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​Prologue | Drake
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We walked behind Gabriel, up a few flights of stairs.  I was so eager to see Leah, I didn’t even ask any questions as we went—just followed as I only half paid attention, half listened to Wyck as he told Carrie that this house was very similar to his, the two of them only a few steps behind me.  But it didn’t matter what Carrie knew, or didn’t.  What we’d told her, and what we didn’t have to.  All that mattered right then was getting to Leah.  All that mattered was seeing her, knowing she was alright.  

Gabriel pulled a ring full of keys from the inner pocket of his jacket as we reached the top of this latest flight of stairs.  Then he unlocked a narrow door, white and plain.  It took a lot of effort not to let my annoyance at the detour show.  I didn’t know why we were here, why Gabriel had brought us to this room; all I knew was that Leah wasn’t here, and at that moment, I didn’t care about anything but seeing Leah.  I needed her in my veins.  After everything that had been wrenched away in the last twenty-four hours —burned from the very marrow of my bones—I needed her to make me right again.   

He pushed the door open and motioned for me to go in ahead of him.  There was a bed and a kitchen.  It smelled familiar, but I still didn’t know why we were here. There was a red sweatshirt on the floor.  That was the first clue.  

I could suddenly hear my heart in my head.  On instinct, my eyes went to the bed.

"I've had to sedate her.”  Gabriel crossed the room just feet from me, but his voice was far away, muffled like we were under water.  

Next thing I knew, my head was shaking and I was backing up.  Leah isn't here.  

"Mr. King?" Gabriel looked at me, concern in his predator eyes, worry in his too-smooth voice. 

"She isn't here."  I felt myself say it, though I couldn’t hear my voice.  Leah isn't here.  She was there, on the bed, but she wasn’t here.  

I felt someone step up behind me, then a hand on my shoulder.  "Gabriel, would you care to show Carrie around your home?" I heard Wyck say over the pounding in my ears.  

I could see her, lying in that bed—but I couldn’t feel her. There was no warmth.  No warmth.  

"Drake?"  Wyck sounded worried.  

I was sinking. She’s gone. There is no me without her.  I’d known it before but now I could feel it:  There is no me without her.  Without her, I don’t exist.  I won’t exist.  

"She's..." but I couldn’t get words out on the first try.  Too terrifying to say.  Too terrifying to think.  "She's not here."  

Now Wyck was confused.  He stepped toward the bed and a sliver of me wanted to leap in front of him, to keep him away from Leah—to shield her because she was so defenseless.  To protect her, and protect me.  

"She's right here," he said, giving me a questioning, worried look.  "She's sleeping.  Gabriel said he had to sedate her, but now that you're here, he thinks he can stop the sedatives, so she'll wake up."

I just shook my head.  This was wrong.  This was so, so wrong.  But I forced my eyes to see what was in front of me: she was there on the bed, her gold and brown hair fanned out around her face.  When I looked closer, I could see her chest slowly rising and falling. I forced my body to act like it was supposed to: My knees hit the edge of the mattress and I realized I'd walked toward it.  

"See?" Wyck urged.  "She's fine."  He pushed a chair up behind me; I sat down without looking.

My fingers found the covers, then her hand beneath them.  It took too long because there was no heat to guide me; my vision was blurry by the time I found her skin and grasped her fingers in mine. 

But then there was a spark.  At first contact, skin to skin, a tiny flare of warmth, of Leah.  It was so faint, I wasn’t certain I really felt it.  

I closed my eyes, and then I knew it was there.  

Eyes still closed, I heard Wyck pull a chair up beside mine.  "You good now?"

Bringing my forehead down to the mattress, to her hand, I nodded.  

"Why'd you think she wasn't here?"

But I didn’t want to tell him—I couldn’t.  I couldn’t tell him that her warmth was gone.  That, even as I sat here, the heat I could feel was weak and wavering, bending like the surface of water set to a slow boil.  For terrifying moments, it disappeared entirely, sucked under the surface.  I didn’t want to tell him that, so I just shook my head. 
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​Chapter 1 | Heartburn 
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“Cleanup on Aisle 3, please. Cleanup on Aisle 3.”

“D.”  

No response.  

“Drake.”

He shook himself a little and looked at me, the heat going from the indirect warmth of distraction to a more present, in-the-moment sensation with a breath.  He gave a weak smile.  “Sorry. I guess I’m more tired than I thought.” 

I felt one of my eyebrows raise but I didn’t say anything.  We were both exhausted—I had no room to judge.  The fact was, we both found ourselves staring into space from time to time: mental vacation. 

He began pushing the cart down the narrow supermarket aisle again and glanced at a bag of rice on the shelf as we passed.  The heat twisted with an unspoken question: were we almost out of rice?  It was a staple of our cheap-as-you-can-get diet, so it was important to know whether or not we had enough to get us through the next week.  

“We need rice,” I confirmed.   

He dropped the rice in the cart and continued on, one cart wheel squeaking softly in protest; apparently it liked this grocery-shopping exercise as much as we did.  

“Aunt Lee?  Can I get granola bars for my lunches?”  Carrie asked as we passed a great big, kid-friendly display of them.  

I looked to Drake.  Who, in turn, looked at the price tag and grimaced.  “Maybe not these granola bars,” he replied tactfully.  “Let’s see what’s on sale.”

“These are on sale,” she said. 

“Not on sale enough,” he mumbled as we continued down the next aisle.  

Since arriving in the college town we were calling our temporary home three months ago, Drake and I had been doing our damnedest to live as normal a life as we possibly could, just like we’d promised Wyck: We sent Carrie to school each morning, and helped her with her homework at night; we went to class ourselves after she left for school, and worked on our own homework after she went to bed.  I was exhausted in a way I’d never been before—so was Drake—and that didn’t always leave much room for humor in our moods.  But, come hell or high water, as my dad would have said, we were going to make this work.  Failure was not an option—another one of my dad’s platitudes.  

The thin-as-a-thread silver lining in our current situation: with all this run-of-the-mill stress, we barely had time to think about all the crazy, not-so-run-of-the-mill stuff that had led us here.  We missed Cecelia terribly. We worried for our friends and our parents, but we never discussed it.  We hardly ever even mentioned Mythological Affairs, or Seattle, or Berkeley; Collin, or Ferris, or Terry and Jeff’s betrayal. There wasn’t time.  In a way, that was nice.  It was nice to step outside of our totally-not-normal lives and worry about the kinds of stuff that normal people worried about for a change: money, primarily. 

“Your total comes to $65.60,” said the guy behind the register.  

I was three months into being a grown-up, and already I hated money.  

Drake forked over the sum, biting his cheek while he did it.  

Because, while failure might not have been an option, going broke in the process of all this not-failing was a very real possibility. 

“There isn’t enough,” Drake said with a sigh.  He ran his hands through his hair, his elbows propped on the university-furnished table in our tiny dining room, the cheap-as-hell laptop we’d scored during Christmas sitting in front of him.  

We were looking at the bank account.  Joy.  

Unfortunately, we’d only started checking the account a couple of weeks ago—which was weeks after we’d done things like buying pots and pans, and clothes for Carrie; towels and school supplies, a small TV so we could watch the news, sheets for our beds, shampoo and soap and Carrie’s favorite bubble bath.  We’d done it all at the local big-box store in an attempt to save money as we tried to settle in. As it turns out, however, when you don’t have any money coming in, even rock-bottom prices drain savings like a sieve.  Who knew?  

This whole thing gave me heartburn. 

“We need to get jobs,” I said simply.  Or the account balance was going to be all red in a matter of weeks.  

“Oh, I know." Drake laughed under his breath. “What’s dumb is that even though I know it, I hate the idea of actually doing it.”

“Of being apart, you mean?” Because I’d never known D to be the kind to shy away from work in and of itself.  

He just sighed.  “How in the hell can we make this work?”

“Maybe just a few hours,” I offered.  “A few hours, here and there.  That’s not much time to be apart.”  I said it, but I didn’t really believe it.

And to Drake’s credit, neither did he.  He gave me a look.

Drake and I apart... it was like saying that one plus one equaled three—it didn’t make sense.  But more than that, more than any dislike of being away from one another, it was the physical aspects of it that made the idea a hard one to swallow.  It had been bad enough to be apart in the fall, when life had been all rainbows and lollypops I’d taken for granted—we’d managed to work through the constant distraction of knowing the other wasn’t there.  And it had been nearly too much to handle when we’d separated in Nebraska those months ago—I’d barely been able to think straight, and neither of us had slept right, too anxious to function.  But now, after enduring so much loss and uncertainty in the weeks since then, the thought of being separated was tantamount to torture.  The risks were too great, the payoff too minimal by comparison. 

But then, how were we going to continue to pay rent? 

“Hear me out,” I pressed on in the face of our shared cynicism.  “If we cut back on some groceries, I could find a job on campus for just a few hours a week—“

“No.” Drake shook his head, resolute.  “If one of us is getting a job, it’s me, not you.”

I felt an eyebrow raise.  “Why? Because you’re the guy?”

Another sarcastic look.  “No.  Because the only way we’re doing this being-apart thing is if you’re safe, locked in this apartment.” 

“Did it ever occur to you that it’s as hard for me to think of you out there, without me, as it is for you to think of me doing the very same?”

He paused, just staring at me.  His green eyes were intense, his brows drawn down in frustrated concentration—anxious thinking.  Finally, after a very long set of moments, his eyes fell, the heat churning.  

He shook his head and ran a hand through his dark hair.  “Just... please, Lee.”  He turned his gaze to mine again.  “If we’re gonna do this, please don’t make me stay here like a caged animal while you’re out there, away from me.”

I just stared at him.  In the warmth, a thin thread of terror wove itself among the desperation and sincerity.  But when I opened my mouth to respond, I was interrupted by another sound. 

Drake’s expression fell.  “Is she seriously still awake?”

I just shrugged and shook my head.  “Are you really that surprised?”

Telling Carrie to go to bed was an exercise in futility. She went to bed fine, but she didn’t go to sleep.  So I guess she was following the letter of the law, if not the spirit.  That counted for something, right?

“I honestly don’t know when she sleeps,” Drake sighed, pushing himself up from the table.  

I followed him because it seemed like I should.  Not because I had any illusions about this next attempt being particularly successful.  

And I was right—in spades, as it turned out. 

Drake

Leah followed me down the hallway, toward the sound of Carrie’s high-pitched voice from behind her bedroom door.  In a way, I felt bad ragging on her to go to bed—she was entertaining herself fine. Besides, who was I to tell her to go to bed when I routinely stayed awake late into the night? But if I put on my grown-up hat, I knew it wasn’t smart to let her keep herself awake all night.  

I knocked on Carrie’s bedroom door.  “Hey kiddo, it’s time to go to sleep okay?” 

Honestly, I didn’t always put on my grown-up hat.  There were plenty of nights when I just didn’t have it in me to fight the fight—when I just let her stay up, and fell asleep to the sound of her playing.  I never could understand what she was saying exactly, but on the nights I did go in to ask her to go to sleep, she was usually talking to the couple of stuffed animals she had, or talking to herself while she colored or drew.  Which was really freaking depressing for some reason.  Maybe that’s another reason I didn’t bother her some nights.  

But this time Carrie made no response.  She just kept on doing what she had been, her sweet little voice tripping through the door again.  

I looked to Leah, who gave me an “are you kidding me?” expression in return.  

Yeah, my thoughts exactly.  

“Carrie, come on, it’s time for bed.”  I started to push her door open, only to hear her bound across the room.  Next thing I knew, she was forcing the door shut.  I had stepped back when I heard her cross the room,  so the door slammed when she put her weight against it.  

Well, that was... new.  

I turned the knob again. “Carrie—“ She was leaning against the door.  “Let me in, would ya?” 

She didn’t budge.  She couldn’t have weighed more than 50 or 60 pounds—I could have forced the door open, but she would probably be hurt in the process.  

“Carrie, what’s going on?” 

Leah’s heat twisted with question.  

I turned to Leah.  “She’s holding the door closed.” 

“What?” Leah knocked on the door.  “Carrie, you gotta go to bed.” 

“Go away!” 

Leah’s eyes went wide; she looked at me.  “Well then.” 

“It’s bedtime, Carrie,” I called through the door, trying my hardest not to be annoyed... easier said than done.  “For all of us. Lee and I are going to bed soon too.” 

No response.  

“Are you going to bed?” Leah called. 

“Yeah.”  

Leah and I exchanged a look.  

“Okay, good,” I replied.  “Good night.” 

“Good night.” 

Well, I guess that could have been worse.  

We made our way back down the hall to the living room.  Leah plopped down onto the sofa and drew her feet up under her. 

“Well done,” she said.  

I sat down next to her and put a hand on her ankle, then let my head lull back, resting on the back of the sofa.  This sofa was hideously ugly, but it wasn’t awful for comfort—definitely broken in, as was the case with all of our university-provided furniture. 

When I had pictured Leah and me living together someday, this was not what I had envisioned.  I wasn’t sure what it was I thought we’d be doing, but barely scraping by had never been part of the equation. Still, we were—

“Okay really?”  Leah was actually annoyed this time. 

And so was I.  Carrie was up again.

“She said she was going to bed,” Leah groaned. 

“I know.”  Right then, I really, really wanted to just let her play, but at this point, it was the principle of the matter: we’d told her to go to bed, she’d agreed, and now she wasn’t doing it.  So, yeah. 

With a huff, I pushed myself up off the sofa, but this time, I tiptoed my way down the hall so she wasn’t liable to hear me coming.  Leah crept along behind me.  Then, with only my fingertips, I turned her door knob, slow and steady, the way I used to when I snuck out of my parents’ house.  

I’d expected to see her laying on her bed, talking to her stuffed animals, or coloring in a coloring book.  But no. 

She was drawing—on the walls. 

It took me a second to process what I was seeing.  And a second longer to see what the drawings were of: people. She’d drawn people, as tall as her—taller, in some cases—on her walls.  “Carrie, what the hell?” 

I startled her—she’d been so absorbed in her ‘art’ and in the conversation she’d been having with herself, she hadn’t heard me come in at all.  She whipped around with a gasp, saw me, and immediately started crying.  

The next thirty minutes were spent just getting her to calm down, telling her that we were going to have to clean up the wall at some point, and trying to figure out what in the heck she’d been thinking.  She was seven—almost eight!—she knew better than that. 

Right?  Seven-year-olds knew better than that, didn’t they? 

By the time she was all cried out, she was nearly falling asleep on my shoulder.  I laid her down on her bed and within moments she was snoring quietly.  

Well, that had been a fight, hadn’t it? Feeling marginally triumphant, I stood from the edge of Carrie’s bed.  But Leah wasn’t sharing in the victory—she was staring at the pictures on the walls, feeling anxious.  

“What is it?” I followed her gaze. 

“Do you see what the pictures are?” she whispered.  

“They’re people, yeah.” 

She shook her head.  “They’re her family.”  Then she pointed at the figures one by one: “Teresa, John, and Collin.  You and me are even there, I think—but we’re mashed together.”

“That thing with eight legs?” I tilted my head, trying to make sense of what I was seeing.  “I thought that was a spider.” 

She hit me playfully with a silent laugh.  “Look at the hair.” 

Oh.  Yep—sure enough, two colors of hair: black and brown.  And four eyes—brown and green.  Huh.  “So she’s drawing our family,” I replied.  “Why are you stressed?” 

“Did you hear her?” 

Apparently not... 

Leah ticked her head, motioning for us to leave the room so we weren’t liable to wake Carrie with our discussion.  “She was talking to the drawings,” she said once we were in the living room again.  “Telling them about her day, telling them that she misses them.”  
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​Chapter 2 | When it Rains...
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I wasn’t sure how, but I felt fairly certain that the only message being relayed to Leah in the heat as we walked home after class the next way was how freaking cold I was.  

It was bright outside, but it definitely was not warm; our breath left our mouths in puffs of white. Lots of students were wearing hooded sweatshirts, their hands shoved deep into their pockets and their shoulders hunched up under their ears.  They were crazy, of course.  It was 45 degrees outside—that was solid winter-coat weather in my book.  I slid the zipper up a bit higher on my jacket and pulled the hood of the sweatshirt I was wearing beneath it up over my head.  

I felt as much as saw Leah suppress her smirk.  

“Shut up, it is stupid cold,” I snapped with no seriousness whatsoever. 

“No, it is definitely chilly,” she agreed for my benefit.  Her coat was unzipped and her hood was down, her hair shining like it was spun with gold in the winter sunshine.

I said, before, that I didn’t know what I had thought being with Leah would be like when I had thought about living with her, those months ago—when I thought that living together was years away, instead of months—but that wasn’t true: This—this is what I had always thought living with Leah would be—just her and me, together, living life; doing the things I’d planned to do anyway, but having her with me, which made everything a hundred times better.  I’d envisioned taking classes together, and walking across campus hand-in-hand.  Sharing a secret together that we didn’t tell anyone—being shifters, and being linked—but not keeping the secret because we were scared.  Being scared had never entered the equation.  This moment in time—the sun, and her golden hair, the campus and the books in my messenger bag—were it; the rest of it—the fear and the doubt, having no idea what would happen next—those things weren’t what I had planned.  

Leah and I had scheduled all our classes together, so we never had to be apart.  We’d scheduled them to start late enough in the day that we could take Carrie to school before they started, and end early enough that we could pick her up after they were over.  And for those hours while we were in class, we were normal.  We were terrified—terrified someone would notice our differences, terrified Carrie would say something to give us away while she was at school—but we were normal.  We walked across campus like normal students; we smiled and nodded at people we recognized from our classes when we saw them. We talked about the lectures, and planned how we’d split the homework.  But after we picked Carrie up from school, we locked ourselves into the apartment for the night.  We drew the blinds shut, and we rarely left.  The weekends were just the same.  We went grocery shopping because we had to, but other than that, we were shut-ins.  

And all for the best anyway.  There wasn’t a lot to do in town—at least nothing we knew about. Especially nothing we knew about that we could take a seven year old to do.  We couldn’t afford to do the things we did know about, like go to the movies, or go bowling.  Besides, would that have even been fun?  It was one thing for Leah and me to walk across campus, and sit through class—it was another all together to pretend to be normal, while we worried about blowing our cover, and worried about Carrie, and tried to act like we were having fun while we were at it.  

Maybe this was harder than I’d expected it to be.  

“I’m so tired, I’m about to nod off into this spaghetti,” Leah said as she stirred the pot of boiling noodles. “These are almost done, by the way.”

I smiled, knowing exactly how she felt about falling asleep into dinner, and popped open the microwave.  I snuck a peek at Carrie, who was working on her homework at the dining table.  “Working on homework,” really consisted of staring into space, then working feverishly for a few minutes after Leah or I asked her how it was going, before staring into space again.  But she usually got most of her homework done that way, so who was I to judge? 

I could tell by looking at her: she was daydreaming. 

“How’s that homework coming?” I asked as I slid the bowl of spaghetti sauce into the microwave. 

“Good!” The sound of her pencil scratching the paper could be heard once again.

“Dinner will be ready soon—you almost done?”

“Yep!  Just one more to do!”

“Cool.” I sidled up behind Leah and wrapped my arms around her shoulders, tucking my face into her neck. I could feel her smile. 

“You’re making me even sleepier,” she remarked after we’d stood that way for a couple of moments. 

Yeah, I could have fallen asleep standing up, I think.

“Done!” Carrie called from the dining room. 

“Well done,” I replied, unwilling to let go of Leah.  “Pack up your things, then put your backpack in your room, okay?”

“Okay.”  Carrie packed up her bag and headed for her room as Leah flipped off the stove and went to take the pot of boiling water to the sink. 

I took the pot from her.  “I got it.”  Then I carried it to the sink where I dumped the water and noodles into the colander she’d had waiting.  

“She seems to be doing okay,” Leah said quietly.  “Carrie, I mean.”

I nodded with a sigh.  Carrie’s little...episode last night had been making recurring appearances in my thoughts all day.  The whole thing had seemed typical-kid-annoying—until Leah had pointed out that it was Teresa, John, and Collin she’d drawn on her wall. But she’d seemed okay today—nothing out of the ordinary. I guess she was allowed to miss her family too—Leah and I sure missed ours. 

“Yeah, I guess so,” I replied after a moment spent shaking the colander to get all the water out of the noodles.  “We’re going to have to clean that wall of hers this weekend though.”

Leah groaned.  “Do we really?  Can’t we just leave it?  You know, like a mural.”

I laughed a little under my breath; she was only half serious.  “Not if we want our security deposit back.” 

When I turned around to face her, she was leaning against the counter.  “Do we really care if we get it back?  I mean, did we really pay the deposit to begin with?”

“Wyck did,” I replied, “and I said I’d pay him back.”  Which meant we had better get the deposit back, or I had no way to make good on that promise.  

“Fine,” Leah sighed dramatically.  “Fair enough, I guess.” 

“Glad we agree.”

“I hate money,” she said.  “You know that, right?”

“You and me both.” Seriously. 

“D, you okay?”  

Carrie was in bed—not making a peep, for a change—and Leah and I were camped out at the kitchen table, working on homework.  It was Friday night—not that it mattered much. We’d have been doing this whether it was Friday, or Monday.  

“You alright?” Leah asked again when I didn’t respond.  

I shook myself out of the stare I’d fallen into.  “Yeah, sorry.” 

“You’re exhausted,” she replied.  

I smiled as best I could.  “Yeah, I guess I am.” 

“You should go to bed.” 

I felt one eyebrow raise.  “Maybe we should go to bed?” That was one thing that was just how I’d always imagined living together would be... 

She smirked. “Mister King, I have homework to finish.” 

I opened my mouth with every intention of being a very bad influence— 

“I’m not a shifter.”

The heat spiked with question: We knew that voice.  

Leah’s expression turned puzzled.  We both got up from the table and followed the sound around the corner to where our little TV had been left on in the hustle to get Carrie off to bed for the night. 

“But you’re married to one?”

“Was married to one.  Yes, that’s right.”

I saw the TV screen before Leah did and my stomach did a flip: “Holy shit.”  I threw a glance down the hall toward Carrie’s room, the door still closed tight, as a voice off screen spoke: 

“And how long have you known about them?”

“Twenty years or so.  Since just before I was married.”

It was Teresa.  Holy shit, it was Teresa on that television screen.  There was another voice, asking the questions, but the shot never left Teresa’s face.  Relief at seeing her warred with fear in my buzzing thoughts: why was she on T.V.? 

Leah’s hand found mine, our fingers lacing together while we stood staring at the screen. Her warmth hummed with the same relief-stress I was feeling.  

“You’ve known of their existence but kept it a secret,” said the voice off screen. A man’s voice. “What made you decide to come forward and help the humans now, after so much time on the other side?”

She drew a breath, her eyes lifting upward before she blinked and leveled her gaze again. “I suppose, after the attacks, I started to see them as different from the rest of us,” she replied. “I used to think of them as human.  I don’t any longer.”

My ribs got tight so it was hard to breathe. 

It was Teresa.  And she was selling us out like we were on clearance.  
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​Chapter 3 | Downpour
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Leah

“No way...” Drake sunk down onto the sofa, staring at the television.  I stayed standing, unable to unglue my eyes from the screen, shocked speechless. 

This had to be some kind of joke.  I kept waiting for the ticker running across the bottom of the screen that read “Breaking News” to change to “April Fools” or “This is just a nightmare,” or something even more ridiculous: “The earth is flat,” or “Vampires are real—“  Oh wait.  That one was true.  Shit.  

“So you decided it was time to come to us and make a plea.”

It was hard to hear the TV through the sound of my own heartbeat in my ears.  

“That’s right.  I saw the way Mythological Affairs was making a concerted effort to keep everyone safe,” said Teresa.  “And it made me reflect on my role in all this.  It made me realize I should help.”  She tucked her hair behind her ear. 

“She’s wearing my mom’s ring,” Drake said suddenly. 

“What?” I looked for the ring but her hand was already out of frame again.  

“I don’t think this is real,” said Drake.  “She’s faking it or something.” 

“That isn’t your mom, shifted to look like Teresa,” I replied.  “That is Teresa—it’s not a shifter.”  A shifter would have had those subtle cues that made them different: the poreless, even skin and subtle grace we all shared.  Those things weren’t present here.  This was Teresa—the real thing. 

“No, I’m not saying that,” Drake agreed.  “It’s just... Teresa wouldn’t do this.” 

I didn’t know what to say... “She just did, D.” 

“No...” He shook his head and ran his hands through his hair again.  “No, I don’t buy it.” 

I didn’t want to burst his bubble, and I didn’t know how to argue without being unnecessarily hurtful. I could feel that he desperately needed Teresa not to be a traitor.  He needed to believe she couldn’t be.  I just didn’t know if I believed it, not after what we’d just witnessed.  

“I don’t buy it.”  Drake rose from the sofa and paced to the window where he stood staring out into the darkness for a moment, before turning back and pacing to the door. 

Anxiety. Restlessness. Frustration.  

I knew that feeling in the heat; I’d felt it once before, in Seattle, after I told him I hadn’t shifted in however many days: D needed to get out of this apartment.  He needed to run. 

Back at the window now, Drake braced his hands against the sill.  He leaned his forehead against the glass, fighting with himself.  

I turned off the television, Teresa’s appearance having come to an end, as he gave up his post at the window and paced back to the door once again.  “Drake.”

He stopped mid-stride and looked at me.  Tangled. Tight. Strung.  The heat vibrated with tension, like guitar strings over tuned until they threatened to snap. 

“Go,” I said simply.  “You’ll feel better if you can work things out.”

He shook his head and picked back up with the pacing.  “No, I won’t leave you here.  I’ll be fine.” 

“You said before that the only way you’d dream of leaving me here was if I was locked in this apartment,” I argued calmly, willing him to see reason with my words and the warmth alike.  “So I’ll lock the door behind you; you can put the key under the mat.”

He stood there, staring at me, fighting with himself. 

So I crossed the room and laid my hands on either side of his neck so I could stare up into the fathoms of his sage eyes.  “Nothing is going to happen to me,” I said.  “Really.  You should go.” 

I felt it when he made the right decision.  

I locked the door behind him when he left, like I promised I would.  

Then I got on the phone. 

Joshua Lane, our contact at Mythological Affairs, had been in contact with us a few times since we’d arrived driven across the state.  In general, he kept us abreast of how things were going in Seattle, of how the Immortals’ own negotiations were shaping up, and of any other pieces of new circumstance that might have an impact on our situation.  To be honest, I always hated to see his name come up on
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