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 HUSH IVY 1, SUMMARY 
 
    THE ARCANE ACADEMY 
 
    As a wealthy Vampire, born from a pure and ancient line, most wouldn't think Ivy Skyler's life was all that terrible. 
 
    But at The Arcane Academy, where all of the Cloaked World's creatures come to train, Ivy can't summon a lick of her ancient magic or rid herself of the hateful prince who lives to torment her. 
 
    In a Videer--an old order of protectors, who swore oaths to the Vampires centuries ago--Ivy finds an unlikely friend ... more, even. But love between Vampires and any other species is strictly outlawed, and the penalty? Death. 
 
      
 
    Ivy realises that falling for a man she can never have and struggling with her powers are the least of her problems. There is a Shifter on campus, the only species capable of killing Vampires ... and Ivy finds herself being the hunted.  
 
      
 
    This year, at The Arcane Academy, no one is safe. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 HUSH IVY 2, SUMMARY 
 
    KNIGHTS AT THE ACADEMY 
 
      
 
    As a wealthy Vampire, born from a pure and ancient line, most wouldn't think Ivy Skyler's life was all that terrible. 
 
    But at The Arcane Academy, where all of the Cloaked World's creatures come to train, Ivy can't summon a lick of her ancient magic or rid herself of the hateful prince who lives to torment her. 
 
    After failing her final Blood Powers test at the Arcane Academy, Ivy gives into a life without Vampire abilities, and turns her dwindling energy to the one fight she cares about. The love of her life, a forbidden Videer who has turned his back on her. But can Ivy win back the man she can never truly have after she realises what she has really done to him? 
 
    A goal made harder by the cruel prince, Samael, who shatters her dreams with an unwanted proposal. 
 
    But none of that compares when the rebellion of Shifters cross the borders of the Academy, and with them, bring the bloodiest fight to Ivy she's ever known--and the most horrible of truths. 
 
      
 
    No one is safe at the Academy. And no heart is safe from the truth. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 HUSH IVY 3, SUMMARY 
 
    THE FOUNDLING WORLD 
 
      
 
    As a wealthy Vampire, born from a pure and ancient line, most wouldn't think Ivy Skyler's life was all that terrible. 
 
    But Ivy is forced to take refuge in the human world, hidden away from the cursed Shifters who hunt her and the cruel Vampires who wish to steal her back into their cold embraces. In the human world, Ivy struggles to keep her friends by her side, while evading the dangers hunting her--including Domenic, the dark brooding Shifter she fell in love with, who turned out to be the very one bringing her harm.  
 
    Life on the run is harder than she ever imagined, and it isn't long before those she hides from are on her trail, and Ivy realises that she's more connected to the rebels than she could have ever imagined. 
 
      
 
    No one is safe from the rebellion. And no heart is safe from the truth.
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 1 
 
      
 
    Bells jingled as the automatic doors slid apart.  
 
    Three unusually pale girls stepped inside, shielding their stark-white eyes from the blinding fluorescent lights. Moths flew in with them, escaping the darkness of the night.  
 
    Aside from the dull echoes of bluegrass coming from the speakers, the shop was quiet.  
 
    A bearded man with arms crossed tightly watched the girls wander through the aisles. 
 
    The girl with long white hair, tied back with a ribbon at the nape of her neck, stopped at the refrigerated doors at the rear of the shop. Her fingers were threaded through those of the pixie-cut blonde beside her, earning narrowed eyes from the watchful shopkeeper.  
 
    The low hum of the refrigerators muffled their whispered words.  
 
    Ivy tapped her long, sharp nails against the glass as she studied the rows of sugary beverages through it. Her stomach churned as she looked at the bubbling liquid in shades ranging from caramel brown to blues like ocean waves.  
 
    People actually drink this stuff? She puckered her lips in obvious distaste. Disgusting.  
 
    “The locals can tell we’re not from around here.” It was Addie who spoke, her free hand fiddling nervously with the ribbon at the back of her neck.  
 
    Penny glanced back at the gruff shopkeeper, then down at where his gaze was planted—her and Addie’s entwined hands. “It doesn’t help that this isn’t a touristy town. If anyone asks, the story is that we’re from Scandinavia and we got lost on a trip to Mardi Gras.” 
 
    At the same time, Addie and Ivy asked, “What’s Mardi Gras?” 
 
    Penny tilted her mouth into a line. “Let me do the talking.” 
 
    Ivy sighed, and gave a brisk nod. Made sense, since Penny was the only one of the trio that knew the first thing about the Foundling World. Their technologies, their geographies. 
 
    Penny fetched a fizzy cola, then a bag of what looked to be dried strips of meat from the shelves before shuffling towards the counter.  
 
    Ivy and Addie followed behind her as she strode ahead.  
 
    Penny may have oozed confidence, but stuck in this unfamiliar world, they only wished to stay under the radar.  
 
    Difficult, given how they looked.  
 
    The cashier raised an eyebrow as Penny dropped her loot onto the counter. He scanned the snacks, never taking his eyes off the girls in front of him.  
 
    “This it?” His voice was as rough as the tangled beard he wore.  
 
    Ivy wondered if it was normal for the humans to let themselves get so ... hairy. It wasn’t a problem when it came to drinking their blood, all she had to do was yank the beard to the side if she wanted to feast on him. And she did. But it wasn’t the place, what with all the cameras planted around the shop.  
 
    Still, the longer she spent in the human world, the more she noticed their unkempt appearances. Some dressed and presented themselves nicely.  
 
    But then there were people like the shopkeeper. Tangled beard with some hidden crumbs embedded in the wiry white hairs, and a smear of sauce at the corner of his wrinkled mouth.  
 
    Back home, everyone was presentable. The Videer and Vampires most of all. Never a hair out of place, clothes pressed and crease-free and expensive. Even the Fae stuck to those norms, if one ignored their yellow teeth.  
 
    “It’s a great night, isn’t it?” Penny rattled on as the man bagged her items. “So glad we found this place. I was feeling peckish. Is this where we pay for gas too? I couldn’t read the sign outside, it’s so dark—” 
 
    The man groaned as he pushed the plastic bag across the counter. “You swipe your card on the machine by the pump, then fill the tank. You never bought gas before?” 
 
    “Not out in the middle of nowhere.” Penny forced a smile on her face. “How much is everything?”   
 
    He tapped his finger on the screen above the register. “Can’t read this either, huh?” 
 
    Addie shouldered her way forward and, with a deadly glare at the beefy man, snapped, “Does this road leads into Lake Charles?” 
 
    Ivy felt the tension roll out of her. For a second there, she’d been sure Addie was about to spill his blood all over the cheap counter.  
 
    “First time without mom and dad holding your hands?” His tone had Ivy’s fangs aching. “Route ten is what you're looking for. But I’d head home if I were you. Girls out here, all on their own...” 
 
    He finished with a shake of the head.  
 
    Ivy and Addie gritted their teeth in perfect synchronisation.  
 
    So badly, Ivy wanted to show this old loudmouth just how capable they were. But she knew that causing a scene in the Foundling World was more trouble than it was worth. Their kills had to be discreet. Justified and safe.  
 
    Videer patrolled this world too. And any whiff of three Vampires killing their way through countries, three female Vampires with their descriptions, would alert all of their families at once.  
 
    Ivy couldn’t go back. Not to a life with Samael, where she would never be safe with him or the Shifters hunting her.    
 
    While this rotten human irked them, he would be a far greater problem for them if he became dinner.  
 
    Penny took the plastic bag before one of them had a change of mind, and they left the shop. 
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    As the sliding doors closed behind them, Addie shook her head, “Are all humans this infuriating?” 
 
    “Not all,” Penny swung the plastic bag as she walked. “But we’re going to have to get used to this kind of treatment while we’re here. Everywhere has their bad bloodbags.” 
 
    Ivy clutched onto her necklace and gazed up at the moonlight.  
 
    Bad bloodbags... 
 
    She knew that saying all too well. The one man she thought she could trust betrayed her in the vilest way possible. And her own parents had arranged her marriage to someone she detested. It was hard to trust anyone anymore.  
 
    The hollowness inside of her only seemed to carve deeper every time she thought about what her life had unfolded into in such a short amount of time.  
 
    No blood powers. A hateful, vile fiancé. The man she loved trying to take her prisoner and destroy her.  
 
    With a sigh, Ivy leaned against the side of their beat-up van.  
 
    Penny fiddled with the gas pump while Addie climbed into the back seat.  
 
    Ivy watched the pump fit snugly into the gas tank hole. She had no idea what it was actually called.  
 
    Four months in the Foundling World, and still, she knew so little.  
 
    If it weren’t for Penny, she and Addie would have been lost. Found within days, or dead within weeks.  
 
    Of course, Penny wasn’t all-knowing. Even her knowledge was limited.  
 
    She learned to drive using the Foundling technology—the web, as Ivy recalled. And those practices ended up in a total of six stolen cars left to rot in the streets or wrapped around trees.  
 
    Luckily for them, Vampires could survive just about anything.  
 
    Ivy jumped into the passenger seat and scrunched down into her seat. This world was going to take a lot of getting used to.  
 
    But at least she could count on being safe. 
 
    The driver’s door swung open and Penny hopped inside. Her grin was infectious. As numb as she felt, Ivy couldn’t help but be moved by her friend’s optimism.  
 
    A smile threatened to touch her pale, crinkled lips.  
 
    Hunger was creeping in.  
 
    “Alright!” Penny hit the steering wheel. “Next stop, Louisiana!”  
 
    Addie tilted her head at the plastic bag nestled between the front two seats. “What do we do with that junk? We can’t eat it.” 
 
    Penny shook her head. “Rule one of dealing with humans in shops: They always listen to a paying customer.” 
 
    Addie’s face pinched. “If you keep throwing money around, we’re going to go broke again.” 
 
    “Our next stop will fix that. Now, who wants to see the bayou?” 
 
    Addie laughed.  
 
    To them—Penny and Addie—it was fun pretending they were on a care-free trip through the Americas.  
 
    Thinking of it as an exile only filled Ivy with anxiety, because she knew her friends didn’t want to be here anymore.  
 
    It was only fun when they weren’t sleeping in sewers during the day, or had no cash for travel, and had too much trouble trying to source people to feed on.  
 
    It was only fun now. But soon, it wouldn’t be fun anymore and Penny and Addie would pull away again.  
 
    Ivy held her head in her hands. The thought of their inevitable abandonment of her made her feel dizzy.  
 
    Penny rested her hand on Ivy’s shoulder. “It’s going to be okay. Here, use the gift I got you.” 
 
    Ivy shifted her gaze to the sleek black object with a glossy surface. A blue light at the top flickered. A phone, it was called. A smart one.  
 
    Ivy grabbed it and held it up in front of her. She tapped on the screen. It lit up with a dull glow. 
 
    Back at the Academy, for her birthday Penny had showed her a couple of things a phone could do, like make phone calls and send messages. But there was so much more to it, she’d learned in the Foundling World. 
 
    ‘It’s almost magic. Well, as close to magic as humans can get.’ Penny had once said.  
 
    Ivy swiped her finger down the row of rounded square buttons. A device that put unlimited information right at one’s fingertips.  
 
    To many it could seem like a dream come true. But to Ivy, it was just another thing adding to her ever-growing list of disappointments. It could contact anyone in the world, but not the one person she wanted to talk to. 
 
    Penny drove the, down the dark, desert road.  
 
    Only the moon’s glow lit their journey.  
 
    After a while, Ivy closed her eyes. It was too early to sleep, but it was going to take more than flashy devices to keep her awake during a mind-numbing journey through the middle of nowhere. 
 
    Besides, Addie was already snoring in the back of the van and Penny had taken to singing the radio’s disgraceful music selection.  
 
    Ivy tuned it all out.  
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    Ivy’s eyelids fluttered.  
 
    She thought she heard her name.  
 
    The voice was muffled, but it growled with rage.  
 
    Ivy… Ivy… Ivy… 
 
    She wanted to reach out. Her hands yearned to caress his cheek. Those onyx eyes haunted her mind.  
 
    Ivy felt her body rushing forward. But as she ran, those eyes drifted further away. He was fading out of sight.  
 
    Don’t go. Domenic, please stay.  
 
    The breath was trapped in her lungs. 
 
    He faded away.  
 
    “No!” she screamed and jolted up in the passenger seat.  
 
    The van jolted into the opposite lane.  
 
    A blaring horn honked.  
 
    Ivy blinked her eyes.  
 
    Her friends were shouting, but she couldn’t make out what they were saying. Her vision was blurry. Through the haze, she saw floods of light flashing at them, coming right at them.  
 
    A cement truck was speeding towards their van. 
 
    Ivy gasped and looked down at her hands—gripped onto Penny’s arm and the steering wheel.  
 
    “What are you doing, Ivy?! Let go!” Penny screeched. “We’re going to crash!”  
 
    Pulling the wheel back to the right lane, Ivy felt her heart pound.  
 
    The van skidded out of the truck’s way just in time. But they veered off the road and sped through the rocky soil before crashing into a ditch. With only their seatbelts holding them in place, the girls whipped forward.  
 
    They winced as the nylon belt dug into their chests and squeezed their guts. 
 
    Ivy’s head cracked into the window. Blood dribbled down the side of her face, getting in her eyelashes.  
 
    Penny’s entire face had smacked against a giant white balloon that burst out from the steering wheel, silencing her instantly. Not even her limp arms were stirring.  
 
    And Addie groaned in the backseat wearily, holding the nape of her neck in her hands.  
 
    They had crashed right into a dirt pit. 
 
    Ivy knew it was her fault. 
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    The three were shaken.  
 
    Penny pressed her head against the wheel, breathing harder than during a kill.  
 
    Addie’s teeth chattered.  
 
    Sinking into her seat, Ivy gazed out the windshield with empty eyes.  
 
    It all happened so fast. She was having a dream, dreaming of him, and then… 
 
    Addie broke the silence. “What’s gotten into you? You grabbed the wheel right out of Penny’s hand and … and—” 
 
    Ivy gulped.  
 
    They had every right to be angry with her. It wasn’t their anger that upset her. It was how frightened they were.  
 
    They looked at her as if she was a wild beast, ready to lash out at any moment. They looked at her the he did after she attacked Archer. Like she was an uncontrollable monster.  
 
    “I’m so sorry,” she pleaded, “I was asleep. I didn’t know anything was happening.”  
 
    Penny lifted her head. Her voice was congested with saliva as she spoke, “You’re not yourself, Ivy. Maybe you can’t see it, but we can. Something...isn’t right.” 
 
    The words stung like bites nipping at the skin.  
 
    The stress was putting her on edge.  
 
    Every day, she woke up feeling more miserable than the last. And her sleep was constantly plagued by the same man.  
 
    This is exactly why I can’t go back. I need time to clear my head. 
 
    “I said I was sorry. It’s not like I did it on purpose.” 
 
    Addie leaned forward, between the front seats. “Sorry doesn’t save us from a head-on collision.” 
 
    Ivy crossed her arms, “I turned the wheel in time, didn’t I? And it’s not like we’ll die.” 
 
    Still, they could have been hurt, and Ivy knew it. Injured was a state they couldn’t afford out in the Foundling World.  
 
    Penny shook her head and Addie slumped back in the seat. The weariness oozed off of them.  
 
    They didn’t want to hear her excuses any more than she wanted to hear their complaints. 
 
    “You know what?” Ivy sighed. “Why don’t you two just go back to the Academy? I can do this on my own.” 
 
    It was what they wanted. Ivy knew it in her gut.  
 
    It was silent in the van. Each of them sat still. Their eyes were unable to meet each other’s’ gazes.  
 
    It hurt to say, but it was how Ivy truly felt. She had no intention of holding anyone back.  
 
    Coming to the Foundling World was her only choice.  
 
    Between the vile Samael and the bloodthirsty Domenic, Ivy had a growing list of people who wanted to make her life miserable.  
 
    “No,” Addie finally said. Her cat-like eyes narrowed as she placed her palm on Ivy’s shoulder. “We’re going to help you through this. No matter what it takes.” 
 
    Ivy lowered her head. She was thankful that her friends were there to help. Though, she couldn’t help but feel overwhelmed with guilt.  
 
    “I don’t want the two of you to get hurt. It’s not safe.” 
 
    I’m not safe.  
 
    Penny sighed, following her tunnelled thoughts. “What do they even want with you?”  
 
    The first time in weeks they’d brought up the Shifters hunting her. Mostly, they talked about the threat of home, but not them—Shifters.  
 
    The only thing Ivy could do was shake her head.  
 
    That was the burning question that haunted her mind. She wanted more than anything to know why Domenic betrayed her. It seemed to be that thought that held her up most— far more than the fear of Shifters wishing to bleed her dry. 
 
    “No idea. And until I find out, I want to stay as far away from them as possible.” Ivy twisted around on the seat to glance between them. “Their curse months are over. They’ll be hunting me again. If that’s why you want to leave, I get it...” 
 
    Clouds overtook the moonlight and a faint glimmer peeked up from the horizon. Time was ticking.  
 
    They couldn’t stay cooped up on the roadside forever. 
 
    “We can still make it to the Watcher before sunrise if we’re lucky,” Penny said eventually, and the door to the girls leaving Ivy in this world closed with that one sentence.  
 
    Addie breathed in deep, “Then what are we waiting for?” 
 
    Ivy felt the tension unfurl in her shoulders.  
 
    Penny managed to churn the engine back to life. Smoke billowed out from the front, but it didn’t bother their icy lungs.   
 
    She backed the van out from the ditch and turned onto the highway.  
 
    This time, Ivy kept her eyes wide open.  
 
    She wanted to stay focused. There was no way she’d make another mistake that could harm her friends again. 
 
    Because one more, and they could leave her all alone. And as much as she offered them the chance at what they wanted, to leave, Ivy couldn’t bear the thought of their abandonment of her.  
 
    She couldn’t go it alone.  
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    The sun’s light had just begun to peak up from the horizon as the van crept into the shrouded bayou.  
 
    The roads were wet and muddied causing the tires to sink as they drove. The engine roared as the wheels carved their way out of swamp lands and through the untamed roads.  
 
    Ivy groaned. “Are you sure anyone still lives out here?” she asked, fighting to speak over the grinding gears. 
 
    Penny smiled, “Trust me.” 
 
    She had one hand clenched tight on the clutch and another on the wheel while her feet alternated between the gas and break pedal. It was more like she was wrestling a raging bull than driving a vehicle. If there was one thing Ivy could trust, it was Penny’s sheer will to push forward.  
 
    Life felt like tires spinning in mud.  
 
    At times, it was like one could be trapped forever. But by revving the engines and shifting the clutch, one could escape anything.  
 
    Even when everything felt bogged down in one place, there was always the possibility for things to get better.  
 
    Hopefully that applies while being hunted down by Shifters.  
 
    She rolled her eyes. Ivy was so desperate for comfort she was relating her own situation to some beat-up van.  
 
    At least when driving through mud, the goal was clear. What did one do when they were faced with a problem with seemingly no solution other than run and hide?  
 
    The further they travelled through the bayou, the darker and more twisted the swamp became. The sky was blocked by thorny vines and withered branches.  
 
    Musky fauna stood at the sight of the approaching vehicle.  
 
    Addie pointed to blooming red flower. It sat on a grassy mound surrounded by murky water. 
 
    “What’s that—” 
 
    Penny cut her off, “Don’t get sucked in by anything out here. We’re in Fae territory now.”  
 
    The red petals floated in the air, reaching towards the Ivy. They swayed as if they were waving.  
 
    Ivy spotted a cabin ahead, shielded by weeping willows.  
 
    The black paint on the outer walls was chipped, revealing splintered nooks. Moss and fungi made the busted boards their home.  
 
    The back of the house tilted, its foundation sinking into the swamp.  
 
    Ivy scrunched her face, eyeing the seemingly abandoned building. 
 
    “What do we do if this Watcher is rotting away with the rest of this shack?” 
 
    Shaking her head, Penny pulled up to a highpoint in the muddied ground and parked the van.  
 
    She turned off the engine and listened to its calming hiss.  
 
    Crows circled above them, cawing. The door of the sinking home whipped in the wind. Neither of the girls wished to be the first to exit the vehicle.  
 
    Penny exhaled and grabbed onto the handle. 
 
    “Ready?” 
 
    Addie and Ivy nodded.  
 
    They filed out of the van, splashing into the damp soil. Their shoes squished and sunk as they approached the front porch.  
 
    They held their noses, blocking out the potent scent bubbling from the water.  
 
    When they stepped onto the waterlogged wood of the porch, the front door fell from the hinges.  
 
    The girls jumped.  
 
    They stalked around the open doorway, predators waiting to pounce. 
 
    Ivy barred her fangs. Whatever was lurking in this shack, she was prepared to defend herself against. Her heart raced as she considered the thought of an ambush.  
 
    What if the Shifters knew we were coming here? 
 
    But her ridiculous thoughts were interrupted by footsteps pounding against the creaking floorboards.  
 
    From the darkness emerged an old woman.  
 
    Her hair was filled with decaying leaves and branches, her dress torn and muddied.  
 
    She broke the silence as she stared at them with mossy soulless eyes.  
 
    “Vampires?” There was a spark of interest that ignited her voice, like crackles interrupting a gentle fire.  
 
    It wasn’t often that Vampires swept into the Foundling World, so Watchers weren’t visited by them much. Exiles tended to be Fae and rogue Videers. Shifters, too.  
 
    “Come on in,” the Fae said as she turned back into the sinking home.  
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    The girls sat around a three-legged table.  
 
    Between the remains of candle wax and soot, cleanliness didn’t seem to be a priority for the old Watcher.  
 
    But they weren’t looking for a bed and breakfast. She was stocked with the things they needed and that was all that mattered. 
 
    The woman returned from the pantry, carrying a crate. Her knees buckled as her feet dragged against the ground.  
 
    Penny stood, but the Watcher shooed her away. 
 
    “I’m stronger than I look,” she said.  
 
    Penny sat down and sighed. They were in a hurry.  
 
    As endearing as it was to watch an old woman show off her strength, it was taking far longer than expected.  
 
    Between the Fae’s rambling tales and offers of herbal teas, they feared they’d be there until the next morning.  
 
    She dropped the box onto the table with a thump.  
 
    Then she tossed bottles of sunscreen, blood canisters, and a bound stack of money notes onto the table.  
 
    Ivy reached out her hand for the money, but the old woman grabbed her wrist. 
 
    “First, a warning.” 
 
    Groans rippled over the girls.  
 
    They came all this way for supplies, not to be lectured.  
 
    Ivy was aware of the dangers surrounding her.  
 
    She knew there were Shifters and Vampires alike trying to get their hands on her. What more could some Fae in a swamp tell her?  
 
    The sooner they were done here, the sooner they could leave. 
 
    “You have the mark of a hunted one.” 
 
    Ivy resisted rolling her eyes.  
 
    Tell me something I don’t know. 
 
    “All of us in the Foundling World can say that about ourselves,” Ivy said with a stony gaze. 
 
    The old woman cackled.  
 
    She loomed over Ivy; her green eyes glistening at her, digging into her soul.  
 
    It was obvious that these supplies wouldn’t come for free. And they wouldn’t be cheap either.  
 
    Ivy’s breathing quickened. 
 
    “I’ll take my payment now, dears. Three pints of blood.” 
 
    Addie rolled up her sleeve and pushed her chair beside Ivy. She held her arm forward, guarding her friend.  
 
    “I’ll be the one paying.” 
 
    The Watcher’s face scrunched up like a shrivelled grape. She clutched onto Addie’s wrist.  
 
    Addie winced as the old woman tossed her arm aside.  
 
    The Watcher leaned in towards Ivy. “I want yours.” 
 
    Addie got to her feet and Penny reached over the table.  
 
    Ivy waved off her friends. This trip, after all, was her decision. She believed it was up to her to give up her blood as payment. Her friends had done so much already.  
 
    Ivy held her wrist out to the woman. “Let’s make it quick.”      
 
    The woman took a needle from the box along with a clear tube and an empty blood bag.  
 
    Ivy hadn’t eaten in days; her veins bulged from her arm.  
 
    As the needle poked into her vein, she winced and closed her eyes as red blood flowed through the long tube and into the bag.  
 
    After a few pounding beats of blood in her arm, Ivy peeked one eye open. The bag was filled half-way. 
 
    “There are some things that escape even from my eyes.” The old woman stared out through the window. “But the leaves speak of danger.” 
 
    Addie rolled her eyes. “Do you always talk to plants? Must be lonely out here.” 
 
    Penny kicked her foot underneath the table. Despite how weird the Fae customs were, it wasn’t wise to taunt someone who had a needle in their friend’s arm.  
 
    But the Watcher paid no mind. She was focused on the bag of blood. Her fingers caressed against the plastic, checking the viscous consistency.  
 
    “You haven’t fed lately. Your blood is thin.” 
 
    Ivy slumped.  
 
    Did this woman only state the obvious?  
 
    Ivy struggled to hold back her irritation.  
 
    She wanted actual answers, not a constant reminder of everything going wrong.  
 
    She wanted to speak up.  
 
    If those ‘leaves’ had something to say, she wanted to hear it.  
 
    But as she tried to open her mouth, she felt no air in her lungs. 
 
    “Are you alright?” Penny asked, leaning over the table. 
 
    As soon as Ivy turned her head, nausea hit her.  
 
    Her eyelids fluttered. She glanced at the candles on the table.  
 
    The flames burned into her retinas.  
 
    All she could see was faint glowing shapes. 
 
    “Ivy!” 
 
    Her body went limp and her eyes shut tight.  
 
    What she needed more than anything right now was sleep. 
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    An earthy scent filled Ivy’s nostrils. It was spicy like aged cinnamon and sweet like fresh honey. Steam billowed against her cheek.  
 
    Ivy stirred, feeling the hot mist tickling her skin.  
 
    Green eyes were locked onto hers.  
 
    Ivy shuffled away, jabbing her back against the armrest of the chair.  
 
    The Watcher grabbed her shoulders and pulled her forward. “Sit up. Drink.” 
 
    Warm ceramic pressed against her lips.  
 
    The blood burned her tongue, but the taste was brothy like a soup with a dull natural saltiness.  
 
    She let the liquid pour down her throat.  
 
    It was the first nourishment she had in what felt like months.  
 
    Regaining her strength, Ivy ripped the bowl from the woman’s hands.  
 
    She chugged the aromatic blood and gasped for air.  
 
    When she finished, she stared up at the Watcher, panting.  
 
    Then, her eyes darted to the table.  
 
    She searched for her friends, but noticed she was alone in the room with the old woman.  
 
    Her heart sank. 
 
    “Where are they?”  
 
    The old woman took the bowl back from Ivy. Her voice was calm, “They’re out on the porch. You slept all night and day. It’s dusk now.” 
 
    Ivy held her hand against her forehead. Her brain still pounded in her skull. But she had enough energy to rise to her feet.  
 
    This detour through the bayou had gone long enough.  
 
    Ivy brushed past the Watcher to the front door. “I take it we’ve paid in full now?” she said. “I doubt I have much blood left to give you.” 
 
    The Watcher smiled. “You’re a curious one, Ivy Skylar. I’m beginning to understand the words spoken on the winds.” 
 
    With a weary sigh, Ivy walked through the hall and towards the front door.  
 
    Winds and leaves and ramblings of Fae.  
 
    As she neared the porch, she heard her friends’ whispers. 
 
    “How long do you think we’ll have to stay in the Foundling World?” Penny mumbled.  
 
    Addie didn’t answer right away.  
 
    “I know you want to go home. Just give it time.” She paused to sigh. “Ivy is stressed, but we can convince her to go back in time.” 
 
    Ivy gritted her teeth, grinding her fangs together.  
 
    They knew how she felt about Samael.  
 
    And they knew how dangerous Shifters could be.  
 
    But despite everything, they expected her to swallow her fears and return home.  
 
    Her boots pounded against the damp wood as she stormed onto the porch.  
 
    The two girls whipped their heads around to see Ivy staring them down like a vulture. 
 
    “So, which is it? Are you with me or against me?” 
 
    Addie spoke first, “We’re doing everything we can to help you. You know that. But you can’t seriously expect to live in the Foundling World forever, can you?” 
 
    Ivy crossed her arms. “I can’t live in a world where I’m married to a monster either. I don’t want to be hunted down by Shifters. And...” It hurt to say the next words, “I need to live in a place where people take me seriously, where they actually want me to have control over my own life.”  
 
    Penny said, “I know you’re serious. But I don’t think you’re thinking everything through. If we go back, we can talk to your parents and break off the engagement. Running away is just postponing everything. And we’re certainly not any safer out here alone.” 
 
    Ivy shook her head, “You think it’s so easy, but I’ve grown up in the elite world. I know they won’t give us a choice. Addie, you know. Tell her!” 
 
    But Addie lowered her eyes and remained silent.  
 
    Ivy gulped. Her eyes darted between her friends. Their expressions were sullen. 
 
    She ran her fingers through her long silver hair and exhaled deeply. Her knees felt heavy as if the weight of the world was pressing down on her. 
 
    As she opened her mouth to speak, there was a light tapping in the doorway.  
 
    Ivy turned to see the Watcher standing there. In her hands, she held a crumpled photograph. The edges were tea-stained and frayed.  
 
    With her free hand, the old woman beckoned Ivy into the house.   
 
    “I need to show you something.” 
 
    Without a look back at her friends, Ivy followed the Watcher inside. 
 
    * 
 
    The old woman took her to a set of stairs.  
 
    Before it stood a dusted shelf filled with chipped ceramics, rusted silverware, and picture frames of over-developed photos. 
 
    The Watcher pushed the photograph into Ivy’s hands. “Do you recognise this?” 
 
    Ivy’s eyes widened.  
 
    She knew exactly what the painting was of. The Divine Artefacts. 
 
    Sweat built around her neck. It wasn’t the humidity of the swamp that had her feeling uneasy.  
 
    The Artefacts weren’t meant to be considered real by anyone. But Ivy believed they existed to her core.  
 
    “Where did you get this?” she asked quietly.  
 
    “In my dreams,” the old woman said, “nature calls to me. It lures me to this painting. I heard those whispers before you arrived. They weep.” 
 
    Ivy stared at her blankly. “It’s the Fae’s job to appeal to nature, and the job of Vampires to steal from nature, remember?” 
 
    For a moment, she studied Ivy with narrowed eyes. Then, she snatched the frame and fixed it upright on a mouldy table by the wall.  
 
    Ivy sighed.  
 
    Cryptic messages niggled at the back of her brain, and her friends’ doubts ate away at the front.  
 
    No matter where she turned in that little shack, she faced a problem that wasn’t quite prepared to tackle yet.  
 
    Besides, nothing the woman had to say was relevant. Her knowledge of the artefacts was tangled in delusional conversations with plants.  
 
    To Ivy, that may as well be no knowledge at all. 
 
    Addie and Penny came back inside, their light footfalls barely whispering down the hallway. But Ivy heard them before they even made it through the door.  
 
    The air shifted instantly, tense. The rest of their car ride was going to be awkward if things weren’t patched up.  
 
    Ivy forced a smile, but it was tired and never reached her eyes. 
 
    “Maybe we should get going,” Ivy said, quiet. 
 
    Addie smiled back at her and Penny moved up to her side, then patted her shoulder.  
 
    It was a stiff gesture.  
 
    Ivy and Addie had been friends for years. Penny had only come in less than a year ago, and now, Addie was slipping out of Ivy’s grip.  
 
    She rolled her jaw, muscles tight at the thought, and she had the urge to banish Penny from their trio.  
 
    But it wasn’t so much a trio anymore as it was a duo plus one.  
 
    Before Ivy could push up from the seat, the Fae slinked closer and took her wrist.  
 
    With a severe gaze, she warned, “You are connected to the objects in the painting, bound to nature itself, girl. You don’t know what you are. When you realise your purpose, remember these words; Trust the eyes of the stranger and banish the eyes of the familiar.” 
 
    Ivy managed a stiff nod. “Thanks for the sunscreen, blood, and cash. We’ll be on our way.” 
 
    Ivy left out the front door, trailing behind the girls, and headed to the car whose tires sank into the swampy ground. Penny and Addie, together, lifted the front of the car and moved it to harder dirt.  
 
    Ivy slammed the van door shut once they were all cosy inside.  
 
    Ivy had no time for prophecies, creepy old houses, or crazy hermits.  
 
    What she needed was peace and quiet.  
 
    That ended quickly though, when Penny flicked on the radio. 
 
    In the backseat, Ivy peered out the window. 
 
    Penny pressed her foot on the gas, sending damp moss and dirt flying back to the trees behind them.  
 
    With a glance at Ivy in the backseat, Addie forced a comforting look. “Even if we have to crawl our way through mud,” she said, “we’ll figure this out.” 
 
    “What’s there to figure out?” Ivy frowned. “Samael wants to marry me, I don’t want to marry him. My parents are forcing me into a marriage with a psychopath, and the Shifters will be hunting me by now. There’s nothing to solve.” She sighed and let her head fall back against the window ledge. “There’s only danger to run from.” 
 
    Addie’s jaw ticked. She turned around in the seat, facing the dirt road they rolled down.  
 
    Ivy didn’t miss the shared look between the girls in the front seats.  
 
    With a sharp bite on her tongue, blood was quick to fill her mouth, and she looked out of the window for the rest of the journey.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 8 
 
      
 
    The three sat on the side of the road, holding their heads in their hands.  
 
    Smoke billowed up from the van’s engine. It had taken them all the way from Mexico to Louisiana, but the old hunk of junk had finally reached its end a mile out from the swamp.  
 
    Ivy could detect the sadness in Penny’s eyes.  
 
    They hadn’t had the vehicle long, but it had already become a staple member of their crew.  
 
    Penny had named the van ‘Slurpy’ after the troubling sound that came from the tank. 
 
    “Slurpy doesn’t deserve this.” Penny sighed. 
 
    Ivy shook her head. Misfortune was typical at this point.  
 
    She was almost amused thinking of how much worse the situation could get.  
 
    But she tried to remain focused.  
 
    She took out the mobile phone Penny gave her and searched the map for nearby places.  
 
    There were plenty of bars and burger shops to go around. But none were helpful to the current dilemma.  
 
    She checked along the outskirts of town and found a train station. 
 
    “Hey,” Ivy said. “How about we take a train from here?” 
 
    Addie nodded. Penny got to her feet and pressed her hands onto the rusted old van, as if to say goodbye.  
 
    Ivy was thankful to have a friend who knew so much about the Foundling World.  
 
    Without her connections, they wouldn’t have had any chance of surviving so far from home.  
 
    But they couldn’t rely on her for everything.  
 
    Despite how much Penny tried to put everything on her shoulders, Ivy knew she needed to lighten the load. 
 
    “Train station it is,” Ivy said. 
 
    They carted their heavy bags over their shoulders and whisked off into the night. 
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    With only a flickering street lamp to light the entrance, the three stood in front of the train station.  
 
    The benches along the terminal were covered in paper coffee cups and old pamphlets, and a scruffy man slept on a bench down at the third terminal.  
 
    Ivy kept a close watch on him. Just in case. She couldn’t be too careful. 
 
    The three sat on a bench and, for a while, stared up at the clock. An hour until the next train.  
 
    They held three tickets to Atlanta in their hands.  
 
    It was the furthest this line would take them.  
 
    The farther away from their entry point into the Foundling World, the longer the trail they would leave until, ultimately, the trail went cold.  
 
    That was what Ivy wished for at least. 
 
    Addie groaned as she watched the ticking clock. “It feels like time is moving in reverse. Is that thing even working? It can’t only be three in the morning.” 
 
    Penny leaned closer and whispered soft words into her girlfriend’s ear.  
 
    But Ivy’s hearing could catch a pin hitting a pile of hay, and she knew exactly what they were up to.  
 
    Penny turned her smile on Ivy.  “We’re going to head to the bathroom.” 
 
    Ivy dug through her bag. “Have fun.” 
 
    If that was how they wanted to spend their hour, power to them, thought Ivy.  
 
    If she and Domenic were here, not enemies, and he’d never betrayed her, that was exactly how she’d spend the hour too.  
 
    The two rushed over to the restroom, carrying a breeze of giggles with them.  
 
    Ivy snorted.  
 
    At least they were still able to have fun out here.  
 
    Pressing the canister of blood to her lips, Ivy swept her gaze around the bare station.  
 
    It was her own idea to take the train and she was the one least excited. But the trip was never meant to be fun.  
 
    The most entertainment she had was to watch the steady rise and fall of the homeless man’s shoulders as he slept. 
 
    Ivy chugged down half the canister then slammed it beside her. Hearing the sound of shattering glass, Ivy was startled.  
 
    She lifted her hand to reveal the broken screen of the mobile phone.  
 
    Ivy groaned. Penny was going to flip.  
 
    Ivy returned the bottle of blood to the bag and stood.  
 
    With a sigh, she walked along the platform, looking down at the train tracks.  
 
    They continued along to a thick forest.  
 
    She felt a cold breeze tousle her long silky hair.  
 
    Watching the trees in the distance, their branches reached out towards her.  
 
    The winds must have been strong that night because every leaf was bowing forward, like spidery hands beckoning her. 
 
    You are connected to the objects in the painting, bound to nature itself, girl. 
 
    Ivy scoffed. 
 
    Bound to nature.  
 
    Wearing a grim smile, she curtsied and glared out at the trees. “Am I supposed to save you? Do you own me like you own the Fae, is that what you’re telling me?” 
 
    If she’d expected whispered answers to carry on the breeze, she would have been wrong. The leaves only rustled.  
 
    Ivy felt a creep of heat climb up her cheeks.  
 
    She was a Vampire. A species she would have hated if she’d not been one herself. Bloodthirsty, cruel, and thieves. Plunderers of nature, not nature’s saviours.  
 
    To Ivy, all she had to do to find the answers of her species was close her eyes and think about Samael—think about his test.  
 
    How he ripped corpses back from the dead, animated them like puppets on a string, and forced them to do awful things.  
 
    When he was king, the whole world would fall. She knew it in her gut.  
 
    So maybe, just maybe, she let herself believe in that moment that she wasn’t just running from Domenic and the Shifters, or her family, or her engagement.  
 
    She was running from what the world would become.  
 
    Ivy clenched her fist around her necklace.  
 
    Domenic couldn’t be considered all that different to Samael.  
 
    But they each had something the other lacked.  
 
    Samael had power, status. And Domenic had Ivy’s broken heart.  
 
    She was uncertain why she still wore the necklace before.  
 
    Everything she thought up just seemed to be an excuse.  
 
    Anything to remind her of Domenic was probably the last thing she needed. But, truthfully, part of her didn’t want to let go of him.  
 
    He’d tricked and betrayed her, but that alone couldn’t undo the time Ivy had spent falling for him.  
 
    Ivy closed her eyes. She hoped she would open them and everything would go back to the way it was. But even in her dreams, reality pinched at her with cold nips of wind over her skin.  
 
    The first time she met Domenic, she believed he was a stone cold Videer. He was icy and distant, but in a school filled with everyone faking a smile, he seemed the sincerest, especially in those quiet moments they shared when he was kind and charming—traits so rarely seen by Vampires in any species.  
 
    That brutal honesty was what Ivy fell in love with first. He wasn’t afraid to be himself and speak his mind. And he didn’t care what consequences that meant for him.  
 
    In some ways, Ivy even looked up to him. She thought if she stuck around him, she could learn to boldly be herself too. 
 
    But then it all came crashing down. The man she built up in her mind to be this perfect symbol of honesty turned out to be the biggest liar of them all.  
 
    Ivy’s eyes peeled open; tears rolled down to her cheeks.  
 
    Despite everything he put her though, she didn’t want to accept that it was true. She wanted him to rush back to her side and explain that it was all a misunderstanding.  
 
    But she saw it with her own eyes: his body had contorted into a vicious beast, the same one that stalked her through the school, tormented her—the same beast he’d denied ever existed. 
 
    Ivy pulled on the chain of her necklace, wanting to rip it off of her neck. But her hand felt frozen.  
 
    The easy solution would be to accept that he was a Shifter and hate him. But that felt harder than running away to the Foundling World. 
 
    Ivy let go of the necklace and grit her teeth.  
 
    What started as a growl built up into a scream deep from her stomach.  
 
    All of her rage culminated into her lungs as she unleashed the sound of howling hellhounds.  
 
    She couldn’t stay calm. Not any longer.  
 
    In the distance, the restroom stall slammed open.  
 
    Addie and Penny rushed to her. They buttoned up their shirts and fastened their jeans as they approached her.  
 
    Ivy turned around swiftly.  
 
    If Domenic wasn’t going to uphold brutal honesty, then she was going to uphold it herself. She wouldn’t be lied to again. 
 
    “If you want to leave, do it!” she screamed at the girls. 
 
    They froze and stared at her. 
 
    “Before this train arrives, I need to know that each of you are committed to this. I can’t promise when we’ll be going back home. And I can’t promise we’ll be safe.” She rolled her jaw, trying to bite back some of that fury. “Are you with me? Because if you’re not one hundred percent on my side, then you’re not welcome with me anymore.” 
 
    Her friends were silent.  
 
    Ivy felt a lump in the back of her throat.  
 
    She felt alone. In the entire world, she felt like there was no one left that she could trust. 
 
    “Ivy ...” Penny was sullen. “You’re going to get through this.” 
 
    Ivy released a shrill, barking laugh.  
 
    They were treating her like she had lost her grip on her own mind, but even with her tangled and wild thoughts, she’d never seen things so clearly before.  
 
    She needed someone to reach out a hand and pull her up. Everyone wanted to pull her back home instead. 
 
    Ivy opened her mouth to speak, but she was interrupted by the blinding light in the distance.  
 
    The train was pulling into the station.  
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    Ivy darted her gaze to the clock, confused.  
 
    Time goes by fast when you’re shouting at the trees. 
 
    Now, Ivy understood how the Watcher could live out in the middle of the swamp with nothing and nobody other than nature.  
 
    The train pulled up to the platform.  
 
    They looked for a sign, but they found no words stating where the train was headed or where it came from.  
 
    “Is this ours?” Penny asked, looking worriedly at her lover. 
 
    Ivy shrugged and grabbed her bag. “Whose else would it be? C’mon, let’s get a good spot and get some rest before—”  
 
    Before you lot choose to go home and leave me here all alone. 
 
    The girls didn’t move.  
 
    Ivy looked back at them, fastening the shoulder straps into place, and titled her head. 
 
    Addie breathed heavily as she stood in front of the carriage doors. 
 
    “Something’s not right,” Penny said in a shivery voice. “The train—it’s thirty minutes early.” 
 
    Ivy glanced at the clock. She was right.  
 
    “So what?” Ivy said. “Bet they’re early and late all the time here.” 
 
    Penny shook her head, sharp fingernails growing. That froze Ivy on the spot. Nails growing meant danger.  
 
    “It’s not just that.” Penny reached for Addie’s hand and gripped, then she guided her away from the doors slowly, backing away. “The windows,” she said. “They’re all blacked out. And can’t ... can’t you smell that?” 
 
    Eyes on the painted-black windows of the train, Ivy sniffed the air. She shrugged. “I don’t smell anything worse than him.” She jerked her head to the homeless man.  
 
    Penny blinked as if zapped, then swerved her look to the homeless man. He roused, sleepily, on the bench far across the train station.  
 
    “He does smell...” she whispered. 
 
    Ivy rolled her eyes impatiently. “Can we get a move on or what?” 
 
    “Ivy—” Penny and Addie turned their wide eyes on her, and Penny said in a quiet, shaky voice, “—it’s them. They’re here.” 
 
    Again, Ivy sniffed the air, but she couldn’t smell anything too strong, anything that didn't smell like dirty humans and the rats that live with them.  
 
    “Who’s here?” 
 
    The doors slid open.  
 
    And she got her answer. 
 
    The Shifters had found them.  
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    The man they saw inside the train was certainly no conductor.  
 
    His eyes were blue as the night sky, his teeth long and serrated, and he stood hunched over on his hind legs.  
 
    Penny tightened her hold on Addie. Ivy choked on a startled breath. 
 
    Then, Penny shattered the silence.  
 
    “They found us! Run!”  
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    Ivy knew this moment was inevitable. 
 
    Still, she wasn’t expecting it so soon.  
 
    She thought they would be able to lay low for at least a few weeks before the Shifters found them.  
 
    But Ivy was becoming skilled at watching all of her plans crumble. But there was still a chance that they could escape.  
 
    Ivy didn’t want to fear the worst just yet. 
 
    Penny dashed ahead with Addie, towards the far terminal.  
 
    They heard the glass shatter behind them as they passed the restrooms.  
 
    Addie pointed to an unlit security office.  
 
    “In there!” 
 
    Ivy swerved her eyes over the office, and saw with a heavy feeling in her gut, an ordinary man shiver and melt into a beast.  
 
    A planted Shifter.  
 
    “Look out!”  
 
    Ivy skidded to a stop just in time.  
 
    The homeless man dived at her, almost knocking her off of her feet.  
 
    But she skidded underneath his soaring, changing body—and when he crashed into the wall, he’d fully transformed into a hairy bear-like thing. 
 
    The girls sprinted out of the station, their breaths frantic.  
 
    They heard the clawing of sharp nails and fearsome howls.  
 
    They didn’t have much chance of outrunning a Shifter, but there was nowhere left to go in the station—only one door leading outside.  
 
    They barrelled ahead and stumbled into an empty parking lot.  
 
    A chain link fence surrounded the perimeter.  
 
    The girls gulped. A cage—they were trapped, if the Shifters had surrounded them before revealing themselves.  
 
    But none of the girls knew the Shifters’ plans, and they had to quickly scramble for one of their own. 
 
    “Over the fence!” Addie screamed. 
 
    Like gazelles, the three of them leapt over the barbed wire above the fence with ease, and landed on the other side.  
 
    Behind them, the metal of the fence shook.  
 
    The Shifter from the train ripped against the bars, trying to pull the fence out of the ground.  
 
    But his transformation didn't help him jump the fence. He was much too heavy, a giant tusked beast with claws longer than Ivy’s forearms.  
 
    Ivy turned back to the girls, but they weren’t in front of her anymore.  
 
    They’d sprinted ahead, thinking she was right behind them, and taken a path that led to a dimly lit tunnel.  
 
    “Ivy!” Addie’s cry seemed so far away. 
 
    “I’m coming!” Ivy bolted to catch up with them.  
 
    But there wasn’t just one Shifter to worry about.  
 
    Outside of the parking lot, on her side of the fence, a pack of five Shifters waited beside the dumpsters, each with snarled expressions.  
 
    Where are they coming from?  
 
    Ivy scrambled to take a sharp turn away from the Shifters as they barged towards her, and she headed for the mouth of the tunnel that Addie and Penny just disappeared into. 
 
    How did they find me?  
 
    Ivy caught up and piled into the darkness.  
 
    Before the tunnel swallowed her completely, she glanced over her shoulder. 
 
    The six Shifters had somehow multiplied into two dozen.  
 
    Ivy clutched onto her necklace.  
 
    Over twenty Shifters, a creature whose blood and bite could kill her, were coming at her in the hordes.  
 
    They’d known she was here, known how long she would be here, and they’d planned around it.  
 
    The Watcher...? 
 
    Had she let the Shifters know about the three Vampires who’d visited her, one called Ivy? 
 
    Had the Shifter betrayed them? 
 
    Ivy hesitated as Addie called back to her from deep within the tunnel.  
 
    She gave a final glance at the nearing Shifters, wondering if Domenic was among them.  
 
    A part of her, an overwhelming part that had her rooted to the spot, wanted to see him once more. 
 
    She wanted to plead with him and beg him to explain everything. What was the truth? And what was a lie?  
 
    If he was a Shifter, then was everything they shared together fake?  
 
    Ivy couldn’t believe that. Everything he’d shown her was something more genuine than anything she had witnessed in her entire life. 
 
    Her vision went dark as she belted into the tunnel.  
 
    Only a dim, flickering light overhead guided her way.  
 
    Ivy managed to catch up to the others. But the Shifters were only a few pounding footfalls behind.  
 
    Ivy’s kept the speedy pace. She could run for hours. Days, even. But it wasn’t her own speed she was worried about.  
 
    Addie wasn’t the fastest Vamp around.  
 
    Just as she thought it, a Shifter lunged into view.  
 
    It flew right past Ivy, and she threw herself to the side.  
 
    Penny shoved Addie into the concrete wall opposite Ivy, right beside a solid metal door.  
 
    The crack of Addie’s head on the wall echoed down the tunnel and into the night. Her knees buckled and she dropped, hitting the ground. 
 
    Ivy’s breath caught. She stared, startled, at Addie as she slipped away from consciousness. 
 
    Penny panicked.  
 
    With a wide look at Ivy—a look that didn't say sorry, but said I don’t have a choice, it’s you or her—Penny tore open the door and dragged Addie through it.  
 
    “Penny!” Ivy screamed and lunged forward.  
 
    But she was tackled right out of the air by another Shifter, and crashed onto the damp, hard floor.  
 
    Penny spared her a final glance before she followed the barely-conscious Addie through the door.  
 
    Then she slammed it shut behind her.   
 
    Penny left here there in the tunnel, alone. 
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    Ivy scrambled to her feet, eyes wild, chest heaving with fright.  
 
    She looked down to the mouth of the tunnel, where more Shifters blocked her way, then to her left, where two burly ones loomed higher and stood thicker than trees.  
 
    But, she was fast and slim—and she could slip between them with ease.  
 
    Ivy darted toward the gap between the two Shifters.  
 
    Halfway, her legs lifted out from underneath.  
 
    She hit the ground, her head cracking on the concrete. 
 
    Dazed, she felt a boot kick her onto her back, and she squinted up at the faintly lit figure.  
 
    Ivy’s eyes widened. More shadows swarmed into view. 
 
    A Shifter held onto both of her legs. Another gripped at her arms, pinning her down.  
 
    Ivy screamed as the rest of the pack surrounded her.  
 
    She fought against their firm grips until her hard skin began to tear, but it was no use. They were stronger.  
 
    Even for a Vampire, Ivy wasn’t skilled in strength or combat.  
 
    She was a damn good runner, and that was about it.   
 
    She guessed now, Penny would take the title of best runner, since she left her behind to be captured—worse, even.  
 
    No crying or whimpering would save her now. And she felt like a fool. 
 
    “Nowhere to go,” came a cold, smooth voice that tickled her belly and fisted her heart with ice. “No trees to save you down here, Sky.” 
 
    Ivy stiffened.  
 
    She would recognise that icy, smooth voice anywhere, like that caramel blood that she was fond of.  
 
    Ivy felt shivers down her spine.  
 
    This was the moment she had been foolishly waiting for. But now faced with Domenic himself, she was at a loss for words.  
 
    Slowly, she turned her gaze up at the man standing over her, his dark face shrouded in shadows from the tunnel. His eyes, like onyx pools, shimmered darker than black ink.  
 
    “Make it easy for yourself,” Domenic said. “Don’t struggle.”  
 
    Not an ounce of pity or familiarity softened his voice. She’d never felt more like a stranger to him.  
 
    On the ground, she gave another squirm, and rasped, “Why? It’s all going to end the same way, no matter what I do. Why not take you down with me?” 
 
    He ignored her threat and looked away, as if she hadn’t spoken at all.  
 
    Sick began creep up inside of her. 
 
    Will he really watch me die?  
 
    Ivy couldn’t accept that the man she loved would throw her away so easily.  
 
    From behind Domenic, a short Shifter boy pushed ahead.  
 
    He snarled as he loomed over her.  
 
    Ivy narrowed her eyes. Silas, the little brat.  
 
    The young Shifter seemed to want his revenge on her. He lunged forward, but Domenic caught his arm. 
 
    “No, Silas,” the older brother said. “Wait.” 
 
    Ivy sucked in a breath and took the uneasy moment as her advantage.  
 
    The Shifters were distracted, only for a second, but to Vampires, that second could be turned into a minute.  
 
    Using every piece of strength left in her body, Ivy launched out of the grips pinning her down.  
 
    She went for Silas’s throat.  
 
    The boy yelped as she latched onto him, and he tried to push her off.  
 
    As soon as the bitter, toxic taste flooded her mouth, Ivy placed it in her memories. A taste she’d had before. A blood like no other. Videer blood. 
 
    Only, it couldn’t have been Videer blood, because the first person before Silas she’d tasted this burnt blood on was Archer—a Shifter in disguise.  
 
    Ivy’s veins froze over.  
 
    Already, she’d drank from a Shifter.  
 
    Already, she should have died—or at least slipped into a coma.  
 
    It wasn’t a small amount she’d taken from Archer. The girl had been unconscious after Ivy’s feast.  
 
    Well…Ivy would just have to make sure she drank enough this time. 
 
    She only stopped when Shifters dove in at her from all angles. 
 
    Ivy flipped back from the boy before the Shifters could hurt her, the flesh of his neck hanging from her teeth.  
 
    Then Ivy grinned, bloody and fleshy. 
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    Silas slumped to the ground.  
 
    The Shifters gasped, a ripple of panic taking them.  
 
    Domenic’s eyes bulged. Ivy let Silas’s blood drip down her throat. Taking control of her own life included taking control of her own death.  
 
    Knowing what it would do to her, knowing it could kill her if she survived the coma it would definitely plunge her into, Ivy made a point of swallowing the blood, loud and clear.  
 
    Domenic’s eyes were hooked onto hers, pure horror on his beautiful face.  
 
    Ivy laughed, wicked. “Good luck getting much out of me when I’m dead.” 
 
    His face showed horror.  
 
    Then, the Shifters charged into an uproar.  
 
    The one that had lost his grip her feet rushed to Silas and held onto his bleeding neck.  
 
    And the one who had failed to hold her arms sprang to Domenic’s side, mid-transformation.  
 
    Once the Shifter blood touched her stomach, it would begin its work—corroding her organs from the inside-out.  
 
    She truly had nothing left to lose. And better to go dead than alive. 
 
    Ivy ran.  
 
    She heard the pounding of footfalls behind her.  
 
    She glanced behind and saw Domenic in his skinless, bloody form, leading a pack of Shifters. He’d turned. Most of them had.  
 
    In a tunnel, she had zero chance of outrunning them. At least at the Academy, she’d had trees and the nooks of the forest to help evade them.  
 
    She heard him gain on her before she felt his hot, sticky body crash into hers.  
 
    Domenic tackled her.  
 
    Ivy’s jaw slammed against the concrete, but she was too numb to feel anything.  
 
    She blinked against a fog settling over her. 
 
    Her consciousness was drifting in and out.  
 
    Through the daze, she saw a row of bloody teeth in front of her.  
 
    Ivy blinked.  
 
    This is it.  
 
    I bit the Shifter—now, his blood is killing me.  
 
    Again, she blinked.  
 
    Teeth were replaced by an olive-skinned face. Domenic.  
 
    His jaw was strong, clenched against the urgency in his obsidian eyes, and his pink lips flattened into a grim line, like he didn’t want her to die.  
 
    I’m going to die anyway. 
 
    Ivy felt her arms being pulled behind her back.  
 
    Domenic’s face hardened as she was jolted up, her head sagging back.  
 
    She stared at him, at his black hair brushing over his brow. 
 
    She didn’t fight the rope wrapping around her.  
 
    There was no sense when she’d be dead soon anyway, and she had no energy. It slipped out of her pores like stolen Fae magic.  
 
    Her mind was going blank and the light was fading from her vision.  
 
    Just before everything went black, Domenic’s hand reached for her face.  
 
    Then, it was over.     
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    A wooden door slammed.  
 
    Ivy’s eyes fluttered open.  
 
    Her head pounded like daggers stabbed into her brain. It took her minutes before she came to her senses.  
 
    Rope still bound her hands behind her back, but beneath her was something layered and plush.  
 
    Ivy frowned against the dusty, orange light and rattled her body lazily. She bounced.  
 
     A mattress—she was on a bed? 
 
    Forcing herself onto her side, Ivy focused on the room. 
 
    It was old and cheap, like one of the many motel rooms she’d stayed at in the Foundling World since she’d gone on the run.  
 
    There was the bed she was dumped on, an empty desk that stood beside a coat rack, and a lone chair.  
 
    Hands bound behind her back, Ivy tugged and twisted her wrists.  
 
    A hiss of pain came from her clenched teeth.  
 
    Wolfsbane. 
 
    The ropes were saturated in it.  
 
    Ivy grunted back the pain and shimmied down the bed, getting to her feet.  
 
    How long had she been unconscious, she wondered?  
 
    Swallowing that Shifter’s blood should have killed her.  
 
    It should have destroyed her entire, icy body from within.  
 
    But it seemed she was only plunged into a coma. For how long, she had no clue.  
 
    Did I not drink enough? 
 
    In that moment in the tunnel, she was ready to die.  
 
    Better dead than tortured. It would have been quick and through her own will.  
 
    Now, she would have to endure whatever torture the Shifters had planned for her.  
 
    Though the room was empty, she knew it was the Shifters that held her hostage.  
 
    It was Domenic’s face she saw before she drifted away. But she wondered what became of Addie and Penny.  
 
    That last moment she saw them was when Penny had shut the door on her face to save herself and Addie.  
 
    Penny had left her behind, something that should have wrecked Ivy and brought tears to her eyes.  
 
    But she only hoped they survived, that they escaped.  
 
    Would they go home? 
 
    Addie would be furious with Penny when she recovered from her head wound.  
 
    Still, they wouldn’t find Ivy if they went looking, and that meant one thing— that they took this opportunity to rush back home.  
 
    They probably assumed she was long dead. 
 
    Ivy shook her head to herself, to her too-high expectations of her friends. No matter what, they were Vampires.  
 
    There was a reason Vampires were the most hated, the most feared, the least trusted of the Arcane.  
 
    Vampires were survivalists. Killers. Selfish and cruel and brutal, even to those they loved.   
 
    There was no use blaming the two girls.  
 
    If there was a choice between risking one’s life or running to live another day, she knew most of her kind would choose the latter.  
 
    Back at the Academy, Ivy vowed to protect the people she cared about. And she upheld that promise, risking her own life to save both Penny and Addie.  
 
    When their school was turned upside down, she was there for her friends, pulling them out of danger. It angered her knowing that they didn’t do the same for her.  
 
    Ivy booted the desk.  
 
    It ruptured from the impact, and not a moment later— 
 
    The main door swung open, carrying a gust of stale hot wind in with it.
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    Her eyes darted to the door, where Domenic stood.  
 
    Her throat throbbed when she saw him, a sick rush to drain him dry overwhelming her.  
 
    But she backed into the remains of the desk instead and watched as Domenic strolled into the room and slammed the door behind him.  
 
    His eyes avoided hers.  
 
    Ivy had a million questions she wanted to throw at him. But she failed to open her lips to speak one.  
 
    All she could do was watch his every movement.  
 
    He looked like the same Domenic she always knew: those deep onyx eyes with a stone-cold gaze, warmth brought by the caramel hues of his skin, and his muscular human-like body sheathed in a black Videer cloak. 
 
    When he reached the coat rack, he threw his cloak against the hanger.  
 
    Ivy took one look at his cloak and sneered.  
 
    Bold. Still wearing a Videer Knight uniform at a time like this.  
 
    It had all been a lie. Everything he told her had been a fabrication that he wove to trick her. It sickened her to see him in that cloak. He may have been able to hide his true form from humans, but Ivy could see right through his act.  
 
    Still, seeing him dressed like this, it brought back memories. Her days in blissful ignorance had been wonderful. Now, she could only feel resentment.  
 
    What was the point of happiness when it could be stripped away in an instant?  
 
    Ivy barred her fangs. Rage was overwhelming her.  
 
    She stood face to face with him. If he refused to look at her, she would force herself into his sight.  
 
    She wanted him to own up to what he did. She wanted to see if he could live with his own lies.  
 
    And she wanted to know if he had any remorse. 
 
    Domenic lifted his eyes and looked down at Ivy.  
 
    His expression was blank. She wanted him to say something. Anything. But his lips remained pursed tight.  
 
    Then, he grabbed onto her arm and shoved her back down onto the bed. She didn’t fight.  
 
    She wondered if he would kill her. But instead, he only watched her with that same cold gaze. 
 
    “Are you feeling sick?” he asked, uncaringly, distantly. 
 
    For drinking Shifter blood, she felt no weakness and she was no longer tired.  
 
    It must not have been enough to cause harm, but still, the thought worried her.  
 
    Would she fall over and die at any moment? How could she know she was in the clear?   
 
    There was a knock on the door.  
 
    The two of them looked at the door.  
 
    A Shifter cracked open the door and nodded to Domenic.  
 
    When his eyes locked onto Ivy, he snarled.  
 
    She recognised him as the hobo from the station, only now he was wearing fresh, clean human clothes and had his silvery hair combed back into a bun. 
 
    “The first bus leaves in an hour.” He paused and looked at Ivy, the sneer wrinkling his whole face. “Ready to secure the Vampire?” 
 
    Ivy rolled her eyes.  
 
    She didn’t know what he meant by ‘secure’, but she was ready to rip more throats if she had to.  
 
    Her body couldn’t take much more of the wolfsbane-ropes coiled around her.  
 
    Besides, one taste of Shifter blood didn’t seem to be enough.  
 
    She was ready to see how much more she could handle before her body gave out on her. 
 
    “Leave us,” Domenic said darkly. 
 
    The hobo-Shifter stiffened, then he gave a sharp bow and left.  
 
    Domenic shoved his hands into his pockets and looked down at Ivy as she tugged her bound arms behind her back.  
 
    They were starting to loosen.  
 
    She angled her hands back and used her razor-sharp nails to slice away at the rope, sores and blood swelling on her marble-like skin with every touch of the poison. 
 
    As she tugged at the rope, she felt it untying.  
 
    If I can distract him, I can break free. 
 
    “I’m hungry,” she said, sawing away at her bindings. 
 
    “You leeches are always hungry.” 
 
    Ivy smiled darkly. The rope was sliding off her wrist.  
 
    “The last time I fed was your little brother,” she hissed.  
 
    A vein bulged in Domenic’s neck.  
 
    The rope travelled past her finger tips. 
 
    “And he didn’t taste all that great,” she added. “I might not die from it, but the taste of mutt-blood will haunt me forever. It was almost as bad as your sister’s blood—though I was so starving back then that I didn’t know trashy blood when I tasted it.” 
 
    “Shut up.” Domenic stared down at her with thunder on his face. “For your own sake, shut your mouth.” 
 
    Ivy bared her fangs in a grin. “I beat both of them at the Academy, I beat your brother in the tunnel. Maybe next time I see him, I’ll finish what he started, and I’ll drain that mutt dry. Or will it be Archer? Decisions are hard when there are so many appealing choices—” 
 
    Just what she wanted— 
 
    Domenic lunged at her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 17 
 
      
 
    Ivy rolled off the bed in a whirl. Her arms broke free.  
 
    Domenic leapt across the bed with his hands reached forward.  
 
    He was as fast as her, a better fighter, stronger. But Ivy was a zig-zagger, a dodger. So, Ivy ducked to the floor.  
 
    She scrambled away as he hit the floor where she’d been a moment ago, and she raced for the bathroom door.  
 
    Domenic was quick.  
 
    He dashed ahead of her and grabbed onto the door, ripping it off of the hinges.  
 
    Ivy snarled up at him. 
 
    “I won’t let you get away again,” he growled, throwing the door across the room.  
 
    It hit the wall and shattered into splinters.  
 
    “Why?” she asked with a shaking voice. 
 
    Domenic snatched a loop of rope from his belt, then with a menacing look at her, unwound it in his hands.  
 
    He crouched down to her level and, quickly, spun the rope around her.  
 
    An agonised cry tore out from her. Wolfsbane singed her body in spirals of the rope.  
 
    “Why,” he repeated, gruff. “You’ll soon see. For now, shut up and don’t try to escape again—it’ll only end with more pain for you.” 
 
    The front door opened again.  
 
    Domenic backed away from the bound Ivy on the floor.  
 
    She lay perfectly still, looking back at the hobo-Shifter at the door.  
 
    “Bus is here,” he told Domenic. 
 
    “Is it done?” asked Domenic, and he pressed his foot down on Ivy’s stomach to hold her in place.  
 
    “Bus driver is taken care of, and the passengers have been compensated.”  
 
    Ivy frowned.  
 
    She had no idea how Shifters could weave humans like that.  
 
    Only Fae had the ability to confuse them, or trick them into accepting bad deals.  
 
    But it only took a moment for her to realise, it must have been the Watcher—a Fae to betray the Vampire.  
 
    “What’d you do to the bus driver?” Ivy choked out. It was her last hope—people to see that she was a captive of a bunch of men and women.  
 
    Humans couldn’t do much against Shifters, if anything, but it might have been enough to distract the Shifters long enough for her to make a run for it.  
 
    Both of them ignored her question.  
 
    “We’re ready,” said Domenic.  
 
    Then Domenic turned his dark look down at Ivy.  
 
    With a flicker of hatred on his face, he snatched her up and hauled her over his shouldered.  
 
    He took her outside, where over thirty Shifters lingered in the car lot of the cheap, road-side motel.  
 
    Ivy couldn’t see much being slung over Domenic’s shoulder, but if she craned her neck enough, she could catch glimpses of their shoes, and some of the ones who sat on the curb.  
 
    They all began move, a slow stream around rocks, toward the heavy chug coming from the road—the bus.  
 
    And when Ivy turned her head left, she saw them. Domenic’s brother and sister, Archer and Silas.  
 
    She bared her fangs at them.  
 
    A shiver of rage pulsed through Silas, but Archer only narrowed her eyes darkly. The same silent authority in her as her older brother.  
 
    Then, Ivy was shoved into the bus and deposited on the front seats behind a burly bus driver who stunk of Shifter.  
 
    Domenic slid onto the seat beside her, keeping her wedged between him and the thick window.  
 
    With so many Shifters piling into the bus, she knew ... there wasn’t a chance in Eden she could escape.  
 
    Ivy just had to sit back and wait for the torture to meet her.  
 
    All the while, feeling the burn of hunger building up within her.  
 
    She turned her gaze out of the window and watched the barren shrubs scattered around the area.  
 
    They shivered in the wind, but a tingle ran down Ivy’s spine as they moved. It was as if they were talking to her.  
 
    Bound to nature... 
 
    Ivy forced her whole focus on the shrubs. She forced every ounce of herself onto their whispers and shivers.  
 
    She was just about to give up when she heard it—heard them whispering to her. 
 
    ‘Trust him...’  
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    To be certain of what she heard, she listened long past the bus driving off the main road and down another. But the voices carried with her anyway.  
 
    ‘Trust him...’ 
 
    And as she turned to look at Domenic beside her, his tarry eyes fixed ahead, she felt her insides twist and she knew the whispers meant him.  
 
    But why would she trust him? For what? 
 
    And how could she listen to whispers on the wind?  
 
    Ivy licked her lips and rested her head against the window.  
 
    Hunger started to rise up within her, fiercer than ever. Just listening to nature’s words flooded her with starvation.  
 
    If she didn't drink blood soon, she would collapse into a feral state. 
 
    Domenic seemed to sense that.  
 
    After a while, he handed her a blood bag—a plastic thing, not flavoured or spiced at all. Natural blood.  
 
    She sipped at it quietly, ignoring the grumbles and retches from the other Shifters.  
 
    Even Domenic turned his face away from her in total disgust.  
 
    “Be glad it’s not your brother’s,” she muttered between sips.  
 
    Dominic stiffened and she wondered if he would attack her again for it. But he didn’t.  
 
    And they rode in silence, with Ivy as the captive, and Domenic—the one she loved—as the captor.  
 
    All the while, never knowing why. 
 
    Never knowing why she survived Shifter blood twice, or why she heard whispers on the leaves, why nature called to her now the same way it did back at the Academy when the branches and trees had saved her life from the pack of Shifters, never knowing why she couldn’t summon a lick of her blood powers. 
 
    All the while, Ivy just didn’t know why anything. 
 
    But she would soon enough. 
 
      
 
    End of Book 3. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Note from Kirah Nyx 
 
      
 
    So as you can tell, I’m new on the scene and would very much loveee it if you gave me a follow or left a review with your thoughts! 
 
    I’m also on facebook if you want to like my page. 
 
    ?? 
 
    The HUSH Ivy series will be made of four books, all to be released by the end of the year.  
 
    I hope you have enjoyed book one and two and three.  
 
    Book four will be available in 2019.  
 
    Add them to your lists on Goodreads!  
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