stone parlor. Small stone gargoyles leered from the walls, and the light from the TV flickered over the room—an odd mix of gothic and modern.
As Rosalind and Aurora waited for Caine to scour the grounds outside for a stray strand of hair, Rosalind was practically wearing a groove into the floor with her pacing. She was back in her fighting gear—the leather clothes Caine had got for her, and had enough blades to open a knife shop—but there was no one to fight. Yet.
She glanced at Aurora. The vampire had kicked off her heels, and sat curled up in a velvet armchair. As Aurora watched Orcus’s old TV, she sipped some kind of combination of whiskey and gin, two olives bobbing in her toxic cocktail. She wore a vibrant blue dress, striking against her dark skin. Silver hoop earrings dangled from her ears, glinting in the warm light.
She frowned at Rosalind. “Stop walking in front of the telly.”
“Sorry.”
“This show’s getting good. Someone’s about to get eaten.”
Rosalind gazed at the TV. In tall grass, a lion hunted a gazelle. The creature reared back on its haunches before leaping, pulling the gazelle down with her claws and sinking her teeth into her prey’s neck.
At the sight of blood spraying from the gazelle’s neck, Aurora raised her hands above her head, spilling her drink. “Yes! Now that was an amazing kill.” Exhaling, she leaned back in her chair, shaking her head. “Nature’s bloody amazing.”
“I think I might need some of what you’re drinking.”
“I call it the Embalmer,” Aurora said. “Not sure it’s suitable for living types to be honest.”
Rosalind crossed the bar, uncorking an old bottle of scotch. She poured two fingers into a tall glass before turning back to Aurora.
Aurora crinkled her nose. “What happened to you, anyway? You don’t look the same.”
“It’s the hair.”
Aurora twirled her drink between her fingers, nodding. “Yeah. It’s all choppy. Not a good look for you, really.”
“It wasn’t done on purpose,” Rosalind said.
“Looks like you sawed it off with a breadknife during a psychotic episode.”
“That’s basically what happened, only the psychotic episode belonged to someone else.”
“The ker queen?” Aurora cocked her head. “I don’t know what Queen Erish wants with all of them keres anyway. Filthy creatures. What’s she after?”
“No idea. She disappeared from Lilinor. In Caine’s view, everything she does is motivated by her obsessive lust for him.” She bit her lip. “Although, according to Caine, everyone has the hots for him. In reality, that probably has nothing to do with anything.”
Aurora arched an eyebrow, pointing a long, manicured nail. “Don’t act like you don’t have the hots for him.”
Rosalind’s forehead wrinkled. “Whatever.” My future with the Ravener apparently involves crucifixion, so I won’t get my hopes up for a happily ever after. She glanced at the door. “Don’t you think Caine needs our help, searching for stray hairs or whatever he’s trying to find? It can’t be easy looking for tiny specks of evidence in a dark graveyard.”
“He can see in the dark better than I can, what with him being part Night God. And his eyes are certainly better than your useless human orbs.” Aurora popped an olive in her mouth. “Frankly, I’m surprised he waited so long to tell you about the demigod thing. Nyxobas’s offspring are quite keen on being worshipped, even if they won’t admit it.”
“Maybe he and Erish would be well-suited, then.” Rosalind pivoted, pacing the room again. “Any theories on where Erish went?”
Aurora took a deep breath. “Let me see if I can keep this all straight. Tammi’s been kidnapped, maybe by your twin sister, who’s a total nutter. And those two are in a mountain palace in another dimension.”
“That’s right.”
“Possibly unrelated,” Aurora continued. “An army of keres ate a load of humans in Harvard Square.”
Rosalind took a sip of her scotch, letting it burn her throat. “Pretty much.”
“Meanwhile, Queen Erish can’t fucking stand you because she thinks you might shag her fella, even though she looks like a goddess, and you’ve got shit hair—”
“She caused the shit hair,” Rosalind interrupted.
“Right. And she keeps a bunch of mutilated keres below the dungeon.” Aurora touched her finger to her lips. “Well, I don’t know what the fuck is going on, but I’m pretty sure Erish was involved in the ker massacre. It’s too much of a coincidence. How many people have armies of keres? That was rhetorical. The actual answer is not many.”
“But the keres at the massacre weren’t real keres. The auras were all wrong. They were glamoured.”
“I still think it’s Erish. She’s obviously got a weird thing about keres.” Aurora sipped her drink. “In fact, I think they used to serve succubi.”
“That’s what Ambrose said. It does make sense. Maybe Erish created the new keres with magic. Maybe she’s the new master I’m supposed to serve. And if she wanted me, she probably has Miranda. I have no idea why. Must be our extra souls. I don’t suppose you have an idea of what Erish’s game plan might be?”
“I think old demons like her just get bored after several millennia on earth. And maybe she’s hoping to get you out of the way so she and Caine can worship each other’s bodies or whatever succubi do with incubi.”
Rosalind folded her arms. “She can have Caine to herself. I’m not going to stand in her way.”
The temperature in the room chilled, and a shadow loomed across the flagstones. Rosalind whirled to see Caine standing in the doorframe. His deep silvery aura curled around his body like the milky way.
A shiver crawled up her spine. “Do you know that you have a deeply unnerving way of entering rooms?”
Ignoring her, he stepped into the light, raising his hand. He held a long strand of hair pinched between his fingers.
“You found a hair,” Rosalind said.
He looked almost affronted. “Of course I did. I don’t fail at things. I just need you to tell me if this belongs to your sister. Can you sense any of her magic on it?”
Rosalind plucked it from his hand, wrapping it around her finger. She closed her eyes, trying to get a sense of an aura. After a few moments, a vibrant green flickered in her mind’s eye, and her nostrils filled with the scent of cedar and hawthorn groves. “No. It’s mine.”
“Gods damn it,” Caine said.
“Guys.” Aurora stood, her gaze locked on the TV. The screen flashed with a red and blue graphic that said Breaking News. In the next second, the graphic was replaced with an image of Malphus, staring into the camera like a mug shot.
A newscaster’s voice spoke over the picture. “We have a breaking news story. Two more of the Cambridge Coven members have been identified. The first is Malphus Mountfort. Authorities believe he and his brothers are planning another attack. Residents of Cambridge are asked to vacate the area.”
Rosalind hugged herself. Here we go.
“We would like to emphasize,” the newsreader continued. “The accused have magical capabilities, and they are very dangerous.”
Rosalind touched Caine’s arm. “He’s safe in Lilinor—” She stopped her sentence as the image on the screen was replaced with a still photograph of Rosalind outside Abduxiel Mansion at dusk.
Dread tightened her chest. In the photo, she was holding a human skull and laughing, and the camera continued to zoom in on her grin. The image and the tightening close-up made her look like some kind of maniac.
Drew, on the other hand, had been cropped out of the picture.
The newscaster continued, “A fourth member has been identified as Rosalind Atherton, the twin sister of Miranda Atherton of Maremount. The government’s demon-hunting task force has explained that these witches use human skulls to invoke demon plagues, and as part of a ritual of human sacrifice.”
Her photo disappeared, replaced by a video feed of a woman standing in Harvard Square.
A news reporter thrust a microphone in her face. “What do you think the government should do to combat this growing evil?” the reporter asked.
The woman’s eyes were red-rimmed, and the wind toyed with her wild blond hair. “We need to take extreme measures. If they’re murdering innocent people, if we’re all at risk… I’m all for human rights and all that, but if demons are going to slaughter everyone right here in the middle of a city, we need to do whatever it takes to stop them.”
Rosalind’s mouth went dry. This is all working out perfectly for the Brotherhood.
The reporter turned to the camera, speaking into the microphone. “Some citizens are asking for a return to public executions, even talking about using burning as a deterrent—”
Caine flicked his wrist, cutting off the sound.
“I was watching that,” Rosalind said, her legs shaking.
“I think we got the idea,” Caine said. “They want to burn us. It’s not news.” He arched an eyebrow. “They did get a wonderful picture of you cackling over a human skull, though. Is that something you do often?”
“Drew showed up here to buy that skull from me.” She took a deep breath. “And someone just happened to be there, snapping a photo that perfectly incriminates me in the Brotherhood’s scapegoating plan.”
“I told you I should have killed him when I first met him,” Caine said.
“Fine. You were right. Probably.” Her chest tightened. “Drew was at the keres attack, and he worships the mountain goddess. And you know who else worships the mountain goddess?”
“I bet you’re going to tell us,” Aurora said.
“Whoever lives in that mountain fortress we saw in the scrying spell. The one with the harpies, where they’ve locked up Tammi.” She tapped her finger against her lip. Loyalty binds me, my ass, she thought. “I’m going to pay Drew’s Brattle Street home a little visit.”
“You really think he’ll be there?” Caine asked.
“I don’t know, but while you’re looking for stray hairs, it’s worth a shot. And anyway, maybe I can find something of his to use as part of the tracking spell.”
“When we left Drew’s house,” Caine said, “there were helicopters overhead, ready to bomb the whole block out of existence. If your little mage friend was truly working with the Brotherhood, then his house will still be standing.”
Rosalind’s mind whirled. Working with the Brotherhood. Would the ancient magic-fighting organization really use a mage to do their dirty work?
Their whole purpose was to hunt demons and “witches”—their derogatory name for mages. Their reason for being was to rid the earth of Angelic, and to collect souls for the god of iron and blood.
On the other hand, they’d stop at nothing to get what they wanted. What if they’d use magic just long enough to achieve supreme power on earth? They’d be unstoppable.
Dread crawled up Rosalind’s throat. For all she knew, Miranda was playing right into their hands. A lunatic witch, working for the witch-hunters.
Good thing I’m a trained witch-hunter, too.
“Sometimes the ends justify the means,” Rosalind said.
“What are you on about?” Aurora said.
Rosalind gazed at the TV, which soundlessly replayed the image of her holding the human skull. “It’s what Josiah used to say. The Brotherhood’s sole purpose is to destroy magic, because that’s what Blodrial wants. But perhaps they’d be willing to use magic to achieve their goals.” She met Caine’s gaze. “While you’re looking for a way to track Miranda, Aurora and I are going to find out if Drew’s house is still standing.”





Chapter 17
T  he heavy summer air on Brattle Street felt charged, as if a storm was coming, and a warm breeze rushed over Rosalind’s skin. Aurora walked beside her, examining her long, silver nails.
Rosalind’s whole body was tense. Drew. The bastard had been so eager to convince her that Caine was behind the keres slaughter—and for a second there, she’d nearly believed him. Who wouldn’t be suspicious of a monster described in the history books as a ravener? A demon who’d murdered kings and queens?
And yet, she still had no clue why Drew would want to set her up, or why on earth Drew would hate Caine. What was his problem? She didn’t even know Drew. Granted, there were one or two shadow demons who might want her dead, but a mage she’d never met? He had absolutely no reason to want her burned to death.
The huge yellow mansion came into view. Aurora pointed at it. “Is that Drew’s place?”
“That’s it,” Rosalind said. “And there I was, certain that Drew had saved my life with his stupid potion. He was just setting me up all along.”
Her stomach fluttered as they approached the white picket fence. Aurora unlatched the gate, and Rosalind stalked up to the house. This time, no ward blocked their entrance, and Rosalind strode right up the steps to Drew’s black door. She knocked twice and waited, biting her lip. What am I gonna say to this guy? If he was working with the Brotherhood, he would try to turn her in. She’d have to be on her guard, and rip the magic-dampening ring right off her finger if he tried anything.
“He’s not home,” Aurora said. “I don’t smell anything human except you.”
“Are you sure?” Rosalind asked.
“I smell something—not human. It stinks of caves and carrion.”
Rosalind crinkled her nose. “I’m not sure I want to know what that is. But I want to get something from inside his house, so we can do a tracking spell.” She tried the doorknob, and the door swung open into the darkened hall.
Rosalind stepped inside, her skin growing cold. She could still see traces of Drew’s coppery magic, but there were other types of magic now, too: greens, blues, silvers, shimmering faintly.
She shivered. When she’d come here just a couple of days ago, it had seemed like such a warm sanctuary from the whirlwind of demonic forces. Now it seemed cold and empty.
She led Aurora down the hall into the living room, where Drew had tried to kill Caine. The room was dimly lit, with only pale moonlight glinting off the copper plates on the walls.
Rosalind glanced at Aurora. “Do you still smell the carrion thing?”
Aurora inhaled deeply and shook her head. “It’s gone.”
“That’s… odd.”
While Aurora began rifling through a liquor cabinet, Rosalind crossed to a desk in the corner. She cast a sharp look back at the vampire. “Do not drink anything here. The guy makes potions, and he’s not trustworthy.”
“Oh.” Aurora returned a decanter to the table.
Rosalind turned to the desk, pulling it open to reveal an empty drawer. She pulled open another drawer, finding it similarly bare. “He doesn’t have any stuff.”
“Maybe he just moved in,” Aurora said. “You said he was from Maremount.”
Rosalind’s eyed the copper plates on the wall. Loyalty Binds Me. With the eagle carvings, it looked like some sort of heraldic image—a family crest. She crossed to mantle, reaching up on her tiptoes to pull it off, and ran her fingers over the carved bird. “I’m going to try one of those tracking spells. If he’s involved in all of this, like I think he is, we can use this to find him.”
Aurora’s brow crinkled. “You know a tracking spell?”
Rosalind shook her head. “No. but Cleo—my second soul—does.” She touched her iron ring. “Any chance you know Angelic? From what I gather, the powerful spells need more than one person.”
“I’m not great with Angelic, to be honest. I’ve mostly just listen to Caine.”
“If I begin, can you repeat what I’m saying?”
“Probably.”
“I’m going to take my ring off and hand it to you, so I can access her knowledge. If I seem like I’m getting out of control, I need you to tackle me to the ground and shove the ring back on my finger. Okay?”
“Am I allowed to bite you?”
“No.”
“Outrageous.”
“And if I seem like I’m losing focus, remind me about Tammi.”
“Got it.”
Rosalind tucked the copper plate under her arm, sucking in a deep breath. She pulled the ring from her finger, gasping at the sharp burst of vernal magic. Her nostrils filled with the smell of hawthorns and moss, and the magic brushed over her skin with a feeling of floral petals and dew-slicked leaves. She was dimly aware of someone pulling the ring from her hands. Good riddance to that horrible thing.
She scanned the room for that beautiful blue-eyed man, but he wasn’t here—only a vampire with a sour expression.
“Rosalind,” the vamp said.
Her lip curled. Not that name again. Her hands flew to the vamp’s throat. I will choke the life from this demon.
But the creature grabbed her wrists, fangs lengthening. “Rosalind. You’re making it very hard for me not to bite you. Remember Tammi. You’re supposed to find Tammi.”
Tammi… The girl with the nail polish and the outrageous cat obsession. The girl who’d brought Rosalind water when she drank too much at one of the frat parties, the girl whose hair smelled like vanilla shampoo. A dream of opening a cheese shop. Talking in her sleep about her grandmother’s banana pudding. Homemade dresses. Parents who’d disowned her for not being a son.
Rosalind used these memories to claim space in her own brain, competing against the whorls of green magic. Gritting her teeth, she envisioned the aura growing smaller, tightening into a smaller and smaller ball, until it was only the size of a marble—a shining, green sphere in the center of her mind. She opened her eyes again, glancing at Aurora, who still gripped her wrists.
Aurora narrowed her eyes. “You better not try anything funny again.”
“I’m okay, Aurora. It’s me, Rosalind. I’ve got it under control.”
Slowly, Aurora released her wrists, and Rosalind glanced at the ground—she’d dropped the copper plate. She stooped to pick it up, then traced her fingers over Drew’s family’s motto. “Now I just have to get Cleo to give me the spell.”
She closed her eyes, unsure how this part was supposed to work. All the other times she’d accessed Cleo’s knowledge, Caine had already begun the spell. She’d just joined in.
Maybe I should just ask her for help. She let herself envision the glowing green sphere. Cleo, I need the tracking spell.
A tendril of green lashed out. Let me out, Cleo’s voice roared in her skull.
Rosalind’s fingers tightened on the copper plate. I need to stay in control. I’m fighting a battle, Cleo. And I need your help.
The green glowed brighter. Battle, little Hunter? Cleo roared.
“I’m not a Hunter anymore,” Rosalind said out loud. “I think I might be fighting them. They want to kill me.”
The Witch Hunters are after you now? Curiosity tinged the voice in her mind. For the first time, Cleo didn’t sound angry.
“Seems that way. They announced that I was behind the keres attack in Harvard Square. Which I wasn’t,” she added hastily.
The Brotherhood only pretends to care about guilt, Cleo whispered.
In the next moment, the spell’s Angelic words appeared, emblazoned in Rosalind’s mind like a shining beacon. Still gripping the plate, she began to chant them, one after another. She repeated them again and again, until Aurora joined in with her. Aurora’s rosemary-scented aura mingled with Cleo’s, whirling together outside of their bodies.
When Rosalind finished the spell, she opened her eyes. Projected on the wall was the shimmering image of a peninsula, roughly the shape of Boston. The perspective swooped lower, showing a glimpse of a stone city gate, part of its surface defaced. Something had been hanging from it once, but was gone now. Still, one word was still clear—Maremount.
The vision soared over the city gates, rushing over a wild wilderness of ash, pine, and fir trees that seemed to stretch on forever, crossing over along the side of a river, flying above the paths of hawks and crows, until at last it reached a verdant mountain. The picture tightened, closing in on a rocky mountain fortress, its towers guarded by a legion of harpies.
The image disappeared. “Drew is with Tammi and Miranda, just like I thought. They’re in the wilderness outside the city of Maremount.”
“Looked like south,” Aurora said, holding out the ring. “Just follow the river there.”
Cleo’s aura roiled in her mind again, and Rosalind’s body shook from the effort of trying to keep it in check. Grunting with effort, she slipped the ring back on to her finger, dropping onto the sofa. “Well, Caine’s got that proof he wanted now. Maremount it is.” Fatigue ate at her muscles, and she wanted to curl up on the cushions and sleep for days. It was a damn shame these spells took so much energy. “Just give me a second.”
“That aura we created,” Aurora said, dropping into a chair. “It was powerful. Let’s hope it didn’t attract anything.”
“Right. Maybe we should get going.” Still dizzy, Rosalind stood, but a scratching noise stopped her from walking out the door.
Aurora held up a hand, whispering. “Stop.”
Something scraped against the floor in the hall, and Rosalind’s chest clenched. A thick stench of carrion wafted through the air. Something tapped over the floor in the hall, coming closer, until the creature came into view.
She was nearly seven feet tall, with long, bronze hair that flowed over her naked back and bare breasts. Her eyes were the color of granite. Long, copper wings cascaded from her shoulders instead of arms, and she marched into the room on feathered legs that ended in sharp talons. Rosalind’s mouth went dry. A harpy.
“Oh, fuck,” Aurora said.
Rosalind took a step back. “What are you doing here?”
The creature’s eyes twinkled. “Right now, I’m going to kill you.”
“I don’t think so,” Aurora said, then whirled at a noise behind her. A second harpy perched in the tall, open window. Aurora hissed, fangs bared.
Shit.
Rosalind’s heart squeezed in her chest. The first creature edged closer, a dusty bronze aura whirling from her body. Rosalind reached for one of the knives in her pants, but in the next second the harpy in the widow lunged, slamming into her with the full force of a hurricane wind—right through a closed glass door.
Shards of glass lacerated Rosalind’s skin, and before she had the chance to pull herself up off the ground she felt a sharp pair of talons rip into her flesh. Pain splintered her side, robbing her of rational thought as the harpy’s claws bit into her shoulders. The harpy’s copper wings beat the night air, and in the next moment, Rosalind was lifted off the ground. Rushing higher into the air, they soared over Cambridge’s city streets, the streetlights waning to distant sparks of light.
The harpy began to speak, in her grating, otherworldly voice. “Rosalind. It’s your fault that Tammi has been captured. Do you know that? She never would have been dragged into a demonic war if it weren’t for you and your stupid legacy as a Hunter.”
A sharp agony pierced Rosalind’s chest—something different to the pain of the talons. “How do you know that?” She managed between clenched teeth.
“You drove your sister mad. You drove your best friend into hell. And now, you’ll get what’s coming to you.”
The harpy’s words evoked something in her—a sharp pang of empty hunger, so intense she thought she’d never be able to fill the void in her gut. She just wanted it to end.
“You tortured Malphus,” screeched the harpy. “He’d never showed you anything but kindness, and you drowned him. You let the Brotherhood brainwash you, because deep in your heart you’re rotten to the core.”
Emptiness gnawed at Rosalind, a painful, rapacious starvation. Pain and hunger mingled, until she couldn’t remember her own name anymore. She was a ravening beast, desperate to fill the void.
“You destroyed Tammi’s life,” the harpy screeched.
Tammi. A flicker of familiarity sparked in her mind. She had a purpose. She was here to fight for Tammi, the girl who loved cats. Fight, Rosalind. The pain and hunger were dizzying, ripping her mind in two, but she needed to get control. Grimacing, she reached down and pulled off the iron ring. It fell from her fingers, moonlight sparking off it as it dropped the earth.
Cleo’s mossy aura burst into her mind, drowning out the pain. She couldn’t remember now who she was, only that her body was in trouble. Deep, deep trouble.
“You’ve led Tammi to her death!” the harpy shrieked.
There was that name again. She squeezed her eyes shut. I’m Rosalind. She tried to claw out a corner of space in her own mind, forcing Cleo’s magic into a smaller ball with all of her will.
Clenching her teeth, she crushed Cleo’s magic into a tiny ball in her mind. Cleo. I need strength.
As the harpy’s talons dug in deeper, Rosalind saw a spell burning in her mind; she called out the words, one by one. As she finished the final syllable, an immense power surged, numbing all her pain.
She drew her legs up until they were in reach, contorting her body, and pulled a knife from her pants, then reached back to slash for the harpy’s leg. The demon shrieked, her voice rending the night air. As she unclenched her talons, Rosalind reached up to grab the creature’s wing. The harpy shrieked again, her flight path careening wildly over the streets of Cambridge as Rosalind clung to her feathers.
Body surging with power, Rosalind hoisted herself up until she could get a grip on the harpy’s feathered back. She hooked her leg over the demon’s back, pulling her way up until she straddled the harpy’s back.
The harpy screamed, “You caused all of this, Rosalind! No one has ever loved you until Tammi, and you drove your only friend into a prison. It’s all your fault.”
That painful, gnawing hunger welled in Rosalind’s chest again, and Cleo’s magic flared. Gritting her teeth, Rosalind forced the aura tighter again, then ripped another blade from her trousers, leaning down to press it against the harpy’s neck. The demon growled, then fell silent.
Rosalind’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body buzzing with this strange power that drowned out some of the hunger. “How do you know about Tammi?”
“I don’t.”
“You were talking to me about Tammi!” Rosalind screamed.
“I reflected the thoughts from your own mind.”
Right. She’d forgotten that was what harpies did—they stole your own guilty thoughts and shouted them back at you. It didn’t mean any of it was true. “What were you doing in Drew’s house?”
“I’m one of his servants,” she hissed. “And when he learns—”
Rosalind pressed the blade harder into the harpy’s neck. “What do you do for Drew?”
“We protect his home.”
She peered down at the city streets below. They were above Boston now, heading over a highway toward the airport.
Cars rushed by below them. “Fly back to Brattle Street. I’m going to Abduxiel Mansion.”
The harpy arced in the air, careening back toward Mount Auburn Cemetery.
Rosalind leaned down, gripping the harpy’s hair. “Who else is Drew working with?”
“I don’t know.”
“I’ve got a lot of knives,” she whispered into the harpy’s ear, letting her voice drip with menace. “And I will cut your wings from your body, even if it kills us both. Who else is he working with?”
“Erish,” she growled. “The succubus.”
Anger ignited in her mind. The first clue why Drew would want me dead—because Erish does. “What about the Brotherhood?”
“Are you insane?” the harpy screeched. “Mages don’t work with Hunters.”
Maybe. Maybe not. The winds whipped Rosalind’s hair. “Are Erish and Drew together in Maremount?”
The harpy merely growled, and Rosalind slid her knife a little deeper into the demon’s skin.
“At Ekur Fortress,” the harpy choked out.
As she flew, Rosalind caught a glimpse of Aurora, hurrying along Brattle street. She could feel the effects of the spell weakening, and fatigue pulsed through her muscles. Pain from the talon wounds bit at her gut and shoulders. She was running out of time.
“What are they doing with Tammi?”
A snarl erupted from the harpy. “You led her to her fate, Rosalind.”
Hunger sank its claws into her gut, and she drew the knife along the harpy’s shoulder blades, near her wing. “Answer my question.”
The harpy tensed at the blade’s touch, swooping lower over the cemetery in an erratic path.
Rosalind pressed hard against the shoulder blade. “Answer my question.”
“She’s going to die, Rosalind,” screeched the harpy, veering for the earth. “And you’ll stand over her starved corpse as her murderer. Your one accomplishment on this earth, ridding the world of another useless pedestrian.”
A mixture of anger and a voracious hollowness flared in Rosalind. As the harpy screamed out her accusations, Rosalind slammed the back of her elbow into the harpy’s head, gripping the demon’s hair with the other. The harpy’s head lolled, her wings drooping.
Cleo’s aura began to whirl, spiraling vines of magic that furiously whipped around her brain, and she hit the harpy again as they careened for the cemetery grass.





Chapter 18
Rosalind’s eyes opened. Caine and Aurora stood above her, peering down under the moonlight sky. Caine knelt down, tracing his fingers over Rosalind’s ravaged shoulder blade. “Gods below, Rosalind. Did you fly here on a harpy?”
“Looks like you battered the shit out of her,” Aurora said.
“It was a fair fight.” Pain tore apart Rosalind’s gut. Each one of her muscles felt like it had been ripped from her body and run over with a truck. “Erish is working with Drew. They’re at—”
“Quiet a minute,” ordered Caine. Gently, he lifted up her shirt to look at her stomach. “Gods below, Rosalind.”
“I can heal myself,” she managed. “I’m not wearing the ring.”
Caine’s gaze met hers. “I’m glad you can heal yourself, but I’m doing this for you. Lie back.”
Exhausted, she lay back on the grass. Caine chanted his soothing spell, his aura caressing her skin like a cool wind. The pain subsided from her body, leaving behind only a trace of that horrible, gnawing hunger, and an overwhelming sense of nausea.
Her eyes flicked to the harpy, who lay facedown on the grass. “Did I kill her?”
“Yes,” Caine said.
Nausea climbed up her throat, and she rolled over onto all fours to heave up her breakfast.
“Are you going to get sick every time you kill someone?” Aurora said. “Can we get this girl some whiskey to wash away the sick?”
Rosalind wiped the back of her hand across her mouth, and Caine helped her stand, slipping his arm around her waist. Fatigue suffocated her body, and Cleo’s aura began to whirl, jumbling her thoughts. She was too tired to control it.
“Iron,” she said.
Caine glanced at Aurora. “Get us some iron from the cemetery gates.”
The vamp nodded, rushing off in a bright blue blur. The beautiful man held her up, and she leaned into him, letting his soothing aura wash over her, drinking in his woodsy, earthy smell. She wanted him—if only her body weren’t so sore.
They walked toward the mansion, its tall windows glowing gold.
In the next few moments, the vampire appeared, gripping a thin piece of iron. She handed it to the beautiful man, who held it up, whispering a blacksmithing spell. The iron glowed hot and red, then snaked into a thin ring shape, decorated with tiny sprouted leaves and branches. Beautiful, Cleo whispered. But I don’t want that iron near me. I’m in control now.
She backed away from the beautiful man, but he grabbed her hand, his grasp firm. He slid the ring onto her finger.
Rosalind blinked, Cleo’s aura now gone. She was completely exhausted, and still ravenous.
“Aurora told me you conducted a spell,” Caine said. “You must be careful with the powerful spells. You’re not ready for them yet, unless you’ve got me there.”
“I think I did okay.” She leaned in to him as they walked toward the mansion. “It was the harpy that nearly drove me mad.”
“That’s what harpies do.” His arm slid around her waist. “What did you learn from the tracking spell?”
“They’re in Maremount. South of the city—maybe ten or twelve miles.”
Caine’s grip on her waist tightened, and the shadows around them seemed to darken. “You’re sure it’s Maremount?”
“I saw the name on the city gates. The fortress is far outside it, beyond a wilderness of woods. The harpy called it Ekur Fortress.”
“The fortress of the mountain goddess…” murmured Caine. “What in the seven hells would a succubus be doing in Borgerith’s lair? Shadow demons are ancient enemies of the mountain goddess.”
“No clue,” Rosalind said. “But whatever her plans are, we’re about to disrupt them, big time.”
They stepped up to the mansion door, and Caine pulled it open. Inside, candles flickered in the chandeliers, and amber light danced over the cavernous stone hall.
“Go rest.” Caine slid his hand from her waist. “You’ll need to recover before we can go to Maremount.”
First, Rosalind wanted a sip of that whiskey, then a little nap was in order if she was going to travel between worlds. She’d need some strength to battle Erish and Drew.
As she crossed to the living room, she gazed at the iron ring Caine had made for her. Oddly—for Caine—it wasn’t purely utilitarian. A flourish of leaves was engraved on the exterior.
Aurora was already filling a glass with whiskey, and Rosalind sank onto the sofa, her muscles burning. The news was still flashing the pictures of Rosalind with the skull.
Aurora crossed to her, thrusting a glass of whiskey into her hand.
“Cheers,” Rosalind said, lifting her glass. She took a sip, letting the rich, peaty taste roll over her tongue. “So now all we have to do is break into another dimension, travel through the wilderness to a mountain fortress, and defeat a legion of harpies, a succubus, and probably some other stuff.”
“One thing at a time.” Aurora plopped into an armchair. “That bloody spell ripped the life out of me. Or the afterlife. Whatever.”
Rosalind’s eyes drifted closed for a moment. She was going to travel to Maremount—back to where it had all begun. The city where the Ravener had once slaughtered a king and queen, where her family had given her an extra soul. Where her ancestors had lived and died.
Even with these thoughts churning in her mind, sleep beckoned to her. Her thoughts drifted to a deep and vast night sky, the stars blazing like gems—cold and beautiful, like Caine. She took a deep breath, her nostrils filling with the scent of seaweed and salty air.
Sea grasses tickled her bare feet, and ash trees lined a shoreline. Water lapped against rocks. She turned, her gaze landing on a stake, and horror slammed into her. I know what’s coming next.
The sky darkened, black as a cauldron, and the clouds opened, unleashing the rain. Caine emerged from a blur of silver and shadow, gripping the woman. His angry aura lashed the air around him. Growling, he threw her against the stake. She looked so much like Rosalind.
Her deep brown eyes snapped wide open. The air was positively frigid as Caine slammed a nail through the center of her chest.
“Rosalind!”
Someone slapped her in the face, and she opened her eyes. Aurora stood over her. “You were having some sort of nightmare. And you spilled whiskey all over yourself.”
“Just a bad dream,” Rosalind said, looking down at her drenched clothes.
“Of what?”
Her gaze met Aurora’s. “I think Caine is going to kill Miranda someday. I’ve dreamt of him nailing her to a stake.”
The vampire’s face relaxed. “Oh. I thought it was something bad.”
“That is bad. Either that or he’s going to kill me. We look alike.”
Aurora sniffed. “He might nail you but I don’t know about kill you.”
“It feels like watching my own death,” she said. “Like I’m in two places at once, and one of me is dead.”
“You can get used to the idea of being dead,” Aurora said.
Caine’s electric silver aura entered the room before he did. As he crossed the threshold, he stared at Rosalind. “What are you two talking about?”
Rosalind straightened. “We’re talking about how to get to Maremount.”
“You and I will create a portal together. It will use up more of your energy, so we can’t go until you’ve slept again.”
“How does it work?” Rosalind asked. “Will we end up in another fountain?”
“Yes,” Caine said. “I know of one in the center of the city. We’ll arrive in Lilinor fountain, then travel into the wilderness. We need to limit our use of magic in the city.”
Rosalind frowned. “Why?”
He sat beside her on the sofa. “There was a civil war in Maremount a few years ago—a rebellion. The monarchy was overthrown, and some of the poor took over. I don’t know what this new government is like, but I can tell you this: the rulers of Maremount have always kept a tight rein on the use of magic. Any unsanctioned spells can be detected, and the outlaws hunted down by bone wardens that will tear your flesh from your bones.”
Rosalind had never heard this before. “And my parents were loyal to the monarchy?” she asked. “Before the monarchy was overthrown?”
“They pretended they were, of course,” he said. “It’s the family motto: Loyalty Binds Me. Emblazoned on my jailer’s lapels.”
Loyalty Binds Me. Rosalind’s heart stopped. “Do you know if I had other relatives? Besides my parents and Miranda?”
“I don’t know. I was chained to a stone wall in your cellar. They didn’t introduce me to the whole family.”
She took a deep breath. “The badge the jailers wore—did it have an eagle on it?”
He quirked an eyebrow. “Yes. Why?”
Holy hells. She couldn’t breathe. “Because that’s Drew’s family crest. It was hanging on his wall. It’s how I tracked him—his heraldic emblem.”
“Gods below,” murmured Caine.
“Someone in your family kidnapped your sister and your best friend?” Aurora said. She stretched her arms over her head, crossing to the doorway. “Your family’s well screwed up.”
Caine knew more about her family’s history than he was letting on, and it was beginning to piss Rosalind off. “You said my parents pretended to be loyal to the crown. What happened to them during the civil war?”
His eyes darkened with shadows, and the angles of his face seemed to sharpen. “They died.”
The words hit her like a punch to her chest. “Why didn’t you tell me this before?”
The ghost of black wings rose up behind him, and the lights flickered in the room. The sight of him screamed menace.
“Are you going to lecture me again, about how friends tell each other things?” he snarled. “We’re not friends, Rosalind. We’re on a mission to retrieve your sister. And the purpose of that mission is to strengthen the army I’ve been leading for three centuries. I’m going to destroy the Hunters who want to slaughter every demon and mage on the planet. That—and that alone—is my goal.”
Anger burned in her veins and she rose, standing just inches from him. He towered over her, but she wasn’t going to let this incubus scare her. “How did they die?” she demanded.
He stared down at her, their bodies nearly touching, and something electric crackled between them. For just a second, his features softened—then something caught his attention.
His head whipped around to stare at the TV. Rosalind followed his gaze.
Malphus’s beautiful face filled the screen. He looked so much like Caine—beautiful, but with softer features. A hint of fear played around his gray eyes, nothing like Caine’s cool, calculating stare.
As the camera angle zoomed out, Rosalind saw a phalanx of Hunters leading him up a wooden scaffold. It looked like Cambridge Common. Horror gripped her heart. “He’s been arrested.”
She stepped closer to the TV, pushing the buttons until the volume rose.
“And the Brotherhood have captured one of the primary coven members, a demon known as Malphus Mountfort. Authorities believe he comes from a demonic realm called Maremount, home to monsters known as Rawhed and the Ravener.”
Malphus stood before a jeering crowd, camera lights flashing in his face. Iron chains hung round his neck. When the Brotherhood had captured Caine and Rosalind, they hadn’t known the right type of magic to bind an incubus. The chains needed to be charmed—which, of course, the Brotherhood didn’t know how to do.
But if they were working with Erish and Drew, they’d have all the information they needed.
Malphus looked exhausted, his face the color of bone. Dark circles hung beneath his eyes, and the sight of him cut Rosalind to the bone. Maybe it was her guilt for having hurt him, but she had the strongest urge to soothe the pain out of him.
She could feel the room fill with Caine furious magic; it crackled through the air around her. He flicked his hand, cutting off the news story in a burst of shattered glass and sparks. Rosalind looked at him, at the black wings that grew from his back and his sharpened tendrils of magic. Her blood went cold.
Caine threw back his head, and his roar rattled the stones and glass around them.





Chapter 19
Cloaked by invisibility, Rosalind, Caine, and Aurora slunk along the tiny alley known as Appian Way, heading for Cambridge Common. Even from here, she could hear the crowd chanting.
“Whenever I get to a new city,” Aurora said, “the first thing I want to know is where they executed people. London has Hyde Park, Tyburn, Spitalfields, Bow Church…a few others. Boston had the elm tree. And in Cambridge, they killed people on the Common. Did you know that they burned a woman here? A slave. Phillis, her name was.”
“Can we talk about this later?” Rosalind whispered. She couldn’t see Caine, but his vicious aura sliced the air around him. It looked like he was about to unleash his shadow magic over the entire city, leveling Cambridge in a storm of cold rage until no one but the immortals survived. In fact, he might do just that.
She hugged herself, her body still wracked by fatigue. With everything happening so quickly, she hadn’t found time to recharge after the tracking spell.
“I’m just saying,” Aurora said. “The horror and mob rage have been here all along, under the surface. The Brotherhood are just ripping off the mask.”
Up ahead, an angry crowd bellowed. As they drew closer, Rosalind could hear what they were chanting: “Burn the witch! Burn the witch! Burn the witch!”
Rosalind’s chest clenched. Fucking hell.
“I want us to be careful.” Caine’s voice, cold and controlled, belied the rage she could see whipping the air around him. “We’re going to have to move fast—too fast for the Hunters to know what’s happening. They’ll have weapons trained on the platform, full of Hunter dust. They can easily destroy our magic the second they sense our presence.”
“So what’s the plan?” Aurora asked.
“The three of us slip up the scaffold, fast as the wind,” Caine said. “Rosalind will need to take off the iron ring, and we’ll invoke a spell for speed. We disable the Hunter guards. Before they even fall to the floor, we grab Malphus. Then we teleport out again.”
“To where?” Rosalind asked.
“Phobetor Field,” Caine replied.
Rosalind felt Caine’s electrifying touch on her arm, and he pulled her in closer. “Make sure you keep control of Cleo. You can’t let your emotions take over, and you definitely can’t let Cleo’s emotions take over. This has to be extremely fast and precise.”
From Caine’s reaction to Malphus’s capture, Rosalind was starting to get the impression that she wasn’t the only emotional one. She wanted to ask him if his whole loyalty is a weakness theory only applied to other people, because his obvious attachment to Malphus flew in the face of that theory. His brother had nothing to do with creating daywalkers, and yet here they were, saving him.
Still, she kept her mouth shut. If she provoked Caine right now, he was going to lose it completely.
“Let’s go,” he said.
The alley’s mouth opened up to Garden Street, which lined the Common. The wide street was blocked off on either end by orange barriers, and no cars rolled through today.
On the grass, the crowd seethed like a storm cloud, bellowing their fury at Malphus. White lights blazed on his skin. With his hands bound behind his back, Malphus simply stared back, unmoving. His eerie, demonic stillness probably didn’t endear him to anyone in the crowd.
Still, Rosalind’s heart tightened at the sight of him. His gray shirt was torn and bloodied, and a trail of blood dripped from his lips. Deep gashes lined his pale, muscled arms. He is not in good shape.
Behind Malphus loomed a giant image of Randolph Loring’s face. It seemed to glare down at Malphus in judgment. Meanwhile, the actual Randolph Loring stood at the front of the stage. He nodded solemnly as the crowd chanted “Burn the witch!”
As Rosalind crossed the empty street, Caine slipped his hand into hers, his breezy aura rippling over her skin. “Stay with me,” he said.
They quickened their pace, approaching the crowd. From the platform, Randolph held out his arms to either side, and jumped. The crowd fell silent and parted as he walked into the mob like some kind of ginger-haired messiah, holding his palms open to the sky. A lapel microphone projected his voice. “The demonic attacks on our cities have threatened our lives, our sense of safety…our American way of life. Anyone who has seen a shadow demon or a witch tear apart an innocent human is asking, begging their leaders to end the horror.”
The crowd roared, and Rosalind’s mouth went dry. Cambridge Common was a tinderbox of fear and rage. They were ready to rip Malphus to pieces. With Caine and Aurora by her side, she stepped onto the grassy Common, heading for the platform through the crowd.
Randolph’s voice boomed. “I alone have been granted the power to end the horror! We simply cannot stand by and let the demons take over our world because some people are too scared to take action, because we let elitists and appeasers make the decisions. Some people think we should make nice with the very demons who want to murder us. And do you know what those people are? They are traitors to our human heritage. And what do we do with traitors?”
The crowd roared, and Rosalind heard renewed chants for burning.
As they pushed closer, Rosalind surveyed the platform. Sweaty-Hands Dave sat on the stage, his foot bandaged. On his chest, he wore an iron badge shaped like a chalice—a medal of honor for sustaining an injury during battle.
“Our country is in chaos!” Randolph shouted. “And despite what people say, The Brotherhood is not driven by hate! We are driven by love. Love for humanity. Love for order. Love for a deep, unwavering loyalty to the human race!”
The crowd roared, “Burn the witch!”
Rosalind’s throat tightened. So much for not being driven by hate…
Besides Sweaty-Hands, twelve Hunters stood on the stage, forming a horse-shoe shape behind Malphus. Rosalind scanned them—all men, of course. The prestigious gigs like this one always went to the guys. She glanced up at the enormous image of Randolph, spying the tiny pistols trained on the platform just above his picture. She’d seen those before—they didn’t contain bullets, but Hunter dust, designed to burn magic.
Thud. A glass beer bottle slammed into Malphus’s head. Caine tightened his grip on Rosalind’s hand and leaned in close. “I’ll take the guards furthest from us, Aurora can take the ones in the center, and you take those closest. Tell Cleo not to kill any more than she needs to. That’s four guards for each of us. We cut down the guards, grab Malphus, and we teleport together.”
“What about Randolph?” she asked. She really wanted to hurt him.
“We’re not here to kill Randolph,” Caine said. “We have to get out of here fast, and we’re going to need all the energy we have to teleport. We’re here for one reason only, and that’s to bring Malphus home. You or I will kill Randolph one day, but not today.”
“I’ll do my best to keep Cleo in check,” Rosalind said. It wasn’t going to be easy, though. Caine had said that the risk of losing her mind was higher if her body was tired, and she felt halfway in the grave right now.
“Give me the ring,” he said.
“After I take off the ring,” she said. “I need you to give me a moment to get control over Cleo. If I don’t rein in her aura, it will be disaster.”
“Of course,” he said.
Taking a deep breath, she slid the ring off her finger, tucking it into her bra.
Cleo’s green aura snapped into her skull, like a thousand ferns unfurling, and the scent of hawthorns and moss filled the air. She buzzed with delicious, ancient power, her eyes narrowing at the sight of the Hunters around her. I will rip their throats out.
I will call up the flames of Etna and slowly roast their bloated bodies. I will—
“Rosalind.” Someone squeezed her arm, hard, and a soothing aura tempered her rage. “Focus. We’re here for Malphus.”
Malphus. The word rang in her skull like a death knell. There was something she did to him, something that made her chest hurt… Malphus. She closed her eyes,
forcing the magic into tighter and tighter coils, shrinking it down to a tiny, glittering gem of pure green.
I’m Rosalind. I’m here for one reason only. She opened her eyes again, gazing at Malphus on the scaffold, at his pale, chiseled cheeks. A rock thudded against his chest, then another. Fury simmered in Rosalind’s chest, and her nails dug into Caine’s arm. She leaned into his strong body, whispering. “I’m ready.”
“Say the spell with me,” he said. He began to chant, calling upon Nyxobas for the speed and fury of a celestial wind, asking the god of night to cloak him shadows. His aura lashed out around him, and Rosalind joined in the spell. Their magic twined together, tendrils of silver and green rising into the air.
She could feel the spell overtaking her as Nyxobas’s magic washed through her bones. Inky shadows slipped over her muscles—a gift from the god of night. Buzzing with energy, her muscles filled with a chilling surety, a dark power that smelled of earth and bone.
I am shadow and darkness, death incarnate. She grabbed two knives from their sheaths, one in each hand. I am the great leveler, and I reap vengeance.
“Now,” she said.
With Caine and Aurora by her side, she leapt onto the scaffold, furious as a storm wind. In a fraction of a second, she sank her blade into a Hunter’s back. One.
Pivoting, she slashed at another guard just as his fingers twitched for his gun, and her blade slid between his ribs. Two.
Shadow magic surged, and the Hunters didn’t have a chance. She whirled again, cutting into a dark-haired Hunter, her blade finding its mark in his kidney. Three.
The night wind whipped through her hair, rushed over her skin as she pivoted. She plunged the blade into the final guard’s abdomen. Four.
Around her, the guards began to stagger, and she rushed to Malphus, ready to teleport. She touched his shoulder, surging with protectiveness.  I must keep him safe.
Cold, frozen rage slid through her veins as her gaze landed on Randolph Loring, and Cleo’s aura roiled. Rosalind was dimly aware of Caine chanting the teleportation spell, but her attention was on the Brotherhood’s leader.
Cleo wanted him dead.
Burn his flesh… Her mouth began to form the words for an inferno spell, but in the next second, she was standing in a forest. Moonlight streaming between the branches.
Gasping, her gaze landed on the beautiful, gray-eyed man—the one with fury in his blood.
She hadn’t been finished with her work—there were Hunters to burn. “I was about to char the Hunters’ flesh,” she growled.
“Your ring.” His eyes darted to her bra. “Do I have to take it out for you?”
Rosalind’s mind began to clear a little, and she reached into her shirt, pulling out the ring. She slid it onto her finger.
Cleo’s aura snapped out of her body, replaced by a grinding fatigue, searing her muscles. She faltered.
“You didn’t chant with me,” Caine said. “We’re lucky we made it here at all.”
“Cleo wanted Hunter blood,” Rosalind said, looking around.
She was standing in the forest near Phobetor field, surrounded by ferns and oaks. She eyed Caine, whose athletic body was visible now. Filtering through the trees, chinks of moonlight danced on his perfect skin and sparked white in his arctic eyes.
Aurora stood by his side, rolling her shoulders, her blue dress splattered with blood. “Nyxobas’s spell has left me, but I still feel like death.”
Rosalind glanced down at her own body, catching a glimpse of the streaks of blood glistening on her black clothes, and shuddered. She’d cut down four Hunters back there in less than a second.
With a jolt, she realized that Malphus was with them. I have to face him.
Slowly, she turned, and her gaze landed on Caine’s brother. His arms were bound behind his back. Caine stepped behind him and tore the iron chains from his arms.
Malphus, meanwhile, stared right at her; Rosalind’s chest ached.
The younger incubus was so much like Caine: the same straight nose, black eyebrows, and sharp cheekbones; same wintry eyes framed by black lashes; same beautiful, full mouth. But Malphus’s expression was softer, and his skin was the color of porcelain instead of pale gold. He had large, poet’s eyes, without Caine’s calculating glint.
She swallowed hard. She hadn’t thought about what she was going to say to him. What do you say to a man you tortured? Sorry for the drowning?
“Sorry about the…” she stammered. “Sorry about the drowning.” Shit. She cleared her throat. “I’m sorry about everything.”
Free from the chains, Malphus shook out his arms, rubbing his wrists. “You didn’t remember me,” he said. It seemed half a question, and half an accusation.
“I don’t remember much from Maremount—mostly glimpses of Miranda.” She reached out and touched his hand lightly, and he jerked it away. “But I do remember you. I remembered someone giving me flowers. I didn’t know it was you, until after…” She bit her lip. “Until after the…”
“Until after she tortured you,” Aurora cut in. “Gods below, you stammer a lot.”
Wordlessly, Malphus turned, walking through the woods.
Aurora sighed, following after him. “That was awkward.”
As she trudged through the woods, Rosalind’s whole body was tense. Switching sides in a war isn’t exactly easy.
Caine whispered a spell and the forest thinned before her eyes, replaced by the field of wildflowers and the stone building that towered over the pond.
She stepped into tall grasses, the air fragrant with the scent of wildflowers, and her thoughts whirled back to the scaffold. She was gaining in her ability to control Cleo’s magic, but the aura had started to churn out of control when Cleo had laid eyes on Randolph Loring. Whatever her history was, the woman absolutely hated Hunters.
Maybe she’d prove to be a useful ally after all.





Chapter 20
I n Caine’s bedroom, Rosalind sank into an armchair, her muscles screaming. Candles cast long shadows over the walls, shadows that twitched and danced like unquiet spirits.
Rosalind reached inside her shirt, running her fingers over the small divots in her flesh where the harpy had sunk her talons. Malphus isn’t the only one in rough shape.
Still, the incubus wasn’t meeting her gaze. Her chest ached; she wanted to help him, but to him she was basically a monster.
Caine nodded at his bed. “Sit down, Brother.”
Grimacing, Malphus sat the edge of the bed.
Caine crossed his arms. “How did you end up with the Brotherhood a second time?”
“Erish poisoned me before she left Lilinor,” Malphus said. “A legion of keres transported me, unconscious, to the Chambers.”
Caine’s gaze flicked to Rosalind. “So the Brotherhood are in league with the demons.”
The concept burned into Rosalind’s mind. For nearly a hundred thousand years, Hunters had been serving Blodrial, their sole purpose to rid the world of the Angelic language. Their whole reason for being was to destroy the demons that served other gods.
And now—for the first time—Randolph was changing the rules. With magic, the Brotherhood would be nearly invincible.
Their motivations were clear. Malphus, Rosalind, Tammi, Miranda, Caine—they were all scapegoats. They were the monsters—the raveners—who would haunt people’s nightmares, the specters on whose bones the Brotherhood would build their empire.
But what the hell was Erish getting out of this? “I don’t understand,” Rosalind said. “Wouldn’t a succubus hate Hunters?”
“She does,” Malphus said, his pale eyes boring a hole into her. “With good reason.”
“But she recognizes power when she sees it,” Caine added. “And the more the demons attack, the greater the Brotherhood’s power grows. Demons win. The Brotherhood wins. The only losers in the scenario are ordinary humans.”
Rosalind shook her head, trying to puzzle it out. “The Brotherhood are creating a new empire, a new reality. They hate magic, but they can always change the definitions of things to suit their purposes—just like they redefined what it means to be human. You’re not human if you consort with demons. And it’s probably not magic, anymore. It’s an enhanced warfare tactic, or something like that.” She crossed her arms. “Angelic isn’t the only language that can create reality.”
Caine’s fingers curled into fists. “This is going to make them much more formidable to target.”
Malphus winced, rubbing his shoulder. “I’m going to need to heal.” His gaze flicked to Rosalind—still angry, but there was something else there, too. Hunger?
“What did they do to you?” Caine asked. “Take off your shirt.”
Grimacing, Malphus complied, pulling off his torn gray shirt. Rosalind gasped at the sight of his skin. Unlike Caine, no tattoos covered his muscled chest, but his perfect porcelain skin was marred by ragged scars and a few open wounds. Dark shards riddled his body, and it looked like fragments of iron.
Caine growled, his aura flaring around him. He shot a glance to Aurora. “I need you to go outside and find some yarrow. Now.”
Aurora stood, rushing from the room.
Caine turned to Rosalind, watching her carefully as if considering something—probably something to do with the fact that she’d once put Malphus in a similar state.
Rosalind took a deep breath, her fingers curling. “Let me help.”
Caine’s face darkened. “Help how, exactly? I don’t think you should go anywhere near him.” He glanced at his brother again; Malphus’s face had paled to the color of milk and he lay back on the bed, his breathing labored. “I’m going to find someone to heal you. Just give me one minute.”
Caine rushed from the room, slamming the door behind him, and Malphus clutched his chest, closing his eyes.
Rosalind rose, her legs shaking from fatigue. “Well for fuck’s sake. We could take the iron out in the meantime.” If she could help him, maybe it would be the first step toward redeeming herself.
Malphus’s eyes snapped open, darkening to black. “Don’t come anywhere near me.” The anger in his voice tightened her gut.
Despite the anger on his face, she took a step closer. She was already growing used to the demon-death-stare from Caine. “I’m good with a blade. We had to learn how to remove bullets in the Brotherhood. I’ll get the iron out.” She desperately wanted to take his pain away, to make up for what she’d done as a Hunter.
His breath was labored. “You want to jam a knife into my flesh again.”
“I’m going to help heal you.”
His black eyes locked on her, and his silver aura beckoned her closer. His magic slid over her skin like silk, scented of lilies.
He was definitely looking at her like she was his next meal. She swallowed hard, glancing at Caine’s alchemist table. “I’m going to fix this,” she said. She rushed to the table, her gaze roaming over Caine’s collection of tools. She pulled out a long, thin blade with a silver hilt.
Malphus’s black eyes were on her as she crossed the room to him, the blade in her hand.
She took a deep breath as she approached. I’m good with a blade, but I’ve never done this on a real person before.
“Lie back,” she said, in what she hoped was a soothing and authoritative tone. No one wanted a hysterical lunatic standing over them with a knife.
“Try to resist cutting any deeper than you need to.”
“I’m not a sadist,” she said quietly. She sat at the edge of the bed, leaning down to examine his injuries. “I didn’t enjoy hurting you.”
She scanned his chest. She’d start with the one by his shoulder. It looked the worst, the skin around it swollen and purple—possibly necrotic.
A shiver ran up her spine. She was pretty sure the bastards had rammed iron into an old wound—the one he’d had when she’d tortured him in the prisons. Might as well get that one out of the way.
She swallowed hard, and realized that she needed to come at it from above. “This isn’t the right angle,” she said. “It will be easier if I’m on top of you.”
“Fine,” Malphus said, closing his eyes.
Rosalind hooked a leg over him, straddling his waist. From here, she could lean down and cut the thing right out. She leaned closer, inhaling. Despite his prison sentence, he had a clean smell—like soap and sage.
Rosalind looked at him. “Maybe Cleo knows a spell to numb the pain. This is going to hurt. A lot.”
“I’m a demigod,” he shot back. “I don’t do painkillers. I have my pride.”
Okay, then. Rosalind gripped the knife’s hilt. “Are you ready?” When he nodded, she added, “Like I said. This will hurt.” Carefully, she slid the blade into his wound, to the very bottom of the shard, and circled around slightly until she could scoop it out.
Malphus closed his eyes, grimacing as she forced the iron upward until it protruded enough that she could grab it between her fingers. He grunted as she pulled it from his flesh, and she threw the gore-streaked piece onto the floor.
They each let out a long, slow breath. Malphus opened his eyes, his lips tight. “Can you get the next one over with?”
Rosalind scanned his athletic chest. Three more small chunks of iron were lodged in his body, the skin around them red and swollen. Carefully, she worked one iron shard after another out, tossing the blood-drenched fragments on the floor.
When she’d finished, she ran her eyes over his skin. “Is that it?” Rosalind asked.
“That’s all the iron,” Malphus said, a hint of color returning to his cheeks. She could already feel his aura strengthening, slipping over her skin like silk. Something about the way he was looking at her transfixed her, and his hands roamed up to her waist.
Her pulse raced. Of course. This was how incubi healed—but she hadn’t bargained for this part of his healing when she pulled the iron out.
The door slammed open, and Rosalind’s head turned. Caine stood in the doorway, his eyes flashing with pure ice. The room chilled, the long shadows deepening across the walls. It took only an instant for Caine to cross the room and grab her off Malphus. He pushed her against the wall, his fingers tight on her shoulders. “What do you think you’re doing?” His voice was a low snarl.
Her heart pattered fast, and she stared into his wrathful face. Obviously, he didn’t trust her around his brother, not after what she’d done. She’d seen him angry before—but not like this.
Except in my dream.
Fear slid over her skin at the completely inhuman look on Caine’s face. “I was just healing him.”
“Healing him? And what happened in the torture room—was that some kind of fucked up foreplay to you?”
She shoved him away, glaring at him. “I was just taking the iron out. Don’t get your panties in a twist.”
Malphus was sitting up now, completely ignoring his brother and looking at her like she was completely naked.
Rosalind cleared her throat, the tension in the room so thick she could hardly breath. She was getting the impression that coming between two incubi was a very dangerous idea. She folded her arms, shooting a sharp look at Caine. “Did you find another human for him?”
Breathless, Aurora ran into the room, clutching a fistful of yarrow. “I got the herbs. What’s happening? Is Rosalind going to heal Malphus?”
“No.” Caine was doing that eerie thing again where he didn’t move, and only his aura whipped around him. “Not Rosalind. She’s still in a weakened state from her ill-advised battle with the harpy, and I’m going to need her power when we go into Maremount.” He turned to Malphus. “There’s another human woman for you downstairs.”
Malphus rose, his eyes still on Rosalind as he crossed the room. “I know my brother has good taste.”
Caine nodded at Aurora. “Take him to the Orion room downstairs. There’s a bath for him there, and you can staunch the bleeding with the yarrow. Lola will heal him. She’s very good.”
Who the fuck is Lola? Rosalind crossed her arms. And why does it matter?
As Malphus and Aurora left the room, Rosalind went back to the armchair and dropped into it. She desperately wanted to rest her burning limbs, but her muscles had gone completely tense. Caine’s fit about going near his brother stung quite a lot. “What was that all about? You know I’m not going to hurt him now.”
Caine crossed to a table below his window and uncorked a bottle of wine. He poured two glasses. “I just didn’t want you near him. That’s all.” He moved to her, handing her one of the glasses.
She took a sip, trying to blink away her tears. Caine’s angry outburst, combined with her complete exhaustion, had her feeling overwhelmed. The battle with the harpy, followed by the use of all that powerful magic, had completely sapped her energy. She took another sip of wine, her muscles finally relaxing.
Under the pale, glowing light of the starry dome, her eyelids drifted closed, and her breathing began to slow. She didn’t want to dream, but she couldn’t fight it anymore. Sleep enveloped her.
Her mind spun with silver, gold, copper, and green auras, and when they disappeared, she was staring at a stunning vault of stars. Frothy waves lapped at the rocky shore. A warm sea breeze whispered over her skin, soothing her, and it smelled just like Miranda. She started to turn slightly, but something tugged in her middle, keeping her from turning all the way. I don’t want to see what’s going to happen.
Pale blue wildflowers, like the ones Malphus had given her, dappled the seagrasses. She glanced down at her toes, sunk deep into the sand.
But a cold feeling of dread began to crawl over her skin. I know what’s coming. This is where I die. She braced herself, forcing her head to turn. That familiar wave of horror slammed into her. Four stakes stood by the shore, their wood old and rotted in the sea air, like decayed piers.
As sure as death, Caine appeared in a vortex of menacing silver and shadow, moving like a storm wind. He gripped the woman and slammed her against the stake. Her brown eyes—Rosalind’s eyes—snapped open with horror.
Rosalind opened her mouth to scream.
Instantly, a cool, soothing presence rushed over her skin, caressing her body. Muscled arms wrapped her in a masculine embrace. She was dimly aware of a strong body carrying her, chasing away her nightmare. Her eyes slid open, bleary with sleep, and she stared at the smooth skin on Caine’s neck.
Bending down, Caine gently laid her on the bed. She stretched her arms over her head, staring as Caine carefully unzipped her boots, pulling them off. She’d felt it like it was her own death, but this couldn’t be the man who would kill her.
His gaze met hers, and the way he looked at her made her pulse speed up. He leaned in closer, his eyes lingering over her clothes, still soaked in Hunter blood.
He traced his fingertips over her shoulder blades, whispering a spell. His light touch sent shivers over her skin, and the Hunter’s blood lifted off her body.
“I was having a nightmare,” she said.
He leaned in closer, stroking her cheek. “I know. You can tell me about it when you wake up. Don’t think about it now.”
He smelled amazing—that beautiful, loamy scent. It was hard not to stare at his exquisite beauty: his pale eyes and full lips, his eyebrows dark against his skin. She felt electrified under his gaze. A lock of his dark hair hung in his eyes, and she pushed it away, listening to his sharp intake of breath.
He let his eyes run up and down her body like he was memorizing it, and she had that feeling again, that he could see right through her black clothes and her lacy blue underwear to her bare skin, taking in every curve.
She stared at his beautiful mouth. Reflexively, she licked her lips, and he caught the movement, his eyes flashing hungrily. She wanted his lips on hers.
There were a million reasons she should turn away from him—not the least of which was his angry outburst just minutes ago—but right now she didn’t care. She just wanted to feel his bare skin against hers. She was burning up in her clothes, and she wanted to strip them off.
Caine slid his hand under her shirt, then his fingers roamed just below her waistband, sending a hot thrill through her belly. “I want to explore every inch of your body.” When his thumb grazed the hollow of her hip, just along her hipbone, her back arched. Her breath quickened. He leaned in closer, his breath warming her neck. “But tonight isn’t my night.” Another slow, lazy stroke of her hip, lighting her on fire with his touch. “Tonight, I need you to sleep.”
He pulled his hand away, and she nearly groaned with frustration.
Staring into his pale eyes, she took a deep, shuddering breath. Her whole body was damp with a light sweat. Gods below. She was burning up.
She bit her lip, trying to marshal some control over herself. “Whatever you say, Caine. But in the meantime, I’m not sleeping in leather. It’s far too hot.” She unzipped her pants, sliding them off her sweat-dampened legs. They dropped to the floor.
Caine’s eyes flashed with pale light, his gaze slowly tracing up her bare legs, lingering on the thin blue lace of her underwear. She pulled off her top, and heard his breath catch. His carnal gaze devoured her, and she could see him warring with himself for control.
Rosalind leaned back, letting him get a full view of her body before she slid under his covers. “Are you going to sleep next to me again?”
His eyes fixed on her, he exhaled slowly. He rose, pulling off his shirt.
She swallowed hard, gazing at his muscled torso—the tattoos of constellations, the moon’s cycle, and the pointed alchemical symbols that covered his skin. For the first time, she noticed a tattoo on the inside of his arm that stood out from all the others. Not a magical symbol—more like a thin, sharp blade with a design at the top. I’ll ask him about that later, when I can remember how to talk again.
He pulled off his pants and, clad only in his black boxer briefs, crawled in bed next to her.
With him so close to her, electricity still rippled across her skin. I am never going to sleep with him next to me.
“Sleep,” he said quietly. He reached out to touch her forehead, and his aura caressed her skin, soothing her muscles like a gentle wind.
She felt her eyes drift closed—but when she did, an image slammed into her mind like a brick: Caine, bestial and enraged, driving an iron nail right into her heart.
She gasped, her eyes flying open.
Caine propped himself up on his elbow, dark hair hanging into his eyes. “What the hell was that?”
Swallowing hard, she stared at him, clutching the covers by her shoulders. Maybe it’s time to come clean. Her heart banged against her ribs. “I’ve been having the same nightmare. Repeatedly. About you.”
His entire body went rigid, and his aura sliced the air around him. “Tell me.”
“It’s not something from the past. So I guess it’s from the future.”
His eyes flashed. “Tell me.”
She looked down at her shaking hands and took a deep breath. “There are four stakes on a shoreline. It’s night, and there are waves lapping the rocks. The stakes are old and rotted, like an ancient pier. Then you show up. You’re with a woman, and she looks like me. Only older.” She shook her head, her pulse racing. “I thought it was me.”
Caine had gone completely still, and shadows seemed to draw up behind him, cloaking his body. Only his wintry eyes shone.
Rosalind bit her lip, suddenly unsure of herself. “But I figured maybe it’s not me. Maybe it’s Miranda.”
Not a single muscle seemed to move on Caine’s body. His eyes were locked on her. He wasn’t pressing for details anymore, and she had a strange sense that he might know what was about to happen.
“You take the woman—me or Miranda—and thrust her up against the stake.” The words came out in a rush. “She’s scared. And then you shove a nail into her heart. You nail her to the stake, so she’s stuck there, dying.”
Caine’s eyes darkened. A chill fell, frosting the room. Goosebumps rose over Rosalind’s skin, and she suddenly felt completely cold in nothing but her underwear.
“Go to sleep, Rosalind,” he said softly.
She frowned, disbelieving. That’s it? “What do you think it means?”
“It means you need sleep if you want to fight whoever is tormenting you.”
Now that she’d finally got this out in the open, he just wanted her to shut up about it? “I thought dreams meant something. Do you think you’re going to kill Miranda? I feel like this deserves a theory, at least.”
The gray returned to his eyes, and he lay down, folding his arms behind his head. “I’m going to kill you if you don’t stop talking. When day breaks, we have to transport into another dimension and fight our way through the wilderness, probably plagued by bone wardens and all manner of lethal creatures, and then defeat an unknown enemy to rescue your sister. We’re not going to stay up all night discussing dreams that probably don’t mean anything.”
“Right. If it didn’t mean anything, why did you go all weird and shadowy?” Her whole body was tense. “This is feeling a lot like when Orcus pulled the book out of my hands and threw it in the fire because he didn’t want me to know things.”
“I really liked you better when you were just sitting there in your lacy blue underwear and looking at me lustily. With your mouth shut.”
Anger flared, and she glared at him. Dickhead. She rolled over, her chest tight. No way am I going to sleep now.
She could feel Caine shifting in the bed. He wrapped an arm around her. She had half a mind to elbow him away, but he folded her into the curve of his body so gently, his smooth skin pressing against hers. Her hair stuck to her damp cheek, and he brushed it off her face.
“Sleep, Rosalind,” he whispered.
Despite herself, his soothing aura whispered over her skin, sending her into a deep sleep.
She dreamed of a starlit field of wildflowers, completely devoid of stakes.





Chapter 21
Rosalind woke, tangled in Caine’s bedsheets. Sitting up, she rubbed her eyes and surveyed the room. The first rosy blush of dawn glowed through the dome, washing away the darkness—and with it, the strangeness of the night before.
Caine was nowhere to be found, but someone had left a silver tray on his dining room table.
Rosalind stood, letting the sheets fall, and crossed the floor. She pulled off the top of the tray to find a pot of herbal tea on the silver platter next to fresh bread, butter, and jam. Her stomach rumbled, and she sat in the chair, slathering a pat of butter over the bread. She ate her way through three chunks of bread, washing them down with the tea. Hunger and fatigue wouldn’t slow her down today.
When her belly was full, she stood, crossing to Caine’s silver-framed mirror. At least she looked strong and rested now, but she still had ragged hair.
I’m not going to turn up to fight my estranged family looking like I’ve clawed my way out of the grave.
She grabbed a towel, a fresh bra, and a pair of underwear from the bag of clothes—red this time, the color of war—then crossed to the bath. Leaning down, she turned on the faucet, then stripped off her underwear. She let them drop to the floor and stepped into the bath as it filled.
She leaned back, breathing in the steamy air. She had no idea what lay ahead for her in Maremount—only that she would have to confront her own family. Her parents were dead. But how many other Athertons would she find in Ekur Fortress?
She grabbed the lavender soap, lathering up her legs and under her arms. The shallow bath water filled with pale lilac bubbles. She scooped up a handful of water, splashing it over her skin to rinse off. All the aches and pains of yesterday had subsided. For the first time in a while, her body felt amazing.
Stretching her arms above her head, she rose, and the soapy water slid off her skin.
Stepping from the tub, she snatched the towel from the floor. She dried herself off, folded the towel over the tub’s edge, then picked up the pair of bright red underwear and slipped into them. Just as she bent over for the bra, Caine pushed open the door and Lilu swooped into the room.
Instantly, Caine glanced away—an unexpected move from an incubus. She hooked the bra behind her back.
Caine’s shoulders looked rigid, and he was already dressed for battle, a sword slung over his back. Under one arm, he held a small arsenal of weapons: a belt, a sword, and several sheathed blades. “Will you be half-naked around me all the time from now on?”
“Since when did you get shy?” She frowned, picking up her pants. “I’m just getting dressed.”
“It’s hot as Emerazel’s inferno out there. Dress accordingly.”
“Fine.” Rosalind crossed to the red bag Kaila had brought days ago, which still lay on the floor.
“We’re leaving soon. Malphus will be up here in five minutes.”
“I’ll be ready.” She rifled through the bag and pulled out a thin black dress. Lifting it above her head, she slid into the silky fabric, pulling it down to her mid-thighs.
Once she’d covered herself, Caine looked at her again, his body relaxing. “Any idea how to use a sword?”
She pulled on her boots. “I’ve trained with wooden sticks. And I watched you fight.”
“Hmm. There’s a battle fury spell you can use if you need it.” He slid a sword and scabbard across the table.
Her body began to buzz with nervous energy. Who, exactly, would she be fighting today? Her sister? Her own brother?
Her hands began to shake a little, and she strapped the scabbard over her back. Within the next few minutes, she’d slipped a weapon belt around her waist, then crammed it with blades.
Caine began pacing. “What’s taking Malphus so long?”
Rosalind peered at herself in the mirror again. Perhaps it’s time for some war paint. She crossed to Caine’s alchemical table, surveying the small pots of colored powder—the gold dust and colored pastes. “Is any of this dangerous?”
“Not really, no. Metals and berries mostly.” He frowned. “What are you planning to do with it?”
She rubbed her finger into a pot of berry-colored paste, then dabbed it onto her lips. “Getting ready for battle.” She smudged a bit of pink on her cheeks, then dusted a gold powder for highlights. She stared at her reflection. Perfect.
When she turned, Caine was staring at her.
“How do I look?” she asked.
“Beautiful. As you did before you rubbed ox-blood paste on your lips.”
She frowned. “I don’t suppose you can fix my hair situation?”
“Are you joking?” he asked. “I rip people’s hearts out of their chests for fun. I singlehandedly killed an entire legion of hellhounds in Prussia. I don’t fix hair.”
“Fine.” She glanced down at the iron ring he’d made for her. “Let me get a little magical practice in with one simple spell.” She pulled off the ring, letting Cleo’s aura wash over her in a rush of mossy green magic. Gritting her teeth, she seized control of it, forcing the magic into a ball. When she’d pressed it down into a marble-sized sphere, she touched the ends of her hair.
“Cleo,” she said out loud. “Give me a spell for my hair, please.”
Why on earth would I do that? Cleo snarled in her skull.
“I’ll give you something you want in return.”
Take me back to Lilinor, Cleo whispered. Keep that damned ring off your finger, and let me live again.
Rosalind nodded. She could promise Lilinor. Why not?
I just need to get through this day first.
She almost heard a faint peal of laughter, and in the next moment she was whispering the words to a spell about a goddess named Sif.
Silky locks slid over her shoulders. With a tug of rebellion from Cleo, she slid the ring back on her finger and opened her eyes. “See? I can do things on my own.”
“Good,” Caine said. “I don’t give a fuck about the hair, but you’re getting better control over Cleo.”
“I had to promise something to her in return. She wants me to take her to Lilinor.”
He frowned. “Lilinor? Why?”
“I have no idea. But I think she likes me better than she used to. At least, that’s what I gather from the fact that she’s no longer setting my skin on fire.”
He arched an eyebrow. “You are quite good at interpreting subtle nuances, I see.”
She ran her fingertips over her weapon belt. “Well, I’m ready to go. But maybe you should give me an idea of what to expect when we get to Maremount.”
“We’ll arrive at the Lilitu fountain in Lullaby Square. The sun is only just rising. Most people will still be wrapped up in their bedsheets, or steeping their breakfast tea. We’ll go unnoticed.”
“Do you know the area well, then?”
His face darkened, and he glanced at the door. Something about the question seemed to agitate him. “Where the hell is Malphus?”
“Stick with me for a second, Caine. So once we get to this fountain, then what? We teleport to the fortress?”
“No.” Caine shook his head. “One, we can’t use magic in the city. And two, you can’t teleport somewhere unless you’ve been there before. We’ll need to get out of the city, and then fly as fast as we can to the fortress. Not literally fly, unfortunately, since you can’t.”
Shit. That was way more time than she wanted to take getting there. “It’s got to be at least ten miles.”
“Can you run ten miles?”
The door slammed open and Malphus strode in, scowling. He held a newspaper, which he threw down on Caine’s dining room table.
Rosalind stepped closer to the table, glancing at it. On the front page, four stakes stood on Cambridge Common. The headline read: Justice for Cambridge.
“What is this?” Four stakes. Her mouth went dry. “Did you read it?”
“They’re not going to wait to find us,” Malphus said. “They deeply regret they must take these measures, but it’s time to start protecting ordinary, human citizens from the demonic threat. They must bring back the old ways as a deterrent against witchcraft. That’s the gist of it.”
Caine snatched it from the table. “What, specifically do they have planned?”
“They’re going to burn someone named Tammi,” Malphus said. “I take it she’s a friend of yours. They plan to kill her today, in about four hours. And this time they’re assuring everyone that the area will be completely secure from mages and demons. Apparently, I’m next. They just have to find me first.”
Caine’s eyes flashed. “It’s a bluff. They’re trying to get Rosalind to panic. They’re preying on her sense of loyalty to draw her in. They’re setting a trap for us there.”
“What if it’s not a bluff?” Rosalind said.
Caine stared at her. “Why would they care about burning Tammi? She’s an ordinary human. A pedestrian, the people they say they’re protecting.”
Rosalind began pacing. “You could be right. She’s not their real target. I am. In the Brotherhood, there’s no greater sin than betrayal.” Her mind whirled with gruesome images. In the Sanguine Hell, the traitors of Blodrial supposedly faced the worst punishments. After traitors crossed the Bridge of Dread, Blodrial froze them in blood and pierced their flesh with thorns. I have no idea if any of that is true, but I sure as shit hope not. “But it could be that they just want to light her on fire for show. I realize now they don’t really care who’s guilty and who isn’t. They want more power, and you get power from that intoxicating combination of terror and scapegoating. We’re the scapegoats, of course. And the people want our blood.”
“Seven hells,” murmured Malphus.
Rosalind’s heart hammered hard against her ribs. “How do we know Tammi is still in Maremount?”
“I’ve already performed a scrying spell,” Malphus replied. “She doesn’t seem to be in this world. But they could shift her back here at any moment. I don’t know what sort of magic Drew possesses.”
Caine’s gaze met Rosalind’s. “If Drew and Erish wanted to hand her over to the Brotherhood, where would the Hunters keep her?”
“In the Chambers, probably. Most of the building was damaged when we freed the prisoners, but not all of it. And it’s near where they set up the stakes.” She pivoted, pacing again. “But I don’t know for sure.”
“I’ll stay near Cambridge,” Malphus said. “I’ll use a scrying tool to keep an eye on the stakes and the Chambers. If I see this little blond girl, I’ll find a way to summon you both.”
Rosalind studied Malphus. “Why are you helping me? I know you want Miranda back to make your daywalkers. But why would you help Tammi? She serves no tactical purpose to you.”
Malphus crossed his arms. “Anything I can do to disrupt the Hunters’ plans is well worth my time.”
Caine put his hand on his brother’s shoulder. “If anyone can free another person from chains, it’s you.”
It seemed an odd comment. There was obviously some deeper meaning there, but this wasn’t the time to ask.
Rosalind took a step closer to Caine. “Let’s go. We’ve got a lot of territory to cover.”
Caine pulled her in close, and she slid her arms around his neck.
“Remember to hold your breath,” he said. “And get ready to fight. We don’t know what awaits us when we arrive in the Lilitu Fountain.”
“As soon as the first demon comes for us, my hand will be on the sword’s hilt.” She pulled off her ring, letting Cleo’s vernal aura fill her mind, feeling the dew-slicked leaves brush over her skin. Caine began chanting the portal spell, and their auras curled together, strengthening. Closing her eyes, she sucked in a long breath.
In the next moment, freezing water enveloped her skin. She freed herself from Caine’s grasp, kicking her way up to the source of amber light streaming into the water. As her head breached the surface, she gasped for air. She kicked her way to the fountain’s edge, draping her arms over the side, then slid the ring back on her finger.
Catching her breath, she stared up at the fountain. A giant cube of stone stood in its center. From the top of the cube, a verdant yew spread out above them. Sunlight streamed between its boughs, dappling the ground around them in dancing flecks of nectarine.
From the fountain’s side, a beautiful stone head spewed clear water. Something about that carving unnerved her—the features were a little too real, the stone eyes full of silent dread.
Teeth chattering, she pulling herself out. She hauled herself over the side, jumping a few feet to the ground.
Caine followed, his black clothes drenched.
Rosalind surveyed the square, her mind tingling with a strange sense of familiarity. She inhaled, breathing in the salty, slightly fetid scent of nearby water. A spark of recognition lit in the back of her mind. Maremount. My home.
She surveyed the square. Steep-peaked, timber frame houses lined one side, the aged wood painted in shades of chestnut and marigold. Boards covered one set of windows—a shop with a sign reading theurgeon and a snake insignia. Apart from that, everything else looked in good shape.
Opposite the shops, a stone fortress towered over the square. It looked as if statues had once decorated the facade, though nothing was left except their bases. Caine stared at the fortress, seemingly transfixed. For a moment, his eyes darkened to a midnight black.
Something had happened here that he wanted to remember, but clearly it wasn’t a happy memory. She’d seen the painting of the fortress hanging on his bedroom wall in Salem. Maybe it was something to do with that king and queen he’d killed.
Shivering, she hugged herself, casting one last glance back at the fountain again—at that disturbingly lifelike stone head.
Caine stood by her shoulder, and water dripped off him to the flagstones. He nodded at the fountain’s head. “Does she look familiar?”
Rosalind frowned. She did look familiar—that straight nose, those beautifully full lips. “It looks like Erish.”
“That’s her sister, the last succubus killed in Maremount.”
“And then they turned her into a fountain?” Rosalind shuddered. “I’m starting to get an idea of why Erish hates humans so much. I get a bad feeling just standing here.”
“There’s a reason you don’t like it here. The tree is new. This is where they executed people—hanged them, cut their guts out, chopped off their heads.” His gaze met hers. “And, unless we want to meet our own deaths, I suggest we move along.” He turned, crossing the square.
She followed, hurrying to catch up with him. “Do they still execute people? You said they have new leaders now.”
“I have no idea. But if we get separated or…” He frowned. “If something happens to me, find your way back here. I’m leaving the portal open.”
“Should I say the spell again?”
“No. It’s a portal, and anyone can fall into it. Let’s hope no one from Maremount decides to bathe in the fountain anytime soon.”
“Where does it go?”
“To the pond in Phobetor Field.”
They crossed the square to a narrow alley; the name carved into the wall marked it as Loblolly Row.
The sun had only just risen, and the heat was already bringing out beads of sweat on her upper lip. Her hair stuck to the back of her neck, and her dress molded to her skin. As they passed between the stone walls, she turned to Caine. “Where was my family’s home?”
“This city is laid out just like Boston was three hundred years ago. The Atherton mansion is in the Northwest, near Maremount Common—opposite the north end, and safely secure from the filthy Tatter villages.”
“And you’ve never heard of this mountain fortress?”
“Never. But I spent as little time as possible in Maremount.”
The alley opened up to a canal. Stone walkways lined the murky water, and on either side stood rickety homes that towered up to the skies at crooked angles.
As Rosalind and Caine strode down the walkway, people began shuffling out of their homes—women hanging laundry, a man packing up a wooden cart to bring into town. All of the women wore long dresses that reached their ankles, and a few cast a critical eye at Rosalind’s bare legs.
Her mind whirred. If we manage to rescue Tammi, what are we going to do with Drew? She couldn’t understand any of it—why was Drew coming after Rosalind, but protecting Miranda? It was almost like they’d started a civil war within the family, and no one had bothered to fill her in on the details. Maybe they could just lock Drew in this creepy city and forget about him.
She twisted the iron ring around her finger. Whatever happens today, I’m going to use all the power I have at my fingertips. Assuming I can keep control of Cleo.
Up ahead, the canal flowed under a tall stone gate that arched high over the water and the walkways—one of the entrances to the city. As they approached, she could see more clearly that the gate’s surface was covered in carvings of fish and sea creatures. A broken stump of stone jutted from the top—no doubt another relic of Maremount’s former glory.
They crossed under the arch, and the canal opened up into a bay. Outside the gate, the city’s buildings ended abruptly. To the right, river birch and maple trees lined a rocky shore, and to the left, the bay narrowed again into a tree-lined river.
Morning light bathed Caine’s skin in amber. “According to your vision, which way do we need to go?” he asked.
“Hang on.” She closed her eyes, bringing up the memory of what she’d seen during the tracking spell—the vision rushing over the river and forest to the mountain fortress. If this city was oriented just like Boston, they now faced the southwest. “We need to cross to the other side of the canal. We follow along the river, heading south. About ten miles, maybe.”
“We can get there in a couple of hours, as long as you don’t walk like a normal, slothful human.”
“I can run most of that.” She frowned. “There’s got to be a spell for flight.”
“There is, especially for Druloch’s followers. You can tear a sapling from the ground to fly with. But unless you’ve practiced, you’re likely to break your pretty little neck.” He turned and dove into the canal water.
She followed, plunging below the water’s murky surface and kicking her way across. On the other side, Caine extended a hand and helped her out.
She stood, her soaked dress hugging her body, and wrung out her hair. Good thing it’s 80 degrees out.
“Talk to Cleo,” Caine said. “There’s a spell for speed you can use. If I have to travel at your pace, I’ll die from boredom on the way.” He folded his arms. “As long as you think you can keep her under control when things get stressful. When we were in Cambridge, Cleo nearly went on a rampage.”
“I’ll do my best, but I haven’t had training yet.”
“I’ll help you now. I’ll be your anchor until you get her under control.” He stepped closer, looking down at her. “Take off the ring.”
“Okay.” She pulled off the ring, shoving it in her bra. She gave in to the now-familiar feeling of Cleo’s leafy magic flooding her mind.
Caine’s fingertips brushed over her temples. “Compress her aura.”
Closing her eyes, she tightened the whorls of green into smaller coils, just as she’d done before.
“Where do you see her aura?” Caine asked.
“It’s in my head… in the center of my skull.”
He began tracing his fingertips down the sides of her face. “I want you to bring the magic lower. Let it follow my fingers.”
The sphere moved down into the base of her skull, following the path of his fingertips. It shifted down the front of her throat, her skin tingling all the way. He traced a single finger down her sternum, stopping just between her breasts. “Where is the magic now?”
“Where my heart is.” She breathed deeply, trying not to focus on where his finger was.
“Good.” He pulled his hand away. “Cleo will be easier to control when the magic isn’t in your head.”
In Rosalind’s mind, Cleo screamed. You trap me in your ribs, in a coffin of bone? You want to bury me under the earth, feed me to the worms?
“I need to stay in control right now,” Rosalind said out loud. “I’ll let you out to play some other time.”
When I come out to play, I’m going to find Ambrose, and then watch the world burn.
Rosalind tightened the magical coils down, tighter in her chest. Ambrose? What the hell did Cleo want with Ambrose? Whatever it was, she didn’t have time to get into her second soul’s drama now. She needed to get to Tammi—fast.
I need a spell for speed, Rosalind thought. If we make it out of here alive, I’ll take you to Ambrose or whatever other hot guy you fancy. As long as you help me.
Rosalind wasn’t going to let the world burn, but she could take the crazy mage to the vampire lord if that was what the spirit really wanted.
Ambrose, Cleo’s aura breathed in her chest.
Rosalind’s body buzzed with the mossy aura, and an image arose before her—the Angelic spell, engraved in light. Rosalind chanted the words, and a thrilling power invigorated her muscles. She opened her eyes, a smile curling her lips. “Let’s go.”
She launched into a sprint. Briny air rushed over her skin as she whipped past the river birch trees, crunching over deadfall and flying over rocks.
By Caine’s side, she ran like a storm wind.
She ran—until a familiar sight slammed the wind from her lungs. She ground to a halt, and her heart hammered like a war drum.
Before the forest line, four stakes stood along the rocky shoreline, their wood old and rotted. Dread tightened its grip on her heart.
This is where it happens. This is where I die.





Chapter 22
She stared at the wooden posts, her legs trembling. Something sharp and desperate slammed at the walls of her mind, a ravenous image trying to free itself.
“What?” Caine asked. “Why have you stopped?”
She wanted to keep the thought locked away, but it hurled itself against its prison, demanding to be seen.
Rain sliding down her skin, Miranda’s scream piercing the air. Miranda’s scream…
“What?” Caine asked again.
Shaking, she pointed, and Caine turned his head to look at the stakes. His body went still.
My feet sank into the dirt. Miranda screamed. He made us watch…
The air around her chilled. When he looked back at her, his eyes were pure ice. His aura snapped around him.
A shudder ran up her spine. “Have you seen them before?”
“You’ve seen them before, too,” he said, his voice distant, as though it were coming from a chasm.
Her world tilted. The memory in the back of her brain was screaming at her, coming for her blood. “Where did I see it—in my dream? Will you please tell me what the fuck is going on for once?” The hair on her arms stood on end. She could feel Caine all around her, darkening the shadows and whispering over the back of her neck.
Far beyond the river, charcoal storm clouds rolled in, and distant thunder rumbled across the horizon. Just like it did the other time.
Her fists clenched, and she shook her head. What other time?
Caine’s icy gaze bored into her. “I thought you wanted to save your friend. I thought we were here on a rescue mission. If it was important for you to know right now, I’d tell you.”
The thing in her mind clawed and bit at the edges of her consciousness, stoking her anger. Why do you have to be such an enigmatic bastard?
Anger smoldered, and Cleo’s aura fanned the flames. “We are on a rescue mission. But I want to know what the stakes mean. What did you mean I’ve already seen them?”
He’s lying to you, Cleo whispered. Never trust a beautiful shadow demon.
Lighting cracked the sky, and the gathering clouds began to unleash a torrent of cold rain. Just like it did the other time.
Caine merely stared at her, unmoving.
Anger hammered at Rosalind’s skull, and she lunged, grabbing him by his shirt collar, now wet with rain. “Tell me,” she seethed.
He cupped her face—an oddly gentle gesture, given the circumstances. “Or what? You’ll torture it out of me? Anything to get your hands on me.” It was his usual cocky comment, but this time no humor sparked in his eyes.
She tightened her grasp on his shirt, and Cleo’s aura flared, breaking free from its box.
Hurt the shadow demon. You know what he did. It’s the same—he’s the same.
“Rosalind,” Caine whispered. “We’re here to stop Tammi burning to death. We don’t have time for this.”
She closed her eyes, coiling Cleo’s aura tighter under her sternum. The bastard had a point—the clock was ticking on Tammi’s life. If she didn’t get to her friend in time, Tammi would end up an ashy pile at the bottom of a Brotherhood stake.
Through clenched teeth, she said, “Cleo wants me to hurt you. I’d like to hurt you. I’d like you to know I’m exercising a significant amount of restraint. We’ll keep going. I’ll torture the answers out of you later if I need to.”
She unclenched her fingers from his collar and turned, breaking into a sprint again. Her feet moved swiftly over the riverbank, spattering mud on her thighs. There was something wild in her now that wanted to get out—but if she gave in, she’d never find Tammi. The thing would eat her alive.
As the rain fell, her boots pounded the muddy shoreline. He doesn’t kill Miranda. Miranda was screaming on the shore.
Her mind spun. But as they ran, the sound of beating wings turned her head, and she lifted her eyes to the sky. Ice flooded her veins, and she ground to a halt. Streams of brightly colored auras roiled in the skies, just below the storm clouds.
Caine stopped running, his fists clenching. “What do you see?”
“Some sort of demons are coming right for us. I can’t tell what kind yet, but I can see the auras.” Her heart sped up, smashing against her ribs. “How the hell did they know we were here?”
“What do the auras look like?”
“All different kinds, like the keres in Harvard Square.”
Caine sucked in a sharp breath. “I see them now. I see their black wings. Definitely keres. But if they’re the same kind who attacked in Cambridge, my magic hardly did a thing against them.”
“It’s their auras. There are so many types of magic to protect them. I’ve never seen anything like it.”
Shadows gathered in Caine’s eyes, but his voice was low and controlled. “Ask Cleo for a war spell. Now.”
She reached for her sword, pulling it from its sheath, and closed her eyes. Cleo. Help me fight the Brotherhood’s monsters. I need a spell for war. And like I said—if we get out of here alive, I’ll take you to Ambrose. Whatever you want.
Green light flashed from her chest, then a spell dedicated to Nyxobas rose in her mind. She chanted the words out loud, and the air filled with the scent of hawthorns and moss.
As she chanted the spell, something ancient and angry simmered in the back of her brain. A preternatural surety ignited her limbs. The battle is coming. I’m ready. Smoldering rage lit her up. Kill.
She glanced at the sky again, her cheeks burning with her pumping blood, limbs shaking with anticipation. The air was dense with the keres’ beating wings—whirling with copper, black, silver, green, and blue auras.
Battle fury ignited her nerve endings, and she felt a growl rise in her throat. She wanted to see the spray of blood, hear the crunch of crushed skulls.
Her teeth chattered.
The keres drew closer in a writhing cloud—and she wanted to sink her sword into all of them. Their black wings pounded the cool air, and the breeze whipped Rosalind’s hair around her head. Her senses were piqued, and as they drew closer, she took in every feather, every bead of sweat on the creatures. They had swords of their own—iron swords—but she didn’t feel fear at the sight.
A growl tore from her throat. What the hell kind of demon carries iron?
What are these things?
Caine’s gaze slid to hers. “I can feel your bloodlust from here—and I like it, but I want you to understand that they’re harder to kill than you’d think.”
Fury simmered in her chest. “So let’s start killing them now.”
A smile flickered across his lips, and he held out his hands to the side, chanting a spell. His aura burst from his body in a thrilling flash of power that pulsed through her bones. Electrified, Rosalind joined in.
Her aura intertwined with his; spirals of green and silver wound together, dancing toward the heavens.
Tendrils of his magic snapped around the keres’ bodies. A few of them burst into flame, plunging from the sky, wings burning like torches. Black plumes of smoke spiraled from their falling bodies, and the sight of it filled her with a dark thrill.
Still, even through the red mist of battle fury, a chill washed over her skin. There are so many of them…
Ignoring the fallen, the rest of the horde pressed on. Caine shot her a look—was that a flicker of concern in his eyes? He raised his fingers to the heavens, switching to another spell—one about the winds of Nyxobas. As he spoke, an icy breeze rushed over her skin. Rosalind joined in with him, and their auras clawed higher into the sky, buffeting the keres in hurricane winds.
A few keres veered off, straying from the swarm—but most stayed on course. She’d seen Caine knock helicopters from the sky in the same way, but the keres’ strange, powerful magic kept them on course.
She chanted louder, and her green aura brightened against the dark sky, curling around the oncoming horde.
But there were just so many, flying lower now, heading straight for Rosalind and Caine. She gripped the sword’s hilt. The closest were only a few hundred feet away now, their eyes flashing with cold, pale light. She lifted the sword, her body singing for blood and broken bones.
A hundred feet away.
Caine gripped his weapon, changing spells once more. He called on Druloch for a great shield of tree branches.
Fifty feet.
Rosalind chanted with him, and Cleo’s vernal aura strengthened the spell’s power.
Thirty feet.
Green and silver boughs shot through the air around them, knitting together in a branchy dome. As the last of the branches knitted together, enclosing them in darkness, the oncoming keres slammed into the shield. They thudded against the bark like birds hitting a window.
In the dark of the arboreal vault, Rosalind let out a long, slow breath, her body surging with a strange combination of fear and frenzy. I want to cut them to the bone, I want to burn them to the marrow. The keres stood between her and Tammi, and if she didn’t destroy them soon, her friend would be dead. She growled, fingers tightening on the hilt in a death grip. Nyxobas demands blood.
Caine sparked a sphere of light, and it cast an amber glow around them. He cast a critical eye at her. “The downside of that shielding spell is that I’m now trapped in a tree with a full blown berserker.” He narrowed his eyes. “Don’t even think about trying to disembowel me. It will not end w—”
A great crack rent the air, and Rosalind’s head snapped up at the sound. Light pierced the dome where the keres had smashed a hole. Rosalind raised her sword, ready to slice into flesh.
Caine began whispering another spell. Before he could finish, a horde of snarling keres poured into the gap.





Chapter 23
Rosalind unleashed a fierce battle cry. A ker flew at her, and she sliced into the creature’s neck. Guided by Nyxobas’s spell, her sword carved vicious arcs, keeping the keres at bay.
Battle frenzy electrified her body, lending her an otherworldly speed. She whirled as the keres closed in, her sword clashing against their iron. From the corner of her eye, she caught a glimpse of Caine, a ferocious blur of silver and black.
Surging with strength, she sliced through another ker neck. Blood sprayed in a wide arc above her. The old Rosalind, a dull voice buried under red fog, recoiled at the carnage. The old Rosalind wanted to teleport back to the city.
But the old Rosalind wasn’t in control anymore.
Nyxobas’s spell drove her on. Time seemed to have slowed down, allowing her to slash into each target. Swing. Stab. Bathe your sword in their blood. But this battle couldn’t last forever—not when there were so many of them. Even drunk on bloodlust, she had a faint sense of being hopelessly outnumbered.
A battle shriek turned her head, and she swung her blade at another ker, tearing into the demon’s gut.
The keres were pressing in closer. So many of them. They didn’t seem to care for their own lives. What the hell is wrong with them?
A sharp pain pierced her skull, and she staggered, dropping her sword. At the sound of it clanging to the ground, some of her battle fury ebbed. This is not good.
Dizzy, she felt the ground sway below her, and fell forward into the mud.
A horrible realization hit her like a fist. They’re going to eat me alive.
Pain splintered her head, and she began pushing herself up, but a ker boot slammed into her back, smashing her down. Sulfurous dirt filled her mouth, and sharp-clawed ker hands pinned her to the ground. Grunting, she struggled against them, trying to free her limbs.
They’re going to eat me alive.
Frantic, she tried ripping her arms free, but their grip on her was iron-clad, fingernails piercing her flesh. They yanked her arms behind her back, nearly ripping them from their sockets, as a boot pressed her back into the mud.
One of the demons snapped iron handcuffs on her wrists. As soon as the iron touched her skin, the magical aura rushed from her body, leaving her muscles with a burning fatigue, her limbs trembling and weak.
Oh fuck. Oh fuck.
That was it. She had no power left. She was just… Rosalind.
A ker punched her in the back of the head, slamming her face into the mud. She spat out a mouthful of dirt. Nausea climbed up her throat, and her teeth chattered uncontrollably. Sorrow extinguished her fire.
A ker bit into one of her shoulders, and she screamed. She bucked, managing to flip herself over again, knocking the ker off her—but a mob of keres still stood over her, hissing.
Caine’s roar rumbled over the dome, and she watched as a burst of his silver magic flared into the air.
The keres around her seemed to falter, their eyes bulging for just a moment—but the spell hadn’t worked, and the keres turned their cold gazes on Rosalind again. Caine’s magic doesn’t work on them. And I’m going to die here, lying in the mud in this wretched place.
A ker boot slammed her hard in the gut. As she coughed and spluttered, trying to catch her breath, rough hands grabbed her body, hoisting her up. With claws digging into her flesh, the keres began to beat their wings. The pain from her bite mark ripped her shoulder apart, and she gasped, frantically searching for Caine. But the keres were everywhere, lifting her off the ground, gripping tight to her shoulders and waist.
As they took flight for the opening, a phalanx of flying demons surrounded her, their black wings pulsing in the air. Fear sank its talons into her mind, and she glanced down at Caine. A whirlpool of keres surrounded him. For just a moment, his arctic eyes locked on hers, and his lips moved in a spell. But as his magic burst around him, the keres closed in, dragging him to the ground, trampling him into the mud.
“Caine!” she screamed. One of the keres yanked her head back by the hair, hissing. One final burst of Caine’s aura flashed as they lifted into the sky. His silvery magic curled around the keres. One of the demons at Rosalind’s shoulders moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head. Her grasp on Rosalind weakened, her head lolling. Her fingers slipped away. She dropped from the sky, her black dress whipping in the wind. Still, the other two keres tightened their sharp grasps.
Rosalind turned her head to glance down over her shoulder, hoping to see a raven taking flight—Caine coming to save her. Instead, she saw only a writhing mass of white-haired demons on the ground, smothering Caine. The sight cut her to the bone. I need to get back to him.
Maybe his demigod status could get him through a legion of iron-wielding demons—but it was a long shot. She’d seen what happened when she drove a single iron stake into his heart in Salem. Was that what it had been—her nightmares, her visions? Simply guilt, for what she’d done to him?
Her chest ached, and she stifled a sob. High in the stormy sky, rain battered her body. She had a gnawing certainty that she was being dragged to her own death. Around her, cauldron-dark clouds seethed, and lightning cracked.
The keres’ black wings rhythmically beat the air, their pale eyes glowing with an empty light. Something about them seemed different from the keres she’d encountered in Lilinor—their expressions were blank, their features a little more human. Beautiful, but vacant. If she didn’t have handcuffs on, she could do some damage with that battle fury spell—maybe crawl on one of their backs like she had with the harpy. Please, Nyxobas, don’t let Caine die.
She flexed her wrists. Bound by the damn iron shackles, she wasn’t going to get her frenzy going. Her gaze flicked to the keres. Not only did they wield iron weapons—they wore iron necklaces. What the fuck? How was their magic still working? Iron was supposed to destroy magic. It certainly did in her case.
Strong storm winds whipped over her body, freezing her skin, and her teeth chattered. She glanced down at herself, at the ker blood soaking her clothing. This is a complete disaster. They were supposed to sneak up on the mountain fortress, undetected—that was the whole advantage to keeping their group small.
How did the keres manage to find them in all this wilderness—to home right in on them like a beacon? The demons had known exactly where they were. A tracking spell, perhaps? But somehow Drew had known exactly when he’d needed to search for them, had known that they were coming into his city. How?
And why were they dragging her off to the fortress, and leaving Caine behind? Surely a demigod was a greater prize than her. She swallowed hard. She couldn’t leave him there to die. Maybe there was some way out of her cuffs. If she could get her hands on a thin enough blade in her weapon belt, she might be able to slide it into a lock. The misericorde, maybe.
She glanced at the keres to see if they were paying attention. Their expressions were blank and stony as they carried her along the river’s southward bend.
She strained her arms, trying to reach for one of the blades, but the keres were gripping her too tightly for her to maneuver.
In the driving rain, she could see the mountain fortress coming into view, just like the one from her vision. Nestled into a blue-hued hill stood a dark granite castle, with copper statues of goddesses gleaming from its turrets. Harpies circled the air above it like birds of prey.
A shiver wracked her body. Is this horrible place my ancestral home?
The keres were heading for a rocky outcrop in front of the fortress’s portcullis. Swooping lower, they dove straight for the ground at an alarming speed. The fortress loomed larger as they hurtled for the ground.
Rosalind braced herself for a rough landing. Just outside the portcullis, they let her drop a few feet from the ground. She rolled on the rocky ledge, grimacing with pain.
And this is how my family summons me.
Grunting, she pushed onto her knees, and the keres yanked her the rest of the way up. Her gut clenched with dread as she stared up at the pale stone fortress. I have no idea what awaits me here, but I don’t have a good feeling about it.
The copper portcullis creaked open with the sound of turning gears. When it gaped fully open, the keres pushed her in. Her heart skipped a beat. Two literal giants guarded a set of doors at the other end of the hall. They must have been twenty feet tall, their half-naked bodies formed from pure corded muscle. Their eyes gleamed a pale granite, strong jaws set tight. Each one gripped a spear in enormous, meaty hands.
She swallowed hard. Where the hell is everyone getting these giants?
The keres shoved her forward, and she started walking slowly. As they crossed the marble floor, her boots echoed off the high ceiling. She eyed the alcoves filled with copper statues, and a sigil marking the pale marble floor. A shiver ran up her spine. It was the same one she’d seen at Abduxiel Mansion: Azazeyl’s sigil. The god who might not be real.
Altogether, the palace held a faint hint of familiarity. She’d been here before—she was fairly certain of that. She closed her eyes, trying not to think of Caine—that poisonous dream of the stakes, the dream that wanted to eat her alive. And she couldn’t let herself think of what was happening to him now—being overwhelmed by writhing ker bodies, his flesh pierced over and over by iron…
Stop it, Rosalind. She needed to keep her head together if she wanted to get out of this alive. And then she’d go back for him—or what was left of him. And together, they’d get Tammi.
Rosalind’s knees shook as they approached the second set of doors. The two giants stared straight ahead. Like the keres, their auras formed from a wide bouquet of colors and smells—gold and silver tingling over her skin, soft mossy green and a wet, briny blue. She didn’t even want to think about what kind of damage those bastards could do. Whatever her escape plan entailed, she’d need to stay the hell away from the giants.
As they walked up the stairs to the next set of doors, the doors swung open, revealing a second hall. A deep bronze rug led right up to a dark granite throne.
And on the throne sat Drew, lazily tracing a finger over the rim of a chalice. A copper crown, inset with emeralds, gleamed on his head.
The corner of his mouth twitched. “Rosalind.”
“Drew. My loving… what are you? Brother? Cousin?”
A raised eyebrow registered a hint of surprise. “Ah. You’ve worked it out, at last.”
“Is it true?”
He shook his head slowly, his eyes locked on hers. “Not your brother. Cousin, yes—and your future husband. Did you finally remember your family?”





Chapter 24
Her mind churned. “Caine told me about our family crest. And I saw the same motto hanging on your wall. Loyalty binds me.”
“It doesn’t bind you, though, does it?”
“Who are you?” Her voice echoed off the high ceiling.
“I loved your parents like they were my own. Worshipped them, practically.” He frowned. “But sadly, they were not my own.”
“What do you mean, future husband?”
“We’ve been engaged since you were born. As we should be. We needed to ensure we could keep the Atherton bloodline pure. We’re not like other people, Rosalind.”
She swallowed hard. She needed to buy just enough time to slide a blade out of her belt and wrench the cuffs open. “In what way are we not like other people? I mean, besides having a fortress with giants and harpies?” Pain seared the puncture wounds in her neck, and she grimaced as he spoke.
He narrowed his eyes, studying her neck. “You’re injured. I’ll send someone for a potion.”
“I don’t want any more potions.” Her fingers curled. “What was in the last one you gave me?”
“It healed you didn’t it? And it helped me keep track of you.” He shrugged. “Otherwise, I might not have known you’d come for me.”
Slowly, she reached for one of the blades in her belt. Her fingertips tightened on the knife’s hilt, and she began inching it up. It was the misericorde—a long, needle-like knife intended to deliver a merciful death stroke. Perfect for picking the cuffs’ lock.
She just needed enough time to make it work. She cleared her throat.
“You were saying something about a pure bloodline? We’re not like other people?”
Drew steepled his fingers, staring down at her. “I’m trying to re-establish the Atherton dynasty. We are descendants of the One Who Is All. We deserve to rule. We will create a new Atherton kingdom from here, just like the kingdom of old. Your parents had the same mission.”
Slowly, she inched the hilt up higher. This is not going to be easy. “My parents wanted to create a new kingdom. And that’s why they needed three ancient mage’s souls—for all that power.”
“It was part of their plan,” Drew said.
Her wet fingers were slippery on the hilt. “Why are you working with the Brotherhood?”
He straightened, his face paling slightly. “You must understand that I had nothing—nothing but a common enemy with the Brotherhood. Mutual hatred tends to unite people.”
She shimmied the knife up a little higher, trying not to let it slip. “What mutual enemy?”
“The Ravener.”
Her pulse raced, and sweat mixed with the rain on her fingertips. It was hard to get a good grip on the hilt. “Why is he your enemy?”
“I wasn’t happy to find you with him, Rosalind. Not very loyal. And you’re too stupid to realize what he’s doing. First, he ruined our family, and now he wants to make you into his whore, to further debase the Atherton name.”
“That’s not true.” Almost out, Rosalind. “If he wants to make me into his whore, then why hasn’t he used mind control? Or his incubus powers?”
“He likes a challenge. It excites him. Feeds his ego.” Drew looked at his fingernails. “I almost gave you over to the Brotherhood to burn, but I changed my mind at the last minute. I loved your parents very much, and you seemed so helpless when I spoke to you at the mansion.”
Just one more inch. Rosalind’s chest tightened. “I don’t even remember what Caine did. How did he destroy our family?”
Before Drew could respond, a ker smacked her in the back of the head, hissing. Rosalind dropped the blade, and it clanged against the ground. Her heart sank, her knees nearly giving way.
Drew tutted. “Rosalind. Were you trying to escape? I had a feeling I couldn’t trust you yet.” He released a long sigh. “I’ll have to keep you and Miranda in iron until you can demonstrate your loyalty.”
“Miranda hasn’t shown herself loyal to you?”
“The woman is half-mad. Whatever your Hunter friends did to her has ripped her mind apart. I think she has a strange fondness for Caine, despite what he did. So I’ll keep the chains on both of you for now.” He bit his lip. “The Brotherhood were hoping for four of you, of course. Caine, Malphus, Tammi, and you. But they’ll just have to settle for the two incubi alone. I’d still like you to be my wife.” He shrugged. “The Brotherhood can always choose another scapegoat. I don’t get the impression they’re picky about guilt.”
He’s not going to give Tammi up. This was the first bit of good news she’d had. “So you won’t give Tammi to the Brotherhood either. I’d heard she was going to burn today.” She straightened. “I want to see her.”
Drew rose, stepping down from the dais. “In time, Rosalind, you’ll understand that the king is the one giving the commands.” He crossed the marble floor, and slid his arms around her. “But there’s plenty of time for you to learn that.”
He whispered a spell, his aura crawling over her body. It was no longer just copper, but tendrils of green and blue, gold and silver, the smells and textures overwhelming—slippery and rough, cold and burning, salty and spicy.
The phrase the One Who Is All whispered in the back of her skull, and the auras rushed into her bones.
In the next moment, they stood on a high walkway overlooking an enormous courtyard. A horde of keres swarmed below, bodies slick with the rain water. Their skin had an odd, shiny sheen, and they wore ragged black gowns. What the hell is going on here?
On a raised stone dais in the courtyard, Erish stood above an altar, her hair wild. Her aura had changed—in fact, it looked just like Drew’s. Wild tendrils of gold, copper, silver, and green whipped from her body. Her dark hair snaked around her head, and her eyes shone a deep black. Something looked definitely wrong with her.
“What’s happened to her?” Rosalind asked.
“She drinks my blood, and that means she drinks from The One who is All. She’s been gorging on Blodrial’s blood as well. I’m not sure she’s handling it well. Mentally. But her powers are breathtaking. It’s been a long time since giants have roamed the earth, and she created the ones you’ve seen.”
Rosalind’s heart raced. “What are you talking about?”
His gaze slid to hers. “If you hadn’t been wearing that iron ring when you were in the Brotherhood, you’d know exactly what I was talking about. When you drank the god’s blood, you would have seen it for yourself. You and I descend directly from the One Who is All, he of the seven gods.”
She scanned the crowd of keres, desperately searching for Tammi. Fire flooded her veins, and her pulse raced out of control. Keep your composure, Rosalind. “I don’t have the first fucking clue what you’re talking about. But where is Tammi?”
He drummed his fingertips on the stone ledge. “I imagined you’d have a hard time recognizing her. She isn’t really Tammi anymore. It’s why I can’t give her to the Brotherhood. They wouldn’t recognize her either.”
Dread bloomed in Rosalind’s chest, and she watched Erish stalk off, storming through a wooden door into one of the towers. “What do you mean she isn’t Tammi anymore?” She knew where this was going, but she didn’t want to believe it. She kept the thoughts locked behind bars, trapped below the surface with all the dreams she didn’t want to remember.
He took a deep breath. “This probably makes me seem worse than I am. But let me explain. After the revolution in Maremount, I was in utter and complete exile for years—”
Her blood boiled. Slam. Something was hammering at the cage in her mind. “I said where is Tammi?”
“After years of living like a savage,” he continued, his voice soft and controlled. “I made it into Boston, but there, the Brotherhood rule the city. Gods below, I was eating discarded food out of trash cans, sleeping in—”
Slam. Slam. Slam. She gritted her teeth. “Answer my question.”
“So I made a deal. The Brotherhood allowed me to use my magic freely. All I had to do was turn in a few traitors—you and Caine among them—and they would help me re-establish my dynasty.” His eyes took on a dreamy look. “It was a blessing in disguise—fate, really. They wanted me to drink the god’s blood. They’re a bit fanatical. But when I did, the most wondrous thing happened.” He turned to her, eyes glistening. “The One Who Is All awoke in my blood, blessing me with all kinds of magic. And now, I can see it and feel it, like you can. And I can control it.” He closed his eyes, tilting back his head to let the rain run down his face. “And that’s when Erish found me. She helped me rebuild part of the Atherton legacy. This fortress was here centuries ago, and we’ve created it again.”
Slam. Rosalind’s face grew hot, and even without the spell she could feel the battle fury rising. “Get to the part about Tammi.”
“I’m getting to it.” He opened his eyes. “The Brotherhood won’t supply us with the god’s blood unless we do certain things for them. They wanted a demon massacre, so we gave them a demon massacre.” He looked out at the crowd of keres. “First, Erish and I had to make the demons. She’d ruined her own ker army, and these ones are much more docile.”
Slam. Fear slithered over her skin. “Where is Tammi?” her voice came out in a whisper.
“I’d only intended to create a few,” he continued. “That’s all we needed for a solid massacre, and I didn’t know how to control the magic. I’m still learning. But Erish did. Really, she conducted the entire massacre. I think perhaps she’s starting to lose her mind. She’s been drinking me dry, sure. But she was never meant to drink from the iron god, and now she gorges herself on his blood. She’s too strong for me to fight, even with my growing powers.” He waved a hand. “And that’s how we ended up with this mess. Tammi, unfortunately, was one of the casualties.”
In horror, Rosalind turned to look at the crowd of keres. Tammi is down there, dead-eyed and squatting in the courtyard. Tammi, who knew all the lyrics to every Beyoncé song. Tammi, who cut Rosalind’s hair when she couldn’t afford the salon, who came up with the most hilarious nicknames for all their professors, who dressed as a flapper every Halloween.
Tammi—that Tammi—was crouching in the rain, demon-like and lobotomized.
Uncaged, white-hot fury surged. She wanted to kick the shit out of Drew, to unleash her battle frenzy like she had with the keres. But, bound in iron, she couldn’t get to the magic she needed. Her heart hammered. “What did you do to Tammi? I want to hear you say it.”
Erish slammed open the wooden door again, dragging a human woman by the throat.
Drew nodded at the courtyard. “You’ll want to see this.”
Erish threw the woman down on the stone slab, her red hair spread out behind her. She screamed, and kept screaming. The succubus snarled, fixing the woman’s neck in an iron cuff that bound her to the stone.
Rosalind’s stomach clenched. This is what happened to Tammi.
A guttural growl rose from Erish’s throat as she chanted an Angelic spell, and colored swirls of magic exploded around them. Rosalind watched in horror as the woman’s skin slowly blanched. She convulsed and shook on the stone. As she screeched to the stormy heavens, her eyes began to blaze like starlight, teeth lengthening into sharp spears. Her vibrant red hair paled to a gleaming white, and long, black claws lengthened from her fingertips.
Bile rose in Rosalind’s throat. All the missing people… Her legs threatened to give way. Her mind whirled. She needed to find Caine again, and they could drag Tammi out of here and undo the spell. Maybe the magic lay in the necklace itself. “How are you doing this?” she whispered.
“The One Who is All—the original fallen—gives us powers you’ve never dreamed of. I always thought it was a fairytale until I saw it for myself. Soon, you’ll be a believer, too.”
Her heart thrummed against her ribs. She wanted to call down the wrath of the gods on this place—but she needed to get out of the cuffs first. She scanned the skies, desperate for a sign of Caine flying in as a raven.
“Are you looking for the incubus?” Drew shook his head. “He won’t be coming for you.”
All the air left her lungs, like she’d been punched in the chest. “How do you know?”
“I watched him die through a scrying mirror. It was exactly as I’d always wanted to see him die—impaled on a stake and left there to rot. The light just went right out of his eyes.”
His words slammed into Rosalind. He stepped closer, wrapping his arms around her once again, and whispered a spell, his overwhelming auras rushing over her skin. She tried to swallow her revulsion as he whispered the teleportation spell.
In the next instant, they stood in the hall again, not far from Drew’s throne. The keres who had held her were now gone, and they were completely alone.
“You saw Caine die?” she said, her legs trembling. She pulled away from him.
“I’d been looking forward to that moment for years. I wanted so badly to kill him when he came into my house in Cambridge, but my magic wasn’t as powerful then.”
She didn’t care anymore why Drew hated Caine; she just knew that cold, icy wrath flooded her body.
Maybe she couldn’t access the battle frenzy spell, but she had fury of her own. The Brotherhood had taught her to fight without magic. Rage surged in her blood, and her teeth began to chatter, just as they’d done when she’d used the Morrigan’s spell. Only this fury was her own, blazing through her nerve endings, igniting her body.
Fight. Rosalind pivoted, then kicked, slamming Drew in the face with her boot. His head snapped back, and she hammered him two more times in the nose. She heard a crack—the bone snapping—and the sound thrilled her. Blood poured from his face, and she slammed him again, wanting to break his skull in two.
He killed Caine. He destroyed Tammi.
Dazed, he staggered backward, trying to chant a spell, but his words slurred together and he fell on his ass.
Rosalind let herself drop to the ground too, contorting her body so she could pull her legs through her arms. Blazing with adrenalin, she rose, her cuffs now in front.
From the ground, Drew began chanting another spell—clearer this time—and she sprinted behind him. He killed Caine, her mind screamed. She hooked her cuffs around his throat, and pulled. Hard.
Bloodlust whispered around her heart, urging her to end his life. He destroyed my friends.
Drew’s face reddened, his eyes bulging. As soon as his body went limp, she pulled the cuffs from his throat. He fell back, his head cracking against the marble floor. She stared at the angry red indentations on his neck. He was unconscious, not dead. His chest rose and fell slowly, his breath raspy.
At the sight of his helplessness, some of the rage in her chest subsided. She didn’t need to kill an unconscious man, but she’d make damn sure he couldn’t use his powers.
She just needed to get out of these cuffs.
She snatched her knife from the ground where the ker had dropped it—the thin stiletto blade was just narrow enough for what she needed. She slid the point in beside the teeth, sliding it deeper into the locking mechanism. Pushing on the cuff, she inched the knife in deeper, inching it slowly, until at last, she heard the lock click, unlatching.
She exhaled and glanced at Drew, who lay flat on his back, then she switched her focus to the other wrist.
When she’d pried her way out of that one, she grabbed the cuffs, crossing to Drew. She hauled him up, dragged him over to the throne’s base, and cuffed his hands behind his back with the cuff’s chain around one leg of the throne.
Free from the iron, she closed her eyes, letting Cleo’s aura swirl in her chest. Hugging her exhausted body, she chanted the spell to teleport back to the four stakes.
Her body burst with green magic, and a vernal wind rushed over her skin. She landed in the mud on her hands and knees, next to the branchy dome. Rain still hammered down, and her dress stuck to her skin. After using the powerful spell, her body felt ripped apart with fatigue. She had to fight the urge to lie in the mud and sleep.
When she looked up at the stakes, the world seemed to fall out from under her.





Chapter 25
T  here, nailed to a stake, was Caine. His head drooped, and blood poured from his heart. An iron nail had been rammed right through his chest.
It was just like her dream, only it was all backward. Caine had been killed, not her. She rushed to him.
A thin stream of blood dripped from his perfect lips. His entire body had been slashed by iron swords, and his head lolled. She slid her hand over his neck. Faintly, so faintly that she could hardly feel it, a pulse beat beneath the surface of his skin.
Relief washed over her. Nearly dead—but not quite. I guess a demigod doesn’t die so easily. But there’s only one way for an incubus to heal. Whatever he’d done, whatever had happened at these stakes—she had to heal him now if she didn’t want him to die.
She stared down at his chest again, at the nail’s thick iron head. Digging her nails around it, she slowly eased it out. When she’d pulled it out a few inches, she swallowed hard. If he’s conscious for this, it will hurt. A lot.
She gripped it hard in her fist, then yanked it out. Caine moaned, his pale eyes fluttering open. He stared at her, seemingly without recognition. His eyes had darkened to fathomless, inhuman voids.
He glared down at her, and fear ran up her spine. Near death, he’d reverted to a primal state, a low growl rumbling from his chest. His fingers clamped onto her waist, claiming her. She wasn’t looking at Caine. She was looking at a shadow god, one full of primordial wrath, and every instinct in her body told her to run.
He only had one way to heal, and he wanted it. Now.
His fingers tightened around her waist in a vise-like grip. Possessive. Hungry. He pulled her closer, his heat seeping into her, his aura curling around her, brushing against her rain-soaked skin. She was his salvation, and he wasn’t letting her get away from him.
Slowly, his dark gaze magnetized her, and she no longer wanted to run from him. He grabbed her by the hair, turning her head to expose the vulnerable skin of her throat.
She shivered. Caine was in complete control here. If she tried to pull away from him, she didn’t think he’d let her get very far.
He leaned in, his teeth brushing her throat, sending a jolt of fire through her.
Wrapping her arms around his neck, she arched into him, tangling her fingers into his hair. His grasp on her hips tightened, and he nipped at her skin. His lips replaced his teeth, and he kissed her neck softly, disarmingly. Heat blazed through her core, and her breath caught in her throat. She leaned back, exposing more of her neck to him, wanting his hands all over her.
Without warning, Caine spun her around. In the next second, he was pinning her hard against the stake. The rough bark chafed her skin through her thin dress, but she didn’t care. Caine, black-eyed, overwhelmed her. With a low snarl, he wrapped his strong arms around the backs of her thighs and lifted her from the ground. He pushed in closer, pressing her against the wood. Pulse racing, she wrapped her legs around him, pulling him in tight. Her dress hitched up to her waist, exposing her thighs. She reached up to touch his perfect face, and desire flooded her.
Hungrily, he pressed his mouth against hers, devouring her. She parted her lips for him, letting her tongue brush his. His kiss was hungry, desperate, electrifying. She arched her back, and his kiss lit her up.
Then his kiss softened, deepening, his tongue velvety smooth against hers. Gently, he brushed the rain-slicked hair from her face. He loosened his grip, his fingers tracing her inner thighs, electrifying her body with his touch. His fingertips moved higher, and her pulse raced. I want him.
He pulled away, meeting her gaze. His eyes had returned to a clear, icy blue. Caine—but he wore an expression she’d never seen before. Almost perplexed. “I didn’t think I’d be able to find you.”
She cupped his neck. “That’s fine, because I found you.”
He stroked her thighs, staring into her eyes. Rain poured down his pale gold skin in rivulets, his dark hair soaked against his skin. “I saw them carry you away. I couldn’t get to you.”
“That’s because you were nailed to a stake.”
Caine’s breath quickened, his gaze moving past her, focusing on the rotting wood. As his eyes cleared, it almost seemed like he was waking from a dream. Suddenly, his body went rigid, a deep breath rushing into his lungs. He released his grip on her, letting her slide down his body. He pulled his arms from her neck and stepped away.
She pulled down her dress, feeling rejected. Well, I guess that’s over. It was for the best though, really. They still had to get Tammi. She crossed her arms, trying to clear her mind. “We need to go back to the fortress. I’ve been there now, so we can teleport. Are you healed?”
“Beautifully.” His gaze darted to the stake, as if it were still tormenting him. “There’s something I have to tell you.”
Dread filled her chest, and a memory slammed at the cage of her mind again. She had a sinking feeling that whatever he was going to tell her would change everything. But now wasn’t the time for that. She’d come here for Tammi, and she was leaving with Tammi. “Not now, Caine. Tell me after we get Tammi and Miranda back.”
His features relaxed almost imperceptibly. “Did you see them?”
Rosalind shook her head, hugging herself. “No, but I saw what they were doing—what Erish is doing. She’s lost her mind. She’s turning humans into keres, and I think Tammi was one of them. I don’t think Miranda is.”
Caine’s jaw flexed. “How?”
“Something about The One Who Is All. Drew says we’re descended from him. Erish drank Drew’s blood; she drinks Blodrial’s blood. It’s all fucked up over there, but the bottom line is, I’m getting Tammi back. And Miranda, too.”
His eyes narrowed. “The One Who Is All is just a legend. He’s not real.”
“Who was he?”
“Some say that the seven gods come from one: Azazeyl, the one who gave humans the Angelic language, the one who taught the Watchers to lay with the daughters of man. They say that for his transgressions, he was split into seven parts, then trapped in the earth. They say the seven gods don’t remember. They only know they don’t feel whole anymore, and they’re desperate to return to one.”
Rosalind hugged herself. “They can use magic from all the gods. I’ve seen Drew do it. And Erish, too.”
Caine frowned. “What’s the layout of the place, and what are their defenses?”
“The human keres are in the courtyard. There are harpies patrolling the skies, at least two giants—”
“More giants?”
“Apparently, Erish knows how to make them.”
“Seven hells.” Caine ran a finger over his jaw. “If they’re somehow drawing on the power of seven gods, I’ve been using the wrong spells entirely. In fact, I don’t know any spells for that kind of magic.”
“So maybe we just go in covertly. We turn invisible, you find Miranda, and I look for Tammi. I don’t know how I’ll find her if she looks like a ker, but I’ll figure something out.”
“I’ll find Miranda, and slaughter the succubus. What’s the layout of the castle?”
She scanned her mind, trying to picture the aerial view. “There are at least three towers, maybe five, with some kind of halls between them. Then there are more towers in the interior, all different heights, like it was designed by a crazy person. There’s a courtyard, and a lot of… rocks.” Her description petered out.
He arched an eyebrow.
“Look, I’m not an expert in castle architecture. And I have no idea where Miranda is in all that. But I can tell you the keres and Erish are in the courtyard, and Erish was standing over an altar.”
“Go to the courtyard. Find Tammi, and bring her as close to the altar as you can. When you see the signal, rush over to me, and the four of us will teleport out.”
She frowned. “What’s the signal?”
“Erish, impaled on an iron sword.”
She swallowed hard. “Perfect.”
His eyes raked over her body, taking in the puncture marks on her neck, the bruises. He lifted her arm, inspecting the claw marks. “Gods below,” he muttered. “Did they break anything?”
She shook her head. “Not this time.”
“You still need healing.” For a brief instant, she had a brief pang of regret that humans didn’t heal in the same way as incubi, but she pushed the thought to the back of her mind.
Running his fingertips over her ravaged skin, he lifted his gaze to meet hers. “I changed my mind about the signal.”
“What will it be?”
“Erish exploding into a spray of flesh, blood, and bone.”
“Lovely.”
He chanted the spell for healing, and his touch sent shivers over her skin. He brushed his fingers over her neck, soothing her body and thrilling it at the same time. He traced down the back of her spine, his perfect lips just inches from hers, the air between them electrified.
“That should do it,” he said softly. “I’m getting your sword for you. You might need it.” He disappeared in a blur of silver and black, speeding into the dome, and in a few moments he’d returned with her weapon.
She took it from him, slipping it back into the sheath, and ran her eyes over his healed skin. All the gashes had disappeared. She swallowed hard, wanting so badly to close the distance between them. “Are you sure you’re healed enough for all this? You were nearly dead.”
Instead of making another flippant remark about how she wanted to get her hands all over him, he just pulled her close, wrapping his arms around her and cupping the back of her head. His heart beat hard under his drenched clothes, not far from her ear. “I’m fine.”
He whispered the spell for invisibility, and she watched as his strong chest shimmered away. He leaned down, his breath warming her neck. “Take us to the fortress.”





Chapter 26
Rosalind breathed in his earthy scent for a moment, then whispered the teleportation spell. Caine joined in, and their auras mingled together, whirling around their bodies. In the next moment, they stood before the portcullis. Rain still poured from the skies.
She leaned into his warmth. “The giants are within those doors. We’ll need to find another way in.”
Caine leaned in close. “Ask Cleo for Arachne’s Blessing. Scale the walls.”
Rosalind closed her eyes, focusing on the green sphere of magic in her chest. Cleo. I need you to help me use Arachne’s Blessing.
Cleo whispered, I need Ambrose.
Whatever you want, Cleo.
Instantly, the spell’s words flashed in her mind, and she repeated them out loud, the aura tingling over her skin.
An uncanny sureness filled her limbs, and in the next second, she was at the base of the castle. Her fingers touched the smooth marble wall, adhering to it, and she scuttled up the rain-slick surface. A peal of thunder cracked the air, and the stormy winds whipped her air as she climbed higher. Don’t look down, Rosalind.
Fatigue pounded her body to the bone. She climbed higher, the wind howling.
At the top of the castle wall, she hoisted herself onto a wide marble walkway that stretched between two towers. She gazed out at the landscape—from this rocky outcrop at the mountain’s summit, the fortress seemed a thousand feet high. Overhead, harpies whirled, oblivious to her presence.
She turned, surveying the fortress’s center, trying to plan her route to the courtyard. Another square of towers stood in the center, connected by long buildings. Two circles of towers stood nearly twenty feet apart, but she had an almost certain feeling she could leap that distance with Arachne’s Blessing.
She climbed to the top of the battlement, her muscles tensing as she concentrated. She crouched down, then leapt into the air, soaring over the marble flagstones far below. She came down in an arc and landed just shy of the walkway—but she managed to grip the edge, clinging on with her fingertips.
Her heart hammered as she hoisted herself up, gasping for breath. She crossed the second walkway to peer down into the courtyard. Ragged keres—once human—crouched in the driving rain, their bodies completely docile. Her stomach tightened. What the fuck did they do to Tammi?
If she couldn’t get her friend back to her old self, she’d drive a nail right through Drew’s heart.
The damn human-keres looked completely uniform, even down to the same iron necklace they all wore. Her jaw tightened. Erish had put one of them around the redhead’s neck before turning her, like some kind of collar.
Maybe there was some enchantment in them. Was it possible that if Rosalind took the necklace off Tammi, the spell would wear off?
Whatever the case, she really needed a plan before she headed in there.
Her pulse began to race. I need to hurry. If Erish exploded, and she was nowhere nearby, things would get messy fast. She just needed to know where she was going first, some help with finding Tammi.
She closed her eyes. “Give me a spell for vision, Cleo, and I’ll give you what you want.” The air filled with a mossy aura, and in the next moment words blazed in her mind, engraved in sunlight. She chanted a spell for Athena, and Cleo’s leafy aura brushed over her skin.
When she opened her eyes, the sight before her was almost overwhelming. Each raindrop shone clearly as it fell—the air full of tiny, watery spheres. She could see each strand of gleaming white hair on the keres, each pore in their skin.
But where the fuck is Tammi?
They all looked exactly alike: the same straight noses and wide, white eyes framed with black lashes. Same gleaming white hair, same full breasts and narrow hips. Same long, black claws and sharp teeth. All had large black wings drooping from their backs. Rosalind searched for some distinguishing features in them, her stomach churning with a growing nausea.
Her fingernails pierced her palms when she noticed a distinct flash of color—a distinct flash of chipped Rouge Dior nail polish, in fact.
Tammi.
Rosalind stared at her friend’s face, hoping for some flicker of recognition, something recognizable in her eyes, but saw only emptiness. Tammi—the ker—sat cross-legged on the ground, her shoulders slumped.
Sadness pierced Rosalind’s chest. Am I too late? Is this all that’s left of her?
Her pulse raced, and she leapt over the side of the wall, scaling the wet marble to the courtyard below. When she reached the ground, she whirled around, fixing her gaze again on the ker with the chipped red nail polish.
She stepped between the docile keres, brushing against them as she walked. A few turned to look at her, but their silvery eyes never focused. When she reached Tammi, she grabbed her by the arm, trying to hoist her up, but her friend’s body was limp.
“Tammi,” she whispered. “Get up.”
A flicker of confusion whispered across Tammi’s strange, pale features, but she didn’t react to this disembodied voice.
Gods below. They’ve ice-picked her brain.
“Tammi,” she whispered again, yanking her friend to her feet.
Tammi rose for a moment before slumping down again.
Lightning cracked the sky; thunder rumbled over the rocky terrain. Rosalind wiped the rain out of her eyes. She was about to collapse into the mud.
Cleo, I need a spell for strength.
The words of an Angelic spell burned into her mind, and she chanted each word. Her muscles blazed with power. She searched around for any sign of Drew, but saw nothing.
She leaned down and hoisted Tammi to her feet.
Tammi’s brow furrowed with confusion, and she let out a low growl.
Rosalind gripped Tammi’s waist, pulling her friend’s arm around her shoulder.
At least, I hope this is my friend.
She glanced up at the altar. Erish had disappeared, no doubt to fetch another human. Rosalind’s stomach flipped. How many humans do they have trapped in this fortress?
As she dragged Tammi closer to the altar, her gaze roved over the sad collection of human-keres littering the courtyard. What was the point of all this?
She understood why the Brotherhood wanted them: more demonic attacks meant more power for them, and mob fear meant that they could take any measures they wanted, that they could purify the country in Blodrial’s ambrosia.
And she supposed she understood why Erish hated humans with such a deep and relentless passion. Look at what humans had done to her sister. But Erish should have been happy in Lilinor, reigning as queen.
Maybe it was true what Caine had said, that Ambrose had fallen out of love with her. Maybe she was driven by an insatiable hunger, like the one the harpies had instilled in Rosalind—a void gnawing at her from the inside out—and only the devotion of a beautiful man could fill it. A biting, ravening hunger, one that could be filled with worship alone.
Maybe Caine wasn’t the only ravener.
As she dragged Tammi to the altar, cold rain slid down Rosalind’s skin, and she shivered. The Ravener. Part of her didn’t want to know what he’d done. Part of her thought she already knew, but when her mind tried to put a name to it, tried to label the vision, an iron fist shoved the thoughts back into their cage.
As she approached the altar, she stilled her march. Erish had returned, dragging another human woman with her—a middle-aged woman with frizzy brown hair, wearing mom jeans and a floral T-shirt. She looked like she could be someone’s mother, or third-grade teacher.
Terrified, the woman thrashed; Rosalind gritted her teeth. The plan was for her to simply drag Tammi’s half-comatose body over near Erish, and then wait until Caine turned the succubus into aerosolized flesh. But Caine wasn’t there yet, and in the meantime here was someone’s mom screaming for her life while a succubus slammed an iron cuff around her throat, pinning her to the stone slab.
Caine had given her a whole spiel about not letting her emotions cloud her judgment, how loyalty could be a weakness. And she wasn’t sure where her loyalties lay—humans or demons, Athertons or incubi—but she was pretty sure right now they lay with this woman in her floral top, with her cracked Coke-bottle glasses, shrieking up at the storm clouds.
The thought nearly shattered her mind—but what if it was already too late to turn Tammi human again?
It wasn’t too late for this woman in front of them.
Rosalind edged closer to the succubus, who slammed a fist into the woman’s face, then clamped the iron ring around her neck.
Maybe there was a chance to save her.
Rosalind closed her eyes. Cleo… Help me get this woman out of here, and I’ll let you out to play.
The woman scratched at Erish’s face until the succubus forced down her hands. But Cleo’s green aura was already roiling in Rosalind’s chest, and she chatted the Angelic words—a spell for iron and chains. Rosalind’s eyes remained locked on the woman, whose entire body was wracked by sobs.
As Erish began a spell of her own, the woman’s hair blanched and grew longer, her skin paling.
Rosalind finished the final words of the spell, and iron binding the woman’s neck creaked and ground, bending away from her body. Erish’s eyes widened, and her surprise gave the woman just enough time to slug her. Erish staggered back, wiping the blood from her lip, her feral eyes on the woman as she jumped from the stone slab, trying to flee across the courtyard. She wouldn’t make it far before the keres slaughtered her.
Rosalind changed spells, chanting a spell for invisibility that targeted the woman, and the woman’s body shimmered out of view. Gods knew if she’d find her way out of the fortress, but at least she’d been given the chance.
Rosalind let out a long, slow breath, but when she looked back at the succubus, Erish’s midnight gaze was right on her. Her body tensed, her grasp tightening on Tammi’s waist. She stood only two feet from Erish, and she was supposed to be invisible. But at Erish’s gaze, her blood went cold. It seemed Erish could see auras, too—a gift from The One Who Is All.
The succubus’s roar rumbled off the castle walls, and she leapt over the altar. Rosalind released Tammi, reaching for her sword—but she didn’t get to it in time. Erish grabbed for her neck, squeezing hard—so hard Rosalind thought her throat might collapse into her spine. Fuck. She’s going to kill me.
Erish leaned in closer. “Is that you, Rosalind? Little Hunter? Are you here to try to kill me?”
Rosalind’s windpipe was being crushed, and pain ripped apart her lungs.
“I belong to The One Who Is All now,” Erish hissed. “Blodrial’s veins give us true life.”
Rosalind kicked Erish’s shins. She has lost her fucking mind, and I’m about to die.
Cleo, give me strength. Rosalind slammed her hands down on Erish’s wrists, pulling them away from her neck and smashing her boot into Erish’s stomach. The succubus doubled over for a split second—just enough time for Rosalind to pull out her sword before the succubus sprang up again.
Rosalind swung for Erish, but the creature ducked with breathtaking speed, her colored aura whipping out of her body. Wrath blazed in her darkened eyes, and she slammed Rosalind in the face with her fist. Rosalind staggered back, dropping her sword.
“The One Who Is All claims you.” She grabbed Rosalind by the shoulders, lifting her into the air and throwing her down on the rock.
Rosalind’s head cracked against the granite, agony splintering her skull. She pushed herself up on her elbows, but Erish slammed her down again. As Erish clamped an iron cuff on her arm, she flexed her wrist, making it larger. This was the one legacy her abusive, adoptive father had given her—a serious skill at getting out of restraints. She hated being bound.
She gritted her teeth, trying to keep her cool and grasped with her free hand for a hawthorn stake in her belt. But she didn’t get it out before Erish slammed her other wrist down. Rosalind thought her heart was going to break her ribs. Holy hells.
Erish’s dark eyes seemed unfocused, frantic.
Rain poured over Rosalind’s skin, and rage bubbled in her chest. Stay focused, Rosalind. “Why are you doing this?” she shouted.
Erish leaned in closer. “Do you know how many succubi once roamed the earth?”
“No.”
“There were thousands of us. We were once revered as sacred, as goddesses. Now, only four remain. The world fears women with power. Remember that, after I turn you into a ker. I watched seven of my sisters—and our mother, Lilith—tortured to death. My sister Shamhat decorates Maremount’s drinking fountain. It’s not enough to crush us into submission in life. They must humiliate us in death, too. And yet the incubi still live. It’s time for the tide to turn. I will have my own army now.”
Rosalind relaxed her wrists, making her hands as narrow as possible, and began to shimmy them out. She needed to keep Erish talking, just long enough so she could fully pry her hands from the bindings.
In the stormy skies above, the harpies began to shriek and wail—screaming at her? At Caine? It was something about a murder, something about the true king and queen. Rosalind crushed her hands together. “Why do you need the army of keres?”
Erish leaned in closer, her breath sweet. Rainwater poured down her stunning, almond skin, and she threaded her fingers into Rosalind’s hair. “To defend me. To help me rule.”
“Why did you torture the keres in Lilinor? You cut off their wings.” Keep talking, you lunatic.
“The keres once served succubi. But they’re a disloyal race. They abandoned us when the world stopped revering us as goddesses. The keres have been punished.”
The iron scraped Rosalind’s skin as she tugged her hands out. If Erish kept leaning in close, she might not notice Rosalind’s arms slowly shifting. “Surely Ambrose will protect you. He’s powerful.”
“I can’t rely on him anymore.” Rain slicked Erish’s eyelashes into peaks and dripped from the ends; her midnight eyes took on a glazed look. “He’s grown tired of me after five hundred years. His gaze turns to little human things like you.” Her fingers slid around Rosalind’s throat, and she leaned down. “So I’ve found a new protector. Drew, and my army of keres. He wants to marry you. But he won’t once I turn you into a ker. Everyone likes the human girls.”
Rosalind felt the base of her palm slip through the iron loop—though it felt as if her bones were being crushed and she was taking off a layer of skin.
“Of course you need protection,” she said, hoping to keep Erish focused on her. “It isn’t fair for so much to be taken from you.” She hoped her words sounded genuine—and deep down, part of her did feel sorry for the succubi.
Erish’s gaze met hers. “The One Who Is All has given me new powers. I can see auras now, and smell them. I drink from Blodrial’s veins, and I can create new demons, using the magic of the seven. And now no one will be able to hurt me. No one will be able to wipe the last of the succubi from the earth’s surface.”
She’s really pouring her heart right out. The succubus seemed lonely as hell, like this was the first conversation she’d had in months.
“That sounds like a reasonable plan,” Rosalind said, trying to force her knuckles through the gap.
Erish’s eyes swiveled to hers, and Rosalind read in them a flash of madness. She was left with the distinct impression that Drew was right about Erish—the iron god’s blood had twisted her mind. Demons were never meant to drink from his veins. “Drew wants you to be his wife,” the succubus said plaintively.
Rosalind strained against the iron cuffs. Rainwater and sweat slicked her hands, and she nearly had them out.
Erish leaned in closer, rain spilling down her skin and onto Rosalind’s body. She cupped Rosalind’s face, almost lovingly. “I like you. You’ll make a lovely ker in my legion. Together, we’ll make a new world.”
Erish began to chant her spell, her aura whipping around her body, and Rosalind felt it rush over her skin, climbing up her bare legs, hot and cold at the same time. Her heart hammered, and with one frantic, skin-ripping tug, she tore her hands free.
Erish screamed, trying to push her down again, but Rosalind was already chanting Cleo’s battle fury spell, and raw power blazed. She pulled a hawthorn stake from her belt, ramming it into Erish’s chest, up beneath her ribs, and right into her heart. Blood spurted from the queen’s chest.
The succubus staggered back. She should have collapsed, half-dead, onto the ground; instead, she pulled the hawthorn stake from her chest. The auras whirled from her body—only the silver dimming.
Oh, shit. So this is why they were impervious to magic and the usual weapons. You could extinguish one type of magic, but the other gods still protected her. Rosalind had only snuffed out the shadow magic.
Rosalind reached behind her back, drawing her sword. She swung it in a rapid arc, slicing through Erish’s neck, severing her spine. Crimson blood arced in the air. The queen’s beautiful head thudded onto the stone, her body crumpling.
Rosalind swallowed hard, looking down at the body. Erish might look dead, but she wouldn’t be until Rosalind carved her heart from her chest. But before she could plunge her blade into Erish’s chest, the keres unleashed rumbling growls that trembled over the stone walls. At the sound of the keres springing to life, a shudder ran over Rosalind’s skin.
She whirled, gripping her sword and staring at the snarling keres. They prowled forward, teeth bared, and ice inched up Rosalind’s spine. She was about to meet the keres’ wrath. Raising her sword, she gripped it tight. She needed a spell, but even with the Morrigan’s battle fury spell she couldn’t kill this many keres. Plus, she didn’t want to slaughter Tammi in the melee. She could scuttle up the walls again, but the damned keres could fly.
A line of keres at the front of the horde beat their wings, rising into the air. They were blocking her in.
Rosalind’s gaze slid to the wooden door that Erish had used. She pivoted, then broke into a sprint, her feet pounding through the mud. The keres screeched, and Rosalind ripped open the door, slamming it shut. She bolted the iron lock. The keres slammed against it, hacking into the old wood with their claws.
Frantically, Rosalind looked around. She stood in a long, marble corridor. To her right, a stairwell curved up.
Let’s start here. She ran up the curving stairwell. She needed to get to the walkway—from there, she might be able to get a better view of whatever the hell Caine was doing, and she’d be able to tell exactly where Tammi was.
Hurrying, she sprinted up the stairs, adrenaline and the battle spell fueling her speed. Seven flights up, she could hear the keres footsteps echoing up the stairwell, pounding against the stone like a hundred battle drums.
She pulled open the wooden door at the top of the stairs, sprinting onto the walkway. A shadow loomed over her, and she glanced overhead. The keres’ heavy, black wings whipped the stormy air. The iron gray sky was unleashing a torrent of rain, turning the courtyard into mud.
A loud slam turned her head. The keres had slammed through the wooden door, onto the walkway.
They’re here. Rosalind climbed to the top of the battlement, her eyes scanning for Tammi.
A screeching ker swooped in the air above her, and Rosalind caught a glimpse of crimson nails.
With a thundering heart, she crouched down, and leapt.
She grasped Tammi around the waist, and her friend—or what was left of her—screeched, raining punches onto Rosalind’s arms. Rosalind held on tight, chanting the teleportation spell, letting her vernal aura charge the air and curl around Tammi in waves of green. Rosalind’s body hummed with the spell’s power.
In the next moment, they were by the four stakes again.
Screaming, the ker—Tammi—careened for the ground. Just as they were about to make a hard landing, Rosalind reached up and ripped the iron chain from her friend’s throat.
They slammed into the mud, tumbling. The impact knocked the wind out of Rosalind. Catching her breath, she pushed herself onto her hands and knees. The strength spell was wearing off, and her entire body was on fire. It took a moment for her to remember what was going on.
Tammi.
Still on her knees, she turned to look at her friend, certain she would see Tammi’s familiar blond hair and blue eyes.
But it was a silver-eyed ker who stared back at her, and the only thing Rosalind recognized was the chipped Rouge Dior polish on her toes.





Chapter 27
T  he ker—Tammi—stared at her, starlight beaming from her eyes. The multicolored aura still whirled from her body.
It took Rosalind a moment to remember that she was invisible, and she chanted a spell to bring her body back into view.
But Tammi wasn’t looking at her. Tammi was looking down at her black claws, her fingers trembling. She still looked like a ker—yet something about her had changed. Her eyes had a new life to them, and her mouth was opened in distinctly humanlike horror.
Her body groaning, Rosalind stood. “Tammi?”
Tammi continued to stare at herself, turning to try to catch a glimpse of the black wings sprouting from her back. “What the fuck?” she demanded, her voice breaking.
“Tammi!” Relief flooded Rosalind. Her friend didn’t look the same—but that was definitely Tammi. She ran over to Tammi and hugged her, trying to avoid the black wings.
Her friend’s body was shaking uncontrollably. Rosalind stepped away, looking Tammi over. Gods, it was good to see her—even if she looked like a ker. “We can probably get you changed back,” Rosalind said. “I’m sure there’s a spell…” She trailed off.
Tammi looked down, her fingertips running just below her new breasts. “Are these real?” She stared at Rosalind. “What the fuck, though. Am I a monster?”
Rosalind shook her head. “No. You look different, that’s all.”
Tammi touched her long, pointed teeth. “These will have to go.” She splayed her fingers. “And the nails.”
“You actually look very beautiful,” Rosalind said.
Tammi pulled open the top of her dress, peering down. “I mean, it’s not the worst thing but…” She looked up, her features clearing. “What the fuck happened? The last thing I remember was being in a prison in that fortress. And then the succubus… I was really hoping you’d come for me, Rosalind.”
Rosalind lifted her shoulders. “Well, I did. Just… not as soon as I should have. I didn’t know where you were.” Rosalind’s legs were shaking, too. All the magic she’d been using was draining the life right out of her.
Tammi glanced at the stakes. “Where are we? Why are we here?”
Ankle-deep in mud, Rosalind began pacing. “We’re still in Maremount. I need to go back for Caine and Miranda. I’m not sure what happened to them. Caine was supposed to grab Miranda and destroy Erish, but he never showed up in the courtyard.”
Tammi rubbed her temples. “Hang on. I’m extremely disoriented. The last thing I remember was that succubus bitch—”
“—she’s creating an army of keres.” Rosalind completed her friend’s thought. “Do you remember anything that will help me if I go back there? How the magic works, or where they were keeping Miranda?”
Tammi’s brow furrowed. “Snippets. Flashes of things…” She shook her head. “I remember more from when I was human in the prison cells. They had us all crammed into cells below the fortress, built into the rock. It was damp down there. Pretty sure some people had trench foot.” She hugged herself, shivering. “Anyway, an old woman said she’d overheard the guards talking. Miranda was in one of the towers, but not in a cell like ours. She was heavily protected. Giants, harpies, wraiths—Drew didn’t want her getting out.” Her silver gaze met Rosalind’s. “Maybe Drew was expecting Caine to come for her. From what I heard, he’s been building his power. He plays games with people. He lures people into traps.”
Rosalind’s body tensed. “And you think all this could be a trap? He really seems to hate Caine.” She turned, pacing. “Do you have any idea what tower Miranda is in?”
Tammi shook her head. “I have no idea. She wasn’t kept with the rest of us. But I know how to find the other prisoners.” She took a step closer, her fingers twitching. “There was water flowing in the bottom of the caves. And if I stuck my head between the bars, I could see a tiny little point of light. There’s a way in, I think, through the side of the mountain.”
“But you said Miranda isn’t in there.”
“Right, but there are a ton of other people there. Humans who Erish wants to turn into keres. We need to get them out.”
Rosalind glanced at the sky, searching for any oncoming keres. “You want us to free all the prisoners?” She shook her head. “That’s not our goal. We’re there to get Caine and Miranda.”
“I saw people starve to death in there. Half of them have dysentery. There’s a twelve-year-old girl with gangrene. We can’t leave them.”
Rosalind’s fingers tightened. “We need to find Caine and Miranda first. They could be in trouble.”
“The prisoners are definitely in trouble,” Tammi said. “And there are more of them, so why wouldn’t we help them first?”
“Because…” She couldn’t think of a reason. I don’t know the other people didn’t seem like a great rationale. “Because Caine and I came here together, and we’re going to leave together. And Miranda’s my sister.”
Tammi crossed her arms, frowning. “There’s only two of them. There are hundreds in the prisons. And if anything happens to us while trying to find Caine and Miranda, those humans will never make it out. Freeing them is the right thing to do. This is two lives versus hundreds. It’s simple math.”
Rosalind’s face flushed. In one of her psychology classes, they’d been asked to discuss a morality problem: if a train is heading for a group of five people on the track, and you can divert the train to a track with only one person on it, should you do it? You were supposed to say yes. It was supposed to be simple math.
But she always hated those kinds of problems, always had more questions that you weren’t supposed to ask. What were they all doing there in the first place? What if some of them wanted to die? What if the group of five were a bunch of child murderers? What if she loved that one person and didn’t want him to die alone?
Quantities alone weren’t enough.
“It’s not simple math,” she shouted. “If anything happens to us while trying to free the prisoners, we’ll never get to Caine and Miranda. There are more factors than just arithmetic that go into deciding whose life to save.”
Tammi narrowed her silver eyes. “Factors like being a super-hot incubus who could blow your mind in bed? That kind of factor?”
“No.” Flustered, she searched for the words. “Factors like…” Loyalty. She didn’t know where Miranda’s loyalty lay, but she and Caine were some kind of team now.
Still, his admonition rang in her head. Loyalty is a weakness. She didn’t know what was the right thing to do—but right now, she knew they were wasting time.
“Oh, for fuck’s sake, Tammi. Fine. We get the prisoners first. And if we die in the process, I’m going to be extremely pissed off at you in the afterworld.”
In the distance, so faint she could barely hear it, a bell began to ring. Rosalind threaded her fingers into her hair, her pulse racing. This is getting a little more complicated. “I don’t think we can take on an entire army of keres, Tammi. It’s nearly impossible to hurt them, even with magic. And if what you said about Drew is true—that he’s becoming crazy powerful—I don’t think we stand a chance.”
“I can see your aura now. Cleo’s aura, I guess. It’s green.”
Rosalind scowled. “Can we stay on topic?”
“That is on topic.” Tammi folded her arms. “I think that’s part of what makes the keres resistant to magical spells.”
“What do you mean?”
Tammi rubbed her forehead, closing her eyes was if she was searching her memory. “We were flying in the sky.” She turned, pointing to the clouds. “There. A mission or something… I don’t remember what it was, but I remember silver and green swirls of magic coming for us. I could see the magic, and that meant I could control it. I could force it away from me.”
“That makes sense.” Rosalind bit her thumbnail. Maybe now wasn’t the time to tell Tammi she’d been trying to light her on fire. “I’ve been learning about that myself. And if I can control it… maybe I can send it back where it came from.”
Tammi touched her lips. “Want to try a trial run?”
“You know Angelic spells?”
“No,” Tammi said, raising her hand. “But like we said, if you can see an aura, you can control it.” She stared at her open hand, until a whorl of colored auras formed in her palm. She wound up her arm, and threw it like baseball.
It slammed into Rosalind’s gut, and the auras surged over her body, like jolts of electricity. Rosalind staggered. Gods I need sleep.
Tammi clamped her hands on her hips. “Not good, Rosalind.”
Rosalind shook out her arms and legs. “Okay. I wasn’t ready that time. Let’s try this again.”
Tammi summoned another vortex of colored auras into her palm, and hurled it at Rosalind. This time Rosalind paused it in midair, and the sphere of magic hovered between them.
“Good,” Tammi said. “Now send it back.”
Rosalind concentrated hard, willing the aura to shift back. It slowly slid back to Tammi, gently bumping into her and spreading over her body.
Rosalind let out a long, slow breath. “That’s good, but I don’t think that skill is battle-ready yet. I think we need to sneak in as best we can and hope no one sees us. We can blow out the iron bars on the cells—”
A rhythmic noise beat the stormy air above them, and Rosalind’s gaze flicked to the skies. Colorful auras swirled in the air around another horde of keres.
Rosalind’s heart sped up. “Tammi, the bad news is that the keres are coming right for us. The good news is that the keres are no longer at the fortress.”
“Maybe now’s our time to go, then.”
“I can transport us back to one of the walkways. Can you get us to the prison cells?”
“I think so.”
Rosalind grabbed Tammi’s hand, whispering the spell for invisibility. Cleo’s green aura curled around their disappearing bodies, and Rosalind switched to the teleportation spell, her body shaking with exhaustion.
In the next instant, they flickered to the castle walkway. A sonorous bell—some sort of alarm—rang out.
Rain hammered down, and Rosalind peered over the battlement’s edge into the courtyard. Queen Erish’s headless body still lay on the ground, her blood mingling with the mud and rain.
Above, the harpies screeched, copper wings beating the air. Tammi grabbed her arm, pulling her up to the battlement. “I think we need to get going now. I think the harpies sense something. Grab hold of me. We’re gonna fly.”
Unlike the harpies, whose wings grew from their shoulders, Tammi’s wings stemmed from her back. That meant Rosalind would have to hang below her as they flew.
Rosalind tightened her arms around her friend’s neck, then locked her legs around Tammi’s waist.
“Bet you’re wishing I was Caine right about now,” Tammi said.
“Oh, be quiet,” Rosalind shot back.
She could feel the rush of air as Tammi’s wings began to whip the air, and they launched off the battlement. Rosalind’s stomach swooped as they flew, and she turned her head to see the fortress’s pale walls zooming past.
She arched her neck, getting an upside-down view of the mountainous fortress. The slopes beneath the fortress walls were a steep, rocky drop.
The wind howled around them, and she had to shout over it. “Do you have any idea where you’re going?”
“I’m looking for the entrance.”
Rosalind craned her neck, but trying to survey the terrain from this angle was awkward.
“I see it,” Tammi said.
Rosalind felt them dive lower, and the wind whipped hair into her face. Between strands of her own and Tammi’s hair, she could see an opening in the side of the mountain, below the fortress. A stream of water poured from the cave to the river below. Rosalind watched the entrance grow larger in her vision as they approached.
“Hang on,” Tammi said.
They flew straight into the darkened cave, splashing down in the running stream. In the hard landing, Rosalind let go of Tammi’s neck, and the current began to drag her out until she grabbed hold of a jagged rock.
Tammi flapped her wings, straightening in the current.
Rosalind closed her eyes, mentally asking Cleo for the spell for light. The words blazed in her mind, and she chanted a quick spell for the sun spirit. A pale, glowing sphere appeared in the air, lighting up the dank cave.
“You think this is the right way?” Rosalind asked.
“It was the only entrance I saw,” Tammi said.
Rosalind pressed forward against the current, her boots sloshing through the water.
Exhaustion was ripping her apart. Soon, she’d need to use another strength spell. But she’d wait until she really needed it. She didn’t want to lose her mind by using too much magic when her body was weak.
Just as her teeth were beginning to chatter from the frigid mountain water, the tunnel opened up into large cavern. Here, carved from quartzite, were three chillingly lifelike statues of people dressed in ornate clothing.
Rosalind shivered, looking up at them. A dripping noise echoed off the cave walls. “What do you think all this is?”
“If I had to guess,” Tammi said. “They’re probably the ancestors of whoever owns this place.”
Rosalind shuddered and peered up into the face of one of the statues—a woman with long hair falling over her shoulders in two braids. She had Rosalind’s high cheekbones and straight nose, and wore a spiky crown. A long gown draped over her stony body, with a deep V neck and long, wide sleeves that reached the floor. The garments were clearly medieval—these ancestors went beyond the founding of Maremount.
She glanced at the other two: medieval knights with chainmail and swords. There was something eerily lifelike about these statues. Rosalind hugged herself. “I guess there’s something I should mention about that.”
“What?”
“Drew and I are cousins. This is my ancestral home, and he thinks I’m going to marry him.”
“You’ve got to be fucking kidding.”
“Nope. Apparently, Drew and I were supposed to be married.” She trudged on. “Drew said my parents were trying to re-establish their dynasty. That they once ruled in another kingdom, a long time ago. Drew wants to pick up where they left off. I think he was homeless or something before he started working for the Brotherhood. And now he fancies himself a king.”
“And I thought my family was screwed up,” Tammi muttered.
“There’s something going on between Drew and Caine that I don’t understand.”
“You’re making it more complicated than it is. Men only ever fight about one thing when it comes down to it. They both want to have sex with you. End of story.”
Rosalind shook her head, happy to put distance between herself and the statue. “No. It’s more than that. There’s more to the history between Caine and my family that he’s been hiding it from me. He finally almost told me what it was, and I stopped him. I feel like it’s something terrible, and it caused all the shit that’s happening now.”
“You didn’t want to ruin your illusion of him.” Tammi’s footfalls splashed. “What if you’re related?”
“Ew. We are not related.”
“Forbidden fruit is the sweetest kind.”
“Stop.”
At last, the sound of murmuring drifted through the dank caves. Rosalind and Tammi fell silent, listening to faint voices echo off the rocky ceiling.
Their footsteps splashed as they walked into a larger cavern. The statues that had stood so proudly in the rest of the cavern were not to be found here. Instead, rocky ledges jutted out above them. Rosalind glanced up as they walked further into this new cavern; between the stalactites and iron bars, she caught glimpses of people, their hands grasping bars, faces peering down. The faint talking fell silent, and more faces appeared at the bars, staring.
“Here we are,” Tammi whispered. “But they won’t recognize me. Especially when I’m invisible.”
“I can make you visible,” Rosalind said. “Even if I can’t make you human again.
She closed her eyes, finding the words for the spell, and chanted them out loud. When she opened her eyes again, she was looking right at Tammi. “How far down do you think that drop was to the river?
“A hundred, maybe a hundred fifty feet.”
“They should be able to make the drop. I can try to turn them invisible, too. They’ll have to make their way to Maremount from here, just following the river. In the center of the city, they need to jump into the fountain. It will take them to Phobetor Field.” She grabbed Tammi’s arm. “The river flows toward the city. Maybe they can ride the current with branches. I have no idea what the people of Maremount will think of they see a horde of starved humans jumping into their fountain, so they’ll need to hurry. The invisibility spell doesn’t last forever.”
Tammi nodded. “I’m going to speak to them.” She flapped her wings, rising into the air. Droplets of water fell from her wings.
Panicking, the people in the cages shifted away from the bars, whispering to each other. If any of these prisoners had seen a ker before, it would have been when they were eating people’s necks in Harvard Square.
Tammi held out her hands, like she was taming a wild beast. “Everyone stay calm. We’ve come to get you out of here. I know I look like a demon, but I’m not. I mean, maybe I am now, but… I was in there with you. Some of you might remember me. Linda, I see you in there. And Steve. And Ben! You knew me as Tammi.”
“Tammi?” a voice called out. “What did they do to you?”
“They’re turning people into demons. And that’s why we’re going to get you out of here. You need to take the river—”
Panicked shouts echoed around the chambers, drowning out Tammi’s instructions. Someone screamed that her friend was too sick to move, her legs infected.
“Tell them I’ll heal them!” Rosalind shouted. “I’ll strengthen them. We need to move quickly.”
She bit her lip. Shit. How was she supposed to quickly conduct spells on hundreds of prisoners? I need to move this along—fast. If I can see magic, I can control it.
“Tammi!” Rosalind shouted. “Carry me up there. I can help heal them. Then they need to get the hell out of here before someone discovers us.”
Tammi flew lower, and Rosalind wrapped her arms around her friend’s neck. Tammi beat her wings, lifting Rosalind out of the water. Craning her neck, Rosalind glanced around at the people stuck in the rocky prison cells. The sphere of light dimly illuminated ragged clothes, gaunt faces, haunted eyes. They stared at her, gripping the bars.
Rosalind swallowed hard. All these people in here were now counting on her and Tammi to get them out of this. “I’m going to open your cells,” she said. “I’m going to use magic.”
“Witch!” someone shouted.
Oh, right. To everyone in here, magic was the ultimate enemy. Magic was what had led to their capture and imprisonment, to horrific massacres of innocent people. What she needed was some sort of rousing speech to help them understand the complexities of the situation—that it wasn’t simply good versus evil, that sometimes things were nuanced.
“I’m a witch,” she said, raising her voice. “But I’m a good witch. Like Glinda.” Or I could just reference Wizard of Oz. “Listen,” she continued. “We’re going to get you out of here, and that’s better than starving to death or rotting from gangrene under a mountain. So, witches or not, we’re your best bet.”
The prisoners fell quiet, and Rosalind closed her eyes, trying to focus on Cleo’s green aura. For the magic she was about to conduct, she’d need a staggering amount of power.
Cleo’s magic burned in her chest, a tiny green sphere of light blazing from her sternum. Cleo, help me open the iron bars. Like we opened the iron for that woman before.
Cleo whispered, Ambrose.
The spell shimmered into her mind, in words emblazoned with light. Rosalind spoke the words out loud, her body vibrating with Cleo’s spell. This time, the aura surged like electricity, and she felt a thrilling rush at its power. She concentrated on moving the aura with her mind, branching it out so it curled around all the cell bars. The power flowing from her body felt immense. She was a conduit, letting it out.
She closed her eyes, letting her head fall back, and the aura bubbled up her chest, tingling and brushing over her skin.
As the raw, vernal power ignited, she caught a glimpse of something… A rowan grove, the leaves illuminated by pure, golden sunlight, berries bright as fresh drops of blood. After the shadows grew long like grasping fingers, and the sun dipped below the flowery knoll, he would come for her in darkness. She burned for him…
“Rosalind!” Tammi called out.
“What?” Rosalind’s eyes snapped open. Her body ached to the bone. She glanced around at the prison cells. The bars gleamed with a green aura, and they’d been bent wide open in the center—leaving enough room for people to escape.
“You got lost there for a moment,” Tammi said. “What the hell was that?”
Rosalind gasped for breath. “I think I was sucked into Cleo’s life.” Must have been the power of the spell that let Cleo take over.
“You need to keep going,” Tammi said, clinging to her. “I think the spell might have alerted someone’s attention. Can you heal them?”
The walls around them rumbled, and dust fell from the cavern’s ceiling. Damn right we need to get going. She didn’t want to get caught in another collapsing tunnel. But gods, that spell had sucked the life out of her, and she wanted to curl up in a ball. Nausea welled in her gut, and aches bit at her bones.
She closed her eyes, asking Cleo for help again—this time for a healing spell.
Ambrose, Cleo whispered, offering up a spell.
Rosalind began to chant. Once again, her body blazed with vibrant, leafy power. A stream of green aura poured from her body, and she concentrated on branching it out into each cell, letting it curl around the sick and injured prisoners like shimmering ferns.
No longer tired, she felt a giddy rush light up her body from within. Cleo was here, filling up her chest, sneaking up into her mind, urging her to close her eyes and see…
The night sky blazed over the rowan grove, graven with chinks of light. Cloaked in darkness, he was coming for her over the tall grasses, grasses thick with yarrow and cowslips.
“Rosalind!” Tammi pinched her. “Stay with us. I know this is hard. We just need one more spell.”
The image vanished, and Rosalind blinked. Her chest ached with a strange longing at the loss of the vision. Now her muscles were on fire, and she wanted to go back to that cool, beautiful field under the night sky, to see the man who was coming for her.
She glanced around at the cavern—at the prisoners standing in their cells, some of them smiling, a few sniffling. Above, the cavern ceiling continued trembling, and small pieces of rock fell into the rushing water below them.
Just one more spell.
Rosalind closed her eyes, resting her head on Tammi’s shoulder while her friend shouted out instructions: jump into the water, follow the river, and leap into the fountain.
As soon as Tammi had finished her instructions, Rosalind asked Cleo for another spell to turn the prisoners invisible. Power flooded her body once more, and she watched the glimmering green aura unfurl before her. She concentrated on forcing it to curl out, like hundreds of vines unfurling, wrapping around the prisoners.
With the rush of energy, her eyes closed.
She stood with her back to a rowan tree, its leaves rustling in the breeze. Gracefully, he walked in shadows, coming for her. He would run his fingers over her skin, lighting her body on fire with his touch. Ambrose. His name filled her with—
A sharp pinch pulled her from the dream. Exhausted, she rested her head on Tammi’s shoulder once again, watching as the cavern’s water splashed with each invisible prisoner making their escape. What the hell, Cleo? Leave me out of your weird sex life. What the hell was this weird obsession with Ambrose?
“Rosalind,” Tammi said. “I’m taking us out of here. Something’s coming for us.”
Tammi turned to fly from the cavern, when up ahead the sound of terrified screams echoed. Curls of multicolored magic streamed into the air. Oh, shit.
“I hope you’re ready for a fight,” Rosalind muttered to Tammi. Her body felt-half dead, and she wouldn’t be much good in a fight now. She needed to use one last spell, but at some point, she’d run out of energy completely.
Closing her eyes, she chanted the spell for battle fury, letting her body charge with hot, angry fire. She let go of Tammi’s neck, dropping into the water, then pulled the sword from her back and rushed toward the screams.
As she ran into the narrow cavern, her mouth dropped open.
The statues they’d passed were not statues at all. They were alive now; their skin and clothing were still the color of sand, but they moved—and two of them were armed.
“Prisoners!” Rosalind screamed. “Run!”
One of the knights ran for Rosalind, his sword drawn. She parried, and their blades clashed, echoing off the rock.
“We will protect the Atherton Dynasty,” the knight growled, his voice like gravel. “Loyalty binds us.”
“I am an Atherton,” she shouted back, her sword clanging against his.
“Traitor,” he snarled.
What did he know? She wanted to crush him into gravel, into dust. She wanted to melt him with her fury. But her bones ached already, and the knight began to close in. His blade pierced her arm; blood spurted. Her heart pattered like a hunted animal.
She lunged, driving her sword into the knight’s chest before ripping it out again. His stony eyes bulged, and he staggered back, though it didn’t look like the blow had killed him. She had no idea how to kill a statue.
Around the statues, the colored auras burned brighter. Her gaze darted to the female, who now chanted a spell, trying to target the fleeing prisoners. Rosalind wanted to grind them to dust...
If you can see the aura, you can control it.
Gritting her teeth, she focused on the woman’s aura, freezing it in its path. The magic hung in the air around the woman. While Rosalind was concentrating, the second knight ran for her, slamming a fist into her head. Dazed, she stumbled and fell to her knees, and the knight forced her head under the freezing water. A stream of water ran down into her mouth, and for a second her throat convulsed.
Panicking, she struggled against him, gripping her sword below the rushing water. With all her effort, she forced herself up again until her mouth breached the surface. She gasped. Just before the knight could force her head under again, she swung her sword in a wide arc, cutting through his legs.
He fell into the water.
Rosalind rose, coughing up water, listening to the shouts of the escaping prisoners. She could feel some of them brushing against her as they ran.
And now it was time for her and Tammi to make their exit.
Tammi flew over, reaching out, and Rosalind wrapped her arms around Tammi’s neck. Tammi beat her wings, carrying Rosalind above the fleeing prisoners who splashed through the water.
Rosalind’s body felt torn between complete exhaustion and the remains of a power rush. Her limbs shook violently, and nausea welled in her gut. Had she really seen Ambrose in her vision? Where had that come from?
Rosalind chanted the spell for invisibility, as they approached the cave’s mouth.
Tammi soared into the open mountain air, circling over the river. “That was amazing, Rosalind. You’re one hell of a good witch.”
“Thanks.”
“I have no idea where to look for Caine, by the way.”
Rosalind closed her eyes. She still had no way of knowing if she’d made the right decision or not. If Caine and Miranda had been killed while they were freeing the prisoners, it would gut her.
They swooped around the mountain, and Rosalind’s hair whipped into her eyes, obscuring her vision.
“Rosalind.” Tammi’s voice held a hint of panic. “I can see Caine. And it doesn’t look good.”





Chapter 28
Rosalind pulled her hair out of her eyes and craned her head, trying to get a glimpse, but all she saw was a steep rock wall, overgrown with some vegetation.
“What’s happening?”
“I’m taking us to the summit, near one of the towers. Caine is there. With Drew. And Miranda.”
Rosalind’s chest tightened. Fuck.
Tammi dove lower, and the wind rushed over Rosalind’s skin.
She arched her neck, catching a glimpse of a wide ledge, about thirty feet across. She could see Drew and Miranda; Miranda’s arms were bound behind her back. “Where’s Caine?”
“Chained to the cliffside, wrapped in iron.”
Rosalind’s stomach turned. “What the fuck?”
“I’m going to drop you off on the cliffside, by Drew. Maybe you can take his legs out with the sword, or whatever you need to do. I’ll swoop down and try to free Caine.”
“I can do this,” Rosalind said. She just needed to take out one person, and she’d already beaten him once.
“Get ready for a hard landing,” Tammi said. “I’m still not that good at this.”
As they drew closer, Rosalind craned her neck again. For just a brief moment, as they approached the cliff, she caught a glimpse of Caine. He hung, bound to the cliffside, shirtless. What the hell is going on?
There wasn’t time to mull it over. She braced herself, and in the next minute she felt herself tumbling onto a rocky ledge, tangled up in Tammi’s limbs.
When she rolled onto her back, pulling herself out of Tammi’s grasp, Drew was staring right at her. He chanted a spell, his colorful aura bursting from his hand. Instantly, Rosalind and Tammi were visible again. Just as she’d said she would, Tammi leapt off the cliff’s edge. Good. She’s going to help Caine.
Rosalind stared at Drew. He took a step over the rocky ledge, picking her up by the shoulders and slamming her up against the wall. Pain wracked her spine. The battle fury spell was wearing off faster this time, and Cleo’s aura needed time to recharge.
Drew leaned into her, whispering into her ear. “I guess I underestimated your treachery. I’ve got your lover now. He will have a slow death. Just like Azazeyl, who didn’t deserve it. I wanted Miranda to watch, too. I think she has a certain fondness for him, just like you.”
Rosalind glanced to her right, hoping to see Tammi carrying Caine in her arms. Instead, she caught a glimpse of the harpies heading right for Caine.
Her legs felt weak. “I don’t understand. Who is Azazeyl?”
Drew tightened his grip on her arms, his thumbs pressing into her wrists. This wasn’t much of a fight so far, but the aura felt dull and weak in her body; her tendons ached. “You’ll understand his power soon. I’ll drive it into you.”
She glanced to her right again, horror twisting in her gut as she watched a harpy dive right for Tammi. The harpy ripped Tammi from the cliffside, grasping onto her arms with her talons.
Okay. Time to get those spells going again. She mentally asked Cleo for the battle fury spell, and the words blazed in her mind. But as soon as she opened her mouth to speak, Drew clamped a hand over her mouth, pressing her hard against the rocky wall. “I think you need a reminder of Azazeyl.” Drew whispered into her ear. “I think you need a reminder of a lot of things, Rosalind.”
He began chanting, his spell tingling over her body, crawling over her skin; the skin on her stomach began to burn, and hot pain ripped her gut open. She screamed into his hand, then bit his fingers, hard.
He snatched his hand back, roaring. With all her remaining energy, she slammed him in the stomach with her foot. He staggered back, and she launched into the battle spell. As she finished, her strength surged like molten lava through her veins, burning away the pain where Drew had seared her skin. The battle fury raged, hotter than before, like a dying star.
I want blood.
The image of Ambrose in the rowan grove flickered into her mind, and she blinked it away. Not now, Cleo.
She pulled the sword from her sheath, but Drew held out a hand, enveloping the sword with his magic. It shook in Rosalind’s hand, no longer in her control. Trembling, she concentrated on the magic, trying to force Drew’s auras away from her sword.
But Drew could see magic, too, and he’d had more practice.
The sword flew from her hand, soaring over the cliff’s edge, and her rage ignited. She needed to kill someone. Cleo’s wild green aura ran wild, curling inside her skull.
Ambrose walks in darkness. He is coming for me…
“Not now, Cleo!” she shrieked.
Drew rolled his shoulders, ready to fight with his hands. “Careful, Rosalind. You’re losing your mind. Just like Miranda and Caine.”
The rowan trees were on fire… He made me burn one night.
Rosalind gritted her teeth, clearing her mind. “I don’t need a weapon to fight you, Drew.” Battle fury rattled her body, and she clenched her fists. She kicked him in the head, listening to the crunch of bone. He staggered back.
I was waiting for him one night, but it wasn’t Ambrose who came for me.
“Shut up, Cleo!” she shouted, trying to push the dark grove from her mind.
When her vision was clear again, she was staring at Drew, who chanted a battle spell of his own. Rushing for her, he slammed her into the rock once again, with what seemed like enough force to shake the mountain. Her bones sang with pain. He punched her in the face, and it felt as if her skull splintered.
The stars burned like graven diamonds… What did I do to deserve this, Ambrose?
Drew gripped her by the shoulders, throwing her to the ground.
Already, she could feel the battle fury fading from her body, leaving behind the gnawing pain and an overwhelming sense of grief. Powerlessness. Before she had the chance to push herself up again, Drew was on top of her, crushing the breath out of her. He gripped her wrists, forcing them against the rocky ground.
“You don’t know how to control that magic. It’s driving you mad, you little fool. I can see it in your eyes.”
Lightning cracked the cloudy skies above. Overhead, an eagle screeched, diving for the cliffside.
Grunting, she tried to get him off her, but Drew gripped her tight. His eyes blazed. “Perhaps it’s time that you learn what your lover did before my eagle eats his guts from his body.”
Panic slammed into her. “I don’t care what he did,” she choked out, staring at the eagle, diving for Caine.
“I tried sending you the images, but you refused to pay attention. You were there, Rosalind. You should have remembered.”
Her heart beat hard in her chest, but all the fight was ebbing out of her. There was something about his words, the key to unlocking that caged memory.
Rosalind stood by the shore, staring at the four stakes. Caine grabbed her, forcing her up against the rotten wood. He plunged the iron nail through her heart. But he wasn’t finished—there was a man there, too, screaming.
Her eyelids flickered, and the realization punched a hole through her heart. It wasn’t her future. It was her past.
Drew’s face reddened. “Caine killed the one true king and queen. Not the ones in the history books. Not the king and queen hundreds of years ago—though he slaughtered them, too. A demon like him can’t stand for any human to be worshipped above him.”
Drew’s words pierced her to the bone, and she simply stared at him.
“Caine murdered the true king and queen. The Atherton line. He slaughtered your father and your mother before they had the chance to establish their rightful kingdom, blessed by Azazeyl. Caine drove iron nails right into their hearts while you watched, left them to bleed to death on the stakes. And I will build my kingdom on their bones.”
Horror knocked the wind out of Rosalind, and she opened her mouth to speak, but no words came out.
“You were there, Rosalind!” he shouted. “I tried to remind you in your dreams, but you don’t have a fucking clue, do you? Now he wants to make you his whore, to destroy the last of the Athertons—and you’ve played right into his plans. Your faulty memory is the only reason I haven’t already slaughtered you for your disloyalty. You’re an Atherton, Rosalind. Loyalty is supposed to bind you.”
Sorrow choked her, and she closed her eyes. My mother and father. She couldn’t remember them even now—apart from their deaths.
Her gut churned, and she glanced out at the stormy sky. Tammi was still out there—trapped on the losing side of an aerial wrestling match with a harpy. In fact, it looked like the harpy was choking the life out of her. Rosalind didn’t know where the eagle had gone, but Drew had just ripped her heart out and thrown it into the chasm.
She could remember it all so clearly now—Caine stabbing her mother. She remembered every drop of blood spilling from her parent’s chests. She just didn’t know why.
Her gaze slid back to Drew. The fact was, she knew what he was up to. He’d been helping the Brotherhood slaughter humans. He’d allowed Erish to imprison hundreds of people, starving them and turning them into keres. He’d nearly destroyed Tammi completely.
As Rosalind looked out into the roiling skies over the chasm, she stared in horror as the harpy let Tammi drop, unconscious.
One last blast of frozen rage gave Rosalind strength, and she brought her knee up, hard, into Drew’s groin. His eyes bulged, and she grabbed him by the back of the hair, thrusting up her hips and pulling him off—letting go right over the cliff’s edge.
She rolled onto her hands and knees, her body wracked with pain. Swallowing hard, she peered over the cliff’s edge, the blood rushing from her head. She caught a glimpse of a sheer cliff face—no Caine in sight.
Just before her vision blurred, she was in the rowan grove once more, waiting for Ambrose.





Chapter 29
Rosalind’s eyelids flickered open, and she rolled onto her back, trying to get her bearings. I’m not in a gods damned rowan grove. I’m in Maremount.
Her gaze landed on Miranda, who stood with her arms behind her back, still gagged. She wore one of those iron necklaces, and her eyes looked glassy.
Rosalind groaned. She felt as if she’d died and only come halfway back to life. A sharp pain pierced her head, and she swallowed her nausea. Cleo’s starry night sky flickered in her mind, and she forced the image away, trying to remember what had just happened.
A jolt of fear tensed her muscles. Tammi. What had happened to her? She sat up, glancing out into the chasm. Her gaze landed on Drew—carried into the sky by one of his harpies.
But when she looked down, she saw him. Caine.
He’d grown enormous, black feathered wings—like a raven’s—and he was flying up from the river. Tammi lay in his arms. Her head drooped, but her chest rose and fell. She was still alive.
Caine—the angel of death, the demon who’d murdered her parents. Dread coiled around her at the sight of him. She could remember him now, that day when the earth had shaken below her feet. She could remember the ferocity in his darkened eyes when he drove the nail through her mother’s heart.
Miranda screamed and screamed.
That stake, the one where she’d been kissing him… bile rose in her throat, and she retched.
Never trust Nyxobas’s demons, Cleo’s voice whispered in her mind.
As Caine approached, she pushed herself away from the cliff’s edge on her backside, too tired to stand. She wanted to put distance between herself and him.
He will betray you, Cleo whispered. He’s just like Ambrose. Run from him as fast as you can.
Caine landed on the cliff’s edge. Rain ran down his tattooed chest. “Your little boyfriend Drew laid a trap for me. I’m just glad you came back to stall him before that eagle made a dinner of me.” He frowned, watching her carefully. “What’s happened to you?”
She shook her head, unable to get any words out.
He gently laid Tammi down on the cliff’s edge. “How much magic have you been using?”
“I remember now,” she said at last.
His face seemed to pale, and his wings folded into his back, disappearing. He reached out, as if to stroke her face, then lowered his hand. “You remember.”
“The four stakes. I was there. It wasn’t me or Miranda. It was my mom that you killed. And my dad.”
Something flickered in his eyes for a moment, then his face hardened. He stood, crossing to Miranda. He pulled the gag from her mouth.
When he ripped the necklace from her throat and chucked it over the cliff, she gasped.
“It was nothing they didn’t deserve.” Gritting his teeth, he pulled apart Miranda’s iron chains.
Miranda blinked, staring at her sister. “Rosalind’s mind is splitting in two.”
“Why did they deserve to die?” Rosalind screamed.
Don’t trust a shadow demon, Cleo urged. They cloak the truth in darkness. You know this.
Caine glanced into the stormy skies, and Rosalind followed his gaze. A cloud of keres was approaching, flaring with colored magic. The sight knocked a glimmer of clarity back into Rosalind’s mind. “We need to go,” she said. She couldn’t stop the trembling in her hands.
Caine lifted Tammi from the ground again, nodding at Rosalind. “I’ll come back for Erish. I’m going to bring her to Ambrose in chains, like he asked.”
Ambrose… Rosalind tried to stand, forcing herself onto her feet.
Miranda crossed to her, crouching down. She slipped an arm around Rosalind’s back, helping her up.
Rosalind leaned in, resting her head on Miranda’s shoulder. Caine and Miranda chanted the teleportation spell. Miranda’s briny scent filled Rosalind’s nose, and Rosalind let her eyes close.
Her mind whirled with images of a rowan grove outside a sandstone manor house. Ambrose knew I worshipped Druloch, the forest god, and he brought me a wreath of blackthorn and forget-me-nots.
She was dimly aware of Miranda’s arms around her, holding her as they plunged into icy water. It bit into the wounds on her stomach.
Ambrose told me he’d come for me, but it wasn’t he who came for me over the fields…
Her head breached the water’s surface, and she gasped, breathing in the floral air near Phobetor pond. A storm raged here, too, and dark clouds churned in the sky. Rain hammered down on them, pounding the lake. Rosalind kicked her legs, using what was left of her strength to swim to the shore. Her stomach felt like an open wound.
Caine carried Tammi in his arms, and laid her down in the tall grasses.
Rosalind crawled on her hands and knees, clutching her stomach. Whatever Drew had done to her, the pain was eating into her like acid. Kneeling on the rocky shore, she yanked up her dress, not caring who was watching.
She pulled the dress over her head, tossing it on the ground, and stared down at her stomach, at the sigil seared into her flesh by Drew’s magic. It was the same sigil Drew had given to Orcus, the one that had bound her in the cemetery.
Her fingers trembled as she touched the edges of the burned skin. What has he done to me?
Caine rushed over to her, kneeling by her side. “The mark of Azazeyl,” he said. His fingers gently traced over her waist.
Don’t let the murderer touch you, Cleo whispered in her mind.
Rosalind recoiled from him, pulling away. He clenched his jaw, rising. “Let your sister heal you, then.”
Miranda was at her side in the next moment. She chanted the healing spell, and her blue aura washed over Rosalind’s skin like water. Slowly, the spell leached the pain from Rosalind’s body, rejuvenating her muscles—but a deep, pounding fatigue still sapped her energy.
Her gaze landed on Caine, and a sharp crack of lightning lit up his face and his chiseled body. He stared down at her, eyes cold as winter. He was beautiful, the angel of death. He’d murdered her parents while she watched. He’d known all along what had happened to them, and he’d never said a thing.
Rosalind stood. I have to get out of here. I have to get away from Caine—he’s not Caine. He is Death.
She walked over to Tammi, pulling her toward the water.
“Where are you going?” Miranda shouted.
Go to Ambrose, said Cleo’s voice. Find my lover.
Rosalind grabbed Tammi under the shoulders, pulling her back to the water’s edge.
“What are you doing?” Caine bellowed.
She ignored him, her gaze flicking to her sister instead. “I’m going to Lilinor. You can come with me if you like.”
Miranda stood by the death spirit’s side, shaking her head no.
Rosalind didn’t need him to use the portal now. Cleo would take her there. Take me to Ambrose, Cleo. Just like you wanted.
Rosalind began chanting the spell to open the portal, and Cleo’s aura whirled around her body, filling the air with the scents of the forest.
The pond swirled with black shadows, and Rosalind dragged Tammi into them, plunging into the darkness.





Chapter 30
A  strong pair of arms lifted her from the fountain, setting her down on the floor.
Rosalind turned onto her front, coughing up water onto the black marble. When her lungs were clear, she turned to look at Tammi, at her friend’s chest, which slowly rose and fell.
She pushed herself up onto her hands and knees, and craned her neck to look up at Ambrose.
That image flickered in her mind: Ambrose standing in the silvery light of the Rowan grove.
He’s here, Cleo whispered to her.
“You were supposed to come for me,” she said, “but you sent the Hunters instead.” Her legs shaking, she forced herself to stand. She wouldn’t be on her knees before him. “You gave me a wreath of blackthorn.”
Ambrose’s eyes widened, his body going very still. He didn’t say a word.
She stepped closer to him, grabbing him by his shirt. Her wet hands left dark imprints on his pale blue shirt. “I came back for you.”
“Rosalind.” His gaze lowered to her bra. “You need to put on your ring.” He gripped her wrists. “You are Rosalind. You’ve dragged an unconscious ker into my room, and I’d like to know what the fuck is going on.” Anger tinged his voice.
Right. An unconscious ker. Tammi. She closed her eyes, trying to force the wild aura tighter and tighter. She was no longer quite sure what she was doing here in Ambrose’s room.
She reached into her bra, pulling out the iron ring Caine had made for her. For the first time, she noticed something engraved in the interior. An Angelic word, and with Cleo’s help, she could translate it: warrior. She slid it onto her finger, and the wild green tendrils faded. “Sorry, Ambrose,” she stared at the Vampire Lord, her legs shaking.. I needed a lot of magic to get out of Maremount. I wasn’t thinking clearly.”
“You’re lucky you’ve been given permission to enter the White Tower, or you would have drowned in that portal.”
She let out a long slow breath, her thoughts slowly clearing, and realized suddenly that she was still wearing only her bra and underwear. “Sorry for the interruption.”
His cold gaze raked over her. “I don’t like interruptions, but at least you’re naked and unarmed.”
Her body was trembling, and she felt like a complete lunatic. Still, even with the ring on, she could feel Cleo’s presence roiling in her mind. It should be gone by now, but Cleo wanted Rosalind to reach out and touch Ambrose’s black shirt.
“Now is the time for you tell me what’s going on,” Ambrose said.
“I used too much magic.” She hugged herself, shivering. “We collected Miranda from Maremount. She was being held prisoner by Drew. She’s with Caine now, but I think she’ll join us here.”
Ambrose’s eyes roved down her body again. “Why is Azazeyl’s symbol burned into your skin?”
“Drew did that to me. Something about The One Who Is All. We’re allegedly descended from him.”
Ambrose drew his finger across his lower lip. “He believes in that legend?”
“Apparently if I drink from Blodrial’s veins, I could have his powers, too.” Rosalind closed her eyes, rubbing her throbbing forehead. “There’s more you need to know. I decapitated your wife, but didn’t rip out her heart. Caine was going back for her. He’ll bring her in chains.”
The corner of his mouth twitched. “And why isn’t Caine with you?”
“I left him by his tower.” Right now, she wanted nothing more than dry clothes and a bed. “I found out that he—” She stopped herself. Ambrose didn’t need to hear about what happened to her parents. “Never mind. The important thing is that Drew is still out there. I tried to kill him, but a harpy saved him.”
“And you came to find me because Cleo brought you here.”
She shook her head. “Not just that. I want to fight the Brotherhood. I want to fight Drew. If we allow them to join forces—Drew and the Hunters, military strength and this new type of magic—they’ll enslave us all. We won’t have a chance. I want to help make your army of daywalkers. I don’t have a great history with vampires, but I prefer most of you to the Brotherhood these days.”
Ambrose brushed a strand of hair from her face. “All I ask for is your loyalty.”

She awoke in silky sheets the color of pewter, fighting her way out of dreams of Ambrose and wreaths of blackthorn. She rolled over, gazing at her Tammi. Her friend slept by her side, snoring lightly, black wings folded peacefully behind her. Faint bruises shone on her neck, but apart from that—and her new, demonic appearance—she seemed to be fine. Healthy, even.
Something shifted in the room—silk rustling against velvet—and Rosalind sat up. Miranda lay curled in an ivory armchair, stirring in her sleep. Rosalind hadn’t heard her come in. Ambrose must have brought her here. Like Rosalind, she wore a new, clean gown of ivory silk.
Rosalind blinked, trying to clear her mind. She’d been half-asleep when she arrived in this room, and had barely taken in her surroundings. The walls were a deep midnight blue, glimmering with flecks of white. A jasmine-scented breeze filtered in through arched windows, and stars burned bright in the midnight sky.
When she looked at Miranda again, her twin was watching her, her brown eyes burning with curiosity. Miranda rose, stretching her arms above her head, and crossed the room. “You’re awake.” She sat on the edge of the bed. “How are the voices in your head?”
Rosalind studied her sister. They were nearly identical, apart from the tiny mole on Miranda’s right cheek. “Her name is Cleo. She hates shadow demons, but she wants to screw Ambrose. They have some kind of history.”
Miranda frowned. “I don’t know as much about mine. He’s a man. And he hates Hunters.”
“I guess you’ve been through all this before.”
Miranda nodded. “The people I lived with tried to make me wear iron, but I didn’t like how it made me feel, and my other soul didn’t like it at all.” Her brow crinkled. “My adoptive parents only spoke to me about Blodrial. They said he would purify my soul. But I wouldn’t drink the blood.”
“You were sent to live with the Brotherhood, too?”
Miranda nodded. “I ran away when I was fifteen. And I took off the iron ring.”
“Where did you go?”
“Sometimes I lived in the woods. Sometimes I slept in the streets. I ate the food people left over, and I found ways to stay warm in the winter. I had a sleeping bag. Sometimes my second soul spoke so loud, I couldn’t hear my own thoughts…” She let out a sigh. “I looked for you for years. I thought we could live together, like we used to. Like, maybe we could’ve built a house in the woods. I didn’t know you were a Hunter.”
“That’s why you came to Thorndike University.”
“I was so sure I was close to finding you.” Miranda’s features darkened. “And then the Brotherhood found me. I always hated Hunters. So did my second soul.”
Guilt pierced Rosalind’s chest. “That was my fault. I didn’t know who you were. I just sensed an aura.”
“The Hunters kept me chained to a chair, and sometimes they drowned me with cloths and water. They cut my skin, and wanted to watch as I healed myself. They wouldn’t let me sleep. Josiah told me that I needed him. The other guard used to stick iron nails into my knees and calves, and Josiah said he’d make it stop. And he did, as long as I did what he wanted. I thought I needed him.”
Pain tightened Rosalind’s heart. “I’m so sorry.”
Miranda’s face cleared. “But after Josiah died, I cleared my mind again. I took the iron off. I was looking for you again when Drew found me. He took me to Maremount.”
“Did he hurt you?”
Miranda shook her head. “No. He treated me well. I had food, and a soft bed. But he wasn’t going to let me leave.”
Rosalind swallowed hard. “Do you remember what happened with our parents, and with Caine?”
Miranda blinked, shrugging slightly. “He killed them.”
“Why?”
Miranda’s brow furrowed. “Don’t you remember, when Caine was like a wild beast? But he was beautiful, and I used to bring him food. Him, and the other beautiful man. I never brought you down there with me. I wasn’t allowed down there, and I thought you’d get scared. You always got scared easily. You had nightmares.”
Rosalind’s chest tightened. Miranda wasn’t making sense. “What other man?”
“The other one. He was injured, with iron in his body. Just like when we saw Malphus in the Chambers. He didn’t speak.” She scratched her cheek. “Malphus wasn’t in chains. He was only a boy. He liked you. I don’t know why. You were never nice to the servants.”
Rosalind frowned. “I’ve heard that before. I was a brat, I understand.” The skin on her stomach still smarted, and she rubbed it gently. “I don’t understand. Why did our parents have Caine and Malphus? And why did Caine kill them?”
Miranda shook her head. “He said he needed to stop them.”
“From what?”
“They wanted to recreate the Atherton Dynasty. The One Who Is All ran through our veins—but then it was all over, after Caine killed our parents. That’s when the king sent us out of the city. He was scared of our magic.”
The only person who could really answer her question was Caine himself. “Where is Caine?”
“Here in Lilinor, in his own room.”
He won’t tell you the truth, whispered Cleo. Shadow demons lie.
Rosalind blinked to clear her mind of Cleo’s voice, and traced her thumb over her iron ring. “Miranda. I’m wearing the iron now, but I can still hear Cleo’s voice.”
“You have two souls, now. You’ll have to get used to it.” Her twin pushed a lock of hair from her eyes. “And you should go back to sleep, or her voice will eat you alive.”
Miranda rose, crossing back to curl up in her armchair. Rosalind lay down again in the soft pewter-colored sheets, her gaze on the open window.
She stared out at the night sky, graven with chinks of light—drawn to its vastness, its clean, cold silence.
You belong here, Cleo whispered to her, cloaked in darkness, with me.
Rosalind’s fingers curled around the sheets. It didn’t matter if she was in the dark because now, she was no longer alone.
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For Miranda, the twin, who may or may not be real.
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