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  A Note About ELIXIR




  APOLLYON takes place after the events in ELIXIR, which tells the story from Aiden’s point of view and picks up from where the nail-biting ending of DEITY left off. APOLLYON returns to Alex’s point-of-view, and it will make sense from her perspective, but if you’d like to know what happened between DEITY and APOLLYON, ELIXIR will reveal all…




  Pronunciation Guide for Apollyon




  

    

      

        

          	Aether:



          	EE-ther

        




        

          	Agapi:



          	ah-GAH-pee

        




        

          	Akasha:



          	ah-KAH-sha

        




        

          	Apollyon:



          	ah-POL-ee-on

        




        

          	απόλυτη ηξουψία:



          	ah-POL-ee-tee EX-shoo-shee-ya

        




        

          	αήττητο:



          	EYE-tee-toe

        




        

          	Chlamys:



          	KLIM-is

        




        

          	Daimon:



          	DEE-mun

        




        

          	Eíste pánta mou:



          	EAST-ah PAN-da moo

        




        

          	Hematoi:



          	HEM-a-toy

        




        

          	Iψɛύς:



          	ISH-heez

        




        

          	Θάϱϱος:



          	THA-roesh
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  CHAPTER 1




  MY BLOOD ITCHED FOR A FIGHT. MUSCLES SCREAMED to engage. My thoughts were covered in a heady, amber haze of power. I was the Apollyon. I wielded control over the four elements, and the fifth and the most powerful—akasha. I fueled the God Killer. I was his power-up—the ace up his sleeve. I was the beginning and he was the end. And together, we were everything.




  Yet, all I could do was pace back and forth. Caged and made helpless by the markings etched in the cement above me and by bars crafted by a god.




  “Alex.”




  Of course, I wasn’t alone. Oh no. My own personal hell was a party for two. Well, it was really a threesome… foursome of sorts. Sounded more fun than it was. Voices… there were so many voices in my head.




  “Do you remember?”




  I tipped my head to the right, feeling the muscles stretch and the bones crack. Then I repeated the movements to the left, my fingers moving—pinky, middle, pointer… over and over.




  “Alex, I know you can hear me.”




  I looked over my shoulder, my lip curling at what I saw. Boy, did I have a T-Rex-sized bone to pick with that pure-blood. Aiden St. Delphi stood on the other side of the bars. There, he was an immovable force. But without the protections from Hephaestus or Apollo between us, he would become an inconsequential nothing.




  No. No. No.




  My hand flew to the crystal rose on its own accord, feeling the smooth and delicate edges. He was everything.




  Sharp pain sliced between my temples, and I snarled. Sending him a hateful look, I faced the bare cement wall. “You should have kept me on the Elixir.”




  “I should have never put you on the Elixir,” he countered. “That wasn’t the way to get to you.”




  I laughed coldly. “Oh, you got to me all right.”




  There was a pause. “I know you’re still in there, Alex. Underneath that connection, you are still you. The woman I love.”




  I opened my mouth, but there were no words—only memories of standing by the stream and telling Aiden I loved him, and then an endless stream of thoughts and actions centering on him. Months, if not years, of them cycling over and over again until I couldn’t distinguish between the past, present, and what was to become of my future.




  As if sensing where my thoughts had gone, he said, “A few days ago you said you loved me.”




  “And a few days ago I was high as a kite and hiding in closets, thanks to you.” I whirled around, just in time to see him flinch. Good. “You put me on the Elixir.”




  Aiden sucked in a sharp breath, but didn’t look away in shame or guilt. He met and held my gaze, locked onto eyes I knew he loathed with every fiber of his being. “I did.”




  I took a deep, heavy breath. “I will get out of here eventually, Aiden. And I will kill you. Slowly.”




  “And you’ll murder everyone I care for. I know. We’ve been here before.” He leaned against the bars. There wasn’t a hint of stubble on his smooth face this time around. He was in his Sentinel uniform—all black. But there were dark shadows under those striking eyes of his.




  “I know you won’t hurt me if you get out,” he continued. “I believe in that.”




  “Sad.”




  “What is?”




  “That someone as good-looking as you is so incredibly stupid.” I smiled as his eyes narrowed. The moment they flashed silver, I knew I’d hit a nerve. That made me all warm and fuzzy for about three seconds, and then I realized I was still in a freaking cage. Pissing Aiden off helped pass the time, but it didn’t change anything.




  There were better things I could be doing.




  I just needed to wait and bide my time. The low-level static was in my head. Constant. All I needed to do was tap into it, but the moment Aiden even thought I was doing that, he started talking.




  Going to the mattress on the floor, I sat down and tucked my knees under my chin. I watched Aiden watch me. And I tried to keep the voice that popped up whenever he was around quiet. I didn’t like or understand that voice.




  Aiden ran a hand through his hair, and then pushed back from the bars. “Do you know what’s happening out there, right now?”




  I shrugged. Was I supposed to care? All I cared about was getting out of here and connecting with my Seth. Then, if my father was still enslaved in the Catskills, we would free him. My Seth had promised me.




  “Do you remember what Poseidon did to Deity Island?”




  How in the hell was I supposed to forget that? Poseidon had wiped out the Covenant there.




  “Well, it’s going to get worse, Alex. Half of the Olympian Twelve want to make war on Seth and Lucian,” he continued. “And I’m sure he knows that. Maybe that’s what he wants, but is that what you want? Do you know how many innocent lives will be lost—have been lost? Both mortal and half? Is that something you can live with?”




  I really wasn’t living right now, considering I was in a cage.




  “Because I know deep down you couldn’t live with yourself, knowing you helped cause the death of thousands, if not millions—especially those halfs. You were questioning becoming a Sentinel because of how they were being treated. If Seth goes through with this, they will die.” The conviction in his voice was annoying. So was the passion that fueled the words. “Caleb—do you remember how you felt after Caleb—”




  “Don’t talk about him!”




  His dark brows shot up. Shock splashed across his face and then he darted toward those damn bars, grasping them. “Yes, Caleb, Alex! Do you remember how you felt when he died? How you blamed yourself?”




  “Shut up, Aiden.”




  “Do you remember being so torn up that you stayed in bed for five days? Your heart was broken when you lost him. Do you think he’d want to see you do this to yourself? His death was a wrong place at the wrong time thing, but this? There will be thousands of Calebs, but they will be your fault.”




  I pressed my head against my knees and clamped my hands over my ears. But that did nothing to stop the rising tide of emotion beating at me or the ache in my temples that was quickly turning into a sharp, stabbing pain.




  And it didn’t stop him. “What about your mother, Alex?”




  “Shut up!” I screamed.




  “This wasn’t what she wanted!” The bars shook as he hit them with what I guessed were his fists. That had to hurt. “This is what she died to protect you from. How dare you just roll over and let him do this to—”




  My entire body snapped like a rubber band pulled too tight. “Shut—”




  The buzzing in my ears roared, drowning out Aiden and everything else. In an instant, he was there, slipping through my veins like warm, rich honey.




  Listen to me. The words were in my thoughts, soothing like balmy summer air. Listen to me, Alex. Remember what we will do together once we connect. Free the halfs—and your father.




  “Alex,” Aiden snapped.




  Good gods, doesn’t he have anything better to do? Seth’s exasperated sigh shuddered through my body. Close him out. He doesn’t matter. We do.




  My fingers tightened in my hair.




  “He’s in there now, isn’t he?” Anger deepened Aiden’s voice. The bars shook again. At the rate he was going, his knuckles were going to be mush. Just like my brain. “Don’t listen to him, Alex.”




  Seth’s laugh was like chips of ice. Is he coming in there? Lay him out, Angel. Then make a run/or it. No one will be able to stop you.




  I pulled my hair until tiny needles stabbed at my scalp.




  “Alex, look at me.” The desperate edge in Aiden’s voice reached a part of me I wasn’t entirely familiar with. My eyes opened and latched onto his. They were silvery, like moonlight. Beautiful eyes. “Together we can break the bond between you and Seth.”




  Tell him you don’t want to break the bond.




  Amazing … and creepy how much my Seth could see and hear when we were connected. It was like having another person living inside me.




  “Alex,” Aiden said. “Even if you make it to him, he’ll drain you just like a daimon would. Maybe he won’t mean to, but he will.”




  My heart tripped up. I’d been warned before—by my mother, months ago. It was one of the reasons she’d wanted to change me into a daimon. A messed-up reason full of fail logic, but still…




  I’d never do that to you, Alex. All I want is to keep you safe, to make you happy. Freeing your father is what you want, isn’t it? Together we can do that, but only together.




  “I’m not going to give up,” Aiden said. Blessed silence stretched out for a few heartbeats. “Do you hear that, Seth? It’s not going to ever happen.”




  He’s annoying.




  You’re both annoying. Then I said out loud, “There’s nothing to give up on, Aiden.”




  His eyes narrowed. “There is everything.”




  Those words struck me as odd. “Everything” was a ghost of what was and never could be. Everything had changed the moment I’d connected with my Seth. It was hard to explain. Months ago, when I’d had trouble sleeping, and the connection between us had eased my body and mind? Well, this was like that, times a hundred.




  There was no me in this. Sort of like there’d been no Seth in this before I’d Awakened. I understood that now. How much he’d struggled being around me, fighting to not get sucked into what I had going on. Now there was just us—a single being existing in two separate bodies. One soul split apart. Solaris and the First—




  Sharp pain exploded behind my eyes.




  Don’t. His whisper carried in my veins. Don’t think about them.




  I frowned.




  And then my Seth kept chatting. So did Aiden. But he wasn’t stupid enough to come into the cell. Even tired and held back by the wards on the walls, I was sure I could take him. Minutes went by, maybe hours, while the two of them slaughtered my brain cells.




  When it was all over, I sagged against the mattress. One hell of a headache thumped. Aiden only left because someone—my uncle?—had opened the door from above, which usually meant something was going on. I rolled onto my side, slowly stretching out.




  Finally, Seth sighed.




  I unfurled my fingers. The joints ached. He won’t stay gone for long.




  We don’t need forever, Angel. We just need to figure out where you are. And then we’ll be together.




  A faint smile curved my lips up. If I concentrated hard enough, I could feel my Seth at the end of the buzzing cord that was always present. Sometimes he hid himself from me, but not now.




  My memory pulled together his image. His golden complexion and slightly arched brows formed in my thoughts. The strong curve of his jaw demanded to be touched, and the smug grin on his full lips spread. Gods, his face was unearthly beautiful—cold and hard as the marble statues that used to line the Covenant building.




  But there… there were no more statues on Deity Island. There was nothing. Poseidon had ripped it all apart and pulled it back into the ocean. Buildings, statues, sand, and people—all of it gone.




  I lost the image of my Seth.




  Unease formed in the pit of my stomach. Aiden had been right earlier—sort of. Something about that whole situation bothered me, made me feel helpless, and I wasn’t helpless.




  I was the Apollyon.




  Go back to thinking about how good I look. I liked that.




  Some things never changed. My Seth’s ego was as big as ever.




  But my Seth’s image blossomed before me. His hair was curly around his temples and the color of spun gold. He reminded me of the paintings of Adonis. But Adonis wasn’t blond. Through the knowledge of the previous Apollyons, I knew his hair had been brown.




  Where are you? I asked.




  Heading up north, Angel. Are you in the north?




  I sighed. I don’t know where I am. There are woods around me. A creek.




  Not helpful. There was a pause, and I imagined the feel of his hand on my cheek, tracing the curve of the bone. I shivered. I miss you, Angel. Those weeks when you were hidden from me drove me crazy.




  I didn’t respond. I hadn’t missed my Seth. While I’d been under the influence of the Elixir, I hadn’t even known he existed.




  Seth chuckled. You do wonders for my self-esteem. You’re supposed to say you missed me, too.




  Rolling onto my back, I tried to work out the kink in my leg. What will it be like when I transfer my power to you?




  There was a pause and I started to get nervous. It won’t hurt, his voice whispered. It will be like when we touched before, when the runes appeared. You liked that.




  I had.




  There are a few words spoken, nothing huge, and then I will take your power. I won’t drain you, Alex. I’d never do that.




  And I believed him, so I relaxed. What is the plan, Seth?




  You know what the plan is.




  He wanted to take out the Olympian Twelve before they found a way to take us out. Legend said we were only vulnerable to another Apollyon, but neither of us was secure in that belief. Loopholes and lesser-known myths were something all the Apollyons had sought to discover. But once the gods were out of the picture, we would rule. Or Lucian would rule. I didn’t know or care. All I wanted was to be near my Seth. I was having a mad case of separation anxiety.




  No. What’s the plan so we can be together?




  Seth’s approval washed over me like I’d just stepped out into the summer sun. I basked in it, like a good little puppy with a full tummy. Eventually, they will show a weakness. They always do. Especially St. Delphi. You are his weakness.




  I squirmed. I am.




  And when you are presented with a chance to escape, take it. Don’t hold back, Angel. You’re the Apollyon. Once free, they can’t stop you. Trust that. And the moment you get an idea of where you are, I’ll be there.




  I trusted my Seth.




  There was that pleasant and heady fog again, invading me. Have you seen Apollo or any other god recently?




  No. Not since I’d come out of the Elixir high, and that was odd. Apollo had been up my butt from the moment I’d Awakened, but I hadn’t felt or seen him—or any god.




  I opened my eyes and stared at the bars. Would Hephaestus need to reinforce the bars soon? Gods, I hoped so. If they weakened, then so would the wards. Then I could get out.




  Seth said something that caused my toes to curl so I would pay attention to him again. Where did you go?




  I showed him the bars and my thoughts. He was doubtful. Hephaestus’ work rarely weakened, but I was hopeful… for a hot second. This… this bond wasn’t the real deal. Even though my Seth was inside me, he really wasn’t here. I was alone—alone in a cell.




  He’ll never let me out. Aiden will never let me near you. Tears burned my eyes as an endless gulf of hopelessness ripped open. I’ll never see my father.




  Yes, you will. It doesn’t matter what he does. I will get to you. The gods say there can only be one of us, but they’re wrong. A strange coiling, and then relaxing, filled me. You’re mine, Alex—always have been and always will be. We were created for this.




  Part of me warmed in response. And part of me, the source of the other voice whenever Aiden was around, tucked away and hidden from my Seth, recoiled as I fingered the crystal rose around my neck.
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  CHAPTER 2




  SOMETIME LATER—I HAD NO IDEA IF IT WAS NIGHT, DAY, or how long I’d slept—I was alone. There was no Aiden sitting in the chair watching me. No Seth at the end of the amber cord. This was a treat.




  My head was somewhat clear.




  I stood and stalked toward the bars. They looked normal—silvery titanium—but it was the fine mesh circling them that was the problem.




  Hephaestus’ chain was a real bitch.




  Taking a deep breath, I grabbed the bars and squeezed. A flash of blue light volleyed up the bars, billowing along the ceiling and over the mark like smoke full of glitter.




  “Dammit,” I muttered, backing away.




  I tried calling on akasha. Nothing stirred inside of me, not even a flicker. Lifting my hand, I opted for something smaller. Well, small to me.




  I called upon fire.




  Aaaaaand… there was nothing.




  When I’d Awakened, the power that had broken open and flooded my veins had been a rush—a high so great I could have licked the ceiling, a high of no equal. I got why daimons yearned for aether. I’d had just a taste of it. And I hadn’t felt it since Apollo had knocked me into next week with a freaking god bolt.




  Jerk.




  He was also on my to-kill list.




  I went to the bathroom and cleaned up. Freshly showered and attired, I returned to testing out the bars. The shimmering blue light was sort of pretty. At least it was something to stare at.




  I sighed, about ready to put my head through the wall. I searched for my Seth at the end of the cord—still gone. I could call out to him and he would respond, but I was sure he was busy trying to free me. With nothing left to do, I returned to testing sections of the bars.




  What seemed like hours later, a door opened upstairs. There were voices. One of them was Aiden’s, but the other…




  “Luke?” I called out.




  “Leave,” was Aiden’s harsh reply.




  The door shut, and one heavy set of footsteps came down the stairs. I swear to the gods the sound that came out of my throat was an animalistic growl.




  Aiden came into view, holding a plastic plate of eggs and bacon. One eyebrow was arched. “Do you really think I’m going to allow a half-blood near you?”




  “A girl can hope.” Halfs were more susceptible to compulsions, and I now packed one on steroids.




  He held the plate through the space in the bars. The last time I’d done the whole not-eating thing, it hadn’t worked. I’d pretty much starved and ended up on the Elixir because of it. Food was my friend this time around.




  I reached for the plate.




  Aiden’s empty hand snaked out and wrapped around my arm. His hand was so large it swallowed my wrist. He said nothing, but his thundercloud eyes willed me to do something. What? Remember us together? Remember how much he’d consumed my thoughts? How I’d ached to be with him? Did he want me to remember what it was like when he’d told me about the night the daimons had attacked and massacred his family? And what it felt like being in his arms, being loved by him?




  I remembered all those things in detail.




  But the emotions that belonged to those events and memories weren’t there. They were cut off completely. Gone with the whims of the past… Aiden was my past.




  No. No. No. That small voice was back again. Aiden was the future. For some reason I thought of that damn oracle—Grandma Piperi. Know the difference between need and love, she had said. There was no difference. Couldn’t she have tried to educate me on how to break out of these bars?




  Aiden let go, his eyes as hard as these cement walls. He backed away while I took my food to the mattress. Surprisingly, he let me eat in silence.




  Afterward, not so much.




  Today Aiden wanted to talk about our first training session and how much I’d apparently annoyed the crap out of him because I hadn’t stopped talking. When he got to the part when I’d mimicked his voice, I started to smile. He had been irritated and unsure of how to handle me.




  Aiden’s eyes flared the same moment my lips twitched. “You said I sounded like a father.”




  I had.




  “You also said you were going to have to drop your crack habit when I went over the rules.” Aiden smiled.




  My lips almost answered in kind. And I didn’t like that. Time to change the topic. “I don’t want to talk about this.”




  Aiden leaned back in the metal folding chair. The thing had to be uncomfortable. “What do you want to talk about, Alex?”




  “Where has Apollo been? Since he’s my great-whatever, I’m feeling unloved.”




  He folded his arms. “Apollo won’t be around.”




  Oh, interesting development. My little, old ears perked right up. “And why not?”




  His stare was level. “And do you really think I’m going to tell you when you’ll run right back to tell Seth?”




  I put my bare feet on the cold floor and stood. “I won’t say a word.”




  Aiden shot me a bland look. “Call me crazy, but I don’t believe you.”




  Making my way to the bars, I kept an eye on his expression. As I neared, it lost the insipid look. His jaw hardened as if he worked his molars. His eyes turned sharper, lips thinning. When I touched the bars, the flare of light was weak. Somehow it knew the difference between when I was just touching it and when I was trying to escape. Clever chains.




  “What are you doing?” Aiden asked.




  “If you let me go now, I swear that you and all those you care for will be untouched.”




  He didn’t say anything for a heartbeat. “But I care about you, Alex.”




  I tilted my head to the side. “But I will be unharmed.”




  “No. You won’t be safe.” Sadness crept into his eyes right before his thick lashes swept down.




  My stomach shifted in warning. Recalling the bits of information I’d picked up while under the Elixir, I knew there was more to what he said. “What do you know, Aiden?”




  “If you leave here still connected to Seth… you will die.” The last bit came out ragged.




  I laughed. “You’re lying. Nothing can harm—” Myths and legends, Alex. Duh. What had I thought earlier? There were always checks and balances of sorts. That was why the Apollyon had been created in the first place. “What do you know?”




  His lashes swept up, revealing startling silver eyes. “It doesn’t matter. All you need to know is that it’s the truth.”




  My mouth opened, but I snapped it shut. Aiden was trying to get under my skin. That was it. If Thanatos and his Order hadn’t found the Achilles’ heel of the Apollyons in all their centuries of trying, one pure-blood wouldn’t have succeeded. The Order hadn’t…




  Or had they?




  But they didn’t count. My Seth and his Sentinels had systematically wiped them off Earth.




  I lifted my gaze and found Aiden staring at me. The inexplicable urge to stick my tongue out was hard to deny.




  “Can I ask you something?”




  I shrugged. “If I said no, you would still ask.”




  “True.” There was a tight smile. “When you were with Lucian, before the Council meeting? He took you to his house against your will, didn’t he?”




  “Yeah,” I said slowly, growing uncomfortable already.




  “How did that make you feel?”




  My hands tightened on the bars. “What are you? A psychologist now?”




  “Just answer the question.”




  Closing my eyes, I leaned against the bars. I could lie, but there really wasn’t a point. “I hated it. I tried to kill Lucian with a steak knife.” Obviously that hadn’t gone as planned. “But I didn’t understand then. I do now. I have nothing to be afraid of.”




  Silence, and then Aiden was right in front of me, his forehead touching mine through the bars. His larger hands were above mine and when he spoke, his breath was warm. I didn’t pull back, and I didn’t understand why. Being this close to him wasn’t right on so many levels.




  “Nothing has changed,” he said quietly.




  “I have.”




  Aiden sighed. “You haven’t.”




  I opened my eyes. “Will you ever get bored with this? You have to, eventually.”




  “Never,” he said.




  “Because you won’t give up on me, no matter what I tell you?”




  “Exactly.”




  “You’re incredibly stubborn.”




  Aiden’s lips tipped up in a half-smile. “I used to say the same thing about you.”




  My brows knitted. “And you can’t now?”




  “Sometimes I don’t even know what to say.” He reached through the bars and the very tips of his fingers grazed my cheekbone. A moment later, he placed his entire palm against my cheek. I flinched, but he didn’t remove his hand. “And there are moments where I doubt everything I do.”




  He tilted my head back so my eyes met his. “But I don’t doubt for one second that what I’m doing right now is the right thing.”




  Many retorts rose to the surface, but they faded away as the little voice inside me piped up. I’d give it all up for you…




  A knot formed in the back of my throat. Suddenly, this cell was too small. The basement was constricting and the little distance between Aiden and me suffocating. Heart turning over heavily, I searched for the cord—




  “Don’t,” Aiden whispered. “I know what you’re about to do. Don’t.”




  I jerked back, breaking the contact between us. “How do you know what I’m doing?”




  His hand was outstretched, as if he could still feel my cheek. “I just do.”




  Anger rose, fueled by frustration and a good mix of what-the-hell. “Well, aren’t you special?”




  Shaking his head, Aiden lowered his hand. He watched me stomp over to the mattress and plop down. I glared back at him, willing almost every ill thing on him I could think of. And there were things I knew I could say that would hurt him, that would strip away his control and break him down into little pieces. Things that my Seth had whispered and things I’d told him I wanted to do. I could lash out—oh yeah, I could destroy Aiden. But when I opened my mouth, all those hurtful, destructive things got stuck around the lump in my throat.




  Sitting here, I didn’t feel right in my skin, as if I really wasn’t a part of it. And the only time I felt comfortable was when I was connected to my Seth. Without him, I wanted to shed that skin, or rip at it until I bled.




  I wanted to hit something. Hard.




  Drawing in a shallow breath, I focused on the mark on the ceiling. There were two moons drawn, interlocking. Since so many gods were tied to the moon, I didn’t know what it represented or how it had the power to strip me of mine.




  “What is that?” I asked, pointing at the ceiling.




  Part of me didn’t expect Aiden to answer, but he did. “It’s Phoebe’s symbol.”




  “Phoebe? Obviously you don’t mean a Charmed one.”




  He snorted.




  Whoa, they’d brought out the big guns. I felt all kinds of special as I squinted at the markings. They held an odd bluish-red tint to them. “So, a Titan…”




  “Yes.”




  “And that’s a Titan’s blood, isn’t it?” I tilted my head toward Aiden. “Care to explain how it’s possible that a Titan’s blood is on this ceiling? Do the Olympians just keep jars of it around?”




  Aiden let out a dry laugh. “When the Olympians overthrew the Titans, most were imprisoned in Tartarus. Phoebe wasn’t one of them. And she has a fondness for her children.”




  Racking my brain for who she’d popped out, I came up empty. “Who?”




  “Leto,” he answered. “Who in turn gave birth to Apollo and Artemis.”




  I groaned. “Of course. Why not? So Apollo asked his grandma for some blood? Great. But I don’t get how it works.” I gestured around me. “How is it negating my powers?”




  “Titan blood is very powerful. You know that blades dipped in Titan blood can kill an Apollyon.” When I sent him a duh look, his smile was tight. “Mix that with blood of your own lineage, well, it has the ability to keep you from hurting yourself.”




  “Or from hurting you,” I snapped.




  Aiden shrugged.




  Anger pumped through my blood like poison; with no way to expel it, I was seriously seconds away from going stir crazy. I stretched my legs, then my arms. In my head, I pictured myself running up and kicking Aiden in the shin.




  There was a sigh from the other side of the bars.




  Sometimes I wondered if he had the ability to read minds.




  “I hate this,” Aiden admitted so quietly I wasn’t sure I’d heard him. He twisted around, giving me his back. “I hate that Seth has done nothing but play you—lie to you—and you trust him. I hate that this connection is more important than everything else going on out there.”




  I was about to argue, but my Seth had lied to me. He’d probably been playing me right from the moment he’d discovered I was the second Apollyon. No doubt Lucian had.




  Unease slithered up my spine, leaving cold shivers in its wake.




  “It… it doesn’t matter now,” I said.




  Aiden whirled toward me. “What doesn’t?”




  I met his stare. “That Seth lied to me. It doesn’t matter. Because what he wants, I want. If I—”




  “Shut up,” Aiden growled.




  Surprised, I blinked. I couldn’t recall a moment when Aiden had told me to shut up. Wow. I so didn’t like that for a multitude of reasons.




  Aiden’s eyes glowed a fierce silver. “You do not want what Seth wants because there is no you in any of that. There is only him.”




  Shock rippled through me, stealing any response I could come up with. There was no me. There was only us. That freaking little voice deep inside me roared in fury, then threw itself around.




  There was no me.
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  CHAPTER 3




  When my Seth decided to show up on the other side of the rainbow, I was grumpy and he was…well, he was wound up. There were, uh, things he said through the connection that just weren’t right.




  Distracting? Yes.




  Acceptable in the mood I was in? No.




  I want out of here, I told him, mentally shaking him off. I can’t take it any longer. Aiden… he…




  Seth’s disapproval was like razor blades knocking around in my skull. Aiden what?




  What could I tell my Seth? That Aiden was making me think? Aiden talks a lot.




  His laugh tickled the back of my neck. That he does. Angel, it won’t be much longer. Lucian has done us a great favor.




  With who? White Robe of the Month Club?




  Another pleasant laugh curled through me. Let’s just say he’s given me an endless supply of bait and leverage.




  I gave him a mental eye roll. Yeah, I don’t get it.




  There was a pause, and I could feel what Seth was wanting through the bond. He was in a playful mood, but this conversation was too important for screwing around. Finally, he answered. The pures that have stood against us have proven to be useful.




  How so?




  Do you remember how Telly refused to accept that the daimons could play nice and work together to form a cohesive attack against the Covenants?




  Yeah…and Marcus didn’t believe it was just them working against us.




  And neither had I. At the emergency Council meeting Lucian had called before my Seth had leveled the Council members, I’d suspected that Lucian had been behind the daimon attacks somehow, but there hadn’t been any real proof. Besides, my hatred for Lucian probably had led to that idea.




  Well, Telly was obviously half-right. Without the right motivation—say, an endless supply of aether—they are likely to settle for whatever pure they can get their hands on.




  There was another gap, and the intensity of what he was feeling, what he wanted, roared through the connection. For a moment, I really believed I could feel him, and the emotion swamped me, draining my thoughts and filling me with the bliss of the connection.




  Alex. His voice was chiding, self-satisfied. Are you paying attention?




  Yes. Daimon… aether… stuff…




  Good. Let me ask you a question, Angel. Do you really think daimons orchestrated those attacks all by their little selves?




  Some of the lovely fog my Seth was creating faded as if icy wind had blown down the nape of my neck. What? What do you mean?




  Even reasonable daimons couldn’t pull off what they did in the Catskills. They had to have help, don’t you think?




  I couldn’t think as my pulse kicked up. So I’d been right? A sour taste filled the back of my throat.




  Don’t be upset, Angel. Lucian needed discord for all of this to happen.




  Thinking back to the attack in the Catskills, I tried to remember where Lucian had been in the chaos. I’d assumed that he’d been in the ballroom with the rest of the pures, but I hadn’t seen him. All I knew was that my Seth had contacted him…




  All those dead half-blood servants, the Guards, and Sentinels… all innocent…




  I jerked up, almost losing the connection with my Seth.




  Angel, how do you think the daimons got into Catskills in the first place? You saw the security there. And the ballroom? There were only two entrances, and both were guarded. One of the doors belonged to Lucian’s guard.




  Suspecting that Lucian had been behind these attacks was one thing—I didn’t put anything past that man—but my Seth? He couldn’t be okay with that. Believing he was a part of all those innocent people dying was accepting something horrific. What my Seth wanted, I wanted, but the daimons… they were and always would be the enemy.




  Foes can be allies in war, Angel.




  Oh, my gods. A huge, freaking, crater-sized part of me couldn’t process what my Seth was saying. I fought the pull of his emotions, resurfacing as if I were drowning, then gulping in air.




  There were so many innocent people, I reasoned. Appalling images of the slaughter came one after another—the servants in the hall with their throats ripped opened, the Sentinels and Guards who’d been eviscerated and then thrown through windows.




  They don’t matter, Angel. Only we matter, only what we want matters.




  But those people did matter. We could’ve been killed, Seth. My father could’ve been killed.




  But he wasn’t, and I would never let anything happen to you. Nothing did.




  We’d been separated during the attack. And if I’d remembered correctly, I’d come very close to being trampled to death. Not to mention I’d had to fight the furies alone. Not sure how he’d exactly prevented my death in all of that.




  Angel, we need this to happen. The daimons will help me get to you. Don’t you want that? For us to be together?




  Yes, but—




  Then trust me. We want the same things, Angel.




  Aiden’s words came back to me and I squirmed in my own skin. Seth? You… you aren’t making me want anything, right? You’re not influencing me?




  He didn’t respond immediately, which caused my heart to trip over itself. I could, Angel, if I wanted to. You know that, but I’m not. We just want the same things.




  I bit my lip. We did want the same things, except the thing with the daimons… I stopped those thoughts. As if two strong arms were pushing down on my shoulders, I was on my back. And then I was drowning in what Seth was feeling again.
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  Aiden returned with food, and he brought company with him this time—my uncle Marcus. The man was actually being sort of decent toward me now. Ironic. I ate and drank my water like a good captive.




  And I didn’t even yell anything insulting.




  I figured I deserved a reward, like time out of the cell or something, but that was asking too much. Instead, Marcus left to go see what the others were up to. As soon as the door closed upstairs, Aiden sat with his back pressed against the bars.




  Brave, brave man… or really stupid—it was a total toss-up. I could easily fashion the bed sheet into a noose and slip it around his neck before he’d have a chance to react.




  But I sat down, my back almost against his. The flare of blue from the chains appeared weaker. Silence stretched out, oddly comforting. Minutes passed and the taut muscles in my back relaxed. Before I knew it, I was leaning against the bars… and Aiden’s back.




  My earlier conversation with my Seth had left a weird taste in my throat and a ball of knots in my stomach. Maybe that’s why I wasn’t indulging in my murderous intentions with the bed sheet and Aiden’s neck? Missed opportunity, I supposed.




  Lowering my chin, I sighed. What my Seth wanted, I wanted, but… daimons? I rubbed my hands on my bent knees and sighed again—louder, like a petulant child.




  Aiden’s back twisted as he turned his head. “What, Alex?”




  “Nothing,” I mumbled.




  “There’s something.” He leaned back, tipping his head against the bar. “You have that tone.”




  I frowned at the wall. “What tone?”




  “The ‘I have something I want to say but shouldn’t’ tone.” A little bit of humor seeped into his voice. “I’m well familiar with it.”




  Well… damn. My gaze dropped to my hands. The fingers were okay, I guess. But my nails were chipped and short. Hands of a Sentinel—a Sentinel who killed daimons. I pushed up the sleeve of my sweater. Pale-white bite marks covered my right arm. The crescent-shaped marks were a pain to hide and they were on both arms, as well as my neck. They were so ugly, a vile reminder of being trapped by them.




  And no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t wipe the faces of all those slaughtered halfs in the Catskills out of my head…or forget the look on Caleb’s face when he’d seen the blade embedded in his chest—a blade that had been wielded by a daimon.




  Caleb would be so… disappointed didn’t even sum it up, if I didn’t say anything.




  But my Seth would be pissed. He’d go snooping in my memories, and I wanted him to be happy with me. I wanted—




  I didn’t want to work with daimons. That was a slap in the face to all those who’d died at their hands—my mom, Caleb, those innocent servants—and my scars.




  My Seth… he’d just have to understand that. He would, because he loved me.




  Mind made up, I took a deep breath. “Just so you know, I’m not telling you this because of anything to do with you. Okay?”




  He laughed darkly. “I would never think such a crazy thing.”




  I made a face. “I’m only telling you this because I don’t think it’s right. It goes against something… inherent in me. I have to say something.”




  “What, Alex?”




  Closing my eyes, I drew in a deep breath. “Do you remember how Marcus thought there was more to the daimon attacks, especially the one in the Catskills?”




  “Yes.”




  “I sort of thought it was Lucian, especially at his Council meeting. It made sense. Creating chaos and whatever makes it easier for people to overthrow and take control.” I ran a finger over the tag on the fleshy part of my elbow. “Anyway, the daimon attacks have apparently been orchestrated by Lucian and… Seth.”




  Aiden’s spine went stiff against mine. No response. He was quiet for so long I scooted around. “Aiden?”




  “How many?” His voice was gruff.




  “All of them, I think,” I said, guilt chewing at my insides. I was betraying my Seth, but I couldn’t stay quiet. “They’ve found a way to control the daimons.”




  His head lowered and his large shoulders rolled. “How?”




  Climbing onto my knees, I grasped the bars and ignored the weak pulse of blue light. “They… they are using pures as motivation. The ones who are against them—us, I mean us.”




  Aiden twisted so fast, I let go of the bars and jerked back. His eyes burned silver. “Do you know where they’re keeping these pures?”




  I shook my head.




  His lashes dipped. “Do you know why they would do something like this?”




  The disgust in his voice was understandable. I rubbed my palms over my thighs. Why were they doing this? To create discord was obvious. With daimons attacking left and right, the Council had been distracted. The gods had developed doubts about the pures’ ability to control the daimon hordes and had sent furies as a result. And now, it would serve as a distraction for me to escape. How they’d work that one out I didn’t know. And if the fading blue light was any indication, it wouldn’t be necessary.




  “No. I don’t know.”




  His eyes met mine and our gazes locked. “Why did you tell me this? I’m sure Seth won’t appreciate it.”




  I looked away. “I told you. It’s not right. Those pures…”




  “Are innocent?”




  “Yeah, and Caleb… he was killed by a daimon. My mom was turned by one.” My breath shuttled through me and I stood. “I want what Seth wants, but I cannot get behind that. He’ll understand.”




  Aiden tipped his head back. “Will he? You know I will forward this information on. It will hinder his plans.”




  I wrapped my arms around my waist. “He’ll understand.”




  Sadness flowed into his expression and his eyes turned down. “Thank you.”




  For some reason, anger bubbled up and I wanted to lash out. “I don’t want your thanks. It’s the last thing I want.”




  “You have it.” He stood in one fluid motion. “And you have my thanks for more than you realize.”




  Confused, I stared back at him. “I don’t understand.”




  Aiden’s smile was tight, tinged with that ever-present sadness whenever he looked at me, as if I was this unfortunate creature who provoked sorrow wherever I went. Behind that sadness though, there was steely determination.




  “What?” I said, when he didn’t answer.




  “You’ve given me the hope I need.”
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  My Seth wasn’t mad that I’d blabbed. I hadn’t even tried to hide it from him. As soon as we connected, I told him what I’d done. If anything, he seemed to have expected it. And that I didn’t understand, but either way, he didn’t want to talk about it.




  Telling me about his childhood, he was a different Seth—a side of him I’d rarely seen. When he started to talk about his mom, vulnerability seeped through the bond, as if speaking about his mother unnerved him.




  What was her name? I asked.




  Callista.




  Pretty.




  She was very beautiful. Tall and blond, regal like a goddess. His words drifted off for a moment. Considering the past tense reference, I assumed she’d died. But she wasn’t kind, Angel. She was cold and unapproachable, and most of all, when she looked upon me, there was always hate in her eyes.




  I flinched as my suspicions were confirmed, and I wanted to make him feel better. I’m sure she didn’t hate you. She—




  She hated me. His sharp reply was like being doused with ice water. I was a constant reminder of her shame. She’d gotten a taste of the forbidden fruit, and then regretted it. Halfs and pures were forbidden to mingle. Only recently had I discovered this was because the offspring of a male half and female pure made the Apollyon.




  When he spoke again, his voice was soft like a down blanket. She was nothing like your mother, Angel. There was no great love affair. She used to tell me the only reason why she’d kept me was because a god had visited her after my birth. The most beautiful man she’d ever seen, or so she said. That god told her that she must protect me at all costs, that I would become a great power one day.




  As he talked, I recalled the glimpses of Seth’s past that I’d seen when I’d Awakened. Of Seth as a small child, all golden skin and blond curls, playing by a creek or hunched over a toy in a large room stuffed with uncomfortable looking furniture. He was always alone. Nights when he’d awoken crying from a bad dream and no one would come to comfort him. Days when the only person he saw was a nanny who was just as uncaring as his mother. He’d never met his father. To this day, he didn’t even know his name.




  My heart wept for him.




  Then at age eight, he was brought before the Council to determine if he would enter the Covenant. His experience was nothing like mine. There was no poking or pinching. He didn’t kick a Minister. They had taken one look at him and seemed to know what he would become.




  It was the eyes.




  The tawny, amber eyes that held wisdom that belonged to no child—eyes of an Apollyon.




  Things got better for him once he was sent to the Covenant in England, and then to the one in Nashville. So odd that we’d been so close to one another for so many years and had never crossed paths.




  But something was off. When I’d Awakened, I’d learned all of what the previous Apollyons had discovered during their lifetimes, like being plugged into a computer and booting up. And none of them had been born with the eyes of the Apollyon. All of their eyes had become golden after they’d Awakened.




  My Seth had been different.




  But right now, that raw hurting in his chest was eating at him. Where were you born? I asked, hoping to take the topic away from his mother. You’ve never told me.




  He laughed and I smiled. Happy Seth was a better Seth. You won’t believe this, but you know how Fate loves to mess with people?




  Boy, did I ever know that.




  I was born on the island of Andros.




  A shiver danced down my spine. How… ironic. No large leap of faith to consider that my ancestors had also hailed from that island, since many took the name of where they were born. Or, in some cases, the islands were named after the founding families.




  Either way, that was ironic. And something gag-worthy surfaced. Andros was a whopping 147 square miles. You don’t think we’re related?




  What? Seth burst into laughter. No.




  How can you be so sure? Because if we’re pulling a Luke and Leia, I’m going to barf.




  My family isn’t linked to yours in any way. Besides, your lineage is to Apollo.




  And who is yours? There was no answer, only a wealth of arrogant silence. Why do you keep that from me?




  Seth sighed. I will tell you when we’re together. I’ll show you everything, Angel. And all the questions you have, you’ll have your answers.
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  CHAPTER 4




  After lunch was served the following day, I roamed my cell alone. Something was going on upstairs—doors opening and slamming shut, pounding feet, and happy shouts.




  Curious, I went to the bars and strained to hear more. The conversation was too muffled to make heads or tails of who it was, but someone had arrived. And it wasn’t a god. I would know it if it were. Their essence was strong, something I could feel inside me.




  Touching the bars, I measured the response. The blue shimmer was fading. Take that, Seth. Did that mean the mark above would also fade without a booster? Good gods, I hoped so. I searched for the cord, wanting to tell him about the new development. Seth was there but not talkative. He was with Lucian, at least that much I got. Whatever was being discussed was muted to me.




  Immediate dislike rose in response to Lucian’s presence. I’d obviously have to get over it, but it was going to be difficult. I would never be a fan of my stepfather.




  Unhooking from the connection, I wondered what Aiden was doing. He usually spent a great part of his day sitting in that folding chair, brooding at me.




  You’ve given me the hope I need.




  Hope for what? A “happily ever after” for us?




  I found myself in the tiny white bathroom, staring into the sucky plastic mirror above the sink. The thing was practically cemented into the wall, lightweight plastic so I couldn’t fashion it into some kind of weapon.




  Leaning against the sink, I all but plastered my face against the mirror. My reflection was wavy, distorted by the cheap quality, but it was my eyes I was staring at.




  They were amber, just like all the other Apollyons after they’d Awakened. It was kind of strange seeing my eyes like that, but it also felt right. Like I’d come into something I was destined to become. Which, duh, I had.




  I cocked my head to the side. What would my Seth think when he finally saw me—really saw me—all Apollyoned-out? He would be pleased, so unlike Aiden, who hated my eyes…




  A sudden sharp feeling speared my chest. Holy crap… I was lightheaded as I gripped the sink. This wasn’t a physical pain, more like the kind when the world drops out from underneath my feet. Or when there’s really, sucktastic bad news.




  It was the sensation of a heart being annihilated with no possibility of repair.




  The breath I sucked in was shrill. The feeling didn’t make sense. My heart wasn’t broken. It was whole and it belonged to my Seth. And he loved me in return. He’d never told me that he did, but he had to. We were destined for each other, and once together, we would be perfect. We would rule over both Olympus and the mortal world.




  “We will be gods,” I whispered.




  “Oh, Alex, even I’m amazed by how inflated your ego has become. Gods, if I was fully corporeal, I’d so kick your ass right now.”




  I whirled around, fully expecting to find Caleb standing in the bathroom, because that was his voice. But no one was there. Heart racing, I peeked into the cell. Empty.




  “Caleb?”




  No response.




  I inched into the cell, willing Caleb to appear if he was really here. Silence stretched out, and just when I was about to admit that I might’ve lost my damn mind, warmth passed through me.




  Did Caleb just… walk through me?




  “Uh…”




  There was a light chuckle from behind me. Whipping around, I just… I could only stare.




  Caleb stood there, dark blond brows arched in such a painfully familiar way. He was wearing a tunic-style shirt and white, linen pants. It was Caleb, but… not.




  I could totally see the bars through him. Freaky. “Caleb?”




  He glanced down at himself. “Yeah, it’s me, in shade form for your viewing pleasure.”




  “Are you really here, or have I lost my mind?”




  A slow, easy grin pulled at pale lips. “I’m here. Well, as here as I can be.”




  I drew in a breath, but it got stuck. “Can I touch you?” My legs were moving me forward in jerky motions. No graceful Apollyon here. “Can I hug you?”




  His brows lowered. “No, Alex, you can’t. You’d go right through me.” He grinned. “Though you seemed to enjoy it the first time around.”




  I laughed, stopping short of touching. “Gods, I want to hug you so badly.”




  “I know.” His grin faded. “But we don’t have a lot of time.”




  We never did. I rocked back on my heels, smiling. “You’re here to break me out, aren’t you?”




  “Ah, no, I’m not here to break you out.”




  My smile slipped off my face. “Why? I don’t understand. I need to get out of here. My Seth needs—”




  “I’m here as a last-ditch effort, Alex.” He reached out as if to touch me, but stopped. “Apollo sent me.”




  I folded my arms and scowled. “What does he have to do with this?”




  “He hopes that I can reach you, Alex.”




  “Do you know he hit me with a god bolt?”




  Caleb winced. “Yeah, I heard. Everyone in the Underworld sort of heard, but Alex, you kind of had it coming.” When I opened my mouth, he silenced me. “Apollo would be here if he could.”




  “And why can’t he?” I turned away, trying to push down my anger, which was like screwing a lid on a box—it wasn’t working. “He’s afraid of me, isn’t he? He should be. Apollo is totally on my shit list.”




  “Do you hear yourself? A god afraid of you?” He sounded dumbfounded. “Apollo’s not here because Aiden, the love of your life, banned him from here.”




  I spun around, eyes narrowing. “He’s not the love of my life.”




  Caleb shook his head. “He has always been yours, Alex. And you’ve always been his.”




  My mouth puckered as if I had tasted something sour. “Is this why you came from the great beyond? To talk about my love life?”




  “Well, the love of your life banned Apollo from entering this house because Aiden’s afraid Apollo will harm you.” Oh, yeah, Caleb got an eyeful of my shock. “And Apollo had one of his nymphs come down to the Underworld, pulled me right out from underneath Hades’ nose to help you. Both of them—Aiden and Apollo—are doing crazy things to save you.”




  “But… I don’t need anyone to save me.”




  “Exactly!” Caleb threw his arms up in the air. “That’s what I said!”




  Okay, I wasn’t following this conversation. “Then why aren’t you helping me escape? You could go shade yourself right up to wherever the keys are. I’m sure Aiden has them.”




  He rolled his eyes and they disappeared for an instant. Yikes. “You can save yourself. Only you, and you need to get a-crackin’ on it.”




  My lips pressed together. Here Caleb was, my best friend—my dead best friend, but whatever—I hadn’t seen in what felt like forever, and we were arguing. I didn’t want to argue with him.




  “What are you doing, Alex? This isn’t you. None of this is what you ever wanted.”




  I took a deep breath. “It’s what I want now.”




  Caleb growled low in his throat. He looked like he wanted to strangle me. “What you’re doing is going to get you and Seth killed. Yeah, that’s right—you aren’t invincible. Neither of you are! And there’s a war brewing in Olympus and it’s going to rain all kinds of holy hell down on Earth. Do you want to be responsible for that?”




  Squeezing my hands into fists, I glared up at him. “We want to change things, Caleb! You of all people have to understand that! Together, Seth and I can free the servants—my father! We can overthrow the Council. We can—”




  He barked a mad sort of laugh. One that usually meant he was close to pushing me into a corner. “Do you really think that’s what’s going to happen once you succeed in wiping out all the Councils? That Lucian is going to free the halfs and everyone is going to love one another?”




  I opened my mouth, but he kept going. “And let’s pretend that’s not absurd and we’ll all be high on happy pills. The gods are never going to allow it. They will risk exposing themselves to the whole mortal world to stop you. Innocent people will die. You will die.”




  My heart tripped up a little. “So I should do nothing?”




  “No. Don’t you know? The supreme art of war is to subdue the enemy without fighting.”




  “And whoever came up with that was a complete and utter idiot. To win the war, the enemy must be stripped down to their bare bones and destroyed.”




  His eyes narrowed. “You’re an idiot.”




  My lips twitched. “Shut up.”




  Caleb drifted over to me. “Alex, you have to break the bond with Seth. Break it and you will understand everything.”




  “No.” I backed up, running my hands along my hips. “You told me to not give up on Seth. And now you want me to?”




  “I don’t want you to give up on him,” he said, voice taking on a pleading edge. “There’s still hope for him, but only if you can truly reach him. And being the head of Seth’s fan club isn’t going to do it.”




  I laughed then. “That was so you when you were… you know, around. You totally had a boy crush on him.”




  “And I still do. He’s pretty awesome, but right now he’s high on power. Like a meth-head. No. Better yet. A crack-head and a meth-head rolled into one. He’s out of control. Good gods, he’s working with daimons! And if you get out of here and connect with him—transfer your power to him? It’s all over, Alex. He will drain you dry without even meaning to.”




  I gasped. “He would never do that.”




  “He wouldn’t mean to, Alex. But he would. And once he has, he’ll become the God Killer and no one needs you.” He shook his head sadly. “That’s if you even make it to him. Apollo will stop you. Every god will come down here to stop you.”




  Shaking my head, I refused to believe this. My Seth would never drain me. He needed me, like I needed him. And together, we would be unstoppable. We could change things. As the Apollyon, I wouldn’t lose people like I’d lost Caleb and my mom.




  I shook my head.




  “Alex,” he pleaded softly.




  “No. No! Because I’m powerful enough now that no one I love will ever die again!”




  “Alex—”




  Stupid, weak tears burned my eyes. “If I had been the Apollyon when we were attacked, I could’ve saved you!”




  His form flickered. “No, Alex, you couldn’t have.”




  “Don’t say that. Don’t ever say that.” My chest was too tight. He faded a little. “What’s happening?”




  “I have to go.” Caleb looked stricken. “Break the connection, Alex. It’s the only way to save you both.”




  I shook my head so fast my hair slapped my cheeks. Before I could utter a word, he flickered out and was gone. I stood there for minutes, maybe hours, staring at the spot where he’d stood, fighting tears and everything he’d said. I didn’t—couldn’t believe what he’d said.




  Caleb didn’t get it. He’d never lost people like I had—people like him. While he was in the Underworld playing Mario Go Kart, I was up here, knee-deep in the pain and anguish of losing him and my mom. I was dealing with the fact that my father was a damn servant.




  He didn’t get it!




  Being connected with my Seth was the only way to save us. By the time my Seth and I were done, there would be no more pain.
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  CHAPTER 5




  I had the distinct impression that Caleb had failed somehow after he’d left, and I hoped he wasn’t going to get punished. I didn’t think Apollo would do anything to him, but then again, what did I know?




  Caleb’s visit left me tattered. Keyed up and with no way to expel the nervous energy, I paced the cell. Part of me wanted to rage and scream. A whole other side of me wanted to sit down and cry like a little baby. Seeing Caleb was like a gift, but all we’d done was argue. It left a stone in my stomach that just kept pulling me down, down.




  When Aiden appeared with a bag of takeout food, I almost threw it back at him, but I was starving. And I… had the strangest urge to tell him about Caleb.




  “Who’s here?” I asked between mouthfuls of mystery meat and soggy buns.




  He didn’t answer.




  I rolled my eyes, finishing off the burger. Rummaging around in the bag, I pulled out an extra-large order of fries. With all the exercise I was getting, my escape would involve me rolling out of here. “I know someone has shown up.”




  A handful of fries went into my mouth, and then another. Salt and grease coated my fingertips. Yum. “Are you not going to talk? Just sit there and stare at me like a creeper?”




  Aiden cracked a half smile. “You called me that once before.”




  “Yeah, because you are a creeper.” I frowned at my almost-empty carton. There were never enough fries.




  “Actually, I’d been watching to make sure you didn’t sneak off the island.”




  I remembered. It had been the night of Zarak’s house party, back when things had at least seemed simpler. Zarak… I wondered what had happened to Zarak. I didn’t think he’d been on the island when Poseidon had pitched a fit, but I didn’t know.




  Finished with the fries, I licked the salt off my finger as I lifted my gaze.




  Aiden’s eyes flared silver, and something warm unfurled in my stomach. I put my other finger to my lips—




  Holy baby daimons everywhere, what the hell was I doing? I grabbed a napkin, wiping furiously at my fingers. Across from me, heat roared off Aiden.




  By the time I finally looked at Aiden again, he was all kinds of coolness—the master of impassivity. He even arched his brow at me. Good for him. Whatever. He’d totally checkmated me, but now I knew who was upstairs—Laadan and Olivia. I remembered then that while I’d been on the Elixir, Deacon had told Aiden they were coming. Then I’d hid in the closet because Aiden had raised his voice.




  I’d actually hid in a closet.




  “You look happy,” Aiden commented as he unwrapped a chicken sandwich.




  Man, who scrapped the mayo off and only ate a sandwich on one bun? Aiden. That’s who. “Oh, I was just reminiscing about learning how to play chess and hiding in closets.”




  He’d only taken two bites, but tossed the remainder in his bag. A muscle worked in his jaw. “Alex, I hated seeing you like that. As much as I hate seeing you like this. So if you want me to feel guilty, I do. If you want me to hate myself for making that decision, I do.”




  I should’ve been doing a celebratory dance or something, because I’d gotten a nice little jab in there, but my shoulders sagged. Words were on the tip of my tongue, words I shouldn’t say. So I said nothing. We spent the rest of whatever time of day it was in silence. When he left, I didn’t reach out to Seth. Between Caleb’s surprise visit and the thing with Aiden, I was too out of it.




  Sometime later, maybe a couple of hours, I heard the door open and shut quickly—way too quickly and quietly to be Aiden, who always came down the stairs like a warrior preparing for battle.




  I popped up from the mattress, holding my breath.




  Two slender, denim-clad legs came into view, and then a billowy white shirt tucked into the front of jeans. The knee-high boots gave my visitor away. They were great boots.




  Olivia.




  Opportunity had just come a-knocking.




  She came to a halt at the bottom of the stairs, her tight curls pulled back from her face. Olivia’s caramel-colored complexion was beautiful, even when it was pale. She looked like she was staring down a horde of daimons right now.
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