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WRATH WAS A DEADLY beacon of holy white light as I sprinted through the Vampire District. I leaped over a puddle and landed with a splash. Rain was drumming down on me so hard that my visibility was limited. My quarry had a head start on me, but I wasn’t worried. No one could escape from my justice once I’d been given an execution order by the Immortal Triumvirate. The shifter’s fate had been sealed and everyone in the city knew that he was doomed.

Ever since the night so many of the Night Cursed had been drained of their power, I’d been sent on more and more executions. I wasn’t sure how long ago that horrible event had transpired. As always, time was hard to keep track of in Nox. I had a feeling it had been a lot longer ago than I wanted to admit to myself.

I sent my senses out and felt the undead huddled inside their houses. Nox had had a slow, yet constant increase in population since its inception. Vampires had migrated to the City of Night from all over the globe. So had shifters, fae beings, human magic users and all manner of creatures and monsters. Demons crowded the catacombs beneath the city, not that I ever went down there to look for myself. I had to rely on the rumor mill for news about the hell spawn.

My inner radar picked up on my prey a few blocks away. He stood out because he wasn’t a vampire and he wasn’t cowering inside where it was safe. Usually, only someone with a target on their back would have braved the streets on the nights I was sent out on an execution. Once my task was complete, business would resume as normal.

I put on a burst of speed and sprinted through the mostly dark suburbs. Every now and then, a magically powered streetlamp cast dim, inadequate light. Once upon a time, streetlamps had been common. Now they were few and far between. Each year on Halloween, the Immortal Triumvirate visited each District to collect the Energy Tax. Every uncursed citizen of Nox had to give up some of their lifeforce or magic in order to power their District. The downside of the growth of the city meant more energy was needed to keep it running. The uncursed beings were gradually being weakened by the annual toll that seemed to be less effective with each passing year.

I didn’t sense any Night Cursed beings during my hunt. Most of my kind had been banished to the cramped, inhumane compounds in the Night Cursed District. Now weak and pathetic, they were trapped like mindless cattle with no hope of ever returning to normal.

A fresh surge of hatred for our leaders rose inside me as I closed in on my target. The rebel shifter had attempted to assassinate Lord Graham. Personally, I would have cheered the guy on if I thought he’d actually had a chance of toppling the alpha werewolf. In reality, the three lords were far too powerful to be killed by physical or magical attacks now. After stealing the lifeforces from my kin, they’d become as immortal as they’d named themselves to be.

Shifters had been fast and strong before the Energy Tax had been introduced. Now they struggled to survive, just like the rest of the population. Lord Graham had eliminated most of their alphas and there were few left now. It was his way of ensuring that Quilla’s prophecy that he would be vanquished would never come to pass. So far, his reign was secure, but it wouldn’t last forever. One way or another, our leaders were going to fall and I was going to help with their demise.

A grin of anticipation spread across my face as I heard my quarry’s faltering footsteps. He was panting for air and he was running out of steam. It was unusual for shapeshifters to enter the Vampire District. They usually stuck to their own territory to the east of Nox. He’d fled here in an effort to try to lose me. “Idiot,” I murmured. He should have known it was pointless. I’d hunted down countless criminals and lawbreakers over the decades. None of them had ever escaped from me before and this guy would be no different.

As always, Lord Dallinar was magically broadcasting the hunt to the uncursed citizens. This was their major form of entertainment now and it had been for what felt like forever. At least once a week, I was given the execution order to punish someone who had broken the law. The Triumvirate had a lot of enemies, so there was always someone who needed to be killed.

A bloodsucker came onto my radar and Wrath blazed more brightly. He always glowed with divine light when we were in the Vampire District. The leech came to a startled halt and held her hands up peacefully. “The werewolf went that way,” she said in a strong European accent, pointing at one of the many dark, narrow, twisting streets.

“Thanks,” I said and left her to her business. It was curious to see someone out and about during one of my hunts. Her task must have been pressing. She took off running and faded from my radar again. Vamps could use supernatural speed when they needed to, but most conserved their energy for emergencies. Only the truly powerful old masters hadn’t been horribly weakened by the Energy Tax.

My target was flagging and I began to catch up to him faster. His footsteps became louder as I closed in on him. Excitement swelled from the watching crowd when the shifter came into my view. The werewolf was stocky, well-muscled and had unkempt brown hair. He threw a desperate glance over his shoulder and I met his scarlet eyes. They went wide with fake terror and he put on a burst of speed.

“Azazel,” I whispered, realizing that my demonic nemesis was in control of the shifter. He wasn’t supposed to be able to possess the uncursed. This was a new and unwelcome development.

We entered a familiar area and he darted into a small park. Skeleton work crews did their best to keep the parks and gardens tidy, but the workers were few and far between. They also didn’t have enough energy to work to the best of their capabilities anymore. Grass grew in uneven clumps and the trees needed to be pruned. The fantastical hedges that had once told epic stories were now wild and overgrown. Their stories had been lost to time and neglect.

I was tired of chasing my prey, so I threw Wrath at him. The staff tripped the shifter up and he sprawled on his face in the grass. Azazel fled from his puppet in a boiling black cloud and vanished before I could accost him. The dazed shifter scrambled to his feet, but he only managed to run a few steps before I was on him. I knocked him to the ground again and he rolled us over so he was on top. He bared his teeth in a snarl and began to change into his wolfman form. He knelt on my arm that had my black, dragon shaped brooch pinned to it so I couldn’t use my shield. It took a lot of energy to transform and he didn’t have much to spare after running for so far and for so long. It made him slower than usual.

Wrath came to my hand when I called him. I swung my trusty weapon and his blade sliced through the shifter’s neck even as he drove his claws into my chest. Roars of approval sounded from all around me as the vampires celebrated the death of my quarry. The fresh soul was sucked into Wrath to join the tens of thousands of other souls he’d reaped during the army invasion and the undead apocalypse sometime in the past.

“And so, another shapeshifter rebel has been brought to justice,” Lord Dallinar announced into the minds of everyone who was watching. “Xiara Evora has done her duty well. Rest now, huntress,” he instructed me. “I’m sure you will have another foe to defeat soon.” His sly voice faded from my head, leaving me alone in the driving rain.

Blood seeped from the deep puncture wounds in my chest. I grimaced when I figured they would need to be stitched up. That meant a trip to Travis’ hospital in the Shifter District. While I didn’t mind seeing my hot doctor boyfriend at his work, I wasn’t a fan of visiting the shapeshifters’ territory. They hated me and my kind and they didn’t want any of us in their District. The only reason they allowed any of us to enter was so we could do the essential maintenance jobs and other services none of them had the energy to perform.
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A SKELETON SHAMBLED into the park to drag the dead shifter’s body away. The rebel would be buried in one of the cemeteries that had popped up in the Vampire District. It was doubtful anyone would come forward to claim the deceased and have him transported to the Shifter District. They wouldn’t want to come to the attention of the Immortal Triumvirate. Being associated with a rebel wouldn’t be good for their health.

I was still puzzling over how and why Azazel had taken possession of the rebel when I saw a piece of paper sitting beneath one of the park benches. It was being held down by a rock that was large enough to cover most of the page. Only a small white corner peeked out. I waited for the skeleton to drag the corpse away before I crossed to the bench to retrieve the piece of paper. I only had a moment to scan it before rain made the letters run together into an unintelligible mess.

Wadding the soggy piece of paper into a ball, I tucked it into my pocket and left the park. I’d had a hunch that the note had been left there deliberately and it had just been confirmed. Azazel might not have taken possession of the rebel and forced him to attempt to kill Lord Graham, but he’d hijacked his body after I’d been given the order to execute him. He’d led me to this park so I would find the note.

I’d long suspected discontented vampires were working with Raum and his demonic minions. As the leader of the hell spawn and the Guild Master for the Demon Guild, Raum had his finger on the pulse of Nox. He knew everything that went on and he’d manipulated his way into a position of power. Clearly, being the Guild Master for his kind wasn’t enough for someone with his ambitious nature. I was pretty sure he wanted the Immortal Triumvirate gone so he could cut a better deal with whoever our new leaders would be.

I sensed Chesi coming and was ready for it when the little dragon settled around my shoulders. She nudged my cheek with her cold, scaly nose and I scratched her on the head. “Let’s get out of here, girl,” I murmured and headed for the curb to wait for a black carriage to arrive.

It was still early, but Lord Dallinar had told me to rest, so rest I would, right after I got patched up. The carriage took me to my boyfriend’s hospital, but he was too busy to see me. Another doctor stitched up my wounds, then sent me on my way with a red lollipop as a reward for being a good patient.

Another carriage took me to my home in the Night Cursed District. I mused about the fate that had befallen my kind during the journey. The unholy trinity thought I’d been drained at least to some extent along with the rest of my kin. They’d stolen the life force from all of us, but had left a small number of us with enough energy to function.

Little did they know that those of us who had backstories hadn’t been affected by the Drain, as it had been named. Wrath had infused us with his own strength after he’d ingested too many souls for him to handle. There were eighteen of us all together and we all lived in the same building. We didn’t need to worry about our evil overlords discovering that we weren’t as weak and pathetic as they thought. None of the uncursed ever came to our District anymore. It was too dismal and depressing for anyone to want to visit us.

Shortly before the Drain had occurred, new allies had joined our cause. We had a range of different creatures and beings living under one roof now. I was the Guardian of Nox and my partner, Travis Napier, was a well-respected doctor. Madam Quilla Astrid was a gypsy fortune teller and her boyfriend, Steve Banner, was a fireman. We had Captain Jasper Shortbeard and Lady Marigold, who were a pirate and his ladylove. Gip was Jasper’s foul-mouthed parrot. Then there was Sir Francis, the legendary knight, and his girlfriend, Zircadion the angel. Last was Amanda the werepanda and her boyfriend, Ivan the gargoyle. We’d been the main force to start with, but others had joined us.

Now we also had Sgt. Rick Malone, who was a police officer. He was shacked up with Fiona the fairy. There was an unlikely pairing between a grumpy witch called Gertrude and a werewolf called Wayne. A French maid called Joanne lived with a morose vampire called Umbridge. Then there was Lyle the FBI agent and a shy female demon called Drognar. Not all of the newbies were couples, but they were stuck living in the same apartment and had become partners of sorts.

A few of my neighbors and allies were home when Chesi and I entered the warehouse. Over half of our group didn’t have jobs. Some of them spent most of their time lounging in the entertaining area of our building. It was on the first floor and there was a variety of games and activities to choose from.

Umbridge looked up from the latest book that he was devouring when I entered the room. Like most of the furniture, the armchair he was sitting on was brown leather. He was pale, had a shock of red hair and dark eyes. He acknowledged me with a nod, then went back to reading. A small library had appeared to accommodate the bloodsucker. New books replaced the old ones whenever he ran out of reading material. He had perfect recall and he didn’t need to read anything twice.

Gertrude broke off her conversation with Fiona, Drognar and Amanda long enough to flick her wand at me. My dripping hair, clothes and skin instantly became dry. “Thanks, Gertie,” I said and sank down onto a chair.

The witch was ordinary in appearance, with lank brown hair. She was slightly overweight and wore the typical black dress and pointy black hat that Night Cursed witches dressed in. “I’m guessing the rebel is dead?” she asked in a raspy voice.

“He’s toast,” I confirmed. Lord Dallinar didn’t broadcast my hunts to the cursed citizens anymore. Ivan or Zircadion had probably dropped in to tell them about the hunt. Once upon a time, our fairy overlord had had to draw the energy from us to be able to use magic on a grand scale. We’d become obsolete now that he and his allies possessed the energy they’d stolen from us. There was just enough power left in our kind to keep Nox barely operational. It was a side effect they hadn’t anticipated before they’d drained us.

“Are you feeling okay?” Fiona asked. She was tiny, beautiful and had light blue hair and eyes. She wore a yellow dress and her wings had matching yellow speckles. Silver fairy dust sprinkled from her wings constantly, but vanished before it could sink into the couch.

“Azazel was possessing the shifter,” I said.

Amanda sucked in a surprised breath just as she stuffed a handful of chips into her mouth. The werepanda immediately began to choke and tried to cough it out. She waved her furry, clawed hands in a panic until Gertrude got up and thumped her on the back to dislodge it. The shifter spat out a wad of half-chewed food onto the rug and it was whisked away by magic a second later. Our energy kept our building full of the magic that had once permeated the City of Night. “Demons can’t possess the uncursed!” Amanda exclaimed.

“You’re welcome,” Gertrude said with an eye roll and plonked back down on her seat.

“I know what I saw,” I said to the shifter. “The rebel had scarlet eyes and I saw Azazel leave his body in cloud form just before I killed him.”

“How do you know it was Azazel if he didn’t revert to his demonic form?” Fiona asked, then chewed her bottom lip in worry.

“Many demons have scarlet eyes,” Drognar said. 

She’d turned invisible again, but I could sense her and looked over at the chair she was perched on. “I guess it could have been another demon,” I conceded. “Can stronger demons possess the uncursed?” I asked.

Becoming visible so we could all see her, the hell spawn had black skin and glowing green eyes. Her wings were too small to be useful, but she had sharp teeth and a wickedly pointed tail. I’d never met a more timid demon before. She’d never even killed anyone, which was unheard of for a demon. Unlike her kin, she wasn’t particularly evil and she barely made Wrath glow at all. “I’ve heard rumors that the old, powerful demons can possess nearly any type of being,” she said. “Except for holy ones, of course.”

She was tossing a small white ball from hand to hand and my eyes narrowed. “Where did you get that from?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

Drognar froze and began to fade from sight. “Um, from your pocket,” she admitted in a small voice.

“Hand it over,” I said in resignation. The demon was a kleptomaniac and couldn’t seem to stop herself from stealing. She always gave the items back eventually. If she forgot, they automatically returned to us the following night when we woke up.

“What is it?” Gertrude asked when I caught the soggy piece of paper that the demon tossed to me.

“It’s a note that someone left for me to find after I executed the rebel,” I explained.

“It’s ruined,” Fiona said. “Here, let me fix it for you.” She pointed her wand at the paper and restored it to its original condition.

Gertrude flicked her wand and the note floated over to her. “‘Lord Sebastian is coming to Nox’,” she read out loud.

Umbridge gasped loudly enough for us all to turn in his direction. “What did you just say?” he asked in a hushed tone that was full of horror. She repeated the message and his book fell out of his hands. It landed on the rug with a thump as his face drained of what little color it possessed. Clearly, this wasn’t good news.
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“WHO IS LORD SEBASTIAN?” Gertrude asked as Umbridge bent down to pick the book up again. He still wasn’t over his shock and his hands were trembling slightly.

“It’s a long story,” the bloodsucker said with apparent reluctance to tell us his tale when he straightened up again.

“Get your bony butt over here and spill it, fang face,” Amanda said, pointing a furry finger at him. Unlike Wayne, the werepanda couldn’t change shape at will. She was stuck in her panda form. Wayne was the only cursed shifter who could change into his bestial form and back again whenever he wanted to. Amanda could only revert to her human form during the day. All of the Night Cursed were the same, or so I’d heard. I’d never seen it for myself because I fell into a deep sleep just before dawn just like all the rest of my kind did.

With five pairs of eyes trained on him, the vampire had little choice but to comply. I sensed Quilla coming and figured she’d received a vision about the note. The fortune teller burst inside and shook the rain off her shawl that she’d been sheltering beneath just as Umbridge was settling onto his seat. “Was my vision true?” my bestie demanded. “Is a vampire called Lord Sebastian coming to Nox soon?” Short and slender, the gypsy had long dark brown curly hair, light brown eyes, olive skin and a bold nose. Her dress was multicolored and multilayered. She wore a headband with silver discs attached to it around her forehead. Her hands were covered in rings and her bracelets jangled with her movements. Multiple necklaces adorned her neck. She’d donated jewelry with crosses attached to them to some of our friends and allies over the decades. The others had gotten theirs from holy folk. Wearing holy symbols protected us from being possessed by demons.

“So this note says,” Gertrude replied, waving the piece of paper in the air. It had been written by hand rather than by magic.

Quilla strode over and snatched the note from the witch. Her eyes went distant as she scanned it for information. “Jardine wrote this,” she determined. That news didn’t exactly come as a surprise. The female master vampire was our dubious ally. If anyone would know that a new vampire was about to arrive in the City of Night, it would be Jardine. No one could get messages out, but new arrivals brought rumors and information from the outside world in.

“I’d better destroy it,” Gertrude decided. With a flick of her wrist, the note turned to ash. Magic whisked the remains away before they could fall to the floor. Only magical notes vanished once their messages had been imparted. Ones that had been written by hand didn’t.

“Umbridge was just about to tell us what he knows about Lord Sebastian,” I said. Quilla sank down onto the couch next to Gertrude and we all turned to stare at the vampire expectantly.

“He is only known as Sebastian now,” Umbridge said, rubbing his nose with his finger. “He lost his title after he betrayed the Vampire Council and went on a rampage.”

“You’re Night Cursed like us,” Fiona broke in to say. “How do you know all this?”

“I lived with a kiss that had an uncursed master long before we became shunned and were forced to live on the outer edges of our former Districts,” he replied stiffly. “Do you want to hear this story or not?”

“Regale us with your words of wisdom,” Gertrude said dryly. I liked the grumpy witch. She didn’t put up with any crap from anyone.

“My former master wasn’t a true master,” Umbridge went on. “She was just a low-level vampire who fled from Europe after the purge of the Vampire Council a hundred or so years ago.” That had happened before Nox had been built, so it was hard to figure out exactly how long ago that event had occurred.

“She told us that Sebastian coveted one of Lord Kreaton’s human servants,” the bloodsucker went on. “It is said that he was so in love with the human that he wanted to make her one of us. Lord Kreaton refused him and Sebastian went mad with fury at being denied what he wanted. He killed every member of Lord Kreaton’s kiss, then attacked the other Vampire Council leaders when they banished him from the Council. Only half of them survived the purge and they all had to go into hiding. My master’s former master hid Lord Kreaton from Sebastian in the hope of currying favor once the Council returned to power.”

“Did they return to power?” I asked.

He shrugged a bony shoulder. “I don’t believe so. Sebastian was stripped of his position and his title and he went into hiding as well. Many assassins were hired to try to find and eradicate him, but they were all eliminated.”

“What happened to the human he loved?” Quilla asked.

“Sebastian killed her because he couldn’t have her,” Umbridge replied.

“What a bastard,” Amanda said in disgust. “I wonder why he’s coming here to Nox?”

“To get revenge on Lord Kreaton, of course,” Fiona figured. “Why else would a disgraced traitor want to come to the City of Night?”

“How did Jardine learn of his intentions, if he’s been hiding out for over a hundred years?” Drognar asked. She’d dimmed herself and she was just visible enough for us to see her outline and glowing eyes.

“Maybe Sebastian wants Lord Kreaton to hear he’s coming,” I suggested. “He wants him to live in fear.”

“Except Lord Kreaton has nothing to fear,” Fiona pointed out. “He’s shielded by the same fae spells that protect Lord Dallinar and Lord Graham from harm.”

Nothing could penetrate their magical protection. I’d seen bullets disintegrate on impact, spells dissipate and every other type of attack imaginable be thwarted by the invisible barriers. So far, the rebels hadn’t managed to break through the unholy trinity’s enchantments. It would take someone with equal magic and power to the Immortal Triumvirate to be able to kill them. Not even Lord Sebastian was going to accomplish the seemingly impossible task.

Quilla’s gaze had gone distant as she caught a glimpse of the future. “It’s starting,” she said in a faraway tone. “Sebastian’s arrival will change the destiny of Nox itself.”

We all stared at her speculatively. If what she was saying was true, then this former Vampire Councilmember was one of the people who was going to try to overthrow the Triumvirate.
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ONE OF THE MANY BONUSES of having Travis living with me was that I didn’t have to return to his hospital to get my stitches taken out. My puncture wounds had healed by the time he finished work and headed home. Dawn was still an hour away, so he could take the stitches out for me now.

“Hey, babe,” he said after entering our apartment. “I heard you were injured during your hunt tonight.”

A few inches taller than me, his ripped body was covered by a blue t-shirt, jeans and white lab coat. I ambled over from where I’d been sitting on the couch to give him a hug. “One of your less hot colleagues patched me up,” I told him and gave him a scorching kiss.

“How badly were you hurt?” he asked as I stripped his stethoscope off.

“It wasn’t that bad this time,” I replied and divested him of his clothes. I wasn’t sure how long we’d been living together now, but sex never grew stale for either of us.

Travis backed me up against the kitchen island and started taking my clothes off. When we were both naked, he traced the neatly stitched and now healed wounds. All that was left of the punctures were red marks that would fade by tomorrow night. “Werewolf?” he asked, knowing the signs well.

“Yeah,” I confirmed. “He shifted, but he didn’t have enough energy to put up a good fight.”

“They never do anymore,” he said philosophically, then he slid his hands around my waist. We kissed and Chesi made a sound of disgust. The air elemental hated witnessing our naked romps. She turned herself into wind and oozed out through a crack in one of the windows. I’d moved the gold fae flower she used to keep her magic strong from its original spot on the coffee table. It was now in a corner of the room where it was out of sight of unexpected visitors, not that we’d ever had any. The dragon had made a nest out of blankets where she could curl herself around the plant.

Travis dropped his hands to my butt, then lifted me up and pressed me against the island. He speared himself into me and proceeded to test the structural integrity of the island. I was far stronger than most women my size and I had to make sure I didn’t squeeze him too tightly with my legs. My mouth latched onto his neck and sucked hard, giving him an epic hickey that would fade before he would have to return to work tomorrow night.

Deciding the island wasn’t the most ideal location to use, Travis spun around and carried me over to the dining table. He lay me down on my back, lifted my legs over his shoulders and resumed plunging himself into me. I held onto the sides of the table and gasped for air as my beloved drove us both to the edge. My feet curled behind his head and brought him down lower so the angle was better for us both.

We were both moaning by now and were nearing the edge. My orgasm built quickly, then I went spiraling over the edge, taking my one true love with me. I’d heard other people often had mediocre or even bad sex with their partners, but that wasn’t a problem for us. Every time we were naked together was perfect and satisfying for us both. It was almost like we’d been enchanted to always come together or something, but I didn’t have a real explanation for it.

“I’d better take those stitches out before we go to bed,” Travis said when we’d both recovered enough to be able to speak. We had just enough time for him to remove my stitches and to take a quick shower together before heading to our bedroom. Chesi returned and wormed her way in between us so we could all sleep together.

I subsided into a coma that lasted until nightfall. Travis woke at the same time and we stripped off our clothes for a quickie. Sometimes, it was inconvenient that we woke up dressed in our work gear. At least my weapons were always propped up against the wall rather than lying on the bed with us.

“Did anything interesting happen last night, apart from the execution?” Travis asked as we were eating breakfast.

“Someone left me a note to say a vampire by the name of Lord Sebastian is coming to Nox,” I replied.

“Who do you think left the note?”

“Quilla said Jardine wrote it.”

He was unsurprised by my answer. The master vampire popped up from time to time, but she usually stayed under the radar so she didn’t come to the attention of Lord Kreaton. I was pretty sure she’d had something to do with a mysterious artifact that had been smuggled into Nox years ago. Lord Kreaton had detained, questioned and murdered his own kind trying to find its location. He’d failed in the end and only three beings knew where it was. Quilla, Chesi and I were those beings. Not even Travis knew the whereabouts of the object. “Who is this Lord Sebastian?” he asked.

I gave him a quick rundown of what Umbridge had told us about the master vampire. We would both have to head to work shortly, so he didn’t have the time to ask me a lot of questions. “I’ll keep my ear to the ground for any word about him,” Travis promised as we headed out the door. Our dishes were magically cleaned and put away for us, saving us from needing to do it ourselves.

Chesi clung to my shoulders as we climbed all the way down to the first level. It was weird to remember that the building had once only been four stories tall rather than ten. Sometimes, it seemed like it had happened only a few months ago. At other times, it felt like decades had passed since everything had changed.

Everyone in our building had heard about the note by now. Word spread quickly through our private rumor mill. Those of us with jobs and who were allowed to travel to the other Districts gathered as much information about the major players in Nox as we could. Joanne, the French maid, worked in the mansions of the Guild Masters from the Vampire, Shifter and Magic Guilds. She’d heard a lot about the Immortal Triumvirate and the Guilds just by hovering in the shadows as she used her ever present feather duster to clean.

One of the rumors Joanne had heard had come directly from the worried relatives of the warlock who was in charge of the Magic Guild. Warlocks were far more powerful than wizards, but they also tended to go crazy in their old age. Guild Master Hahn had prolonged his life and his sanity by using spells, but his mind was starting to slip. Soon, a new Magic Guild Master would need to be chosen to take his place. The problem was that it was doubtful he would retire of his own volition. The warlock was proud, arrogant and even stronger than most of his kind.

I could distantly remember back to when the Guilds had first appeared. I’d doubted they would ever become a force to be reckoned with, but their influence had grown over time. While the Immortal Triumvirate still ruled the city, they’d had to relinquish some control of how the Districts were run to the Guild Masters.

The Demon District was the only place we rarely heard any gossip about. Drognar didn’t dare try to sneak back to her old home in the catacombs. Not since our kind had been banished to our own District. If she was spotted, Raum would have her captured. She would be tortured for information about why she was spying on them and he would learn about our group. He knew my memory was far better than most of the Night Cursed, but he didn’t know about my close friends and allies, or that they were the same as me.

Quilla had foreseen that we had a task to do and that a lot of time would pass before we would be able to fulfil our destinies. Instinct told me that things were about to change in Nox. The note that Jardine had left for me had been the first clue. My rising sense of anticipation was the second. It was almost as if I had another execution coming up that no one else knew about yet. I’d been waiting for what felt like forever to perform the task I’d been given; to set things up so that the rebels could take down the unholy trinity.
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Chapter Five
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BEFORE THE DRAIN HAD weakened my kind so badly, my first order of business each night had been to check the cemeteries where the undead dwelled. The zombies, ghouls and skeletons sometimes broke out of their prisons to run amok. Ghosts would band together to haunt buildings and turn poltergeist to wreak havoc on their chosen victims. Now, they were as listless and weak as the rest of the Night Cursed beings.

There was no need to check the padlocks on the gates anymore, but I directed the driver of the carriage to take me to the south of the city anyway. My destination wasn’t the boneyards, but to the only access to Nox. The entrance was being watched by two cursed Homeland Security agents. They wore black suits, white shirts and dark sunglasses like they were FBI agents. Their vigil was constant and they reported on any normal humans who came wandering inside. After the invasion of the Army, the Triumvirate wanted to make sure we would have plenty of warning if something like that ever occurred again.

A rising sense of anticipation stirred inside me and I asked the skeleton to wait instead of doing a drive by. We came to a halt and I stared out through the window into the shadows towards the entrance to the city. A few minutes passed and I was about to get the driver to leave when someone stepped through the invisible barrier. The figure was tall, well-built and wore
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