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When she returns home for Easter break to spend time with Gram, the mystery of her past draws Luna to an eccentric seer who reveals a secret that spins her life out of control.
Before she can get answers from the Lord of the Demon Hounds, a series of attacks with a deadly silver dust threaten the lives of all magic kind, including those she holds dearest.
Battling through her darkest journeys yet, enduring clashes with Winter, Chaos, the Lord of the Soul Swallowers, an aggressive alpha shifter and the entire magic world, Luna realizes she has no choice but to make the ultimate sacrifice.
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THE CAB DROPPED ME at the gate of the Bella Rosa apartment complex. I stalled at the curb for a moment, clutching onto my stuffed green suitcase. San Diego felt different somehow, cheerless, less inviting, as if I was no longer welcome.

I inhaled and considered calling another cab back to the airport and a return flight to Stockholm. Part of me never wanted to leave Europe, but Grandma sounded excited on the phone when I mentioned possibly coming home for Easter break, and Celia promised to arrange a meeting with her secret liaison, the super-skilled seer who supposedly could look into my past far more effectively than Celia herself.

I was able to come back to my San Diego apartment because of Winter’s generosity. He had paid off my lease for a full year. He was like a toothache. No matter what I did, it was impossible to rid him from my thoughts. He lingered like an earworm of some catchy tune I’d much rather forget.

With a sigh, I hauled my luggage on its spinner wheels through the gate. Two boys on electric scooters zipped past. I stumbled backwards and watched them dart down the sidewalk, perilously swerving around each other, shouting and laughing like the world was their private playground.

My elemental magic reacted to a disturbance—one of the scooters bumped into something and careened toward the street. The boy panicked, losing control. I engulfed him in a transparent magnetic field that leapt from my hands of its own accord, gently nudging the scooter back onto the sidewalk and away from oncoming traffic.

The second boy stared at his friend, astonished. Neither boy was entirely sure what they had just witnessed. A moment later, they shrugged it off and sped away on their scooters.

My command of magic grew more nuanced and effective every day. Sometimes it felt like instinct more than choice. When it came out smooth like that, I no longer felt the usual sizzles and reverberations.

I climbed the stairs to my apartment, dragging my suitcase behind me. I wasn’t naïve. I knew that Winter had people on me, and I was certain that by now he would know I was back in San Diego. Sooner or later he would reach out and I’d have to sit through a full-blown lecture. I was already working on ways I could shut him up. Looking back, I had started to believe he could sense my etheric essence from a distance, and I wouldn’t put it past him to have wiretapped my landline. I was ready for anything and expected the worst, yet, to find him sitting on my couch, broad-shouldered, in a tight workout shirt and shorts, caught me off guard. The allure of his defined musculature made it annoyingly hard not to stare.

He was leafing through one of my history books—well, maybe it was his book now, considering he had bought it, like most of the books on my shelves, after the soul swallowers pulverized the original volumes.

Winter arched an eyebrow. “You seem surprised. Scandinavia has clearly dulled your senses.”

I was conscious of the fact that I was scowling at him. I built a fake little smile to help fight off a few choice words. My senses were fine, I had just learned to shut them off and prioritize other things, important things.

“Oh, Winter, why don’t you make yourself at home?” I said.

His face lit up like my sarcasm was just what the doctor ordered. “Don’t be cross. I’m just making sure you’re alright.”

“I’m alright. Goodbye.”

A crease formed between his eyebrows. “You need to let bygones be bygones, Luna Mae.”

“Do I? Okay. Bye. Be gone.”

“You want me gone, at least until you screw up as you certainly will do. And then it will be, Where’s Jonas gone off to? Oh, how could I use his help? And then I’ll come back and slip on my rubber gloves and busy myself with the task of cleaning up yet another mess.”

I threw my hands up in the air. “You live in your own fucked-up reality, you know that? There’s no mess here, unless you count all the delusions of grandeur spilling out of your mouth.”

“No mess? Really? And yet you’re putting yourself into lethal danger.”

For the love of God.

“Really, Winter? It’s spring break. I’m not in danger. Gram wanted to spend Easter with me. End of story.”

He shook his head. “The story never ends. The moment you returned without telling me, you put us both in danger.”

Drama much? Sheesh.

“So, now you know,” I said. “Crisis averted.”

“If only Chaos and Horror were crises that could be easily managed,” he said with a deep sigh. “I’m using everything in my power to keep you shielded. The least you could do is let me know when you change continents.”

I shrugged. “We’re doing this, huh? We’re just going to pretend you’re not having me watched... dude, you knew full well I was coming home.”

He furrowed his brow. “Stunts like this leave me no choice. You’re not taking any of this seriously.”

“Oh, but I do, trust me. When every single move I make is monitored by your Immortal pals in Stockholm, I need to be seriously seductive when I change my underwear or take a shower or make love. You know, give the boys a show. They work hard.”

My words had the desired effect. His features contorted despite his colossal effort to show no emotion whatsoever. “You’re joking. Obviously.”

I chuckled. “I wouldn’t be so sure, Mister Methuselah. Do you think any of your men would have the courage to tell you about my lovers?”

Plural. Good job, Luna. Why pull punches, right?

He kept staring at me, not quite sure I was bluffing.

“I mean, they know, they’re perceptive.”

“Know what?” he said.

I smiled. “They know you expected the naïve witchling to fall head over heels for you and just sit in her room, pining away for your return.”

“Are you quite done with this tedium?”

“Nowhere near done. Did your snitches happen to mention that Kirsi paid me a visit?”

Little sparks glistened in his eyes. Holy shit, Kirsi was good. She had managed to evade surveillance, or maybe she had a certain influence in her homeland.

“If they had, they would have also told you she was with Celia Trice.”

Recognition flickered in his eyes. He knew who Celia was.

“You might have heard of Celia,” I went on. “She’s one of the most powerful diviners in all the magic world.”

“Is this ever coming to a point?”

Temper, temper.

“Yes, a sharp point... Celia told me I’m related to Chaos. You wouldn’t know anything about that, would you?”

He set the book he’d been holding on the coffee table. “I think I’ll honor your request now and leave.”

As he stood up, I blocked his way. “How is Chaos related to me? Don’t act like you don’t know. You practically forced him to give me his blood.”

Nothing. No flickering of the eyes, not the slightest twitch of a muscle. He just stood there, expressionless.

“So that’s how it’s going to be,” I concluded.

His eyes dipped to mine. “Of all the things to concern you, this revelation should be at the bottom of your list, Luna.”

I sat on the couch. “Celia Trice wouldn’t have flown all the way to Sweden to tell me if it wasn’t important. I am tired of these games, Winter.”

He sat next to me. “Had you asked Celia to look into your past?”

“Answering a question with a question... you had to be the guy who invented that a few millennia ago. You do it a lot. Forget it, I’ll go straight to Chaos. He will not hesitate to tell me. He is family, after all.”

He flared his nostrils, then glanced out the window. “Chaos isn’t here. He left the West Coast,” he said with eyes still looking away. “In fact, I believe he’s left North America.”

How fucking convenient.

“Not a problem. He’s not the only one willing to help.”

His head spun, eyes locking on mine. “What? Who?”

Aha, now he’s taking this seriously.

“Oh, I thought you liked kept secrets? Last chance, big boy. Who gave me to you? How am I connected to Chaos?”

Irritation shot across his face. “You’re not. You are who you choose to be, in every sense of the word, not the product of a genetic imprint.”

It’s like talking to a mule.

“You know, Kirsi thinks you have a soft spot for me. I said you didn’t, and you’ve just proven me right. Because this is not how you care about someone, treating me like a child and leaving me in the dark about my true heritage which you know I struggle with.”

I walked to the door, opened it wide. Winter flicked his wrist. The door banged shut.

His eyes darkened. “You couldn’t have chosen a worse time to come back. Someone or something has been targeting magic and supernatural residents in San Diego county.”

The sincerity on his face changed everything.

“Targeting them how?” I said.

“The victims are stripped of their abilities, then slip into a deep coma. They become completely unresponsive to both science and magic.”

The world spun around me. My ears began to buzz. That hit close to home. My mother had slipped into a vegetative state after fighting off some unknown entity who was after me. A cold fear cut through me that I was to blame now as I was then. “San Diego? Why... San Diego?” I muttered.

“I can’t be certain,” he said. “San Diego county has an elevated density of supernatural beings, due to the weather and its proximity to an abundance of nearby portals to the Deep Down and other enchanted places, like Serenity Valley.”

“That’s the biggest bullshit reason ever,” I said, clapping back. “You really have no respect for my intelligence, do you?”

Winter shook his head. “If you let me finish, I was going to say, there are so many to question and until we talk to everyone and find out what is out there, lurking over this city, you should return to Europe immediately. I’ll summon you the moment it’s safe to return.”

I grimaced. “Summon me? That’s old-world chauvinism for you.”

A wave of impatience rolled over his features. “Your magic is too potent. It gets stronger by the minute. If a malevolent force got a whiff of your etheric essence, there’s no limit to the dark powers they would unleash to drain you.”

“That sounds unpleasant,” I said. “Listen, I get it. It’s a bad, bad world out there. It’s not my first rodeo, remember? And, besides, my magic can barely be traced back to me. I know, I’ve tested it.”

“Would you bet your life on it?”

“No, but I’d bet your life on it,” I said, whiffing at a joke.

“You’re not funny,” he said. “And it’s not just your life, it’s anyone who might be standing next to you.”

I hated when he was right. Winter hadn’t a clue who or what was behind the strange outbreak of catatonic supernatural folk, but that was precisely why it was so unnerving. It could be anyone or anything. It could be Horror himself.

“Okay, you win, I’ll think about it,” I said. “I’ve been traveling for twenty-four hours and I need to crash before I decide anything.”

I realized he was hooking his eyes onto me like a vulture.

“What?” I said.

“I’m telling you to sit this mess out. I got it covered.”

How I wish that were true.

“Shit,” I said. “You’re worried Horror or another Eternal is involved.”

“I’m not saying that.”

“You didn’t have to. It’s written all over your face.”

“Nothing is known, Luna,” he said. “And nothing is needed from you on this one. And, for sure, there is nothing written on my face.”

“Okay, Mr. Poker Face, I’m about done here,” I said. “I’m going to sleep now for quite a few hours. If the world’s still here when I wake, a decision will be forthcoming.”

Winter took a breath and then walked out without saying a word.

I did not care that my reaction was inappropriate considering what he had revealed. I was delirious and not ready to be commanded. The situation he had described sounded dire. Why was I pissed at him anyway? I was so tired nothing made sense anymore.

I trudged unsteadily to call him back, swinging the door open and stepping outside. I grabbed the railing, bent over it and stretched my neck out to scan the area below. There was no sign of him.

Winter was gone. I could not even be sure he had ever been there. The whole thing had started to feel like a nightmare.
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THE COFFEE SHOP WAS packed with customers chattering over John Mayer’s breathy vocals, texting as they waited for their drinks, while others worked on laptops with stoic faces, diligently shutting out all the hubbub.

Big Rob noticed me at the door. He raised a hand behind the counter to get my attention, mouthing out later before taking the next order.

It seemed like years had passed since I worked behind that counter, often by Rob’s side, but it had only been six soul-crushing, life-changing months.

Someone lay a hand on my shoulder and turned me around. I yelped with excitement to see Faion there smiling radiantly.

I wrapped my arms around him and hugged him tight.

“Good to see you, too, moon baby,” he said as he took a step back to give me the once over.

“What?” I said.

“Those Scandinavians have you eating right?” he said, furrowing his brow. “Are you getting your iron? Sleeping enough?”

His voice melted my heart. “Um, yes, Dad... if I didn’t know better, it sounds like you actually missed me.”

“Okay, yeah, sure,” he said, unconvincingly, “but what I’m saying is you don’t look so hot, it’s like you’re a Walking Dead character we forgot about until they returned late in the season as a walker, all skinny and pale with dark sunken eyes.”

I punched his shoulder. “Dude, I had a transcontinental flight.”

He nodded. “Yeah, I know, I’m with that. I’m just saying... were you on Zombie Airlines? Because, I mean, you ragged, girl.”

I laughed. “So, I’m a bit tattered. I haven’t had my coffee yet.”

“I’m messing with you,” he said. “You still look like a favorite teller at a frat boys’ spank bank.”

It was good luck that instant cell regeneration didn’t kick in unless my body experienced substantial physical trauma. I was grateful that I could still look tired and mortal. I missed that feeling of fitting in.

“You’re ridiculous,” I said.

Faion grinned. “Thank you.”

He took my hand and led me to a table. A lean young man with untidy brown hair, wearing a gray SDSU AZTECS t-shirt and wrinkled khakis, stood up and flashed me a hearty smile. He was handsome in a boyish way, the kind of guy who’d offer his arm to an old lady to help her cross a street.

“Sophie, meet Joey,” Faion said.

Joey extended his hand. “Charmed,” he said. “Faion says fantastic things about you. He thinks you’re fearless and gorgeous.”

Faion slapped Joey’s wrist. “I said she loco as fuck, chases trouble like it’s chocolate and I have to be rescuing her little ass all the time.”

“Blah blah, we both know what you meant,” Joey said.

“I’m dating a guy who says blah blah,” Faion said, shaking his head.

“It’s true, Joey,” I assured him. “Faion’s speaking the truth. I’m about as crazy as a girl can be. First I act, then, maybe, I might think a little.”

“So, you’re both crazy?” Joey said, almost disappointed.

“I’m afraid so.”

Faion arched an eyebrow. “Did both of you just call me crazy?”

Joey chuckled. “I’m going to let you two catch up,” he said. “It was a complete pleasure meeting you, Sophie.”

“Same here.”

Joey squeezed Faion’s hand. “See you in a bit,” he said.

Faion leaned in for a quick kiss. Their ease and comfort with each other sent a pang of longing through my core.

I need that in my life.

I crossed my arms as Joey walked away. “Okay, how come I’m just finding out now about a boyfriend you’ve obviously had for a while?”

Faion shrugged. “The last few months have been a dream, girlfriend. I forgot about the rest of the world, if I’m being honest. Who are you, again?” He laughed. “Love can reduce the planet down to two beating hearts.”

Asshole. That was so damn lovely. I want that. “Sounds serious.”

Faion took a sip of his Frappuccino. “We’re in a good place.”

Holding his tongue was not typical Faion. I would have expected him to be chomping at the bit to deluge me with a frenzied retelling of events.

It must be serious.

I squinted, then gave him my sweetest smile. “A place called love?”

He thought about it. “That’s not me. I’m not going to put a name on it, wrap it up and freeze it in the icebox. Nah. It’s just good. I don’t need to conquer and label it. You got to let things breathe if you want them to live.”

Wow.

“That’s wisdom,” I said. “He’s basic, right?”

“He is what he is, but yeah.”

Dating a basic had a whole lunch box full of complications for us Deep Downers. Lines could get blurred very fast.

I was the last person to give relationship advice, but I did anyway. “That could work, just be careful. I worry about you.”

“Just be careful?” Faion repeated. “Said the girl who runs around with wolves and old-ass Neanderthal dudes. How about you, huh? Did you catch any dick in Stockholm?”

“Jeez,” I said. “No, I did not catch anything of the like. I’m not even thinking about guys.”

“Okay, now you’re lying,” he said with a raised eyebrow. “You still thinking about Mr. Freeze Pop.”

Not in that way. Farthest thing from my mind. Really.

My priorities lined up far away from romance. I was much more concerned with things like who my real parents were, why they abandoned me, and what my connection was to a deranged Immortal apocalypse junkie whose agenda could very well include eliminating me after I was of no use to him. You know, the basic stuff that concerns all recent grads.

“What’s this?” I said. “Now that you have a boyfriend you have to mess with single people? Happy people are total snobs.”

He laughed. “Okay, you right.”

“Yeah, I am right,” I said, thrilled to be talking to my friend again.

Big Rob walked up to our table offering me a cranberry orange scone.

I snatched it out of his hands. “Oh, man, I missed these,” I said, munching on the delicious warmth of the scone.

“My god, Sophie,” Rob said. “Slow down, you’ll choke.”

“Dude,” I said with my mouth full. “You remembered my scone.”

Faion eyed Big Rob. “That’s because you the bullet in Rambo’s gun.”

Rob did not find Faion amusing. “Is this guy bothering you, Soph?”

I nodded. “Totally. Throw him out. He’s making fun of me because I’m single.”

Rob seemed completely confused. “You’re single?”

Faion rolled his eyes. “Oh, here we go,” he said under his breath.

Rob ignored him. “They treating you well over in Europe? If not, tell them they’ll have to come answer to me.”

Faion scrunched his face and held his heart mockingly.

“Thanks, Rob,” I said. “Yeah. They’re nice. I’m good.”

“Well, okay then,” Rob said, trying to form a sexy smile. “And I know you were joking about your friend here bothering you.”

Faion smiled at Rob who nodded to Faion.

“Oh no, I totally wasn’t,” I said.

Rob stood uneasy on his feet, uncertain. “Right,” he said with a nervous laugh and then slowly walked back to the customers.

I took a deep breath in. “I miss my life,” I said. “I miss San Diego.”

“You’re being compulsive,” Faion said. “It will wear off.”

“I’m not being compulsive.”

“You just ate that San Diego scone in fifteen seconds. That’s compulsive. You’re bingeing on nostalgia.”

“Okay, so what? I never asked for any of this shit, and you know it.”

Faion pulled me to his chest for a hug. “Yeah, I know.”

“That’s better,” I said.

He let me keep my head on his chest for a while and I wanted to stay in his embrace forever.

“Saw your girlfriend Tam the other day,” he said.

I lifted my head and stared at him. “My Tam?”

“Yeah.”

“Oh, cool. How’s she doing?”

My childhood best friend, Tam Nguyen, was one of the most uniquely skilled lunar witches and an absolute breath of fresh air among the deep dwellers. She could also outrun a rabbit and shoot the eyes off a peacock’s tail with an arrow.

“Promoted up the Lunar ranks. Sounds like she’s mad busy,” Faion said.

Primary level witch at twenty-three? Who did that?

Tam did, obviously. Every year she broke a record. Primary level meant she had developed complete control over nocturnal elements and could now manipulate that energy in multiple ways.

“Total legend,” I said. “Wish I could see her, but I only have eight days.”

Faion stared at me. “Hey, I might come visit you. Joey’s doing a semester abroad at Sotheby’s Institute of Art in London. I might tag along. We’d practically be neighbors.”

I arched an eyebrow. “Tag along? With Joey?”

“What?”

“That sounds serious, buddy.”

“Nah,” he said. “It’s not about that. I’m looking for context. I need to expand my horizons, drink up some culture. Educate myself, you dig? If I have a greater understanding of societal strata and what not, I can decide what I want to do with my life. I’m thinking film studies or architecture.”

So proud right now.

“Faion, I love it. Good for you. That’s awesome, really. In fact, I wish you could leave tomorrow.”

He tilted his head. “Are you trying to get rid of me?”

Shit. I’m not smooth.

“Faion...” I tried to find the right words. “Go with Joey. Go early. San Diego isn’t safe right now. There have been several attacks on supernaturals and magics alike. Have you heard about it? They think it’s all orchestrated.”

His face told me he was clueless. “No, I haven’t. But what about you? Who told you this? You’ve been gone.”

“Obviously, Winter told me.”

Faion shook his head. “That dude’s bad news.”

“He told me to go back to Europe.”

“Yeah, I’m sure he did, because he knew you wouldn’t go,” Faion said. “You don’t think that a guy that old knows how to cleverly manipulate?”

“I know who and what Winter is, Faion, but I make my own choices.”

“That’s what everybody thinks. What did the generous purveyor of information tell you?”

“There have been incidents all over San Diego county,” I said, taking a deep breath. “The victims lose their magic, then they slip into a coma.”

“Okay, and why San Diego in particular?”

“Winter speculates,” I said, wishing I hadn’t brought up his name, “that the density of supernatural elements in the area could be a factor.”

“That’s a total guess, but whatever, it’s not good.”

“Not at all. Please, be safe, Faion, until we know what we’re dealing with. Don’t be out at night alone and stay near public places. Talk to Celia soon, okay? She might know something.”

“What about your grandmother?”

I shrugged. “She was supposed to fly down for Easter, but now I’m not sure that’s the best idea.”

Faion crossed his arms and shook his head. “I can’t believe you’ve survived this long. You’re like a harbinger. Every time I see you, I know shit is about to get real, too real, scary real. You’re a disaster magnet.”

One hundred percent.

My phone buzzed. It was Celia texting me. I read the text quietly, a pang of guilt rushing to my face for not telling Faion it was from his grandmother.

“I guess, according to you, I better go get some beauty sleep, so I don’t drag around looking like a zombie. Let’s talk tomorrow?”

“Cool,” Faion said. “And that whole thing about you being fearless, that’s not always a good thing.”

“I’ll stay out of trouble,” I said, eager to get going. “Promise.”

“I am choosing to believe that,” he said. “And, me too.”

Celia had just confirmed my appointment with the powerful seer for me. She was going to accompany me to the designated location at eight o’clock the next morning. I tried to wipe the guilt off my face.

A quick hug and Faion was gone. Joey waved back to me as the happy couple left the coffee shop. I wished my life could be that simple, a warm hand to hold, a trip to the coffee shop with the one you love, a lazy afternoon together as one.

I floated toward the door in a daze when I bumped into a skinny guy carrying a bunch of textbooks under one arm. His coffee cup flew out of his other hand. A spark of magic left my fingers to envelop the cup in midflight and deliver it directly to my right hand.

“I’m sorry,” I said, handing the coffee back to the stunned guy.

Magic was a bad idea.

I scampered out the door on edge. Somehow, I already knew who would be waiting on my doorstep when I got back home.
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WINTER SPRANG TO HIS feet as soon as he saw me, his six-foot-two frame looming over me. He was rather disheveled with his loose gray sweats, fitted black tank top, sweat-glistened biceps and messy blond hair. Apparently, he had been hitting the gym often and I doubted it had anything to do with physical conditioning. No, Winter was trying to work through stress and tension.

I shoved him aside to get to the door. He uniquely triggered my most primitive, immature responses.

“Is this how it’s going to be now?” I said without looking at him. “You’re just going to pop by uninvited?”

His warm breath on the back of my neck sent a shiver through me.

“When I call, you don’t answer,” he said. “So, I stopped calling.”

“I’m not a prisoner to my phone like everybody else.”

I unlocked the door, stepped inside and started to close it behind me.

I laughed when he wedged his foot between the door and the frame. I let go of the door and let him follow me inside.

“This is urgent,” he said, darting his eyes about the place.

“Isn’t it always? That’s like the stalker’s creed. The concept of boundaries means nothing.”

He placed his hands on my shoulders and spun me around until we came face to face. “The attacks have escalated. There have been five assaults in the past twenty-four hours. Five, Luna!”

The concern on my face must have been obvious because he released my shoulders and softened his approach. “There’s something else.”

I felt my heartbeat surging. “What else?”

“A death,” he said. “The first.”

“What? Who, Jonas?”

“A wind mage slipped away after three days in a delirious state.”

I buried my face in my hands. “Oh, the poor soul. Listen, you’re not chasing me back to Europe. I’m staying.”

He fought the urge to respond but, instead, exhaled forcefully. “This is going to spread from the basic world. I believe all this is a test of power and the real target will be the Deep Down.”

“If you had told me sooner, I might have been able to do something. Your spies in Stockholm could have told me any day.”

“Let’s keep it in the present,” he said.

“Fine, the present,” I said, losing my patience. “Tell me exactly what happens during and after one of these attacks.”

He walked to the window. “The victims are isolated. They probably feel a tingling sensation like their limbs are falling asleep and then they are paralyzed in place. If they’re standing, they do not fall right away. It’s painful and feels like the pain lasts for an hour, but it’s over in a matter of seconds.”

“With unresponsive victims,” I said, trying to understand, “how do you know such details? Was there a witness?”

“Not that I know of,” he said.

“Okay, then a seer must have been brought in?”

“No. I mean, yeah, I’ve been told that in some cases seers were brought in, but they saw nothing. There’s a total lockdown of the victim’s consciousness.”

“Then what? This is a theory you pulled from where? Your ass?”

He turned and shook his head. “Is that how a lady should talk?”

“In this world? Yes.”

He sighed and stared into my eyes. “There are a few cryptic references in surviving archives mentioning similar events almost 5500 years ago during the Neolithic decline.”

My jaw dropped. “And you just jumped from there to this thing six millennia later without hesitation? Have you ever heard of scholarly method? Because your proof is so damn anecdotal and useless. And, besides, the Neolithic decline was about a huge drop in human population, not a few catatonic magical beings.”

“It’s just a theory,” he said.

“No, it’s really not,” I said. “Alright, forget that, what happens to these victims after the attacks?”

“They lose their ability to access magical energy from anywhere and become comatose. Out of twenty-four known cases, twenty-three have remained in the exact state in which they were found. The wind mage took a turn and was gone within ten minutes. The only clue we have is the fine silver dust that hangs in the air at the scenes of the attacks. The dust is toxic to anyone who uses magic. In light of this, the Seventh Council has decided not to get directly involved. Officially, we’re monitoring the situation from a distance.”

“Ah, convenient isolationists,” I said, not one bit surprised.

“Immortals are not the most altruistic beings.”

“That’s an understatement,” I said. “You guys are like supercharged survivalist nut bags.”

“I’ll assume that’s not a compliment,” he said. “And I agree, it’s a mistake. This silver dust is potent enough to affect Immortals, to a lesser extent. I felt its power while at a scene. It was a nagging force, scratching at my etheric essence. I did manage with some effort to block it.”

“I know where this is headed. I told you I’m not leaving.”

He hesitated. “Okay.”

Huh?

“Did you just say, okay?”

He nodded. “I wish there was another way. I need your help, Luna. We need to act fast. This will spread if we don’t neutralize the attacking force before they grow too strong. We don’t know much about silver dust, but I doubt it has anticipated the rare morning magic of the mist riders. Your growing command of mist craft and earth energy could be our secret weapon.”

I picked up a couch cushion and held it to my chest. The Deep Down Board of Supernatural Orders had been fearful of this kind of scenario ever since I could remember—an invisible plague, an airborne menace that would attack our essence and our power centers, which are intimately connected to our consciousness. Our subterranean world hadn’t faced such a malignant threat in centuries.
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