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CHAPTER 1

Eos

Being there again felt vibrant, fresh, more real than anything I’d experienced before: standing under a sky that looked too black, standing in front of him and screaming how could he, how dare he, did he have any idea, any idea, what she had to do to rebuild those bridges. He looked stunned at the sight of me, which infuriated me more, and before I could grab those antlers and drag him down until we were face to face—

I woke with a gasp. The pearl throbbed like a second heartbeat against my skin as the dream faded. Rain pounded the roof above my head, a beating drum that blended with the sound of crashing waves, urging me outside where the rain would coat my face, soak my hair. Lead me to the single road snaking down the cliffside to the boulders jutting out of the surf like touchstones, and out into the sea. No.

Rage tasted awful in the back of my throat, a remnant from the…dream? Vision? Memory? I couldn’t tell the difference sometimes, between the dream-me and the me I was when awake. I only knew that when the dream struck with such vibrancy, an awful hunger followed it, its genesis within the black pearl.

I stood and paced, riding the madness. I couldn’t look at the ocean, not without the black pearl prickling around my finger—a part of my soul divided for the third time, claimed by an angel who lived underneath those tumultuous waves. My fingers bled as I pried the gem from the ring’s setting and placed it on the table. It began to spin on its own accord. Kneeling before it, my dark hair pulled to the side, I felt contorted, my whole world centered on this one piece of angel magic.

Yet, it wasn’t a piece of magic. It was my side of a shoddy bargain struck for Enoch, my mentor and past caregiver. It was the piece of me that Rahab owned. I shut my eyes, seeking tranquility, but the old melancholy persisted, a sort of shame unrelated to angels and gods.

Enoch was gone. I couldn’t say he’d died—there was nothing left of him to prove that—but he had disappeared from this earth. Our last conversation haunted me. The way he sat on the beach, head tilted to the heavens, saying yes, the civil war between angels had happened and maybe even ended, but there was still a war to be fought. A black-and-white war between those damned and those sainted. The way his betrayal vibrated between us, unsaid, alongside my shattered trust. The way we both refused to forgive each other before he was taken by his god.

If I’d had his body to prepare or if I’d been able to inscribe his name in a book of death, I could find some sense of resolution. If I could’ve said goodbye to him in the way I had been taught, paid proper tribute to ensure his soul and spirit which had passed into the shadow would never be forgotten, I would find some peace. But his name—and thus his self—would soon be lost. Soon, he would wander the afterlife with no name to anchor him, and then fade into non-existence. Even from the shores of death, I could feel his disgust with my heretical practices.

Even Madame Decay had abandoned me. I no longer felt her cunning edge inside me, even when I screamed into the void of myself for her advice. The pearl continued to spin. I was alone, something I both craved and detested after all this time.

Then there were dreams. Dreams of pathways being carved into my brain with white antlers, and uncomfortable half-remembrances that I woke from in a deep sweat. Once, I knew I’d loved Gwyn. Now that god felt like a good memory, a delusion to stave off loneliness.

My neck cracked as I bent my head further over the pearl, catching my reflection along the curvature—a crazed woman, eyes darkened from lack of sleep, faced thinned from anxious evenings. Perhaps, when I’d murdered L’Essons, insinuated my way into his will and a small portion of his fortune, I’d crafted this unforeseen punishment for myself. Isolation. Reclusiveness. The pearl’s frenzy for water.

Just outside my door lay the calling ocean. I was moments away from answering it.

And then, what would lay before me? A melusine’s fate? Would my legs glue together into fins, would Rahab own all sides of my soul completely? I would be his to command. I did not wish to revisit his sunken grotto of shipwrecked gold and echoing caverns, or his field of sacrificed women. I must not break. I must not go into the water.

The rain filled my ears and almost drowned out the sound of a new pounding that didn’t belong to this compulsion. Right outside my door. I snatched the pearl up. It continued to roll in my hand as I stalked through my home in the dark. No lightning or moon shone through the thunderous clouds outside to light my way.

“Let me in, Eos,” a voice hissed from the other side of the door. My heart sped up at the voice. Ciriacus.

How long had it been since Enoch left us both, to be whisked away into the arms of his god? How long had it been since I’d seen the son of the queen, heir to the realm, once a near-brother to me?

“Eos, open the door.” The wood rattled. The last time we had been alone together, he’d tried to take a so-called devil out of me. I opened the door a crack, just enough to see him. 

Rain dripped from the hood of his cloak. My hands itched to reach out and catch the droplets. His hazel eyes bored into me, the air heavy between us with all that had been left unspoken. He looked different, older. Two men stood behind him, their cloaks hiding their faces, spears at their sides. Not queen’s guards at all. How had Ciriacus slipped away from his mother-ordered keepers?

Ciriacus’ lips twisted in a way I knew well—prepared to yell or deliver some ominous sermon. Instead, he said, “Have you seen it?”

The pearl quieted in my hand. The pull of the water eased. “Seen what?”

“The rip.” He sounded exasperated. “Where the earth hasn’t come back together again. After the angels fell.” He shot me an ugly smile and tapped the side of the house. “An active one was reported near your cottage.”

The ground rolled beneath my feet. I’d seen the sinkholes that had been created by the messengers when they’d crashed through our world and into another just after Enoch had passed. Some were large, like a crater had hit. Others were small and charred, but just as devastating. That being said, I hadn’t seen any of the monsters or nightmares that had been reported to rise from these rips and now stalked and destroyed our city. Then again, I hadn’t left the house much. Now, the night suddenly felt alive with creatures of the netherworld. The pearl cooled in my palm, lifeless, even as curiosity slammed through my mind like lightning.

“Why are you the one answering the call?” I asked slowly, eyeing the two men at his side. “Why not the queen’s army?”

“There are countless rips, Eos. One army cannot conquer them all.”

He had forgotten how well I could read him. “Shall I rephrase? What are you looking for in the rip, Ciriacus?”

His men turned slightly, as if they yearned for an answer as well.

“It’s my duty to defend my people, to protect this land,” Ciriacus snarled. “Our warriors are being slaughtered. Things come out of the rips, things I thought I’d never see. Haven’t you looked into one yet? They offer a glimpse into another world, and it’s a terrible world, Eos.”

“I have not,” I said, “but you’re right. It is my duty to help you, my prince, and I know these woods better than you. It will be helpful to have a guide.”

His lip curled. “I don’t want your help. I only came for brief guidance.”

I wanted to slam the door on his face and hide inside, but if I cut myself off from the world any longer, I would go into Rahab’s waiting arms. “Nonsense,” I said, and flashed him a smile that must’ve appeared manic. I slid the pearl back into its setting, forcing the tongs to bend around it into a misshapen clutch. “Let me get my knives.”

Once outside, the pearl began to buzz with approval on my finger, the aching desire to walk into the ocean replaced with a purpose. For the first time, I was going to see a rip. Peer into it. Examine it. Fight it.

All this with Ciriacus at my side, even if I was an unwanted addition to his team. I felt as if Enoch might still be back at the L’Essons’ estate, waiting for us, his two prophets, to return and report to him. Just like old times. As if nothing had changed.

My blades fit snug to my waist, their leather handles an imitation of the ones Asko had taught me swordplay with. The rain faded from a deluge to a drizzle and I tilted my head back, letting the drops splash on my teeth, thinking of the cannibal-slave I’d freed months ago. Had his time of freedom ended? Had the monsters found him?

Ciriacus marched before me at a pace fast enough to inhibit conversation. I still didn’t know his exact plan, but he’d always leaned toward the theatrics, enacting instead of explaining. One of his men flitted back and forth between the coastline and the treeline: tracking the rip by looking for signs caused by unnatural prey. He paused beside one tree that looked as though it had been lighting-struck. I tried to see the indentations like he would, and felt awed when I finally identified the deep grooves in the bark as claw marks instead of as storm damage. He picked out similar tracks as he continued to lead us closer to the beach, whether it be a strange slime coating a boulder or an odd depression in the ground.

With a hiss, he suddenly crouched down and pointed into the darkness. The hairs rose on the nape of my neck as I followed his line of sight. Out on the beach, lodged between massive rocks and hardened sand, a crescent of light brightened. Waves rolled over it, momentarily snuffing it out to an uncanny glow.

“We’re early this time,” the tracker whispered.

“A good sign.” Ciriacus nodded, clasping the tracker’s shoulder. “We can close it before anything else emerges.”

“What can I do?” I asked. A low roar filled the air, building in volume, until the crescent of light exploded upwards, shooting illuminated water straight up into the sky.

“Keep the prince safe,” the tracker shot back at me and motioned us down the cliffside to the beach.

I pursed my lips, yet followed their lead. As we advanced, I began to make out the sinkhole from where the light bloomed. Water streamed from the rim like a waterfall. Mossy algae and crustaceans lined the surrounding rocks. The pearl’s buzz upgraded to a throb, the same way a fresh wound might thunder like a heartbeat. Ciriacus paused, and I stopped beside him as his guards parted around each side of the sinkhole, bending to draw symbols in the sand.

The earth rumbled beneath my feet. I unsheathed my knives, eyes fixated on the sinkhole. Water spun upwards like a whirlpool and then suddenly dragged downward, as if sucked by a powerful force. Beside me, Ciriacus closed his eyes tightly and began to chant.

Water exploded into the air once more, but a long body rose from the rip with it. Finned hands gripped the edges and the monster launched itself out. Already, I could feel my grip on reality loosening when the creature’s impossibly long mouth gaped open as it screamed. Smaller, eel-like creatures tumbled from beneath its tongue, slithering towards me. Their huge eyes glowed in the dark. I froze, terrified more so of this than of the melusine, more so than of Rahab. These things had nothing human about them.

My knives sliced through scaled bodies, blood slicking the sand. A spear whipped past my head, landing into the leviathan’s throat. Its high-pitched cry shook the ground as it writhed, aiming its serpentine form toward the receding ocean. More horrors climbed out from around the leviathan, creatures with huge milky-white eyes and sharp, translucent teeth that rushed toward me with alarming speed.

Ciriacus’ chanting fell away as he unsheathed his sword. His back brushed up against mine and together, we slew unrecognizable monsters. The pearl pulsed with gratitude as black blood streaked it, hungry yet satisfied with the offering. I felt a balanced smile curve my lips—the more I killed, the more I felt control seep into my mind—as if each time I plunged my blade into the monsters, the more I could ignore the call of the sea. Pain prickled my body from spikes, teeth, and claws, but it was nothing compared to the razor-sharp self-control. Let them mark my body and leave their scars. The ocean no longer left me enthralled.

My knives felled another eel-monster, but a hard push from behind had me slipping in blood. I landed hard on my elbow. I scrambled to one knee, pivoting just in time to catch a second creature as it leapt on me. I gasped as one of my arms slammed into the ground underneath me in a sudden blaze of pain, but it was nothing compared to the instant loss of the throbbing pearl. The light of the creature’s eyes blinded me, backlighting its wide gruesome mouth, and for a moment, I felt paralyzed by its stare. The jaws snapped at my neck. Thick slime coated my chest. I barely held the thing back with an arm between us. My knife ground into its belly, but not enough to kill.

I shrieked into the monster’s face, a possessive rush coursing through my blood. The pearl! I could no longer feel it on my finger! Yet I was trapped between the monster’s strength, barely keeping its teeth from ripping out my throat.

My name was screamed across the battlefield and in an instant, the creature’s huge head slid from its neck and landed beside me. Ciriacus shoved the body off of me, his sword gleaming with black blood, and grabbed my arm to haul me up on my feet.

“Get away from me,” I yelled, blindly shoving him back and feeling along the slick sand. In the pale light of the decapitated head’s eyes, I could see the bent and warped ring’s setting, the emptiness where the pearl once sat. A sob caught in my chest—where had it gone?—as I pushed offal and bodies to the side, a lamenting keen building inside me at the staggering grief of what I’d carelessly lost.

Across from me, Ciriacus’ tracker screamed. “Close the rip, my lord! Do it now!”

Ciriacus released a harsh breath and stepped back, his chant filling the air again. The symbols his men had drawn around the sinkhole began to glow with blue light—the light Enoch once produced when channeling the power of Adonai.

I scrambled to the edge of the sinkhole, where the light beamed strongest. Panic choked me. Nothing could be found in this darkness. A dull roar echoed through the night again, coming from deep within the rip. The sound escalated, making my ears ache with pressure, as another great creature rose, taller than the cliffside. Eyes of all shapes and sizes littered across the chest, the arms, and along a set of vestigial razor-wings against its back. Watching it emerge left me paralyzed with fear. Something even the loss of my third split soul couldn’t overcome.

The blue symbols around the rip faltered, their light sputtering like a candle. Arms grabbed me from behind, hauling me backwards. “Nephilim,” Ciriacus whispered in my ear. Blood coated his face. “Adonai’s damned.”

My heart clogged my throat. Together, we scrambled away from the creature—no, not creature, the nephilim. Ciriacus’ voice warbled, thin and reedy, as he continued to chant in a language I didn’t recognize. The symbols flared once more with light.

The nephilim reared back, suddenly locked within the sinkhole, as water spewed up and around it. The line of its spine throbbed in time to my heartbeat. Thick veins pulsed just beneath skin that bulged on its own like something swam inside him, stretching the flesh outwards and making it thin and membranous. Wide, mismatched eyes peppered his shoulder blades, winking and squinting at me. Each time they blinked, they sunk into his skin like being pulled under by quicksand. Wind howled past my ears, scoring my mind.

Ciriacus’ power began to tighten like thin strings, building a spiderweb of blue light up and around the nephilim. The nephilim thrashed, emitting a guttural scream. Something tugged within me, a foreign, kindred emotion, as the spiderweb extended like cables and attached to Ciriacus’ hands. The darkness faded and I wished I possessed power that didn’t feel like madness. I gripped Ciriacus’ abandoned blade, my teeth gritting together against the compulsion to search for my pearl.

Keep the prince safe. The command echoed in my mind. That I could do. Anything that came close within my reach, I destroyed.

The nephilim pushed against the string, as if tasting the power and recognizing it. It cried out again, and slashed at the cage, making the strings bend and snap like a hundred bows unleashing at once. Ciriacus’ chant dropped to an agonized whimper. The storm lifted and the moon emerged from behind the clouds, bathing his face with a silver light. My arms ached with fatigue as I struck down another smaller eel-monster wriggling toward the ocean. Tears prickled my eyes when I heard his breathing turn ragged. I turned from the nephilim to grip Ciriacus’ shoulder. “Do not give up, yet,” I begged him. “Not yet.”

The sound of thundering hoofbeats made me look up to see two shapes careening down the cliffside. The leading horsewoman called out Ciriacus’ name in alarm. Venetia. In close pursuit behind her must be Talleyrand, the royal heirs’ foster-father. My hand tightened on Ciriacus’ shoulder. “Do not break,” I commanded.

Venetia jumped from her horse before it came to a stop, dropping to her knees and scrawling a new set of symbols into the bloodied sand. Darkness gathered around her like a cloak, her hands rising from the symbols to dive into the sudden threads of black around her, making it malleable. She threw her head back in sudden ecstasy. The darkness shot forward through Ciriacus’ crumbling barrier, weaving like stitches across the rip, and binding it together with a sheet of blackness.

A handmaiden of Isis, I thought. This was the power her lineage commanded.

Talleyrand leapt from his horse, his sword flashing in the light, as he killed two lesser creatures threatening us. “I’m here,” he called to me, and the affirmation of his fresh presence made me want to collapse with relief.

The whole world seemed to shift as Venetia’s seam tugged tight against the earth, drawing part of the hole closed. The nephilim pushed against the remaining blue light barriers, snapping the remaining cables and stepping out of the rip before it closed completely. Surrounded by layers of light and darkness, the nephilim shrank, its eyes boring into the four of us as it transformed from monster to man. Copying us. Becoming like us. Vibrant amber eyes with an orange starburst circling the pupil. Auburn hair, shot with lines of gold like fire, flowed over his face. The wings expanded out around him like a shield, no longer useless on this new, smaller body. He reached down and plucked something from the sand near his feet. He held it up as both the blue light and darkness sealed the rip closed.

My pearl.

Involuntarily, I stepped forward, barely hearing Talleyrand cry out a no behind me. My mouth shaped words, but instead of using my voice, I sent the demand through the pearl, letting the words ring through the nephilim’s hands. Give it back to me.

He tossed the pearl at me, and I screamed, lunging toward him as I lost sight of it in the blackness. As the powers of Adonai and Isis rushed from the rip to bind the nephilim, he shot upward into the sky, disappearing from sight.

“Isis damn this!” I screamed, sifting through the remains of the battle strewn across the ribbed weave of the newly-mended earth.

“Leave it,” Ciriacus yelled back at me. “We haven’t the time. Gamal needs help.”

I glanced over my shoulder to watch Ciriacus prop the tracker into a sitting position, leaning heavily against him. Gamal gasped in pain as Ciriacus pressed his hand hard onto the tracker’s chest.

“I can’t,” I said through gritted teeth and dove up to my elbows into cold monster guts and crushed shells. “Not yet.” The task of finding my third soul yawned in front of me and I knew in my bones I would be here until the sun rose and fell, sifting through each piece of rot until I held the pearl again.

A soft touch on my shoulder made me look up. “What are you looking for?” Venetia asked, her voice quiet as if to soothe me. Her honey-brown eyes squinted at me, her hair a wild dark mass falling down her back.

I almost broke into tears. “A pearl.” It sounded ridiculous, mad, even, but I couldn’t leave here without it safe in my hands.

She looked taken aback, but nodded. “Let me help you, then. Two is better than one.” She knelt beside me and together we silently dug, me breathless with despair, she calculated and calm. When a smooth surface ran across my fingers, I nearly cried with relief. Gore coated the black gem as I wiped it clean. It felt swollen—engorged, even—it could not fit back into the smashed ring setting. I held it to my chest as Venetia wrapped an arm around my shoulders and helped me stand, guiding me to the others.

Talleyrand patched the other wounds covering the tracker’s torso. Ciriacus’ hand covered Gamal’s heart and he shook his head at me. “He won’t last,” he said, harshly.

I bent down, fixated on the man’s gasping mouth, his rolling eyes. I pushed Ciriacus out of my way, pressing my fingers into Gamal’s chest cavity. Searching inside him for his song, I gripped the melody within me that resonated with him. The song wavered from my throat, and he faded from a human in my eyes to a bundle of golden threads, holding inside him a vast darkness. Gamal panted heavily and he watched Ciriacus like one would a prophet. The song folded the severed threads around his heart back together, smoothed the minor imperfections, until the threads became whole again. Until he was whole again—stitched together like Venetia had mended the earth.

When the song came to an end, Ciriacus watched me with wide eyes. I realized he didn’t know about this part of me. Only Enoch had been privy to my powers; an ability from my own diluted nephilim bloodline. Gamal clawed at his healed wound, revealing knitted flesh.

“Your other friend?” I asked.

Ciriacus shook his head. “Killed.”

“What a pity. We should go back to my cottage. We can clean up there.” I stood up and swayed, wondering when Madame Decay would emerge to drag my untethered spirit down to her underworld, but the pearl felt like a crutch, something solid I could lean on, holding up my crumbling mind.

Talleyrand grasped my elbow. “We’ll go together,” he said, and eased me over the sand as if I were a great lady in need of great care. I nearly laughed in his face because they were all wary of me—wary of my power.


CHAPTER 2

Erigenia

The power drained out of me like a sieve and left me gasping at the edge of the forest. I steadied myself against the tall black skeleton of a tree. I felt as if the sky had thinned, the ground had gone pliant, making all the veils holding the world together now easier to penetrate and dive through. Eos had used her power to heal, but for what purpose I couldn’t tell. Down here, so separated from the mutual energy that kept us alive and tethered together, I could forget that she existed, for the most part.

Once, I would have craved these moments where I could break through the veils and become solid in her world. Decaying, yes, but alive. To occupy more of the body we shared, to take up space within her brain, to feel what it was like to be in the real world I once lived in before I died. Up there, the hounds of her shadow waited for me, eager to tear me apart. They knew I was an anomaly, that my time to live—to be conscious, to exist—had passed. I was supposed to be absorbed into the soul that lived forever. To them, this life belonged to Eos. Not me.

This time, I wouldn’t take advantage of the parted veils. Eos would have to manage the thinning world alone. I had bigger problems on my hands than a half-angel girl who couldn’t handle her magic.

“Have you found a trail, yet?” Gwyn asked, sidling up beside me.

I uttered a low sound of frustration. “No, not yet. I haven’t learned the knack of seeing them.”

“You will,” he said, leaning down to kiss me softly on the mouth.

“I have to,” I responded and raised my hand up for inspection. He touched the decaying flesh almost clinically. “I can’t have you bringing me grace to eat all the time, like feeding a farm animal.”

“It’s not grace,” he said, his voice edged. The argument was an old one already. Grace, energy, life, whatever it was called, I needed more of it. “You risk too much. You shouldn’t have re-built the pathway here,” he finished.

“You shouldn’t have destroyed them, then,” I said, remembering how long it had taken him to gather the pieces of me scattered along different realms, different underworlds, different heavens. His fingers had touched all of my bones as he put me back together. It was another reason I couldn’t answer Eos’ calls. The bridge back to her had been shredded.

He sighed. Another old argument. Even so, my fingers curled under his chin, brushing back the long silver braid looped over his shoulder. I offered him a small smile. “You destroyed them so I wouldn’t leave,” I teased. I tilted my head up, expecting a kiss, when my world shifted to the side, the tall swaying skeleton trees lurching and falling as if the ground went out from under them. Cracks of a black void splintered Gwyn’s face. A scream caught in my throat and then, like a bowstring snap after an arrow has flown, everything came back into focus.

“I destroyed them so you wouldn't leave your physical body.” Gwyn’s dark eyes peered into my face, concern written in his brow. “What’s wrong?”

I gave a breathless laugh, trying to hide my panic. This wasn’t mere hunger. This was the sliding disappearance of existence. Something I’d hoped would never happen, something I’d thought I’d been able to prevent. “I’m hungrier than I thought,” I lied.

His hands dug into my arms and I realized he was holding me up from collapse. I let out a deep breath and leaned into him. Maybe this existence-sliding was a repercussion of Eos’ irresponsible use of power. I hadn’t been away from her this long before. That explanation felt more solid than the possibility that my magic, however old, was breaking.

“That way,” I said, pointing into the forest, hoping to distract Gwyn from what had happened. “I see it now.” A spackled path of light led through the woods.

“Excellent,” he said, and hand in hand, we followed the pathway. It reminded me of the patterns found on bird eggs, both small and big spots dotting the fragile curvature holding growing life. A memory hit me, one where I precariously rolled three eggs in one hand, their shells skidding together, my eyes comically wide as I tried not to drop them or let them crack against each other while a girl—my friend—laughed in the distance. Shuddering, I closed my eyes tight and tried to erase her laughter, but the sound grew louder, transforming from a girlish giggle to an insane cackle.

“Shouldn’t you be concerned with me eating grace?” I asked. “I mean, energy?”

Gwyn’s soft breath stirred my short brunette hair. It had grown back, after I’d decayed to almost nothing, the ragged edges sticking up in all directions. “Energy is energy,” he said. “I shuffle it from one reality to the next, taking death and letting it become new life. Who am I to dictate where energy goes, what purpose it serves? If it keeps you from drifting, keeps you whole, it is worth hunting. Someday, your energy will be the source of life for another.”

A knot formed in my belly at his words. That should have been my fate, already. “But my existence is unusual.”

“Yes.” His hand tightened in mine. “I’ve never met something like you before.”

It is because I made it so. Death had always been my one fear; my existence guttered in the wax of my life, my soul devoured to sustain another, my name erased and forgotten, the sudden realization of my mortality meant I meant nothing. I bit my lip, felt the flesh slough off into my mouth.

The spackled trail wove through the trees to a piece of golden light glowing just underneath the soil. I rested against one of the black trees while Gwyn dug the light out—a large seed—and presented it to me in his palm.

“I buried this,” he said, studying the seed. “I think it used to be a woman who’d dreamed of growing as tall as the oaks in her homeland.”

Hunger ripped at my belly. I snatched the seed out of his palm and plopped the light into my mouth. It wasn’t Eos’ grace, but it would sustain me. “Maybe the tree will grow within me,” I said, as the light warmed me from the inside out. It felt like peace.

He lifted my arm up. I looked like myself again—not the mixed mutt appearance of Eos, but wholly mine: my flesh whole, my short hair rich with color, my deep chocolate brown eyes. I sighed in relief, putting my fingers against my lips to feel the smooth sacred life within me.

Gwyn paused, his head cocked to the side as if listening intently. He stood, his hand going to the simple sword strapped to his waist. “Do you feel that, Erigenia?” he whispered.

I shivered at my name. It was still new, to hear it said out loud, and said often. The world sharpened that much more, and a baying howl cut through the air. Yellow eyes lit up the dark forest and I planted my back against Gwyn’s. How had they found me? How could they sense me this far away from Eos?

One of them slammed into Gwyn. A second one jumped up on my chest, pushing me flat on the ground. Claws dug long stripes into my chest. Jaws snapped against my face, slobber hot against my skin. Shadow hounds—the dogs attached to the shadow of Eos’ self, the darkness that hunted me and tried to fetch me back to the rolling center of the soul, to devour me, merge my separated being back where it belonged with Eos. I bared my teeth, refusing to scream, as the howls transformed into words. “You locked me up, locked me up, locked me up.”

I couldn’t breathe. The voice was an echo of my past, a sound I’d never thought to hear again. These weren’t Eos’ shadow hounds. They belonged to another, but how could they be free? How much time had passed? Had the magic I’d wielded when alive weakened that much?

How close was she to breaking free?

“You locked me up, locked me up, locked me up.”

The jaws gnawed at my arm like a chicken bone. The cackle from my memory rushed back at me, “You locked me up, locked me up, locked me—

A sword jammed through the shadow hound. It floated into the air, dissipating like smoke. Gwyn panted over me. His blade dripped with shadows that slowly disappeared from the sharp edge. I leapt into his arms—the one point of sanity, the one person who loved me more than I’d ever been loved before—both in life and in death.

“What was that?” he whispered over and over into my ear. I clutched him close, seeing the world spackled like the bird eggs, but this time spackled with blackness, with nothingness, with my death.


CHAPTER 3

Eos

I pushed open the front door of my cottage, the weakened tracker’s arms slung over mine and Talleyrand’s shoulders. “Put him here,” I ordered, and together we eased Gamal into a chair. Once settled, he stroked the jagged hole piercing his shirt, astounded at the new flesh beneath it. As Talleyrand stooped to check the man’s temperature, Venetia knelt to light a fire.

I headed back outside where Ciriacus tended to the corpse slung over his horse—poor man, arm bitten straight off, chest half removed. My breath fogged the damp air, small white puffs disappearing around me. “We can lay him in the stable for now, with the horses,” I said, trying to be gentle, and gesturing to the small structure where Jacques usually kept his beasts. Empty now, luckily.

Ciriacus nodded, wiping his sweat-damp hair off his forehead. We led the two horses into the stable and then eased the corpse onto a pile of straw. I balanced back, hands on my hips. The damp cold sunk into my fingers, making them numb. Ciriacus knelt beside the man, pressing his hands palm-to-palm in prayer, eyes shut tight, mouth moving silently.

I let out a disbelieving laugh. “We’ll get him a proper ceremony in the morning.”

“I’m conducting the proper ceremony now,” Ciriacus said, irritated. “His soul belongs to Adonai.”

A chill ran up my spine. If this man had become a follower of Adonai, then Ciriacus had managed to carry out Enoch’s work—and had been much more successful. Ciriacus turned back to the dead man, and it sounded like his muttering increased in volume.

I turned away, nicking to the horses and guiding them to the stall farthest away from the funerary ritual Ciriacus carried out. As long as the corpse’s spirit didn’t haunt my home, Ciriacus could practice any tradition he wished. I wiped their flanks as best I could with rags hung from wall hooks and then threw a blanket over one of them, going through the motions I’d seen Jacques do time and again. Glancing over their curved backs, I observed Ciriacus draw shapes on his follower’s face, the ceremony drawing to a close. I approached him as quietly as I could, an outsider peering in on this intimate moment that felt familiar enough in its expression of grief, yet still incredibly foreign.

Ciriacus looked up at me. Anguish pinched his features. “He was a good man,” he said. “The rips are dangerous. He knew the risks, but I wish this hadn’t happened to him.”

“I’m sorry you lost a friend,” I said.

He rose to his feet and my chest clenched with an eerie emotion: a warning, a suspicion, something that resonated back to the first time we’d met, locked in a hidden room during the queen’s winter celebration. I didn’t know what he was going to do or say, but I knew it would hurt.

“I’ve been meaning to speak with you alone, but I haven’t had the courage.” He paused, and his voice became low and desperate. “What happened? What happened to Enoch?”

Words stuck in my throat as my mind flipped like the pages of a book: the angelic civil war, the deal I’d made to get the Book, the angel who’d plucked it out of my hands as the sky opened up into fire. “He disappeared,” I said, sounding faint. “Adonai took him.”

“No, you don’t get to say that.” Ciriacus punctuated each word with a pointed finger. “You both departed on that ship, that damn ship with those criminal people, and then it was weeks of nothing. I couldn’t find you. I couldn’t find Enoch. I couldn’t even find a record of the ship. I thought you’d sunk and drowned.”

He wouldn’t have been able to, either. Taliesin, our captain, had anchored with enough time to drop off his cargo, bypassing such things as ports and regulation procedures. Once Enoch had disappeared in front of my eyes—taken by his god—I had had to walk all the way back home.

“And then, L’Essons was found dead. Gossip says you were his mistress. You? I didn’t believe it. Yet, here you are. In his house. Living off an inheritance.”

“I was given this house fairly.” My cheeks burned hot. “You don’t have the right to question why I live
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