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        I strongly recommend reading the Nightwatch Academy series before reading this novella.

      

      

      HARMON

      Thomas stared at me as if he’d seen a ghost. I guess my being here was a shock to him. He must have heard about the explosion at the Academy several months ago. He must have thought I was dead.

      Maybe I should have stayed dead. Gone straight to Justice when returning from Fomoria instead of making this detour, but I owed him an explanation and a goodbye. At least I thought I did, but now, seeing the look of horror in his eyes melt to something that looked like fear, I wasn’t so sure I’d made the right call.

      “How did you get in?” he asked.

      “Seriously? I come back from the dead, and all you can ask me is how I got into your room?”

      “Dammit, Harmon, you can’t be here. I don’t want you here.”

      It’d been seven months, almost eight. I knew I’d been gone a long time, and I had no right to expect anything from him, let alone for him to listen, but damn, his rejection still hurt.

      I looked down at my gray hands, no longer huge but still stone-like. My skin was tougher and rougher than regular skin. But this was the best the Fomorian mage could do before I killed him.

      This was me now.

      A gray man with rough stone-like skin and a face that was far from beautiful but more me than it had been before.

      Still, it was obvious Thomas saw a monster when he looked at me.

      I held up my hands in what I hoped was a placating gesture. “I know I look monstrous. I’m not here to try and rekindle things between us. I just—”

      “No.” Thomas rushed to the door and locked it before pocketing the key. “I don’t give a fuck what you look like, H. I can’t believe you’d think that would matter to me.”

      Well, that was news to me.  “But you said you loved my body and my face … You always said you loved beautiful things.”

      “I do,” Thomas said. “But I loved you because you were beautiful on the inside.” He took a deep breath. “When I found out what happened to you, what happened between you and Justice, I fucking hated you.”

      Justified. I deserved the hate. “How did you find out?”

      “She came to see me. Told me what went down.” His lip curled. “At least she had the decency to do that.” He speared me with his intense gaze. “Still, I hated that you could let me go so easily.”

      Guilt sat heavy in my chest. Had been since I’d left Indigo and started my quest for a cure. I’d known my journey would bring me back here at some point. I’d known I had to do this.

      “I’m sorry.”

      God, it sounded fucking lame. But there was nothing else I could say. I’d loved Justice for a long time, but it took being turned into a monster to realize I was in love with her, and in that moment, it had been easy to tell myself that Thomas wouldn’t want me anyway. To give my heart to Justice. I’d made excuses. Fuck, we both had.

      “But it was for the best,” Thomas said. “We both knew that there was no future for us in the outside world. When they stripped me of my knighthood, we were over. Hating you helped me deal with that.”

      Ah, yes, the fucking nightblood law and their no outside dick rule. “Still. I shouldn’t have started anything with Justice without ending things with you first.”

      Thomas smiled wryly. “You were always the transparent one. You never hid your conquests. I know you. I know how you always needed more. The women you had while we were together. But they never bothered me, and do you know why? Because they were just sex to you. They were just an outlet for your beast. But Justice … that hurt because that meant something. I knew it would happen one day, I just thought we had more time.” He walked over to me and cupped my face, and for a moment, I saw my lover, the old Thomas in the softness of his eyes, but then his expression hardened, and he pulled away. “Thank you for coming to see me. But you need to go now. It’s not safe for you here.”

      “Why?”

      He frowned. “H, don’t you know what’s been happening here?”

      “I came straight here from Fomoria. The mage opened a doorway for me.”

      “Fucking hell, H. You’re not even registered, are you?”

      “Registered?”

      “I thought you were at least registered. I don’t have time to explain. Nina will be up any moment. If she sees you here, she’ll want to see your papers, and if you don’t have those, she’ll arrest you.” His eyes widened as if he’d just realized something else. “Fuck, you still have Fomorian genes …”

      “Who’s Nina?”

      “My wife, H.”

      He was married?

      He closed his eyes and took a breath. “I’ve moved on. The world has changed, and you being here puts me and mine in danger. Nina works for the Infinity Watch, and she will arrest you if she finds you here.”

      I was so confused.

      He ran a hand over his face. “Okay, we have time. She’s working out.” He looked at his watch. “Another fifteen minutes, maybe? Come on, I’ll sneak you—"

      The doorknob rattled. “Thomas? What the hell. Let me in.”

      Thomas’s face drained of color. “The window.” He rushed me toward it, but the thing wouldn’t budge.

      “How did you get in?” Thomas whisper-hissed.

      “The back door and up the stairs. I followed your scent here.”

      “Fuck!” He shoved his hands in his hair and tugged. There was a clink, and the sound of a lock turning.

      Thomas backed away from me and shook his head, his eyes filled with sorrow. “I’m sorry, H.”

      The door swung open, and a woman stepped into the room. She was petite and dark and in workout clothes. Her dark eyes widened in horror at the sight of me.

      “Thomas, who the fuck is this?” she asked.

      “I’m so sorry,” Thomas said softly one last time, but I wasn’t sure if he was apologizing to me or her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Indigo

      “Human lover. Traitor. Bitch.”

      The goblin hogtied in the back seat of my car rattled off insults in his guttural voice. I turned up the radio to block him out. Truth be told, his traitor barb hurt because it hit home. Hard. I mean, what the fuck was I doing bagging supernaturals for minor infractions? So what if he’d gone to the supermarket with his tackle on show? Goblins didn’t wear clothes. It was natural for them to be naked. When the universal glamour had been in place, it would have compensated for his nude state, and humans wouldn’t have given him a second look, but now, all supernaturals were exposed, warts, arse cracks, and crotch ornaments on display.

      So, he’d forgotten to garb himself before heading out for his weekly shop. Back in the Nightwatch days, minor infractions earned a slap on the wrist and a caution. But not any longer. Infinity Watch—the human-led enforcement organization that dealt with supernatural infractions and crime—had only one sentence. Incarceration. He’d probably get a few days in lockup at the general facility. He was lucky no one had been inadvertently hurt by his nude walk down the aisle. Otherwise, he’d be taking a longer trip to one of the satellite prisons for a more permanent stay.

      Any excuse to lock us up.

      Nightwatch, the umbrella organization, was gone, swallowed by Infinity Watch, a human government-run agency that now monitored all the supernatural enforcement factions. There’d been no way I was working directly for them, so the guys and I set up our own enforcement agency. Night Watch Agency. Yeah, so, technically, we still had to work to Infinity Watch standards and take on cases handed down to us, but we were also free to take on our own cases.

      The goblin pickup was an Infinity call as it occurred in our jurisdiction, which covered Scorchwood and the neighboring town.

      The song on the radio finished.

      “You’re a sellout,” the goblin continued. “I have sprogs to feed. They need me. They’ll be hungry. They’ll be waiting.”

      A new song began, and the goblin began to cry.

      Fuck this shit.  I swerved left and parked the car.

      If I did this, there’d be a fallout. I’d be in shit with dispatch. Crap. Hanging out with Kat was making me soft.

      I climbed out of the car, yanked open the back door, and untied the goblin before I could change my mind.

      I’d made him put on a T-shirt and an old pair of kid’s joggers. Yeah, this job called for keeping a whole load of spare shit in the trunk.

      “Get out.” I stepped back to give him room to oblige.

      He hopped onto the tarmac and stared up at me in fear. “Please, don’t kill me. I’ll go to jail. I’ll be quiet.”

      “I’m not going to kill you.”

      “You’re not?” He looked seriously surprised by that statement.

      “Tippen was killed last week for being out after midnight,” he said.

      “What?”

      He nodded emphatically, his fleshy bulbous nose quivering with the action. “Humans …” His eyes went round and then filled with tears. “He was my friend. He had sprogs, too. The humans took them.” He shook his head, so the tears spilled. “They took them, and they probably killed them, too.”

      Anger heated my chest. I clenched my jaw and took a deep breath through my nose and exhaled through my mouth. They’d killed a creature for breaking curfew, and they called us monsters. Ever since discovering our existence, the humans had done unspeakable things to us in the name of protecting themselves.

      It didn’t matter that we’d been around forever, coexisting in peace while keeping them safe. No. It only mattered that we were different.

      “I’m not going to hurt you. I’m letting you go. Get your sprogs, and get out of town. Find a new hovel, and stick to the law.”

      He blinked up at me. “You’re letting me go?”

      I couldn’t believe I was doing this. “Get out of here before I change my mind.”

      He tugged up the joggers I’d loaned him and then turned and ran. Smart chap because I’d been so close to shoving him in the trunk.

      Now, this situation needed to be handled. Infinity didn’t take kindly to unresolved pickups, and as much as I’d like to tell them to eat shit and die, I’d learned that the balance of power was not in my favor. I pulled my mobile out of my pocket and hit speed dial.

      “Justice, what’s wrong?” Hyde said.

      My muscles relaxed at the sound of his smooth tenor tone. “I just let the goblin go.”

      Silence. “I’ll deal with dispatch.”

      Dispatch as in Cherry, the human who had fuck-me eyes for him. God, I hated that I was asking him to flirt with that bitch, but if it saved the goblin’s life …

      I sighed. “Thank you.”

      “Come back to base, and you can thank me properly.”

      My nipples hardened in response to the sexy drop in his tone, but I kept my voice light and casual. “I do need a shower.”

      “That can be arranged.”

      I ended the call and climbed back into the car, my body thrumming with anticipation of Hyde’s touch. Brady and Kash were on a job out of town. I missed them like crazy.

      Kat and her guys were in the city on an Infinity case while the twins, Devon and Aidan, were on vacation with their pack. Scorchwood mansion felt empty without the team in residence. But it was nice to have some one-on-one time with Hyde. Kash and Brady would be back late tonight and the rest of the team the night after. The house would be filled with bodies and testosterone once more.

      My mind drifted to Harmon. Two more weeks, the guys and I had agreed. Two more weeks, and we were taking a vacation to Fomoria to find him. He’d wanted to go into Fomoria and find a cure for what had been done to him, and he’d wanted to go alone. I’d stepped back and let him go, but he’d been gone over six months, and every day that passed was another weight on my chest. There was a hole in my heart that he needed to fill, and I was done waiting for him to find his way back to me.

      It was time to bring him home.
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        * * *

      

      I was ten minutes from home when traffic hit.

      A fucking checkpoint.

      They were doing this more and more. Setting up random checkpoints across the city to weed out any supernaturals that hadn’t registered. With the glamour gone, we were easy enough to identify, and those of us who could pass for human were subjected to an iris scanner created courtesy of Winterfell Enterprises. The fucker, Orion, was the human government’s bitch now, handing over tech that could help identify and subdue us. If I saw him again, I’d punch his stupid, smug face in.

      The car ahead moved forward a space. I tapped my fingers on the steering wheel and hummed along to the track on the radio as I inched toward the checkpoint.  It was finally my turn.

      A human officer dressed in dark blue and gold made a winding motion with his hand. I lowered the window.

      “Human or other?” he asked.

      “Other.”

      “Papers, please.”

      I opened the glove compartment and froze. Shit. My papers were in the other car. The one I’d used on my last case.

      I winced. “Sorry, Officer. I seem to have left them in my other car.”

      “Other car?” His lip curled in derision as if the idea of my having more than one vehicle was repulsive to him. “Step out of the vehicle, please.”

      “Look, I’m with Nightwatch enforcement, registered with Infinity Watch. I know my reg number. You can call it in and check.”

      “Step out of the car, please,” he repeated.

      Fuck my life.

      I climbed out, and before I could make any other moves—not that I was planning to—he’d clipped a cuff onto my wrist.  A tingle rushed over me, and my body felt heavy. The fucker had just muted my supernatural abilities. My shadow knight gene meant that I could hang out in the sun and not be weakened. But now, with it shut off, I felt shaky and sick.

      The officer smiled in satisfaction. “You think I haven’t heard the left-my-papers-at-home excuse before? You think I don’t know how you fuckers operate?” He raked me up and down. “Parading as human so you can feed on us, you filthy bloodsucker.”

      My gums ached from clenching my teeth. Do not rise to the bait, Justice. Calm and cool.

      “I understand your disconcertion, Officer, but if you’ll call in my registration number, you’ll be able to con—”

      My head rocked to the side with the force of his blow. My body wanted to react, to lash out, but I was hyperaware of car doors opening, of people stepping out and holding up cameras—witnesses to whatever I would do.

      He wanted me to attack him. There was no law against a human assaulting a supernatural, but if a supernatural assaulted a human, then it was a one-way trip to one of the high-security prisons in the city.

      Stay calm, Justice. Just keep a lid on it. I didn’t bother to wipe away the blood trickling from the corner of my mouth. Instead, I met the officer’s gaze and swiped my tongue across my busted lip.

      “You want to lash out at me, don’t you?” he taunted.

      “No.” I smiled with my mouth but not my eyes. “I would never hurt a man who’s trying to uphold the law. After all, we’re on the same side. On the same register. With access to the same information.”

      I let that sink in a moment. Let him figure out what I was saying. Yeah, bitch. I can find you. I can hurt you.

      His eyes narrowed. “Are you threatening me?”

      “I don’t make threats.” I canted my head, allowing the monster within to look out of my eyes, letting him know that I may be muted, but I was still here. Waiting. Biding my time.  “Threats are for the idle, Officer Tooley. I simply take action.”

      His face drained of color.

      “Now, how about you take my registration number and call it in.”

      He glanced about. Yeah, we were on camera. If he refused to follow protocol, the supernatural-attacking-a-human video could easily be turned on its head to human-victimizing-an-innocent-supernatural video.

      He unclipped his radio from his belt. “I need a reg check, please.”

      Yeah, that’s a good boy.
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      My hands were still shaking with rage as I pulled into the drive of Scorchwood manor. I glanced in the rearview. My lip was healed. No need to tell Hyde about this. He didn’t need to know what had happened.

      This was life for us now.

      I took a deep breath and then, fixing a smile on my face, headed into the house.

      I checked the lounge and kitchen, finding no hunky faeblood, and headed up the stairs. “Honey, I’m home!”

      “Bedroom,” Hyde called out.

      His scent permeated the air—distinctive citrus tones with a hint of sweat that told me he’d been working out in the gym the guys had set up once we’d moved in. It was a place filled with testosterone and grunts. I loved working out with them; watching all the rippling muscles was a huge turn-on. Kash preferred to treadmill, or just go for a jog, but my weaver lover was naturally toned with the body of a sprinter.

      I couldn’t wait for everyone to be home, but right now I was going to enjoy my one-on-one time with Hyde.

      My stomach flipped as I stepped into his room. We had an arrangement. I shared their beds but kept my own quarters. The guys had agreed this worked better for them than all three having to share my space. It was a pheromones and scent thing for them. It was okay for their rooms to be saturated with my scent, but none of them enjoyed being in my room for sexy time with another guy’s scent in the air, because even a change of sheets didn’t get rid of troll-blood and faeblood pheromones.

      I closed Hyde’s bedroom door and leaned against it, devouring him with my gaze. He’d definitely been working out. I could tell from the flush of his skin and the way his muscles popped.

      He was already half-naked, boxers hugging his slender hips and stretching over his taut buttocks and the tops of his thighs. My gaze traveled down to his faetech leg—a meld of machine and magic, it was a powerful limb and a reminder of his bravery and sacrifice. By the time I pulled my gaze back up his arousal was clearly evident.

      “Aren’t you tired from your workout?” I pushed off the door and began to strip. “I mean, I’m not sure you can handle th—”

      He cut me off with his mouth, kissing me as if I were his much-needed oxygen. He grabbed my ass and hauled me up against him, grinding into me, showing me how much he wanted me. I clung to him, winding my arms around his neck, devouring him with open-mouthed, tongue-tangling kisses as he lifted me to wrap my legs around his waist. I gasped into his mouth as his erection rubbed against my panties, sliding against my wetness.

      I pulled my mouth from his. “Fuck, Hyde. Shower.”

      “Fuck the shower.” His finger bit into my upper thighs as he raised me a little more and pressed the head of his cock against my entrance through the fabric of my panties. “I want to play.”

      My heart pounded like a jackhammer against my ribs. “Which game?”

      “Hunter and prey.” He sucked my bottom lip into his mouth and then released it slowly, grazing me with his teeth. “Run. The longer you evade, the harder I’ll fuck you. The harder I’ll make you come.”

      My clit throbbed where he rubbed against me. I wanted him inside me right now. “Yes.”

      He lowered me to the ground, and I braced myself on his shoulders, legs trembling with anticipation.

      “You won’t get far. Five-second start,” he said.

      I turned and ran.

      My heart pounded with exhilaration as I hammered down the stairs, down the corridor at the back of the house and out into the gardens. Naked except for my underwear, no shoes, hair flying. The chill slapped my skin, heightening my senses. I rounded the house before I heard him behind me. The maze loomed, and with a grin I dove inside. I’d learned my way around the structure, knew every turn. Part of me wanted him to find me now, wanted him inside me, but the other competitive part wanted to draw this out. To make him work for it. I took a left and a right and another left. I could circle around him and make it out and back to the house no problem.

      My nightblood senses told me he wasn’t far behind but in the lane parallel to mine, the one that led to a dead end. Ha. Hyde was familiar with the maze, he’d find his way out, but not as quickly as I would. I was almost back at the entrance, which also doubled as the exit, when he stepped out in front of me.

      “What the—”

      “Fuck.” The word was a delicious rumble of promise.

      I took a step back, my body thrumming with the need to be touched. “You got me.”

      He advanced, his thumb going to the waistband of his boxers, sliding back and forth as he lowered them to free his erection. My mouth was suddenly dry, core pulsing in preparation for him. But the game wasn’t over yet.

      I turned and ran back the way I’d come, taking the other route to the exit. Twenty seconds later I burst out of the maze and beelined toward the house, euphoric laughter erupting from my lips.

      I made it into the lounge before he caught me, snagging me around the waist and then shoving me against the back of the sofa so my torso was dangling over it.

      He cupped me through my panties. “Fuck, Justice, you’re soaking wet.”

      I wriggled as he pulled them down. I pushed back into him and opened my legs. Please. I was so fucking ready. He slid his cock between my folds and rubbed it up and down from my swollen clit to my entrance over and over until I was moaning and writhing against him, ready for an explosion. Only then did he line up against my entrance, grip my hips, and thrust into me. My cry mingled with his grunt of satisfaction as he filled me and began to thrust, deep, powerful thrusts that slammed me into the back of the sofa again and again.  I was about to come, I was…fuck. He adjusted his angle, pulling me back from the edge.

      “Hyde, fucking hell.”

      His laughter was tight with restraint. “Not yet, Justice.” He gripped me tighter and rolled his hips against me. “Beg me for it.”

      “Let me come.”

      “Let you come what?”

      “Let me come, you bastard.”

      He leaned over me, so his mouth brushed my ear. “Please make me come, you bastard, please.”

      He reached around and flicked my clit until my eyes were rolling back in my head, and then he stopped.

      I sobbed with frustration. “Please, Hyde.”

      He nipped my earlobe. “With fucking pleasure.”

      He leaned back and picked up tempo. Fucking me hard and fast so there was nothing but the slap of flesh on flesh, our grunts, and the spiraling heat that bloomed through me. It coalesced at my core, twisting the breath in my lungs until I was riding the wave of lightning sensation, his name on my lips over and over again like a fucking prayer.
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        * * *

      

      “That was delicious.” I munched on the chicken Hyde had cooked. When he didn’t reply, I looked up from my plate to find him staring at his phone, his face too pale. “Hyde?”

      He fixed his stormy eyes on me and then turned his phone to show me the video he was watching.

      I caught sight of myself facing off with the officer. There was blood on my lip.

      Oh, shit.

      “When were you going to tell me?” Hyde’s tone had dropped dangerously.

      I met his gaze squarely. “I wasn’t. I handled it. It’s done. Over.”

      “He hit you.”

      “And I kept my cool.”

      From the murder in Hyde’s eyes, it was obvious he wouldn’t have kept his. Thank goodness he hadn’t been with me.

      “We know the dangers,” I reminded him. “We know we can’t retaliate.”

      The door slammed, and I sat up straighter. Brady and Kash were here. I could smell them. “Hyde, don’t …” I shook my head in warning.

      Brady entered the room first. His huge frame never failed to amaze me. Part troll with a hidden Fomorian gene, Brady was a powerful male who could scare the shit out of anyone just by giving them the look, but when it came to me, he was hugs and hot chocolate and love. So much fucking love. His dark gaze fixed on me, pinning me to my seat with searing heat. Brady was also fucking excellent at speaking with his eyes. I didn’t have to open the connection between us to know what was coming. He needed to be inside me. Now. I was already pushing back my seat when Hyde had to go ruin it by shoving his phone under Brady’s nose.

      Brady’s gaze flicked to the device, and then his face froze. A low rumble filled the room.

      Brady was about to blow and not in a good way.

      “I’m okay.” I stood up and tried to grab the phone off Hyde, but he evaded. “Enough.”

      “What’s going on?” Kash entered the room, looking chic and sexy as always in his biker jacket, skinny jeans, and boots.

      “Indie?” He looked confused by the tension in the room.

      Brady was still staring at the phone, his jaw ticking like crazy. Fists clenched while Hyde had his attention fixed on me.

      Fuck it. I smiled tersely at Kash and waved a hand in Hyde’s direction. “You might as well see it.”

      Kash frowned and joined the guys as they watched the video of me getting bitch-slapped by a human. I sat back down, rested my elbows on the table, and covered my face with my hands.

      Fuck, this was embarrassing. “I did the right thing.”

      “You did,” Kash said. “It doesn’t change the fact that we want to rip this guy’s head off.”

      And then I was being lifted off my seat by Brady. He didn’t speak as he carried me out of the room and up the stairs to his room. He didn’t speak as he undressed me. He didn’t speak as he kissed my throat, my shoulders, and my breasts. He stripped off his clothes and lay beside me before running his hands down my abdomen and sliding his fingers between my folds.

      Our gazes locked as he circled my clit and began to stroke me up and down. I opened my thighs, raising my hips to give him better access, and then his thick fingers were deep inside me, curling up so he was massaging my G-spot. I gasped and arched my back as I came all over his hand, my cry locked in my throat. I lay beside him, thighs quivering, heart pounding like a hollow drum as I came down from the high. Brady was a fucking god at this. This deep fucking violent orgasm.

      “Fuck, I missed you.”

      “Show me how much.” He nuzzled my neck.

      I cracked open my shields and allowed my mate in, gasping as his emotions melded with mine. Barely restrained anger, white-hot desire, and the desperate need to soothe me, to feel me, and know I was safe. That I was his.

      “Yes.”

      I pushed him onto his back and straddled him. His cock was silken and taut in my hand. I squeezed and he groaned, his hands going to my waist, then down to my hips before skimming across my ass. I rubbed him up and down, sweeping my thumb across his tip to spear his precum all over the head. He sucked in a sharp breath and my stomach flipped. I loved the control I had over my troll-blood mate. The fact I could undo him so easily, the fact I could make this beast of a man melt, was sexy as hell.

      I pushed up on my knees and then slowly lowered myself onto him down to the hilt.

      “Fuck.” He clenched his teeth. “Show me.”

      I began to move, riding him until he was swollen inside me, ready to explode, until my body was hugging tight, ready to milk him. He turned his head to the side, offering me his throat. His blood was mine. He was mine. I laved his neck, reveling in his shiver of anticipation and the flex of his arousal inside me, and then I sank my fangs into him and began to feed. He took control of the tempo, grabbing my ass and thrusting up into me as I sucked on his neck, gulping down the potent blood that filled my mouth.  A moan locked in my throat as my body prepared for another climax. We peaked together, complete, fulfilled, connected.
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        * * *

      

      The buzzing of my phone woke me. I rolled onto my side and reached for the bedside table before realizing I wasn’t in my room.

      I must have zonked out in Brady’s bed. Shit. My phone? Where was it?

      Brady’s arm was slung across my waist, his body curled around mine. God, he smelled good. I kissed his forehead and then slid out from under him. My phone stopped buzzing as I climbed off the bed, but it started up again a moment later.

      Someone wanted to get hold of me really bad.

      My jeans lay at the foot of the bed, and the faint light of my phone was visible peeking out from the pocket.

      I grabbed it and answered without checking caller ID. “Justice speaking.”

      “Indie, it’s Kat.”

      I was instantly wide awake and alert. “Everything okay?”

      “Why do you always assume something’s wrong when I call?” she asked.

      “Because you usually text otherwise.”

      “Fine, okay, something’s wrong.”

      Fuck. “Are you in trouble? I can be there in less than an hour.”

      “No. No, it’s not me, it’s … Indie, are you sitting down?”

      “Dammit, Kat, spit it out.”

      “I bumped into a friend of yours. Thomas Carmichael?”

      Thomas … “Is he in trouble?”

      “No, but he had a message for you. He told me to tell you that Harmon is back.”

      Her words were a fist to the chest, making it difficult to breathe. “What? When? I don’t—”

      “Indie, listen. He’s back, but Thomas’s wife arrested him.”

      “That fucking stuck-up bitch. Where is he? I’ll pull some strings. I’ll get him—”

      “Indie, he’s Fomorian.”

      Ice filled my veins. Oh, fuck, that means he didn’t—

      “He didn’t get fully cured,” she continued. “He has Fomorian genes. Visible genes.”

      This was bad. Really bad. “Where’d they take him, Kat?”

      “Hallow Hills, babe. They took him to the fucking Hills.”
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      Harmon

      An eerie green glow fills the hovel. The smell of musk and spice permeates the air. It claws at my throat and makes me feel sick. My body is exhausted, my patience thin. I’ve been tracking this bastard for months. Months of sleeping rough, working for scraps and relying on the kindness of strangers. Months of being alone, of being feared, and finally, I’m here.

      “I can’t help you.” A slender Fomorian appears before me and walks over to the pot hanging over the fire. He stirs whatever foul-smelling concoction is inside. “What we did to you is irreversible.”

      “You remember me.”

      “I remember you. I remember what I was forced to do, and I knew you’d come for me.”

      He looks up at me with sad eyes. Not guilt but pure sorrow. I came here to force him to fix me and then kill him. I came here for revenge, and now the fucking rage inside me is slipping away.

      “Why?”

      “I had no choice. They had something of mine. Something precious.”

      Blackmail. The oldest trick in the book. “Did you get it back?”

      “They killed her, my daughter. What I did to you was for nothing, and now you’ve come to ask me to reverse it, and I can’t. I’m sorry.”

      Why aren’t I surprised? Because a part of me knew this. Fuck my stubborn ass. “There must be something you can do.”

      “There might be. But in return, you must do something for me.”

      “What?”

      “I want you to kill me.”

      He’s not insane. He’s not depressed. He’s just done. “Why not do it yourself?”

      “I can’t. I tried. I keep coming back. My death must be by another’s hand. Your hand. Will you do it?”

      Would I kill him? Yes. I’d planned on it, and if that’s what he wanted, then so be it. “How can you help me?”

      “I can’t remove the Fomorian traits embedded in your blood, but I can make you visually less monstrous.”

      I hold up my hands. “Can you make me smaller?” Fuck, I’d never thought I’d be asking that.

      “Yes. I can.”

      “Do it.”

      “It will be painful.”

      “I don’t care.”

      “Very well.”

      The scene skips, and I’m burning, tearing, screaming, and then I’m standing over the Fomorian’s dead body, dagger in hand. He lies on the ground with a smile on his face, eyes half-closed and empty, and the portal home he’s opened for me awaits.

      It’s time to go home.

      To wake up from this nightmare.

      
        
        Wake up.

        Wake the fuck up.

      

      

      My eyes snapped open to my cellmate’s pale smudge of a face. “They’re coming for you. Damn it, big guy, they’re coming.”

      He hadn’t spoken more than two words to me since they shoved me in a cell with him five days ago, and now he wanted to get chatty?

      The clomp of boots echoed down the corridor. “Who?”

      “Guards. They like to play. I heard you’re tonight’s plaything.”

      Ah, yes, the infamous initiation. I was surprised it had taken them so long to get to me, but then there’d been a few intakes around the same time as me. “Go back to sleep.”

      He clambered into his cot and covered himself. Moonlight spilled across his quivering form.

      I rolled my shoulders and stood. Ready.

      This body was built to take a beating. They’d tire before I bled.

      The bolt on the door was drawn with a scrape, and then two figures rushed me. The classic bag over the head, a baton to the back, and cuffs, which would be impossible for most prisoners to break out of but not for me. Even with the anklet they’d fitted me with to mute my strength, I was powerful enough to snap the metal binding my wrists. I didn’t because my sentence was under review right now. My council had put in an appeal. I hadn’t committed a crime. Being unregistered and of unknown origin was the only reason I was here. They’d fix it, and get me out, but if I caused trouble, fought back, then I was fucked.

      They dragged me from the cell.  I allowed it.

      Okay, where were we headed? Down a corridor. Okay, stairs. Got it. Female pleas reached my ears.

      “Don’t fucking break her,” the guard to my right said. “I haven’t had any yet.”

      The sound of a slap.

      “Please, let me go.” The woman’s cries were quickly muffled.

      Rage rose up to choke me as my brain grasped what was going on here. No. Hell, no. I couldn’t let this happen. Fuck docility.

      “Let her go.” My voice was an ominous rumble.

      A baton to the backs of the legs was the guard’s only response. He probably expected me to buckle. I didn’t.

      “I don’t want to hurt you, but if you don’t let the woman go, then I’ll have to break you.”

      “Do you hear this shit?” one of the guards said. “You’re nothing in here, you freak. You’re a monster with no power.”

      He hit me again, slamming the baton into my abdomen. I exhaled sharply from the impact, but there was no pain. My stone skin saw to that.

      “What the fuck,” the other guard said. “Let me.”

      Another shot to the back of the head.

      “Please, help me,” the woman cried.

      “Last warning,” I cautioned.

      “Don’t stop,” one of my guards said. “Have the bitch. She wants it. You know she wants it. We got this freak.”

      There was no law here. No right and wrong. They could do what they wanted to us, and no one gave a shit. I could take it. I could take whatever if it meant the possibility of getting out of here, but this … I couldn’t allow this to happen, even if the consequences meant I was forced to stay.

      I’m sorry, Justice.

      With a twist of my wrists, I broke the metal cuffs, ripped off the hood, and attacked the sick fucks.

      I could have killed them. Instead, I knocked their heads together hard enough to render them unconscious.

      The two guards hit the floor, and I took in the scene for the first time. A medium-sized room with torture implements hanging off the walls, shackles, and a table and chairs.

      A woman was bent over the table, pinned by a large, hairy human. She looked up at me with a tear-stained face, begging me to help her. The rage inside me bubbled over, and there was nothing but the red haze of bloodlust.
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        * * *

      

      My hands were sticky, and the smell of copper was potent in the air. Sobs filled my head. What? What happened? What was this red mess on the ground? What was this red stuff all over my hands?

      It came back to me in a rush. The guards. The woman and her attacker. I did this. I tore him up.

      Tore him.

      “Please … Please, don’t hurt me.”

      My neck felt stiff as I turned my head to look at the woman cowering in the corner. I’d saved her, but she was looking at me like I was the monster.

      “Please …” She shook her head.

      Nightblood. I could smell it on her. Justice … she was like Justice.

      Oh, God. Justice.

      “I won’t hurt you.” My voice was deeper, grating, and the woman pressed herself to the wall in fear.

      The door behind me slammed open. “Get down. Down!”

      Pain exploded at the back of my skull, sharp and hot like lightning, and then the world went dark.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Fuck, my head hurt like a bitch.

      “Welcome to the land of the living.”

      The voice was male. Not my cellmate, not my cell. No window. No moonlight, just a candle that flickered. The door was open, looking into a chamber where figures could be seen moving around in the dark.

      “Welcome to sublevel B.”

      I peered at the man sitting in the shadows. “What is this place?”

      “It’s where supernaturals go to die. This is where they throw those of us they can’t control with their tech and their gadgets, hoping we’ll kill each other.”

      Fuck, it was worse than I’d expected. “I can’t be here.”

      He leaned forward, so the lamplight hit his face. Golden eyes glowed from a deeply tanned face, and I swear I saw flames dancing in his pupils. He blinked, and they were gone. Probably a reflection of the candle flame.

      I grit my teeth. “I need to get out of here.”

      “Lucky for you, my friend, you landed in the right cell.”
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      Indigo

      I paced the kitchen, hands on hips.

      Hallow Hills was now under Infinity Watch control. The humans were in charge of the prison. Any contacts Kat and the Watch had were gone. Humans ran the prison using Winterfell tech to keep prisoners subdued. There was no way for me to get to Harmon. No way to get him out.

      Brady walked into the room, carrying a folded piece of paper. “I have maps.”

      Hyde cleared the table of clutter, and Brady set the map out.

      “Hallow Hills,” Brady said. “Jay told me where to find the schematics. These are the original plans, not the ones they have at the council offices. Maybe there’s a way inside?”

      We studied the map for long minutes, but there was no way in or out aside from the main exits, which were under guard and lockdown.

      “Fuck.” I pulled out a seat and sat down.

      “Wait.” Kash tapped the map. “What’s this?”

      Hyde leaned in to take a look. “Strange …”

      “It looks incomplete,” Brady added.

      “What?” I joined them, our heads bent over the map to scan the area Kash was pointing to. “Sublevels?”

      “And this section here,” Kash said. “This corridor just stops dead, and there’s this symbol. What does it mean?”

      It was an ominous symbol. One I’d never seen.

      Kash pulled out his phone and snapped a picture of it. “It looks arcane. I’m going to send it to Karishma. Maybe she can help.”

      The weavers were now also under Infinity control, but their unique power meant they got a little more clout with the human government. The humans needed what the weavers offered. They needed the wards and the spells. They needed the weavers to work with Winterfell to create the cuffs and the identifiers and all the other shit that would help keep us regulated, and the weavers were helping them. I couldn’t be mad that they were protecting themselves. Karishma, on the other hand, wasn’t so forgiving. She’d wanted to resign her post as head weaver, but Kat and I had convinced her to stay. We needed eyes and ears on the inside. We needed clout, and she could give us that.

      “It’s going to be okay.” Kash set a cup of tea in front of me.

      “How?” I glared at him. “How will it be okay? Harmon is in Hallow Hills. He’s in a fucking maximum security prison.”

      Kash flinched, and guilt tore at me. I pulled him down and kissed his lips softly. “I’m sorry for being a bitch.”

      He nudged the tip of my nose with his. “I get it. Drink the tea. We’ll figure this out.”

      Brady and Hyde exchanged worried glances. Kash was an optimist, but Brady and Hyde were realists like me.

      They both recognized how fucked this situation was, but like always, we indulged Kash because he was the light in our group, the buoyancy, and none of us wanted to snuff that out. It was why I loved him. Aside from the fact he was beautiful, sexy as hell, and could make my body sing with his touch, he also made me feel as if anything was possible. While Brady and Hyde dominated me in the bedroom, Kash surrendered to me, and the power he gave me was a fucking aphrodisiac.

      Think, Justice. Think.

      The Hills was maximum security. It was impossible to get into unless you were meant to be there … Fuck. “I know what I have to do.”

      My phone rang.

      Karishma’s name flashed on caller ID.

      Just the person I needed to speak to. “Did you get the photo?”

      “I did. It’s a lock. Not sure what kind, but it’s definitely a lock. The symbols … They do look familiar. I’ve seen them before.”

      “A lock out of that place?”

      “It has to be.”

      So, if we could get to the sublevel, we could get out. All we needed was the combination to this lock.

      “I’ll do some research,” she continued. “Figure out what kind of lock it is and how to open it.” She paused for a moment. “This is to do with Harmon, right? Kat told me what happened. I’m sorry, Indie. I wish there was something more I could do.”

      “Wish granted. I need you to pull some strings. I need you to get me into Hallow Hills.”

      She worked for Infinity, high-level position. If anyone could do it, she could.

      “I wish I could, Justice, but only Level Six Infinity operatives have clearance for the Hills. I can’t get you that kind of clearance.”

      “Oh, I’m not talking about getting in as an official. I want you to get me in as a prisoner.”
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        * * *

      

      “This is fucking insane,” Hyde said.

      “He’s right,” Brady agreed.

      “I think she can pull it off,” Kash drawled.

      Hyde and Brady shot him lethal looks, not in the mood for his optimism.

      He smiled and shrugged. “I know you guys think I’m nuts, but I believe this can work.” He tapped the map. “This is a door. It has a lock on it, and we can figure out the combination to open it.”

      “And if it isn’t a lock?” Brady challenged. “What if there is no exit?”

      “Then we have a plan B,” Kash said. He wiggled his fingers. “An escape rune. I can etch it onto Indigo’s body. If she can’t get Harmon out, she can use it to get herself out.”

      Wait a second. “Why not Harmon, too?”

      “It doesn’t work that way,” Kash said. “And it won’t work for just anyone. You and I are connected. I can pull you out, but I won’t have the power to pull Harmon out, too.”

      It made sense. If this rune worked in general, then loads of supernaturals would have used it on themselves and popped their way out of the prison.

      Hyde and Brady looked relieved that the rune would give me a way out. But Harmon would be left behind, and that didn’t sit right with me.

      Karishma was researching the lock, looking for its origins, so she could begin work on the combination.

      “You could wait till we have all the information,” Hyde said. “Go in once we know more.”

      That meant leaving Harmon alone with no hope. “He needs to know he’s not alone. Kash will pass the information on to me as he has it.”

      Once again, Kash and my connection would come in useful.

      “Once you’re inside, you’ll be on your own,” Brady said. His jaw ticked. “We have no idea how the humans are treating the inmates.”

      “I can take care of myself.”

      “Your power will be muted.” Hyde ran a hand over his face. “I feel sick.”

      “I can help counter the muting, too,” Kash said. “I can create a link to my power that will be free of the muting effects. Indie can call on it through our connection if she needs it.”

      I wrapped my arms around him and hugged him tightly. “Thank you.”

      “Always.”

      I released him and took a deep breath. “Kat will take me in tomorrow. Karishma is preparing the warrant for arrest as we speak.”

      “I’ll prepare the rune,” Kash said. “I’ll need ink that’s invisible to human eyes.” He tapped his chin. “Fae blood should work.” He looked at Hyde. “Fancy donating?”

      “Take what you need,” Hyde said.

      We were doing this.

      Hold on, Harmon. I’m coming for you.
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      Kat turned onto the road leading into the countryside. We were ten miles away from the Hills, and the distance was closing fast. As usual, she was dressed in her favorite red leather jacket and kick-the-shit-out-of-bad-guys boots. She’d cut her hair a few months ago into a short, choppy bob in the hopes of looking even more kick-ass, but the cut made her look like a manga character, all huge eyes and heart-shaped face.

      Still, Kat was tough. Totally bad-ass, but her problem was she still cared too much about every fucking thing. The world going to shit had hit her hard, especially because she felt she was to blame. Bullshit, of course, but still, it was impossible to convince her that the shimmer man’s obsession with her hadn’t been her fault.

      The huge tear in our world, courtesy of the fucking shimmer man, had been responsible for destroying the universal glamour that protected supernaturals from humans. The humans were now able to see our true forms, and the world was no longer safe for us.

      We had fangs and claws, and they had guns and the numbers. Fucking Nightwatch should have been more on the ball about hoarding Winterfell tech when we’d had the chance, but it had all been about protecting the humans. Protect them and, in turn, protect the glamour.

      “You must love Harmon a lot,” she said.

      “He’s my best friend.” I swallowed the lump in my throat. “I hated him at first, though, total wanker, and then … I don’t know. We just clicked, and he became my go-to guy. The love just kinda crept up on me until it was just there.”

      “You know, once you’re in there, you’ll be on your own, right?”

      How many times had I heard this? “I’ll have Kash with me. I can handle myself.”

      “I know. Still. I worry.”

      “You’re the younger cousin, not me.”

      “I’m also the one with the mommy gene in overdrive right now.” She gave me a sly look.

      “What?” I stared at her abdomen then back up at her face. “You’re pregnant?”

      She grinned. “I wasn’t sure. I mean, Bres and I … I’m a nightblood, and he’s a Fomorian and—”

      “You’re Death’s daughter. The rules don’t apply to you.”

      “Yeah, I know that now,” Kat said. “Fuck, I’m going to be a mum.” Her smile fell. “I’m fucking terrified.”

      I knew it wasn’t because of the fact she was pregnant, but the fact that she’d be bringing a child into a world where supernaturals were ostracized and victimized.

      “You won’t be doing it alone. My niece or nephew will have a whole family to take care of him or her.”

      “I know, I just … Bres and I have been considering moving to Fomoria. I have the papers to apply for citizenship.”

      My stomach sank. Humans were encouraging supes to move. Fomoria was taking citizens, but Demonica was only taking back its daemons. The rift between our world and Demonica would be closed in a few weeks.

      “Kris is gone …” Kat said, “and so is my gramps.” She touched her stomach again. “I have to do what’s best for my baby.”

      “You’ve considered Demonica?”

      “Bres can’t go with me to Demonica. He doesn’t have daemon genes.”

      I didn’t want her to go. It was selfish, but the past few months, having her close, working with her, it felt like home, like family. She was the sister I’d never had, that female best friend I’d been denied.

      There were no arguments to convince her to stay aside from the fact that I wanted her to. “Whatever you do, I’ll support you.”

      “You could come with me,” she said. “We could all go. Fuck this place. They don’t give a shit about us.”

      “Maybe not, but it’s home.”

      “Oh, shit. We’re here.” She puffed out her cheeks. “Indie, promise me if shit goes south, you will get your ass out of there ASAP.”

      “It won’t. I got this.”

      “Indie …  If Karishma can’t figure out the lock …”

      “I’ll get out, Kat. I promise.”

      “Put the cuffs on, babe. Time to act like a prisoner.”
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        * * *

      

      I stood still as the guard clamped a cuff on my ankle and then shuddered as a tremor passed over my skin. My power was muted, but if I focused, I could reach out and touch Kash’s reservoir of energy. The rune he’d inked into my inner forearm tingled, and then my body felt heavy and weak.

      Kat stood at the gates by the guard station, her expression impassive, almost haughty. She was playing her enforcer role well.

      “We got this,” the guard said to her.

      “In that case, I’ll see you around.” Her gaze connected with mine briefly before she turned away and headed out of the gate, back to her van.

      My stomach turned.

      “Follow me,” the guard said.

      He led me across a gravel yard toward a set of doors made of steel. No windows. A camera watched us approach, and then the doors opened into a five-by-five space. The guard didn’t join me as the doors closed behind me.

      Laser lights scanned my body, probably looking for charms and shit, but Kash’s rune would remain inactive on me until I used my blood to activate it.

      The doors in front of me opened into another room, where two burly human guards waited.

      They looked me over, head to toe, and it made my skin crawl. It was a leery look that made me want to pull out their tongues and shove them up their asses. I gave them my favorite look. The touch-me-and-lose-your-testicles look.

      The one on the left averted his gaze, the one on the right licked his lips. Fucking banger. That’s what they called the humans who liked to have sex with nightbloods. It wasn’t a complimentary term, and humans tended to hide the fact that fucking a monster turned them on. But here in the Hills, I guess they didn’t need to hide a damn thing.

      The leery one grabbed my arm and hauled me toward him. “Hello, nightblood. I’m looking forward to getting to know you. We’re going to have so much fun processing your ass.” He leaned in. “Shower first, I think. I can tell you have a fucking rocking body under those clothes.”

      “Lister!”

      The guard released me abruptly as an older man with salt-and-pepper hair and pale blue eyes approached. He wasn’t wearing a uniform, but he had on a smart shirt, sleeves rolled up, navy trousers, and prison guard shoes.

      He glared at Lister. “What have I told you about manhandling the prisoners?”

      “They’re prisoners, warden. Criminals.”

      The warden’s jaw ticked. “They’re also in our care. No touching. No invasion of private space. Do you understand?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      He turned his attention to me. “Ex-Nightwatch. Now, what made you go off the rails, eh?”

      The leery guard’s brows shot up. He obviously hadn’t read my file.

      The warden looked like he was waiting for me to respond. I lifted my chin and met his eyes, keeping my mouth shut.

      He frowned. “Where’s Officer Fallon?”

      “On break,” the other guard said, looking shifty as fuck.

      “You knew you had a female inmate incoming, and you sent our female guard on break? Who the fuck was supposed to process …” He trailed off, nostrils flaring. “Call Fallon. Now.”

      I felt sick. These guards were fucking sick.

      The leery guard didn’t budge, but the other one picked up a phone and hit dial. “Fallon to reception. Fallon to reception, please.”

      The warden sighed. “Put the prisoner in block C,” he said. “For her own safety.” And then it hit me. I was entering a prison, one that I’d probably unwittingly sent a dozen supernaturals to. Fuck.

      The warden’s smile was grim. “Yes, Miss Justice. Your stay here could be very unpleasant. Follow the rules, and you might just walk out alive.” There was no threat in his words, just a weary resignation.

      A female guard appeared through a door to the left.

      “Block C,” the warden said to her.

      She nodded and then fixed her attention on me. “Come along, let’s get you processed.”

      I could tell Lister wanted to protest, but the warden’s presence was enough to deter him.

      Officer Fallon led me through a door and down a short corridor. She pushed open a door and stepped back to let me pass.

      “Strip, shower, and put on the clothes in the cubby.” She didn’t look at me. “Be quick.” She glanced back over her shoulder.

      She was afraid the male guards would head over. I wasn’t about to take her fears lightly. I ducked into the shower room, ready for the quickest shower of my life.
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      The cell door closed behind me, and I breathed a sigh of relief. How fucked was that? A woman sat on the bottom bunk, wide-eyed, greasy-haired, and looking at me.

      Nightblood.

      “Hey, I’m Indigo.”

      “Elana,” she said warily. “Did you get … processed.”

      The way she said it told me she hadn’t been lucky enough to get a female guard. “Yeah.”

      “Are you … all right?” She frowned slightly, probably wondering why I wasn’t traumatized.

      “I had a female guard.”

      “Oh.” She gnawed on her bottom lip. “The warden was about?”

      I nodded.

      “Lucky you.”

      “Can I sit?”

      She nodded, so I pulled up the only chair and sat opposite her. “How long you been here?”

      “A week.” She blinked slowly. “I have scars,” she said. “Lucky for me. But you ...” She winced. “They’ll come for you.”

      “The guards?”

      She nodded and then shook her head. “The warden isn’t here over the weekend. That’s when they have their fun. They’ll come then.” She nodded, more certain now. “I’m sorry.”

      She sounded genuine, and I didn’t need to ask what they would come for. This place was a fucking joke.

      I blew out a breath. The weekend was two days away. I’d have to work fast. Find Harmon and get to the sublevel and out the door. First, I needed to contact Kash to see if Karishma had any news on the symbol.

      A bell rang, long and shrill.

      “What was that?”

      “Dinner time in ten minutes,” Elana said, her expression fearful.

      “You don’t like to eat?”

      She shook her head. “Dinner is a communal meal with block D.” She shuddered. “They’re male and dangerous.”

      “Women can be dangerous, too.”

      “Trust me, there aren’t that many women criminals at the Hills. It’s why the ones that do come in get special treatment.” She grimaced. “Block C is supposed to be safe. There are seven females here. Block B is female too, but those women are … frankly, they’re scary. The guards don’t touch them. Block D is males, and the West Wing is the old Hills where all the inmates from before the glamour fell are kept, male and female. We don’t see them.”

      I absorbed it all. Harmon was male. He had to be in block D. My pulse sped up. It meant I’d get to see him soon.

      “Then there’s the sublevel,” Elana continued. “Although they say that’s a myth.”

      Sublevel. That’s where I needed to get. “How do I get to it?”

      She stared at me, wide-eyed. “How should I know? It’s a myth, remember?”

      Point taken, but it was more than a myth.

      The bell rang again.

      Elana stood and clasped her hands in front of her to quell the tremble. “Time to eat.”

      There was a loud buzzing noise, and then our cell door swung open. She looked at me, waiting for me to take the lead.

      Not a problem.

      I stepped out the door and was faced with five other women coming out of their cells. Two moonkissed, a nightblood, and a faeblood. We had a nice mix here, and yes, we were all sizing each other up, and then one of the moonkissed’s eyes widened in recognition. She frowned and then shook her head.

      Hell, she probably did know me. I’d run a lot of warrants for Infinity Watch, most of them idiotic charges. They didn’t tell me what they did with my pickups. She didn’t look familiar, but I could have easily picked up someone she knew.

      We gathered in the corridor in our beige jumpsuits as Fallon and another female guard appeared at the exit to our left.

      The door buzzed, and we were herded out into another bland corridor. My pulse began to beat faster.

      Harmon. Babe. I’m coming.
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      The canteen was a huge cavernous room with tables and benches bolted to the ground and a balcony above, where guards were stationed to watch over us. Five of them to thirty of us. Yeah, like that would go well if shit did go down, and from the looks on some of the inmates’ faces, shit going down was a mega possibility.

      The glares that were being traded were enough to cut glass and freeze sand. There was rivalry here, two factions of inmates sizing each other up.

      Block D had issues.

      And then there were those that couldn’t keep their eyes off us women. If hunger were a beast, we’d have been ravished by now. It made me want to rip off some heads.

      I scanned faces, locking gazes with a few of the male inmates in my search for Harmon. He had to be here. This was everyone, right? Shit. I couldn’t see him amongst the inmates.

      “Don’t make eye contact,” my faeblood cellblock buddy said. “It riles them up. Some of them have been months without sexual contact with a woman, and there are no conjugal visits at the Hills. Got to make do with the hand, or whoever decides to participate.” She arched her brow at me suggestively.

      I snorted. “Yeah, not happening.”

      “I’ll ask you again in a couple of weeks.”

      I wouldn’t be here that long, but she didn’t need to know that.

      I followed her to where the food was laid out for self-service. There was bagged blood, a microwave bolted to the counter, and regular food on hot plates.

      I grabbed an apple, a sandwich, and a cup of water then joined the ladies at a table in the corner, making sure I had a good view of the room.

      “No blood?” faeblood asked.

      “I’m good.” Brady’s blood would keep me going a few days just fine. “Is this everyone?”

      My cellmate peered up cautiously from her plate and did a quick sweep of the room. “Yes.”

      Shit. “Are you sure?”

      “Why? You looking for someone in particular?” faeblood asked.

      “A friend. A guy. He’s … different. Gray stone-like skin, emerald eyes …”

      The woman opposite me to my left tensed and then tucked in her chin.

      She knew something.

      “You’ve seen him, haven’t you?”

      Her shoulders heaved, and the faeblood put an arm around her. “Justine, was he the guy that tore that bastard guard up?”

      Justine turned her face into the faeblood’s shoulder and nodded.

      Faeblood looked at me, her eyes hard. “Your friend killed the guard who tried to force himself on Justine. The other guards knocked your friend out and took him away. We haven’t seen him since.”

      “He has to be here somewhere.”

      “Sublevel,” she said.

      “I thought keeping prisoners at sublevel was a myth? Isn’t it just generators and pipework down there?” And a magical lock to a secret exit.

      Her lip curled. “That’s what the guards want you to think, but I’ve been here long enough to know it’s real. Anyone who doesn’t conform, who causes too much grief, gets shoved down there, and they never come back out.”

      “I need to get down there.”

      “You’re insane.” But she was grinning. “I like it. Name’s Trina.”

      “Can you help me, Trina?”

      She sighed. “You aren’t getting down there unless you can get the keys off Lister.”

      “He has the keys?”

      “Yeah, rumor has it that Lister’s the ringleader. The keymaster to the hatch.”

      “The hatch?”

      “It’s the access to sublevel. You can’t get to it unless you have a key to the east wing. That area was closed off after a gas explosion. They never got around to fixing the wing. Rumor has it that the east wing was the old medical wing. The sublevel was storage and extra cell space. Not sure how true that is though.”

      I closed my eyes and visualized the map Brady had found. Getting to the east wing wouldn’t be hard. It wasn’t far from block C. The problem would be getting out of block C and getting into the east wing.

      I needed keys.

      Lister’s keys.

      “If I knew of another way, I’d help you, no charge.” Trina kissed the top of Justine’s head. “They knocked me out and took her,” she said. “I fought them, but I wasn’t strong enough with this fucking anklet on. She’d been here a week when they came for her. They play at the weekends. Not with me any longer.” Her smile was bitter. “I’m old news to them.”

      Anger swirled in my chest. These women were being regularly abused by the fucking guards in this place. I’d come to get Harmon out, but how could I leave these women here to rot?

      I needed to know more about this brave faeblood. “Why are you here?”

      “I got caught.”

      I snort-laughed. “You know what I mean.”

      “I attacked a burglar who broke into my charm shop. He happened to be human. Justine was caught stealing from her local supermarket to feed her younger siblings. Her father is sick and couldn’t work, and Justine was fired for being a supe.”

      We went around the table as everyone told their stories, all minor infractions that should not have landed them at the Hills. What the fuck was going on? These women didn’t deserve to be here. The justice system was broken.

      I studied the table, biting the insides of my cheeks. I wanted to help these women, but getting Harmon out was one thing, taking six other prisoners with me was a hard no. Fuck.  Still, there might be something else I could do …

      “You said the warden has no clue what the guards do at the weekend.”

      “He’s clueless, walks around all moral and shit. I heard on the grapevine his fiancée is a bastardized fae, weak blood, but still.”

      “And the guards … Are they the usual suspects?”

      “Led by Lister, yeah, six fuckers. Sick bastards.”

      She leaned forward. “Why all the questions, newbie?”

      There was no point telling them that I planned to get a message to the warden just in case my plan fell through. In this place, giving hope and taking it away would be like a dagger to the heart.

      I shook my head. “Just getting a lay of the land.”

      I needed to get Lister’s keys and I needed to do it before the weekend when the guards came for me. The only question was how?
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      Harmon

      The sublevel was its own contained ecosystem. The inmates here had banded together to survive. They’d tapped the pipes to create their own water supply, and there was moss and other nutritious fungi that grew down here. Rodents provided meat, and for the two nightbloods who’d been exiled to death down here, there was blood donated from the inmates in exchange for the high provided by the nightblood saliva.

      Dangerous inmates who should have killed each other had banded together to live in harmony, and my cellmate had been here for the longest. Five months. He’d been one of the first to be exiled here and had become the patriarch of this miniature society, but there was more to Daran than met the eye. I could feel it.

      He said he was a bastardized fae, but that felt wrong to me. He was hiding something. I needed to find out what because for some reason he’d taken me under his wing, confided in me, showed me his secret.

      I stared at the rock wall and the cylinder mechanism built into it. We’d had to crawl through a pipe and crab walk through a dodgy-looking tunnel to get here. The beams above the tunnel entrance looked weak and rotted, holding back crumbling rock. A hammer would bring the whole thing down, blocking us in. But Daran had been confident we were safe.

      I wasn’t sure what I’d been expecting, but it wasn’t this. It wasn’t this ominous-looking mechanism etched with symbols. There was power emanating from the lock, as Daran had called it. Power that set my teeth on edge and made my hackles rise.

      “You feel it, don’t you?” Daran said. “You feel the power.” He looked excited. “I knew it. I knew you’d be able to feel it.”

      “What is it?”

      “A lock without a key.” He scanned the symbols and then pulled a sharp stone from his pocket and walked over to the wall to his right. I noticed the etchings on the wall for the first time.

      He tapped them. “I was working through the combinations, and then I managed to decipher the markings on the outside of the symbol. The answer came to me in a dream. I needed blood but not just any blood. It says blood of the unborn and unmade.” He looked at me. “You’re nothing I’ve ever seen. You smell of moonkissed and something other, something unnatural and inorganic. What are you?”

      This was a good time to get pissed off, but there was a lock in front of me, which meant this was a door.

      “Is this a way out?” I jerked my head toward the lock.

      Daran grinned. “Oh, yes, my friend. This is the way out.”

      Justice was out there, and I had to get to her. If that meant helping the slightly psychotic creature, then so be it.

      “It’s a long story.”

      He lowered himself to the ground and sat cross-legged. “One thing we do have, my friend, is time.”
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      Indigo

      After dinner, we were taken straight back to block C. I made a note of the route again, even though it was already etched in my mind, and counted the fire-alert buttons in their neat glass boxes.

      Three between the canteen and block C.

      The female guards locked us into the block but didn’t make us go into our cells. I noticed the table and chairs bolted to the floor at the back of the block for the first time. There was a small television and some books and board games piled on shelves bolted to the wall.

      “Welcome to social hour,” Trina said dryly. “We get three hours before showers and lights out.”

      I walked back to the main door and peered out into the empty corridor beyond. “Where are the guard offices?”

      Trina joined me by the door. “You want the keys, don’t you?”

      “If Justine was locked in sublevel, wouldn’t you do whatever it took to get to her?”

      Trina sighed. “I’d be torn up for sure, but there is no way to get to the guards’ room. Not unless you’re taken there by a guard, and trust me, that’s a bad thing.”

      “Where are the rooms?”

      “On the corridor that leads off from the shower rooms. The guards all share the room as a communal lounge. Each guard has spare keys which are kept in a locked cabinet that requires a code.”

      There was no need to ask how she knew all this. The answer hid in the shadows in her eyes.

      Fuck this place.

      “You can’t get those keys without a code,” she said.

      But I could short-out the mechanism with weaver power. I just smiled and nodded. “Thanks.”

      I had a plan. But first I needed to contact Kash.
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      Elana, my cellmate, joined the other inmates for a game of cards, but I begged a headache and retired to my cell.

      The bed was lumpy as fuck, but I blocked out the discomfort, closed my eyes, and connected to the thread that bound me to my weaver lover. Heat bloomed at my solar plexus, and then I was flying, floating in darkness toward the wondrous pulsing entity that was the weave and every magic-user’s source of power. I felt Kash before I saw him and turned to find him hovering in the air a few feet away.

      Here, in the place between our metaphysical reality and the power of the weave that every magic-user was connected to, the world was silent and peaceful, and the darkness was lit up with the lights of hundreds of weavers like us. But Kash and I had a special bond. Our threads had connected and bound to one another, allowing us to communicate face to face and share our weave power with each other.

      We drifted closer and clasped hands. A tingle ran up my arms, and a sigh swelled my lungs.

      “What’s been happening?” Kash asked. “Are you all right?”

      I filled him in on the guards, and what they’d been doing to the inmates. I filled him in on what they’d done to Harmon and told him I had a plan to get Lister’s keys.

      “I don’t suppose I could do your lock picking trick?” I smiled sweetly up at him.

      He made a sound of exasperation. “Fuck, I should have come with you. No. I should have gone in, instead of you. We fucked this up.”

      My heart sank. “So, I assume it’s a skill that can’t be taught?”

      “It’s just something I have. Something unique to me, like your shadow ability is to you.”

      “Which is off limits in here.” I puffed out my cheeks. “I’ll have to steal the keys then.”

      “And if you can’t? What then?” His jaw tensed. “Indie, they’ll come for you at the weekend. You need to get out of there.”

      My smile was jagged, because I’d thought of that too. “If I can’t get the keys…If they come for me, then I’ll fight. I’ll hurt them. I’ll be a problem they’ll want to get rid of.”

      “You think they’ll put you into sublevel?” He gave me an incredulous look. “What if something goes wrong? What if our connection isn’t strong enough to give you the amount of power you need to fight them off?”

      All valid considerations. I swallowed the lump in my throat. “Then I’ll use the rune to get out, okay. I promise.”

      Kash ran his hand over his face. “Those fucking bastards.” His ethereal form quivered with agitation. “I feel sick.”

      I floated closer, so our threads touched. A rush of his power sliced through me, stealing my breath for a moment before settling in my veins as if it belonged there.

      “I need you to speak to Karishma. We have to get a message to the warden. He needs to know what goes on when he’s not around. I have the names of Lister’s cronies.”

      Kash nodded. “Tell me. I’ll get it done.”

      I rattled off the names starting with Lister, and Kash repeated them back.

      “You’ll remember?”

      “I have an excellent auditory memory.”

      “How’s it coming with the symbol? Any luck deciphering the lock?”

      “I’m working on it with Karishma. She called in a couple of trusted weavers to help. It’s slow going, but we’re optimistic. Karishma thinks the lock may be an ancient Mayan puzzle lock.”

      “Okay, I’ll check in again once I have the keys, or before the guards come for me.”

      His face tightened with anger. “It drives me crazy that I can’t be there with you. I want to hurt those bastards so bad.”

      “They won’t touch me, Kash. I won’t let them.”

      “Brady is going to lose his shit when he hears about this, and Hyde … Fuck, those two might commit a crime just to get to you once they find out what’s about to happen.”

      “And you need to keep them calm.”

      “Because that never goes tits up.” But he was smiling, and then his arms were around me. “I’ll bake my special brownies to chill them out before I break the news.”

      I relaxed against him, reveling in the feel of his arms around me. “I’m sorry we didn’t get to spend any time together before I had to leave.”

      “You can make it up to me now.”

      “Here?” I looked up at him.

      “Just you and me, Indigo.” His face was etched with longing and then he kissed me passionately, deep and filled with promise. Our power thrashed and wove together, and desire flooded me.

      I wanted him right now.

      I wanted us skin to skin, and then like a prayer answered, we were naked.

      I let out a surprised gasp. “Fuck, wishes do come true.”

      He laughed, then lifted me up and took my nipple in his mouth. He sucked hard, rolling his tongue around the throbbing nub, before moving on to the other one. I arched my back, floating as he savored me with his tongue and his lips. He moved down so his mouth was between my thighs and tasted me with the flat of his tongue. Oh, fuck that felt good. I draped my legs over his shoulders as he devoured me. This was a Kash special. That fucking tongue was magic as it swirled and laved and probed until the silence was filled with my pants and moans.

      I fisted his hair and rode his mouth until I was on the precipice of exploding, and then I pulled him up to claim his lips in tongue-deep kisses that left no room for breath.

      I wrapped my legs around his waist, and he grabbed hold of my hips and pushed into me. His cock stretched me, filling me up in a way that touched my soul and caused every neuron in my brain to fire. We coupled in slow motion—every thrust, every sensation heightened and elongated until there was no knowing where he stopped and I began. I was him thrusting inside me, and he was me pulsing around a thick erection, and as the sensations mingled the world exploded with stars.

      We kissed mouth-melding kisses as we came, moaning into each other’s mouths with each crest of our orgasm. The shockwaves ebbed slowly, reluctantly, and the weave pulsed as if absorbing the energy we’d just released.

      “Fuck!” He broke the kiss and stared at me with hooded eyes. “Metaphysical sex fucking rocks. Why haven’t we done this before?”

      I had no idea. My body was a firework right now, fizzing and buzzing from too much stimuli.

      I kissed him softly and dropped my forehead to his jaw. “Wow. That was…wow.”

      He took my hand and put it on his erection. “I could go again.” He slid his fingers into me, and I jerked greedily against them, letting out a groan that was part protest, part plea.

      “Oh, fuck, Kash. I want to do it again.” I gripped his erection and began to work it.

      He was looking at me, mouth parted, breath coming heavy as he rubbed me. “I think this could be my new addiction.” He squeezed his eyes shut and slowly withdrew his hand. “Maybe there’s a reason for not doing this here.” He leaned in and sucked on my neck as I continued to pump his cock. “You best go before we get trapped here doing this.”

      I wanted to do it again. I wanted him inside me again. I wanted to feel that connection that blended us into one.

      He groaned and pulled away, releasing me so we drifted apart. “Time to go.” His smile was shaky.

      This was dangerous. He was right. We couldn’t do this here again. “I’ll be back soon. I promise.”
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      This plan could go tits up so easily. It was reckless and crazy, but I had to give it a shot.

      The female guard led us toward the shower room and I scanned the walls for fire-alert alarms, my heart sinking when there wasn’t one on the corridor leading up to the showers.

      Fuck.

      Please let there be one in the room, please.

      She herded us in. “Ten minutes,” she said before stepping outside.

      The others began to strip but I was too busy doing a quick scan. And then I saw it.

      “You can’t break the glass,” Trina said. “It’s specially designed so you need a baton. Only guards carry batons.” She looked sad. “I thought about it too, a long time ago. Even tried to break it a few times. Thought I could grab keys and make it out of here. That was before I found out the keys were in a locked unit. I’m sorry.”

      She walked over to a cubicle and began to strip.

      Thing was, I didn’t need a baton. I had weave power. I sidled up to the fire-alert and pressed my palm to the glass before connecting to Kash via my thread. Heat bloomed at my solar plexus and then Kash’s power trickled into me.

      The tinkle of breaking glass was muffled by the roar of several showers. I punched the green button and the scream of alarms filled the air, but I was already across the room, shirt off, when the guard rushed in.

      “Stay put!” she ordered, and then rushed back out.

      Trina stared at me with wide eyes and shook her head, but I was already running for the door.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The guard room was empty. The locked unit containing the keys was in clear view at the back of the room. A numerical panel was fixed to the wall next to it. I could fry that with my weaver power. I was sure of it.

      I took a step and froze as a figure strode out from a door to the left I hadn’t noticed. Why the fuck hadn’t I noticed it.

      Lister zipped up his pants and stared at me as if he couldn’t believe I was real. As if I were an apparition, and then his thick rubbery lips stretched in a smile saturated with glee.

      My heart sank. It was over. The key plan was over.

      I took a step back toward the exit.

      “Stop right there,” he shouted over the blare of the fire alarm.

      My gaze went to the unit over his shoulder before I could stop myself.

      He followed my gaze, breaking eye contact long enough for me to make a break for the door.

      I never made it. His meaty hands grabbed me, spun me, and slammed me into the wall. He crushed me with the dirty full weight of his body. My instinct was to unleash Kash’s weaver power, to blast the fuck out of Lister, and it took every ounce of willpower not to show my final ace.

      “Not happening, sweetheart.” Lister pressed his cheek to mine, his breath warm and wet in my ear. “You’re mine for the duration of your stay.”

      Nausea and primal fear rose up to choke me. His hungry hands were all over me, grabbing and squeezing. Rage replaced the fear, burning white-hot and dangerous. I couldn’t use my power, but I wasn’t defenseless. My knee smashed into his crotch.

      He made an oomf sound and staggered away from me, hands going to his privates.

      I ran for the door and grabbed the handle. I was out of here, but then my head was yanked back. He had me by the hair. Fuck. I twisted and swung my fist, missing his face by an inch before being slammed into the table. His weight fell onto my back, pinning me, and then his hands began to fumble with my pants.

      “NO!”

      I twisted and bucked, trying to get him off me, but without my power I was human, vulnerable. Physically weaker than him. My solar plexus heated, the power coming to my aid even without being called.  I couldn’t get him off. I had no choice but to use it.

      The sirens cut out at the same time as a crack split the air, and then Lister slumped on top of me.

      “Shit, shit,” a female cursed.

      Trina?

      Lister’s weight rolled off me and Trina hauled me up.

      “You crazy bitch,” she said. “You fucking crazy bitch.”

      I stared at her then down at Lister, unconscious on the ground. A vase lay in pieces on the floor.

      “Thank you.”

      “Don’t thank me yet. All I’ve done is delay the inevitable.”

      We ran back to the shower room, but she was right. There would be no leaving Lister and the consequences behind.
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      “You need to get out,” Kash said.

      I noted how he was keeping his distance this time. Afraid we might be tempted to get frisky again. I couldn’t afford to lose myself like that right now. Not after what had almost happened with Lister.

      “Come home, Indigo,” Kash said.

      “I can’t leave yet.”

      “That guard almost—” Kash exhaled heavily and rolled his lips into his mouth as if holding back words. “Indigo, we all understand how much Harmon means to you, but we can’t let you put yourself in danger like this. Brady and Hyde want you back home now, tonight. I spoke to Karishma about our connection; she’s concerned that the amulet might render it temperamental. It might not come when you need it, or it might be too weak.”

      There’d been only a trickle when I’d broken the glass, but then when Lister had pinned me, I’d felt it bloom at full force.

      He studied me with narrow eyes. “You suspect it too, don’t you. You know you can’t rely on it.”

      “I know.”

      “Indigo, please…We can figure out another way to get Harmon out. I can go in. I’ll siphon off you and I’ll use my lock picking ability. Look, you have all the information we need now to do a proper jail break.”

      He had a point, but, “I have two days. Two days before the warden goes on leave. Let me see if I can come up with another plan. I promise if I can’t I’ll use the rune and get out.”

      Kash sighed. “Okay. I’ll tell the guys.”

      “I’ll see you soon.”

      I drifted away from him, into darkness, and opened my eyes to find Elana in my face.

      “Indigo, they’re here. They’re here early. The warden must have gone home early this week, and the guards are—”

      “Wakey, wakey, time to get your pussies plundered,” a guard said from the corridor. “It’s your favorite time of the week.”

      Someone screamed.

      “Save it for when I’m balls-deep inside you.”

      “No. Leave her, let her go!”

      I recognized Trina’s voice.

      “Oh, shit. She just pissed herself. Fuck!” The sound of a slap was followed by a thud.

      “I don’t mind a little scrapping,” another male voice said. “Gets the blood pumping.”

      “Get the newbie, too.” There was no mistaking Lister’s voice. “We have a score to settle.”

      “Party!” another guard said.

      Four guards.

      Shit, shit, shit. If I was going to activate the rune it had to be now, but the look of terror on Elana’s face and the sobs and screams from the main chamber stalled me.

      I couldn’t just vanish and leave these women to suffer the guards’ attentions. I had to try to stop this.

      I crept to the door and peered out of the open hatch. Yep, four guards: two wiry, one stocky, and the other huge and hulking—Lister.

      They had Trina and the moonkissed—Marina. Justine, the nightblood Harmon had saved, was on the floor, hugging her abdomen.

      Lister turned his head and looked right at me. His face broke into a smile that promised pain. He strode over.

      I backed away from the door, heart pounding as adrenaline coursed through me. Hold it. Just hold on to the rage until it’s time to unleash, Justice. You got this. He pulled open the door and stood staring at me.

      “You ready for some fun, ex-Nightwatch?”

      I canted my head. “Are you?”

      He let out a bark of laughter, and then his tongue flicked out to sweep across his bottom lip. “Boys, this one here is mine. I’m going to enjoy breaking her in.”
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      They shoved us into a dingy room with a table, a couple of chairs, and two filthy mattresses on the floor. There were shackles bolted to the wall and nasty-looking implements hanging on hooks beside the shackle area.

      They’d brought Harmon here. I could feel it. This was their secret play den.

      The moonkissed growled and backed up against the wall as a guard pinned her in with his body. Trina lifted her chin and glared at the two guards who made a beeline for her.

      Lister strode toward me, the outline of his arousal clearly visible through the material of his prison slacks.

      I took a deep breath and opened myself to Kash and his connection to the weave.

      Nothing happened.

      Not even a flicker of heat.

      Ice trickled through my veins.

      Mother fucker.

      Lister’s hand was at my throat before I could act, squeezing and propelling me back toward the wall with the shackles.

      “I want to see you spread-eagled.” His breath was fast and shallow with excitement. “I’m going to make you bleed, just like you made me bleed.”

      Like fuck. I grabbed his wrist and dug my nails in. He hissed and released me. I kicked out, catching him hard on his knee. He buckled with a bellow and then the other guards were on me, grabbing hold of me.

      “Cuff her,” Lister ordered.

      I caught Trina’s eye and saw the indecision there—fight or submit—and then she rushed Lister, slamming into his back and clawing at his face.

      His scream was feral pain as Trina gauged his skin with her nails.

      The guards holding me loosened their grip in shock and I turned on them with hard jabs to the nose and a knee to each groin.

      “Mariana, help us,” Trina cried, clinging to Lister’s back as he spun around trying to dislodge her.

      But Marina hugged the wall, her eyes wide with terror.

      Lister succeeded in throwing Trina off. He screamed and lunged at me, but I dove out of the way and he smashed into one of the guards with the broken nose.

      Trina tried the door. “Locked.”

      We were trapped.

      Lister unbuckled his belt and strode toward me. “I give you credit. You make me work for it. I like that. But now it’s time to hear you scream.”

      Heat bloomed at my solar plexus, power rushed through me, and the heaviness in my limbs melted away.

      Thank you, Kash.

      I waited till Lister was almost on me and then lunged, grabbed his head, and slammed it into my knee.

      It was time to dance.

      I managed to inflict a broken arm and a busted kneecap before the guard’s two buddies burst into the room.

      “Fucking take them,” Lister gasped, clutching his face. “Sublevel the fucking bitches. See how they fight off the monsters down there.”

      Sublevel was where Harmon was.

      I stopped fighting and caught the look of horror in Trina’s eyes.

      “What the fuck?” she said.

      She dropped as a baton connected with the back of her head, and then pain exploded at the base of my skull, and I joined her in darkness.
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      Harmon

      A hundred combinations with my blood and nothing.

      “It’ll take time,” Daran said. “But we will find the right combination.”

      He sat in a seat by a desk he’d cobbled together with bits of junk sourced from the tunnels. Everything down here was made from junk sourced down here. The candles had been in an old box of supplies that Daran had found when they threw him down here. How he’d navigated the dark was a mystery, but I got the impression he saw better than most, that his golden eyes could literally cut through the darkness. So inmates had one candle each. Once the candles burned down, they were melted, reformed, and re-used.

      This place was a hive of shit that no one wanted. The cells must have been used at some time before the sublevel was abandoned and left to be used as a dumping ground. I’d spent the past few hours asking questions: What is this lock doing down here? Who put it here? But Daran just shrugged. He had no clue, and honestly, what did it matter if it could get us out.

      Maybe it had been a failsafe. It was obvious the present guards had no clue of its existence, but the Hills had been run by supernaturals prior to the universal glamour going caput.

      I’d missed a shit ton of stuff while away. I lay on the floor, arm tucked behind my head, and stared at the ceiling. What was Justice doing now? Did she know I was back? Had Thomas managed to get a message to her? Did he even care? He’d stood by while his wife cuffed me. I should have run. I should have shoved her out of the way and made a run for it, but I’d thought he’d stop her. Right up until she walked me out the door, I’d thought he’d come to my defense. I guess in this new world, it was each to their own.

      Not Justice, though. She wasn’t selfish. Tough but not selfish.

      One of the bloods rushed into the cell, out of breath. “Daran. Women!”

      Daran cursed and pushed back his seat. “No one touches them. Go.”

      The blood shot off.

      “What’s happening?”

      “It looks like the guards have put women down here,” he replied.

      “There are no women down here already?”

      “No. Which is why we’ve managed to keep peace. But if they’ve thrown women into the mix, it’ll fuck everything up. These men haven’t had a woman in months.” He ran a hand over his face. “The thin façade of morality is about to be fucking tested.”

      I followed him out of the cell and into the main chamber. The place was buzzing with excitement as Daran cut through the crowd toward the stairs that led to a platform below the hatch through which guards shoved inmates to die. Three figures stood on the platform, looking down on us with dazed expressions. A dark-haired female, a blonde with a pixie cut, and … No … it couldn’t be.

      My heart jumped into my throat. “Justice?”

      I stepped forward, and her attention zeroed in on me. Her mouth parted, and she let out a soft sob.

      “Justice …”

      I pushed inmates out of my way to get to the stairs, but she did one better by leaping over the railing and landing neatly on the ground in front of me.

      “Harmon. Oh, God.” She scanned my face, her eyes brimming, and then she flung herself at me, legs wrapped around my waist, arms around my neck. “Oh, God. It’s you. I found you. You came back, and I found you.”

      Her tears kissed my skin, and I felt them, I fucking felt the warmth and her breath and every fucking inch of her.

      “Hey!” one of the inmates bellowed. “We all get some.”

      Justice tensed in my arms and then slowly, deliberately, extricated herself from me.

      She took a step back and scanned the crowd. “Who said that?”

      “I did.” A moonkissed stepped forward, his burly chest on display. “We all get a turn.”

      Justice’s lip curled in disgust. “A turn? Do I fucking look like a fairground ride to you fuckers? Should I get your mothers and your sisters in here so you can all take turns?”

      The moonkissed had the grace to look ashamed, but a nightblood stepped forward in his place.

      “There are no mothers and sisters down here,” he said.

      Justice smiled, a jagged, wicked smile I recognized as her pre-ass-kicking smile. She held up her hands, and they lit up white and crackling with energy.

      “How about fried bollocks? You fancy some of those?”

      Everyone backed up a step, and the room broke out in shocked murmurs. I looked down at her anklet. How was she … Kash. I smirked. Good girl.

      “You touch me or my friends, and I will fry you till you’re nothing but charcoal, you get me?”

      The other two women came down the stairs warily to join her.

      “No one touches the females,” Daran said.

      Justice frowned. “And who the fuck are you?”

      I smiled. Fuck, I loved this woman. “This is Daran. We can trust him.”

      Justice nodded. “Fine. Now let’s go somewhere we can talk.”

      I wanted to do more than talk, I wanted to kiss her fucking smart mouth and feel her naked beneath me. I wanted inside her.

      Our gazes locked, and I saw my desire echoed there.

      Soon.

      Fucking soon.
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      Indigo

      Who was this Daran guy? He felt off, but he knew about the lock. He and Harmon had been trying to open it using Harmon’s blood.

      I stared at him. “What are you?”

      “Bastardized fae,” he said.

      “Bullshit.”

      He shrugged. “Think what you want.”

      “I think we can’t trust you.”

      “And I think you don’t have a choice,” he replied.

      I opened my mouth to tell him to shove it, but he cut me off with a raised hand and a sigh.

      “Look, what does it matter what I am. We have a common goal, and that is to open that lock. We do that, we go our separate ways. No harm done.”

      “He has a point,” Marina, the moonkissed, said.

      Trina paced the cell. “I have to get to Justine. I can’t leave her here.”

      “You can stay then,” Marina said. “Stay here with all the males because that’ll be a great help to Justine.”

      “Fuck you, Marina,” Trina snapped. “You don’t get a vote. Not when you didn’t bother raising a fist to help us earlier.”

      Marina blanched.

      I’d dragged her and Marina into this, but maybe I could put Trina’s mind at rest. “Justine will be fine. My friends on the outside will get a message to the warden. They’ll tell him what’s going on and the names of the guards involved.”

      She studied me for a long beat. “You got a message out of here … Just like you somehow circumvented your anklet’s muting power?”

      “How did you know?”

      “The fire-alert glass then your sudden burst of power in the fuck room. I felt it. Like a buzz in the air. How did you do it?”

      “I have a connection to a weaver. It allows me certain perks.”

      She nodded slowly. “You came in here with a plan.”

      “Yeah.”

      She lifted her chin, resolute. “Once I’m out, I can work on my own plan to get Justine out.”

      Now she was getting it. “In the meantime, I need to check in with Kash and see if he’s figured out the combination to this lock.”

      Daran sat up straighter. “You have weavers working on a solution?”

      “Yes.” I wasn’t giving him any more than that. “I need somewhere where I won’t be disturbed, so I can touch base with my contact.”

      Daran nodded. “The cell next to mine is unoccupied. You’ll need to scavenge for supplies to make yourself comfortable.”

      “And what about us?” Trina asked.

      “You should share my cell. I can keep you safe.”

      Trina studied him for a long beat as if she could see into his mind to confirm his intentions. “Fine.”

      Marina made a low rumbling sound in her chest. “But touch me, and I will rip your head off.”

      The wolf suddenly had claws. Good to know.

      Harmon took my hand to lead me out of the cell.

      “Wait,” Daran said. “Tell your friend we don’t have much time. Your show of power may have put them off for now, but it won’t be long before they come for you regardless of your abilities, and we are seriously outnumbered.”

      As we slipped out of his cell and into the one next door, the several pairs of eyes on us illustrated just how fucking short of time we were.
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        * * *

      

      I finished telling Kash what had happened and watched his face go through a series of emotions. When I was done, he pulled me into his arms and hugged me tight. I could feel the tremor running through him, belying his calm response. Out of the guys Kash was the chillest. He took things on the chin and rarely if ever lost his temper, but that didn’t mean he felt any less than the others. He was the eye of the storm for our love quad, and I adored him for that.

      He released me slowly, reluctantly. “You have Harmon. You’re safe with him now.”

      I nodded, even though it wasn’t a question. He needed the assurance.

      His jaw relaxed slightly. “Then let’s get you out of there. We’re running it through a computer program. Bentley is a fucking genius.”

      I had no idea who Bentley was, but if he was a genius and he was helping them, so be it.

      “He built the program,” Kash continued. “And he’s creating a list of all the possible combinations while Karishma and I look for references for ancient Mayan locks in the archives.”

      “You’re sure this lock is Mayan?”

      “Positive. It’s a Mayan puzzle lock. We just need to solve it.”

      “How long?”

      “A few hours, maybe. I’m confident we’ll find a solution soon.”

      “Soon is good because I’m not sure how long these inmates at sublevel are going to stay backed off.”

      Kash’s expression clouded. “I fucking hate this, Indie. I hate not being with you. Brady broke two chairs last night, and Hyde went out and came back with scraped knuckles and a shiner.”

      “Shit.”

      “They’ll be glad to know you’re okay, and you found Harmon, not that I had any doubt.” He gave me a sheepish smile and then blew out an unsteady breath. “I’ll contact you soon with a solution. I promise.”

      I believed him.
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        * * *

      

      Harmon found some old blankets that had been dumped down here by the guards. They didn’t smell too bad. They looked pretty clean, but they were torn around the edges. He laid them on the ground to create a makeshift bed and then stepped back to survey his work.

      I studied his profile. The aquiline nose, the hard jaw and firm lips. His hair had grown longer, curling under his ears. There was a slight wave to the locks now that they were longer. I wanted to run my fingers through them. I wanted to tear off his clothes and run my hands all over him. I wanted to taste him, to map every inch of him with my senses. He was here. He was back, and the knot he’d left in my stomach finally unraveled.

      We were here together, and I had so many questions about what had happened to him, but right now, my body needed to connect with him to believe this was really happening. Talk could come later.

      He turned his head to look at me with his piercing emerald eyes, and the force of his gaze pinned me to the spot.

      “You like?” he asked.

      “I doubt it will be comfortable enough to sleep on.” My voice came out husky.

      “Who said anything about sleeping.”

      “I’m glad we’re on the same page.”

      He bridged the distance between us and crushed me to him. His mouth found mine in a tongue-deep, plundering kiss. My feet left the ground as he lifted me. I grabbed hold of his shoulders and wrapped my legs around his waist as he lowered us to the ground, our mouths still engaged in hungry, desperate kisses.

      His body wasn’t monstrously huge now, but he was still big enough to make me feel fragile. Large enough to be able to crush me if he wanted; instead he rolled onto his back, so I was on top, and he was under me.

      He looked up at me with his startling emerald eyes and a face that was all Harmon, brutally beautiful with his square chin and full lips. I tugged my beige shirt off, and his hands went straight to my breasts. He cupped them reverently and flicked my nipples with his thumbs before rising up to take one in his warm, wet mouth. He feasted on me as if I were nectar and he was starved, lapping, sucking, and nipping until I was arching my back and rubbing against his crotch, my panties so wet they were ready to melt off. One huge hand spanned my waist, the other splayed across my back as he laved my chest with his long, flat tongue.

      Fuck that tongue.

      “Take your trousers off.” His voice was a guttural demand. “Take them off, and then get on all fours for me.”

      My body was trembling, hands shaking with need as I shucked off my pants and fell forward on all fours.

      “Open your legs.”

      Cool air kissed my intimate place as I obliged.

      Oh, God. This was agony, I needed him, I needed—

      His tongue slid between my folds. My body jerked, and then his hands were gripping my ass as he began to flick his tongue against my clit then alternated between circling the nub and sucking. I opened my legs wider, pushing into him, grinding against his mouth, and then his tongue was inside me, and fireworks exploded behind my eyes. He fucked me with his tongue. That fucking tongue, curling inside me so thick and perfect. How was he? Oh, God… My body heated, tingling, vibrating as that tight sweet sensation took over. I rocked against him as I came, contracting and pulsing against his tongue, and then he slid out of me and latched on to my clit, sucking hard. The orgasm crested and then rose again, taking me to a new height that had me crying out, guttural and primal. His mouth retreated, leaving me throbbing and desperate.

      I made a sound of protest, turning my head to look at him. He was on his knees, his hot gaze pinned on me as he slid his thumb into the waistband of his prison-issue slacks and slid them down. His huge cock was free, erect, and hard as a rock.

      “My turn,” he said.

      I grasped the hilt of his cock and ran my tongue over the tip, tasting the salty pre-cum. His body was stone, but his cock was warm and smooth, throbbing in my hand. I cupped his balls, digging my nails slightly into them. He grunted and gasped.

      “Fuck, Indigo. Fucking suck me.”

      I looked up at him, locked gazes with him, and then slowly slid his cock into my mouth. I took as much of him as I could and began to work him, sucking and licking and abandoning myself to his thrusts and his hands in my hair as he fucked my mouth. I grabbed his toned ass and pulled him closer, wanting more, needing more.

      The sounds we made had heat spiraling to my core, so I was pulsing around nothing.

      “Stop.” He pulled me off him, pushed me down, and entered me.

      He hit deep and then started to thrust in short, hard movements over and over again until the world shattered, taking us both with it into an oblivion of sensation.
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        * * *

      

      “You went to see Thomas.” I stroked Harmon’s chest. His skin was hard and sort of rough but alive with warmth at the same time. Living stone. I pressed a kiss to his pectoral. “What did he say, I mean before his wife arrested you.”

      Harmon snorted. “We’re good. He was hurt, but he forgave me. He’s moved on. He was always going to move on. We both knew that. It was why I could never get fully invested.”

      “Why you had all those liaisons at the Academy?”

      “Yes. Giving my heart to Thomas completely would have killed me. I knew once our shadow knight stint was over, he’d settle with a nightblood. It just happened a lot sooner than expected. Still, I owed him an apology.”

      “I know. I went to see him when we got back to the city, too. I needed him to know the truth. What we started after the shadow knights were killed …It should have waited until we’d spoken to him. I was selfish. I should have held back.”

      “Things were fucking crazy,” Harmon said. “We were at war. For all we knew, we’d never make it back to the human world.” He turned his head to look down at me. “I don’t regret telling you how I feel. I don’t regret wanting you. But, yes … If the situation had been less volatile, I would have held off and spoken to Thomas first.”

      “I’m glad you came back. I missed you so much.”

      “There were times I regretted leaving, but this … being able to consummate my feelings for you like this.” He stroked my arm. “It’s fucking worth it.”

      There was a banging on the door. “Harmon,” Daran called out. “We have a problem.”

      Fuck. I scrambled up and tugged on my clothes. Harmon pulled on pants and opened the door, the muscles across his shoulders and back rippling with the motion.

      Was it bad that I wanted to climb him like a tree?

      Daran stepped into the room. “We have to go. Now.”

      “Go?” Harmon asked. “Go where?”

      “The lock. Tiron is gathering inmates to attack us for the women. The fucker has six inmates on his side and more turning. I thought we’d have a few days, but I was wrong.”

      I joined Harmon at the door. “I don’t have the combination yet.”

      “It doesn’t matter,” Daran said. “If we don’t go now, there’ll be no opportunity to get to the lock. No one knows about the passage except me, and if someone does find it, then …”

      Harmon shrugged on his T-shirt. “You’ll block it off.”

      “Yes,” Daran said.

      “Which will leave us blocked off, too,” Harmon added. “Either way, there is no coming back.”

      “I know,” Daran said. “The other option is we give them your two female friends.”

      “Like fuck!” I glared at him. “Kash will come through. We will get the combination. Let’s go.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Thirteen

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Harmon went first, followed by me, Trina, and Marina. Daran made up the rear. The pipe was tight for Harmon, but I navigated it easily. We dropped into a narrow tunnel, and I looked up to see the crumbling brickwork above braced by rotting pieces of wood. A few good hits and the wood would snap, allowing the brickwork to crumble.

      Daran followed my gaze, and his mouth pressed into a thin line. I didn’t know the guy well enough to read him, but was that doubt in his eyes?

      A shiver skated up my spine, and that sense of wrongness hit me again, but Harmon was ushering us along. There was no time to dwell on the feeling and analyze it.

      The passageway opened up into a little chamber, and there, built into the rock face, was the lock. A circular emblem with two smaller circles inside it and nineteen symbols pressed into the circumference of the outermost ring. Each symbol was on a square that could be depressed.

      To the left was a wall marked with combinations. Daran had been busy.

      “Contact your friend,” he ordered.

      “He’ll reach out to me when he has something. Interrupting him won’t help.”

      Daran began to pace.

      Harmon and I exchanged glances.

      “We will get out, though, right?” Marina asked. “I mean, I do not want to be buried alive.”

      “Would you rather be meat for the guys out there?” Trina snapped.

      That feeling of wrongness was back, and it was focused on Daran. My gut was telling me there was something not right about him. “How long have you been here?”

      “Five months,” he said. He stopped pacing and leaned up against the wall. “You don’t trust me, yet you’re here.”

      “I’m here for the lock. I’m here because it’s our way out.”

      “Is it?” He arched a brow.

      He looked down at his hands. “I thought I’d have more time.”

      I followed his gaze to see his hands glowing, orange like fire. He shook them, and the glow ebbed slightly before spreading up his arms.

      “Daran, what the fuck is happening?” Harmon stepped in front of me slightly, acting on instinct to shield me, no doubt. Which meant he sensed a threat too, and the level was rising.

      My skin was a mass of gooseflesh, and my pulse was racing.

      “What the fuck are you?”

      Daran looked up, his mouth twisted in a wry smile. “Exhausted. I’m so fucking exhausted from trying to open this door.”

      “The door to get us out of here?” Trina said.

      Daran shook his head. “I never said this door would get us out of here.”

      “I asked you if it was the way out,” Harmon said. “You told me it was.”

      His shoulders were glowing through his shirt now. “It is the way out. But not for you. For my people.”

      “What. Are. You?”

      “A watcher that was left behind.” His smile was wry, and his eyes glowed brighter in his face. Embers flared in the pupils, but they winked out when he blinked. “I slept for thousands of years. When I woke, this world was changed, but I couldn’t simply live in it. I had to start my search for the doorway. When I finally found it, when I got down here, I realized that it needed blood and a combination.” He ran a hand over his face. “They left me here as a failsafe. They knew they were losing. It’s my job to free them now, but I’m too late. I’ve lived almost an eternity, and now my life is at an end.”

      His face was glowing.

      “In an hour, maybe less, I will cease to exist. I’m sorry.”

      “Sorry?” I stared at him in confusion. “You’re not making any sense. What the fuck are you, and what the fuck is behind that door?”

      “I’m an elfreet, a creature made of fire. A djinn.” He looked at the lock. “And behind that door is an army.”
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      I had Daran pinned to the wall with my hand at his throat for a good two seconds before the heat from his skin registered, and I was forced to drop him.

      “When I die, the heat that is released will incinerate you all.” He looked to the lock. “I’m sorry,” he said as if that meant a damn thing.

      “So, there’s no way out? No way to be free of this place.” Trina began to hyperventilate.

      I was sweating. The djinn was giving off so much heat, I was fucking sweating.

      My solar plexus heated.

      Kash.

      I closed my eyes and slipped into darkness, hurtling toward my weave mate. I slammed into him. He grabbed me, and we spun in space for a moment.

      “We have it,” Kash said excitedly. “We have the combination.”

      My mind was whirring. The heat. The djinn’s heat. I could use that.

      “Indie, what’s the matter?” he asked.

      “No time. Where are you guys?”

      “Home, the lounge. Why?”

      “Turn down the lights to make some shadows.”

      He blinked rapidly as if trying to catch on to my train of thought. “Okay, but—”

      “Stay there. Do not move. Give me the combination. Now.”

      I opened my eyes back in the chamber, breath too hot in my lungs.

      Daran locked eyes with me. “You have it, don’t you? Give it to me. Allow me to complete my mission before I die.”

      “Justice, no,” Harmon said.

      This was the moment where I sacrificed us all to save the fucking world from an army of djinn, but you know what? I was fucking done making sacrifices.

      “Melt my anklet, and you can have the combination. Do it now.”

      “The combination first, and Harmon’s blood first.”

      Fuck.

      “How do I know you won’t fuck us over?”

      “I give you my word as an elfreet. Our word is our bond.”

      I had no idea if that was true, but there was no choice but to trust him.

      “Justice, what the fuck are you doing?” Harmon asked. “You give the djinn the combination, and he’ll release a djinn army into our world.”

      “I don’t, and we all die.” I shook my head. “I am so fucking sick of losing people I love. I’m sick of dying, and I’m sick of making sacrifices. Today, I’m making the selfish choice.” I rattled off the combination before Harmon could stop me. “Blood. Give it to him.”

      Daran didn’t wait for Harmon to offer. He lunged, cutting him with the sharp rock. Harmon backhanded the djinn, but he was back on his feet in an instant, eyes blazing with triumph.

      “You gave your word.” Please, let him be a creature of honor.

      He looked at the lock and then back to me, and for a moment, I thought he’d go back on the deal, but then he crouched and touched my anklet. His touch melted through it like a blow torch. The anklet fell off, and my nightblood power and shadow power flooded through me.

      Daran turned to the lock. “You made the right choice, Indigo,” he said. “The best choice for us all.”

      I grabbed hold of Harmon. “Everyone, hold on to me. No questions, just fucking do it.”

      Trina and Marina grabbed my left arm. I ran into the shadows, and the world tipped and fractured, taking us all with it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Fifteen

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      The kitchen smelled of chicken and rosemary. Bres stood at the stove wearing a flower print apron while Kat pulled a tray of roasties out of the oven. Those two were so fucking adorable. It made my heart ache. And when the heck had I gotten so emotional?

      Hyde and Brady sat opposite me, and Harmon sat to my left while Kash had claimed the seat to my right. Mai and Lark were still out on a case, and Jay was on his way home; he’d probably arrive late tonight. We all still missed Kris, the enigmatic daemon. I’d only known him a short while, but he’d had a presence that left an imprint. It sucked that he’d had to go back to Demonica. Then there was Killion, the hellhound from Demonica who’d barely said a word. He’d vanished one day without saying bye. We were all that was left of the old ways. A handful of enforcers and warriors determined not to give up our home.

      Food was placed on the table, and we all loaded up our plates.

      “I heard from Devon and Aidan today,” Brady said. “They’ll be home tomorrow.”

      “So, it’ll get loud then?” Kash said with a grin.

      Yeah, with everyone in residence, the mansion got loud. All the people and the noise might have bugged me a long time ago, but the guys had changed that. Now, I craved family. I loved these people, and I’d done an awful thing to get back to them.

      I’d let Daran unleash an army of djinn.

      “Stop it,” Hyde said from across the table. “Stop fucking second-guessing yourself. You did the right thing.”

      I hated how easily he could read me.

      “You came back to us,” Brady said. “You put us first.”

      “Did I, though? I could have died and let you guys live safe in the knowledge that the door would remain closed forever.”

      “You think living without you would be a life?” Kash said incredulously.

      “No more,” Kat said. “It’s been four days since the Hallow Hills fire, and there are no reports of a djinn army razing the earth. I think we can safely assume this elfreet dude fucked up opening that lock.”

      “Maybe he just burst into flame and took the prison with him?” Kash said.

      But my gut told me otherwise.

      “Inmates died.” I swallowed the lump in my throat.

      “Many were saved,” Kat pointed out. “Including the women who were in block C.”

      “You checked?”

      “I made inquiries. I also know that the warden fired several guards.” She arched a brow. “You were right. He’s an honorable man.”

      The women might still be incarcerated, but at least they were safe from abuse. Trina and Marina had left with promises to touch base as soon as they were safely out of the city.

      Harmon squeezed my thigh under the table. “Eat and then bed. With me.” He glared across the table at Hyde and Brady.

      Brady’s jaw ticked, and his eyes flashed with annoyance, but Hyde simply sat back and smiled. “Two more days, Harmon, and then she belongs to us all again.”

      “Fuck you.” I set down my fork. “I don’t belong to anyone.”

      Harmon had staked his claim on me for the week, arguing that he’d been separated from me for months and deserved time to reconnect. Sweet Kash hadn’t put up a fight. Sweet Kash made sure to slip into the shower with me every morning while Harmon went for a run.

      He gave me a sly smile now and then turned innocent eyes Hyde’s way. “He didn’t mean that, did you, Hyde?”

      Damn, my weaver lover was good.

      If Hyde had been closer, he’d have ruffled Kash’s hair. Instead, he settled for grinning at him, and fuck did that grin hit me between the legs.

      If I’d thought splitting my time between three guys was hard, four would test not only my physical endurance but also my time management skills.

      Kat sat at the head of the table and picked up her glass of water. “I want to make a toast.” She smiled at me. “To living to fight another day.”

      Everyone raised their glasses. “To living to fight another day.”
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      It was easy to put the djinn out of my mind when surrounded by laughter and camaraderie. Here in the mansion, it was just us. It was safe. We could forget how the world was changing. We could pretend that danger wasn’t inching its way to our doorstep. But in the dead of dawn, when sleep refused to come, my mind played peekaboo with all the fucked-up possibilities of my decision to live.

      Harmon slung an arm around my waist and pulled me against his chest. We were spooning, and I was the little spoon. My body was still sensitized from his touch. A lot of touching and everything it could possibly lead to. Harmon was an insatiable lover.

      “Stop worrying about it,” Harmon said, nuzzling my ear. “Let’s fuck instead.”

      I rolled to face him. “I might have set another apocalypse in motion.”

      He kissed the tip of my nose. “Then, when the time comes, we’ll stop it. But for now, let me help you forget.”

      How could I refuse?
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      Debbie Cassidy lives in England, Bedfordshire, with her three kids and very supportive husband. Coffee and chocolate biscuits are her writing fuels of choice, and she is still working on getting that perfect tower of solitude built in her back garden. Obsessed with building new worlds and reading about them, she spends her spare time daydreaming and conversing with the characters in her head – in a totally non psychotic way of course. She writes High Fantasy, Urban Fantasy, Space Fantasy, and Reverse Harem. Connect with Debbie via her website at debbiecassidyauthor.com or twitter @authordcassidy. Join her Facebook Reader Group, or sign up to her Newsletter to stay on top of the new releases.
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