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For Maura,

Despite the miles between us, I still feel like you’re only a cab ride away.

Thank you for reading everything and supporting me always.

And for Alice,

We haven’t met yet, but I am certain you would be an excellent demon slayer.

I can’t wait to fall down the rabbit hole of reading together.
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Main Avenue runs down the length of the city, crossing the Chasm on the Erebos Bridge. The northern half of the city is called North of the Chasm, and features, from north to south, The Windsor, the Maison Hotel, NTC Park, Half City Hospital and Simon and Sons. To the very north, hilly terrain separates the city from an area called The Hesperides, in which the Abbot home, Pine Manor, the Belaire School and The Sewards are located. The southern half of the city is called South of the Chasm, and features, from north to south, Viv and Penny’s apartment, Cobweb’s, the docks, Astera Police Department, Fever Dream, The Manor and the slums. To the southwest of Astera, across a bridge, lies a landmass called The Idles, on which is located Shiloh Asylum.
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In the top corner is a compass showing that North is at the top of the page. In the centre of the map is the Old Campus, which is surrounded by a wall. At its heart lies Mortimer Tower, a tall building containing the library and archives. To the west of the tower are the different housing blocks for each year group, which are set surrounding a rotunda which houses the Gateway. To the south, there are a variety of buildings, including the dining hall, classrooms, armory, professor cottages and lacrosse housing. There is also the Belltower, which sits in the bottom left corner next to Old Campus’s exit. Beyond the walls of Old Campus, to the south, are the Lacrosse pitch, cemetery, the Citadel, and a forested area called the Fickle Thicket. To the west lies Lake Hellebore, with a bridge across it that leads to the coliseum and its dungeons in the northwest. In the northeast corner of the map is the amphitheater, which sits on top of a hill.
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Chapter 1
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The sun is setting over Astera, and I am dying.

“It’s about your ­brother . . .” My voice is garbled by all the blood pooling in my mouth. ­Deacon—­all hulking, demonic, six foot six inches of ­him—­drags me through grime and snow to hurl me inside his club. I land hard and my body shrieks in pain. Another bout of hacking results in a gory splatter of red on Fever Dream’s polished concrete floors.

Baz follows Deacon inside, as silent and looming as a shadow, his dark hair hanging mournfully in front of his face. He looks wary of ­me—­violet eyes flitting back and forth between my crumpled, shivering body and his menacing boss. A ­baby-­faced bartender leans over the bar with interest, fangs jutting from his mouth at the sight of my blood. An elegant, ­bronze-­skinned acrobat peers up from her stretches on the raised dais where the DJ equipment stands.

“Speak,” Deacon commands. His pale eyes fixate on the sizzled flesh of my ­back—­the place where I carry the deadliest spell known to man.

“The ­Brood . . .” My lungs crackle with each word. “When ­Reid—­”



“What’s all that noise?” When I turn toward the voice I find Ward, the handsome werewolf bartender I met a week ago, coming out from a swinging door behind the bar. He’s holding a dishrag and a bottle of gin. His earthy green eyes widen at the sight of me. “Snow White?”

Deacon ignores him. “What happened to my brother, Vivienne?”

At that Ward straightens, leaves the bottle and rag on the bar top, and stalks over to Deacon’s side.

“He’s at the docks,” I wheeze. “Finn, the High Thane’s son, has him. Please, they’re going ­to—­” I cough again. Dim lights and Grecian columns and the lofted ceiling swirl around me. “They’re going to kill him.”

A curse rips from Deacon, the sound rumbling through the club like an earthquake. Despite my best efforts, I cower at the fury rippling off his broad shoulders and stern jaw. “Heal her,” he commands. I’m not sure who he’s talking to, because my sight has faded into bursts and splotches. When I can no longer hold myself up, I slump to the floor.

Before consciousness slips away from me, I’m lifted by ­ice-­cold hands. From the weak hum beneath my skin, I know it’s a deviant, but I’m too depleted to squirm away.

“Don’t let any Brood in tonight,” Deacon growls. “Not until we return. And nobody breathes a word of this outside these walls, yeah?” Quiet murmurs of agreement. “And for the love of Christ,” Deacon barks to whoever is holding me. Baz, I’d guess, from the vampiric chill of his skin. “Don’t let her bleed all over the lounge.”

With that, two sets of feet file outside before the massive front doors swing closed with a hideous thud.

“Will they save him?” I don’t care what happens to me. But Reid, but ­Reid—­

I don’t hear Baz’s response. Only the rushing of my desperate heartbeat, the shimmering twinkle of the syrabraxa below my skin, and the gentle thump of club music. Something warm and wet brushes my lips, and an endless void swallows me whole.
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I awake like a thunderclap. Snapping upright, gasping for air, clutching at my chest in awe that I am whole and I am breathing. Amid the darkness, it takes me a second to figure out where I ­am—­sitting atop a ­still-­made bed, the room lit by city lights through a softly draped window. It’s some kind of luxurious guest room within Fever Dream.

Then the pain hits. A wicked throb down my spine. Like I slept funny but for the better half of a millennium. I try to stretch my neck and back to no avail. In fact, I think I make things worse.

And then, the ­memories . . . 

Reid. Body bruised and bleeding. Crimson claws bared, already dripping with gore. Facing off against Finn and his men so I’d have a shot at survival. So Penny could have a shot at survival.

“It’s time I pay for my sins.” That’s what he’d said to me. With that look in his eyes. Acceptance. ­Self-­sacrifice. As if his death would be a fair trade for simply being what he ­is . . . 

If he died for ­me—­if he died feeling he deserved ­to—­

The heartbreak is enough to sever me in two.

But I force it down, deep within some ­sealed-­off corridor of my soul. Reid is alive. He has to be. Deacon is more formidable than any demon I’ve ­known—­to have the kind of power he does without ever joining the Brood? To have taken so many hunter souls that he can scent them? And I may have been slipping away from consciousness, but I know I saw real fury on his face when I told him the Brood had his brother. I have to have faith that he can put that rage to good use. That he can bring Reid home.

The thought of who Deacon will have to ­face—­the High Thane and his sadist ­son—­bends the pain in my back into something different. An insistent charge. Enough that I climb from the bed as if urged to do so, panic still warbling in my heart.

Reid, Reid, ­Reid—­

I force myself not to think of his churning, ­deep-­sea-­blue eyes, but instead to focus on my bare feet and how they press into hardwood. I take a steadying breath and wonder where my boots have gone. The room smells like fresh linen and clove. The bedside table is ­spare—­just a vase of white roses, a wooden clock showing the wrong time, and two guttering taper candles in sleek glass holders. I scan the couch, the desk, and the glittering city through the window. The moon is barely visible in the sky.

The new ­moon—­the only time the High Thane can use the censer he stole from the Windsor and protect himself from the syra­braxa’s ­madness—­has passed. My heart climbs into my throat. They have a month before the next one. A month to track me down. The aeon girl who carries the High Thane’s diabolical will inside her body.

I tamp down the rabid urge to flee, to put distance between myself and the Brood. I’m not going anywhere until Deacon returns with Reid.

In the bathroom I flick on the overhead light only to stagger back like a vampire in sunlight. With a little dimming, I’m able to take in my ­reflection—­

Not at my best would be the understatement of the calendar year. I’ve clearly lost a lot of blood. I look paler than usual, which means practically translucent. But pastiness and bags under my ­eyes—­even sticky, ­blood-­coated ­hair—­have nothing on the medley of ­half-­healed bruises, cuts, welts, and fresh scars scattered along my body. It’s amazing I’m not dead. Deacon Graveheart must employ one damn fine doctor.

I stare into my own eyes to prepare myself for what’s next. The gray of a wolf’s coat, I think. That’s what color my eyes are. Predator gray. ­Early-­morning-­without-­a-­lick-­of-­sunshine gray. ­Tough-­bitch-­who-­almost-­died-­but-­didn’t-­and-­isn’t-­vain-­enough- ­to-­give-­a-­shit-­about-­what-­she’s-­about-­to-­see gray.

Turning gingerly, I study the skin beneath my torn tank top. Despite my best efforts to steel myself, breath flees my lungs. One long, jagged scar, like a road carved into a cliffside, gouges from the knot at the base of my neck all the way down to my tailbone. Pink flesh the color of underripe fruit. It’s tender to the touch, and when I strain to look closer, I swear I can see my veins pulsing weakly beneath the skin.

“It’s kind of badass,” a tentative voice says. A deviant, my aeon senses tell me.

I spin, hands moving for my daggers before I realize they’re no longer strapped to me.

“Where are my daggers?” I ask. “Is Deacon back? Where’s Reid?”

The deviant standing in the bedroom doorway is a smaller, ­soft-­cheeked ­man—­the eager vampire from behind the bar. He closes the door and raises his hands in the universal sign of I come in peace. “Stag’s not back yet. Your daggers are with Baz. He didn’t want you waking up all high on his blood and trying to mandoline everyone.” The vampire pulls out my cell phone and waves it at me. “I was just told to bring you this.”

Baz gave me his blood? To heal me? Revolting. But also, that explains how the gaping wound on my back is already a scar. And how I’m alive, I guess. “You went through my phone?”

The vampire shrugs. “Stag’s orders. Had to make sure your lymantrian overlords weren’t on their way here.”

I wonder if this vampire even knows that if I called for help from Harker, nobody would come. That the ­Elders—­the highest governing body of the Lymantrian ­Order—­have strict, mysterious rules about letting Deacon and his club stand. Rules I plan to either make sense of or obliterate, once I save Reid. And myself.



It’s even less clear why the Brood leaves Deacon be. I study the neck of this vampire in front of me to confirm what I already ­know—­none of Deacon’s deviant bartenders, bouncers, or dancers carry the Brood’s brand on their necks, and yet per Reid, the place is safe from the High Thane’s clutches.

In fact, this vampire is freshly turned. I should have known the minute his fangs popped out at the sight of my blood like a pimply teen getting too excited in health class. Hardly a threat. If Deacon’s not employing an army of highly trained killers to keep the Brood away, why do they maintain their distance? Another question to answer once I’m holding Reid in my arms.

Music pulses at a low decibel beneath our feet. I wonder how high up we are to barely hear Fever Dream’s Saturday night crowd ­at . . . whatever time it is. “How long was I out?”

The new vampire shifts on his feet. “It’s almost four in the morning.”

Shit. Not good. Hours since I got here and no sign of either Graveheart brother. Somewhere wound tightly inside me, panic swells.

I snatch my phone from the vampire’s hand and find a litany of missed calls from my mom and Nora asking what happened at the Windsor, if I’ve heard about Penny being kidnapped, that she is back at our apartment now, and to call when I can. I have texts from Fiona, Peter, Penny, and Sophia too.

I ignore every one of them and dial Reid. My heart hammers as it goes to voicemail. When I try twice more and get the same result, I move to push past the vampire. I need my daggers. Need to get to the docks. Forget waiting for Deacon’s return. If he failed, maybe I ­can—­

“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” the vampire says, corralling me toward the bed like a sheepdog. “You can’t leave.”



Words not to say to a hunter who’s just had everything taken from her: You can’t leave.

I pocket my phone and spy my boots at the end of the bed. “Watch me.”

But the vampire just presses his back to the door behind him. “No can do, Stag’s—­”

“Orders. I know.” I slide one shoe on, then the other. “And I’m ordering you to move before you see your own entrails.”

It’s not that I can’t take this kid. Daggers or no daggers, a recently turned vamp’s no match for me. The problem is, despite everything, Deacon saved my life tonight. And I’m hoping he’s somehow saved Reid’s as well. Murdering one of his bartenders doesn’t seem like the soundest way to thank him.

“I don’t want to hurt you,” I say, even though that’s not exactly true. My aeon bloodlust means I always want to hurt. Him or any other deviant I encounter. But for the purpose of this conversation, I mean what I’m saying. “I need my daggers, and I need to get out of here.”

But I must still be half dead, because when his eyes narrow and his fangs slip out, I wonder how I could have misread his intentions so wholly. The vampire’s entire demeanor shifts like the surprise killer at the end of the movie. A nasty snarl rips from his throat. “Can’t let you do that.”

And then he swings at me.

If I have anything in this life, it’s my reflexes. In ­death—­in ­oblivion—­I will be catching star particles with my fingertips before they land on my skin. My hand curls around the vampire’s fist before he’s even decided where to land the blow.

What I don’t have at the current moment is my full strength. Vampire blood will heal your wounds and injuries, but caffeine it is not. I was minutes from extinction, and that’s not the prefight Powerade I’m in need of. The force of the vampire’s punch sends us both flying into the duvet, and I roll to the side before he can land another across my jaw.

“What the fuck?” I screech, scrambling over the bed. Deacon spares my life only to send his minion to slaughter me? I’ll never understand demon logic. With the few seconds I have before the vampire corners me, I yank down a creamy gossamer curtain, slide out the iron rod, and brandish it like a baseball bat.

“That can’t kill me.” The vampire grins. “Only wood.”

Boasting as if I didn’t know that? Like he expects me to drop the weapon and clutch my pearls? Definitely a newbie. I swing like a switch-­hitter and knock him clean across the skull. A grin crawls up my face when I hear his eyes rattle in his head.

“Fuck,” he groans.

My next blow doesn’t connect quite as well, and he’s able to stumble back and nab the letter opener from the antique desk behind him. I scan the room for any wood I can find to stake him. We round the ­four-­poster bed like fighters in a cage match. He swings, missing me and connecting with a down pillow. Feathers spray.

“Deacon too scared of the madness to take me out himself?” I spit. The only benefit of this spell Dean Driscoll implanted in me is the crippling insanity doled out to anyone who kills me. Well, that and ­world-­shattering power. “Did he even go after Reid?” How could I have been so stupid to ask for help ­from—­

“Madness?” The vampire asks, letter opener still raised. “That’s why the Brood’s looking for you?”

And then the moment rearranges itself in my mind. I halt, curtain rod still raised. He was there when Deacon told his crew not to breathe a word of this to the Brood. And that’s when this fresh new vamp saw opportunity. “You want to trade me to them. For what?”



The traitor smiles like he’s enormously clever. “Assume they’ll give me a fat load of cash for you. Or a brand, if I’m lucky.”

Ah. The things deviants will do to join the Brood. Tale as old as time. “Best of luck,” I bite out before leaping across the bed in one fluid movement and taking him down to the ground. But too easily he tosses me off of him and I land on my back. The syrabraxa writhes beneath my skin like a snake made of razor blades. I can’t help my agonized moan.

Which is a deadly mistake.

I look up just in time to see the vampire realize I have an off switch. A long, jagged one down the center of my back. Triumph glows in his eyes, and his fangs glint in the moonlight.

He runs at me, and for the first time I can recall, I sprint away from the fight. I clamber toward the bathroom and try with all my hunter strength to yank the door shut between us. To buy some time until I can find wood. But his fingers wrap around it right before I can slam it shut, and we struggle through gritted teeth and grunts of exertion to bend the door to our wills until it groans and creaks ­and . . . splits clean down the center.

I barely have time to register the half door hanging from its bent hinges because of the splintered wood littering the floor. Little stakes, each shard. I lunge for one thick ­fragment—­

But the vampire grabs me around the middle and digs his fingernails into the fresh scar on my back. I shriek in undiluted agony. “Yeah, bitch,” he growls. “Cry for me.”

He drags me back into the bedroom, moving for the iron curtain rod. I have no time to formulate a plan. If he knocks me out I’ll wake up in the clutches of Finn. Or worse, the High Thane. I’ll never be able to save Reid. I’ll be used as a conduit to break open the ­Chasm—­

I tumble to the floor alongside the sound of wood slicing through bone and flesh and fluid. The ­iron-­rich scent of fresh blood stings my nostrils.

Still catching my breath, I peer over my shoulder to find the young vampire on the ground, eyes vacant, soaking in a pool of his own blood. There’s a gaping hole in his chest where a wooden clock has been chucked clean through like a baseball.

“How’s that for killer aim?” Deacon offers from the doorway. When I turn to gape at him, still panting in horror and relief, he only shrugs. “Get it? Killer aim?”







Chapter 2
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“Thanks,” I tell him once I can breathe again. I’ve seen plenty of viscera and gore in my day, but wooden clock through the chest cavity is a new one.

Deacon glares at the ­still-­twitching body. “Didn’t do it for you.”

’Course he didn’t. Deacon had instructed his crew not to tell anybody I was here, and his bartender went around his back to try to be inducted into the Brood. A ­one-­way ticket to a projectile through the heart, apparently.

Deacon clicks on the bedside lamp and takes in the state of the room. Feathers everywhere. Downed curtains. Obliterated bathroom door. “Did you guys fuck first or something?”

I stand from the floor, fighting the urge to dry heave. “That is the ­most—­”

“Save it,” he drawls, taking a seat on the edge of the bed.

I press my lips together. I don’t know what else I expected from the same man who, within the first fifteen minutes of meeting me, tried to solicit oral sex from me and then gave me a black eye. “Where is Reid?”

“Not at the docks.”



My heart stops in my chest. “Does that mean he’s . . .”

“I don’t think so.”

No relief comes. “Where is he, then?”

He weighs my question. Even with his rippling shoulder muscles and striking ­shock-­white hair, the demon looks drained. “Being tortured, probably. He went against his own. Death is a mercy for an offense like that.”

It’s as ­gut-­wrenching an answer as any he could have given, and he’s said it like he’s telling me the weather. I swallow twice to keep from retching.

“Your school sent the cavalry,” Deacon continues. “I narrowly avoided half the Citadel’s hunters.”

Shit. I’d texted Fiona when Penny and I were fleeing the shipping crate. Told her the High Thane was at the docks and that the Brood had Reid. Of course she’d sent Harker’s best alums from the Citadel. “I didn’t—­”

“Send me into a trap?”

Deacon’s gaze is unflinching. Raw, savage power roils in those pale blue eyes. An evil like I’ve never seen in all my years of hunting. It crawls over my skin like beetles. Despite everything in me that wants to be strong, I look away, willing my heart to slow. I know he can hear its thudding. “I swear I didn’t. All I want is to save your brother’s life.”

When I find the courage to meet his eyes again, that brutal intensity has been replaced with something vaguely nauseous. Like my feelings for his brother are rancid.

“So if they didn’t . . . kill him, where would the High Thane take him?”

Deacon stands from the bed. “Your guess is as good as mine.”

This man runs the epicenter of deviant and criminal activity in the city. No way he doesn’t know where Finn would take a captive. “I don’t believe you.”



When his jaw tenses, I swallow thickly. “Now, what does that mean?”

“You know where he is. Or at least have an educated guess. What’s our next move?”

Deacon’s full lips curve viciously. “There is no our, Vivienne. There is only me, locating my brother, and you, staying put until I figure out what to do with you.”

Panic seeps into my blood. “What? I’m not staying here. I have to find Reid.”

“And I have to find a way to neutralize that thing in your back without killing you myself.” When my eyes widen, Deacon only shrugs. “It’s nothing personal. I can’t let a ticking time bomb traipse around Astera unsupervised.”

Coming from someone who isn’t remotely interested in other people or what happens to them? Bullshit. “Why would you care?”

He tsks at me. “Vivienne, I have no interest in seeing bedlam let loose across the city.”

“Don’t you?”

“What kind of business am I going to do in the apocalypse?”

My skin tightens with frustration. “So what, you’re going to keep me hostage here until you find a way to kill me without killing me?”

His grin is crooked and chillingly cold. “Pretty much.”

If I wasn’t so scared of him, I’d tackle the ­bigfoot-­size dickwad to the ground and beat him senseless. I’ve already sat idly by while one person I cared about died. I’m not about to do it again. My eyes sweep over the room. No door besides the one Deacon came in. But that ­window . . . All that snow piled high beneath it.

When his eyes narrow, they’re rife with primal interest.

“Let me help you find Reid.” I stand my ground despite the fear snaking around my heart. “Then you can do whatever you want with me.”



“Now you’re just trying to get me hot.”

“I’m serious. You need me to track him down.”

Deacon’s face splits into a violent grin as he chuckles. “Aren’t you hilarious?”

But I can’t give up. Not on my only chance to find Reid alive. And I have nobody else to align ­with—­I’m a danger to everyone I’d care enough to go to for help, and Harker was compromised by ­Driscoll . . . The thought of letting Deacon walk out of here without agreeing to work with me is almost as painful as that vampire’s fingernails in my scar. “You think I’m dying to work with a man who betrayed his own brother? But Reid needs help and we are the only ­two—­”

“Is that what he told you?”

I could pull my hair out. “That you murdered the woman he loved? Yeah, it is. Are you going to deny it?”

Deacon weighs this. “No.”

I want to scream at him. How dare he be so glib over his own barbaric actions? But fighting with Deacon isn’t going to get me anywhere but a body bag. Now is not the time for my aeon rage.

I force out a calming breath. “Listen. You and I have the same goal. I don’t want to be used to destroy Astera any more than you want me to be. And I will do whatever it takes to save Reid. Am I wrong to assume you care about finding him too?”

He may be a menace and a thug, but Deacon dropped everything to go to the docks last night. Weeks ago, he let Reid and me leave Fever Dream alive even after I’d attacked him. He may not want to care about his brother, but he does. I know he does.

Before he can answer, Ward walks through the door. With his dark skin, warm olive eyes, and strong yet never severe ­features—­unlike Baz’s gloom and Deacon’s ­menace—­Ward is about as ­affable-­looking as a celeb at a press junket. He takes in the ruined bedroom and bloody carnage. “She do all that?”



Deacon gives him a look like, Who, this little thing?, which makes me see red. “Our newest recruit hoped Finn would reward him for returning the Brood’s lost host.” Deacon shakes his head playfully. “The greed in some people.”

“Shameful,” Ward chuckles, lifting a bloodied feather from the bed.

Both of them, sickos. I’ve entered ethical opposite land. Nobody here is salvageable. “What about a trade?”

Ward takes me in. “You look rough.”

“I’m fine.”

“Shower?” Ward offers, with a suggestive lift of his brow.

“Did you hear me?” I ask Deacon, ignoring his werewolf. “What about a trade?”

But Ward is persistent. “For real. Do you need more blood?”

It’s so unexpected, my mouth actually hangs open. Is he trying to ­be . . . helpful?

Deacon sighs like we are both trying his patience. “Vivienne’s had plenty.”

“Hello? What about offering Finn a trade? His father needs me to open the Chasm. Do what your bartender was going to do, but ask for Reid instead of admittance to the Brood. We don’t have to make good on it.”

“You’d use yourself as bait?” Deacon snarls the words like I’m pathetic. “For Reid?”

“If giving myself up to the High Thane wouldn’t end in the destruction of the world as we know it, I’d do it without asking you to help me.”

Deacon looks unimpressed. “Well, spare us all your big romantic gesture. I didn’t kill my own bartender before he could deliver you to Finn only to tell him myself that we have you. He finds out you’re here, and his entire Brood shows up at my club and threatens my people. And even if you offered him or his dad the deal alone, he’d never make good on his end of the bargain. He knows as well as you do he has the upper hand: You’re a dead man walking. He’s got his Brood crawling the city for you as we speak. It’ll be days before he tracks you down. Weeks, tops. However he got to you last time, he’ll get to you again.”

I bite my cheek so hard I taste blood. He’s right and I know it. To the High Thane and his son, I’m still just the aeon Driscoll found at Harker, the daughter of an old classmate of his. They don’t have my ­name—­meaning my family is ­safe—­but they’ve seen Penny. They knew she was my roommate in Babylon. I still don’t know how Driscoll found out anything about my life outside of ­Harker—­how he knew that Penny meant the world to me, and that I’d come running if she was in ­need—­but it doesn’t matter now. She won’t be safe for long. If Finn wants to get to me, he knows how.

“And let’s say, since you are so insistent on leaving my club, you were somehow to evade capture,” Deacon continues, cocking his head. The intricate tattoos on either side of his neck flex with the motion. “That thing in your back will drain you in three months. Maybe four.”

Horror seeps through me. Drain me how? As if in answer, my scar pulses until I wince.

Deacon studies my features as if I’ve proved his point perfectly. “Which is why you aren’t going anywhere.”

I know better than to beg the White Stag for my freedom. I’ll only piss him off, risk bodily harm, and be chained in a dungeon somewhere deep beneath the bowels of this club until I’m ­drained—­whatever the hell that means. And if the horrifically risky escape plot that’s been brewing in the back of my mind for the last ten minutes is somehow a success and I get out of this room in one piece, a countdown will begin until Finn finds me and delivers me to his father. I need to use my time with Deacon and Ward wisely.



“If you know Finn as well as you claim, why can’t you find out what he’s doing with Reid? Offer to bend the knee to his father or whatever for information. Or pay him. You’re rich.” I gesture vaguely at the elaborate, albeit partially destroyed, guest bedroom and the massive nightclub beneath our feet.

Ward shakes his head like I’ve said the worst possible combination of words, and I realize perhaps I’ve taken my nerve a step too far.

“Vivienne.” Deacon isn’t flashing his cruel, Cheshire cat grin any longer. “You’ve seen what becomes of those who disrespect me.” He gestures at the bartender’s crumpled body, his blood still leaking into the floorboards. When I cut my eyes away he steps closer. “No. Look at him.”

Out of fear and the knowledge that the last time we fought he decimated me, and knowing I have no weapons to defend myself should it happen again, I do as I’m told and stare at the vampire with the gory wound where his heart should be.

“Do not ever suggest again that I should humble myself to that fucking buffoon of a High Thane or his moron kid. I wouldn’t help either of them out of a pit of starving ­rats—­not for riches, not for anything.” He glowers down at me, and despite myself my hands begin to shake. “You, Vivienne, are as ignorant as you are nearly dead, and you have become very uninteresting to me.”

When he and Ward turn for the door, my heart slams in my chest. “Wait,” I stammer. “At least give me back my blades.”

Deacon’s full lips twist. “Maybe you’ve lost your mind ­already—­”

“You know I can’t beat you.” It physically hurts to admit that out loud, but I push onward. “Not even with my daggers. But one of your own men nearly killed me tonight. If you’re going to keep me locked away in this room, at least give me something to protect myself with. Or do you want the full power of the syrabraxa in the hands of anyone who tries to trade me in and winds up taking my life instead?”

Deacon turns to Ward, who only shrugs. “It’s not a terrible point.”

“No,” Deacon muses, studying me with curiosity. “It’s not.” When he pulls something from the back pocket of his baggy, dark jeans I flinch. But in his enormous hand are both of my daggers. Angel and Hellion. Glittering silver, lying on his flesh. The only thing that can kill a demon. Deacon’s skin is already burning from the touch of the alloy alone.

I take them quickly, careful to avoid any contact with him. The blades leave a slight singe on his palm. “That doesn’t hurt?”

His glower is nearly as incendiary. “What can I say? I’m good with pain.”

I suck in a bracing, steadying breath. It’s now or never. “Me too.”

And then I hurtle toward the glass window and launch myself clean through it.







Chapter 3
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The sun is cresting over the ­high-­rises as I plummet into a mound of snow. Pain sings in all my ­limbs—­but nothing compares to the fire that rips through my back. I nearly bite clean through my lip trying to hold in a scream.

But there’s no time to scan myself for injuries. I shove chunks of frost and garbage out of the way, hoist myself up, and take off. Only as I run do I feel every inch of my body, aching and victorious and downright awed that despite the pain, I am in one piece. I just fell nine stories. They should be giving vampire blood to NFL players and stunt doubles in action movies.

Streaks of honey gold slant through the sky and limn the speeding taxis and morning commuters all around me. I’m grateful for the early hour. All the bakers, gym nuts, and finance bros who crowd the streets serve as cover while I whip around corners and duck down alleys. I need to make it to ­Babylon—­to ­Penny—­before I’m spotted by Deacon or Finn or the Brood.

I don’t allow myself a single glance back up at the building I jumped from, but in my gut, I don’t think Deacon’s hot on my tail. From the few interactions I’ve had with him, I get the sense he only cares about something that directly affects him, as narcissists so often do. I can just hear him telling Ward, Looks like Vivienne’s not our problem anymore. I hope it’s the last time I ever imagine his rumbly voice inside my head.

In a mere eighteen blocks, I’ve come up with the only plan that makes sense, which is saying something because it is batshit insane. And this is coming from someone who just leapt out a god damn window. But I can’t go on the run without Penny. Yesterday, the police station was the best way to keep her safe. Today, I need to take more drastic measures before Finn uses her to get to me again. And even though I don’t know who Driscoll was working with at Harker (if anyone), I don’t have any other options. Outside of him, and the wraiths he let in, the school’s wards make it impenetrable by deviants. It’s my best bet right now.

I need to get to Pen, tell her everything, and bring her to Harker.

When I reach my apartment, there’s a swarm of Astera PD outside the building. The entry is blocked off with cones, caution tape is strung around the entrance to Cobwebs, and cop cars flash their blue and red ­lights . . . 

Penny—­

“Hey!” I shout, sprinting over. “What happened? This is my ­apartment—­”

“Relax, miss,” one cop says. He’s got tired eyes and a moustache that’s thicker on one side than the other. “Everything’s fine. We’re here as protection only.”

Fiona’s words from the other night blare in my mind. Half of Astera’s police are deviants on the payroll of the Brood. Was it a mistake to send Penny to the police station? I try to calm my aeon emotions. Swallow my fear. I can’t look suspicious in case any of these men work for Finn. “Protection from what? Did something happen?”

“A tenant in this building was abducted yesterday. We’re here asking questions of the neighbors. Gathering evidence.”



Phew. “That tenant was my roommate. I have to get through.”

“I’m going to need to see some identification. We’ve been instructed not to let anyone in or out of the building without proof ­of . . .”

But I stop listening. My entire body tingles like static on a rug. There’s a deviant nearby.

I spin around in a circle, the cop barking at me for my attention, but I’m already grasping at my thigh and waist for my daggers.

“When I ask you to look at me, miss, ­I—­”

“Shh,” I tell him. I’m still recovering from about sixteen concussions, and I can’t hear my own senses with him droning on. Is it the man rummaging through the trash down the block? The teenager on the stoop across the street?

“Did you just tell me to shh? I could have you fined ­for . . .”

But then I spot him. Walking into my apartment building, cap tilted down to shield his face. A cop. A deviant. And on his ­neck—­

A brand. A Brood demon, headed for Penny.

“Sorry, sir,” I say before I push past him and sprint inside.

The demon must hear me coming because he bolts up the six story walk-­up. Moustache Cop chases after me, but the demon and I are both quicker and we leave him in our dust.

I hurtle up the stairwell, knees driving, elbows pumping, breath funneling out my lungs. The wound down my back aches with every step. I spy red flashing in the demon’s eyes and move faster, but I’m weak, out of vampire blood, and already ran halfway across the city this morning. He’s going to beat me to her. He’s going to hurt her. My daggers shriek in my grasp. I have to kill him. I need to see his blood outside his body.

I’m finally feeling like myself again, and it’s both welcome and abhorrent.

And suddenly, for reasons I cannot possibly explain, I think of Deacon.



I think of the wooden clock sailing through that vampire’s heart.

I stop running. Take one breath. And throw my dagger with the kind of clean precision only a hunter can.

It lands square in the back of the demon’s head mere feet from our apartment door. Bull’s-­eye.

A sigh sails from me as he falls to the ground, dead. By the time I reach his body, it’s ash, which I kick away before the moustache brigade makes it to our floor. I shove my way into our apartment and slam the door behind me just as I hear a deep voice shouting for me to come out with my hands raised.

Inside, Penny is wielding a trembling hairbrush. Her large, green eyes are ringed in red, her so often pink cheeks completely pale. It looks like she hasn’t slept all night. Hound, our Doberman, is growling protectively in front of her.

And I almost break down.

Not yet, I tell myself. I have to get them both to safety. I have to talk to Fiona. Then I will mourn how everything has changed. What I’ve put Penny through. Where Reid might be. Only then.

“Viv,” Penny exhales. Tears bead in her eyes. “Thank god.”

She and Hound reach me at the same time, and I hold her close as Hound snuggles our legs. My little family, together again. I swallow hard, still catching my breath.

“Let us in or we will knock down ­this—­”

Penny squeezes my shoulders once before hurrying to the front door and opening it just as the moustached cop is about to pound his fist through it.

“Hi, officer,” she squeaks. “Thank you so much for returning my roommate. She’s been out looking for me all night. Didn’t realize I made it safely back home.”

The moustached cop glowers at me and I offer a weak smile. Penny’s so good with people. So kind and honest and bubbling with warmth even when she’s as wrecked as she is right now.

All the fight deflates from Moustache. “This woman really is your roommate?” The cop scratches his head. “I swore I saw her chase after a man in uniform.”

Penny exchanges a confused look with me. “I didn’t see any other cops up here. Do you mind if we get some rest? It’s been a long night.”

Penny doesn’t even know the half of it. When the cop nods, sheepish, and the door closes, I sag against our couch. “That was impressive.”

“What is going on, Viv?”

The exhausted, heartbroken look on her usually cheery face sours my stomach. My gaze drops to my fingers. “It’s such an enormously long story.”

“I ­think . . .” She clears her throat, folding her arms across her chest. My heart crumples further thinking of how hard it is for her to stand up for herself, even against me. “I think I deserve to know who kidnapped me. And what those things with the claws were. ­And . . .” She dabs a tear from the corner of her eye. “And what you are.”

Here it is. The moment I have feared for more than a decade. If I ever thought there might be relief in telling Penny the truth, I can’t access that feeling right now. Maybe it’s because by keeping everything from her, I almost got her killed.

“I’m . . . a deviant hunter. Which means I hunt and ­kill . . . deviants. Monsters.”

Penny takes an agonizingly slow seat on the other end of the couch. Hound curls up right between us.

“Monsters?” she repeats.

“Vampires, demons, werewolves. They’re all real. We call them deviants. I’ve been fighting them since I was a kid. My dad was a hunter too, and he taught me everything I know. The people who took you are called the Brood. They’re like the mafia but for things that go bump in the night.”

“You kept this from me ­for . . . our entire friendship?”

I swallow thickly as I nod. “If it makes you feel any better, I never told James. That was part of why we broke up. Nora and my mom don’t know, either. Nobody does.”

Her emerald eyes widen. “Just me?”

I wince. “And Fiona.”

“Fiona? But not Nora?”

“There’s a college I attend where I’m taught how to save people ­from . . . all those things. It’s called Harker, and it’s actually inside the Windsor. And Fiona works there. At the Windsor, of course, but also at the school.”

Penny nods, but I can see it’s all starting to take a bit of a toll on her. She leans back into the couch. “Wow . . . What about all your new intern friends? That guy who was with you at the ­club . . . Do they know?” I open my mouth, an ache spreading through me at the thought of telling her about Reid, but she catches herself. “Never mind. I heard it as soon as I said it. Not interns, are they?”

“No.”

“They’re like you?”

“Correct.”

She nods to herself. I realize it’s probably sinking in for her that I am a killing machine. A killing machine and a liar.

I scoot closer to her on the couch, until I can feel Hound’s warm breath on my knee. “I’m so sorry, Pen. For keeping it all from you. For our fight the other night. For what you had to see at the ­docks . . . I wanted to tell you all of this for years. Humans just aren’t supposed to know. Our governing body has rules against it, and even if they didn’t . . .” I never wanted you to be scared to be alive. To be scared of me. “I’m really sorry.”

“I get it,” she says quietly. “I mean, I don’t, ­but—­” She pets Hound’s tail slowly. “I do. Why’d they kidnap me, though?”

“Their leader was trying to get to me. I’m still trying to figure out how he knew you were one of the only people I’d come running for.”

She smiles softly. “Thank you.”

“Always.”

“So that was the man ­you . . .” She can’t bring herself to say the word. Killed. Murdered. Stabbed to death like a maniac. I try not to think of Driscoll. I can’t let Penny see the visceral high that overtakes me when I think of killing the man who killed my father. I don’t want her to fear me more than she already does.

“He was someone who worked for their leader. A really bad guy. ­He . . .” My eyes find her easel in the corner. Still wet with paint. I don’t know why I’m still trying to hold things back. This is Penny. My Penny. “He killed my dad.”

Her eyes snap to mine. “What?”

“Yeah.”

“You finally found the man who killed your dad?”

“Yeah.”

She sits back. “Big oof.”

“The biggest,” I say on a breath.

“Then I’m glad. That ­you . . . did what you did.”

Leave it to Penny to be the most selfless, supportive person on the planet. She was kidnapped yesterday, the entire fabric of her universe has changed, and she still has the ability to be there for me and my trauma.

“Unfortunately, it gets worse.” I think of Reid’s eyebrow dripping blood into his eye as he screams for me to run for my life. Of Deacon towering over me, ­ice-­blond hair the color of fresh bone, grin like a shark’s. Of the enamel of Finn’s dark gray claws clacking together in sick glee. Of the High Thane’s glowing, serpentine eyes behind his darkened hood. I shake my head until the scar in my back stops aching.

Penny’s brows furrow. “What is it, Viv?”

“It’s not safe here anymore. Those people are going to keep coming after you as long as I’m in the wind. And I refuse to let anything else happen to you, so we have ­to—­”

This time Penny doesn’t balk or quiver. “Leave?”

“Just until I figure out some things.”

When Penny stands, there’s a glint of determination in her eye. “I’ll get Hound’s leash.”
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After Penny and I pull a bag of our things together, and I try Fiona twice to no avail, we slip out the fire escape with Hound. There are only two cops dusting for prints around the back side of the apartment, neither of whom appear to be Brood, and once we are down on street level, we blend seamlessly into the morning rush. If Finn and his men are looking for us, I think we’ve evaded them for now.

I hail us a cab and spend the whole ride with my eyes glued to the city streets, looking for Brood, forcing myself away from thoughts of the lingering pain in my body or what Deacon meant by me being drained in four months or where Reid could possibly be. Penny holds Hound in her lap and worries her bottom lip between her teeth.

We cross the Erebos Bridge over the Chasm that bisects the city, and the sidewalks begin to sparkle, ­pressure-­washed and pristine. Fire escapes and busted windows are exchanged for distinguished townhomes bedecked in holiday lights. We’ve made it North of the Chasm. Not too far now.



Fifteen minutes later, when we arrive at the Windsor, I force Penny to wait inside the cab while I scope the wide marble steps leading up to the entrance for signs of anyone who could want to harm us. I know Finn doesn’t know where Harker is. If he did, the Windsor would be swarmed. But even if he finds the school somehow, I relax knowing Finn has no idea who I am. My father’s ­identity—­my ­identity—­died with Driscoll. All Finn knows is what I look like.

After looping around the property twice, I determine there are no deviants to be seen. Still, I can’t be too cautious. I hustle both Penny and Hound up the Windsor stairs, open the doors with my key, and urge them inside, where we find the lobby empty. I fight the urge to think of the last time I was here. Just two nights ago. What Reid and I shared. We’d only just found each other ­again . . . 

I’ll always come for you. No questions asked.

His low voice. His lemongrass and soap smell. His ­warmth—­

Not yet. I cannot break down yet.

I shake the thoughts from my mind and scan the wide, ­light-­filled entry. The massive bronzed fossils that fill the lobby. The Windsor doesn’t open for another couple of hours, but I have no way of getting Penny into Harker without her own lymantrian coin, and without ­Fiona—­

“Viv!”

Thank god. Fiona hurries toward us, her strawberry blond hair swaying as she walks, nutmeg coffee scenting the air around her. “We don’t have much time.”

Ice drips through me. “Are the Brood here?”

Penny pales. Hound begins to whine.

“No, no,” Fiona says. “But we need to get you back on campus before the Elders figure anything out. That’s why I couldn’t respond to your messages. I was at the ­Citadel . . .”



Before I ask what that ­means—­what the Elders are trying to figure ­out—­I need to know if Penny is safe here. Otherwise, I’m not going back. “Can Penny stay at Harker?”

Fiona swallows hard, her throat bobbing, her freckled nose pinching. I know the answer is no. I know the Elders would never allow a mortal on campus. In fact, given Fiona’s current body language, I’m beginning to fear there are consequences much worse than being denied refuge.

“Technically, she cannot,” Fiona says, big eyes behind her oversized glasses jumping back and forth between the both of us. Penny’s hand squeezes mine. “But we can hide her there while the school is under the care of the new interim dean.”

Penny and I release twin sighs of relief.

“Who’s that?” I ask.

But Fiona’s already ushering us toward the utility closet with the broken kiosk. “Me.”

When she closes the door behind us, the smells of mothballs and cleaning fluid fill my nose. In Fiona’s hand is a new lymantrian coin just for Penny. “I have to warn you,” she tells her. “Once you go through the gateway, you will be changed.”

My throat constricts.

“Changed how?” Penny asks.

“Mortals cannot see most deviants. Beasts, the undead, ­half-­borns—­they all appear as natural phenomena. Animals, fog, men. Only those at the top of the deviant strata, like vampires, lycanthropes, and ­demons can choose to show their monstrous forms to the mortal eye.”

“The claws,” Penny breathes, horror seeping into her face.

“After this, Penny, you will be able to see everything. And there ­is . . . more than you can imagine.”

Penny looks at me as if it’s somehow my decision.

Fiona does the same.



“Come on, Penny,” I say, mustering strength. “Down the rabbit hole.”

We try our best to brace Penny for the experience of stepping through a gateway for the first time, but she still pukes outside the rotunda once we arrive. She’s not any more at ease when Fiona looks like a totally different person upon entry to the school. She’s back in her Professor Lisette ­form—­frizzy blond hair pulled into a low bun, ­horn-­rimmed ­glasses—­but her cartoonishly large eyes and freckles haven’t changed. How did she ever fool me?

We ask Penny what she told the cops and her family about her abduction just to get our stories ­straight—­inept criminals trying to get a ransom out of her dad, but she escaped before they could even make the ­call—­and then try to explain shifters and as much backstory on Harker as we can. By the time we reach Elkfore Hall, Penny is just nodding along, numb. Total information overload. My heart breaks for her.

Hound barrels inside my dorm room with a joyful howl and nearly tackles Sophia. “Hey, bud,” she coos. “What are you doing here? Viv, did you finish that ­essay . . .” When she clocks me, Professor Lisette, and Penny of all people, she stands ramrod straight. “Do I need my crossbow?”

“Whoa,” Penny breathes.

“Down, girl,” I tell Sophia. The last time she saw ­me—­a mere ­twenty-­four hours ­ago—­she thought I was sneaking out to go make up with Reid, not to take our dean down. A lifetime’s worth has happened since then. “I’ll fill you in in a sec. I need to talk to Professor Lisette. Stay with Penny?”

“Okay.” But she looks wary. Even in her booty shorts, pimple stickers, and massive Harker sweatshirt that I’m pretty sure belongs to Elliot, she’s ready to rip. God, I love that girl.

Fiona and I step into the hall, and I release an ­extra-­large exhale. I’m beginning to ache all over. There’s too much happening. I’ve been in fight-­or-­flight mode since Reid and I discovered Driscoll was behind everything and had murdered my father. And now Driscoll’s dead and Reid’s . . . 

“What do the Elders know?” I ask, clenching my jaw against the tears and the fatigue.

Fiona looks both ways down the ­wood-­paneled hallway, but there are no other students to be seen. It’s nine a.m. on a Sunday. No college student on Earth is awake. “After I left you and Reid, I spoke to Dawnmere and then Crowley. Made sure they were both with ­us—­and the three of us went to the Citadel. But you and Reid weren’t there. We told the Elders that we believed Driscoll to be compromised. They took apart his cottage, removed his clearance, but couldn’t find him. I tried to reach ­you . . .”

I was a little busy, I want to say. The missing dean was putting a fucking syrabraxa in my back.

“As soon as I got your text, we took a team of Citadel hunters to the docks.”

And showed up just in time for Deacon to narrowly avoid them. “But we were gone.”

Fiona nods, and for the briefest moment, I see what finding that warehouse ­empty—­splattered in my blood and Reid’s—­must have been like for her. I reach for her hand and squeeze. “What did you tell the Elders?”

“That Driscoll was working with the Brood. That he brewed a syrabraxa and seems to have succeeded in transferring the spell into a host.” Her lips twist with fury. “They know he killed poor Kitty and Lyra. Maybe even other students before ­them . . . They know Reid killed him and is ­now . . . presumed dead.”

Hot tears threaten my eyes. I look down at the stained fibers of the Elkfore hallway carpet. The stubborn wraith blood not even magic could get out. “He’s not dead. They took him. The ­Brood—­”



“Viv, I have to ask.” When I look up, Fiona’s eyes are as big as I’ve seen them. “Do you know who Edgar’s host is?”

I steel myself. One more person learning my biggest secret. But I’m not sure what point there is in keeping my aeon nature from Fiona now. I rip off the truth like a ­Band-­Aid. “Yeah, it’s . . . It’s me.”







Chapter 4
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The pain and horror that shadow her face hurt more than the scar tissue on my back. “You? You’re carrying the syrabraxa?”

I nod bitterly. “My dad was an aeon. He and Driscoll were friends at Harker, and Driscoll knew what he was. Driscoll and the High Thane had been looking for him all along, and when they killed him before they could use him for the spell, they started to look for his kid.”

I still don’t know how Driscoll learned I was David Cadell’s daughter. How he figured out I was the aeon. How he knew of my friendship with Penny. One night I’m protecting the Windsor from the Brood; the next morning Penny’s being kidnapped to lure me to the docks. The only people who knew I was an aeon were Sophia, Peter, and Elliot, but I don’t doubt their loyalty to ­me—­to the Lymantrian Order, to Harker, to fighting evil.

“Christ above,” she breathes. “Will they come for Nora to get you back? Beatrice? Do ­they—­”

“No, no. The Brood don’t even know my name, now that Driscoll is dead. My family is safe.”

She shakes her head. “All this time. An aeon ­bloodline . . .”

“I’m sorry. I should have told you.”



But Fiona takes my shoulders in her hands and holds me still until my eyes meet hers. “You have nothing to apologize for. I’m sorry, Viv. I’m so ­sorry . . . I couldn’t protect you.”

“You didn’t know,” I manage around the lump in my throat.

“You’re really carrying the syrabraxa in ­you . . .” She peers down at my body. “Right now?”

“Yeah. Escaped before the High Thane arrived to kill me. There has to be a ­way—­” I can’t help how my voice cracks. “A way to get this thing out, right?”

Fiona nods, but her glasses slip a bit down her nose. She pushes them back up with a bracing breath. “I’ll spend every minute I have researching it.”

My blood turns to ice. “Oh. You don’t already know how?”

Fiona shakes her head. “Not without the warlock who cast the spell.”

I don’t ask what we’ll do if we can’t find a way to remove this spell from my body. What will happen to me. I don’t want to know. I’ll just add no known cure for the spell that is going to drain me to the list of problems for tomorrow. It’ll fit nicely right alongside rabid High Thane’s son hunting me down and potential White Stag demon crime lord too. I’m nothing if not good at compartmentalizing. “What else?”

“The Elders are determined to find the aeon carrying the spell,” she says, hushed. “They cannot know, Viv, under any circumstances, what you are or what has been done. Even with the madness your death would inflict on one of their own, they would eliminate you to quell
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