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PROLOGUE
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I felt it again last night, the dark pull. It had plagued Eva for as long as she could remember. It was always swimming in the dark recesses of her mind, just out of reach or sight. It longed for her to lose herself entirely in its grasp; to give herself over and let it take control. That much she knew...she felt. 

The sliding of the chair legs against the hardwood brought her out of her reverie. Damn, he’s sitting down! What was the plan? Drop your book, Eva.

She pushed her chair out to stand up. The target had taken a seat behind her, his coffee already set on the table. He reached down to unzip his laptop case sitting on the floor. Eva dropped her book on the floor as she stood up, just as she had rehearsed. The man turned to see what had made the sound. He eyed the book and reached down to pick it up. She feigned surprise that her novel had somehow slipped her grasp.

The aroma was almost overpowering. He smelled like body spray and bleach. He was manicured head to toe, a fresh haircut, clean shaven, and a crisp white shirt over dark jeans. It was part of his cleansing ritual. He had come here to hunt, cleaned, and sanitized in preparation for the kill.

“Piers Anthony? I haven’t heard of him. Any good?” He asked with a predatory smile, handing the book to Eva.

“Oh, it’s excellent,” Eva answered flirtatiously as she took the offered book back. “Thank you,” she replied as she brushed a lock of her dark hair behind her ear. Eva saw his eyes fall to her blouse. She had purposefully left the top three buttons undone.

She did not have the most significant assets, but she knew how to show the girls off. She chose her outfit with care for this mission. She wore a sleeveless emerald green blouse with simple stitching down the front, untucked and almost form-fitting, and black yoga pants; just his style. She smiled again at him as she tucked the book under her arm and made her way to the bathrooms in the back.

The man stood up from his chair and followed Eva, just as she had planned. She rounded the corner to the bathroom and shot him a sidelong glance as she disappeared. She took the out-of-order sign off the restroom door that she had placed earlier and walked in. Moments later, the door opened, and the man stepped in.

“Sir, this is the women’s restroom,” Eva said, looking up at him as she stood next to the sink.

“I saw the way you were looking at me,” the man said in a slithering tone, leering at Eva, “I know what you really want.”

“And, what is that?” Eva asked, playing along.

He said nothing as he threw the latch on the door and advanced on her. Eva played as though frightened, already knowing how he would respond to it, “Don’t worry, honey, I’m just here to show you a good time.”

The man came to stand face-to-face with Eva and looked her up and down like a prize he had won. Eva went along with the show and breathed heavily. He unbuttoned the fourth button on her blouse, now revealing her lacey black bra. His breathing grew heavy and his excitement built. Eva put a hand on his chest as though he should stop. The man looked up.

“Sit down,” Eva said in a sultry tone. She motioned to the toilet in the stall and started walking him back. The man, enjoying the playfulness of his newest quarry, sat down as requested. Eva began to dance slowly, unbuttoning the next button and the next until the front was open and her stomach was exposed. She drew her hand down her navel.

“I have something for you,” Eva said in a low husky manner.

“Oh, yeah,” the creepy man replied, rubbing on himself.

Suddenly, Eva opened up her blouse to expose the suppressed Sig-Sauer P226 taped to the side of her rib cage. She ripped it out and came on target. Three rounds in rapid succession fired from the barrel. The man barely had enough time to register what was happening. He died still holding on to the only thing in his life he had ever listened to.

“Loser,” Eva said with a sarcastic tone in her usual style.

She made it to the alleyway when the screams rang out from inside the café. Eva smiled at her handiwork as she continued down the alley to the adjoining street. 

Too close this time. I’ve got to get a handle on that.
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CHAPTER ONE
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Moscow, Idaho, EARTH

A loud voice in the hallway pulled Eva from her thoughts. She recognized that voice. Derek. Eva looked over to Abigail who was already attuned to the interaction in the hallway. “They’ll see him!” Eva whispered urgently. 

“He is not our concern,” Abigail said, “The magic will hold to keep us invisible if we stay here and finish our work.” 

“To hell with you, lady! Derek is not just some piece of meat,” Eva replied with venom. She made a bee-line for the front door, pulling her Glock 43 from inside her waistband, “Magic or no magic, he’s my friend.” 

She swung open the door as she heard Derek arguing with the man in the hallway. The guard had become wise to the fact that Derek had intimate knowledge of Eva’s whereabouts and had quickly begun to exploit it. Brynjar’s power had shielded their approach from the guard’s sight earlier, but they had not counted on Derek showing up. The guard had Derek pinned against the wall with a gun drilled into his eye socket. Derek’s slight frame was no match for the bulky man’s strength. Derek’s expertise lied in the realm of computers and finance, not fighting. The man was yelling at Derek to tell him where Eva was. 

I’m right here, d-bag. Without hesitation, Eva aimed her pistol and fired a round through the guard’s ear hole. The guard dropped to the floor, dead. Eva followed it with two more shots to the chest as she came upon Derek, his hands still blocking his face from the onslaught. 

“The hell are you doing here?” Eva said as she reached her hand to Derek. Derek opened his eyes in disbelief, as though he could not believe he was just saved. Not the first time. 

“I hadn’t...” Derek stammered. 

“Rhetorical question, Einstein,” Eva interrupted, “We gotta move.” 

“Right,” Derek replied. He had seen that look in Eva’s eyes before and had learned to shut his trap and throw his game-face on till all was calm. 

Eva helped Derek up as Abigail exited the apartment. “They will know he is dead; we have to leave,” Abigail said, her gaze fixed on the dead man. 

“It’s just a hired hand,” Eva replied, turning to regard Abigail. She caught a glimpse of Derek’s face, who was looking over her shoulder. Eva turned to the downed guard. In death, the man had transformed into a hideous beast. “Holy hell! What is that?” Eva exclaimed. 

Abigail looked at Eva, then turned back to the man, and replied as though the answer was obvious, “He is Ra’Day.” “I had no idea that is what they looked like,” Eva said 

in disgust.

“The Ra’Day are both one and many people. He is Maghentum. 

Uglier than most, but they are good soldiers. It must have had a masking weave to disguise its true form...” Abigail paused and thought about her own remarks, “This makes sense, for Maghentum are practitioners of the glaspear weave.” “That thing is what shot at me earlier?” Eva stated more than questioned as she regarded the disgusting humanoid form lying dead in the hallway. He had bulbous eyes, too large for the face, round as it was. The lips were thin and almost non-existent, which stood in stark contrast to the large hawk-bill nose. There were two raised lines along the forehead, as though the bone was rippled underneath and ran from the edge of each eye and across the top of the bald head to meet at the back of the skull.

She finally turned her attention to Derek, who was mesmerized by the encounter. “Derek!” Eva yelled, breaking his gaze from the dead Ra’Day, “Let’s go.” 

Derek blindly followed Eva. With Abigail in tow, they made their way down to Brynjar, outside, waiting in the car. “We must leave quickly,” Brynjar said, “They will be here soon.”

“Who?” asked Eva.

“Yes, I know. Drive fast, Brynjar,” Abigail answered, climbing into the back. Eva followed her. Derek stepped into the front seat opposite Brynjar. Brynjar took no time and jammed the accelerator, speeding off. 

“Who?” Eva asked again, annoyed. She looked to Abigail, who only stared at her with a wild-eyed look, knowing what was to come, but unable to speak the words. 

––––––––
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Moscow, Idaho, EARTH

“SHE HAS HELP,” CALDER sneered under his breath. The general knelt and inspected the remains of his watchdog in the hallway. He ran his hands along the dead Maghentum, pushing his fingers into the bullet holes with a disgusting fascination, feeling the still warm, dead flesh and reveling in the efficiency of the kill. The precision of the shots did not surprise him; he was impressed actually. “A warrior’s kill,” he said. 

“Yes, General, he was one of our finest warriors,” Muzalim commented, misinterpreting Calder’s phrase. Calder glared at him. 

“His failure is on you, Muzalim. You were charged with this task. It is you I hold responsible,” Calder stood up and eyed Muzalim with contempt. His gaze hardened and drove into Muzalim as a slow blade pushing into the carotid of an enemy. Muzalim broke eye contact and bowed in deference. Calder’s ire was not one to entangle with. He once slaughtered an entire regiment of Rigelan in battle because he was upset at the fact that his breakfast had not been prepared correctly. The cook suffered a similar fate, of course. His body slit from throat to groin in a hateful rage after he placed the food in front of him. 

“Forgive me, General. I meant no offense,” Muzalim said. 

“You would do well to remember your place, Muzalim. You are my finest lieutenant, but replaceable, nonetheless,” Calder said with a cold tone that betrayed his anger. He continued to stare at Muzalim. Keeping his gaze at the floor, Muzalim swept his arms wide and retreated from Calder in a servant like gesture, knowing that anything less would result in his bowels painting the walls of the hallway.  

Calder stood up and wiped his hands clean of the blood on the shirt of another Maghentum next to him. He changed his focus and said, “Show me the apartment.” 

Muzalim answered silently by gesturing his hands toward the door. Calder stepped through the threshold and shuddered. “There is weave here,” he said. 

“Yes, General, the northman is powerful.” 

“Not that, you back-birth,” Calder snapped, “There is a power here, almost raw.” He paused in thought. Inexplicably, his eye was drawn to the mural on the wall. He looked at it intensely for a moment, puzzled. He could not quite work out the details of what he felt. His Sifr heritage meant he had no innate magical abilities and he could not weave. He relied on códaithe to aid him. One such that he always carried was able to detect the presence of powerful magic. This magic was different, but he couldn’t put his finger on it. He had been tracking Eva since he arrived, but had only recently made any headway. With her power growing, it made it easier for him. He shook his head and began to examine the room for any clues that might lead him closer. Just then, a small man burst through the door, out of breath. He was human in appearance, dress, and speech. The only indication of his Fae heritage was his forked tongue. “General!” he yelled. Calder, kneeling at the broken glass by the window, turned toward the commotion at the door. 

“Report,” Calder said curtly. 

“She was spotted getting into a car outside the apartment. The house-bonded Kamalan and her Trusted were with her. A human also,” the lizard-man hissed, drawing out the ‘s’ sound in every word. 

“Old news, Scath,” Calder said, annoyance in his tone. He turned his attention back to the window. 

“No, General, my shadows track her now!” he said excitedly. 

“Where?” Calder demanded. Scath’s eyes rolled up into his head and fluttered for a moment. He then looked back at Calder. 

“Washington and Fifth, northbound. Black Lincoln,” he answered. Calder bolted upright. The lizard-man froze, thinking these were his final moments and closed his eyes. Calder strode passed him, not bothering anymore with his tracker. Muzalim stood silent for a moment, then began yelling orders to everyone, rallying them. 

Calder burst out onto the street, Muzalim in tow now, hustling Scath out by the collar. Calder looked up and down the road. Traffic was heavy at this hour, especially downtown, but he needed transportation. He took a moment to survey his options. The traffic light by the apartment had just turned red. A lifted, blue, Ford pick-up came to a stop just before the crosswalk. Music was blaring from the cab as the lone drive thrashed his head to the death metal music on the stereo, only slightly louder than the lugging of the diesel engine. Calder wasted no time and walked up to the driver’s door and opened it with force. 

“What the f...” but the driver did not have time to finish his exclamation as he was ripped from his perch and thrown into the street. Horns from other cars blared and people starting yelling. Calder paid them no heed and jumped up into the cab. Muzalim quickly hopped into the passenger seat and threw Scath into the back. Calder dropped the pickup into gear and tore away, the turbo whining as it spun up rapidly, leaving a cloud of black smoke in its wake. 

A few blocks away, Brynjar navigated through the downtown traffic swiftly. It was loud inside the cab; Derek was talking faster than a Texas auctioneer. Eva was trying to calm him down and at the same time, probing Abigail for information. Abigail was muttering to herself in an attempt to drown the two out. 

“Look. It’s as simple as this; we need more firepower. I’m not one to go on the lam because someone wants my head,” Eva belted at Abigail. 

“Did you see that guy?” Derek stammered, “What the hell was that? What’d you get me into, E?” 

“None of that matters now,” Abigail responded, “We need to find a safe place. The cabin is no longer secure.” 

“A safe place? To hide? No way. These people do not get to come in like that and not expect repercussions. We need to regroup, refit, and go on the hunt.” 

“Ceann Olc is not your average foe,” Abigail interjected. 

“This Ceann guy does not seem all that difficult. I’ve dealt with these power-hungry types before. Fae or no, they are predictable.” 

That word still seemed foreign to Eva, having only learned about this new other-worldly race a day ago when she had met Abigail and Brynjar. Even if what they were saying sounded like the ramblings of a crazy man; there was one thing she knew for certain. Someone was trying to kill her. After the assassination attempt yesterday, she had thought that Mr. Roper had finally found her. She had earned her spot on the blacklist after what she stole from him with Derek’s help, but after his betrayal, she felt it was justified. Meeting Abigail and Brynjar had changed her mind. This was not Mr. Roper; this was something else entirely. 

“Ceann is not to be taken lightly. He is sadistic and brutal beyond your imagination,” she said solemnly. “However, Ceann would not risk coming here himself, he would more likely send one of his generals,” she said. 

“I thought you said that getting sent to earth was a death sentence for a Fae. A one-way ticket,” Eva interjected. 

“Ceann’s men would do anything for him, including dying. They would consider being sent here an honor. I had long suspected that Ceann Olc did not fully believe you were dead. He must have discovered our deception and sent his men to kill you. Ceann would know that he could not bring you back here and if he could not have you...” Abigail trailed off, not wanting to complete the thought. 

“Well, regardless, these assholes are here and need to be dealt with,” Eva replied. 

“Will someone please tell me what in the ever-loving hell is going on here?” Derek said, a bewildered and frantic look upon his face. Eva looked at Derek and then to Abigail. 

“I better explain it,” Eva said to Abigail who gave an acquiescent nod. 

“First, we need guns. Lots of guns,” Eva said to Abigail as she turned to Derek with a grinning look, who, catching the movie reference, could not help but snicker despite his confusion at the situation. Eva saw a blank look on Abigail, who did not understand the reference. 

“Seriously, you need to get out more,” Eva said, shaking her head. “Take us here, Brynjar,” she said handing the large man a piece of paper with an address on it. 
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CHAPTER TWO
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Moscow, Idaho, EARTH

Eva quickly recapped to Derek the details of the last few hours during the ride. Derek took the information stoically, nodding. Derek had learned that the world he operated in with Eva was one of stark realities and dangerous consequences. Balking at a threat because of pride or ignorance did not translate to success. Even though this seemed to rip the thread of reality from Derek’s mind and thrust him into the world of the fantastic, he took it in stride and resolved to accept it and help where he could. 

“If anyone else had told me that, Eva, I would have laughed at them,” Derek said when she had finished. Eva nodded silently. 

“We have arrived, mistress,” Brynjar said flatly in his deep voice. He pulled up to the security gate of the storage facility. Eva leaned forward from the back seat and gave him the access code as he punched it in. 

“Unit 314,” Eva told him. Brynjar navigated through the maze of storage units until they arrived at 314. It was a non-descript unit with a roll-up door, painted orange like every other unit against a beige brick exterior. There were units on the other side of the row that looked the same. The unit numbers were painted in black over the brick above each orange door. A heavy-duty padlock secured Eva’s unit. Brynjar shut off the engine and stepped out, surveying the area. Eva got out of the back seat and set upon the padlock, entering the six-digit code, 112-358. By all means an innocuous random number, but it drew on Eva’s memory, and as it had been lately with her, the dark pull tugged, and her mind drifted to her training days with Mr. Roper. 

“E! E! Wake up!” Derek screamed into the back of the car. The vehicle hummed downed the highway. Eva stirred and opened her eyes. An acute pain arced across her temples and radiated to the back of her head. She felt nauseous and sick. 

“The hell happened?” she managed to say, rubbing her eyes. 

“Damn it, E! You had me scared. Thought you checked out permanently,” Derek was frantic over her, like a mother doting over her child, “You passed out. Straight up dropped to the ground like you took one in the orbital triangle. Shit! You had me worried. Are you okay?” 

“Fine,” Eva answered, rubbing her head some more; her physical response betrayed her pain though. 

“It is becoming critical. The pull strengthens,” Abigail said, “That surge of energy was almost certainly tracked by Ceann’s agents. We had to carry you into the car.” 

Eva began to focus on the situation. Her mind slowly clearing so that she could think. She gathered that she was back in the town car and Brynjar was driving. Only this time, there was an urgency in his movements. She saw that Abigail had a worried look on her face. She was looking out the window of the back seat, as though expecting someone or something to pop out and attack them at any moment. “I passed out?” Eva stated more than questioned. 

“No shit,” Derek said, exhaling and slumping back into the seat. He covered his face with his hands, relieved. 

“The guns!” Eva exclaimed. 

“Don’t worry, E. You had already opened the lock, so I grabbed what I could before these yahoos insisted that we leave. They almost left me!” Derek said, pointing to Abigail and Brynjar in turn. Eva did not comment on it. Derek had a penchant for drama. She relaxed, knowing Derek would have grabbed what she needed. He may be a diva, but he was no idiot. 

“There is a place we can go. Brynjar is headed there now,” Abigail said nervously. Eva eyed Brynjar, who, in his own way, seemed tense. She didn’t like it. She had never run from anything before. Brynjar suddenly took a sharp left turn, the tires chirping as they struggled to hold on to the pavement. Eva was about to yell at him to slow down when the car slammed against a pick-up truck in the next lane. She snapped her head to the left, immediately assessing the situation. Abigail let out a gasp as the pick-up hit the town car. Derek just screamed. 

Through the tinted glass in the town car, Eva made eye contact with Muzalim in the front passenger seat of the pick-up. His eyes were daggers of death aimed at her, as though he could see through the glass. He was yelling something over his shoulder to the driver. Eva turned her attention to the driver who was now looking at her, too, through the glass. The upturned corner of his lip betrayed his evil intentions. Pure malice emitted from his eyes. Eva had seen her share of evil in this world and had done her fair share, but always with a purpose. This look she had only seen once in another man and it made her visibly cringe, as nothing had ever before. 

Calder eyed his quarry with lethal efficiency. He was close. His mind laser focused. He crashed again into the town car. This time sending it toward the curb, hitting a Subaru parked in the street, and smashing the driver’s door. The town car continued forward and gouged out a long scrape on the Subaru and smacked the left corner of the trunk on a Honda Civic parked in front of it. The town car lost forward momentum as the rear wheels briefly left the ground, before slamming back onto the pavement. The pick-up hit again. This time pushing the town car from behind as it was pinned against the Civic, acting as a fulcrum. The town car spun clockwise, unable to cope with the weight and power of the pick-up. The pick-up barreled forward as the town car spun, exposing the opposite side to the truck. Calder saw his opportunity and mashed the accelerator, drawing another cloud of black smoke from the diesel engine as it wound up, providing the power needed to pin the town car into the Honda Civic sideways. 

The cars smashed together. The pick-up’s grill locked firmly into the right side of the Lincoln. The town car was pinned in between the pick-up and the Civic. Inside the cab, the scene was suspended chaos. Brynjar was already working on extricating himself and trying to help Abigail. Derek was stunned and looked at Eva, who eyed him with a fierce gaze. He had seen that look before. She was pissed, bad. He knew his role now, get out fast, and meet up later. Derek knew he was no good to her in a firefight, so he started working on his exit plan. Eva shifted her gaze all about. She already knew what she was going to do; she just wasn’t sure how she was going to pull it off. She knew that whoever was in the pick-up wanted her badly. But to get to her, they would have to back up. The town car was pinned and there was no way, save hydraulic cutters, that would get her out. If, however, the pick-up backed up, it would only take a little force to rip open the passenger doors on the town car. That was her window and it would be a short one. 

Eva reached up to the seatback and pulled it down to expose the trunk. It was dark inside. She reached her hand and felt for what she was looking for, for what she hoped Derek had taken from the storage unit. Her hand glided across a wooden crate, and she smiled, Good boy. She felt around it to the wire closures that held the lid and pried them back. Her hand slipped in and she grabbed for a metallic bulbous item amongst the padding. She palmed the M26A1 frag grenade. Perfect. She reached her hand back in the trunk and felt for the zippered canvas case she knew would be there. She found it and opened the zipper. She slid out the P.W.S. MKIII AR-15 into the back seat. There was a thirty round magazine already loaded and another mag rubber-banded to the collapsible butt-stock. She pulled the charging handle back and let it fly forward, loading a round into the chamber. She smirked and shrugged, as though it was a gamble as to whether it would work or not. 

The pick-up tires screeched as it was thrown into reverse, coming off the town car. Eva whipped her head back from the trunk at the same moment and punched the barrel of the AR-15 into the corner of the side window. The window shattered, but the tint held it in place. She raked the barrel around the window, tearing it out. She dropped the AR-15 to her lap and grabbed hold of the ring on the grenade with her left middle finger. She tore the pin from the fuse, looked and tossed the grenade with her right hand, the spoon ejecting as it left. When life gives you lemons, Eva chuckled to herself. The grenade skidded underneath the pick-up. Eva caught just a glimpse of the doors on the pick- up opening, before she dove down into the seat. The grenade exploded. The blast sent frag in all directions. A piece ripped through the town car door, narrowly missing Eva’s leg. Wasting no time, Eva leveled up to the side window and sent several rounds from her rifle into the pick- up. With controlled aggression, she kicked at the car door, sending it flying open; three more rounds. She leaped out and advanced; three more rounds. Eva started yelling directions at Derek. 

“Move your ass, D!” Three more rounds fired and she moved to the right to flank the driver, Derek, having been in a few scrapes with Eva, knew she meant business, and his window of opportunity to leave the car safely was closing fast. He grabbed what he could and looked up to get Abigail and Brynjar moving, too. That’s when he saw. 

Brynjar was still in the driver’s seat, but during the chaos, Abigail had flown from the back seat to the front. He was holding Abigail in his lap, tenderly. Abigail’s breathing was agonal and stuttered. Her head was covered in blood and there was a sizable bloody patch on the windshield. She pulled Brynjar down to her and whispered something into his ear. Brynjar nodded. Abigail reached into her pocket and handed Brynjar an object. Brynjar took it and tucked it away, just as her last breath escaped her lips. He looked up at Derek. There was no need for words. Both of them knew she was gone. Both of them knew there was no time for a moment of silence, no time for kind words. Her memorial would have to come later. Brynjar steeled his emotions and in what seemed like an instant, punched the roof of the car with all his might. 

The force did not blow a hole in the roof as Derek would have expected but tore the entire top of the car off. Brynjar stood up and flared his gigantic frame as a cobra might spread its hood. Derek looked up at him, awestruck. Derek turned his attention quickly back to his task. 

He gathered what was close and threw the bags out of the vehicle, away from the pick-up, then clambered out of the wreckage. Derek stood up and grabbed some of the bags. Brynjar, who was already beside him, snagged the rest, taking from Derek’s lead that these were important items. 

“We move!” Brynjar shouted above Eva’s gunfire; so loud, in fact, that even the bustle of chaos seemed to pause. Eva’s looked back and acknowledged the order with a curt nod. She made a mad dash for the pair after another volley of gunfire. 

“Make for the alley,” Eva ordered, leading the charge. Derek and Brynjar did not waste time and moved. The entire encounter lasted only seconds but it felt like hours. They were running now, down the alleyway. They shifted and cut left and right to lose their pursuers. 

“Eva, I need to stop. I can’t breathe,” Derek stammered, gasping. Derek tripped and fell, the bags he was carrying, splayed out onto the asphalt. Eva halted and looked back, ready to yell at him for being so clumsy. She paused and looked up. The fire escape above them wound up the side of the building, her building. Eva stood confounded for a moment. How had they made their way back here? She replayed the route in her mind but found gaps. She could not remember when or where they had turned in either the car or while on foot. She began to feel it again. She fought it this time. She could not afford another episode, not now. Several moments seemed to slip by as she replayed the events in her mind. A primal sound turned her attention. It was guttural and vicious sounding. She may not have ever heard it before, but she knew it did not hold good tidings. She saw Brynjar was pulling Derek up. “They close in,” he said. He never seemed to embellish his speech; short and to the point. 

“Up here!” Eva directed them toward the fire escape ladder. “Brynjar, can you reach the ladder and pull it down?” Brynjar left the fallen bags and reached his massive hand upward and grabbed the ladder, pulling it down. Eva was the first up, climbing with deft skill. Brynjar hefted Derek up to the first rung, who started climbing. Brynjar, who still had a bag with him, then climbed. The primal sound continued, closer. 

Eva made the fire escape up to her floor. She smashed the window out and climbed through to her kitchen. She quickly scanned the room and, seeing no threats, turned back to the fire escape. Derek was on her heels and Brynjar followed. Eva turned back into the apartment. She had a small stash of weapons there that would augment her limited supply nicely. She made for her hide. Derek and Brynjar climbed in, Brynjar still shouldering the bag. 

“E, why did we come back to your apartment?” Derek asked when he finally caught his breath. 

“Hell, if I know,” Eva answered, just as confused as him. 

“What the hell do we do now?” Derek asked again. Eva looked at him, not having an immediate answer. The dark pull. It tugged, persistent in her mind. She closed her eyes and tried to push it back. She opened her eyes again, but her vision was blurry. Derek was still talking, but she could not understand what he said. She turned her head and saw Brynjar who was also speaking directly to her. His speech was mottled in her ears, but his body language spoke of a concern Eva could not understand. She stumbled backward. Derek immediately ran to her and grabbed her arm to keep her from falling. Her momentum was too much, and she took both of them back, landing against the wall, hitting it hard. Brynjar leaped to help and grabbed both of them, pulling them up to their feet. 

Eva swooned again, this time saved by Brynjar’s grip on her left arm. Derek held her right shoulder. She felt as though her head was going to explode. Eva screamed, but she heard no sound. She threw her head back, hitting the wall. No, not the wall, the mural. She looked to Brynjar with wild eyes. He was yelling, she could tell. She could hear nothing. She felt a tingle on her skin. Gooseflesh raised on her arms. She snapped her head toward the doorway in the exact moment that it burst open. 
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