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Fitting into the Old World isn’t going very well for Boulder boundary witch Allison “Lex”
Luther: she may have earned a place in a vampire’s service, but now it seems as if every
supernatural creature in town has found a reason to hate her. And when Lex and her partner are
assigned to investigate the suspicious disappearance of two vampires during the night of the full
moon, they find themselves with more questions than answers.Was it murder…or mutiny?The
crusade for answers will lead Lex all over the Colorado Old World, from a prison cell for a broken
werewolf to a haunted Denver brothel. And when Lex determines the responsible party, the hunt
is just beginning: something has been awakened in Boulder, something as old and powerful as it
is terrifying. Only the woman with death in her blood can stop what’s coming.

From the Back CoverYou could hear the voices murmuring, small and muted, from the crowds
that inhabited his body.A peerless American storyteller, Ray Bradbury brings wonders alive. The
Illustrated Man is classic Bradbury— eighteen startling visions of humankind’s destiny, unfolding
across a canvas of decorated skin. In this phantasmagoric sideshow, living cities take their
vengeance, technology awakens the most primal natural instincts, Martian invasions are foiled
by the good life and the glad hand, and dreams are carried aloft in junkyard rockets. Provocative
and powerful, Ray Bradbury’s The Illustrated Man is a kaleidoscopic blending of magic,
imagination, and truth—as exhilarating as interplanetary travel, as maddening as a walk in a
million-year rain, and as comforting as simple, familiar rituals on the last night of the world.About
the AuthorIn a career spanning more than seventy years, Ray Bradbury inspired generations of
readers to dream, think, and create. A prolific author of hundreds of short stories and close to
fifty books, as well as numerous poems, essays, operas, plays, and screenplays, Bradbury was
one of the most celebrated writers of our time. His groundbreaking works include Fahrenheit
451, The Martian Chronicles, The Illustrated Man, Dandelion Wine, and Something Wicked This
Way Comes. An Emmy Award winner for his teleplay The Halloween Tree and an Academy
Award nominee, he was the recipient of the 2000 National Book Foundation Medal for
Distinguished Contribution to American Letters, the 2004 National Medal of Arts, and the 2007
Pulitzer Prize Special Citation, among many honors.
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AuthorChapter 1By nine o’clock on Halloween night, I had decided that something was definitely
off with the witches of Boulder.If I hadn’t been leaning against a wall watching the crowd, I
probably wouldn’t have noticed it, or maybe I would have written it off as their discomfort with my
presence. Hazel Pellar, the witch leader of all of Colorado, had invited me to her farm to attend
her clan’s Samhain festivities—a cocktail party followed by some kind of outdoor ceremony—as
a PR move, to prove to the other witches that I wasn’t really as scary as my abilities might imply.It
was a nice thought, I guess, but the night was turning into a minor disaster. The other witches
didn’t want anything to do with me, since my magic deals exclusively with the boundary between
life and death. In their defense, witches with my bloodline have been accused of some pretty
horrific things over the years: child sacrifices, raising armies of the dead, killing people with our
minds. Not to mention fairly large chapters of the Inquisition. I wish I could say it was all slander,
but really, that list was probably just what boundary witches had gotten caught doing.As for me,
well, I had only found out about all of this a couple of months ago, but that didn’t seem to matter
to the women chatting in tight clusters on the other side of Hazel Pellar’s living room. If anything,
my ignorance only made me more dangerous in their eyes. I did have a couple of allies in Clan
Pellar, but Hazel’s son, Simon, was still at home recovering from injuries he’d sustained while
helping me, and his sister Lily had been pressed into service as co-host: putting away coats,
checking on refreshments, that kind of thing.So I stood alone, nursing a glass of white wine and
trying to keep my own social anxiety off my face. All the isolation gave me plenty of time to notice
a certain uneasiness in the air, a miasma that seemed to spread from person to person like an



airborne electric shock. It wasn’t just my presence, because the witches arriving at the party
seemed ill at ease before they even spotted me.I reached out and snagged Lily as she rushed
through the room with a stack of napkins. “Hey, Lex!” she said brightly, wheeling around to face
me. Lily was dressed like most of the women at the party, in a long skirt and knit top with little
holes punched through the sleeves for her thumbs, a modest silver nose ring in one nostril. On
everyone else, the look seemed like an amusingly outdated attempt at hippie chic. But with her
flawless dark skin and inherent grace, Lily could have just stepped off a bohemian runway.
“Sorry I haven’t been by yet. I want to hear all about your trip.” I winced, not really ready to
discuss the unfortunate few days I’d spent in Los Angeles. Luckily Lily trailed off, looking around
me with annoyance. “No one’s talking to you?” she demanded.“No, but—”Her pretty face
clouded over with irritation. “Goddamned witches,” she spat. “They shouldn’t be ostracizing you;
acceptance is supposed to be their whole thing.” She set a fistful of napkins down on a nearby
table and turned around to face the room. “Let me just have a word with a few of these nice . . .
ladies.”“Whoa.” I grabbed her elbow as she stepped forward, steering her back to me with her
own momentum. “Leave it, Lily. Yelling at them isn’t going to get me anywhere.”“But they’re
treating you like a leper because of your frickin’ blood,” she protested, getting worked up. “This is
such archaic bullshit! Not to mention total hypocrisy—”“Maybe,” I interrupted her, keeping my
own voice low. “But the last time these people saw me, I was drunk on magic and about to flick
your mother into the next county. Give them some time.” Lily’s face softened a little, and I pressed
my advantage. “Time in which I appear to be calm, normal, and harmless. Not like a kid throwing
a tantrum because she can’t make friends.”She held up her hands. “Okay, okay. I’ll play
nice.”“Thank you.” I took a deep breath. “Listen, is something else going on tonight?”“What do
you mean?”“There’s a weird vibe here. At first I thought it was just . . . you know, me, but
everyone seems really antsy.”Lily frowned and looked around, her gaze taking in the tight body
language of the guests. Then she squeezed her eyes shut, a look of fierce concentration on her
face. When she opened them again, she surveyed the crowd critically, and I knew she had tuned
in to the magical spectrum to check their auras. I couldn’t do that. Nor could I access most of the
other magic available to these witches. I could tune in to a magical spectrum of my own, but it
was pretty much limited to seeing life essences, the spirits or souls that inhabited living
creatures. “You’re right,” she murmured. “Their auras are weird, like they’re churning or
something. Well, not yours, of course—”“Lily,” said a steely voice behind us. I turned and saw
Hazel Pellar approaching. She was a Caucasian woman in her midfifties, dressed in simple
black slacks and a bronze-colored sweater that set off the silver in her long braid. She looked
stern, but to be fair I don’t think I’d ever seen Hazel when she didn’t look stern. “Where are those
napkins? That wine spill is starting to set.”“Mom, are you seeing these auras?” Lily asked.
“They’re all shifty tonight.”I watched Hazel’s reaction carefully. I knew from experience that unlike
most witches, Hazel Pellar couldn’t turn off her view of the magical plane. She saw auras all the
time, which was why she’d thrown me into the side of my own car the first time we met. Boundary
witches have very telling black auras, a fact I’d learned when I regained consciousness.“It’s been



happening for days, on and off,” Hazel said briskly. “I’m sure it’s just the sabbat on everyone’s
mind. Napkins, please.”Lily hesitated, looking like she wanted to argue, but after a moment she
just shrugged, shot me an apologetic look, and hurried toward the living room with the napkins in
hand.Hazel turned to face me, and I tried not to squirm. I did not like having Hazel Pellar’s full
attention. “How has it been going?” she asked, her voice brisk and businesslike. Just to make
sure I knew this wasn’t actual small talk. “Is your niece okay? The tattoos are working?”I nodded,
automatically reaching down to rub my forearm under my sweater. “The tattoos are working.
Lily’s going to start teaching me about channeling, now that Simon’s doing a little better,” I said.
“And Charlie is fine. My brother-in-law had her checked out just to be safe, but the doctor said
her health is perfect.”Hazel nodded and turned to face the room. The witches nearest us were
talking in low, frightened tones, their arms wrapped around themselves.“What’s really going on
with them?” I said quietly. “It’s not just the holiday, or me being here, is it?”“No, I don’t think so,”
Hazel admitted. “Word has spread that you’re working for the vampires now”—her voice
hardened with distaste—“and no one’s happy about it. But they were like this before you arrived
tonight.” I opened my mouth, but she added tiredly, “I don’t know what it is, Lex. I really
don’t.”Whoa—Hazel Pellar was admitting she didn’t know what was happening? I actually
considered teasing her for a second, but Hazel looked genuinely troubled, and it occurred to me
how much our positions differed: I was still stumbling through all this magic stuff, which meant I
was allowed to make mistakes. The other witches may have disliked me, but none of them
expected me to know anything. Hazel, on the other hand, was supposed to have all the answers.
It must have felt pretty awful for her to suddenly have no idea what was going on. “Do you feel
different?” I asked.The older witch frowned, and I could see her eyes lose focus as she
considered the question. “That’s the interesting part,” she said. “It’s almost . . . power-
based.”“Power-based,” I echoed, just to keep her talking.“Think of witches as batteries for a
moment, with varying degrees of power left in them,” she lectured, and for a moment she
sounded exactly like her son, the professor. “In our clan, I would be at the high end, and
someone like Tracy”—she nodded toward a petite Asian woman in the corner, Simon’s long-term
girlfriend—“would be at the low end. But look at her.”Tracy was huddled with her arms wrapped
around herself, rocking back and forth on her heels just a bit. She was trying to listen to the
woman in front of her, but her eyes kept jerking around like she was being hunted. “That could be
anything,” I pointed out. “A bad day at work, an argument with family. Maybe she has a
cold.”“True. But you yourself noticed how many people seem affected. Something just seems a
bit unsettled, that’s all.” She shrugged, then seemed to remember who she was talking to. “Wait,
are you feeling different?” Hazel demanded. My powers could be dangerous, and she was
already more or less convinced that I was going to go off the deep end at any moment.In her
defense, she had already seen me do it once.So I thought about her question carefully, using the
techniques Simon had taught me in my training to examine my own feelings and mood. I was
definitely uncomfortable, but I didn’t think it had anything to do with magic, just being at this
party. It was unusual for me to be in a room with this many people who weren’t my own family,



and like many veterans, crowds made me nervous. Especially borderline-hostile crowds of
judgmental witches.It didn’t seem like a great idea to say any of that to Hazel, though. “Nah,” I
said finally. “Nothing out of the ordinary. Lily seemed okay too.”“And Lily’s more powerful than
most of them,” she muttered, but I didn’t think she was talking to me. I had been the one to point
out the weird mood in the air, but now I found myself not wanting to discuss it. I just wanted to get
out of there.Hazel saw my discomfort and glanced at the clock on the wall. “Lex, I appreciate you
coming here tonight, that you’re trying,” she said, without looking at me. “But we’re about to start
our sabbat rituals, and they’re agitated enough without adding a—” her voice faltered for a
moment, and I could almost see her effort to avoid the term “boundary witch,” “—new person,”
she finished instead. “It’s up to you, but it might be best if you ducked out before we begin the
ceremony.”I set my wineglass down on the nearest hard surface. Didn’t have to tell me twice.To
my surprise, Hazel abruptly stepped forward and enveloped me in a warm hug. “It was great that
you could join us,” she said brightly, which is when I realized we were putting on a show. “Take
care, now.” I hugged her back, forcing myself to smile.I reminded myself that I should be grateful
to Hazel for making an effort to assimilate me into her clan at all. Boundary witches had a
reputation for being truly evil, an aberration. Judging by the looks we were getting, there were
plenty of members who’d just as soon have me burned at a stake, like so many of my ancestors.
But while I didn’t entirely blame them, I didn’t have to stand there and take it, either. As soon as
Hazel stepped away, I practically sprinted for my car.Chapter 2The Pellar farmhouse was
northeast of Boulder, almost all the way to Longmont. As I sped away from the farm, I rolled
down my window for a moment, taking a few gulps of the crisp mountain air, which smelled
pleasantly of bonfires and leaf piles. Trick-or-treating had ended hours ago, but as I maneuvered
through the suburban area that led to Diagonal Highway, I saw that many of the residents had
left out fat bowls of candy for late arrivals. I smiled. Earlier that day I’d had a stream of trick-or-
treaters myself, mostly my local cousins and their kids. My cabin east of Boulder is fairly remote,
so I gave out king-sized candy bars to make up for the trouble. It had been nice to do something
as normal as hand out candy and chat with my family. I’d come to really crave the parts of my life
from before I’d found out about the death magic in my blood. Before I’d learned that my niece,
the only child of my deceased sister, was a valuable commodity in the Old World, the
supernatural community.As I thought of Charlie, my spirits sank again. My brother-in-law, John,
had brought her over tonight too, her wiggly little body encased in a bright yellow bumblebee
costume. John had stayed for coffee so I could take pictures and Charlie could play with a
couple of my rescue dogs. She was just so adorable, like any human toddler. You’d never guess
from looking at her that Charlie is a null, a human being who cancels out all kinds of magic: witch
spells, vampirism, even werewolf magic. If you put the most powerful vampire in the world close
enough to harmless little Charlie, he or she would become human again, complete with human
vulnerabilities and strengths.Nulls are very useful, very dangerous, and very rare in the Old
World. Discovering nulls when they’re young and emotionally pliable is rarer still. Charlie had
already survived two kidnapping attempts, and I was determined that there wouldn’t be a third. It



was why I’d made the deal with the cardinal vampire of Colorado to keep her protected. In
exchange, I had to do whatever she wanted short of killing people, an arrangement that only
made the witches of Boulder hate me more.I realized that my thoughts were just tangling into
knots again, so I tried pushing them away, looking for something else to focus on. The radio
station in my car was playing “Thriller” in honor of Halloween, and I tapped my fingers on the
wheel, feeling restless. For some reason I didn’t feel like being alone, which was unlike me. I sort
of wanted to go downtown to see Quinn, my . . . friend? Coworker? The vampire for whom I had a
thing? There really wasn’t an easy label for him, but of everyone I’d met so far in the Old World,
he knew me best, and although we both worked for Maven, he didn’t seem to want anything from
me, or worry that I might accidentally kill him.Then again, things were awkward with Quinn. We
had kissed less than two weeks ago. Then I’d left for Los Angeles to look for new information
about my sister’s death, and when I returned I’d been upset, not wanting to talk about it. I had
been . . . well, not avoiding Quinn, exactly, but I wasn’t going out of my way to resume our slow
momentum toward each other.It’s Halloween. He’s probably busy anyway, I told myself, trying not
to feel like a coward. The vampires hung out at Magic Beans, a coffee shop in the heart of the
touristy Pearl Street district. That area was also where the CU students went to drink, and if the
past hundred years were any indication, they would be getting rather rowdy on Halloween night.
I’d come to realize that rowdy college kids equaled a free buffet for vampires. They could always
press their victims to forget being an involuntary blood donor, but it was probably easier to do
when the victim in question was drunk and prone to blackouts.There were lots of cars on the
road now, adults on their way to and from their own Halloween celebrations. Time to make a
choice. I had already passed the exit that led to the cabin. Now I could either turn around and go
home or fight traffic to awkwardly face my crush.I didn’t really love either option, so I was
clamoring for an alternative as I passed the thick hedge that had been planted around Mountain
View Memorial Cemetery, ostensibly to protect mourners from the busy highway noise. I glanced
over just in time to see a break in the shrubbery, giving me a perfect view into the cemetery . . .
which was full of people. They stood in front of the graves, staring down at the in-ground
markers. Absolutely, inhumanly still.That in itself seemed unusual at ten p.m., but it was
Halloween. I could dismiss the gathering as part of some organized college prank or protest . . .
except for the fact that each and every one of them was emitting an eerie, continuous
glow.Adrenaline surged through me and I wrenched the wheel sideways across the median,
spraying cedar chips and bits of shrubbery in my wake. I barely heard the honks and shouts
behind me as I stomped on the brake and pulled into one of the entrance turnoffs. Breathing
hard, I put the car in park and checked my rearview mirror for cops.That was so stupid, I berated
myself. Why hadn’t I just pulled off at the next exit and circled back? I could get arrested for that
little stunt, and what the hell did I care if . . .Then I got a good look at the figures glowing against
the darkness, and my thoughts seemed to drift away like an untethered helium balloon. They
weren’t at every grave—or even every fourth grave—but there were still hundreds of them,
maybe more. If they had heard my tires squeal or the other cars honking when I crossed the



median, they weren’t showing it now. They were just standing there, each one staring down at a
headstone.It wasn’t cold in the car, but there were chills crawling up my back underneath my
heavy sweater. Despite everything I’d seen in the last two months, it still took me a long moment
to realize that I was looking at ghosts. Actual ghosts. That word didn’t seem to fit them, though. It
was too silly, too whimsical. “Ghost” was a construction-paper decoration or an amoeba-like
cartoon character. But what I was looking at now was connected to the human souls or spirits
that I could see with my magic.Then I remembered that weeks ago Simon had warned me I
might be able to see . . . what had he called them? Remnants. At the time, I’d been so
preoccupied with protecting my niece and learning to use my other abilities that I’d completely
forgotten. And I had no idea why there were so many of them in this place.I found myself shutting
off the car, opening the door. I had no real plan, but I was unbearably curious. More than that: I
was pulled to them, the same way I was pulled to Maven, the powerful cardinal vampire of
Colorado. Cautiously, I walked toward the closest one, a short, round Caucasian woman with
long silvery hair. She was wearing a simple violet cotton dress with a blue apron tied around it in
a drooping bow. She didn’t look up as I approached, so I slowly began to circle her, intent on
seeing her eyes.Before I made it all the way around her, however, I saw the blood.It had welled
out of a grisly dark slice at her throat, then spilled forward to saturate her dress and apron. It
streaked all the way down to pool in her sensible shoes, a red waterfall that still looked wet. For a
moment I was tempted to touch it to see if it was wet, but I curled my fingers into a fist to restrain
myself. I looked up at the woman’s face. She was around fifty, with empty eyes and wispy bangs
that had started to curl away from her forehead, exactly as if she’d started to sweat and pressed
them away with a damp palm. Her eyes were cast down at her gravestone, like all the
others.“What happened to you?” I said softly, without thinking. The woman’s gaze seemed to
flicker for an instant, like something buried deep inside her had reacted to me, but then she
continued to stare down.“Are you okay?” I asked, and my hand automatically rose to touch her
shoulder.Stupid, stupid Lex.A bolt of condensed emotion jolted through my arm, driving me to
my knees as the wave of feelings crashed into me. Bright purple flashes of pain, peppery
anguish, and oh, such horrible fear. Nononono no why do I have to die I’m still so young what
about Jody no I can’t leave her why is he doing this I don’t even know him it isn’t fair please don’t
please no—As I fell, my fingers lost contact with the woman, and I let out a ragged wail, my butt
hitting the dead grass hard. I looked up and saw all of the figures turn their heads sharply, like a
coordinated movement. They weren’t staring at the graves anymore. They were all staring at
me.And their eyes were hungry.Chapter 3Not daring to breathe, I began inching backward on my
hands, wanting to get enough distance from the bloody woman to stand up and run. Now that
they were facing me, I could see that many of them had visible injuries: a splash of blood over a
teenager’s heart, a missing piece of an old man’s head. One woman had no obvious wounds,
but she appeared to be soaking wet, though nothing dripped off her. Her face was bloodless, her
eyes bulging, desperate.Except for the eyes, all of their faces were completely slack—not like a
human at rest or asleep, more like a human with no muscle control at all. Dead. I had seen



horrible things when I was in the army, and I’d done some pretty horrible things too. But these
people, each in their isolated, timeless, bloodied space, were like grotesque action figures under
bell jars. They were gruesome in a way I’d never imagined.Their gazes were fixed hungrily in my
direction, and I got the sense that they wanted something from me. Something that would
consume me, use me up until I was nothing, not even a soul. A few of the closest ones even
swayed a little, as if shifting their weight to come after me. I was too overwhelmed to move away.
A whimper escaped my lips, and I hated myself for it. At the sound, the ghost nearest me took a
slow, laborious step, like his foot had grown roots he had to snap. The next step was much
swifter. I braced myself for . . . something.Then a short, girlish figure stepped in between them
and me. “Go back, go back,” she said softly. “She cannot help you. Not now.” The voice was
accentless, in that very particular way of someone who has worked at not having an accent. It
was low and gentle and extremely familiar. It pulled at me too, a different kind of glow.“Maven,” I
gasped.“You shouldn’t be here, little witch,” she said over her shoulder to me. “Go back to your
car, slowly.”I rose to my feet and began to obey, forcing myself to inch backward as slowly as I
could manage. I didn’t want to turn my back on those things. Maven started moving backward
too, but she kept herself angled between me and the dead. When they could no longer see me,
they began to lose interest, and one by one their heads swiveled slowly, unnaturally, back toward
their gravestones.When I lost sight of them around the hedge, I finally turned and rushed back to
my car, knowing Maven would follow. I opened the door and climbed in—only to find her already
waiting in the passenger seat next to me.I jumped. Goddamned vampires. “Quinn does that too,”
I grumbled.Maven gave me a slightly confused look, and I realized she hadn’t been trying to
startle me. She was just that fast. The cardinal vampire of all Colorado appeared to be a girl of
nineteen or twenty, with a fringe of bright orange hair, chunky glasses, and lots of necklaces and
rings. Tonight, like every other time I’d seen her, she was dressed in layers and layers of baggy
cotton and flannel, like a homeless flower child. I had long since concluded that she was trying to
disguise her beauty and immortal poise behind all that junk, but it only partially worked. If you
looked past the glasses and unflattering layers and bad haircut, she was still breathtaking.I
shook my head. “Never mind. What just happened? What were those . . .” I took a breath. “They
were ghosts, right? Um, remnants?”“Not exactly. Ordinary remnants are like short recordings of
a death event. Common enough, and they fade away by themselves eventually. These were . . .”
Maven twisted one hand in the air, a human gesture for when you can’t find a word.
“Gjenganger,” she said at last. “Restless, unhappy spirits whose deaths were violent enough to
leave a psychic impact. I turned them away, but we should still leave. Take me to the coffee
shop.” I nodded and started the car, pulling us back onto the highway.I wanted more information,
but when I glanced at Maven, I saw that she was frowning slightly. Unlike most vampires I’d met,
Maven actually did a pretty good job of remembering to practice human mannerisms—she used
contractions, laughed, and I’d even seen her flirt with customers at the coffee shop she
manages. But she often dropped it when there were no humans nearby. The worried expression
suggested she was too distracted to drop her own act.“What’s wrong?” I asked.There was a



heavy silence, in which I could practically feel her trying to decide whether to trust me with
information. I can never just get a goddamned straight answer from vampires. They have to think
eight moves ahead to make sure telling me something won’t hurt them down the road.“They
should not have been so vibrant,” she said at last. “Gjenganger appear every Samhain, but I
have never seen them in such detail.”I felt goose bumps prickle my arms under my jacket. Maven
was a gajillion years old, so anytime she said she’d never seen or done something, it was
significant. “For a moment, I wasn’t sure I could turn them away,” she admitted, and that scared
me even more.I wondered if I should tell her about the strange vibe I’d felt at the witches’
Samhain celebration. Could the two things be related? It seemed possible, but it also didn’t feel
right to expose a potential weakness in the witch clan to the cardinal vampire, even if the two
groups were technically allied. When push came to shove, I’d sworn my loyalty to Maven, but
that didn’t mean push was all the way to shove right now. It’s probably just Samhain throwing
everyone off, like Hazel said, I told myself.“Why would angry ghosts listen to you at all?” I
asked.“They recognize me,” she said simply. “I am death.”Her tone was so matter-of-fact,
especially from her girlish, teenage-looking mouth, that her words sent chills across my shoulder
blades. Then she added, “They recognize you too, boundary witch. You should not be in a
graveyard on Samhain.”I blinked. I’d looked up Samhain on Wikipedia. It was a pagan
celebration for the end of the harvest season, loosely connected to the modern Halloween. It
didn’t seem like it had anything to do with boundary magic. “Why not?”She gave me a confused
look again, as if she thought I was putting her on. “Three hundred and sixty-four days of the year,
the gjenganger are tethered,” she explained. “But on Samhain, the barrier between the living and
the dead is at its thinnest. That’s why they must return to their . . .” she gestured toward the
ground, reminding me of the figures’ downcast eyes. “Their remains.”“Oh.”Maven gave me a
curious look. “I’ve never known a boundary witch with so little understanding of death. Didn’t
Hazel Pellar tell you any of this?”I shook my head. “She doesn’t . . . well, she says she doesn’t
know anything about boundary magic.” Then the implications of Maven’s statement sunk in.
“Wait, you know other boundary witches?” I said eagerly, peering over at her impassive face. I
still knew so little about what I could do. “Living ones? Where are they? Can I meet them?”She
sighed. “No, not living. Look, we’re getting off track. I’m here to speak to you about a job.”I had
about thirty follow-up questions, but I tried to focus. I hadn’t been working for Maven long, and so
far she’d required very little of me: I’d really just run a few daytime errands, things Maven and her
vampires couldn’t do after business hours. But the way she’d said “job” just now was not the way
you talked about picking up dry cleaning or running to the bank—and she’d come to see me
herself, which had never happened before. “You didn’t just run into me at the cemetery,
then.”“No. When you didn’t answer my call, I tracked your phone.”Oh. Right. I’d agreed to let
Maven keep tabs on me when I’d sworn my oath of loyalty. “What’s the job?” I asked.“Two of my
people have gone missing,” she replied. “I want you and Quinn to investigate. He’s getting
supplies together now.” Her voice was calm, almost dismissive, as though we were discussing
her misplaced keys instead of two of her vampires.“What kind of supplies?” I asked, wary.



Weapons? Was she expecting a fight?She turned her head to study me, and I tried not to
squirm. “Quinn explained that there are no werewolves in the state of Colorado, yes? And why?”I
blinked at the abrupt change in topic. “Um, yes. He said that a crazy alpha werewolf started a
war here years ago, and you and Itachi destroyed him and scattered the pack.”She nodded. “My
covenant with the witches is to keep the werewolves out of Colorado for twenty years. In return,
they must serve my interests, should I call upon them.”“Right . . .”“Every full moon, when the
werewolf magic forces them to change, I dispatch vampires to the state border to hunt for signs
of pack behavior. The last full moon was four nights ago, on the twenty-seventh,” she explained.
“My representative at the northeast border was supposed to return to Boulder on the twenty-
eighth, but I didn’t hear from her. One of my representatives at the western edge of the state did
not report back either.”“You think werewolves got them,” I said, fury building in my chest. In Los
Angeles, I’d learned that my sister had been killed by a mad werewolf. The idea of getting to hunt
and kill some was disturbingly appealing.But for the first time that night, Maven hesitated. “It’s
possible,” she said at last. “But after what happened with Itachi . . .” She trailed off, leaving me to
fill in the blanks. Itachi had been the leader of all things supernatural in Colorado up until a few
weeks ago. Maven had assisted him as a sort of advisor, a lieutenant. But Itachi hadn’t liked
having a lieutenant who was so much more powerful than himself, so he had tried to have my
niece kidnapped in order to increase his long-term power base. Quinn and I had helped Maven
bring him down for good.“You think they might have fled the state because they were loyal to
Itachi,” I surmised.Maven nodded. “There has been some . . . unrest over the last few weeks.”
There was a sudden hardness in her tone that I recognized. Someone else in her organization
had recently deserted, or threatened to mutiny, something like that. Which explained why she’d
taken the time to come talk to me herself, instead of sending a minion. She needed to keep the
whole thing quiet until we knew for sure there was a problem. The power structure of the Old
World, I’d discovered, depended heavily on perception. The more it seemed like Maven didn’t
have control of her territory, the less control she’d have over her territory.But she knew Quinn
and I could be trusted—well, at least as much as she could trust anyone. After all, Quinn had
been publicly outed as Maven’s mole in Itachi’s old organization, and Maven had made sure
every vampire within a thousand miles both hated and feared me. If she ever lost control of
Colorado, we were both toast—and Charlie would be fair game.You chose this, I reminded
myself. You made a deal; now honor it. “I’m supposed to work tomorrow morning; should I get
someone to cover my shift?” I was still technically employed as a register monkey at the Flatiron
Depot, a 24-hour convenience store, though I had cut my hours to part-time and switched to day
shifts. Maven gave me a stipend, but she didn’t use me often enough to fill my time, and I
needed to have a job I could explain to my family.“I don’t think that will be necessary,” Maven
answered. “One way or the other, we should know before sunrise.”Well, that sounded
ominous.Chapter 4Magic Beans was located on Pine Street, in between a cutesy store that sold
overpriced jewelry and a restaurant that made its own cheese. It was near the Boulderado, a
popular tourist hotel, and only a few blocks away from my parents’ mini mansion in Mapleton. I



cut across Iris Ave and down Highway 7, hoping to avoid the majority of drunk college students
who were likely still roaming Pearl Street, bouncing between bars like balls on a pool table.
Despite my efforts, the closer we got to Magic Beans, the more crowded the sidewalks became,
and the costumed college kids seemed to have some kind of jaywalking death wish. I came very
close to running down three young women dressed as a sexy nurse, sexy doctor, and sexy
dolphin (!), respectively, after they decided to run diagonally through an intersection in a
drunken, zigzag fashion.When the sexy dolphin’s tail flared up to reveal shapely thighs, Maven
looked over at me, cocking a questioning eyebrow. I just shrugged. “Don’t look at me. When I
was twenty-two my costume was desert camo.”Finally I pulled into the tiny parking lot behind
Magic Beans. I spotted Quinn coming out the back door, headed toward a new-looking Jeep
Wrangler Unlimited. He was dressed for fieldwork in dark-washed jeans and an all-weather
jacket, and he carried a duffel bag.He paused as he saw my car, squinting against the glare of
headlights, and my heart did a happy little leap, which annoyed me. I’m in my thirties. I should not
get butterflies.As we climbed out of the car, Quinn nodded respectfully at Maven, then shot me a
quick, private smile that burned through my resolve. I couldn’t help but grin back. “You have
everything you need?” Maven said brightly. The perkiness surprised me, but then I realized that
she’d dropped into her spacey barista persona, the one she used when she worked the front
counter.“I think so,” Quinn replied. “I’ll call if we’re not going to be back before sunrise. Hey,
Lex.”“Hi,” I said. “Where are we going?”“Julesburg,” he said, naming a town in the northeast
corner of the state. “That’s the closest disappearance.” He tossed the duffel bag into the back of
the Jeep and opened the passenger-side door. “Shall we?”I looked back and forth between him
and the massive vehicle. When the two of us went looking for Charlie’s kidnappers, we’d taken
his car or my old Subaru. But I just shrugged and climbed in.As Quinn took his turn navigating
through the drunken coeds, I looked around the interior of the fancy car, half afraid to touch
anything. The Jeep’s dashboard and floor mats were spotless, and when I peeked over my
shoulder I saw that the back had been tricked out to include some kind of concealed
compartment in the floor that took up the whole width of the Jeep. “What’s with the wheels?” I
asked Quinn.“Maven’s answer to Air Force One,” he explained. “She bought it shortly after she
took over, and lends it to her people when we might need to be out after dawn.”Ah. “The
compartment in the back is lightproof?”He nodded. “Lightproof, armored, and climate controlled.
Cost a fortune.” He shook his head a little. “Maven doesn’t put on airs or throw around money,
but she invests where it counts.” His tone was admiring, and I wondered if things had gotten
easier or harder for him now that we’d taken Itachi off the board.“How will she get home?” I
asked.A faint smile crossed his lips. “She’ll ride her bike.”Ah, Boulder.When the last lights of the
city were behind us, Quinn glanced over at me. “The thing in LA,” he said. “Did you find out what
you needed to know?”“Yes,” I said shortly. “She was eaten by werewolves. I don’t really want to
talk about it.”Quinn nodded, his face falling into its usual implacable expression. I regretted my
curt tone. There had been a time when that dispassionate look was the only one I ever got from
Quinn, and I’d hoped we were past that. But I just couldn’t talk about Sam right now. “Tell me



about the vampires who disappeared,” I prompted instead.He nodded. “Every full moon, ten of
us take a shift patrolling the state borders, watching for any signs of werewolf activity,” he began.
“We’ve found natural wolves a couple of times, but never any weres, at least for as long as I’ve
been in Colorado. But on the last full moon, two people didn’t report in.”“Maven told me that
much. Who are they?”“Travis disappeared from Dove Creek, and Allegra went missing out of
Julesburg.”I raised my eyebrows. “Just Travis and Allegra? Don’t vampires ever have last
names?”A brief smile twitched across his face, and I felt like I’d scored a point. “Of course we do,
on all our legal paperwork. But those change every few decades, or so I’m told. We typically just
use our first names within our own territories. It’s easier to remember—and easier not to expose
someone by mistake, like if you were to refer to me as Quinn Adams after I’d already changed
my name to Quinn . . . Merlin.” He lifted his hand off the wheel long enough to wave it
dismissively. “Or whatever.”I laughed. “Merlin? Your example of a fake last name is Merlin?” He
glared at me, but the smile was obvious in his eyes. “Oh shit,” I blurted. “Don’t tell me that’s your
last name now.”Quinn laughed out loud, a sound I’d heard only a few times. It made something in
my chest loosen. “No, Quinn is currently my last name.”“So what’s your current first
name?”“Arthur,” he said airily. I laughed, unable to tell if he was kidding or not.“Back to Allegra
and Travis,” I prompted. “Maven brought up the possibility that they might have just . . .
defected.”He considered that for a moment. “It’s possible,” he allowed.I tried to think through the
implications of that. “Hypothetically,” I said in a careful voice, “if Allegra or Travis, or anyone else,
for that matter, decided they wanted to leave Maven’s enclave, would there be
consequences?”His brow furrowed. “You mean like, would Maven hunt them down and kill them
for leaving?”“Well . . . yeah.”“Technically, vampires are not supposed to jump territories without
permission,” he told me. “We have to be careful with things like population control and population
density, and if everyone starts crossing borders willy-nilly, it increases the chance of all of us
getting discovered by the foundings.” That was the Old World term for ordinary humans, and it
was always used dismissively, the way you would say “cattle.”“But Maven’s still trying to lock in
control after the takeover,” Quinn continued, “and frankly I don’t think she has the resources to
hunt down defectors right now. That’s part of why she waited this long before sending us after
Allegra and Travis—she’s been spread too thin to deal with it. Most likely, if someone leaves,
they’ll make Maven’s permanent shit list, to be punished later. I sure as hell wouldn’t want to be
on her shit list, but leaving the state isn’t like an instant death sentence or anything.”“Hmm.” This
was enough to give me a headache. There were too many possibilities, too many suspects,
including Travis and Allegra themselves. Once again, I felt like it was my first day at a new job.
Everyone else could think faster and clearer than I could because they had decades or even
centuries of experience with the Old World, and I had known about it for less than two months. I
sighed. “So is it safe to assume Maven didn’t kill them herself? I mean, if she had, there’d be no
reason to send us on this little quest.”“True,” he conceded. “I think that’s a pretty safe
assumption, yes.”Great. So that was one person who probably didn’t kill them. “Did Travis and
Allegra . . . er . . . know each other?”He shot me a wry smile. “You mean like, biblically?”“Well,



yeah.”“No. Travis was a bit of a dandy, and Allegra was really down-to-earth. I can’t see her
spending more than two minutes with him.”There was something in his tone—admiration,
maybe? He glanced over at me, and discomfort crossed his face. “Listen, Lex, there’s something
else you should know. Allegra and I, we used to . . . date. Years ago.”“Date,” I repeated.He sighed. 
Vampires, I had discovered, don’t technically need to breathe, but most of them do out of habit,
and to blend in. “We used to sleep together. Recreationally.”“Oh.” I mulled that over for a moment.
Quinn was a relatively new vampire—we had never discussed the specifics of his turn, but I
knew it happened between five and ten years ago, in Chicago. I also knew that he had been sold
to Maven against his will . . . and that sometime in between getting changed and coming to
Boulder, he had attacked his human wife. In that context, it made sense that he’d want to sleep
with another vampire: he was wary of hurting humans. Which was pretty ironic given his job as
Maven’s fixer.But then, I knew better than anyone that there was a big difference between
hurting someone on orders and hurting someone because you couldn’t make yourself stop.Still,
it was hard to picture Quinn—or any of the other vampires I’d met—craving sex or intimacy at all.
They seemed so remote, so detached from their emotions. Yeah, Quinn had shown a little
interest in me, and we had kissed, but in that moment, I realized I wasn’t sure how far that
interest extended.I groped for something to say, but what came out of my mouth was, “I wasn’t
sure you guys . . . did that.” Oh, great recovery, Lex.“What, have sex?” He rolled his eyes. “I’m a
vampire, Lex, I’m not dead.”“Well—”“You know what I mean,” he replied, a little irritated. “Our
bodies can do all the same things human bodies can; we just choose whether to prioritize them.
It takes energy—blood—to turn on biological functions, but it can be done.”I thought that over.
“So you get to decide whether or not you’ll . . . um . . . crave intimacy?”“Yes. Just like I can devote
energy to having a heartbeat, sweating, or even eating, although I can’t digest food the way you
can,” he said matter-of-factly. “Our bodies adapted to power our basic functions first—hunter
instincts, feeding capabilities. Everything else depends on how much blood we drink, how
often.”“Huh.” Science was never my particular interest, but that made a lot of sense, in terms of
how vampires had managed to stay hidden within the human race for so long. It also said
something about Quinn that he’d chosen to devote energy to human emotions when he didn’t
have to.We rode along in silence for a few minutes, and then I couldn’t help but ask, “Did you
love her?”“No.” His voice was weary. “We got along okay, and we both needed somebody. I care
about what happens to her, but I mostly just thought you should know about it since you and I
are . . . you know.”“Interested in each other?” I suggested. It made my heart pound hard in my
chest, but I was too goddamned old to play games.“Yes,” Quinn said simply.I didn’t know quite
what to say after that, so we rode in peaceable silence for quite a while. I was just starting to
doze off in my seat when we saw the sign for Julesburg.“Where exactly are we going?” I finally
asked.“Maven keeps these little chambers buried underground for us to hide in if we get caught
away from home,” he explained. “They’re safer than a hotel. We’ll start there, see if we can pick
up Allegra’s trail.”“I don’t suppose it’s a gigantic underground chamber?” I said hopefully. “Like
the size of a building, with lots of great ventilation and maybe some skylights?”He smiled. “Nope,



sorry. I know you’re claustrophobic, so you can stay on top and guard the entrance.”“Guard
duty?” I said, brightening. “I love that plan. I crush it at guard duty.”We drove all the way through
Julesburg, a former stagecoach station whose only real claim to fame was its connection to
corruption and torture. The town was named after Jules Beni, a station manager who was guilty
of helping the horse thieves instead of stopping them. According to legend, Beni was killed by
his former boss, Jack Slade, a gunslinger who shot off each one of Beni’s fingers and sliced off
his ears to keep as trophies.Unlike many former Wild West towns, for some reason Julesburg
never really caught on as a tourist destination. Today, the population still hovered at a little over a
thousand people.We followed Highway 138 past Julesburg and were nearly to the Nebraska
border before Quinn turned off onto an unmarked road headed east into fields of . . . well,
something. It was too dark to make out the crops, but eventually the field terminated next to
some scrubby woodlands. Quinn pulled off onto a little one-lane offshoot of the road and turned
off the Jeep.“Who owns this property?” I asked him.He shrugged. “This one’s been tied up in will
probate for years and years. I don’t think anyone’s ever discovered one of Maven’s vaults, but if
someone did, the foundings would just write it off as some weird construction error.”“What do
you mean, construction error?”“Come see.” He hopped out of the Jeep, and I grabbed my
flashlight and followed him. We walked about fifty feet into the grass, nearly to the edge of the
woods, before Quinn found the spot he wanted and dropped his duffel bag next to it. I played my
flashlight over the overgrown grass as he leaned down and dug his fingers in, like he was feeling
around for something. I was about to ask what he was doing, but by then he was pulling up a
four-by-four piece of sod, revealing a green metal circle underneath. It was flat and smooth like
an oversized sewer cover, but larger and raised about four inches above the ground, with
concrete underneath. Obviously a lid. I crouched down to tug at it, but Quinn grabbed my arm.
“Let me,” he urged. “The edges on these things can be sharp.”I nodded, understanding. There
was death magic in my blood, and Quinn was afraid he wouldn’t be able to keep himself from
attacking me if I started bleeding. I had more faith in him, but this wasn’t the time to get into it. I
gestured toward the lid. “Be my guest.”Quinn reached down with one hand and easily lifted the
steel cover, which came up with a sucking pop. There was a cavernous hole underneath, the
interior so dark that my flashlight beam barely penetrated it, even when I crouched down. It
smelled like concrete and earth, but the air wasn’t particularly stale.Directly below us I could just
make out a small metal stepladder, but there was nothing around it except for gray concrete.
“Uh, Quinn?” I said. “Is this a septic tank?”“We prefer to think of them as ‘portable emergency
storage chambers,’” he deadpanned.Well, that explained the “construction error” concept—if
anyone ever found this, they’d just figure a tank had been installed and then the homeowners
had changed their minds. “That’s . . . kind of brilliant,” I admitted.Quinn nodded, then frowned. “I
smell blood.”Before I could respond, he abruptly planted one foot on the concrete rim and
dropped into the hole, landing without a sound. If I hadn’t seen the little stepladder, I might have
worried he’d just drop down forever, like in Looney Tunes cartoons.I leaned down as far as I
could before fear enveloped me. Septic tanks were what, eight feet by twelve feet? Something



like that? I shivered. Not that different from the inside of a Humvee. “Quinn?” I called. “Um, is she
down there?”“No, but there’s something written on the wall.” His grim voice wafted up out of the
darkness. He sounded far away now, and I wondered just how deep the tank was. “It’s too dark,
even for me. Can you pass down the lantern?”“Yeah.” I pulled the camp-style lantern out of his
duffel bag, switched it on, and put one hand on the rim of the concrete lip to steady myself so I
could lean forward and lower it down by its long cord.The concrete was old, or maybe I just put
my hand on exactly the wrong spot, but the palm-sized piece directly under my hand crumbled
off, and my fingers slipped off the lip. I tried to jerk backward to right myself, but my center of
gravity was too far over the chasm by then. I tumbled forward into the hole, and the next thing I
felt was the impact of concrete on my skull.Chapter 5“Lex!”To my surprise, I did not wind up as a
skin-bag of shattered bones on the floor of the concrete tank. Instead I found myself awkwardly
positioned in Quinn’s arms, as though we were dancing and he’d led me into an elaborate dip.
Only my head was about three inches above the floor of the concrete tank.I was disoriented from
my head smacking into the concrete opening on my way down, so it took me a few moments to
get my bearings and realize he had caught me. It didn’t help that the heavy-duty lantern was
rolling away from us, sending light spinning across the walls. It finally came to rest against the
wall of the tank, leaving my left side bathed in light, the right side in darkness. “Thanks,” I said,
my voice coming out dazed and thick. “Think I hit my head.”Quinn didn’t answer or even move to
help me up. He just froze in place, his arms locked around my back, our faces less than a foot
apart. I heard a miniscule tap . . . tap . . . tap . . . on the concrete just below me. Like something
dripping. My fingers rose to touch my temple where it had hit the concrete, and came away
bloody. Only then did I finally register the long, warm trickle of hot liquid that ran down the side of
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had decided that something was definitely off with the witches of Boulder.If I hadn’t been leaning
against a wall watching the crowd, I probably wouldn’t have noticed it, or maybe I would have
written it off as their discomfort with my presence. Hazel Pellar, the witch leader of all of
Colorado, had invited me to her farm to attend her clan’s Samhain festivities—a cocktail party



followed by some kind of outdoor ceremony—as a PR move, to prove to the other witches that I
wasn’t really as scary as my abilities might imply.It was a nice thought, I guess, but the night was
turning into a minor disaster. The other witches didn’t want anything to do with me, since my
magic deals exclusively with the boundary between life and death. In their defense, witches with
my bloodline have been accused of some pretty horrific things over the years: child sacrifices,
raising armies of the dead, killing people with our minds. Not to mention fairly large chapters of
the Inquisition. I wish I could say it was all slander, but really, that list was probably just what
boundary witches had gotten caught doing.As for me, well, I had only found out about all of this
a couple of months ago, but that didn’t seem to matter to the women chatting in tight clusters on
the other side of Hazel Pellar’s living room. If anything, my ignorance only made me more
dangerous in their eyes. I did have a couple of allies in Clan Pellar, but Hazel’s son, Simon, was
still at home recovering from injuries he’d sustained while helping me, and his sister Lily had
been pressed into service as co-host: putting away coats, checking on refreshments, that kind of
thing.So I stood alone, nursing a glass of white wine and trying to keep my own social anxiety off
my face. All the isolation gave me plenty of time to notice a certain uneasiness in the air, a
miasma that seemed to spread from person to person like an airborne electric shock. It wasn’t
just my presence, because the witches arriving at the party seemed ill at ease before they even
spotted me.I reached out and snagged Lily as she rushed through the room with a stack of
napkins. “Hey, Lex!” she said brightly, wheeling around to face me. Lily was dressed like most of
the women at the party, in a long skirt and knit top with little holes punched through the sleeves
for her thumbs, a modest silver nose ring in one nostril. On everyone else, the look seemed like
an amusingly outdated attempt at hippie chic. But with her flawless dark skin and inherent grace,
Lily could have just stepped off a bohemian runway. “Sorry I haven’t been by yet. I want to hear
all about your trip.” I winced, not really ready to discuss the unfortunate few days I’d spent in Los
Angeles. Luckily Lily trailed off, looking around me with annoyance. “No one’s talking to you?”
she demanded.“No, but—”Her pretty face clouded over with irritation. “Goddamned witches,”
she spat. “They shouldn’t be ostracizing you; acceptance is supposed to be their whole thing.”
She set a fistful of napkins down on a nearby table and turned around to face the room. “Let me
just have a word with a few of these nice . . . ladies.”“Whoa.” I grabbed her elbow as she stepped
forward, steering her back to me with her own momentum. “Leave it, Lily. Yelling at them isn’t
going to get me anywhere.”“But they’re treating you like a leper because of your frickin’ blood,”
she protested, getting worked up. “This is such archaic bullshit! Not to mention total hypocrisy
—”“Maybe,” I interrupted her, keeping my own voice low. “But the last time these people saw me,
I was drunk on magic and about to flick your mother into the next county. Give them some time.”
Lily’s face softened a little, and I pressed my advantage. “Time in which I appear to be calm,
normal, and harmless. Not like a kid throwing a tantrum because she can’t make friends.”She
held up her hands. “Okay, okay. I’ll play nice.”“Thank you.” I took a deep breath. “Listen, is
something else going on tonight?”“What do you mean?”“There’s a weird vibe here. At first I
thought it was just . . . you know, me, but everyone seems really antsy.”Lily frowned and looked



around, her gaze taking in the tight body language of the guests. Then she squeezed her eyes
shut, a look of fierce concentration on her face. When she opened them again, she surveyed the
crowd critically, and I knew she had tuned in to the magical spectrum to check their auras. I
couldn’t do that. Nor could I access most of the other magic available to these witches. I could
tune in to a magical spectrum of my own, but it was pretty much limited to seeing life essences,
the spirits or souls that inhabited living creatures. “You’re right,” she murmured. “Their auras are
weird, like they’re churning or something. Well, not yours, of course—”“Lily,” said a steely voice
behind us. I turned and saw Hazel Pellar approaching. She was a Caucasian woman in her
midfifties, dressed in simple black slacks and a bronze-colored sweater that set off the silver in
her long braid. She looked stern, but to be fair I don’t think I’d ever seen Hazel when she didn’t
look stern. “Where are those napkins? That wine spill is starting to set.”“Mom, are you seeing
these auras?” Lily asked. “They’re all shifty tonight.”I watched Hazel’s reaction carefully. I knew
from experience that unlike most witches, Hazel Pellar couldn’t turn off her view of the magical
plane. She saw auras all the time, which was why she’d thrown me into the side of my own car
the first time we met. Boundary witches have very telling black auras, a fact I’d learned when I
regained consciousness.“It’s been happening for days, on and off,” Hazel said briskly. “I’m sure
it’s just the sabbat on everyone’s mind. Napkins, please.”Lily hesitated, looking like she wanted
to argue, but after a moment she just shrugged, shot me an apologetic look, and hurried toward
the living room with the napkins in hand.Hazel turned to face me, and I tried not to squirm. I did
not like having Hazel Pellar’s full attention. “How has it been going?” she asked, her voice brisk
and businesslike. Just to make sure I knew this wasn’t actual small talk. “Is your niece okay? The
tattoos are working?”I nodded, automatically reaching down to rub my forearm under my
sweater. “The tattoos are working. Lily’s going to start teaching me about channeling, now that
Simon’s doing a little better,” I said. “And Charlie is fine. My brother-in-law had her checked out
just to be safe, but the doctor said her health is perfect.”Hazel nodded and turned to face the
room. The witches nearest us were talking in low, frightened tones, their arms wrapped around
themselves.“What’s really going on with them?” I said quietly. “It’s not just the holiday, or me
being here, is it?”“No, I don’t think so,” Hazel admitted. “Word has spread that you’re working for
the vampires now”—her voice hardened with distaste—“and no one’s happy about it. But they
were like this before you arrived tonight.” I opened my mouth, but she added tiredly, “I don’t know
what it is, Lex. I really don’t.”Whoa—Hazel Pellar was admitting she didn’t know what was
happening? I actually considered teasing her for a second, but Hazel looked genuinely troubled,
and it occurred to me how much our positions differed: I was still stumbling through all this magic
stuff, which meant I was allowed to make mistakes. The other witches may have disliked me, but
none of them expected me to know anything. Hazel, on the other hand, was supposed to have
all the answers. It must have felt pretty awful for her to suddenly have no idea what was going on.
“Do you feel different?” I asked.The older witch frowned, and I could see her eyes lose focus as
she considered the question. “That’s the interesting part,” she said. “It’s almost . . . power-
based.”“Power-based,” I echoed, just to keep her talking.“Think of witches as batteries for a



moment, with varying degrees of power left in them,” she lectured, and for a moment she
sounded exactly like her son, the professor. “In our clan, I would be at the high end, and
someone like Tracy”—she nodded toward a petite Asian woman in the corner, Simon’s long-term
girlfriend—“would be at the low end. But look at her.”Tracy was huddled with her arms wrapped
around herself, rocking back and forth on her heels just a bit. She was trying to listen to the
woman in front of her, but her eyes kept jerking around like she was being hunted. “That could be
anything,” I pointed out. “A bad day at work, an argument with family. Maybe she has a
cold.”“True. But you yourself noticed how many people seem affected. Something just seems a
bit unsettled, that’s all.” She shrugged, then seemed to remember who she was talking to. “Wait,
are you feeling different?” Hazel demanded. My powers could be dangerous, and she was
already more or less convinced that I was going to go off the deep end at any moment.In her
defense, she had already seen me do it once.So I thought about her question carefully, using the
techniques Simon had taught me in my training to examine my own feelings and mood. I was
definitely uncomfortable, but I didn’t think it had anything to do with magic, just being at this
party. It was unusual for me to be in a room with this many people who weren’t my own family,
and like many veterans, crowds made me nervous. Especially borderline-hostile crowds of
judgmental witches.It didn’t seem like a great idea to say any of that to Hazel, though. “Nah,” I
said finally. “Nothing out of the ordinary. Lily seemed okay too.”“And Lily’s more powerful than
most of them,” she muttered, but I didn’t think she was talking to me. I had been the one to point
out the weird mood in the air, but now I found myself not wanting to discuss it. I just wanted to get
out of there.Hazel saw my discomfort and glanced at the clock on the wall. “Lex, I appreciate you
coming here tonight, that you’re trying,” she said, without looking at me. “But we’re about to start
our sabbat rituals, and they’re agitated enough without adding a—” her voice faltered for a
moment, and I could almost see her effort to avoid the term “boundary witch,” “—new person,”
she finished instead. “It’s up to you, but it might be best if you ducked out before we begin the
ceremony.”I set my wineglass down on the nearest hard surface. Didn’t have to tell me twice.To
my surprise, Hazel abruptly stepped forward and enveloped me in a warm hug. “It was great that
you could join us,” she said brightly, which is when I realized we were putting on a show. “Take
care, now.” I hugged her back, forcing myself to smile.I reminded myself that I should be grateful
to Hazel for making an effort to assimilate me into her clan at all. Boundary witches had a
reputation for being truly evil, an aberration. Judging by the looks we were getting, there were
plenty of members who’d just as soon have me burned at a stake, like so many of my ancestors.
But while I didn’t entirely blame them, I didn’t have to stand there and take it, either. As soon as
Hazel stepped away, I practically sprinted for my car.Chapter 1By nine o’clock on Halloween
night, I had decided that something was definitely off with the witches of Boulder.If I hadn’t been
leaning against a wall watching the crowd, I probably wouldn’t have noticed it, or maybe I would
have written it off as their discomfort with my presence. Hazel Pellar, the witch leader of all of
Colorado, had invited me to her farm to attend her clan’s Samhain festivities—a cocktail party
followed by some kind of outdoor ceremony—as a PR move, to prove to the other witches that I



wasn’t really as scary as my abilities might imply.It was a nice thought, I guess, but the night was
turning into a minor disaster. The other witches didn’t want anything to do with me, since my
magic deals exclusively with the boundary between life and death. In their defense, witches with
my bloodline have been accused of some pretty horrific things over the years: child sacrifices,
raising armies of the dead, killing people with our minds. Not to mention fairly large chapters of
the Inquisition. I wish I could say it was all slander, but really, that list was probably just what
boundary witches had gotten caught doing.As for me, well, I had only found out about all of this
a couple of months ago, but that didn’t seem to matter to the women chatting in tight clusters on
the other side of Hazel Pellar’s living room. If anything, my ignorance only made me more
dangerous in their eyes. I did have a couple of allies in Clan Pellar, but Hazel’s son, Simon, was
still at home recovering from injuries he’d sustained while helping me, and his sister Lily had
been pressed into service as co-host: putting away coats, checking on refreshments, that kind of
thing.So I stood alone, nursing a glass of white wine and trying to keep my own social anxiety off
my face. All the isolation gave me plenty of time to notice a certain uneasiness in the air, a
miasma that seemed to spread from person to person like an airborne electric shock. It wasn’t
just my presence, because the witches arriving at the party seemed ill at ease before they even
spotted me.I reached out and snagged Lily as she rushed through the room with a stack of
napkins. “Hey, Lex!” she said brightly, wheeling around to face me. Lily was dressed like most of
the women at the party, in a long skirt and knit top with little holes punched through the sleeves
for her thumbs, a modest silver nose ring in one nostril. On everyone else, the look seemed like
an amusingly outdated attempt at hippie chic. But with her flawless dark skin and inherent grace,
Lily could have just stepped off a bohemian runway. “Sorry I haven’t been by yet. I want to hear
all about your trip.” I winced, not really ready to discuss the unfortunate few days I’d spent in Los
Angeles. Luckily Lily trailed off, looking around me with annoyance. “No one’s talking to you?”
she demanded.“No, but—”Her pretty face clouded over with irritation. “Goddamned witches,”
she spat. “They shouldn’t be ostracizing you; acceptance is supposed to be their whole thing.”
She set a fistful of napkins down on a nearby table and turned around to face the room. “Let me
just have a word with a few of these nice . . . ladies.”“Whoa.” I grabbed her elbow as she stepped
forward, steering her back to me with her own momentum. “Leave it, Lily. Yelling at them isn’t
going to get me anywhere.”“But they’re treating you like a leper because of your frickin’ blood,”
she protested, getting worked up. “This is such archaic bullshit! Not to mention total hypocrisy
—”“Maybe,” I interrupted her, keeping my own voice low. “But the last time these people saw me,
I was drunk on magic and about to flick your mother into the next county. Give them some time.”
Lily’s face softened a little, and I pressed my advantage. “Time in which I appear to be calm,
normal, and harmless. Not like a kid throwing a tantrum because she can’t make friends.”She
held up her hands. “Okay, okay. I’ll play nice.”“Thank you.” I took a deep breath. “Listen, is
something else going on tonight?”“What do you mean?”“There’s a weird vibe here. At first I
thought it was just . . . you know, me, but everyone seems really antsy.”Lily frowned and looked
around, her gaze taking in the tight body language of the guests. Then she squeezed her eyes



shut, a look of fierce concentration on her face. When she opened them again, she surveyed the
crowd critically, and I knew she had tuned in to the magical spectrum to check their auras. I
couldn’t do that. Nor could I access most of the other magic available to these witches. I could
tune in to a magical spectrum of my own, but it was pretty much limited to seeing life essences,
the spirits or souls that inhabited living creatures. “You’re right,” she murmured. “Their auras are
weird, like they’re churning or something. Well, not yours, of course—”“Lily,” said a steely voice
behind us. I turned and saw Hazel Pellar approaching. She was a Caucasian woman in her
midfifties, dressed in simple black slacks and a bronze-colored sweater that set off the silver in
her long braid. She looked stern, but to be fair I don’t think I’d ever seen Hazel when she didn’t
look stern. “Where are those napkins? That wine spill is starting to set.”“Mom, are you seeing
these auras?” Lily asked. “They’re all shifty tonight.”I watched Hazel’s reaction carefully. I knew
from experience that unlike most witches, Hazel Pellar couldn’t turn off her view of the magical
plane. She saw auras all the time, which was why she’d thrown me into the side of my own car
the first time we met. Boundary witches have very telling black auras, a fact I’d learned when I
regained consciousness.“It’s been happening for days, on and off,” Hazel said briskly. “I’m sure
it’s just the sabbat on everyone’s mind. Napkins, please.”Lily hesitated, looking like she wanted
to argue, but after a moment she just shrugged, shot me an apologetic look, and hurried toward
the living room with the napkins in hand.Hazel turned to face me, and I tried not to squirm. I did
not like having Hazel Pellar’s full attention. “How has it been going?” she asked, her voice brisk
and businesslike. Just to make sure I knew this wasn’t actual small talk. “Is your niece okay? The
tattoos are working?”I nodded, automatically reaching down to rub my forearm under my
sweater. “The tattoos are working. Lily’s going to start teaching me about channeling, now that
Simon’s doing a little better,” I said. “And Charlie is fine. My brother-in-law had her checked out
just to be safe, but the doctor said her health is perfect.”Hazel nodded and turned to face the
room. The witches nearest us were talking in low, frightened tones, their arms wrapped around
themselves.“What’s really going on with them?” I said quietly. “It’s not just the holiday, or me
being here, is it?”“No, I don’t think so,” Hazel admitted. “Word has spread that you’re working for
the vampires now”—her voice hardened with distaste—“and no one’s happy about it. But they
were like this before you arrived tonight.” I opened my mouth, but she added tiredly, “I don’t know
what it is, Lex. I really don’t.”Whoa—Hazel Pellar was admitting she didn’t know what was
happening? I actually considered teasing her for a second, but Hazel looked genuinely troubled,
and it occurred to me how much our positions differed: I was still stumbling through all this magic
stuff, which meant I was allowed to make mistakes. The other witches may have disliked me, but
none of them expected me to know anything. Hazel, on the other hand, was supposed to have
all the answers. It must have felt pretty awful for her to suddenly have no idea what was going on.
“Do you feel different?” I asked.The older witch frowned, and I could see her eyes lose focus as
she considered the question. “That’s the interesting part,” she said. “It’s almost . . . power-
based.”“Power-based,” I echoed, just to keep her talking.“Think of witches as batteries for a
moment, with varying degrees of power left in them,” she lectured, and for a moment she



sounded exactly like her son, the professor. “In our clan, I would be at the high end, and
someone like Tracy”—she nodded toward a petite Asian woman in the corner, Simon’s long-term
girlfriend—“would be at the low end. But look at her.”Tracy was huddled with her arms wrapped
around herself, rocking back and forth on her heels just a bit. She was trying to listen to the
woman in front of her, but her eyes kept jerking around like she was being hunted. “That could be
anything,” I pointed out. “A bad day at work, an argument with family. Maybe she has a
cold.”“True. But you yourself noticed how many people seem affected. Something just seems a
bit unsettled, that’s all.” She shrugged, then seemed to remember who she was talking to. “Wait,
are you feeling different?” Hazel demanded. My powers could be dangerous, and she was
already more or less convinced that I was going to go off the deep end at any moment.In her
defense, she had already seen me do it once.So I thought about her question carefully, using the
techniques Simon had taught me in my training to examine my own feelings and mood. I was
definitely uncomfortable, but I didn’t think it had anything to do with magic, just being at this
party. It was unusual for me to be in a room with this many people who weren’t my own family,
and like many veterans, crowds made me nervous. Especially borderline-hostile crowds of
judgmental witches.It didn’t seem like a great idea to say any of that to Hazel, though. “Nah,” I
said finally. “Nothing out of the ordinary. Lily seemed okay too.”“And Lily’s more powerful than
most of them,” she muttered, but I didn’t think she was talking to me. I had been the one to point
out the weird mood in the air, but now I found myself not wanting to discuss it. I just wanted to get
out of there.Hazel saw my discomfort and glanced at the clock on the wall. “Lex, I appreciate you
coming here tonight, that you’re trying,” she said, without looking at me. “But we’re about to start
our sabbat rituals, and they’re agitated enough without adding a—” her voice faltered for a
moment, and I could almost see her effort to avoid the term “boundary witch,” “—new person,”
she finished instead. “It’s up to you, but it might be best if you ducked out before we begin the
ceremony.”I set my wineglass down on the nearest hard surface. Didn’t have to tell me twice.To
my surprise, Hazel abruptly stepped forward and enveloped me in a warm hug. “It was great that
you could join us,” she said brightly, which is when I realized we were putting on a show. “Take
care, now.” I hugged her back, forcing myself to smile.I reminded myself that I should be grateful
to Hazel for making an effort to assimilate me into her clan at all. Boundary witches had a
reputation for being truly evil, an aberration. Judging by the looks we were getting, there were
plenty of members who’d just as soon have me burned at a stake, like so many of my ancestors.
But while I didn’t entirely blame them, I didn’t have to stand there and take it, either. As soon as
Hazel stepped away, I practically sprinted for my car.Chapter 1By nine o’clock on Halloween
night, I had decided that something was definitely off with the witches of Boulder.If I hadn’t been
leaning against a wall watching the crowd, I probably wouldn’t have noticed it, or maybe I would
have written it off as their discomfort with my presence. Hazel Pellar, the witch leader of all of
Colorado, had invited me to her farm to attend her clan’s Samhain festivities—a cocktail party
followed by some kind of outdoor ceremony—as a PR move, to prove to the other witches that I
wasn’t really as scary as my abilities might imply.It was a nice thought, I guess, but the night was



turning into a minor disaster. The other witches didn’t want anything to do with me, since my
magic deals exclusively with the boundary between life and death. In their defense, witches with
my bloodline have been accused of some pretty horrific things over the years: child sacrifices,
raising armies of the dead, killing people with our minds. Not to mention fairly large chapters of
the Inquisition. I wish I could say it was all slander, but really, that list was probably just what
boundary witches had gotten caught doing.As for me, well, I had only found out about all of this
a couple of months ago, but that didn’t seem to matter to the women chatting in tight clusters on
the other side of Hazel Pellar’s living room. If anything, my ignorance only made me more
dangerous in their eyes. I did have a couple of allies in Clan Pellar, but Hazel’s son, Simon, was
still at home recovering from injuries he’d sustained while helping me, and his sister Lily had
been pressed into service as co-host: putting away coats, checking on refreshments, that kind of
thing.So I stood alone, nursing a glass of white wine and trying to keep my own social anxiety off
my face. All the isolation gave me plenty of time to notice a certain uneasiness in the air, a
miasma that seemed to spread from person to person like an airborne electric shock. It wasn’t
just my presence, because the witches arriving at the party seemed ill at ease before they even
spotted me.I reached out and snagged Lily as she rushed through the room with a stack of
napkins. “Hey, Lex!” she said brightly, wheeling around to face me. Lily was dressed like most of
the women at the party, in a long skirt and knit top with little holes punched through the sleeves
for her thumbs, a modest silver nose ring in one nostril. On everyone else, the look seemed like
an amusingly outdated attempt at hippie chic. But with her flawless dark skin and inherent grace,
Lily could have just stepped off a bohemian runway. “Sorry I haven’t been by yet. I want to hear
all about your trip.” I winced, not really ready to discuss the unfortunate few days I’d spent in Los
Angeles. Luckily Lily trailed off, looking around me with annoyance. “No one’s talking to you?”
she demanded.“No, but—”Her pretty face clouded over with irritation. “Goddamned witches,”
she spat. “They shouldn’t be ostracizing you; acceptance is supposed to be their whole thing.”
She set a fistful of napkins down on a nearby table and turned around to face the room. “Let me
just have a word with a few of these nice . . . ladies.”“Whoa.” I grabbed her elbow as she stepped
forward, steering her back to me with her own momentum. “Leave it, Lily. Yelling at them isn’t
going to get me anywhere.”“But they’re treating you like a leper because of your frickin’ blood,”
she protested, getting worked up. “This is such archaic bullshit! Not to mention total hypocrisy
—”“Maybe,” I interrupted her, keeping my own voice low. “But the last time these people saw me,
I was drunk on magic and about to flick your mother into the next county. Give them some time.”
Lily’s face softened a little, and I pressed my advantage. “Time in which I appear to be calm,
normal, and harmless. Not like a kid throwing a tantrum because she can’t make friends.”She
held up her hands. “Okay, okay. I’ll play nice.”“Thank you.” I took a deep breath. “Listen, is
something else going on tonight?”“What do you mean?”“There’s a weird vibe here. At first I
thought it was just . . . you know, me, but everyone seems really antsy.”Lily frowned and looked
around, her gaze taking in the tight body language of the guests. Then she squeezed her eyes
shut, a look of fierce concentration on her face. When she opened them again, she surveyed the



crowd critically, and I knew she had tuned in to the magical spectrum to check their auras. I
couldn’t do that. Nor could I access most of the other magic available to these witches. I could
tune in to a magical spectrum of my own, but it was pretty much limited to seeing life essences,
the spirits or souls that inhabited living creatures. “You’re right,” she murmured. “Their auras are
weird, like they’re churning or something. Well, not yours, of course—”“Lily,” said a steely voice
behind us. I turned and saw Hazel Pellar approaching. She was a Caucasian woman in her
midfifties, dressed in simple black slacks and a bronze-colored sweater that set off the silver in
her long braid. She looked stern, but to be fair I don’t think I’d ever seen Hazel when she didn’t
look stern. “Where are those napkins? That wine spill is starting to set.”“Mom, are you seeing
these auras?” Lily asked. “They’re all shifty tonight.”I watched Hazel’s reaction carefully. I knew
from experience that unlike most witches, Hazel Pellar couldn’t turn off her view of the magical
plane. She saw auras all the time, which was why she’d thrown me into the side of my own car
the first time we met. Boundary witches have very telling black auras, a fact I’d learned when I
regained consciousness.“It’s been happening for days, on and off,” Hazel said briskly. “I’m sure
it’s just the sabbat on everyone’s mind. Napkins, please.”Lily hesitated, looking like she wanted
to argue, but after a moment she just shrugged, shot me an apologetic look, and hurried toward
the living room with the napkins in hand.Hazel turned to face me, and I tried not to squirm. I did
not like having Hazel Pellar’s full attention. “How has it been going?” she asked, her voice brisk
and businesslike. Just to make sure I knew this wasn’t actual small talk. “Is your niece okay? The
tattoos are working?”I nodded, automatically reaching down to rub my forearm under my
sweater. “The tattoos are working. Lily’s going to start teaching me about channeling, now that
Simon’s doing a little better,” I said. “And Charlie is fine. My brother-in-law had her checked out
just to be safe, but the doctor said her health is perfect.”Hazel nodded and turned to face the
room. The witches nearest us were talking in low, frightened tones, their arms wrapped around
themselves.“What’s really going on with them?” I said quietly. “It’s not just the holiday, or me
being here, is it?”“No, I don’t think so,” Hazel admitted. “Word has spread that you’re working for
the vampires now”—her voice hardened with distaste—“and no one’s happy about it. But they
were like this before you arrived tonight.” I opened my mouth, but she added tiredly, “I don’t know
what it is, Lex. I really don’t.”Whoa—Hazel Pellar was admitting she didn’t know what was
happening? I actually considered teasing her for a second, but Hazel looked genuinely troubled,
and it occurred to me how much our positions differed: I was still stumbling through all this magic
stuff, which meant I was allowed to make mistakes. The other witches may have disliked me, but
none of them expected me to know anything. Hazel, on the other hand, was supposed to have
all the answers. It must have felt pretty awful for her to suddenly have no idea what was going on.
“Do you feel different?” I asked.The older witch frowned, and I could see her eyes lose focus as
she considered the question. “That’s the interesting part,” she said. “It’s almost . . . power-
based.”“Power-based,” I echoed, just to keep her talking.“Think of witches as batteries for a
moment, with varying degrees of power left in them,” she lectured, and for a moment she
sounded exactly like her son, the professor. “In our clan, I would be at the high end, and



someone like Tracy”—she nodded toward a petite Asian woman in the corner, Simon’s long-term
girlfriend—“would be at the low end. But look at her.”Tracy was huddled with her arms wrapped
around herself, rocking back and forth on her heels just a bit. She was trying to listen to the
woman in front of her, but her eyes kept jerking around like she was being hunted. “That could be
anything,” I pointed out. “A bad day at work, an argument with family. Maybe she has a
cold.”“True. But you yourself noticed how many people seem affected. Something just seems a
bit unsettled, that’s all.” She shrugged, then seemed to remember who she was talking to. “Wait,
are you feeling different?” Hazel demanded. My powers could be dangerous, and she was
already more or less convinced that I was going to go off the deep end at any moment.In her
defense, she had already seen me do it once.So I thought about her question carefully, using the
techniques Simon had taught me in my training to examine my own feelings and mood. I was
definitely uncomfortable, but I didn’t think it had anything to do with magic, just being at this
party. It was unusual for me to be in a room with this many people who weren’t my own family,
and like many veterans, crowds made me nervous. Especially borderline-hostile crowds of
judgmental witches.It didn’t seem like a great idea to say any of that to Hazel, though. “Nah,” I
said finally. “Nothing out of the ordinary. Lily seemed okay too.”“And Lily’s more powerful than
most of them,” she muttered, but I didn’t think she was talking to me. I had been the one to point
out the weird mood in the air, but now I found myself not wanting to discuss it. I just wanted to get
out of there.Hazel saw my discomfort and glanced at the clock on the wall. “Lex, I appreciate you
coming here tonight, that you’re trying,” she said, without looking at me. “But we’re about to start
our sabbat rituals, and they’re agitated enough without adding a—” her voice faltered for a
moment, and I could almost see her effort to avoid the term “boundary witch,” “—new person,”
she finished instead. “It’s up to you, but it might be best if you ducked out before we begin the
ceremony.”I set my wineglass down on the nearest hard surface. Didn’t have to tell me twice.To
my surprise, Hazel abruptly stepped forward and enveloped me in a warm hug. “It was great that
you could join us,” she said brightly, which is when I realized we were putting on a show. “Take
care, now.” I hugged her back, forcing myself to smile.I reminded myself that I should be grateful
to Hazel for making an effort to assimilate me into her clan at all. Boundary witches had a
reputation for being truly evil, an aberration. Judging by the looks we were getting, there were
plenty of members who’d just as soon have me burned at a stake, like so many of my ancestors.
But while I didn’t entirely blame them, I didn’t have to stand there and take it, either. As soon as
Hazel stepped away, I practically sprinted for my car.Chapter 2The Pellar farmhouse was
northeast of Boulder, almost all the way to Longmont. As I sped away from the farm, I rolled
down my window for a moment, taking a few gulps of the crisp mountain air, which smelled
pleasantly of bonfires and leaf piles. Trick-or-treating had ended hours ago, but as I maneuvered
through the suburban area that led to Diagonal Highway, I saw that many of the residents had
left out fat bowls of candy for late arrivals. I smiled. Earlier that day I’d had a stream of trick-or-
treaters myself, mostly my local cousins and their kids. My cabin east of Boulder is fairly remote,
so I gave out king-sized candy bars to make up for the trouble. It had been nice to do something



as normal as hand out candy and chat with my family. I’d come to really crave the parts of my life
from before I’d found out about the death magic in my blood. Before I’d learned that my niece,
the only child of my deceased sister, was a valuable commodity in the Old World, the
supernatural community.As I thought of Charlie, my spirits sank again. My brother-in-law, John,
had brought her over tonight too, her wiggly little body encased in a bright yellow bumblebee
costume. John had stayed for coffee so I could take pictures and Charlie could play with a
couple of my rescue dogs. She was just so adorable, like any human toddler. You’d never guess
from looking at her that Charlie is a null, a human being who cancels out all kinds of magic: witch
spells, vampirism, even werewolf magic. If you put the most powerful vampire in the world close
enough to harmless little Charlie, he or she would become human again, complete with human
vulnerabilities and strengths.Nulls are very useful, very dangerous, and very rare in the Old
World. Discovering nulls when they’re young and emotionally pliable is rarer still. Charlie had
already survived two kidnapping attempts, and I was determined that there wouldn’t be a third. It
was why I’d made the deal with the cardinal vampire of Colorado to keep her protected. In
exchange, I had to do whatever she wanted short of killing people, an arrangement that only
made the witches of Boulder hate me more.I realized that my thoughts were just tangling into
knots again, so I tried pushing them away, looking for something else to focus on. The radio
station in my car was playing “Thriller” in honor of Halloween, and I tapped my fingers on the
wheel, feeling restless. For some reason I didn’t feel like being alone, which was unlike me. I sort
of wanted to go downtown to see Quinn, my . . . friend? Coworker? The vampire for whom I had a
thing? There really wasn’t an easy label for him, but of everyone I’d met so far in the Old World,
he knew me best, and although we both worked for Maven, he didn’t seem to want anything from
me, or worry that I might accidentally kill him.Then again, things were awkward with Quinn. We
had kissed less than two weeks ago. Then I’d left for Los Angeles to look for new information
about my sister’s death, and when I returned I’d been upset, not wanting to talk about it. I had
been . . . well, not avoiding Quinn, exactly, but I wasn’t going out of my way to resume our slow
momentum toward each other.It’s Halloween. He’s probably busy anyway, I told myself, trying not
to feel like a coward. The vampires hung out at Magic Beans, a coffee shop in the heart of the
touristy Pearl Street district. That area was also where the CU students went to drink, and if the
past hundred years were any indication, they would be getting rather rowdy on Halloween night.
I’d come to realize that rowdy college kids equaled a free buffet for vampires. They could always
press their victims to forget being an involuntary blood donor, but it was probably easier to do
when the victim in question was drunk and prone to blackouts.There were lots of cars on the
road now, adults on their way to and from their own Halloween celebrations. Time to make a
choice. I had already passed the exit that led to the cabin. Now I could either turn around and go
home or fight traffic to awkwardly face my crush.I didn’t really love either option, so I was
clamoring for an alternative as I passed the thick hedge that had been planted around Mountain
View Memorial Cemetery, ostensibly to protect mourners from the busy highway noise. I glanced
over just in time to see a break in the shrubbery, giving me a perfect view into the cemetery . . .



which was full of people. They stood in front of the graves, staring down at the in-ground
markers. Absolutely, inhumanly still.That in itself seemed unusual at ten p.m., but it was
Halloween. I could dismiss the gathering as part of some organized college prank or protest . . .
except for the fact that each and every one of them was emitting an eerie, continuous
glow.Adrenaline surged through me and I wrenched the wheel sideways across the median,
spraying cedar chips and bits of shrubbery in my wake. I barely heard the honks and shouts
behind me as I stomped on the brake and pulled into one of the entrance turnoffs. Breathing
hard, I put the car in park and checked my rearview mirror for cops.That was so stupid, I berated
myself. Why hadn’t I just pulled off at the next exit and circled back? I could get arrested for that
little stunt, and what the hell did I care if . . .Then I got a good look at the figures glowing against
the darkness, and my thoughts seemed to drift away like an untethered helium balloon. They
weren’t at every grave—or even every fourth grave—but there were still hundreds of them,
maybe more. If they had heard my tires squeal or the other cars honking when I crossed the
median, they weren’t showing it now. They were just standing there, each one staring down at a
headstone.It wasn’t cold in the car, but there were chills crawling up my back underneath my
heavy sweater. Despite everything I’d seen in the last two months, it still took me a long moment
to realize that I was looking at ghosts. Actual ghosts. That word didn’t seem to fit them, though. It
was too silly, too whimsical. “Ghost” was a construction-paper decoration or an amoeba-like
cartoon character. But what I was looking at now was connected to the human souls or spirits
that I could see with my magic.Then I remembered that weeks ago Simon had warned me I
might be able to see . . . what had he called them? Remnants. At the time, I’d been so
preoccupied with protecting my niece and learning to use my other abilities that I’d completely
forgotten. And I had no idea why there were so many of them in this place.I found myself shutting
off the car, opening the door. I had no real plan, but I was unbearably curious. More than that: I
was pulled to them, the same way I was pulled to Maven, the powerful cardinal vampire of
Colorado. Cautiously, I walked toward the closest one, a short, round Caucasian woman with
long silvery hair. She was wearing a simple violet cotton dress with a blue apron tied around it in
a drooping bow. She didn’t look up as I approached, so I slowly began to circle her, intent on
seeing her eyes.Before I made it all the way around her, however, I saw the blood.It had welled
out of a grisly dark slice at her throat, then spilled forward to saturate her dress and apron. It
streaked all the way down to pool in her sensible shoes, a red waterfall that still looked wet. For a
moment I was tempted to touch it to see if it was wet, but I curled my fingers into a fist to restrain
myself. I looked up at the woman’s face. She was around fifty, with empty eyes and wispy bangs
that had started to curl away from her forehead, exactly as if she’d started to sweat and pressed
them away with a damp palm. Her eyes were cast down at her gravestone, like all the
others.“What happened to you?” I said softly, without thinking. The woman’s gaze seemed to
flicker for an instant, like something buried deep inside her had reacted to me, but then she
continued to stare down.“Are you okay?” I asked, and my hand automatically rose to touch her
shoulder.Stupid, stupid Lex.A bolt of condensed emotion jolted through my arm, driving me to



my knees as the wave of feelings crashed into me. Bright purple flashes of pain, peppery
anguish, and oh, such horrible fear. Nononono no why do I have to die I’m still so young what
about Jody no I can’t leave her why is he doing this I don’t even know him it isn’t fair please don’t
please no—As I fell, my fingers lost contact with the woman, and I let out a ragged wail, my butt
hitting the dead grass hard. I looked up and saw all of the figures turn their heads sharply, like a
coordinated movement. They weren’t staring at the graves anymore. They were all staring at
me.And their eyes were hungry.Chapter 2The Pellar farmhouse was northeast of Boulder,
almost all the way to Longmont. As I sped away from the farm, I rolled down my window for a
moment, taking a few gulps of the crisp mountain air, which smelled pleasantly of bonfires and
leaf piles. Trick-or-treating had ended hours ago, but as I maneuvered through the suburban
area that led to Diagonal Highway, I saw that many of the residents had left out fat bowls of
candy for late arrivals. I smiled. Earlier that day I’d had a stream of trick-or-treaters myself, mostly
my local cousins and their kids. My cabin east of Boulder is fairly remote, so I gave out king-
sized candy bars to make up for the trouble. It had been nice to do something as normal as hand
out candy and chat with my family. I’d come to really crave the parts of my life from before I’d
found out about the death magic in my blood. Before I’d learned that my niece, the only child of
my deceased sister, was a valuable commodity in the Old World, the supernatural community.As
I thought of Charlie, my spirits sank again. My brother-in-law, John, had brought her over tonight
too, her wiggly little body encased in a bright yellow bumblebee costume. John had stayed for
coffee so I could take pictures and Charlie could play with a couple of my rescue dogs. She was
just so adorable, like any human toddler. You’d never guess from looking at her that Charlie is a
null, a human being who cancels out all kinds of magic: witch spells, vampirism, even werewolf
magic. If you put the most powerful vampire in the world close enough to harmless little Charlie,
he or she would become human again, complete with human vulnerabilities and strengths.Nulls
are very useful, very dangerous, and very rare in the Old World. Discovering nulls when they’re
young and emotionally pliable is rarer still. Charlie had already survived two kidnapping
attempts, and I was determined that there wouldn’t be a third. It was why I’d made the deal with
the cardinal vampire of Colorado to keep her protected. In exchange, I had to do whatever she
wanted short of killing people, an arrangement that only made the witches of Boulder hate me
more.I realized that my thoughts were just tangling into knots again, so I tried pushing them
away, looking for something else to focus on. The radio station in my car was playing “Thriller” in
honor of Halloween, and I tapped my fingers on the wheel, feeling restless. For some reason I
didn’t feel like being alone, which was unlike me. I sort of wanted to go downtown to see Quinn,
my . . . friend? Coworker? The vampire for whom I had a thing? There really wasn’t an easy label
for him, but of everyone I’d met so far in the Old World, he knew me best, and although we both
worked for Maven, he didn’t seem to want anything from me, or worry that I might accidentally
kill him.Then again, things were awkward with Quinn. We had kissed less than two weeks ago.
Then I’d left for Los Angeles to look for new information about my sister’s death, and when I
returned I’d been upset, not wanting to talk about it. I had been . . . well, not avoiding Quinn,



exactly, but I wasn’t going out of my way to resume our slow momentum toward each other.It’s
Halloween. He’s probably busy anyway, I told myself, trying not to feel like a coward. The
vampires hung out at Magic Beans, a coffee shop in the heart of the touristy Pearl Street district.
That area was also where the CU students went to drink, and if the past hundred years were any
indication, they would be getting rather rowdy on Halloween night. I’d come to realize that rowdy
college kids equaled a free buffet for vampires. They could always press their victims to forget
being an involuntary blood donor, but it was probably easier to do when the victim in question
was drunk and prone to blackouts.There were lots of cars on the road now, adults on their way to
and from their own Halloween celebrations. Time to make a choice. I had already passed the exit
that led to the cabin. Now I could either turn around and go home or fight traffic to awkwardly
face my crush.I didn’t really love either option, so I was clamoring for an alternative as I passed
the thick hedge that had been planted around Mountain View Memorial Cemetery, ostensibly to
protect mourners from the busy highway noise. I glanced over just in time to see a break in the
shrubbery, giving me a perfect view into the cemetery . . . which was full of people. They stood in
front of the graves, staring down at the in-ground markers. Absolutely, inhumanly still.That in
itself seemed unusual at ten p.m., but it was Halloween. I could dismiss the gathering as part of
some organized college prank or protest . . . except for the fact that each and every one of them
was emitting an eerie, continuous glow.Adrenaline surged through me and I wrenched the wheel
sideways across the median, spraying cedar chips and bits of shrubbery in my wake. I barely
heard the honks and shouts behind me as I stomped on the brake and pulled into one of the
entrance turnoffs. Breathing hard, I put the car in park and checked my rearview mirror for
cops.That was so stupid, I berated myself. Why hadn’t I just pulled off at the next exit and circled
back? I could get arrested for that little stunt, and what the hell did I care if . . .Then I got a good
look at the figures glowing against the darkness, and my thoughts seemed to drift away like an
untethered helium balloon. They weren’t at every grave—or even every fourth grave—but there
were still hundreds of them, maybe more. If they had heard my tires squeal or the other cars
honking when I crossed the median, they weren’t showing it now. They were just standing there,
each one staring down at a headstone.It wasn’t cold in the car, but there were chills crawling up
my back underneath my heavy sweater. Despite everything I’d seen in the last two months, it still
took me a long moment to realize that I was looking at ghosts. Actual ghosts. That word didn’t
seem to fit them, though. It was too silly, too whimsical. “Ghost” was a construction-paper
decoration or an amoeba-like cartoon character. But what I was looking at now was connected
to the human souls or spirits that I could see with my magic.Then I remembered that weeks ago
Simon had warned me I might be able to see . . . what had he called them? Remnants. At the
time, I’d been so preoccupied with protecting my niece and learning to use my other abilities that
I’d completely forgotten. And I had no idea why there were so many of them in this place.I found
myself shutting off the car, opening the door. I had no real plan, but I was unbearably curious.
More than that: I was pulled to them, the same way I was pulled to Maven, the powerful cardinal
vampire of Colorado. Cautiously, I walked toward the closest one, a short, round Caucasian



woman with long silvery hair. She was wearing a simple violet cotton dress with a blue apron tied
around it in a drooping bow. She didn’t look up as I approached, so I slowly began to circle her,
intent on seeing her eyes.Before I made it all the way around her, however, I saw the blood.It had
welled out of a grisly dark slice at her throat, then spilled forward to saturate her dress and
apron. It streaked all the way down to pool in her sensible shoes, a red waterfall that still looked
wet. For a moment I was tempted to touch it to see if it was wet, but I curled my fingers into a fist
to restrain myself. I looked up at the woman’s face. She was around fifty, with empty eyes and
wispy bangs that had started to curl away from her forehead, exactly as if she’d started to sweat
and pressed them away with a damp palm. Her eyes were cast down at her gravestone, like all
the others.“What happened to you?” I said softly, without thinking. The woman’s gaze seemed to
flicker for an instant, like something buried deep inside her had reacted to me, but then she
continued to stare down.“Are you okay?” I asked, and my hand automatically rose to touch her
shoulder.Stupid, stupid Lex.A bolt of condensed emotion jolted through my arm, driving me to
my knees as the wave of feelings crashed into me. Bright purple flashes of pain, peppery
anguish, and oh, such horrible fear. Nononono no why do I have to die I’m still so young what
about Jody no I can’t leave her why is he doing this I don’t even know him it isn’t fair please don’t
please no—As I fell, my fingers lost contact with the woman, and I let out a ragged wail, my butt
hitting the dead grass hard. I looked up and saw all of the figures turn their heads sharply, like a
coordinated movement. They weren’t staring at the graves anymore. They were all staring at
me.And their eyes were hungry.Chapter 2The Pellar farmhouse was northeast of Boulder,
almost all the way to Longmont. As I sped away from the farm, I rolled down my window for a
moment, taking a few gulps of the crisp mountain air, which smelled pleasantly of bonfires and
leaf piles. Trick-or-treating had ended hours ago, but as I maneuvered through the suburban
area that led to Diagonal Highway, I saw that many of the residents had left out fat bowls of
candy for late arrivals. I smiled. Earlier that day I’d had a stream of trick-or-treaters myself, mostly
my local cousins and their kids. My cabin east of Boulder is fairly remote, so I gave out king-
sized candy bars to make up for the trouble. It had been nice to do something as normal as hand
out candy and chat with my family. I’d come to really crave the parts of my life from before I’d
found out about the death magic in my blood. Before I’d learned that my niece, the only child of
my deceased sister, was a valuable commodity in the Old World, the supernatural community.As
I thought of Charlie, my spirits sank again. My brother-in-law, John, had brought her over tonight
too, her wiggly little body encased in a bright yellow bumblebee costume. John had stayed for
coffee so I could take pictures and Charlie could play with a couple of my rescue dogs. She was
just so adorable, like any human toddler. You’d never guess from looking at her that Charlie is a
null, a human being who cancels out all kinds of magic: witch spells, vampirism, even werewolf
magic. If you put the most powerful vampire in the world close enough to harmless little Charlie,
he or she would become human again, complete with human vulnerabilities and strengths.Nulls
are very useful, very dangerous, and very rare in the Old World. Discovering nulls when they’re
young and emotionally pliable is rarer still. Charlie had already survived two kidnapping



attempts, and I was determined that there wouldn’t be a third. It was why I’d made the deal with
the cardinal vampire of Colorado to keep her protected. In exchange, I had to do whatever she
wanted short of killing people, an arrangement that only made the witches of Boulder hate me
more.I realized that my thoughts were just tangling into knots again, so I tried pushing them
away, looking for something else to focus on. The radio station in my car was playing “Thriller” in
honor of Halloween, and I tapped my fingers on the wheel, feeling restless. For some reason I
didn’t feel like being alone, which was unlike me. I sort of wanted to go downtown to see Quinn,
my . . . friend? Coworker? The vampire for whom I had a thing? There really wasn’t an easy label
for him, but of everyone I’d met so far in the Old World, he knew me best, and although we both
worked for Maven, he didn’t seem to want anything from me, or worry that I might accidentally
kill him.Then again, things were awkward with Quinn. We had kissed less than two weeks ago.
Then I’d left for Los Angeles to look for new information about my sister’s death, and when I
returned I’d been upset, not wanting to talk about it. I had been . . . well, not avoiding Quinn,
exactly, but I wasn’t going out of my way to resume our slow momentum toward each other.It’s
Halloween. He’s probably busy anyway, I told myself, trying not to feel like a coward. The
vampires hung out at Magic Beans, a coffee shop in the heart of the touristy Pearl Street district.
That area was also where the CU students went to drink, and if the past hundred years were any
indication, they would be getting rather rowdy on Halloween night. I’d come to realize that rowdy
college kids equaled a free buffet for vampires. They could always press their victims to forget
being an involuntary blood donor, but it was probably easier to do when the victim in question
was drunk and prone to blackouts.There were lots of cars on the road now, adults on their way to
and from their own Halloween celebrations. Time to make a choice. I had already passed the exit
that led to the cabin. Now I could either turn around and go home or fight traffic to awkwardly
face my crush.I didn’t really love either option, so I was clamoring for an alternative as I passed
the thick hedge that had been planted around Mountain View Memorial Cemetery, ostensibly to
protect mourners from the busy highway noise. I glanced over just in time to see a break in the
shrubbery, giving me a perfect view into the cemetery . . . which was full of people. They stood in
front of the graves, staring down at the in-ground markers. Absolutely, inhumanly still.That in
itself seemed unusual at ten p.m., but it was Halloween. I could dismiss the gathering as part of
some organized college prank or protest . . . except for the fact that each and every one of them
was emitting an eerie, continuous glow.Adrenaline surged through me and I wrenched the wheel
sideways across the median, spraying cedar chips and bits of shrubbery in my wake. I barely
heard the honks and shouts behind me as I stomped on the brake and pulled into one of the
entrance turnoffs. Breathing hard, I put the car in park and checked my rearview mirror for
cops.That was so stupid, I berated myself. Why hadn’t I just pulled off at the next exit and circled
back? I could get arrested for that little stunt, and what the hell did I care if . . .Then I got a good
look at the figures glowing against the darkness, and my thoughts seemed to drift away like an
untethered helium balloon. They weren’t at every grave—or even every fourth grave—but there
were still hundreds of them, maybe more. If they had heard my tires squeal or the other cars



honking when I crossed the median, they weren’t showing it now. They were just standing there,
each one staring down at a headstone.It wasn’t cold in the car, but there were chills crawling up
my back underneath my heavy sweater. Despite everything I’d seen in the last two months, it still
took me a long moment to realize that I was looking at ghosts. Actual ghosts. That word didn’t
seem to fit them, though. It was too silly, too whimsical. “Ghost” was a construction-paper
decoration or an amoeba-like cartoon character. But what I was looking at now was connected
to the human souls or spirits that I could see with my magic.Then I remembered that weeks ago
Simon had warned me I might be able to see . . . what had he called them? Remnants. At the
time, I’d been so preoccupied with protecting my niece and learning to use my other abilities that
I’d completely forgotten. And I had no idea why there were so many of them in this place.I found
myself shutting off the car, opening the door. I had no real plan, but I was unbearably curious.
More than that: I was pulled to them, the same way I was pulled to Maven, the powerful cardinal
vampire of Colorado. Cautiously, I walked toward the closest one, a short, round Caucasian
woman with long silvery hair. She was wearing a simple violet cotton dress with a blue apron tied
around it in a drooping bow. She didn’t look up as I approached, so I slowly began to circle her,
intent on seeing her eyes.Before I made it all the way around her, however, I saw the blood.It had
welled out of a grisly dark slice at her throat, then spilled forward to saturate her dress and
apron. It streaked all the way down to pool in her sensible shoes, a red waterfall that still looked
wet. For a moment I was tempted to touch it to see if it was wet, but I curled my fingers into a fist
to restrain myself. I looked up at the woman’s face. She was around fifty, with empty eyes and
wispy bangs that had started to curl away from her forehead, exactly as if she’d started to sweat
and pressed them away with a damp palm. Her eyes were cast down at her gravestone, like all
the others.“What happened to you?” I said softly, without thinking. The woman’s gaze seemed to
flicker for an instant, like something buried deep inside her had reacted to me, but then she
continued to stare down.“Are you okay?” I asked, and my hand automatically rose to touch her
shoulder.Stupid, stupid Lex.A bolt of condensed emotion jolted through my arm, driving me to
my knees as the wave of feelings crashed into me. Bright purple flashes of pain, peppery
anguish, and oh, such horrible fear. Nononono no why do I have to die I’m still so young what
about Jody no I can’t leave her why is he doing this I don’t even know him it isn’t fair please don’t
please no—As I fell, my fingers lost contact with the woman, and I let out a ragged wail, my butt
hitting the dead grass hard. I looked up and saw all of the figures turn their heads sharply, like a
coordinated movement. They weren’t staring at the graves anymore. They were all staring at
me.And their eyes were hungry.Chapter 3Not daring to breathe, I began inching backward on my
hands, wanting to get enough distance from the bloody woman to stand up and run. Now that
they were facing me, I could see that many of them had visible injuries: a splash of blood over a
teenager’s heart, a missing piece of an old man’s head. One woman had no obvious wounds,
but she appeared to be soaking wet, though nothing dripped off her. Her face was bloodless, her
eyes bulging, desperate.Except for the eyes, all of their faces were completely slack—not like a
human at rest or asleep, more like a human with no muscle control at all. Dead. I had seen



horrible things when I was in the army, and I’d done some pretty horrible things too. But these
people, each in their isolated, timeless, bloodied space, were like grotesque action figures under
bell jars. They were gruesome in a way I’d never imagined.Their gazes were fixed hungrily in my
direction, and I got the sense that they wanted something from me. Something that would
consume me, use me up until I was nothing, not even a soul. A few of the closest ones even
swayed a little, as if shifting their weight to come after me. I was too overwhelmed to move away.
A whimper escaped my lips, and I hated myself for it. At the sound, the ghost nearest me took a
slow, laborious step, like his foot had grown roots he had to snap. The next step was much
swifter. I braced myself for . . . something.Then a short, girlish figure stepped in between them
and me. “Go back, go back,” she said softly. “She cannot help you. Not now.” The voice was
accentless, in that very particular way of someone who has worked at not having an accent. It
was low and gentle and extremely familiar. It pulled at me too, a different kind of glow.“Maven,” I
gasped.“You shouldn’t be here, little witch,” she said over her shoulder to me. “Go back to your
car, slowly.”I rose to my feet and began to obey, forcing myself to inch backward as slowly as I
could manage. I didn’t want to turn my back on those things. Maven started moving backward
too, but she kept herself angled between me and the dead. When they could no longer see me,
they began to lose interest, and one by one their heads swiveled slowly, unnaturally, back toward
their gravestones.When I lost sight of them around the hedge, I finally turned and rushed back to
my car, knowing Maven would follow. I opened the door and climbed in—only to find her already
waiting in the passenger seat next to me.I jumped. Goddamned vampires. “Quinn does that too,”
I grumbled.Maven gave me a slightly confused look, and I realized she hadn’t been trying to
startle me. She was just that fast. The cardinal vampire of all Colorado appeared to be a girl of
nineteen or twenty, with a fringe of bright orange hair, chunky glasses, and lots of necklaces and
rings. Tonight, like every other time I’d seen her, she was dressed in layers and layers of baggy
cotton and flannel, like a homeless flower child. I had long since concluded that she was trying to
disguise her beauty and immortal poise behind all that junk, but it only partially worked. If you
looked past the glasses and unflattering layers and bad haircut, she was still breathtaking.I
shook my head. “Never mind. What just happened? What were those . . .” I took a breath. “They
were ghosts, right? Um, remnants?”“Not exactly. Ordinary remnants are like short recordings of
a death event. Common enough, and they fade away by themselves eventually. These were . . .”
Maven twisted one hand in the air, a human gesture for when you can’t find a word.
“Gjenganger,” she said at last. “Restless, unhappy spirits whose deaths were violent enough to
leave a psychic impact. I turned them away, but we should still leave. Take me to the coffee
shop.” I nodded and started the car, pulling us back onto the highway.I wanted more information,
but when I glanced at Maven, I saw that she was frowning slightly. Unlike most vampires I’d met,
Maven actually did a pretty good job of remembering to practice human mannerisms—she used
contractions, laughed, and I’d even seen her flirt with customers at the coffee shop she
manages. But she often dropped it when there were no humans nearby. The worried expression
suggested she was too distracted to drop her own act.“What’s wrong?” I asked.There was a



heavy silence, in which I could practically feel her trying to decide whether to trust me with
information. I can never just get a goddamned straight answer from vampires. They have to think
eight moves ahead to make sure telling me something won’t hurt them down the road.“They
should not have been so vibrant,” she said at last. “Gjenganger appear every Samhain, but I
have never seen them in such detail.”I felt goose bumps prickle my arms under my jacket. Maven
was a gajillion years old, so anytime she said she’d never seen or done something, it was
significant. “For a moment, I wasn’t sure I could turn them away,” she admitted, and that scared
me even more.I wondered if I should tell her about the strange vibe I’d felt at the witches’
Samhain celebration. Could the two things be related? It seemed possible, but it also didn’t feel
right to expose a potential weakness in the witch clan to the cardinal vampire, even if the two
groups were technically allied. When push came to shove, I’d sworn my loyalty to Maven, but
that didn’t mean push was all the way to shove right now. It’s probably just Samhain throwing
everyone off, like Hazel said, I told myself.“Why would angry ghosts listen to you at all?” I
asked.“They recognize me,” she said simply. “I am death.”Her tone was so matter-of-fact,
especially from her girlish, teenage-looking mouth, that her words sent chills across my shoulder
blades. Then she added, “They recognize you too, boundary witch. You should not be in a
graveyard on Samhain.”I blinked. I’d looked up Samhain on Wikipedia. It was a pagan
celebration for the end of the harvest season, loosely connected to the modern Halloween. It
didn’t seem like it had anything to do with boundary magic. “Why not?”She gave me a confused
look again, as if she thought I was putting her on. “Three hundred and sixty-four days of the year,
the gjenganger are tethered,” she explained. “But on Samhain, the barrier between the living and
the dead is at its thinnest. That’s why they must return to their . . .” she gestured toward the
ground, reminding me of the figures’ downcast eyes. “Their remains.”“Oh.”Maven gave me a
curious look. “I’ve never known a boundary witch with so little understanding of death. Didn’t
Hazel Pellar tell you any of this?”I shook my head. “She doesn’t . . . well, she says she doesn’t
know anything about boundary magic.” Then the implications of Maven’s statement sunk in.
“Wait, you know other boundary witches?” I said eagerly, peering over at her impassive face. I
still knew so little about what I could do. “Living ones? Where are they? Can I meet them?”She
sighed. “No, not living. Look, we’re getting off track. I’m here to speak to you about a job.”I had
about thirty follow-up questions, but I tried to focus. I hadn’t been working for Maven long, and so
far she’d required very little of me: I’d really just run a few daytime errands, things Maven and her
vampires couldn’t do after business hours. But the way she’d said “job” just now was not the way
you talked about picking up dry cleaning or running to the bank—and she’d come to see me
herself, which had never happened before. “You didn’t just run into me at the cemetery,
then.”“No. When you didn’t answer my call, I tracked your phone.”Oh. Right. I’d agreed to let
Maven keep tabs on me when I’d sworn my oath of loyalty. “What’s the job?” I asked.“Two of my
people have gone missing,” she replied. “I want you and Quinn to investigate. He’s getting
supplies together now.” Her voice was calm, almost dismissive, as though we were discussing
her misplaced keys instead of two of her vampires.“What kind of supplies?” I asked, wary.



Weapons? Was she expecting a fight?She turned her head to study me, and I tried not to
squirm. “Quinn explained that there are no werewolves in the state of Colorado, yes? And why?”I
blinked at the abrupt change in topic. “Um, yes. He said that a crazy alpha werewolf started a
war here years ago, and you and Itachi destroyed him and scattered the pack.”She nodded. “My
covenant with the witches is to keep the werewolves out of Colorado for twenty years. In return,
they must serve my interests, should I call upon them.”“Right . . .”“Every full moon, when the
werewolf magic forces them to change, I dispatch vampires to the state border to hunt for signs
of pack behavior. The last full moon was four nights ago, on the twenty-seventh,” she explained.
“My representative at the northeast border was supposed to return to Boulder on the twenty-
eighth, but I didn’t hear from her. One of my representatives at the western edge of the state did
not report back either.”“You think werewolves got them,” I said, fury building in my chest. In Los
Angeles, I’d learned that my sister had been killed by a mad werewolf. The idea of getting to hunt
and kill some was disturbingly appealing.But for the first time that night, Maven hesitated. “It’s
possible,” she said at last. “But after what happened with Itachi . . .” She trailed off, leaving me to
fill in the blanks. Itachi had been the leader of all things supernatural in Colorado up until a few
weeks ago. Maven had assisted him as a sort of advisor, a lieutenant. But Itachi hadn’t liked
having a lieutenant who was so much more powerful than himself, so he had tried to have my
niece kidnapped in order to increase his long-term power base. Quinn and I had helped Maven
bring him down for good.“You think they might have fled the state because they were loyal to
Itachi,” I surmised.Maven nodded. “There has been some . . . unrest over the last few weeks.”
There was a sudden hardness in her tone that I recognized. Someone else in her organization
had recently deserted, or threatened to mutiny, something like that. Which explained why she’d
taken the time to come talk to me herself, instead of sending a minion. She needed to keep the
whole thing quiet until we knew for sure there was a problem. The power structure of the Old
World, I’d discovered, depended heavily on perception. The more it seemed like Maven didn’t
have control of her territory, the less control she’d have over her territory.But she knew Quinn
and I could be trusted—well, at least as much as she could trust anyone. After all, Quinn had
been publicly outed as Maven’s mole in Itachi’s old organization, and Maven had made sure
every vampire within a thousand miles both hated and feared me. If she ever lost control of
Colorado, we were both toast—and Charlie would be fair game.You chose this, I reminded
myself. You made a deal; now honor it. “I’m supposed to work tomorrow morning; should I get
someone to cover my shift?” I was still technically employed as a register monkey at the Flatiron
Depot, a 24-hour convenience store, though I had cut my hours to part-time and switched to day
shifts. Maven gave me a stipend, but she didn’t use me often enough to fill my time, and I
needed to have a job I could explain to my family.“I don’t think that will be necessary,” Maven
answered. “One way or the other, we should know before sunrise.”Well, that sounded
ominous.Chapter 3Not daring to breathe, I began inching backward on my hands, wanting to get
enough distance from the bloody woman to stand up and run. Now that they were facing me, I
could see that many of them had visible injuries: a splash of blood over a teenager’s heart, a



missing piece of an old man’s head. One woman had no obvious wounds, but she appeared to
be soaking wet, though nothing dripped off her. Her face was bloodless, her eyes bulging,
desperate.Except for the eyes, all of their faces were completely slack—not like a human at rest
or asleep, more like a human with no muscle control at all. Dead. I had seen horrible things when
I was in the army, and I’d done some pretty horrible things too. But these people, each in their
isolated, timeless, bloodied space, were like grotesque action figures under bell jars. They were
gruesome in a way I’d never imagined.Their gazes were fixed hungrily in my direction, and I got
the sense that they wanted something from me. Something that would consume me, use me up
until I was nothing, not even a soul. A few of the closest ones even swayed a little, as if shifting
their weight to come after me. I was too overwhelmed to move away. A whimper escaped my
lips, and I hated myself for it. At the sound, the ghost nearest me took a slow, laborious step, like
his foot had grown roots he had to snap. The next step was much swifter. I braced myself for . . .
something.Then a short, girlish figure stepped in between them and me. “Go back, go back,” she
said softly. “She cannot help you. Not now.” The voice was accentless, in that very particular way
of someone who has worked at not having an accent. It was low and gentle and extremely
familiar. It pulled at me too, a different kind of glow.“Maven,” I gasped.“You shouldn’t be here,
little witch,” she said over her shoulder to me. “Go back to your car, slowly.”I rose to my feet and
began to obey, forcing myself to inch backward as slowly as I could manage. I didn’t want to turn
my back on those things. Maven started moving backward too, but she kept herself angled
between me and the dead. When they could no longer see me, they began to lose interest, and
one by one their heads swiveled slowly, unnaturally, back toward their gravestones.When I lost
sight of them around the hedge, I finally turned and rushed back to my car, knowing Maven
would follow. I opened the door and climbed in—only to find her already waiting in the passenger
seat next to me.I jumped. Goddamned vampires. “Quinn does that too,” I grumbled.Maven gave
me a slightly confused look, and I realized she hadn’t been trying to startle me. She was just that
fast. The cardinal vampire of all Colorado appeared to be a girl of nineteen or twenty, with a
fringe of bright orange hair, chunky glasses, and lots of necklaces and rings. Tonight, like every
other time I’d seen her, she was dressed in layers and layers of baggy cotton and flannel, like a
homeless flower child. I had long since concluded that she was trying to disguise her beauty and
immortal poise behind all that junk, but it only partially worked. If you looked past the glasses
and unflattering layers and bad haircut, she was still breathtaking.I shook my head. “Never mind.
What just happened? What were those . . .” I took a breath. “They were ghosts, right? Um,
remnants?”“Not exactly. Ordinary remnants are like short recordings of a death event. Common
enough, and they fade away by themselves eventually. These were . . .” Maven twisted one hand
in the air, a human gesture for when you can’t find a word. “Gjenganger,” she said at last.
“Restless, unhappy spirits whose deaths were violent enough to leave a psychic impact. I turned
them away, but we should still leave. Take me to the coffee shop.” I nodded and started the car,
pulling us back onto the highway.I wanted more information, but when I glanced at Maven, I saw
that she was frowning slightly. Unlike most vampires I’d met, Maven actually did a pretty good job



of remembering to practice human mannerisms—she used contractions, laughed, and I’d even
seen her flirt with customers at the coffee shop she manages. But she often dropped it when
there were no humans nearby. The worried expression suggested she was too distracted to drop
her own act.“What’s wrong?” I asked.There was a heavy silence, in which I could practically feel
her trying to decide whether to trust me with information. I can never just get a goddamned
straight answer from vampires. They have to think eight moves ahead to make sure telling me
something won’t hurt them down the road.“They should not have been so vibrant,” she said at
last. “Gjenganger appear every Samhain, but I have never seen them in such detail.”I felt goose
bumps prickle my arms under my jacket. Maven was a gajillion years old, so anytime she said
she’d never seen or done something, it was significant. “For a moment, I wasn’t sure I could turn
them away,” she admitted, and that scared me even more.I wondered if I should tell her about the
strange vibe I’d felt at the witches’ Samhain celebration. Could the two things be related? It
seemed possible, but it also didn’t feel right to expose a potential weakness in the witch clan to
the cardinal vampire, even if the two groups were technically allied. When push came to shove,
I’d sworn my loyalty to Maven, but that didn’t mean push was all the way to shove right now. It’s
probably just Samhain throwing everyone off, like Hazel said, I told myself.“Why would angry
ghosts listen to you at all?” I asked.“They recognize me,” she said simply. “I am death.”Her tone
was so matter-of-fact, especially from her girlish, teenage-looking mouth, that her words sent
chills across my shoulder blades. Then she added, “They recognize you too, boundary witch.
You should not be in a graveyard on Samhain.”I blinked. I’d looked up Samhain on Wikipedia. It
was a pagan celebration for the end of the harvest season, loosely connected to the modern
Halloween. It didn’t seem like it had anything to do with boundary magic. “Why not?”She gave
me a confused look again, as if she thought I was putting her on. “Three hundred and sixty-four
days of the year, the gjenganger are tethered,” she explained. “But on Samhain, the barrier
between the living and the dead is at its thinnest. That’s why they must return to their . . .” she
gestured toward the ground, reminding me of the figures’ downcast eyes. “Their
remains.”“Oh.”Maven gave me a curious look. “I’ve never known a boundary witch with so little
understanding of death. Didn’t Hazel Pellar tell you any of this?”I shook my head. “She
doesn’t . . . well, she says she doesn’t know anything about boundary magic.” Then the
implications of Maven’s statement sunk in. “Wait, you know other boundary witches?” I said
eagerly, peering over at her impassive face. I still knew so little about what I could do. “Living
ones? Where are they? Can I meet them?”She sighed. “No, not living. Look, we’re getting off
track. I’m here to speak to you about a job.”I had about thirty follow-up questions, but I tried to
focus. I hadn’t been working for Maven long, and so far she’d required very little of me: I’d really
just run a few daytime errands, things Maven and her vampires couldn’t do after business hours.
But the way she’d said “job” just now was not the way you talked about picking up dry cleaning or
running to the bank—and she’d come to see me herself, which had never happened before. “You
didn’t just run into me at the cemetery, then.”“No. When you didn’t answer my call, I tracked your
phone.”Oh. Right. I’d agreed to let Maven keep tabs on me when I’d sworn my oath of loyalty.



“What’s the job?” I asked.“Two of my people have gone missing,” she replied. “I want you and
Quinn to investigate. He’s getting supplies together now.” Her voice was calm, almost dismissive,
as though we were discussing her misplaced keys instead of two of her vampires.“What kind of
supplies?” I asked, wary. Weapons? Was she expecting a fight?She turned her head to study
me, and I tried not to squirm. “Quinn explained that there are no werewolves in the state of
Colorado, yes? And why?”I blinked at the abrupt change in topic. “Um, yes. He said that a crazy
alpha werewolf started a war here years ago, and you and Itachi destroyed him and scattered
the pack.”She nodded. “My covenant with the witches is to keep the werewolves out of Colorado
for twenty years. In return, they must serve my interests, should I call upon
them.”“Right . . .”“Every full moon, when the werewolf magic forces them to change, I dispatch
vampires to the state border to hunt for signs of pack behavior. The last full moon was four nights
ago, on the twenty-seventh,” she explained. “My representative at the northeast border was
supposed to return to Boulder on the twenty-eighth, but I didn’t hear from her. One of my
representatives at the western edge of the state did not report back either.”“You think
werewolves got them,” I said, fury building in my chest. In Los Angeles, I’d learned that my sister
had been killed by a mad werewolf. The idea of getting to hunt and kill some was disturbingly
appealing.But for the first time that night, Maven hesitated. “It’s possible,” she said at last. “But
after what happened with Itachi . . .” She trailed off, leaving me to fill in the blanks. Itachi had
been the leader of all things supernatural in Colorado up until a few weeks ago. Maven had
assisted him as a sort of advisor, a lieutenant. But Itachi hadn’t liked having a lieutenant who was
so much more powerful than himself, so he had tried to have my niece kidnapped in order to
increase his long-term power base. Quinn and I had helped Maven bring him down for
good.“You think they might have fled the state because they were loyal to Itachi,” I
surmised.Maven nodded. “There has been some . . . unrest over the last few weeks.” There was
a sudden hardness in her tone that I recognized. Someone else in her organization had recently
deserted, or threatened to mutiny, something like that. Which explained why she’d taken the time
to come talk to me herself, instead of sending a minion. She needed to keep the whole thing
quiet until we knew for sure there was a problem. The power structure of the Old World, I’d
discovered, depended heavily on perception. The more it seemed like Maven didn’t have control
of her territory, the less control she’d have over her territory.But she knew Quinn and I could be
trusted—well, at least as much as she could trust anyone. After all, Quinn had been publicly
outed as Maven’s mole in Itachi’s old organization, and Maven had made sure every vampire
within a thousand miles both hated and feared me. If she ever lost control of Colorado, we were
both toast—and Charlie would be fair game.You chose this, I reminded myself. You made a deal;
now honor it. “I’m supposed to work tomorrow morning; should I get someone to cover my shift?”
I was still technically employed as a register monkey at the Flatiron Depot, a 24-hour
convenience store, though I had cut my hours to part-time and switched to day shifts. Maven
gave me a stipend, but she didn’t use me often enough to fill my time, and I needed to have a job
I could explain to my family.“I don’t think that will be necessary,” Maven answered. “One way or



the other, we should know before sunrise.”Well, that sounded ominous.Chapter 3Not daring to
breathe, I began inching backward on my hands, wanting to get enough distance from the
bloody woman to stand up and run. Now that they were facing me, I could see that many of them
had visible injuries: a splash of blood over a teenager’s heart, a missing piece of an old man’s
head. One woman had no obvious wounds, but she appeared to be soaking wet, though nothing
dripped off her. Her face was bloodless, her eyes bulging, desperate.Except for the eyes, all of
their faces were completely slack—not like a human at rest or asleep, more like a human with no
muscle control at all. Dead. I had seen horrible things when I was in the army, and I’d done some
pretty horrible things too. But these people, each in their isolated, timeless, bloodied space,
were like grotesque action figures under bell jars. They were gruesome in a way I’d never
imagined.Their gazes were fixed hungrily in my direction, and I got the sense that they wanted
something from me. Something that would consume me, use me up until I was nothing, not even
a soul. A few of the closest ones even swayed a little, as if shifting their weight to come after me.
I was too overwhelmed to move away. A whimper escaped my lips, and I hated myself for it. At
the sound, the ghost nearest me took a slow, laborious step, like his foot had grown roots he had
to snap. The next step was much swifter. I braced myself for . . . something.Then a short, girlish
figure stepped in between them and me. “Go back, go back,” she said softly. “She cannot help
you. Not now.” The voice was accentless, in that very particular way of someone who has worked
at not having an accent. It was low and gentle and extremely familiar. It pulled at me too, a
different kind of glow.“Maven,” I gasped.“You shouldn’t be here, little witch,” she said over her
shoulder to me. “Go back to your car, slowly.”I rose to my feet and began to obey, forcing myself
to inch backward as slowly as I could manage. I didn’t want to turn my back on those things.
Maven started moving backward too, but she kept herself angled between me and the dead.
When they could no longer see me, they began to lose interest, and one by one their heads
swiveled slowly, unnaturally, back toward their gravestones.When I lost sight of them around the
hedge, I finally turned and rushed back to my car, knowing Maven would follow. I opened the
door and climbed in—only to find her already waiting in the passenger seat next to me.I jumped.
Goddamned vampires. “Quinn does that too,” I grumbled.Maven gave me a slightly confused
look, and I realized she hadn’t been trying to startle me. She was just that fast. The cardinal
vampire of all Colorado appeared to be a girl of nineteen or twenty, with a fringe of bright orange
hair, chunky glasses, and lots of necklaces and rings. Tonight, like every other time I’d seen her,
she was dressed in layers and layers of baggy cotton and flannel, like a homeless flower child. I
had long since concluded that she was trying to disguise her beauty and immortal poise behind
all that junk, but it only partially worked. If you looked past the glasses and unflattering layers and
bad haircut, she was still breathtaking.I shook my head. “Never mind. What just happened?
What were those . . .” I took a breath. “They were ghosts, right? Um, remnants?”“Not exactly.
Ordinary remnants are like short recordings of a death event. Common enough, and they fade
away by themselves eventually. These were . . .” Maven twisted one hand in the air, a human
gesture for when you can’t find a word. “Gjenganger,” she said at last. “Restless, unhappy spirits



whose deaths were violent enough to leave a psychic impact. I turned them away, but we should
still leave. Take me to the coffee shop.” I nodded and started the car, pulling us back onto the
highway.I wanted more information, but when I glanced at Maven, I saw that she was frowning
slightly. Unlike most vampires I’d met, Maven actually did a pretty good job of remembering to
practice human mannerisms—she used contractions, laughed, and I’d even seen her flirt with
customers at the coffee shop she manages. But she often dropped it when there were no
humans nearby. The worried expression suggested she was too distracted to drop her own
act.“What’s wrong?” I asked.There was a heavy silence, in which I could practically feel her
trying to decide whether to trust me with information. I can never just get a goddamned straight
answer from vampires. They have to think eight moves ahead to make sure telling me something
won’t hurt them down the road.“They should not have been so vibrant,” she said at last.
“Gjenganger appear every Samhain, but I have never seen them in such detail.”I felt goose
bumps prickle my arms under my jacket. Maven was a gajillion years old, so anytime she said
she’d never seen or done something, it was significant. “For a moment, I wasn’t sure I could turn
them away,” she admitted, and that scared me even more.I wondered if I should tell her about the
strange vibe I’d felt at the witches’ Samhain celebration. Could the two things be related? It
seemed possible, but it also didn’t feel right to expose a potential weakness in the witch clan to
the cardinal vampire, even if the two groups were technically allied. When push came to shove,
I’d sworn my loyalty to Maven, but that didn’t mean push was all the way to shove right now. It’s
probably just Samhain throwing everyone off, like Hazel said, I told myself.“Why would angry
ghosts listen to you at all?” I asked.“They recognize me,” she said simply. “I am death.”Her tone
was so matter-of-fact, especially from her girlish, teenage-looking mouth, that her words sent
chills across my shoulder blades. Then she added, “They recognize you too, boundary witch.
You should not be in a graveyard on Samhain.”I blinked. I’d looked up Samhain on Wikipedia. It
was a pagan celebration for the end of the harvest season, loosely connected to the modern
Halloween. It didn’t seem like it had anything to do with boundary magic. “Why not?”She gave
me a confused look again, as if she thought I was putting her on. “Three hundred and sixty-four
days of the year, the gjenganger are tethered,” she explained. “But on Samhain, the barrier
between the living and the dead is at its thinnest. That’s why they must return to their . . .” she
gestured toward the ground, reminding me of the figures’ downcast eyes. “Their
remains.”“Oh.”Maven gave me a curious look. “I’ve never known a boundary witch with so little
understanding of death. Didn’t Hazel Pellar tell you any of this?”I shook my head. “She
doesn’t . . . well, she says she doesn’t know anything about boundary magic.” Then the
implications of Maven’s statement sunk in. “Wait, you know other boundary witches?” I said
eagerly, peering over at her impassive face. I still knew so little about what I could do. “Living
ones? Where are they? Can I meet them?”She sighed. “No, not living. Look, we’re getting off
track. I’m here to speak to you about a job.”I had about thirty follow-up questions, but I tried to
focus. I hadn’t been working for Maven long, and so far she’d required very little of me: I’d really
just run a few daytime errands, things Maven and her vampires couldn’t do after business hours.



But the way she’d said “job” just now was not the way you talked about picking up dry cleaning or
running to the bank—and she’d come to see me herself, which had never happened before. “You
didn’t just run into me at the cemetery, then.”“No. When you didn’t answer my call, I tracked your
phone.”Oh. Right. I’d agreed to let Maven keep tabs on me when I’d sworn my oath of loyalty.
“What’s the job?” I asked.“Two of my people have gone missing,” she replied. “I want you and
Quinn to investigate. He’s getting supplies together now.” Her voice was calm, almost dismissive,
as though we were discussing her misplaced keys instead of two of her vampires.“What kind of
supplies?” I asked, wary. Weapons? Was she expecting a fight?She turned her head to study
me, and I tried not to squirm. “Quinn explained that there are no werewolves in the state of
Colorado, yes? And why?”I blinked at the abrupt change in topic. “Um, yes. He said that a crazy
alpha werewolf started a war here years ago, and you and Itachi destroyed him and scattered
the pack.”She nodded. “My covenant with the witches is to keep the werewolves out of Colorado
for twenty years. In return, they must serve my interests, should I call upon
them.”“Right . . .”“Every full moon, when the werewolf magic forces them to change, I dispatch
vampires to the state border to hunt for signs of pack behavior. The last full moon was four nights
ago, on the twenty-seventh,” she explained. “My representative at the northeast border was
supposed to return to Boulder on the twenty-eighth, but I didn’t hear from her. One of my
representatives at the western edge of the state did not report back either.”“You think
werewolves got them,” I said, fury building in my chest. In Los Angeles, I’d learned that my sister
had been killed by a mad werewolf. The idea of getting to hunt and kill some was disturbingly
appealing.But for the first time that night, Maven hesitated. “It’s possible,” she said at last. “But
after what happened with Itachi . . .” She trailed off, leaving me to fill in the blanks. Itachi had
been the leader of all things supernatural in Colorado up until a few weeks ago. Maven had
assisted him as a sort of advisor, a lieutenant. But Itachi hadn’t liked having a lieutenant who was
so much more powerful than himself, so he had tried to have my niece kidnapped in order to
increase his long-term power base. Quinn and I had helped Maven bring him down for
good.“You think they might have fled the state because they were loyal to Itachi,” I
surmised.Maven nodded. “There has been some . . . unrest over the last few weeks.” There was
a sudden hardness in her tone that I recognized. Someone else in her organization had recently
deserted, or threatened to mutiny, something like that. Which explained why she’d taken the time
to come talk to me herself, instead of sending a minion. She needed to keep the whole thing
quiet until we knew for sure there was a problem. The power structure of the Old World, I’d
discovered, depended heavily on perception. The more it seemed like Maven didn’t have control
of her territory, the less control she’d have over her territory.But she knew Quinn and I could be
trusted—well, at least as much as she could trust anyone. After all, Quinn had been publicly
outed as Maven’s mole in Itachi’s old organization, and Maven had made sure every vampire
within a thousand miles both hated and feared me. If she ever lost control of Colorado, we were
both toast—and Charlie would be fair game.You chose this, I reminded myself. You made a deal;
now honor it. “I’m supposed to work tomorrow morning; should I get someone to cover my shift?”



I was still technically employed as a register monkey at the Flatiron Depot, a 24-hour
convenience store, though I had cut my hours to part-time and switched to day shifts. Maven
gave me a stipend, but she didn’t use me often enough to fill my time, and I needed to have a job
I could explain to my family.“I don’t think that will be necessary,” Maven answered. “One way or
the other, we should know before sunrise.”Well, that sounded ominous.Chapter 4Magic Beans
was located on Pine Street, in between a cutesy store that sold overpriced jewelry and a
restaurant that made its own cheese. It was near the Boulderado, a popular tourist hotel, and
only a few blocks away from my parents’ mini mansion in Mapleton. I cut across Iris Ave and
down Highway 7, hoping to avoid the majority of drunk college students who were likely still
roaming Pearl Street, bouncing between bars like balls on a pool table. Despite my efforts, the
closer we got to Magic Beans, the more crowded the sidewalks became, and the costumed
college kids seemed to have some kind of jaywalking death wish. I came very close to running
down three young women dressed as a sexy nurse, sexy doctor, and sexy dolphin (!),
respectively, after they decided to run diagonally through an intersection in a drunken, zigzag
fashion.When the sexy dolphin’s tail flared up to reveal shapely thighs, Maven looked over at
me, cocking a questioning eyebrow. I just shrugged. “Don’t look at me. When I was twenty-two
my costume was desert camo.”Finally I pulled into the tiny parking lot behind Magic Beans. I
spotted Quinn coming out the back door, headed toward a new-looking Jeep Wrangler
Unlimited. He was dressed for fieldwork in dark-washed jeans and an all-weather jacket, and he
carried a duffel bag.He paused as he saw my car, squinting against the glare of headlights, and
my heart did a happy little leap, which annoyed me. I’m in my thirties. I should not get
butterflies.As we climbed out of the car, Quinn nodded respectfully at Maven, then shot me a
quick, private smile that burned through my resolve. I couldn’t help but grin back. “You have
everything you need?” Maven said brightly. The perkiness surprised me, but then I realized that
she’d dropped into her spacey barista persona, the one she used when she worked the front
counter.“I think so,” Quinn replied. “I’ll call if we’re not going to be back before sunrise. Hey,
Lex.”“Hi,” I said. “Where are we going?”“Julesburg,” he said, naming a town in the northeast
corner of the state. “That’s the closest disappearance.” He tossed the duffel bag into the back of
the Jeep and opened the passenger-side door. “Shall we?”I looked back and forth between him
and the massive vehicle. When the two of us went looking for Charlie’s kidnappers, we’d taken
his car or my old Subaru. But I just shrugged and climbed in.As Quinn took his turn navigating
through the drunken coeds, I looked around the interior of the fancy car, half afraid to touch
anything. The Jeep’s dashboard and floor mats were spotless, and when I peeked over my
shoulder I saw that the back had been tricked out to include some kind of concealed
compartment in the floor that took up the whole width of the Jeep. “What’s with the wheels?” I
asked Quinn.“Maven’s answer to Air Force One,” he explained. “She bought it shortly after she
took over, and lends it to her people when we might need to be out after dawn.”Ah. “The
compartment in the back is lightproof?”He nodded. “Lightproof, armored, and climate controlled.
Cost a fortune.” He shook his head a little. “Maven doesn’t put on airs or throw around money,



but she invests where it counts.” His tone was admiring, and I wondered if things had gotten
easier or harder for him now that we’d taken Itachi off the board.“How will she get home?” I
asked.A faint smile crossed his lips. “She’ll ride her bike.”Ah, Boulder.When the last lights of the
city were behind us, Quinn glanced over at me. “The thing in LA,” he said. “Did you find out what
you needed to know?”“Yes,” I said shortly. “She was eaten by werewolves. I don’t really want to
talk about it.”Quinn nodded, his face falling into its usual implacable expression. I regretted my
curt tone. There had been a time when that dispassionate look was the only one I ever got from
Quinn, and I’d hoped we were past that. But I just couldn’t talk about Sam right now. “Tell me
about the vampires who disappeared,” I prompted instead.He nodded. “Every full moon, ten of
us take a shift patrolling the state borders, watching for any signs of werewolf activity,” he began.
“We’ve found natural wolves a couple of times, but never any weres, at least for as long as I’ve
been in Colorado. But on the last full moon, two people didn’t report in.”“Maven told me that
much. Who are they?”“Travis disappeared from Dove Creek, and Allegra went missing out of
Julesburg.”I raised my eyebrows. “Just Travis and Allegra? Don’t vampires ever have last
names?”A brief smile twitched across his face, and I felt like I’d scored a point. “Of course we do,
on all our legal paperwork. But those change every few decades, or so I’m told. We typically just
use our first names within our own territories. It’s easier to remember—and easier not to expose
someone by mistake, like if you were to refer to me as Quinn Adams after I’d already changed
my name to Quinn . . . Merlin.” He lifted his hand off the wheel long enough to wave it
dismissively. “Or whatever.”I laughed. “Merlin? Your example of a fake last name is Merlin?” He
glared at me, but the smile was obvious in his eyes. “Oh shit,” I blurted. “Don’t tell me that’s your
last name now.”Quinn laughed out loud, a sound I’d heard only a few times. It made something in
my chest loosen. “No, Quinn is currently my last name.”“So what’s your current first
name?”“Arthur,” he said airily. I laughed, unable to tell if he was kidding or not.“Back to Allegra
and Travis,” I prompted. “Maven brought up the possibility that they might have just . . .
defected.”He considered that for a moment. “It’s possible,” he allowed.I tried to think through the
implications of that. “Hypothetically,” I said in a careful voice, “if Allegra or Travis, or anyone else,
for that matter, decided they wanted to leave Maven’s enclave, would there be
consequences?”His brow furrowed. “You mean like, would Maven hunt them down and kill them
for leaving?”“Well . . . yeah.”“Technically, vampires are not supposed to jump territories without
permission,” he told me. “We have to be careful with things like population control and population
density, and if everyone starts crossing borders willy-nilly, it increases the chance of all of us
getting discovered by the foundings.” That was the Old World term for ordinary humans, and it
was always used dismissively, the way you would say “cattle.”“But Maven’s still trying to lock in
control after the takeover,” Quinn continued, “and frankly I don’t think she has the resources to
hunt down defectors right now. That’s part of why she waited this long before sending us after
Allegra and Travis—she’s been spread too thin to deal with it. Most likely, if someone leaves,
they’ll make Maven’s permanent shit list, to be punished later. I sure as hell wouldn’t want to be
on her shit list, but leaving the state isn’t like an instant death sentence or anything.”“Hmm.” This



was enough to give me a headache. There were too many possibilities, too many suspects,
including Travis and Allegra themselves. Once again, I felt like it was my first day at a new job.
Everyone else could think faster and clearer than I could because they had decades or even
centuries of experience with the Old World, and I had known about it for less than two months. I
sighed. “So is it safe to assume Maven didn’t kill them herself? I mean, if she had, there’d be no
reason to send us on this little quest.”“True,” he conceded. “I think that’s a pretty safe
assumption, yes.”Great. So that was one person who probably didn’t kill them. “Did Travis and
Allegra . . . er . . . know each other?”He shot me a wry smile. “You mean like, biblically?”“Well,
yeah.”“No. Travis was a bit of a dandy, and Allegra was really down-to-earth. I can’t see her
spending more than two minutes with him.”There was something in his tone—admiration,
maybe? He glanced over at me, and discomfort crossed his face. “Listen, Lex, there’s something
else you should know. Allegra and I, we used to . . . date. Years ago.”“Date,” I repeated.He sighed. 
Vampires, I had discovered, don’t technically need to breathe, but most of them do out of habit,
and to blend in. “We used to sleep together. Recreationally.”“Oh.” I mulled that over for a moment.
Quinn was a relatively new vampire—we had never discussed the specifics of his turn, but I
knew it happened between five and ten years ago, in Chicago. I also knew that he had been sold
to Maven against his will . . . and that sometime in between getting changed and coming to
Boulder, he had attacked his human wife. In that context, it made sense that he’d want to sleep
with another vampire: he was wary of hurting humans. Which was pretty ironic given his job as
Maven’s fixer.But then, I knew better than anyone that there was a big difference between
hurting someone on orders and hurting someone because you couldn’t make yourself stop.Still,
it was hard to picture Quinn—or any of the other vampires I’d met—craving sex or intimacy at all.
They seemed so remote, so detached from their emotions. Yeah, Quinn had shown a little
interest in me, and we had kissed, but in that moment, I realized I wasn’t sure how far that
interest extended.I groped for something to say, but what came out of my mouth was, “I wasn’t
sure you guys . . . did that.” Oh, great recovery, Lex.“What, have sex?” He rolled his eyes. “I’m a
vampire, Lex, I’m not dead.”“Well—”“You know what I mean,” he replied, a little irritated. “Our
bodies can do all the same things human bodies can; we just choose whether to prioritize them.
It takes energy—blood—to turn on biological functions, but it can be done.”I thought that over.
“So you get to decide whether or not you’ll . . . um . . . crave intimacy?”“Yes. Just like I can devote
energy to having a heartbeat, sweating, or even eating, although I can’t digest food the way you
can,” he said matter-of-factly. “Our bodies adapted to power our basic functions first—hunter
instincts, feeding capabilities. Everything else depends on how much blood we drink, how
often.”“Huh.” Science was never my particular interest, but that made a lot of sense, in terms of
how vampires had managed to stay hidden within the human race for so long. It also said
something about Quinn that he’d chosen to devote energy to human emotions when he didn’t
have to.We rode along in silence for a few minutes, and then I couldn’t help but ask, “Did you
love her?”“No.” His voice was weary. “We got along okay, and we both needed somebody. I care
about what happens to her, but I mostly just thought you should know about it since you and I



are . . . you know.”“Interested in each other?” I suggested. It made my heart pound hard in my
chest, but I was too goddamned old to play games.“Yes,” Quinn said simply.I didn’t know quite
what to say after that, so we rode in peaceable silence for quite a while. I was just starting to
doze off in my seat when we saw the sign for Julesburg.“Where exactly are we going?” I finally
asked.“Maven keeps these little chambers buried underground for us to hide in if we get caught
away from home,” he explained. “They’re safer than a hotel. We’ll start there, see if we can pick
up Allegra’s trail.”“I don’t suppose it’s a gigantic underground chamber?” I said hopefully. “Like
the size of a building, with lots of great ventilation and maybe some skylights?”He smiled. “Nope,
sorry. I know you’re claustrophobic, so you can stay on top and guard the entrance.”“Guard
duty?” I said, brightening. “I love that plan. I crush it at guard duty.”We drove all the way through
Julesburg, a former stagecoach station whose only real claim to fame was its connection to
corruption and torture. The town was named after Jules Beni, a station manager who was guilty
of helping the horse thieves instead of stopping them. According to legend, Beni was killed by
his former boss, Jack Slade, a gunslinger who shot off each one of Beni’s fingers and sliced off
his ears to keep as trophies.Unlike many former Wild West towns, for some reason Julesburg
never really caught on as a tourist destination. Today, the population still hovered at a little over a
thousand people.We followed Highway 138 past Julesburg and were nearly to the Nebraska
border before Quinn turned off onto an unmarked road headed east into fields of . . . well,
something. It was too dark to make out the crops, but eventually the field terminated next to
some scrubby woodlands. Quinn pulled off onto a little one-lane offshoot of the road and turned
off the Jeep.“Who owns this property?” I asked him.He shrugged. “This one’s been tied up in will
probate for years and years. I don’t think anyone’s ever discovered one of Maven’s vaults, but if
someone did, the foundings would just write it off as some weird construction error.”“What do
you mean, construction error?”“Come see.” He hopped out of the Jeep, and I grabbed my
flashlight and followed him. We walked about fifty feet into the grass, nearly to the edge of the
woods, before Quinn found the spot he wanted and dropped his duffel bag next to it. I played my
flashlight over the overgrown grass as he leaned down and dug his fingers in, like he was feeling
around for something. I was about to ask what he was doing, but by then he was pulling up a
four-by-four piece of sod, revealing a green metal circle underneath. It was flat and smooth like
an oversized sewer cover, but larger and raised about four inches above the ground, with
concrete underneath. Obviously a lid. I crouched down to tug at it, but Quinn grabbed my arm.
“Let me,” he urged. “The edges on these things can be sharp.”I nodded, understanding. There
was death magic in my blood, and Quinn was afraid he wouldn’t be able to keep himself from
attacking me if I started bleeding. I had more faith in him, but this wasn’t the time to get into it. I
gestured toward the lid. “Be my guest.”Quinn reached down with one hand and easily lifted the
steel cover, which came up with a sucking pop. There was a cavernous hole underneath, the
interior so dark that my flashlight beam barely penetrated it, even when I crouched down. It
smelled like concrete and earth, but the air wasn’t particularly stale.Directly below us I could just
make out a small metal stepladder, but there was nothing around it except for gray concrete.



“Uh, Quinn?” I said. “Is this a septic tank?”“We prefer to think of them as ‘portable emergency
storage chambers,’” he deadpanned.Well, that explained the “construction error” concept—if
anyone ever found this, they’d just figure a tank had been installed and then the homeowners
had changed their minds. “That’s . . . kind of brilliant,” I admitted.Quinn nodded, then frowned. “I
smell blood.”Before I could respond, he abruptly planted one foot on the concrete rim and
dropped into the hole, landing without a sound. If I hadn’t seen the little stepladder, I might have
worried he’d just drop down forever, like in Looney Tunes cartoons.I leaned down as far as I
could before fear enveloped me. Septic tanks were what, eight feet by twelve feet? Something
like that? I shivered. Not that different from the inside of a Humvee. “Quinn?” I called. “Um, is she
down there?”“No, but there’s something written on the wall.” His grim voice wafted up out of the
darkness. He sounded far away now, and I wondered just how deep the tank was. “It’s too dark,
even for me. Can you pass down the lantern?”“Yeah.” I pulled the camp-style lantern out of his
duffel bag, switched it on, and put one hand on the rim of the concrete lip to steady myself so I
could lean forward and lower it down by its long cord.The concrete was old, or maybe I just put
my hand on exactly the wrong spot, but the palm-sized piece directly under my hand crumbled
off, and my fingers slipped off the lip. I tried to jerk backward to right myself, but my center of
gravity was too far over the chasm by then. I tumbled forward into the hole, and the next thing I
felt was the impact of concrete on my skull.Chapter 4Magic Beans was located on Pine Street,
in between a cutesy store that sold overpriced jewelry and a restaurant that made its own
cheese. It was near the Boulderado, a popular tourist hotel, and only a few blocks away from my
parents’ mini mansion in Mapleton. I cut across Iris Ave and down Highway 7, hoping to avoid
the majority of drunk college students who were likely still roaming Pearl Street, bouncing
between bars like balls on a pool table. Despite my efforts, the closer we got to Magic Beans, the
more crowded the sidewalks became, and the costumed college kids seemed to have some
kind of jaywalking death wish. I came very close to running down three young women dressed
as a sexy nurse, sexy doctor, and sexy dolphin (!), respectively, after they decided to run
diagonally through an intersection in a drunken, zigzag fashion.When the sexy dolphin’s tail
flared up to reveal shapely thighs, Maven looked over at me, cocking a questioning eyebrow. I
just shrugged. “Don’t look at me. When I was twenty-two my costume was desert camo.”Finally I
pulled into the tiny parking lot behind Magic Beans. I spotted Quinn coming out the back door,
headed toward a new-looking Jeep Wrangler Unlimited. He was dressed for fieldwork in dark-
washed jeans and an all-weather jacket, and he carried a duffel bag.He paused as he saw my
car, squinting against the glare of headlights, and my heart did a happy little leap, which
annoyed me. I’m in my thirties. I should not get butterflies.As we climbed out of the car, Quinn
nodded respectfully at Maven, then shot me a quick, private smile that burned through my
resolve. I couldn’t help but grin back. “You have everything you need?” Maven said brightly. The
perkiness surprised me, but then I realized that she’d dropped into her spacey barista persona,
the one she used when she worked the front counter.“I think so,” Quinn replied. “I’ll call if we’re
not going to be back before sunrise. Hey, Lex.”“Hi,” I said. “Where are we going?”“Julesburg,” he



said, naming a town in the northeast corner of the state. “That’s the closest disappearance.” He
tossed the duffel bag into the back of the Jeep and opened the passenger-side door. “Shall
we?”I looked back and forth between him and the massive vehicle. When the two of us went
looking for Charlie’s kidnappers, we’d taken his car or my old Subaru. But I just shrugged and
climbed in.As Quinn took his turn navigating through the drunken coeds, I looked around the
interior of the fancy car, half afraid to touch anything. The Jeep’s dashboard and floor mats were
spotless, and when I peeked over my shoulder I saw that the back had been tricked out to
include some kind of concealed compartment in the floor that took up the whole width of the
Jeep. “What’s with the wheels?” I asked Quinn.“Maven’s answer to Air Force One,” he explained.
“She bought it shortly after she took over, and lends it to her people when we might need to be
out after dawn.”Ah. “The compartment in the back is lightproof?”He nodded. “Lightproof,
armored, and climate controlled. Cost a fortune.” He shook his head a little. “Maven doesn’t put
on airs or throw around money, but she invests where it counts.” His tone was admiring, and I
wondered if things had gotten easier or harder for him now that we’d taken Itachi off the
board.“How will she get home?” I asked.A faint smile crossed his lips. “She’ll ride her bike.”Ah,
Boulder.When the last lights of the city were behind us, Quinn glanced over at me. “The thing in
LA,” he said. “Did you find out what you needed to know?”“Yes,” I said shortly. “She was eaten by
werewolves. I don’t really want to talk about it.”Quinn nodded, his face falling into its usual
implacable expression. I regretted my curt tone. There had been a time when that dispassionate
look was the only one I ever got from Quinn, and I’d hoped we were past that. But I just couldn’t
talk about Sam right now. “Tell me about the vampires who disappeared,” I prompted instead.He
nodded. “Every full moon, ten of us take a shift patrolling the state borders, watching for any
signs of werewolf activity,” he began. “We’ve found natural wolves a couple of times, but never
any weres, at least for as long as I’ve been in Colorado. But on the last full moon, two people
didn’t report in.”“Maven told me that much. Who are they?”“Travis disappeared from Dove Creek,
and Allegra went missing out of Julesburg.”I raised my eyebrows. “Just Travis and Allegra? Don’t
vampires ever have last names?”A brief smile twitched across his face, and I felt like I’d scored a
point. “Of course we do, on all our legal paperwork. But those change every few decades, or so
I’m told. We typically just use our first names within our own territories. It’s easier to remember—
and easier not to expose someone by mistake, like if you were to refer to me as Quinn Adams
after I’d already changed my name to Quinn . . . Merlin.” He lifted his hand off the wheel long
enough to wave it dismissively. “Or whatever.”I laughed. “Merlin? Your example of a fake last
name is Merlin?” He glared at me, but the smile was obvious in his eyes. “Oh shit,” I blurted.
“Don’t tell me that’s your last name now.”Quinn laughed out loud, a sound I’d heard only a few
times. It made something in my chest loosen. “No, Quinn is currently my last name.”“So what’s
your current first name?”“Arthur,” he said airily. I laughed, unable to tell if he was kidding or
not.“Back to Allegra and Travis,” I prompted. “Maven brought up the possibility that they might
have just . . . defected.”He considered that for a moment. “It’s possible,” he allowed.I tried to think
through the implications of that. “Hypothetically,” I said in a careful voice, “if Allegra or Travis, or



anyone else, for that matter, decided they wanted to leave Maven’s enclave, would there be
consequences?”His brow furrowed. “You mean like, would Maven hunt them down and kill them
for leaving?”“Well . . . yeah.”“Technically, vampires are not supposed to jump territories without
permission,” he told me. “We have to be careful with things like population control and population
density, and if everyone starts crossing borders willy-nilly, it increases the chance of all of us
getting discovered by the foundings.” That was the Old World term for ordinary humans, and it
was always used dismissively, the way you would say “cattle.”“But Maven’s still trying to lock in
control after the takeover,” Quinn continued, “and frankly I don’t think she has the resources to
hunt down defectors right now. That’s part of why she waited this long before sending us after
Allegra and Travis—she’s been spread too thin to deal with it. Most likely, if someone leaves,
they’ll make Maven’s permanent shit list, to be punished later. I sure as hell wouldn’t want to be
on her shit list, but leaving the state isn’t like an instant death sentence or anything.”“Hmm.” This
was enough to give me a headache. There were too many possibilities, too many suspects,
including Travis and Allegra themselves. Once again, I felt like it was my first day at a new job.
Everyone else could think faster and clearer than I could because they had decades or even
centuries of experience with the Old World, and I had known about it for less than two months. I
sighed. “So is it safe to assume Maven didn’t kill them herself? I mean, if she had, there’d be no
reason to send us on this little quest.”“True,” he conceded. “I think that’s a pretty safe
assumption, yes.”Great. So that was one person who probably didn’t kill them. “Did Travis and
Allegra . . . er . . . know each other?”He shot me a wry smile. “You mean like, biblically?”“Well,
yeah.”“No. Travis was a bit of a dandy, and Allegra was really down-to-earth. I can’t see her
spending more than two minutes with him.”There was something in his tone—admiration,
maybe? He glanced over at me, and discomfort crossed his face. “Listen, Lex, there’s something
else you should know. Allegra and I, we used to . . . date. Years ago.”“Date,” I repeated.He sighed. 
Vampires, I had discovered, don’t technically need to breathe, but most of them do out of habit,
and to blend in. “We used to sleep together. Recreationally.”“Oh.” I mulled that over for a moment.
Quinn was a relatively new vampire—we had never discussed the specifics of his turn, but I
knew it happened between five and ten years ago, in Chicago. I also knew that he had been sold
to Maven against his will . . . and that sometime in between getting changed and coming to
Boulder, he had attacked his human wife. In that context, it made sense that he’d want to sleep
with another vampire: he was wary of hurting humans. Which was pretty ironic given his job as
Maven’s fixer.But then, I knew better than anyone that there was a big difference between
hurting someone on orders and hurting someone because you couldn’t make yourself stop.Still,
it was hard to picture Quinn—or any of the other vampires I’d met—craving sex or intimacy at all.
They seemed so remote, so detached from their emotions. Yeah, Quinn had shown a little
interest in me, and we had kissed, but in that moment, I realized I wasn’t sure how far that
interest extended.I groped for something to say, but what came out of my mouth was, “I wasn’t
sure you guys . . . did that.” Oh, great recovery, Lex.“What, have sex?” He rolled his eyes. “I’m a
vampire, Lex, I’m not dead.”“Well—”“You know what I mean,” he replied, a little irritated. “Our



bodies can do all the same things human bodies can; we just choose whether to prioritize them.
It takes energy—blood—to turn on biological functions, but it can be done.”I thought that over.
“So you get to decide whether or not you’ll . . . um . . . crave intimacy?”“Yes. Just like I can devote
energy to having a heartbeat, sweating, or even eating, although I can’t digest food the way you
can,” he said matter-of-factly. “Our bodies adapted to power our basic functions first—hunter
instincts, feeding capabilities. Everything else depends on how much blood we drink, how
often.”“Huh.” Science was never my particular interest, but that made a lot of sense, in terms of
how vampires had managed to stay hidden within the human race for so long. It also said
something about Quinn that he’d chosen to devote energy to human emotions when he didn’t
have to.We rode along in silence for a few minutes, and then I couldn’t help but ask, “Did you
love her?”“No.” His voice was weary. “We got along okay, and we both needed somebody. I care
about what happens to her, but I mostly just thought you should know about it since you and I
are . . . you know.”“Interested in each other?” I suggested. It made my heart pound hard in my
chest, but I was too goddamned old to play games.“Yes,” Quinn said simply.I didn’t know quite
what to say after that, so we rode in peaceable silence for quite a while. I was just starting to
doze off in my seat when we saw the sign for Julesburg.“Where exactly are we going?” I finally
asked.“Maven keeps these little chambers buried underground for us to hide in if we get caught
away from home,” he explained. “They’re safer than a hotel. We’ll start there, see if we can pick
up Allegra’s trail.”“I don’t suppose it’s a gigantic underground chamber?” I said hopefully. “Like
the size of a building, with lots of great ventilation and maybe some skylights?”He smiled. “Nope,
sorry. I know you’re claustrophobic, so you can stay on top and guard the entrance.”“Guard
duty?” I said, brightening. “I love that plan. I crush it at guard duty.”We drove all the way through
Julesburg, a former stagecoach station whose only real claim to fame was its connection to
corruption and torture. The town was named after Jules Beni, a station manager who was guilty
of helping the horse thieves instead of stopping them. According to legend, Beni was killed by
his former boss, Jack Slade, a gunslinger who shot off each one of Beni’s fingers and sliced off
his ears to keep as trophies.Unlike many former Wild West towns, for some reason Julesburg
never really caught on as a tourist destination. Today, the population still hovered at a little over a
thousand people.We followed Highway 138 past Julesburg and were nearly to the Nebraska
border before Quinn turned off onto an unmarked road headed east into fields of . . . well,
something. It was too dark to make out the crops, but eventually the field terminated next to
some scrubby woodlands. Quinn pulled off onto a little one-lane offshoot of the road and turned
off the Jeep.“Who owns this property?” I asked him.He shrugged. “This one’s been tied up in will
probate for years and years. I don’t think anyone’s ever discovered one of Maven’s vaults, but if
someone did, the foundings would just write it off as some weird construction error.”“What do
you mean, construction error?”“Come see.” He hopped out of the Jeep, and I grabbed my
flashlight and followed him. We walked about fifty feet into the grass, nearly to the edge of the
woods, before Quinn found the spot he wanted and dropped his duffel bag next to it. I played my
flashlight over the overgrown grass as he leaned down and dug his fingers in, like he was feeling



around for something. I was about to ask what he was doing, but by then he was pulling up a
four-by-four piece of sod, revealing a green metal circle underneath. It was flat and smooth like
an oversized sewer cover, but larger and raised about four inches above the ground, with
concrete underneath. Obviously a lid. I crouched down to tug at it, but Quinn grabbed my arm.
“Let me,” he urged. “The edges on these things can be sharp.”I nodded, understanding. There
was death magic in my blood, and Quinn was afraid he wouldn’t be able to keep himself from
attacking me if I started bleeding. I had more faith in him, but this wasn’t the time to get into it. I
gestured toward the lid. “Be my guest.”Quinn reached down with one hand and easily lifted the
steel cover, which came up with a sucking pop. There was a cavernous hole underneath, the
interior so dark that my flashlight beam barely penetrated it, even when I crouched down. It
smelled like concrete and earth, but the air wasn’t particularly stale.Directly below us I could just
make out a small metal stepladder, but there was nothing around it except for gray concrete.
“Uh, Quinn?” I said. “Is this a septic tank?”“We prefer to think of them as ‘portable emergency
storage chambers,’” he deadpanned.Well, that explained the “construction error” concept—if
anyone ever found this, they’d just figure a tank had been installed and then the homeowners
had changed their minds. “That’s . . . kind of brilliant,” I admitted.Quinn nodded, then frowned. “I
smell blood.”Before I could respond, he abruptly planted one foot on the concrete rim and
dropped into the hole, landing without a sound. If I hadn’t seen the little stepladder, I might have
worried he’d just drop down forever, like in Looney Tunes cartoons.I leaned down as far as I
could before fear enveloped me. Septic tanks were what, eight feet by twelve feet? Something
like that? I shivered. Not that different from the inside of a Humvee. “Quinn?” I called. “Um, is she
down there?”“No, but there’s something written on the wall.” His grim voice wafted up out of the
darkness. He sounded far away now, and I wondered just how deep the tank was. “It’s too dark,
even for me. Can you pass down the lantern?”“Yeah.” I pulled the camp-style lantern out of his
duffel bag, switched it on, and put one hand on the rim of the concrete lip to steady myself so I
could lean forward and lower it down by its long cord.The concrete was old, or maybe I just put
my hand on exactly the wrong spot, but the palm-sized piece directly under my hand crumbled
off, and my fingers slipped off the lip. I tried to jerk backward to right myself, but my center of
gravity was too far over the chasm by then. I tumbled forward into the hole, and the next thing I
felt was the impact of concrete on my skull.Chapter 4Magic Beans was located on Pine Street,
in between a cutesy store that sold overpriced jewelry and a restaurant that made its own
cheese. It was near the Boulderado, a popular tourist hotel, and only a few blocks away from my
parents’ mini mansion in Mapleton. I cut across Iris Ave and down Highway 7, hoping to avoid
the majority of drunk college students who were likely still roaming Pearl Street, bouncing
between bars like balls on a pool table. Despite my efforts, the closer we got to Magic Beans, the
more crowded the sidewalks became, and the costumed college kids seemed to have some
kind of jaywalking death wish. I came very close to running down three young women dressed
as a sexy nurse, sexy doctor, and sexy dolphin (!), respectively, after they decided to run
diagonally through an intersection in a drunken, zigzag fashion.When the sexy dolphin’s tail



flared up to reveal shapely thighs, Maven looked over at me, cocking a questioning eyebrow. I
just shrugged. “Don’t look at me. When I was twenty-two my costume was desert camo.”Finally I
pulled into the tiny parking lot behind Magic Beans. I spotted Quinn coming out the back door,
headed toward a new-looking Jeep Wrangler Unlimited. He was dressed for fieldwork in dark-
washed jeans and an all-weather jacket, and he carried a duffel bag.He paused as he saw my
car, squinting against the glare of headlights, and my heart did a happy little leap, which
annoyed me. I’m in my thirties. I should not get butterflies.As we climbed out of the car, Quinn
nodded respectfully at Maven, then shot me a quick, private smile that burned through my
resolve. I couldn’t help but grin back. “You have everything you need?” Maven said brightly. The
perkiness surprised me, but then I realized that she’d dropped into her spacey barista persona,
the one she used when she worked the front counter.“I think so,” Quinn replied. “I’ll call if we’re
not going to be back before sunrise. Hey, Lex.”“Hi,” I said. “Where are we going?”“Julesburg,” he
said, naming a town in the northeast corner of the state. “That’s the closest disappearance.” He
tossed the duffel bag into the back of the Jeep and opened the passenger-side door. “Shall
we?”I looked back and forth between him and the massive vehicle. When the two of us went
looking for Charlie’s kidnappers, we’d taken his car or my old Subaru. But I just shrugged and
climbed in.As Quinn took his turn navigating through the drunken coeds, I looked around the
interior of the fancy car, half afraid to touch anything. The Jeep’s dashboard and floor mats were
spotless, and when I peeked over my shoulder I saw that the back had been tricked out to
include some kind of concealed compartment in the floor that took up the whole width of the
Jeep. “What’s with the wheels?” I asked Quinn.“Maven’s answer to Air Force One,” he explained.
“She bought it shortly after she took over, and lends it to her people when we might need to be
out after dawn.”Ah. “The compartment in the back is lightproof?”He nodded. “Lightproof,
armored, and climate controlled. Cost a fortune.” He shook his head a little. “Maven doesn’t put
on airs or throw around money, but she invests where it counts.” His tone was admiring, and I
wondered if things had gotten easier or harder for him now that we’d taken Itachi off the
board.“How will she get home?” I asked.A faint smile crossed his lips. “She’ll ride her bike.”Ah,
Boulder.When the last lights of the city were behind us, Quinn glanced over at me. “The thing in
LA,” he said. “Did you find out what you needed to know?”“Yes,” I said shortly. “She was eaten by
werewolves. I don’t really want to talk about it.”Quinn nodded, his face falling into its usual
implacable expression. I regretted my curt tone. There had been a time when that dispassionate
look was the only one I ever got from Quinn, and I’d hoped we were past that. But I just couldn’t
talk about Sam right now. “Tell me about the vampires who disappeared,” I prompted instead.He
nodded. “Every full moon, ten of us take a shift patrolling the state borders, watching for any
signs of werewolf activity,” he began. “We’ve found natural wolves a couple of times, but never
any weres, at least for as long as I’ve been in Colorado. But on the last full moon, two people
didn’t report in.”“Maven told me that much. Who are they?”“Travis disappeared from Dove Creek,
and Allegra went missing out of Julesburg.”I raised my eyebrows. “Just Travis and Allegra? Don’t
vampires ever have last names?”A brief smile twitched across his face, and I felt like I’d scored a



point. “Of course we do, on all our legal paperwork. But those change every few decades, or so
I’m told. We typically just use our first names within our own territories. It’s easier to remember—
and easier not to expose someone by mistake, like if you were to refer to me as Quinn Adams
after I’d already changed my name to Quinn . . . Merlin.” He lifted his hand off the wheel long
enough to wave it dismissively. “Or whatever.”I laughed. “Merlin? Your example of a fake last
name is Merlin?” He glared at me, but the smile was obvious in his eyes. “Oh shit,” I blurted.
“Don’t tell me that’s your last name now.”Quinn laughed out loud, a sound I’d heard only a few
times. It made something in my chest loosen. “No, Quinn is currently my last name.”“So what’s
your current first name?”“Arthur,” he said airily. I laughed, unable to tell if he was kidding or
not.“Back to Allegra and Travis,” I prompted. “Maven brought up the possibility that they might
have just . . . defected.”He considered that for a moment. “It’s possible,” he allowed.I tried to think
through the implications of that. “Hypothetically,” I said in a careful voice, “if Allegra or Travis, or
anyone else, for that matter, decided they wanted to leave Maven’s enclave, would there be
consequences?”His brow furrowed. “You mean like, would Maven hunt them down and kill them
for leaving?”“Well . . . yeah.”“Technically, vampires are not supposed to jump territories without
permission,” he told me. “We have to be careful with things like population control and population
density, and if everyone starts crossing borders willy-nilly, it increases the chance of all of us
getting discovered by the foundings.” That was the Old World term for ordinary humans, and it
was always used dismissively, the way you would say “cattle.”“But Maven’s still trying to lock in
control after the takeover,” Quinn continued, “and frankly I don’t think she has the resources to
hunt down defectors right now. That’s part of why she waited this long before sending us after
Allegra and Travis—she’s been spread too thin to deal with it. Most likely, if someone leaves,
they’ll make Maven’s permanent shit list, to be punished later. I sure as hell wouldn’t want to be
on her shit list, but leaving the state isn’t like an instant death sentence or anything.”“Hmm.” This
was enough to give me a headache. There were too many possibilities, too many suspects,
including Travis and Allegra themselves. Once again, I felt like it was my first day at a new job.
Everyone else could think faster and clearer than I could because they had decades or even
centuries of experience with the Old World, and I had known about it for less than two months. I
sighed. “So is it safe to assume Maven didn’t kill them herself? I mean, if she had, there’d be no
reason to send us on this little quest.”“True,” he conceded. “I think that’s a pretty safe
assumption, yes.”Great. So that was one person who probably didn’t kill them. “Did Travis and
Allegra . . . er . . . know each other?”He shot me a wry smile. “You mean like, biblically?”“Well,
yeah.”“No. Travis was a bit of a dandy, and Allegra was really down-to-earth. I can’t see her
spending more than two minutes with him.”There was something in his tone—admiration,
maybe? He glanced over at me, and discomfort crossed his face. “Listen, Lex, there’s something
else you should know. Allegra and I, we used to . . . date. Years ago.”“Date,” I repeated.He sighed. 
Vampires, I had discovered, don’t technically need to breathe, but most of them do out of habit,
and to blend in. “We used to sleep together. Recreationally.”“Oh.” I mulled that over for a moment.
Quinn was a relatively new vampire—we had never discussed the specifics of his turn, but I



knew it happened between five and ten years ago, in Chicago. I also knew that he had been sold
to Maven against his will . . . and that sometime in between getting changed and coming to
Boulder, he had attacked his human wife. In that context, it made sense that he’d want to sleep
with another vampire: he was wary of hurting humans. Which was pretty ironic given his job as
Maven’s fixer.But then, I knew better than anyone that there was a big difference between
hurting someone on orders and hurting someone because you couldn’t make yourself stop.Still,
it was hard to picture Quinn—or any of the other vampires I’d met—craving sex or intimacy at all.
They seemed so remote, so detached from their emotions. Yeah, Quinn had shown a little
interest in me, and we had kissed, but in that moment, I realized I wasn’t sure how far that
interest extended.I groped for something to say, but what came out of my mouth was, “I wasn’t
sure you guys . . . did that.” Oh, great recovery, Lex.“What, have sex?” He rolled his eyes. “I’m a
vampire, Lex, I’m not dead.”“Well—”“You know what I mean,” he replied, a little irritated. “Our
bodies can do all the same things human bodies can; we just choose whether to prioritize them.
It takes energy—blood—to turn on biological functions, but it can be done.”I thought that over.
“So you get to decide whether or not you’ll . . . um . . . crave intimacy?”“Yes. Just like I can devote
energy to having a heartbeat, sweating, or even eating, although I can’t digest food the way you
can,” he said matter-of-factly. “Our bodies adapted to power our basic functions first—hunter
instincts, feeding capabilities. Everything else depends on how much blood we drink, how
often.”“Huh.” Science was never my particular interest, but that made a lot of sense, in terms of
how vampires had managed to stay hidden within the human race for so long. It also said
something about Quinn that he’d chosen to devote energy to human emotions when he didn’t
have to.We rode along in silence for a few minutes, and then I couldn’t help but ask, “Did you
love her?”“No.” His voice was weary. “We got along okay, and we both needed somebody. I care
about what happens to her, but I mostly just thought you should know about it since you and I
are . . . you know.”“Interested in each other?” I suggested. It made my heart pound hard in my
chest, but I was too goddamned old to play games.“Yes,” Quinn said simply.I didn’t know quite
what to say after that, so we rode in peaceable silence for quite a while. I was just starting to
doze off in my seat when we saw the sign for Julesburg.“Where exactly are we going?” I finally
asked.“Maven keeps these little chambers buried underground for us to hide in if we get caught
away from home,” he explained. “They’re safer than a hotel. We’ll start there, see if we can pick
up Allegra’s trail.”“I don’t suppose it’s a gigantic underground chamber?” I said hopefully. “Like
the size of a building, with lots of great ventilation and maybe some skylights?”He smiled. “Nope,
sorry. I know you’re claustrophobic, so you can stay on top and guard the entrance.”“Guard
duty?” I said, brightening. “I love that plan. I crush it at guard duty.”We drove all the way through
Julesburg, a former stagecoach station whose only real claim to fame was its connection to
corruption and torture. The town was named after Jules Beni, a station manager who was guilty
of helping the horse thieves instead of stopping them. According to legend, Beni was killed by
his former boss, Jack Slade, a gunslinger who shot off each one of Beni’s fingers and sliced off
his ears to keep as trophies.Unlike many former Wild West towns, for some reason Julesburg



never really caught on as a tourist destination. Today, the population still hovered at a little over a
thousand people.We followed Highway 138 past Julesburg and were nearly to the Nebraska
border before Quinn turned off onto an unmarked road headed east into fields of . . . well,
something. It was too dark to make out the crops, but eventually the field terminated next to
some scrubby woodlands. Quinn pulled off onto a little one-lane offshoot of the road and turned
off the Jeep.“Who owns this property?” I asked him.He shrugged. “This one’s been tied up in will
probate for years and years. I don’t think anyone’s ever discovered one of Maven’s vaults, but if
someone did, the foundings would just write it off as some weird construction error.”“What do
you mean, construction error?”“Come see.” He hopped out of the Jeep, and I grabbed my
flashlight and followed him. We walked about fifty feet into the grass, nearly to the edge of the
woods, before Quinn found the spot he wanted and dropped his duffel bag next to it. I played my
flashlight over the overgrown grass as he leaned down and dug his fingers in, like he was feeling
around for something. I was about to ask what he was doing, but by then he was pulling up a
four-by-four piece of sod, revealing a green metal circle underneath. It was flat and smooth like
an oversized sewer cover, but larger and raised about four inches above the ground, with
concrete underneath. Obviously a lid. I crouched down to tug at it, but Quinn grabbed my arm.
“Let me,” he urged. “The edges on these things can be sharp.”I nodded, understanding. There
was death magic in my blood, and Quinn was afraid he wouldn’t be able to keep himself from
attacking me if I started bleeding. I had more faith in him, but this wasn’t the time to get into it. I
gestured toward the lid. “Be my guest.”Quinn reached down with one hand and easily lifted the
steel cover, which came up with a sucking pop. There was a cavernous hole underneath, the
interior so dark that my flashlight beam barely penetrated it, even when I crouched down. It
smelled like concrete and earth, but the air wasn’t particularly stale.Directly below us I could just
make out a small metal stepladder, but there was nothing around it except for gray concrete.
“Uh, Quinn?” I said. “Is this a septic tank?”“We prefer to think of them as ‘portable emergency
storage chambers,’” he deadpanned.Well, that explained the “construction error” concept—if
anyone ever found this, they’d just figure a tank had been installed and then the homeowners
had changed their minds. “That’s . . . kind of brilliant,” I admitted.Quinn nodded, then frowned. “I
smell blood.”Before I could respond, he abruptly planted one foot on the concrete rim and
dropped into the hole, landing without a sound. If I hadn’t seen the little stepladder, I might have
worried he’d just drop down forever, like in Looney Tunes cartoons.I leaned down as far as I
could before fear enveloped me. Septic tanks were what, eight feet by twelve feet? Something
like that? I shivered. Not that different from the inside of a Humvee. “Quinn?” I called. “Um, is she
down there?”“No, but there’s something written on the wall.” His grim voice wafted up out of the
darkness. He sounded far away now, and I wondered just how deep the tank was. “It’s too dark,
even for me. Can you pass down the lantern?”“Yeah.” I pulled the camp-style lantern out of his
duffel bag, switched it on, and put one hand on the rim of the concrete lip to steady myself so I
could lean forward and lower it down by its long cord.The concrete was old, or maybe I just put
my hand on exactly the wrong spot, but the palm-sized piece directly under my hand crumbled



off, and my fingers slipped off the lip. I tried to jerk backward to right myself, but my center of
gravity was too far over the chasm by then. I tumbled forward into the hole, and the next thing I
felt was the impact of concrete on my skull.Chapter 5“Lex!”To my surprise, I did not wind up as a
skin-bag of shattered bones on the floor of the concrete tank. Instead I found myself awkwardly
positioned in Quinn’s arms, as though we were dancing and he’d led me into an elaborate dip.
Only my head was about three inches above the floor of the concrete tank.I was disoriented from
my head smacking into the concrete opening on my way down, so it took me a few moments to
get my bearings and realize he had caught me. It didn’t help that the heavy-duty lantern was
rolling away from us, sending light spinning across the walls. It finally came to rest against the
wall of the tank, leaving my left side bathed in light, the right side in darkness. “Thanks,” I said,
my voice coming out dazed and thick. “Think I hit my head.”Quinn didn’t answer or even move to
help me up. He just froze in place, his arms locked around my back, our faces less than a foot
apart. I heard a miniscule tap . . . tap . . . tap . . . on the concrete just below me. Like something
dripping. My fingers rose to touch my temple where it had hit the concrete, and came away
bloody. Only then did I finally register the long, warm trickle of hot liquid that ran down the side of
my head into my hair.Chapter 5“Lex!”To my surprise, I did not wind up as a skin-bag of shattered
bones on the floor of the concrete tank. Instead I found myself awkwardly positioned in Quinn’s
arms, as though we were dancing and he’d led me into an elaborate dip. Only my head was
about three inches above the floor of the concrete tank.I was disoriented from my head
smacking into the concrete opening on my way down, so it took me a few moments to get my
bearings and realize he had caught me. It didn’t help that the heavy-duty lantern was rolling
away from us, sending light spinning across the walls. It finally came to rest against the wall of
the tank, leaving my left side bathed in light, the right side in darkness. “Thanks,” I said, my voice
coming out dazed and thick. “Think I hit my head.”Quinn didn’t answer or even move to help me
up. He just froze in place, his arms locked around my back, our faces less than a foot apart. I
heard a miniscule tap . . . tap . . . tap . . . on the concrete just below me. Like something dripping.
My fingers rose to touch my temple where it had hit the concrete, and came away bloody. Only
then did I finally register the long, warm trickle of hot liquid that ran down the side of my head
into my hair.Chapter 5“Lex!”To my surprise, I did not wind up as a skin-bag of shattered bones
on the floor of the concrete tank. Instead I found myself awkwardly positioned in Quinn’s arms,
as though we were dancing and he’d led me into an elaborate dip. Only my head was about
three inches above the floor of the concrete tank.I was disoriented from my head smacking into
the concrete opening on my way down, so it took me a few moments to get my bearings and
realize he had caught me. It didn’t help that the heavy-duty lantern was rolling away from us,
sending light spinning across the walls. It finally came to rest against the wall of the tank, leaving
my left side bathed in light, the right side in darkness. “Thanks,” I said, my voice coming out
dazed and thick. “Think I hit my head.”Quinn didn’t answer or even move to help me up. He just
froze in place, his arms locked around my back, our faces less than a foot apart. I heard a
miniscule tap . . . tap . . . tap . . . on the concrete just below me. Like something dripping. My



fingers rose to touch my temple where it had hit the concrete, and came away bloody. Only then
did I finally register the long, warm trickle of hot liquid that ran down the side of my head into my
hair.
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Lorna, “Good Supernatural Series!. (RabidReads.com)So far, the Boundary Magic trilogy has
been a very entertaining listen for me. I’ve not read a lot of witch books, but the type of witch that
the main character is was a new one for me. Very unique.Lex is a boundary witch, a war veteran,
and a wonderful aunt to her deceased twin sister’s baby girl. She’s also working for the head
vampire of Colorado and seeing where things go as far as a relationship with Quinn, a vampire
she partners with. It’s Halloween night when Lex realizes that members of the supernatural
community of Boulder are acting a bit(or a lot) “off”. Things that shouldn’t happen, are
happening. Witches are all high strung and wired up. Werewolves are coming into places that
are forbidden to them. Ghosts are not only showing up, but are able to be seen and heard clearly
in some instances. Vampires are partaking in blood in an open environment among humans.
And an ancient evil is unearthed-literally-and is now eating humans. Nerd(but handsome) witch
Simon and his sister Lily also feature prominently.I am finding these books to be really fun. They
are not comedy, but there is some humor, some really great characters, and a creative premise.
The villain(ancient evil) this time was really unique and nicely fleshed out by the author. Of
course, there is also more than one villain for Lex to come up against. I enjoyed a really fun
scene between Lex and a ghost of a madame from a bordello of the past. Actually there were
several fun scenes with other supernatural characters, the werewolves become helpers at one
point, and another rare kind of witch is brought into the fray. But none of the other witches are as
rare as Lex. She’s known as a death witch of sorts. She can bring back someone that is dying or
has just died, and can cause the death just as easily. She’s still learning her powers, but at least
she didn’t kill all the fish in a pond this time. The best part is that she can’t really die. If so, she
would never have made it out of childhood after drowning. Of course, beheading would do the
trick.Narration? I am enjoying listening to this series, although I also own the eBooks. Kate Rudd
narrated all three books and I can’t imagine anyone better for this character. She deftly handled
both the female voices and did really well with the male voices. I really appreciate a narrator that
can do male voices without me being taken out of the story by a really bad effort. So I was really
happy with this narrator and wouldn’t hesitate to listen to anything else she narrates. Narration
for me was 5 stars out of 5.I would classify this as urban fantasy, although she is having a
relationship with Quinn that is still new. Things did heat up for them in this installment, some
details, but nothing explicit. And that was fine with me. More explicit wouldn’t have bothered me
either, so either way it was good. Lots of action also contributed to this story and kept me on the
edge of my seat at times while reading.Highly recommended to urban fantasy readers and
paranormal romance fans would probably enjoy this as well.”

Graff Fuller, “She did it again. Wow.. I asked at the end of the first book for werewolves, and we
got a brief glimpse into that world. We now have the balance of power (especially with the
reintroduction of Apex Magic), but I'm really wondering whay the big next threat will be.Lex is



such a wonderful protagonist. Glad that Quinnand her are progressing in their relationship. I also
like Simon and Lily, which offered wonderful comedic moments.The twist (or reveal) at yhe end
was interesting. The misdirection got me. Syartinh to understand her plotting ways, maybe in the
next book I'll see iy coming (ot maybe not).”

saffivort, “Great sequel in this series!. I really enjoyed this second book in this series. Lex Luther
is coming into her own now as she is learning more about her boundary witch powers and what
she should be able to do. She is still tied to Maven, the head vampire of the area and when
werewolves attack some vampires on the outskirts of the city of Boulder and vampires threaten
Maven's rule, they know something is up. Add into the mix a giant man-eating sandworm and
Lex has a fight on her hands, one she has to deal with before war between the witches and the
vampires breaks out.I really like Lex as the main character - she's strong, feisty and willing to do
whatever it takes to fight for what she believes in and will do anything to protect her family too. I
like the blossoming romance between her and Quinn as well. Simon and Lily are great as
secondary characters as well.The culprit was a bit more unexpected for me as all the evidence
pointed to someone else, and I certainly wasn't expecting them to be where they were in the end!
Looking forward to reading the next book in this series now!”

serendipity5, “Brilliant. This fabulous author, who made it into my favourites list with her very first
book and has continued to wow me with everything she writes, has done it again. Melissa writes
beautifully and her books just seem to get better and better. This is well thought out, extremely
clever and has characters that you cannot but help fall for.Lex is a witch, not just any witch but a
boundary witch, a pariah of the supernatural community, one in which even those with
questionable talents and characteristics consider Lex a danger. Lex's powers are fascinating
and we learn more about them in Boundary Lines. The mystery involved this time round had me
constantly guessing and changing my mind and I had to find out along with Lex. The twists and
turns had me unable to put the book down and this was another very late night!The world is set
in the same one as Scarlett, our favourite null, but don't let that fool you, the community is not the
same at all and we see the supernaturals in a very different light, with the whole setting of
Boulder almost a character in it's own right. Lex has a wonderful family but we see her beginning
to pull away from the normal world a little and learn more about her new one. A few characters in
particular I was very happy to see more of and I am greatly anticipating where the next book will
take Lex, her family, especially Charlie, and her new friends. One thing that stood out to me was
how my perception of things can be changed by the author. In Scarlett's series I am not a fan of
the wolves, here I might well be seeing them in a different light, without giving away anything!All
in all a fast paced completely engrossing book that has me hooked even more of a fan than I
was before.”

L Gilson, “Boundary lines (boundary magic book 2). Complicated, emotional and mysterious



with a few surprises about the relationships between the vampires, witches and werewolves.
Infighting with the head of the vampires who has his own agenda but it's his second in
command, Maven, has the real power and doesn't like being doublecrossed. The witches are
beholden to maven due to their behaviours years before, but one of them wants their
independence back and its really not who you think. A bit of romance thrown in too. Well written
story, another author to add to must read list.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Brilliant witch/vampire sequel. This continues the Boundary witch story,
losing none of its interest and powerful lines. Lex is slowly accepting her power and continuing
her training within the craft. A gigantic snake-like monster, the Unktehila is killing people in the
area, and seems invincible. Vampires ,werewolves and witches must unite against this
implacable enemy. Personal enmity and mistrust must be set aside, but old hatreds and
bloodlust are not easily overcome....”

Kellie Griffiths, “Love this book. Absolutely loved this and the first book in the series, Boundary
crossed, there wasn't anything that I didn't like about it, it kept me engrossed and wanting to go
back for more. Love a story with a strong female character, and Lex (Luther), love that, was
certainly kick ass. Recommend this book to anyone that enjoys all things paranormal, you won't
be disappointed! I would rate this 5 stars all day long, brilliant.”
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