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Chapter 1

 

“What did you say your name was?” Across from me, the lawyer frowned at his computer. He drummed his fingers on the desk.

“Mallory Keyne. Call me Mal.” I shifted in the rickety wooden chair, which creaked under my weight, threatening to plunk me down to the mangy carpet the second I let my guard down. Briefly, I wondered if I should trust a lawyer who couldn’t afford safer furniture. Then again, I couldn’t afford a lawyer, so maybe we were a good match after all.

“That’s what I thought.” His frown deepened. “This says—”

“I know what it says. That’s why I’m here.”

“Mallory Keyne,” he repeated, shifting his gaze from the screen to my face and back again. “Daughter of Patrick Keyne and Senator Karen Keyne? Thirty-four years old?” His voice changed when he hit the last bit. He squinted at my face, as if he were trying to find where I had hidden the last ten years of my life. I wished I had thought to wear makeup to the appointment; it would have at least given the impression that I was trying to appear younger.

“That’s me.” I straightened up, trying to look like someone with nothing to hide. The problem was, I wasn’t quite sure what that was supposed to look like. I was pretty sure I ended up coming across vaguely constipated instead.

“You are aware that Mallory Keyne is legally dead. Her parents identified her body.”

“My parents.”

“Hmm?”

“My parents. Identified my body.” Saying it aloud made an unexpected shiver run through me—that feeling of someone walking across your grave. I wasn’t sure why. I’d had plenty of time to get familiar with the concept of death by now. Besides, I knew full well that my grave was empty. People could walk over it all they wanted; they could turn it into a running path for all I cared.

Still, I wasn’t sure I’d ever actually said it aloud before.

I shook it off. “That’s why I’m here. I need you to prove I’m alive.”

The lawyer nodded, casting one more skeptical glance at the computer. Unfortunately, I suspected the information on the screen wasn’t the part he was skeptical of. “And what proof do you have that Mallory Keyne is alive?”

“That I’m alive. Me. And it would be kind of hard for me to be sitting in front of you talking otherwise. Here, want to feel my pulse?” I held my hand out across the desk.

For a second, I thought I caught him rolling his eyes. To be fair, I kind of deserved that. “You know what I mean, Ms… Keyne.” I was sure I wasn’t imagining the brief hesitation before he said my last name.

I let my breath out hard. “I’ve got nothing,” I admitted. “That’s why I’m here. I need help.” Ciara kept telling me I needed to start asking for help when I needed it. She’d be proud of me when I told her, although I didn’t think this was the type of situation she had been talking about. She’d probably offer to buy me a coffee. And if this meeting went badly, I would need it, considering I had—I surreptitiously felt around in my pocket—a dollar and seventeen cents to my name.

“I see.” He typed something on his keyboard, one of those old ones that made a loud clack-clack-clack sound. “Have you ever been fingerprinted?”

“No.” For the first time, I wished my teenage rebellion had been more the “get arrested for spraying graffiti on the high school walls” kind and less the “listen to angsty music at top volume until someone bangs on the door and tells you to cut it out” kind.

“Dental records?”

I shook my head. “I checked. My dentist doesn’t keep patient files for longer than five years. They assumed I had moved away.” They had been very apologetic. It wasn’t their fault—this was probably the first time they had dealt with someone like me. Then again, most of their patients probably lived within city limits, so maybe not. Next time I ran into another Marked I would have to ask them who their dentist was. Right after I got done walking in the other direction. I didn’t like to mix my work life with my social life.

Actually, it was fairer to say I didn’t like to mix my life with anything resembling a social life.

The lawyer’s fingers clack-clack-clacked over his keyboard again. “Would a family member be able to—”

“No!”

His hands jumped off the keys, his eyes wide. Maybe I had been a little loud. I tried again. “Sorry. What I meant is, no, my family won’t be able to help.”

“Have you talked to your family at all since you…” He paused, as if he were trying to find a delicate way to phrase it.

He wasn’t going to find one. The English language wasn’t designed for this situation. I decided to help him out. “Since I was declared dead? No.”

“Not at all? In ten years?”

“It’s complicated.”

He sat back, hands poised over the keyboard as he waited for me to explain more. I didn’t. What was I supposed to say? I’ve actually only been alive for five of those years—I died inside city limits, so before that I was in the realm of Hades, or so I’ve been told. Besides, for a year after my resurrection I wasn’t allowed to set foot outside the temple, and they don’t exactly keep a working phone in there. And did I mention I’m pretty sure my parents wouldn’t be happy to see me alive?

The silence stretched between us until it pressed at the walls of the shoebox-sized office. Just so the chair wouldn’t give out under the weight of all that awkwardness, I added, “It wouldn’t exactly be a reunion full of hugs and kisses.”

“If you want to prove you really are Mallory Keyne,” said the lawyer, “that’s the first place to start. It’s where I would need to start, if you were to hire me.”

I shook my head. “I don’t want them involved.”

He dropped his hands from the keyboard. For a moment, he looked as if he might rest his head in his hands; he settled for straightening his tie. “You want to claim this identity, but don’t want your family involved. The family from whom you’ve supposedly spent ten years apart, letting them think you were dead while you were…” He let the sentence hang.

“Traveling.” Spending five years in the afterlife had to count, right? Even if I didn’t remember any of it. Forget backpacking through Europe; that was a whole other plane of existence.

“Traveling,” he echoed. “And somehow, after ten years, it has suddenly become urgent for you to return to the identity you walked away from. Without, of course, involving your family.”

Walked away. That was the weakest euphemism for getting shot in the head I’d ever heard. “Are you a lawyer or the police? I thought your job was to help your clients, not accuse them of lying.”

“I’m merely trying to understand what it is you’re asking me to do.”

“I told you what I’m asking.” That was probably the tone Ciara meant when she talked about how I drove people away. I took a breath. “Family is complicated. I’m sure you understand.”

His frown shifted from skeptical to disapproving. “No matter how I felt about my family, I can’t imagine a circumstance in which I would break their hearts by letting them spend a decade believing I was dead.”

“Then you need a better imagination.” I sighed. “Can we not get into my life story? Just tell me whether you can give me my life back.”

“I’m afraid your life story is precisely the issue here.” He pushed his chair back, matching my sigh. “You claim to belong to a wealthy family. You refuse to have contact with the very people who would be able to identify you. You haven’t given any details as to where you’ve been for the past ten years, or how a dead body with your face ended up in the city morgue. And frankly, if you’re thirty-four, you could make a million dollars selling your anti-aging secrets. You’re fooling yourself if you don’t expect anyone to question your motives.”

Now there was an idea. Go on Oprah and tout the secret to eternal life. Maybe get a book deal. Step one: die. Step two: impress the local death god with your… And that was where I stopped, because I didn’t want to think too hard about what Hades might have seen in me to make him choose me for this work.

“I don’t want any of their money,” I said. “And if you insist on talking to them, you can tell them that. All I need is a legal identity. Something that will let me work, and rent an apartment, and have a real bank account instead of storing money in my mattress.” Not that the last part would be an issue if I couldn’t do something about the first. Mr. Gibbs at the SmartMart had been fine with looking the other way and letting me work for cash, but now that he had sold the place, it had been three months since I’d had a solid source of income.

The lawyer raised his eyebrows. “And any identity will do?”

There he went with that police thing again. “No. I want mine back.” Whatever I had thought about my name and my family during my first life, that name belonged to me.

The lawyer rubbed his temples. He glanced at the clock. I could practically see him counting down the minutes until his secretary told him his next client was here so he’d have a reason to kick me out. “Tell me, Mallory”—I could hear the quotation marks around the name—“what was Senator Keyne’s position on last year’s tax reform bill?”

I blinked. “We’re talking politics now?”

“I would expect you to keep up with your mother’s career. Or, at the very least, to take notice when her name is on the news. So tell me, what was her position?”

“Isn’t it your job to prove I’m telling the truth, and not to try to get me to say I’m lying?”

His fingers moved up to his temples again. “Please just answer the question.”

I didn’t want to antagonize him. I just wanted him to work for me. I took my best guess. “She was against it.”

From the utter lack of surprise on his face, I knew I had gotten it wrong.

“I don’t follow the news, okay?” That wasn’t exactly true. It was more that I changed the channel or hit the back button whenever I saw my mother’s name mentioned. Despite everything, it wasn’t as if I never missed her. I didn’t need any extra reminders of what I had lost. “Ask me something else.”

“All right.” He clack-clack-clacked on his keyboard some more. After a moment, he looked up from the screen. “This should do. Tell me the name of your sister Laurel’s youngest child.”

“That’s easy. Jack.” In spite of my mood, I felt the corners of my mouth turn up as I said his name. Normally I could only tolerate kids in short doses, but Laurie’s were an exception. Jack’s toddler waddle and broken English had never failed to get a smile out of me.

Jack would be, what, twelve years old by now? Practically a teenager. My mental image of the chubby toddler faded, along with my smile.

The lawyer shook his head. “Her daughter Elsie was born three years ago.”

Three years. Already older than my memory-version of Jack. I closed my eyes for a moment, trying to regain my composure. Surely he had seen the way the news had affected me. If nothing else, at least he would be convinced now.

But when I opened my eyes, he was already standing up.

“I told you.” My voice was rough. I swallowed. “I haven’t kept up with my family.”

“I can believe not wanting to keep in touch. But not bothering to find out whether you have a new niece or nephew… you have to admit that strains credulity. A simple check on social media would have told you that.”

But I hadn’t looked at any of their profiles. Not once. I hadn’t wanted the temptation. It needed to be a clean break, or else I knew I wouldn’t be able to stop. At first I’d only be looking at pictures online, but soon enough it would lead to driving by their house just to see their faces, and then accidentally-on-purpose bumping into one of them somewhere, secretly hoping they’d recognize me. I’d had that fantasy often enough, after all. And once I saw them, sooner or later the truth would come out, and my suspicions about why I had died would be confirmed, and I would no longer be able to fool myself into thinking that maybe, just maybe, I was wrong.

And that wasn’t even getting into how difficult it would be to try to explain away the body they’d buried.

“I’m sorry,” said the lawyer. “But there’s nothing I can do to help you.”

“Please.” The word escaped my mouth before I knew what I was saying. Ciara would be so proud. “I lost my job. I can’t get a new one without a social security number, and right now mine says I’m dead. My roommate is going to kick me out if I go another month without paying my share of the rent. I came here because I don’t know what else to do.”

The lawyer let out another, louder, sigh. “I won’t lie—I don’t see this ending well for you. But if you insist on pursuing this, I’ll do what I can. I’ll need payment up front for the first five hours, and everything after that is due weekly.” He quoted a number that I maybe could have managed if I still had my job at the convenience store. And gave up eating. And told Kimmy I’d start paying rent again sometime next century.

“Your website says I don’t have to pay anything until you’ve gotten me what I need.” That was the entire reason I had come here and not someplace that had luxuries like trustworthy chairs.

“And if I thought I had any chance of seeing that money, that would be true. But you and I both know I’m not going to find any proof that you are who you claim to be. You’re not going to get your hands on the Keyne money, and without that money, you couldn’t afford a Legal Advice for Dummies book, let alone my fee. To be blunt, you’re a waste of my time. You’ve taken up enough of it already, and if you intend to ask me to use any more on this ill-advised scheme of yours, I’d like to be paid for the privilege.”

“There has to be some way to prove—” My voice cut off as something brushed against my ankle. I looked down. A snake, jet-black with emerald eyes, had coiled itself around my shoe and was beginning to travel up my leg.

I suppressed a full-body shudder. Five years, and I still hadn’t gotten used to this.

The lawyer jumped on my silence to say something else, punctuated by a sharp shake of his head. I wasn’t listening anymore. All my senses were focused on the snake as it continued its ascent. It twined in a circle around my leg, then wrapped itself like a belt around my waist before stretching out to meet my hand.

The lawyer was still talking. I didn’t bother trying to respond. No matter how long I sat in this chair, I wasn’t going to convince him—and it looked like I had somewhere else to be.

I grimaced at the feeling of scales on skin as the snake traveled up my arm to wrap around my neck. It stretched its head up, its tongue flicking into my ear. “Temple,” it whispered, its voice dry and sibilant.

I didn’t bother asking for more information. Messengers of the gods aren’t known for their smarts. They’re not really independent entities like humans or even elementals—they’re more like artificial intelligences. And we’re not talking Skynet here, we’re talking the thing that makes your phone show you ads for restaurants you can’t afford all day because you happened to walk past a French restaurant on your way to the taco truck. Assuming, of course, that you have a way to pay for a decent phone and aren’t using a flip phone that dates back to before you died, one your roommate pays for in exchange for you doing all the household chores from now until eternity.

The lawyer’s voice had stopped. I looked up to see him staring at the snake, his mouth hanging open, his eyes round. Soundlessly, he pointed at my neck.

Quicker than any natural snake could have, the messenger uncoiled itself from my neck, raced down the inside of my shirt—I couldn’t suppress my shudder that time—and disappeared through a crack in the floor.

The lawyer lowered his hand. “Was that… I could have sworn I saw…”

“Saw what?” I made my expression as blandly perplexed as possible.

He shook his head. “Never mind.” He strode to the door and yanked it open harder than necessary. “It’s time for you to leave, Ms… whoever you are. I’m afraid I have another appointment.”

I peered out at the waiting room. It was empty. The secretary had her phone out and was playing some kind of game that involved monkeys and balloons.

“Keyne,” I said as I stood. At least the chair hadn’t dumped me onto the carpet. That was the best thing I could say for this meeting.

“Excuse me?”

“My name. It’s Mallory Keyne.” I knew I should just drop it, but if this ass wasn’t going to help me get anything else back from my old life, the least he could do was use my name.

“Please leave, ma’am.” He still wouldn’t say it. Pointedly, he opened the door a few inches wider.

On my way out, I spotted the small cross at his neck. “Your god went crazy before this city was so much as a gleam in a Dutchman’s eye,” I called over my shoulder. “Just so you know.”

Ciara would probably have lectured me for that one. Right now, I didn’t really care.

I counted the blocks to the temple, and eyed the subway station at the end of the street. I counted the change in my pocket. With a sigh, I started walking.


Chapter 2

 

It took me almost an hour to get to the graveyard.

Most people, I suspected, didn’t even know this graveyard existed. Tucked between a long-abandoned row of buildings and a park that looked like the kind of place you would warn your kids not to go at night, it was the embodiment of everyone’s most cliched Halloween nightmares. A long time ago, this part of town must have been in vogue for people with money, because half the gravestones were elaborate edifices with fancy statues rising up between them, all drawing the eye toward the pink marble mausoleum in the center. Now one statue of an angel loomed over the graves minus one of its wings, while another statue’s head lay at its own feet. Weeds had grown up around the mausoleum—not artfully-placed ivy crawling up the walls just so, but snarly thorn bushes and those obnoxious scrawny trees that seemed to grow from seedling to taller than a person’s head overnight. The gravestones near the edges were made of cheap stone that had already begun to crumble. From the look of it, nobody had maintained any of these graves since before I was born—a suspicion made stronger by the fact that in the five years since my resurrection, I had never seen a single other person in this graveyard. At least not above ground.

I picked my way through the weeds and pushed open the door to the mausoleum. It creaked like a bad movie sound effect. Every time I walked in here, I half-expected spooky music to start up and a zombie or skeleton to jump at me out of nowhere, even though I knew perfectly well that the only god who used skeletons for messengers didn’t have any territory on this continent and the only person here who had risen from the grave was me. Just like always, the only thing that attacked me was a cloud of dust stirred up by the door. I coughed as I made my way to the center of the room.

The first time I had come here, the small raised table had held a handful of desiccated flower stems that had crumbled into dust as soon as my hand brushed them. The next time, I brought flowers of my own, a bouquet of lilies bigger than my head. It had hurt to fork over the money I needed for dinner that week, not to mention fielding the florist’s knowing questions about the guy I was seeing. And the bouquet had looked absurd on the too-small table, bringing to mind the image of Jack clomping around Laurie’s house in his father’s shoes. But I wasn’t sorry I had done it. If these people had to spend their eternity in a place like this, they at least shouldn’t have to be forgotten. I knew what it was like to be dead—or at least, to know I had been dead. I still hadn’t been to my grave, mostly because I was afraid I would find it covered with weeds and long-dead flowers. If I had been forgotten, I didn’t want to know.

I never bought a bouquet that elaborate again, but I always tried to bring a few flowers, even if they were just dandelions I had picked out of the sidewalk. It had slipped my mind this time—I’d spent half the walk coming up with the perfect arguments that would have convinced that lawyer to help me if I had only thought of them in time, and the other half trying to figure out how I would come up with enough money to cover the past three months’ rent. I looked down at the table. The daisies I had left last week had already withered to nothing. With a sigh, I dug in my pocket and pulled out a dime. I placed it carefully next to the daisies. It wasn’t very cheerful, but it was something, and the loss of an extra ten cents wasn’t going to make any impact on my finances. When your money situation can only be described as “yikes,” there really isn’t any further down you can go.

Speaking of down…

I knelt in front of the table and felt underneath it. I pressed my palm down on the loose tile that wobbled under my fingers.

Behind me, stone rumbled against stone. I turned in time to watch the floor open up. Marble tiles slid aside to reveal a spiral staircase leading into darkness.

I followed the staircase down. And down. And down. I had long ago stopped trying to estimate just how far it went. All I knew was that it always felt like I was going to reach the center of the earth before I got where I was going.

On these stairs, I always felt kind of like one of the messenger snakes. Circling, coiling, spiraling down to my destination. Maybe that was the intent. The stairs were carved from a simple stone, worn smooth by countless footsteps. A light followed me as I walked, illuminating only the few feet immediately in front of me with a flickering glow that could easily be mistaken for firelight. I knew that if I tried to find the source of the light, I would come away with nothing but a headache. The light was just… there. Another trick of the Guardians.

Sometimes they made me even more uneasy than the snakes did. At least a messenger was fairly straightforward, no matter what form it took. The Guardians, though… priests by another name, they drew on power bigger and more alien than anything I could ever hope to understand. I had caught a glimpse of Hades once, at the end of my training. Or maybe that was the wrong word, since I hadn’t seen anything, only felt something like a cross between the air before a storm and a camera that could look straight into my soul—except that neither of those things would have made me want to crawl under the nearest table and start screaming at the top of my lungs. When the power had withdrawn, and the High Priest had nodded and pronounced me acceptable, I had collapsed to the temple floor, trembling so hard I couldn’t stand. I never wanted to feel anything like that again as long as I lived.

And the Guardians reached out to touch that power on a daily basis. On purpose.

The staircase ended, bringing me out of my thoughts. The light flickered out, but I didn’t need it anymore. The lines of cold fire that crisscrossed the stone walls were illumination enough. They sent my shadow dancing out in all directions as I stepped into the temple.

The lawyer’s shabby office could have fit in here twenty times over. A band could have held a concert down here, with enough room for a decent crowd, assuming they didn’t mind the whole underworld-god ambiance. Intricate carvings filled every corner of the walls the fire didn’t touch, some depicting detailed scenes, others showing snakes that curled through and around arcane symbols as moon-eyed, long-winged owls flew overhead. In the center, a few Guardians stood before the stone altar, heads bowed, while others traversed the room in patterns as complex as the carvings, eyes closed as they whispered their prayers or incantations.

On the far side of the room, a statue of Hades towered above me. Once, I had marveled at the statue, and how the fingers alone were bigger than my head. Ever since the experience I’d had at the end of my training, I had avoided looking at it directly; even so, it still felt like the statue’s eyes followed me everywhere I went. To either side of the stone god’s legs, small doorways led into the rest of the temple—the training rooms, the Guardians’ dormitories, and so on.

The raw power that flowed through the room made the hairs on my arms stand on end. I scanned the room for Colin; the quicker I found him, the quicker I could get my assignment and get out, leaving the worship and mysticism to the people who liked that kind of thing. But I didn’t see any sign of him. Where was he? He had known I was coming.

I started for the doorway that led to the rooms reserved for the Marked, but before I had taken two steps, somebody tapped me on the shoulder. I jumped; I couldn’t help it. As much as this place was supposed to be my home, it still gave me the creeps. Something about the way the air felt thicker down here than it did up in the mortal world, or how all the Guardians seemed to move together in some complex dance. Up there, I still felt like my own person, at least when I wasn’t on an assignment. The temple was a constant reminder that no part of my afterlife was my own, that I had been swallowed by something much bigger than myself and it had no intention of letting me go. My every action was a part of that same complex dance, whether I liked it or not. There were times when that thought was comforting, but never while I was down here.

Even the Guardian facing me seemed to be swaying along with the dance as she shifted slightly from foot to foot. She looked up at me from behind a tangle of lank blonde curls. Her eyes, although only half visible, seemed to see through me just like the statue’s eyes did; the uneven light of the temple gave her skin an otherworldly glow.

“Are you… Mal?” Despite her lack of accent, something about her voice made me wonder if English wasn’t her first language. Or maybe it was just that she belonged so completely to the temple that something as mundane as spoken words sat wrong on her.

At least someone was willing to call me by my name. “That’s me. Where’s Colin?”

“I was told to give you your assignment.”

I did a classic double-take. For the most part, the Guardians and the Marked kept to themselves. We each got our instructions from Hades—well, mostly I got mine from Colin, unless it was something simple enough for a messenger to pass on, and I didn’t envy him having to speak with the god directly—and we did what needed to be done in the mortal world while the Guardians did whatever it was they did down here. We needed each other from time to time—we Marked approached them when we needed their firepower, although I tried to make that as rare an occurrence as possible, and they came to us when they needed protection—but Guardians didn’t give out assignments to the Marked. They just… didn’t. So did that mean I had been wrong about this woman’s place in the temple?

But if this ethereal mouse was Marked, she was either very new, or the god had made a choice I didn’t understand.

“And you are…?” I prompted.

She startled at the direct question. “L-Lissa.” She twisted her hands together. I sincerely hoped she wasn’t Marked. The mortal world—or our part of it, anyway—would eat her alive. “Guardian of Hades.”

Good. At least I didn’t have to imagine what would happen to her the first time she went out on a mission. But that still left me with the question of why a Guardian had approached me in the first place. “Where’s Colin?”

“I don’t know who that is.”

“One of the senior Marked. He’s the one who should be giving me my next mission.”

She ducked her head. “I don’t talk to the Marked.”

“Then why are you talking to me?”

Her gaze darted up to my face, then skittered away. “I was told to give you your assignment.”

Was I making her nervous? I looked down at myself. Jeans that had seen better days. A t-shirt with a chaotic pattern of vines and crows. Sneakers so long overdue for replacement that the soles threatened to separate every time I walked. You could say many things about my style or lack thereof, but one thing you couldn’t call me was intimidating. My goal was to look like the least threatening person on the street, except for the occasional little old lady, and I had thought I was succeeding. If I could scare someone who touched unfathomable divinity on a daily basis, clearly something needed recalibrating.

“Hey.” I tried to make my voice gentle. “It’s okay. I don’t bite.”

“I don’t talk to the Marked,” she repeated.

“We’re not that scary, you know.”

She blinked at me, not answering.

I abandoned the topic. “You said you had an assignment for me.”

She nodded.

Everyone in the temple has their own job to do. The Guardians spend their days worshipping Hades, strengthening his anchor to the city while also getting whatever kind of personal fulfillment they find from it. I don’t understand it, but to each their own. When necessary, they can also channel the energy of the god directly to influence the mortal world. The civilians call it magic. I call it disconcerting.

People like me have a different purpose. The gods can’t interact with the physical world themselves, at least not without major consequences. Earthquake, tsunami, rain of blood… that kind of thing. It would be like using a rocket launcher to hammer a nail. The gods need more precise tools, and that’s why they have us. Our exact role depends on our individual strengths—what our senior sees in us, what the god sees in us, and the gift we receive along with our Mark. My job is to stop Hades’s problems before they get any worse. Let’s say one of Hades’s spies in a rival god’s temple is killed, or someone starts hunting down and murdering his followers to loosen his hold on the city—Freya had gotten that idea last year, and the city was still recovering. My job was to investigate, find the humans responsible, and give them a one-way ticket to Hades’s realm.

In other words, if the temple needs me, it’s because something has already gone wrong.

I can’t stop the problems at the source. Hades’s enemies will always keep scheming against him. There would only be only two ways to stop that, as far as I could tell. Kill them—and not even the gods themselves have figured out how to kill one another yet—or persuade them to switch allegiances. And politics, thankfully, isn’t my job. But taking out Freya’s Marked last year, for example, didn’t just save the lives of her would-be future victims. It told Freya that someone knew who was working against Hades, and how, and that it wasn’t going to work. And doing it quietly ensured that while Freya might be certain that Hades was responsible, she didn’t have enough proof to make an open accusation, let alone move from plotting to all-out war.

Not that any of the gods would go to war over the death of a single Marked. We know our place in the scheme of things. We’re tools, and tools are replaceable.

“What fire do I have to put out now?” I asked. “Is Ishtar finally making a play?”

“We don’t know,” Lissa told the floor. “We don’t know who’s responsible.”

“So what do you know?”

“Hades’s Marked are dying. Someone is killing them. We’ve lost at least five in the past week. Maybe more.”

I closed my eyes. I didn’t know many of us there were—we didn’t exactly go out to a bar together after work. But five had to put a major dent in the temple’s operations. Hades was weakened now, and that wouldn’t change until he started emptying more graves—and even then, Marked training took time.

And just because we didn’t hang out at the proverbial water cooler didn’t mean we never saw each other’s faces, or learned each other’s names. Had I known any of the victims? Probably. I decided not to ask for their names. No point in grieving someone who shouldn’t have been alive in the first place, right?

“A week?” I asked instead. “Why didn’t you call me in before now? I could have gotten a trace from one of them.”

Lissa cringed back. My voice must have been louder than I thought. I realized I was picturing all the Marked I knew, wondering which of them it had been. I told myself to cut it out.

“The Marked didn’t know. No one, um, no one found the… the bodies until today.” She looked queasy at having to talk about bodies. Irritably, I wondered what had made her decide to devote her life to worshipping a death god, if talking about death unsettled her that much.

“And by that time they would have been useless to me,” I finished.

She looked at me uncomprehendingly.

“To get a trace, I need to be there within a couple of hours of death. The sooner the better.”

“A trace?”

“It’s not important.” I let the thread drop. Something else was bothering me about what she had said. “You said the Marked didn’t know until now. But didn’t Hades tell you directly? Isn’t that why you’re here talking to me?” Hades didn’t usually operate that way, but it had been known to happen. It was the best explanation I could think of for why I was talking to a Guardian.

She shook her head. “They were blocked somehow. Hades couldn’t see the deaths.”

I wasn’t sure how close an eye Hades kept on his Marked. But I did know that if a god of death hadn’t been able to see the deaths of five people who served him, something was very wrong.

“So why are you here talking to me?” I pressed. Something was pressing at the corners of my awareness, something hot and sick and putrid, something that made the skin around my eyes prickle. Something I desperately didn’t want to see.

“One of the bodies was… newer than the others.” Her face turned a deeper shade of green. “The other Marked said to talk to you. He said you could get a… a trace, you said? That.”

“Who?” I clasped my hands together to keep myself from gripping her shoulders and shaking an answer out of her. “Who told you to talk to me?”

“I don’t know. I don’t talk to the Marked.”

I took a long, slow breath. I forced myself to keep my voice low and gentle. “What did he look like?”

“I don’t remember. Big? Blond hair?”

Not Colin, then. The thing I didn’t want to name forced its way closer. “Take me to the body.”

The Guardian moved gracefully through the temple, darting between her fellow Guardians as if she knew where they were going to be without looking. I followed, bumping into two Guardians and spilling a bowl of water onto the floor. Someone yelled after me in outrage. I didn’t listen. I kept going.

Why couldn’t this Guardian walk any faster?

She led me to the room at the end of the hall. I had visited this room many times. It was where the bodies of Hades’s servants, Marked and Guardian alike, waited in preparation to be returned to the earth. It was where I had found and followed many a death trace. It was a place of endings and beginnings—another death, the start of another mission. The eternal cycle.

I walked into the room. The knowledge that had been pressing at me exploded behind my eyes.

When I had woken up in the center of the temple, screaming and shielding my head as if I could stop the fatal bullet with my bare hands, Colin’s was the first face I had seen. When I had broken down crying in one of the training rooms, babbling about how I didn’t want to kill anyone, I didn’t want to serve any gods, I just wanted to live my life in peace the way I would have if my murderer hadn’t taken that chance from me, Colin’s arms had wrapped around me tightly, not letting go until I calmed down and stood up and got back to work. He had been there when Hades had looked into my soul. He had been there after my first mission, when I had returned to the temple pale and shaking.

And he was here now, lying pale and still at the center of the room.


Chapter 3

 

I didn’t scream. I didn’t cry. I didn’t pick up that damn statue, a miniature version of the one in the main room, and hurl it against the wall.

I took a breath. And another.

I was a tool. And a tool that stands around crying and destroying property is of no use to anyone. I had a job to do, and I would do it.

Somebody was going to pay for this.

I felt like I was swimming through mud as I took the few steps to Colin—to the body. I pinched my wrist to snap myself out of it. I had seen death before. I had lived death before. The fact that it was somebody I knew—somebody I cared about—shouldn’t matter.

I closed my eyes. I could already feel the death trace, even before I tried to call it up. He had probably done everything he could to make it as strong as possible for me. He knew how my gift worked, knew all the things that made the trace last longer and stretch farther—shock, strong emotion, resistance to the prospect of death. He had known I would come.

I wouldn’t let him down.

I opened my eyes. I could see it hovering around and above him, like a wisp of smoke that trailed out the door and back down the hallway. Despite the strength I could feel in the trace, it was faint here, because he had been dead already by the time he had come down the temple stairs. It would be stronger once I reached the place where he was killed.

As long as I didn’t waste any time.

Without bothering to say goodbye to the Guardian, I followed the smoke out of the room.

We’re not called “Marked” because somebody thought it sounded good. When a god chooses someone to be their hand in the mortal world, whether by raising them from the dead the way Hades does it or by some other means—I’ve heard Zeus hits his with a bolt of lightning, which sounds unnecessarily flashy and not at all pleasant—their spirit gets an infusion of the god’s own power. It’s soul-deep, and it’s permanent—this isn’t the kind of thing where you can change your mind later and decide to walk away if it doesn’t work out. That’s how our gods activate our latent potential, making us as effective as we can be for their purposes by giving us the strength of a bodybuilder, the speed of an Olympic runner, the endurance of a college student hopped up on two full pots of coffee. Those abilities aren’t supernatural; being Marked just pushes us to the top end of natural, or at least that’s how Colin explained it to me. But it goes beyond that. That Mark, the piece of the god’s power that gets grafted onto the lucky chosen one’s soul, leaves each of us with a gift. We can’t choose what we end up with. Even our god can’t choose. It all depends on how their power interacts with each individual human’s spirit.

The death traces are mine.

I followed the trace out of the graveyard and down the darkening street. Between a long-shuttered shoe store and the hollowed-out husk of a cafe, a would-be mugger started to step out in front of me, the silver glint of a gun visible in his hand. I wrenched the weapon from him without breaking my stride. “I don’t have time for you,” I snarled. He didn’t follow. I dropped the gun down the nearest drain and kept going.

It was getting weaker. I could feel it. The trace had to be a few hours old by now. Once I got to the place where he had been killed, it would be easier to follow—but that assumed I would get there before I lost the scent entirely. Already the smoke had faded to a wisp of fog hovering in the air, visible only because I knew what to look for. I thought about how long it had taken me to get here from the lawyer’s office. If Colin had died that far from here, the trace would be gone by the time I managed to find the spot.

I started running.

I left the abandoned stores and broken streetlamps behind, crossing into a busier part of town where workers walked home from their offices and families headed out to swarm the nearby restaurants. I couldn’t afford to let a crowd slow me down. I shoved my way through the sidewalks, leaving a trail of angry shouts behind me. A woman’s briefcase tumbled to the ground and broke open as I shoved past; a man didn’t move aside quickly enough and ended up sprawled on the concrete. If I’d had time, I would have apologized and helped him up. I didn’t have time.

Ahead of me, the trace grew dimmer, fading away to nothing under the glow of the streetlamps.

And then it was gone.

I would have screamed if I thought it would do any good. I hadn’t been fast enough. Colin was depending on me, and I hadn’t been fast enough. I had—

There.

In the space between one heartbeat and the next, I caught it again, a curl of white against the sky. It trailed across the road, and I crossed after it, even though there wasn’t a crosswalk anywhere in sight. Behind me, a chorus of horns honked; someone rolled down their window to give me a language lesson involving many colorful anatomical terms. A couple of them were new to me; I put them to immediate use, muttering under my breath as I raced after the quickly-disappearing wisps of Colin’s death.

I knew this street. But I couldn’t afford to stop and think about how. Not until the trace turned from a faint trail of smoke into a dense white ball, still glimmering with a hint of unnatural light. This was it. I stopped, hands on my thighs, panting in exhaustion and relief. This was the place where Colin had died.

Now I knew why I recognized the street. We were standing in front of The Happy Pig. This was the restaurant where he had taken me on my first post-death excursion out of the temple. The window still displayed the same cartoon drawing of a pig chowing down on a burger bigger than he was. Truth in advertising—The Happy Pig served the best and biggest burgers in the city. There was probably a day’s worth of calories in each one, not to mention a lifetime allowance of grease, but as Colin liked to put it, after you’ve already died once, do you really need to worry about your cholesterol? We still tried to meet up there for dinner every couple of weeks. In fact, we’d had plans for next Friday. I swallowed a fresh wave of grief. I could think about him later. Just because the trace would be easier to follow now didn’t mean it wasn’t still weakening with every second I wasted standing here.

As I followed the trail of smoke, I thought about what it meant that he had died there. If he had been planning on going in for a meal, he must not have been in the middle of an urgent mission. That made it less likely that the trace would lead me somewhere useful. All it would show me was where he had gone in the hour or so before his death—maybe less, because of all the time that had already passed. And if he hadn’t been doing something related to the missing Marked, this whole exercise could leave me with nothing.

But I still had to try, because it was all I had.

Or almost all I had. The location had left me with another clue. There had been no police, no crime scene tape, no indication that anyone had died in front of that restaurant. Normally I would have suspected that another Marked, belonging either to Hades or one of his allies, had moved the body before any civilians could get involved. But whatever was going on here, the Guardian had made it clear that the temple was several steps behind.

Then there was the fact that all the bodies had been found together. And the way the trace had moved in a straightforward path, without any detours toward places where someone might have wanted to hide a body.

Whoever had killed him had moved the body before the civilians even had a chance to notice anything was wrong. Then they had taken it and all the other bodies they had kept stored away, and dumped them close enough to the temple to be found. That told me two things. One: they knew where the temple was, or at least had a vague idea of its location. And two: they were done hiding. They wanted us to know what they were doing.

When one god starts working openly against another, it generally means one of two things. Either they’re new to this game—and no one that inexperienced would be able to hide a handful of deaths from a death god—or war is coming.

I hadn’t been around for the wars between the gods—the real wars, not this dance of backstabbing and subterfuge that everyone likes to pretend is somehow more civil. But I had heard the stories.

It used to be that any given pantheon of gods didn’t particularly care about the others. The Greek gods were chilling on Mount Olympus while the Egyptian gods were doing their own thing, and so on. You never heard about Bastet venturing out of Egypt to deliver a divine paw swipe to Odin. They each had their own band of worshippers, and they were content. The worst that happened was a little infighting, and while that could get vicious, it usually didn’t affect anyone but the gods themselves.

Then the world started changing. Humans crossed into new territories and brought their gods with them, or abandoned their old gods for the ones who belonged to their new home. Conquerors drove people from their lands and moved their own gods in. Certain gods started taking over vast swaths of territory, albeit at considerable cost to themselves. At first, the gods took the long view. The mortals could do whatever they wanted; the gods would endure. They always did. But over the centuries, they saw their power waning more and more, until they woke up to the fact that the world was only going to get worse for them.

So they changed the rules of the game.

No one is sure which gods made the first move. Maybe the old Celtic gods crossed the ocean to America, where so many of their people had gone. Maybe Zeus led the Olympians on a crusade to get their old territory back. It doesn’t matter, because before long, everyone was involved. But it wasn’t as simple as reclaiming territory, or winning over the descendants of their old worshippers. People whose ancestors had made offerings to Zeus had long ago intermarried with descendants of Ishtar’s followers, and they were living next door to somebody who, in a simpler world, would have been lighting candles to Brigid. Every human and every bit of land that one god laid claim to could easily have belonged to at least two others—and they were all determined to win.

I’m not sure who would have won eventually. But it doesn’t matter, because the game changed again when Hera and Loki made a deal. In exchange for a piece of the territory the Norse gods intended to conquer, Hera betrayed Zeus and the rest of his pantheon, leading them into a battle they couldn’t win only to withdraw her portion of their forces at the last minute.

It worked. It also made the gods realize they didn’t have to play by the old rules anymore. One pantheon had worked with another, one pantheon had turned on itself, and the world had kept on spinning. Maybe just as some of Zeus’s human followers had gone across the sea to America while others could be found on the beaches in Spain or in the frozen corners of Siberia, his divine subjects were no longer tied to him or to each other. Maybe Thor no longer had to be content with living in his father’s shadow, and could instead step out on his own, making deals and promises until he was strong enough to take on his former companions.

And with that, the old alliances were dead.

No one quite knows anymore who is loyal to whom, and even if they did, it would be likely to change tomorrow anyway. These days, most of the northeastern United States is claimed by Zeus, Ganesh, Freya, Ra, and a few other allies who shifted loyalties recently after a coup in Boston. The one holdout is New York City, which Hades and Persephone have managed to hold onto together. They have few allies among the more powerful gods; their strategy has always been to take in minor deities who have nowhere else to go. Sometimes those gods develop a genuine loyalty to Hades; more often they see this city as a stepping-stone to greater power. Either way, their presence has given Hades and Persephone enough extra power to hold on to the city. For now.

When the old pantheons broke up, the gods quickly learned the power of secrecy and subtlety. The conflict moved from the divine realms to the physical, and turned from open war to a game of rivalries and betrayals and favors owed. They no longer attack each other directly, fighting pointless battles in which the other side could be weakened but never killed. Now they work through us. Most humans don’t even know any of this is happening, although the old gods have been steadily gaining new worshippers in whatever territories they manage to claim. But wherever you live, chances are at least three gods are fighting over it right now, and two of them probably used to be allies at some point.

You might be wondering why I would ever choose to be part of that. Part of it is the Mark—like I said, it isn’t something you can walk away from. But when I first woke up in the temple, before Hades did anything irrevocable, I was given a choice. I could serve Hades, or I could go back to being dead. Supposedly I would get a real afterlife, one where I could walk and talk and eat cake and do more than lying silent and unaware in my grave—one benefit of dying inside territory owned by a death god. But whatever afterlife Hades had plucked me from, I didn’t remember any of it. I had been twenty-four when I died, with the promise of a long life stretching out before me. I woke hungry for every bit of it that had been stolen from me—every cup of coffee, every evening run, every paper cut and mosquito bite and night spent crying with heartbreak.

But that wasn’t why I chose this. Not really.

Even before the rules changed, different gods had different attitudes toward humanity. Not everyone had our best interests at heart. But afterward… not every god reacted well to losing their old worshippers and their old territory. Some want to protect and guide humanity the way they used to. Others want to ease their own loneliness, or conquer the world by helping their followers gain power and influence, or even get the ego trip that comes with having people build temples to you and sacrifice various animals in your name. Some, though… they still resent their people for turning away from them. They want to punish us for what we did. 

Zeus? Yeah. He’s one of those.

Hades sounds like he would be one of the scarier ones. Death isn’t something any of us like to think about too hard, let alone worship—with the exception of the Guardians back at the temple, and I’ve never understood them. But as it turns out, all he wants is to preserve the natural cycle of human life, and that includes death, whether we like it or not. We’re born, we die, and our children have children of our own while our bones feed the flowers our descendants place on our graves. It’s kind of beautiful, when you think about it.

But what’s more important is that if Hades didn’t hold the city, it would belong to Zeus already, and he wouldn’t be nearly as kind to us as Hades has been. Either that or Ishtar and the rest of her faction would have succeeded in taking the city after their years of scheming, and no one knows what it is they want.

Hades and Persephone had managed to hold the city together for twenty years already, an eternity in the wars between the gods. But now someone was trying to take it away—not only that, but flaunting their intentions openly. They could stand against a clandestine attack; I would help see to that. But they didn’t have the strength for open conflict, and all of us in the temple knew it.

I tried not to think too hard about what the consequences of open war might be—for me and for the city—as I followed the trace through the streets.

The trace led me down one cross street, then another. Here Colin had stepped briefly inside a coffee shop; here he had paused to look at a jacket in a store window. None of it was telling me anything, and the trace was running out. Already it looked almost as weak as it had before I had found the place where he had died.

It had dwindled down to almost nothing—a puff of breath in cold air, the last thread of smoke from a cigarette—when it led me to the door of an apartment building.

I tried the door. Locked—of course it was. And it wasn’t as if I could get anyone to buzz me in. But luck was with me, for once—as I stood shifting from foot to foot, watching the trace grow fainter before my eyes, a woman pushed her way out of the building, holding her phone to her ear as she said something urgent and irritated about sales projections. Preoccupied with her conversation, she didn’t even notice as I slipped inside before the door closed.

The foyer didn’t tell me anything. Nothing shabby, nothing opulent. Just industrial gray carpeting and an elevator that led up. I didn’t bother with the elevator; from the look of it, the trace had a couple of minutes left at best. Instead, I raced up the stairs, using every bit of my Marked speed.

I met up with the trace again on the third floor. It was almost down to nothing now; I couldn’t even be sure it was the death trace I was looking at, and not a few stray motes of dust shining in the hallway light. I followed it anyway. All I needed was an apartment door—that was what I told myself. If I had a door, I had a clue. If not, all I had was a hallway in an unremarkable building.

The trace—if it really was the trace at this point, but I couldn’t let myself believe I had lost it already—led me all the way down to the hallway, to the door of apartment 3B… and blew away with my next breath.

But I had a door, and that was all I needed.

I put my ear to the door, listening for voices or footsteps or any potential sign that somebody was inside. Nothing. I waited a few minutes to be sure, but the apartment remained silent. I pulled the hair pin from the waistband of my jeans and got to work picking the lock. It took less time than it should have. I didn’t even have to cut the deadbolt, because there wasn’t one. People really should know better. Not that I was complaining.

Now I just had to hope that the fact that Colin had been here before he died meant something. For all I knew, he had taken the day off from Marked business, and this place belonged to his latest conquest. But I couldn’t think too hard about that possibility, because that would mean I had nothing.

I stepped inside.

The first impression I got from the apartment was clutter. Books stood in wobbly stacks all across the living room floor; notebooks lay open on every counter with chaotic doodles scrawled across their pages alongside coffee stains; the sink was piled high with dirty dishes. But when I looked closer, I didn’t see chaos so much as I saw someone’s attempts to catalog their racing thoughts, as if I had stepped inside somebody’s head before they’d had a chance to clean up the place for visitors. One stack of books was alphabetical by author, another stacked by size, while another seemed to be made up only of books with runes on the covers. Half the doodles were actually unreadable handwriting, the words overlapping in the writer’s haste to get everything down, while the other half were intricate diagrams that looked like an attempt to either summon a demon or design NASA’s next rocket. The dirty dishes… I couldn’t explain those. But who would have the time to do dishes in between all this reading and drawing, even considering the truly impressive number of coffee mugs scattered around the room? Hell, who would have time to sleep?

I slipped on a pair of gloves before I started poking through Colin’s things. A razor in the bathroom, a freezer full of microwave meals. Suits in the closet, boxers in the dresser. Nothing that looked like it belonged to a woman. Granted, Colin had never actually said he didn’t date men, but with the amount of girlfriends he went through in any given year, he would have needed time travel or a body double to squeeze in any more dates. So either he had seriously switched up his tastes recently…

Or it was looking more and more likely that this place had something to do with his death.

I made a slow turn around the room. In my experience, people rarely keep their skeletons in the closet. Or under the mattress, or a locked safe, or wherever else you might think to look first if you wanted to know someone’s secrets. If someone wants to hide something, chances are it will stay hidden, at least from someone snooping through their apartment without anything else to go on besides “something here may not be what it seems.”

If you really want to learn about somebody, the trick is to find the things they don’t know they should be hiding.

I started with the mail on his counter. Junk mail, junk mail, electric bill, junk mail, all addressed to a Sebastian Reid. So I had a name, at least. Pinned to the fridge, next to the shopping list (hot dogs, instant coffee, and—ugh—anchovies), was a flyer about a “Corporate Fun Day” put on by someplace called Holden Aeronautics. Now I had a name and where he worked, although neither of those things told me anything about him.

For that I went to the books.

As soon as I started reading the spines, I knew my instincts had been correct. This was the place to find the truth about this Sebastian person. Myth and Ritual Through the Ages. The Sleeping Serpent: Traditions of Inner Power. On Human Potential. A quick flip through a few of the books confirmed what the titles had told me—these were all books on magic. And despite a long tradition of storytelling that says otherwise, the only people who can use what could be considered “magic” are Guardians. To act against the laws of the physical world, you need a massive amount of energy, the kind that can only come from a god. On the flip side, almost all Guardians, no matter which god they serve, are taught how to channel their god’s power in that way. Actually seeing Sebastian use magic would tell me a lot about the god he served; unless they’re doing something very simple, like that creepy floating light on the temple stairs, Guardians are pretty much limited to their god’s area of influence. With enough inner strength and a deep enough connection to their god, a Guardian of Hades would be able to animate an army of skeletons—but that same Guardian could never convince so much as a single blade of grass to grow, at least not through supernatural means

Just knowing Sebastian was interested in

















OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
Zg

WRIT

ANNON

AR
NS

o
l R
A

 §

HOUND OF

HADES

BOOKS 1-4





OPS/navtoc.xhtml


    

    Table of Contents





    

    		

        Title Page

    



    		

        Table of Contents

    



    		

        Death Trace

        

        		

            Copyright

        



        		

            Chapter 1

        



        		

            Chapter 2

        



        		

            Chapter 3

        



        		

            Chapter 4

        



        		

            Chapter 5

        



        		

            Chapter 6

        



        		

            Chapter 7

        



        		

            Chapter 8

        



        		

            Chapter 9

        



        		

            Chapter 10

        



        		

            Chapter 11

        



        		

            Chapter 12

        



        		

            Chapter 13

        



        		

            Chapter 14

        



        		

            Chapter 15

        



        		

            Chapter 16

        



        		

            Chapter 17

        



        		

            Chapter 18

        



        		

            Chapter 19

        



        		

            Chapter 20

        



        		

            Chapter 21

        



        		

            Chapter 22

        



        		

            Chapter 23

        



        		

            Chapter 24

        



        		

            Chapter 25

        



        		

            Chapter 26

        



        		

            Chapter 27

        



        		

            Chapter 28

        



        		

            Chapter 29

        



        		

            Chapter 30

        



        



    



    		

        Memory Game

        

        		

            Copyright

        



        		

            Chapter 1

        



        		

            Chapter 2

        



        		

            Chapter 3

        



        		

            Chapter 4

        



        		

            Chapter 5

        



        		

            Chapter 6

        



        		

            Chapter 7

        



        		

            Chapter 8

        



        		

            Chapter 9

        



        		

            Chapter 10

        



        		

            Chapter 11

        



        		

            Chapter 12

        



        		

            Chapter 13

        



        		

            Chapter 14

        



        		

            Chapter 15

        



        		

            Chapter 16

        



        		

            Chapter 17

        



        		

            Chapter 18

        



        		

            Chapter 19

        



        		

            Chapter 20

        



        		

            Chapter 21

        



        		

            Chapter 22

        



        		

            Chapter 23

        



        		

            Chapter 24

        



        		

            Chapter 25

        



        		

            Chapter 26

        



        		

            Chapter 27

        



        		

            Chapter 28

        



        		

            Chapter 29

        



        		

            Chapter 30

        



        		

            Chapter 31

        



        		

            Chapter 32

        



        		

            Chapter 33

        



        		

            Chapter 34

        



        



    



    		

        Ghost Town

        

        		

            Copyright

        



        		

            Chapter 1

        



        		

            Chapter 2

        



        		

            Chapter 3

        



        		

            Chapter 4

        



        		

            Chapter 5

        



        		

            Chapter 6

        



        		

            Chapter 7

        



        		

            Chapter 8

        



        		

            Chapter 9

        



        		

            Chapter 10

        



        		

            Chapter 11

        



        		

            Chapter 12

        



        		

            Chapter 13

        



        		

            Chapter 14

        



        		

            Chapter 15

        



        		

            Chapter 16

        



        		

            Chapter 17

        



        		

            Chapter 18

        



        		

            Chapter 19

        



        		

            Chapter 20

        



        		

            Chapter 21

        



        		

            Chapter 22

        



        		

            Chapter 23

        



        		

            Chapter 24

        



        		

            Chapter 25

        



        		

            Chapter 26

        



        		

            Chapter 27

        



        		

            Chapter 28

        



        		

            Chapter 29

        



        		

            Chapter 30

        



        		

            Chapter 31

        



        		

            Chapter 32

        



        		

            Chapter 33

        



        



    



    		

        Night Terrors

        

        		

            Copyright

        



        		

            Chapter 1

        



        		

            Chapter 2

        



        		

            Chapter 3

        



        		

            Chapter 4

        



        		

            Chapter 5

        



        		

            Chapter 6

        



        		

            Chapter 7

        



        		

            Chapter 8

        



        		

            Chapter 9

        



        		

            Chapter 10

        



        		

            Chapter 11

        



        		

            Chapter 12

        



        		

            Chapter 13

        



        		

            Chapter 14

        



        		

            Chapter 15

        



        		

            Chapter 16

        



        		

            Chapter 17

        



        		

            Chapter 18

        



        		

            Chapter 19

        



        		

            Chapter 20

        



        		

            Chapter 21

        



        		

            Chapter 22

        



        		

            Chapter 23

        



        		

            Chapter 24

        



        		

            Chapter 25

        



        		

            Chapter 26

        



        		

            Chapter 27

        



        		

            Chapter 28

        



        		

            Chapter 29

        



        		

            Chapter 30

        



        		

            Chapter 31

        



        		

            Chapter 32

        



        		

            Chapter 33

        



        		

            Chapter 34

        



        		

            Chapter 35

        



        		

            Chapter 36

        



        		

            Chapter 37

        



        



    



    		

        Up Next

    



    		

        About the Author

    



    



    

    

    Guide



    

    		

        Table of Contents

    



    



    



