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            Chapter 1

          

          
            Raina

          

        

      

    

    
      Trixie wouldn’t look Raina in the eye. How could she? There wasn’t a right time to inform your sibling that you were a dark sorcerer, but Raina had definitely found out the wrong way. Raina’s shoulders ached and she couldn’t get rid of the pounding in her head. She sat across from Trixie, staring at the silver threads wrapped around each of her wrists like stacked bracelets. The powerful magical binding inhibited Trixie from casting spells. She’d done enough damage.

      Trixie cleared her throat. “Can I get some water? Or room service?”

      Raina glared at her. It was bad enough being holed up in a hotel room with her in the middle of Phoenix, but she was stuck babysitting her until morning. She began wondering if there was a spell to strike her sister mute.

      “All this time, Trixie, I thought Mom and Dad died in a plane crash, and it was you. Do you even feel an ounce of guilt?”

      Her sister straightened her back and narrowed her eyes at her. “I was young, I didn’t know my full strength. All I knew was that the pendant would help me. I needed it.”

      Raina instinctively touched the aquamarine Seer Stone embedded in the silver pendant which hung around her neck. A burden she never asked for, but now had to carry. “How did you get mixed up in all this? Most kids don’t learn magic, let alone conjuring demons.”

      Trixie’s lips pressed into a thin line. When she finally answered, her voice became sullen. “When you’re an invalid stuck in bed with nothing but time on your hands, books become your best friends. I wanted to escape the pain, the endless medical treatments, the knowledge that I was going to die. Then, I found out I might actually be able to live. What’s so bad about wanting to pursue that?”

      Before Raina could answer, Chinonso stepped in with a bag of groceries. She set the bag on the nearby table and pulled out a couple of bottled waters. Raina thanked her and took one. Trixie grinned and accepted the other. She took a few gulps before wiping her mouth with the back of her hand and addressing Chinonso.

      “If you want me to help you find the Key Master, I’m going to need the binding you placed on me loosened.” She lifted her hands and presented her wrists. The silvery threads shimmered and hummed with magic.

      Chinonso sighed even though she had to know Trixie would request it. It probably irked her to loosen the binds even a little. But, whether they liked Trixie or not, they needed her cooperation. She placed her hands over the binding, her dark brown hands gently taking hold of Trixie’s wrists. After a few moments, the silver threads shuddered, and about half of them disappeared.

      “That should be enough.” Chinonso’s hands dropped to her sides.

      Trixie flexed her hands; a spark of magic swirled around her fingers. She eyed Chinonso. “I’ve never met a Reaper before. How old are you?”

      Raina gritted her teeth. Any answers her sister got would only be used against them later. She was a manipulator and liar. “Old enough to magic your ass into next century. Stop prying.”

      Trixie shrugged. “Fine. Just making small talk.” She squinted at Chinonso. “Your name means ‘God is Nearby,’ in Igbo. I think that’s beautiful.”

      Raina snorted a laugh as she swooped up her dark hair into a bun. “You’re gonna offer to paint our nails next?”

      Chinonso studied Trixie for a moment before responding. “Get some rest. Tomorrow we find the Key Master.”

      “It would go a lot faster if I had my full strength. Take the rest of the binding off. Please?”

      Chinonso stood. “I will make it ten times stronger if you ask again. And remember, you need to find the Key Master as much as we do.”

      The Key Master alone could forge a key to open a doorway to the other realm. Some called it the spirit world or the Other World, but to those who traversed it, it was called Faerieland. From what Raina gathered, the real Faerieland wasn’t full of rainbows and unicorns like in children’s books. Sure, it possessed magic and wonders, but also danger. The only reason they were trying to barge their way in was to rescue the person who was supposed to seal and guard the Lost Ways to Faerieland—Arabella Larkin. They also knew, with Arabella out of commission, that they were not going to be the only ones trying to get in.

      Trixie’s nostrils flared. “You don’t need to remind me.”

      Chinonso placed a hand on Raina’s shoulder. She leaned in and whispered, “I must go see Thomas so he can teleport me to the London house. I need to make sure it’s secure, and there is an item I must retrieve. I’ll return quickly.”

      Raina nodded and watched Chinonso exit. She looked over at Trixie, who stared at her. “Sis...you’re not going to let me die, are you?”

      Her stomach tightened and a pang of sadness gripped her chest. She was surprised at her reaction, because she thought any emotion or sympathy for Trixie had been severed the moment she’d revealed herself as a murderous, dark sorcerer.

      Raina averted her gaze from her sister’s pleading eyes. She’d give anything to have her old sister back. The one that was goofy, witty, and who appreciated the little things in life. “You always wanted to go to the Other World, didn’t you? You’re the one who is certain there’s a cure for you waiting there. Like Chinonso said, it will be a win-win for both of us. We find our friend, you find a cure.”

      “I hope to find a cure. I’ve risked everything to find one.” She coughed, hacking and sputtering.

      “Hey, you okay?”

      Shit. Raina wasn’t sure if she had an emergency dose of promethestin on her. She got up and started rummaging through her pockets. She remembered when she was sixteen and Trixie had a coughing fit that sent her to the hospital. No one else was around to help, and she had to jump into action. She saw a glimpse of that same, vulnerable girl in Trixie now. It was the same kind of cough, deep and rumbling in her frail chest.

      Trixie held up her hand, motioning for Raina to stop. She turned her head toward the crook of her elbow and continued coughing, her body shaking and her lungs gasping for air.

      “Come on, Trixie, take this.” Raina pulled the small vial of liquid promethestin from her pocket and offered it. Thousands of dollars down the drain. She hoped Dr. Morrison was enjoying her money.

      Trixie took the vial, but instead of drinking its contents, she placed it into her own pocket. Her “coughing fit” ended abruptly. She smirked. “It’s nice to know you would actually try to help instead of watch me die.”

      Raina wanted to smack that grin right off her face. Trixie got up and went over to the plush, full-sized bed and plopped down.

      Raina shook her head. “Of course I will help you. I’ve risked my life for years helping your ungrateful ass. I can’t believe I went stealing and running around with mercenaries for someone who clearly only cares about herself.” For someone who shows little remorse for being the reason our parents are dead, Raina thought to herself. She couldn’t bring herself to say the words, though.

      Trixie feigned a sad face. “If you keep putting yourself out there for others, you’re going to end up getting yourself killed. I learned a long time ago not to rely on anyone.”

      “Yeah? And how’s that working out for you? From where I’m standing, you wouldn’t be here without my help, and now, I wouldn’t bet on having even that.”

      That shut her up. “Sis, I just—”

      “Quiet, or I’ll re-do the binding.”

      She really didn’t know how to bind or loosen anything, but Trixie didn’t know that. In reality, Raina hadn’t been able to test her powers out much. All she knew was that she was stuck with the magical pendant that allowed her to see beyond the veil, call on the dead, and who knew what else.

      Part of her wanted to toss the pendant into the ocean and never look back, but her parents died protecting it. To honor them, she’d keep it safe and use it responsibly, even when it meant working with the Immortal Brotherhood. There were worse people she could have as co-workers in this weird magical mess she’d fallen into. Trixie had proven that.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Noah

          

        

      

    

    
      Noah awoke an hour ago. His body was a mass of anxiety after a fitful sleep replaying the terrors of the previous day. All of a sudden, as if prompted by an alarm Noah couldn’t hear, Thomas jumped from his hotel bed in a distracted manner and proclaimed, “If we must journey to the other side, we have to keep up our strength for the task ahead. Faerieland is full of snares you do not see until they are upon you. I’ll return soon with the proper victuals.”

      He plucked an old-fashioned fedora from his bedside table and plopped it on his head. Then the absent-minded time traveler threw open a portal and was out of the room before Noah could even say “Good morning,” or “Thomas, don’t scramble your brain for food; there’s a gas station with snacks across the street.”

      Noah rolled his eyes and crossed to the bathroom to wash the night from his skin. Fifteen minutes later, a flash of blinding light clued Noah into Thomas’s abrupt return from his mysterious munchie mission.

      Noah didn’t think he could take another possible plot twist or complication in this already entirely too convoluted thing with Raina’s evil sister, Trixie. But he rarely had much of a say when it came to Thomas. The man was too unpredictable in the best of times, but even more so lately than usual. So, he was happy when the man returned unscathed and smiling.

      Thomas stepped from the portal, a cloth sack stuffed under his right arm, brimming with some unknown items from an equally unknown past or future. He smiled triumphantly at Noah. “Not to worry. Victuals have arrived!”

      He made his way over to where Noah lounged in a towel on his flat hotel comforter, water still drying on his skin from the shower he’d just taken. Noah shook his head in amusement, a smile trying to pull the corners of his lips up, even though he knew he shouldn’t encourage the man on trips like this.

      Thomas opened the tie on the cloth bag and tipped brightly colored candy-stripe packages, waxed boxes with old fashioned graphics, and flimsy plastic covered fluorescent candies onto the bed. There was not a healthy snack in the lot. A feast to rot the teeth. Noah failed to reign in his smile and laughed out loud.

      “Thomas! Where’d you go? You realize we have candy in this time period, right?”

      Thomas shook his head, “Not like this.” He tossed Noah a white box with a horseshoe on the package.

      “Candy cigarettes!” Noah attempted to keep the excitement out of his voice but failed. Thomas, the sly dog, knew how bummed he was when candy cigarettes weren’t sold in stores anymore.

      He and Thomas shuffled through some of Thomas’s old favorites from the 1930s—Boston Baked Beans and Chick-O-Sticks. They ate their fill, Noah making a face over the Mallo-Cup when he bit into it. “Ugh, Thomas, that’s nasty.”

      Thomas plopped the rest of the Mallo-Cup into his mouth with a muffled “Mmmmm.”

      While Thomas’s mouth was busy chewing, Noah tried to do his duty by his friend. “Thomas, this is great. Honestly, I think we both needed a little pick-me-up. Especially you.” Noah nodded toward Thomas’s healing wounds from the battle only days ago. The gash he received was bandaged and covered by a clean shirt now, but it’d been pretty gruesome only 24 hours ago.

      Thomas’s encounter with Derk Menigan had left him a bleeding mess. Thankfully, with a quick patch-up, they were able to get him healthy enough to form a portal home. Thomas was too weak to leave his bed and retrieve the potion that would help him heal, so Chinonso went in his stead. With the assistance of Bev, who spent most of her time with the old-time traveler and knew his lab as well as Thomas did, Chinonso found a potion for quick healing.

      Chinonso had brought the potion back with a warning from Bev. “She said if you let her bestie get stabbed again, she’ll never speak to you.” Noah had tried retorting indignantly, but Chinonso held up a hand. “She also said to take care not to get stabbed yourself. She’s feeling very helpless right now, you know. She can’t travel where we are or where we’re going.” Chinonso was right, of course. Bev was probably worried sick for Lady, Thomas, for all of them, and she couldn’t travel outside her frame of reference. It must’ve been maddening for her.

      He had smirked and told Chinonso, “If you see her again before I do, tell her keeping reigns on Thomas is like herding cats, but I’ll try.” Chinonso had grinned at that.

      Now, though, Noah felt he was already failing in his promise to his spectral friend. They’d used Thomas’s potion to good effect. Thomas’s energy was spent largely in time travel, but the study of alchemy was a close second. He’d had a very long time to perfect the skill. When not trying and failing to return to his life in the 1940s, he employed his efforts in travelling time for history’s secrets in alchemy. The potion had worked wonders—closing the wound almost on contact—but Noah knew that allowing the man to hop through time so quickly after his run-in with Derk was not what Bev would consider taking care of her bestie.

      Bev had also sent Noah a caution in regard to Thomas’s forays through time the night they left the London manor. She’d said, “Do NOT let Thomas time travel unnecessarily. You know what it does to him, when he travels too much in too short a time span.” Her translucent eyebrows had pulled down in worry.

      Noah felt guilt settle over him like a wet blanket. He did know. “Thomas, you know I promised Bev and Chinonso that I wouldn’t let you travel unnecessarily.”

      Thomas swallowed. “Yes, that’s why I left so quickly,” he said in a distracted voice while sorting through the remaining candies. “And why I haven’t offered the ladies any of my haul. They’ll tattle.”

      Noah sighed. “I should tattle. You just opened a portal yesterday for Chinonso and have, within the last month, time-jumped over seven times. It’s too much, and it shows. Besides, you’re still recovering from the fight.”

      Thomas popped a baked bean into his mouth and fiddled with the cuff of his old-fashioned tweed jacket. “Actually, it’s been much more than that.”

      Noah sat up with a start. “What?!”

      Thomas’s eyes flew open, as if surprised. He dropped baked beans from the box onto the floor. “What?” he asked, as though he didn’t understand the question. “Oh, Noah! You startled me into losing my beans.” He motioned to the spilled candies.

      “How much have you jumped in the last month?” Noah insisted.

      “Jumped?” Thomas looked confused for a moment, as though he’d forgotten he’d just admitted to time-jumping more than Noah or even Bev assumed.

      “Time traveled.” Noah prompted, frowning.

      “Oh, uh…well, I can’t say really. I…” Thomas seemed to lose steam and started fidgeting through the pile of candies again.

      Noah stood, motioning to his friend with both hands. “Thomas, this is what I mean! You grow more and more distracted. Soon, you’ll lose any senses you still have left, and for what?!” His voice was raised, though he hadn’t intended to yell.

      The lost look left Thomas’s eyes, and he leveled a stony glare at Noah. “For her, Noah. For Pippa. It’s always been for her. Think, boy, what you would have done to see Jenni again, what you have asked me to do... change time, when you know I cannot. So, never imply that what I am doing to get home is for nothing. The moment I get to return to my Pippa, it will all have been worth everything.” His voice was uncharacteristically hard, though he never raised it.

      Noah took a deep breath, his face warm with the memory of what he’d asked Thomas to do for him when he’d first met the man. He almost begged Thomas to take him back to a time before Jenni died with the new knowledge of his powers intact, with his gloves to help guide them. He couldn’t have saved his father; he didn’t have the power then. But he learned quickly how to use his powers to banish demons after she was taken from him. Knowing Thomas could help him change what he was too stupid to change back then...

      But Thomas had flatly refused, explaining, “It is an unforgivable sin to change the past. To do so would be ruinous. It could destroy the balance of the world, could bring about war, could alter reality in ways we never anticipated. We’d never know what that one change sparked, good or bad. No, I will never change the past, Noah, not even for you.” And the steel in his voice, the fear in his eyes, told Noah that Thomas would not be swayed, ever.  And he was right. That’s why the gift of time travel was Thomas’s, he was sensible and careful with it, usually. Lately, though...

      Noah looked off. “I was wrong, then, in asking you to help me save her. I was wrong when I forgot myself a week ago and didn’t do my job by the Brotherhood. Raina was right. I was selfish and rash. My power was weak. I was weak for the fight because I’d fruitlessly wasted it on finding Stalker. I could have been more prepared if I’d listened, rested, and did the job I was sent out to do: find Angelus. Find Trixie. I would have known they were one and the same and could have prepared you all... could’ve prepared Raina.”

      Noah paused before saying, “I was wrong and so were you, just now. You’ve promised us, the Brotherhood, to help us keep the worlds in harmony. When you’re not yourself, you can’t do that. We need all of you for this job. Lady depends on it.”

      Thomas sighed. “You are right, of course.” He smiled at Noah, crow’s feet showing some of his years, though not nearly as many as he’d lived. “You’re growing into yourself, Noah. Your father would be proud. It has been...a strain, the search. Always searching and never finding what I truly desire. Sometimes I feel that if I could just forget my old life, my Beatrice, it would be better...”

      Noah hated the lost look in Thomas’s eyes, but he felt the weight of guilt slide off him. Bev would’ve approved of what Noah had said, and he was sure Thomas would be more careful. He watched as Thomas patted his tweed jacket, searching for the notepad that was always in his back pocket, and frowned.

      “It’s in your back pocket, Thomas.” Noah prompted.

      Thomas slipped the notebook from his back pocket with an “Oh, yes. That’s right.” And started jotting notes into it, eating spilled baked beans from the hotel comforter. Noah left him to his solitary reveries and got up to dress and repair his summoning gloves.

      The material of the gloves was reinforced with a funneling charm Chinonso had applied to them. They helped him focus his energy. He could operate without them, but his magic would often spill off of the spell and fizzle when he grew tired or wielded too much of it. The gloves kept that from happening, and they were falling apart after the most recent battle. A combination of trying to keep the demon Stalker from repeatedly breaking his neck in battle, and forcing his power out when almost depleted, had done a number on them. They were burnt in places from the force of his power, and there were large tears from the demon’s claws he’d have to mend along the seams.

      He threaded a needle with the charm-reinforced thread Chinonso gave him to mend the gloves and got to work. He was a fair hand at sewing by now, but was thinking that, very soon, he would either need to learn to truly master his gift or make new gloves. These could not handle many more repair jobs.

      The noise of Thomas’s muttering and the scratch of his pen on paper soothed Noah. The in-and-out of the thread allowed him time to unwind and let his mind wander. He felt thankful for the gloves, but he very much wished he could have had them years ago. His magic was not easy to master. It often fizzled or drifted if his emotions were too strongly focused outside of the magic. Like they had been on the day Stalker took Jenni.

      He was new to the magic, then. If he had a hard time controlling its flow now, he’d been much worse then. He often wondered if he’d had the gloves that night whether he could’ve saved Jenni. Usually this was a useless thought that pained him, but today it gave him hope. He didn’t save Jenni. He didn’t have the gloves to funnel his power, to control it. But he had them now. He could save Lady. And he could help Raina, keep her safe.

      There was no doubt in his mind, anymore. He’d faced the prospect of her death at the last battle, and he perfectly understood his own feelings for his new companion. He cared deeply for Raina already. Given time, he was in trouble of loving her. After losing Jenni, he was sure he’d never allow himself to love another person like that. But he realized it was the fear of not being able to protect the people he loved that was the real issue. He had to be prepared this time.

      “Thomas, have you ever met a Key Master?” Noah tied off the last thread from his mended gloves and looked at his friend.

      Thomas looked up from his notebook, the far away expression slowly receding from his face, as he let the question sink in. “No, never met a Key Master. I have always been the type to make my own keys. But I have been to the Other Side. With Lady. She, of course, needs no key.” He looked up, and his face darkened. “It’s one of the most vibrantly beautiful and frighteningly dark places I have ever traveled. And that’s saying something.”

      Thomas’s gaze drifted past Noah, past the space they occupied. “That’s saying something,” Thomas repeated, almost to himself. He paused for so long Noah thought he must’ve been done speaking, then suddenly he said, “Faerie people are nothing like what you see on TV—smiling, carefree beings, dotted with wings and glitter dust. Not that some don’t have wings or sparkle, they do. Many of them are not much different than you and I. But they are different, intrinsically so, even if it does not seem it. Especially the Unseelie, though the Seelie have their particularities, as well. They are creatures born of magics we cannot even comprehend. Their world...their beautiful and terrible world...it is….like them. Beauty mixed with darkness, mixed with magics terrible and great, and it’s so hard to tell which is which sometimes. We must be vigilant.”

      Thomas’s words drifted off, his eyes fell back to his notebook, and he stared at it, unseeingly for a moment, before shaking himself back into focus. Suddenly, his head shot up and his eyes grew round. Noah was about to ask if he was alright when he felt it.

      The sense he used to harness his own power, the sense that resided in his blood, tingled. The hairs on the back of his neck perked up, and his entire body tensed. A ripple of someone else’s magic—raw, wrong, magic—was growing nearby. He called his own power to himself, listening and preparing for he could not know who. Though, this magic felt...familiar.

      A blast of energy surged into the room from outside. Thomas, who had stood, stumbled back to the bed. Noah almost fell from his seat. Their eyes met, then they sprang to their feet and ran to the window. Noah was the first out the door of their room. The energy surge came from the left of the building, nearest the ladies’ room. He almost collided with Raina as she swung open the door to their room, her eyes as big as Thomas’s.

      “Noah! Thomas! Something is happening. Come look!”

      Trixie was already at the window, her close-shaven blonde head rested against the cold glass so that Noah couldn’t read her expression. Was this some trick of hers? An evil friend come to play?

      They crowded around the window, Noah keeping an eye on Trixie out of the corner of his eye while also watching a wavering patch of magic ripple the fabric of the city in front of them. A glowing slit formed, then opened into a human-sized portal. Noah stared. Besides Thomas, whose emerald teleportation ring was more science-well-executed than magic, few people could open portals.

      A dark boot crossed the threshold of the portal, and a long and menacing man followed it. The being who jumped from the quickly shrinking portal was none other than the golden-eyed necromancer—the same man who hounded Raina, almost decapitating her for the pendant that still hung around her neck.

      What the hell is he doing here? Does he know they’re in the city? Was he looking for the Key Master as well?

      If the necromancer was looking for the Key Master, then he could only portal around in this world. That made Noah feel a little better.

      Noah eyed Trixie just as she turned to him, and he could see in her face the same shock that must’ve been in his. Either she didn’t know, or she was a great actress. Problem was, he knew she was a great actress. He narrowed his eyes at her, and she looked away, frowning.

      Noah turned to Raina. “I have to follow him before he gets too far off. I’d rather not use my magic to locate him when I can track him on foot.”

      Raina’s eyes hardened in determination, “I’ll go, too.”

      But Noah was already shaking his head. “No, you need to stay behind and warn Chinonso.”

      Trixie made a rude sound. “He means you need to stay behind and police me until Chinonso gets back.”

      Noah shrugged, turning to Trixie. “Yeah? And she does. She has the pendant, which, next to Chinonso’s magic, is one of the only ways we can keep you in check.”

      Trixie glared at him, but he had no time to argue with the terrible woman. He turned back to Raina. “I’ll be careful. I won’t take any unnecessary risks, okay? He’s not here by coincidence. I have to follow him. Keep an eye on her,” he nodded toward Trixie, “and let Chinonso know where I’ve gone, please.”

      “Where we’ve gone.” Thomas put a firm hand on Noah’s shoulder. “I will not let him go alone, Ms. Black, so you can stop fretting. Chinonso can return without my aid. Bev understands how to use the device in my lab to create a temporary portal in my absence, and I will know when she does so, since my emerald ring is connected to my home base, and power will be transferred from it to create the portal.”

      Noah saw the tension palpably drain a little from Raina’s face. She took a deep breath. “Okay, go. I’ll be right behind you. We’ll be right behind you, when Chinonso returns, if you don’t get back first.”

      Noah turned to Trixie. “If you want any chance of redeeming yourself, you will take this time to behave yourself and figure out how to find the Key Master.”

      Trixie merely rolled her eyes and looked away. Raina threw herself into Noah’s arms, unexpectedly, hugging him for a brief moment before letting him go, too soon. Noah had only time to register that she smelled a little like strawberries when she released him. He wished the world was less in need of his help. He would’ve liked to stay in that moment longer, with her hair cascading around his face and her arms around his neck.

      “Good luck. Be safe.” She cautioned them, her voice tense.

      He tried to give her a confident smile before turning and running out the hotel room door, Thomas on his heels. He sent a fleeting prayer over his shoulder. Leaving Raina alone with Trixie was the last thing he wanted to do, but he had to trust in her capabilities. She was still alive, after all.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Raina

          

        

      

    

    
      Raina watched Noah and Thomas swiftly cross the dark street to trail the necromancer until they were out of sight. The thought of them being anywhere near that man made her shudder. She had seen firsthand what he could do with his dark powers. She pictured Paki, a friend of hers killed by the necromancer. The last time she saw Paki, his throat was slit and his life drained from him—but he spoke. The necromancer commanded her dead friend to reveal her whereabouts, and he did. A part of her worried over what he would do to Noah and Thomas, but she had faith in them, that they could stay at a safe distance and take care of themselves in a fight, if needed.

      She let out a fretful sigh, turned and eyed her sister. Beatrix “Trixie” Black was just as devious as the necromancer. With her nearly shaved head and sickly pallor from cancer treatments, most people wouldn’t figure Trixie could do much harm. They’d be dead wrong, as wrong as Raina had been.

      Trixie sat on the bed, reading a book. Raina leaned over to peek at the cover, just to make sure it wasn’t some occult spell book. At this point, she wouldn’t put it past Trixie to attempt locating the right magic to completely loosen her binds and then blast everyone away while they slept. She counted down the minutes to when Chinonso would return again. She kept jumping at the slightest sound, hoping it was the sound of Chinonso’s return.

      Just as she turned to glance outside the window, her cell phone vibrated in her back pocket. She pulled it out and saw the caller ID—Martin Cook. A knot of anger sat in the pit of her stomach, and she nearly declined the call. Unfortunately, Raina was too naturally curious. She hated not being able to fill in the holes of her life, and he knew more than he’d first let on about all the mysterious Hyperion dealings of late. She was furious with him, but he might just be able to help her understand a few lingering questions she had.

      “What do you want, Martin?”

      His earthy, masculine voice was level and clear. “Don’t hang up. I’m not tracing the call. I know you’re in Phoenix, and so am I.”

      “What the hell—”

      “I need to show you something. It’s the truth about your parents. It’ll change everything you’ve believed about the Brotherhood...about us.”

      Her response caught in her throat and all she could do was gasp. Her parents, their true life and work, especially their deaths, had been shrouded in mystery and outright lies. Only recently, when the pendant was recovered, did she learn about the Immortal Brotherhood and their enemy—Servi Mortis, the Servants of Death. It stung her even more to find out she had been unknowingly working for them. Her former employer was a high-ranking member of the cult. They were like the Illuminati on steroids, and she’d been their unwitting pawn.

      Raina gripped her phone, speaking in a low voice. “What do you know about my parents?”

      “Meet with me. You know I won’t try to fight or capture you.”

      True, he had the chance to apprehend her and hand her over to the Servi Mortis in London, but he didn’t. If anything, that made her even more angry with him, his duplicity. Was he for her or against her? Why did he stay with the Servi Mortis if he wanted to help her?

      “Okay. In twenty minutes, meet me at the cafe at the promenade.”

      “Will do.”

      “And if I see, or even suspect that you’re not alone, I’ll run. Do you understand?”

      “Yes.”

      She hung up. At least the promenade would be filled with people strolling about, shopping and eating, and there’d be plenty of witnesses around. He wouldn’t try anything in a public setting.

      Trixie snapped her book shut, curiosity already gleaming in her eyes. “What was that all about?”

      “I have to go meet someone.”

      “Who?”

      “Martin Cook.” She bit her lip, still uncertain, knowing she had to learn the truth.

      Trixie raised an eyebrow. “Oooh, I remember him. Cute, gruff redhead with the bionic hand? Didn’t think he was your type. I’m not opposed, though, if you think he’d be interested.”

      “Trixie...he says he has something to show me, about Mom and Dad.”

      Her eyes widened. “What does he know?”

      For all her knowledge and studies, the truth about their parents eluded even Trixie. All she knew was that the demon at her command, Stalker, killed them in an attempt to steal the pendant which held the Seer Stone. Raina could accept that Trixie didn’t intend their deaths, wanting only the magical item, but it didn’t make her any less responsible for what happened.

      Raina shook her head. “I don’t know what he knows, which is why I’m going to meet with him.”

      Finally, Trixie actually looked serious. Concerned, even. “You’ll let me know what it is, right?”

      Raina clenched her jaw. She couldn’t help herself. “So now you care? If it weren’t for you, Mom and Dad would still be alive.”

      Trixie stiffened. “Yes, it’s my fault. And if I could bring them back, I would. Is that what you want to hear? I care because there are unanswered questions that I’ve been trying to figure out, too. Mom died with a decoy pendant around her neck. Where was the real one? Why didn’t your beloved Immortal Brotherhood step in and save them? You’ve got a group of people with incredibly long lifespans, some of whom can keep death at bay, yet they did nothing to help our parents. They certainly didn’t help me, when I was puking my guts out, when I was told that I may not make it to my twenty-first birthday.”

      She didn’t have to remind Raina of that. The memory of holding back Trixie’s long blonde hair while her body shook with heaves—before it fell out from the chemo—flashed in her mind. All the hospital stays, the emergency scares that would nearly send Raina into a panic attack. All of that was fresh in her mind. She had been moonlighting as a spy and thief, known by a select few as Nightwalker. As her alter ego, she did questionable things to earn enough money to privately fund the experimental research that helped Trixie make it this far.

      “Listen,” Raina said, throwing on her black leather jacket. “Chinonso warded the room yesterday, so don’t even think of trying to escape while I’m out.”

      “I know.” Trixie’s voice was hard, but her eyes still looked hurt.

      Raina grabbed a pistol and slipped it into a holster hanging at her belt, using her long blouse and jacket to conceal it. She buttoned up the top buttons on her royal blue blouse to conceal the pendant that hung on a silver chain around her neck. The beautiful aquamarine Seer Stone embedded in the pendant gave off a subtle glow. She felt its magic pulsate.

      “If Chinonso gets back before I return, let her know where I went, and where the guys went too. Okay?”

      Trixie rolled her eyes. “Sure. Don’t get killed or kidnapped.”

      Raina flipped her off and headed for the door. She opened it and turned to face Trixie once more. “A single step outside this room will result in excruciating pain, and the force will send you flying back inside.”

      Her sister glared at her before taking up her book again. Raina shut the door and headed out, hoping that Martin could shed some light on what happened to her parents, and why he believed that it would rock her world.
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