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  In the deepening twilight that fell across the city, a single star burned red.




  At first glance, I thought it was a plane. I watched it a moment, waiting for it to flash and continue its steady course overhead, tracing a path above the rise of buildings around us. But it

  didn’t blink. It didn’t flicker or fade. The light remained, a tiny crimson flame in a sky that was otherwise blue and blank.




  On the sidewalk ahead, Tink took a few steps forward and then swung back to face me. She tilted her head, giving me a quizzical look. “Why are you stopping?”




  I glanced up once more. The night was cloudless, the sky wide and empty against the glow of downtown lights. The star was gone, the little flame extinguished. “Did you see that?” I

  asked.




  “Not again,” Tink groaned. She scanned the street, turning in a slow circle with her hands set on her hips. Her eyebrows lifted. “What am I supposed to be seeing here? A

  squirrel? Another cat beneath a car?”




  Three blocks back, I’d made her stop so I could investigate a pair of eyes gleaming out from between the wheels of a parked Jeep. When I’d dropped into a crouch and reached my hand

  under the car, a cat had darted away with a series of hisses, then disappeared behind a fence.




  I shrugged. “Hey, that could have been a Harrower.”




  Tink fixed me with a blank stare.




  “A small one,” I suggested.




  She rolled her eyes. “I am beginning to regret bringing you with me.”




  “You’re not the only one.” I paused again, searching the darkening blue above me. Between the roofs of buildings, I saw only sky. The red star—whatever it had actually

  been—did not reappear. “As thrilling as this is,” I continued, “I have to admit, I thought being a Guardian would be a bit more…glamorous.”




  That wasn’t strictly true. Not anymore. When Tink had become a Guardian and I hadn’t, I’d been more than a little jealous—but over the past several months, I’d also

  seen enough of demons to know that being called to fight them wasn’t all about powers, or about defending the helpless. It wasn’t all superheroes and secrets. Being a Guardian meant

  being a protector, but it also meant pain. It meant death. I knew that. I had witnessed death. I had killed. And even before that, my mother had spent countless hours warning me of the dangers that

  came along with the calling.




  But what no one had bothered to mention was the one thing I might actually have listened to. As it turned out? Spending Saturday nights on patrol was pretty boring.




  “Glamorous,” Tink repeated, wrinkling her nose as she looked at me.




  “Exciting?” I tried.




  “You want us to get attacked?”




  “Well, no,” I said. Though I hadn’t run across any demons in the past several weeks, I wasn’t in any particular rush to change that.




  “Because I am perfectly happy being bored,” Tink said. “As far as I’m concerned, all the Harrowers can just crawl their way back Beneath and stay there.” She

  marched ahead, moving toward the end of the block.




  I hurried to catch up with her. The street was quiet, cluttered with parked cars and apartment buildings crowded closely together. The occasional tree lent the avenue a hint of green. In the

  hush, I heard strains of music from an open window. Yellow light filtered out through screens and curtains. The air was hot and sticky, and so thick we might as well have been swimming. When a

  mosquito landed on my arm, I slapped at it, leaving a tiny reddish smear that I wiped on Tink’s shoulder when she wasn’t looking.




  We’d been walking the outer edge of downtown Minneapolis for over two hours, and so far our only encounters—aside from the cat—had been a group of preteen boys shouting lewd

  comments, a dog with its head stuck in a trash can, and a shirtless man who had come lurching out of an alley toward us, his chest red with sunburn. The shirtless man had been startling enough that

  Tink had jumped and screamed, but it turned out to just be some drunk guy who wanted a light for his cigarette. Tink’s shriek had scared him, and he’d lurched away again.




  Tink was still rather embarrassed by the incident. As we turned the street corner, she crossed her arms over her chest and said, “Why do smokers always go around asking for a light,

  anyway? Shouldn’t they have a lighter?”




  “Maybe he left it wherever he left his shirt.”




  She sighed. “See? I told you I’m not cut out for this. If that guy had been a Harrower, I’d probably have peed my pants.”




  “At least no one would be able to tell,” I said. Tink had chosen to dress all in black: long-sleeved T-shirt, pants, even her shoes and socks. Since Guardians weren’t bothered

  by extremes in temperature—rather handy, given Minnesota’s weather—she appeared perfectly comfortable, while I was sweating in my shorts and tank top. I plucked at her sleeve.

  “You don’t think this makes us look just the teensiest bit suspicious?”




  “Your mom runs around the Cities in a hoodie with a giant white star on the back,” Tink pointed out.




  “Yeah, but Mom is…Mom.” Though I supposed if Tink was going to be a teenage superhero, she might as well look the part. “You could at least be a bit more

  creative,” I added. “Maybe we should come up with a costume for you, now that you’re an official Guardian. You know, something that doesn’t scream I’m here to steal

  all your valuables and murder you in your sleep.” Given Tink’s fondness for glitter, we could just find her a wand and staple some wings to her back.




  Before I could suggest this, however, she aimed a glower at me. “First of all, kindly remember that I am now capable of kicking your ass. Second, I am not official. This is just a trial

  run.”




  Her fifth trial run, to be exact. She’d been on patrol before—twice with her trainer, Camille, and twice with Mr. Alvarez, the leader of the Guardians. They’d both been so

  overbearing that she swore the only way she’d continue was if they let her fly free. But not too free, as it turned out, since she’d roped me into coming along with her. Mom

  hadn’t been thrilled with the idea of me going on patrol, but both she and Mr. Alvarez had approved the plan.




  “You’re going to have to make a decision sooner or later,” I said. “Unless you plan to be on trial runs until you’re sixty.”




  “I don’t know. That might increase the odds of me living to sixty.”




  I didn’t have a response for that. Being a Guardian was dangerous—and nothing I said would change that. Especially since I suspected the only reason Mr. Alvarez had allowed a

  half-trained Guardian and an uncalled Amplifier to patrol on their own was my boyfriend, Leon. Leon was my Guardian; he knew whenever I was in trouble. If Tink and I ran into any problems—be

  they human or Harrower—Leon would sense it, and he’d swoop in to save the day.




  He’d offered to come with us tonight, but Tink said she refused to be a third wheel on her own patrol. Instead, Leon was sitting at home, finishing up homework for one of the summer

  courses he was taking.




  At least, he was doing that in theory. In reality, he was mostly just texting me.




  Tink shot me an annoyed look when my phone buzzed again. “That’s like the six hundredth time he’s texted you,” she said.




  Admittedly, I had lost count, but that number sounded a bit high. I shrugged. “He’s worried.”




  “Why? Doesn’t he have some inner Guardian alarm system that alerts him if any danger crosses your path? I thought you told him to stop being so overprotective. Isn’t that the

  point of all the training you’ve been doing?”




  “Yeah, well, he’s still working on that.” Because Leon had been called to guard me, his primary instinct was to keep me from harm—usually by teleporting me away at the

  first sign of danger. But since I’d developed the ability to amplify powers, I was no longer quite so vulnerable. We’d been training together for the past few months, though we

  hadn’t had much chance to put it into practice.




  “Allow me.” Tink snatched the phone out of my hands and tapped out a response. Still not dead. Will notify you if status changes.




  I laughed. “Wow, punctuation and everything.”




  “I’m just helping you maintain a healthy relationship by reminding him that you are the one in charge.”




  I shook my head. Tink’s idea of a healthy relationship involved a lot more drama than mine did. Since her own boyfriend, Greg, was spending the next two months with his grandparents in

  Denmark, their on-again off-again relationship was currently off. According to Tink, anyway. I’m just saving him from having to dump me again when he meets some tall, gorgeous

  Danish girl with perfect hair and actual breasts, she’d told me. But she’d also sworn off boys for the rest of the summer, so I figured she was hoping he’d return to her,

  after all. I wasn’t certain how she planned to explain her new Guardian activities to him, if they did get back together—but knowing Tink, the thought of leading a double life probably

  appealed to her.




  We turned another corner, where the arrangement of cars was less dense. Nearby, a bicycle lay on its side in a stretch of overgrown grass. Some kids had drawn a hopscotch court on the sidewalk

  in green and pink chalk, along with a few crooked hearts and the blurred letters of what had once been a name. Tink took out her phone, scanning the directions she’d typed on it. “Three

  more blocks this way, then we head back the other direction,” she said.




  “Is this the route you took before?”




  “No. Ryan switches up the patrols every night so we don’t look like a bunch of stalkers.”




  “Since when is it Ryan instead of Mr. Alvarez?”




  She made a face. “Since I look like an idiot when I’m the only Guardian who calls him Mr. Alvarez.”




  Or maybe since he’d talked to her about her father, I guessed. Tink had long believed that her father had betrayed the Kin—until Mr. Alvarez set the story straight.




  I was about to respond when a sudden shift of light from down the block caught my attention.




  At first, all I saw was a silhouette: the darkened outline of a figure turned away; the soft sway of long hair; the slope of a shoulder; a shadow taking shape. Then there was movement. A single

  step, and then another. Someone crept slowly across the sidewalk toward us, and that someone wasn’t human. Knowing slid into my senses. I felt a familiar chill up and down my spine.

  Harrower.




  I caught Tink by the arm, pulling her to me. “Stop.”




  She froze, her body tensing. We stared, wordless, as the demon took another shuffling step forward.




  Sound and color died out around us. The hush in the street became a hush in the world. Everything felt abruptly distant—the parked cars, the houses, the whine of insects, the heavy,

  heat-glazed sky. Harrowers confused perceptions, so I reminded myself to focus. To see. I concentrated on what was solid, what was real. The thin fabric of Tink’s sleeve. The sidewalk beneath

  me.




  I watched the demon, studying her. She was wearing her human skin. From far away, she appeared to be only a girl. Her face was a pale oval, her hair a shock of red. Like Susannah, I thought.

  Susannah, who had smiled as she killed her way through the Cities in her search for the Remnant. For a second my heart seemed to stop. But Susannah was dead, I told myself—dead at my own

  hands. This girl, this demon, was not her.




  I clenched a fist, glancing at Tink. She hadn’t moved since she’d seen the Harrower. I wasn’t even certain she was still breathing. Her lips were parted slightly, and her own

  hands were slack at her sides, no Guardian lights flaring beneath her fingertips.




  “We need to do something,” I whispered, shaking her lightly. At the end of the block, the Harrower continued inching toward us. Her red hair swung as she moved.




  Tink edged backward, escaping my grip, and then turned toward me. Her eyes were huge. “This is totally your fault.”




  “What? Why?”




  “You wanted something exciting to happen.”




  “So? I’d also like a million dollars to drop into my lap, but I don’t see any money falling from the sky, do you?”




  “That is wishful thinking. This was tempting fate.”




  If I hadn’t been worried about the Harrower, I would have rolled my eyes. “Can you maybe blame me later? Like after we take care of the demon?”




  Tink hesitated. She glanced down at her left hand, where the first hint of colors began to shine under her skin, thin light twining in summer yellow and pale violet. She cradled her arm against

  her. “Do you think we could reason with her?”




  I looked down the sidewalk. The demon was still some distance away, but that distance was closing step by step. “You want to reason with a Harrower? How?”




  “You know…she goes back Beneath, we don’t fight, no one has to get hurt.”




  “I don’t think she’s going to like that plan.”




  Closer now, I could see the demon’s expression. She was grinning at us, her mouth wide, red teeth gleaming. Her human disguise was flawed. Here and there, a trace of silver could be seen

  under her flesh. Her eyes were milky and flat.




  Flickers of Knowing pulsed through me. I could read this demon easily, whether or not I wished to—but I sensed none of the coldness or cunning I’d felt from other Harrowers. Nothing

  even akin to conscious thought. She was all images, quick flashes of noise and color. I caught only impressions: a blood-streaked sky, the click of talons. The hot hiss of breath between snapping

  jaws. Scales. Saliva. There was hate within this Harrower, but no focus or intent. She seemed almost feral.




  Tink was watching her, too. The glow of light within her wrist was bright now, but she was trembling. Her slim shoulders quivered. “Oh, God,” she breathed. “Why did I ever

  agree to do this?”




  “We’ll be all right,” I said. “I’ll help you. I’ve been training with Leon, using my Amplification.”




  She shook her head. “No. We should run.”




  “We can do this.”




  “We can’t.”




  Something in her voice gave me pause. “Tink?”




  “There’s another one behind us.”




  I spun around. Tink didn’t have a Knowing, but Guardians could sense Harrowers, and she had sensed this one. This demon was farther away, but it was moving faster. And it wore no human

  disguise, no flesh to hide its form. Silver caught the light as it ran. Red claws tapped along the sidewalk, scraping and clacking.




  “Okay,” I said, sucking in a breath. “That’s bad.”




  I turned again. From the other direction, the girl was still slinking forward. She seemed to be murmuring something, whispering, urging—harsh rasping sounds that weren’t quite words

  but made my skin crawl.




  Fear tightened my chest, and I fought against it. I grabbed Tink’s hand, dragging her with me as I stepped toward the second Harrower.




  “This one,” I said.




  “What?”




  “Leon will handle the other.” He hadn’t appeared yet, but I had no doubt that he would soon. “Come on!”




  As we ran, I began amplifying. I built a connection between Tink and me, starting small, with Knowing, with moments and memories that linked us. Briefly, I saw an image of Tink laughing, the

  shine of glitter in her pale hair. Another: her head bowed, her eyes closing. And then the bond was there, a slender thread expanding. Strength raced into me as I shared Tink’s powers. There

  was a surge of heat in my veins and along the skin of my arm. The glow in Tink’s hand intensified, vibrant colors spinning out in shades of amber and ochre, deep blue, emerald.




  “Go for the throat,” I told her.




  “I know.”




  The demon reached us. It crouched low for a moment, and then its body whipped upright, one arm arcing outward. Claws slashed toward Tink. She shrieked and ducked backward, evading it. Through

  the bond between us, I felt her panic rising—but the Amplification held. As the demon lurched forward, I struck, blocking its attack and trying to catch its throat. But the demon was too

  fast. It jerked away, out of my grasp. My fingers closed on empty air. The demon lunged again.




  Then Leon was beside me.




  His arm wrapped around my waist. He twisted sideways, lifting me against him and pulling me out of the demon’s path. His free hand shot out, and he hit the demon with such force that it

  flew backward through the air. It went sprawling onto the concrete, then rolled onto all fours, watching us, wary.




  The other Harrower was much nearer now. Her voice hissed out, loud in the quiet.




  Leon set me to the ground, one hand on my shoulder, steadying me.




  “I’m not hurt,” I said, looking up at him. “I promise. Tink and I have this one. You take the girl.”




  For a second, I thought he would argue. Our eyes met, and I saw the worry in his gaze. Lightly, he touched my face.




  “Guys?” Tink said from beside us. “Not the best time to be having a moment.”




  Leon’s hand dropped. He divided a look between Tink and me, his expression going strict and serious. “Don’t take any risks. Do it quick and clean.” And then he was in

  motion. He vanished, reappearing an instant later behind the red-haired demon. She spun around with a noise that was half-snarl, half-howl.




  I turned to Tink. Her face was ashen. A thin trail of red was beading along her collarbone where a claw had grazed the skin. “You okay?”




  “No,” she said, and launched herself at the Harrower.




  It rose to meet her, parrying her blows as I hurried to help. Tink struck again and again, her hand a blur of color, hot light trailing through the thick blue of dusk. The demon latched onto her

  arm, but Tink was stronger than it was. She broke from its grip with ease, even as its talons clenched. One claw caught her shoulder, leaving a long rent in the fabric, but it didn’t sink in.

  No blood welled up in the tear. Tink shoved the Harrower away, moving forward as it fell back. I was quick to follow.




  We pushed the attack. This time when the Harrower dodged Tink’s blow, my own strike connected. My hand seized its throat. Cold flesh burned against my palm, and Knowing coursed through me.

  I felt the flare of the demon’s rage, the hate bubbling up within it; I couldn’t block it out. Tink took hold of the back of the demon’s neck, her fingers digging in, squeezing.

  The Harrower thrashed and flailed, but we held fast. Through the silver of its scales, its spine went red.




  Kill it, I thought. End it.




  But I hesitated.




  My thoughts spun back to Susannah once more. I saw the flash of her hair; I heard her low laughter. Her eyes were watchful, her smile sly. Her golden dress glittered as she danced. I recalled

  how Leon and I had fought her, how we had killed her. The way she had kicked. The feel of her neck snapping. The final breath that had strangled within her.




  For just a moment, my fingers loosened.




  A moment was all the Harrower needed. It wrenched free, staggering backward. One hand swung out wildly, catching Tink and tossing her to the sidewalk. She landed on her side a short distance

  away, gasping, the impact a heavy thud that reverberated through both of us.




  The connection between us shattered.




  The strength in my arm died out. The demon whirled toward me, teeth bared and gnashing.




  Leon teleported between us.




  “Don’t amplify,” he warned, and his arm circled me once more. He drew me tightly to him as the demon sped toward us. Its claws sliced the air. We blinked into nothingness.




  The teleportation lasted less than a second. Sudden dark enveloped me, a gap in my senses, and then we were on the street again, a few short steps from the demon. It pivoted, searching, a growl

  rumbling within it.




  “Ready?” I asked Leon.




  He nodded.




  Amplifying with Leon was easier than with Tink. We’d been working at it, training for months—and our connection was stronger. I didn’t even need to start with Knowing. It was

  instinct, instant. I pressed one hand to Leon’s shoulder, then withdrew it. The link blazed between us. Power burned through my veins once more. Together, we turned toward the Harrower.




  We moved without a word spoken between us. With Leon’s abilities Amplified, the demon seemed to realize that it was no match for us. It looked as though it might flee, escape back into the

  waiting Beneath. But it lunged instead, throwing itself forward with a burst of strength. Leon deflected it effortlessly, and then caught it by the neck. I took a step back. My fingers curled into

  a fist.




  The end came quickly. Leon’s grip tightened. There was a sudden crack. The demon’s body slackened, sliding free from Leon’s hands and collapsing onto the sidewalk. It lay

  there, lifeless, its milk-white eyes sightless and staring.




  “Tink?” I called, moving toward her.




  She lifted herself onto her hands and knees, then climbed unsteadily to her feet. “I’m fine. I bit my tongue, that’s all.”




  “You sure?”




  “I’m sure. What happened to the other one?”




  We turned to the sound of a scream.




  A few feet away, the red-haired demon lay writhing on the street. Her legs bucked upward, her heels slamming against the asphalt. Her head rocked backward and struck the curb. She screamed

  again, but her cry was cut off with a sudden cough. A spray of blood plumed into the air. Then, from below, tendrils of shadow crept up around her, dark vines that covered her, choking her. Steam

  rose from her body, seeping into the air. The shadows tightened, squeezing her until she lay flat against the road. There was a sickening crunch. Then the demon went still. Her body lost all trace

  of humanity, her flesh dissolving into scales. Crimson bloomed on her face, sticky trails sliding from her eyes and mouth.




  Tink covered her own mouth with her hand. She backed away. “Ugh! That’s disgusting.”




  I agreed. My stomach roiled. I stopped amplifying and turned to Leon. “What did you do to her?”




  “Not this,” he said. “At least, I don’t think so. I injured her, but…” He shook his head, grimacing.




  A smell of decay filled the air, so strong I almost gagged. Then the demon vanished, her body drawn back Beneath. A wisp of smoke spiraled up from the street. Beside us, the other Harrower also

  disappeared, leaving only a thin smear of blood to mark where it had been.




  The Beneath was never sated, I thought. It hungered always. It fed on its own.




  I hugged my arms, feeling a chill in spite of the clinging heat. Around us, dark had finally fallen. The stars had emerged, tiny points of clear light, not the deep red I’d seen earlier.

  The moon was a slender crescent hanging above, glowing dully orange. All down the street, I felt the hush brought by the Harrowers, the quiet that came as they clouded the senses. But the Harrowers

  were dead. The street was empty, though it didn’t feel empty. It felt…wrong.




  A single word broke the silence.




  “Audrey.”




  A voice, far off, echoing.




  “Audrey.”




  I whipped around.




  I searched for a face and saw only street. The hush receded. Sound filled the air: nearby traffic, someone’s laughter. I heard a police siren wailing in the distance. A window slammed

  shut. But I didn’t hear the voice again, or find its source. We were alone. No figures stood nearby, and all the cars were dark.




  “Did you guys hear that?” I asked, straining to listen and abruptly afraid, more afraid than I’d been when the Harrowers had appeared. The voice had been familiar. I’d

  heard it before. It lived in my memories. And, sometimes, in my nightmares.




  Leon frowned. “Hear what?”




  “Is it another Harrower?” Tink asked. “Please tell me it’s not another Harrower.”




  I shook my head. “No, it’s—”




  I broke off. I didn’t want to speak it. Turning again, I searched the shadows along the street, the dark spaces between houses. At the end of the block, a screen door was swinging, and I

  heard the sudden sharp bark of a dog, but there was no other movement. I reached out with my Knowing and sensed nothing. She was gone, if she’d ever been there.




  “What are you looking for?” Tink asked.




  Black hair, I thought. A silver necklace hanging in the hollow of a throat. A face I knew. The smell of roses. I closed my eyes, letting out a breath.




  “It’s nothing,” I said.




  But what I thought was:




  Iris.




  It’s Iris.
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  As soon as the thought took form, I rebelled against it. No one had seen or heard from Iris since the end of December, more than six months ago. She

  was gone. She’d been swallowed up by the Beneath. She wasn’t coming back. Even her sister, Elspeth, had stopped asking about her.




  I told myself I had merely been imagining things. There had been no sound in the stillness. No voice had breathed my name. It was an illusion, my mind playing tricks on me. A fear called forth

  from my dreams.




  I dreamed of Iris often lately. Not as she had been, that sad-eyed girl I had known, whose grief had clouded the air around her, whose smiles had kept her secrets close. When she appeared, she

  was all fragments and angles, pieces aligning to form a different picture. She was no longer cousin or Kin or even human. Her teeth were red; her eyes were blank. In my dreams, she rewrote

  memories. In my dreams, she wore Susannah’s face.




  The two of them blended together, one body, one being, a changeling that rearranged itself in every shift of light. They stood in the snow atop Harlow Tower, a knife in their grip, their hair

  streaming out—now bird-wing black, now bright as flame. A boy lay unconscious at their feet. “The beast within him sleeps,” they taunted. Their laughter shook the air. And then

  their throat was in my hands, and I was squeezing.




  I would wake in a blind panic, soaked in sweat. Slowly, deliberately, I would make myself relax; I would remind myself that not all nightmares were Knowings. But even then I was troubled,

  afraid. Because Susannah was dead, but Iris might not be. And that was the problem.




  Iris knew. She knew about Gideon.




  No, I told myself again. She was gone. She was nothing.




  Now, with effort, I let my hands fall to my sides. I scanned my surroundings once more, if only to reassure myself. There was movement at the end of the block, but it was only a girl on a

  bicycle, swerving to miss a soccer ball that had been left in the road. The lights of Minneapolis burned all around us, keeping the dark at bay. In the distance, a car horn honked.




  Beside me, Leon and Tink were discussing what to do next. Tink was scowling, rubbing her elbow, which she must have scraped when she’d fallen.




  “We’re supposed to report in to Ryan whenever there’s an attack,” she was saying. “Time, location, detailed description of incident.”




  Leon blinked at her. Since, in addition to being my Guardian, he was basically Mom’s sidekick, most of his patrols were with her—and she didn’t report to anybody.

  “Seriously?”




  Tink scrunched up her face. “Seriously. So he can chart them.”




  “What, you mean he keeps some sort of demon-sighting spreadsheet?” I asked.




  “You’re surprised by this?”




  “No,” I admitted with a laugh. Mr. Alvarez really could not resist the urge to give homework. I was only surprised he didn’t hand out quizzes on the proper technique for

  fighting demons. Although, now that I thought about it, maybe he did.




  Before I could question Tink on the subject, she pulled out her phone, glanced at it half a moment, and then handed it to Leon. “You call,” she said. “I don’t feel like

  talking to him.” Without waiting for a response, she turned her back and stalked away. She seated herself on the curb a few feet from us, her legs folded up against her.




  I went to sit beside her, kicking a pebble onto the street. It skidded into the air, bounced a short distance, and disappeared beneath a car.




  Tink hunched her shoulders. “Do not ask me if I’m okay.”




  “Okay.” I hesitated. Tink was afraid, and not without reason. Though her injuries tonight were superficial, there was no guarantee she’d survive the next fight, or the one

  after that. I gazed at the line of blood on her collarbone, crimson already drying into a thin, flaky brown. The rip in her sleeve had widened, baring her shoulder. She wouldn’t look at me,

  but what I saw of her face was damp with tears.




  When she’d first told me she’d been called, I hadn’t understood her reluctance. At the time, I’d wanted nothing more than to be a Guardian myself. That had changed the

  night Leon and I killed Susannah. Now I no longer knew what I wanted. I could still be called, but it seemed less and less likely that I would be. My seventeenth birthday had come and gone, and

  though some Guardians weren’t called until their late teens, fifteen and sixteen were more common.




  I leaned back on my hands and stared skyward. “You did it, though,” I told Tink. “You fought. You didn’t run away.”




  Her voice was quiet. “I was useless.”




  “That’s not true.”




  “No, you’re right. I was worse than useless.”




  “We’re alive. We’re not hurt. And, hey, you didn’t even pee your pants.” I paused and turned toward her again. “Did you?”




  “You are so not funny.” But she laughed, wiping the tears from her face.




  Leon crossed the sidewalk to us and held Tink’s phone out to her. “He wants to talk to you.”




  She groaned but hopped to her feet and took the phone.




  I stood and faced Leon, skimming my eyes over him. There were no cuts that I could see in his clothing or skin, and no bruises beginning to spread—though there was a slight smudge of dirt

  along his jaw. His dark brown hair was tousled, wisps of it curling haphazardly. He was watching me with a tiny furrow in his brow, his blue eyes troubled. I laughed when I realized he was looking

  me over much as I was doing to him.




  Raising my hands in the air, I turned in a circle. “Not even a scrape. You?”




  He shook his head, smiling a little.




  I stepped forward and looped my arms around his neck. “Thanks for the help,” I said. “And for not dumping me onto my bed and disappearing.”




  “Never letting that one go, are you?”




  “Nope.”




  For a moment, his smile widened into a grin. Then his expression turned serious. “Audrey—”




  He wanted to talk about the Harrower fight, I supposed. I didn’t. Not just yet. “Can we do this later?” I asked, sliding my arms back to my sides. I turned away, toward the

  glow of the skyline.




  Tink was still talking to Mr. Alvarez. I couldn’t hear their conversation, but she didn’t look happy. I wondered if there had been more attacks. Though there hadn’t been many

  incidents since Susannah’s death three months ago, the Guardians were still tracking down the rest of her followers—weaker Harrowers she’d brought up from Beneath, and other

  stragglers who’d been under her sway for a time. The two demons we’d fought tonight must have been hers, I reasoned. They hadn’t seemed strong enough to breach the Astral

  Circle—the barrier that protected our world from the Beneath—on their own.




  “Okay,” Tink said after a minute, tucking her phone into her pocket. “This patrol is now officially over.”




  “You want to come back to my house?” I asked. Her mother—an ER nurse—was on night shift; their apartment would be empty.




  Tink sighed, closing her eyes briefly. “I just want to go home.”




  Since her car was parked several blocks away, Leon offered to teleport her to it. He reappeared in front of me a moment later, then took my hand and drew me to him. There was a second of blank

  space, darkness swimming across my vision and a welcoming coolness against my skin, and then we were in the entryway of my house.




  Leon flicked on the hall light as I kicked off my shoes. “Are you hungry?” he asked.




  Tink and I had eaten a quick dinner before we’d left for patrol, but the fight—or perhaps my Amplification—had burned all the energy right out of me. I grinned up at him.

  “Are you cooking?”




  “I’ll make you a sandwich.”




  “I’d rather have an omelet.”




  “At ten at night?”




  “What? Is that weird?”




  He shook his head and walked toward the kitchen.




  The house was dark and hot around me. The air-conditioning was once again broken, so I went from room to room tugging open windows and turning on fans. A moth beat at the screen in the living

  room, leaving a little film of dust on the mesh. I paused at the sill, gazing into the yard.




  Outside, the air smelled of cut grass and humidity. The streetlamps threw shadows across the lawn. Everything was shaded gray and green. Down the road, the beam of headlights sliced through the

  darkness and then disappeared. I flicked at the moth with one finger, sending it fluttering off into the sticky night. Then I made my way to the kitchen and stood in the doorway, watching Leon.




  Officially, he was no longer living with us. He had his own tiny apartment near the University of Minnesota campus, since Mom considered it irresponsible parenting for me to live with my

  boyfriend. Never mind that Leon could just teleport into the house whenever he wanted, or that he was always over here, anyway—it was the principle of the thing, Mom said. I didn’t

  mention that now we just spent most of our time making out at his apartment. And we didn’t have to worry about her walking in on us, which she had done on more than one mortifying occasion.

  That had led to even further mortification: shortly after Leon and I had started dating, she’d sat me down for a truly excruciating talk, in which she told me that sex was healthy so

  long as it was safe, and not to do anything until I was ready. I’d chosen to go on birth control—and though I wasn’t quite ready yet, I was having fun getting there.




  Leon glanced over his shoulder at me as I stepped into the kitchen. “What do you want in it?”




  “Everything.”




  Leon was better at baked goods than at entrées, so I decided to help. I rummaged through the fridge until I found a green pepper, then brought it to the counter to chop. Leon had rolled

  up his sleeves and was busy dicing a tomato into cubes. He had a small pile of ingredients next to him: a block of cheddar to be grated, half an onion sealed in a plastic bag, and a handful of

  white mushrooms. We had Mickey, Mom’s boyfriend, to thank for the vegetables. He’d clued into the fact that Mom—whose dinner ideas usually came out of cans—frequently forgot

  to go shopping, and whenever he stopped over he brought a bag of groceries.




  I pulled Gram’s big wooden cutting board out from a drawer and placed the green pepper on it, but I didn’t set to work immediately. I simply stood, listening to the quiet of the

  kitchen. The only sounds were the whir of the overhead fan and the rhythm of the knife in Leon’s hands. I eyed him and frowned. He was silent, concentrating, but I didn’t trust that

  silence. Though I could never read Leon well with my Knowing, I didn’t need any psychic ability to guess his thoughts. He was going to bring up the fight with the Harrowers again. Right now,

  he was probably replaying the attack in his mind, every detail, each action and reaction: the Harrowers’ movements, his own movements, mine; Tink hitting the sidewalk; the demon lunging.




  I still wasn’t ready to discuss it. I was keenly aware of the fact that I’d hesitated—and that my hesitation had put both Tink and me at risk. And if Leon didn’t know

  that already, he would soon. Any second now he was going to realize it.




  Unless I distracted him.




  Without speaking, I left my position near the sink and crossed the kitchen to Leon’s side. He set down his knife and tomato and turned toward me.




  “Yes?” he said.




  “Hi.”




  He smiled. “Hi.”




  I studied him a moment. Leon was tall and skinny—what I described as gangly when I was mad at him, lanky when I wasn’t—and he was always well-dressed. Tonight he

  wore a white-and-gray button-up shirt and a dark blue tie. Though he wasn’t wearing a vest (which was a shame, I thought, since he looked really good in them), and his hair was still mussed

  from the fight, somehow he managed to appear as though he’d spent the evening at a swanky society function, not battling demons. He’d washed the smudge of dirt from his face. He looked

  very tidy, but…




  He gazed down at me, his expression somewhat suspicious. “Weren’t you going to help?”




  “I’ve got a better idea.”




  “Should I be worried?”




  I tapped a finger against my lips and made a show of examining his dress shirt. “Uh-oh, I spy a wrinkle,” I said, tracing the offending crease with my thumb. Before he had a chance

  to respond, I gripped the front of his shirt and tugged it free from his pants. “You should probably take this off and iron it.”




  Leon glanced at the wrinkle, then back at me. At first, he didn’t react. He didn’t speak. He just stood there, watching me. Then, slowly, his face slid into a grin that was pure

  mischief. One of his eyebrows lifted. He loosened his tie.




  And then he vanished.




  I blinked at the space where he’d been—which was now occupied by nothing but empty air and the kitchen’s ugly floral wallpaper. The fan whirred above. The hall clock chimed the

  hour.




  I had no doubt about where he’d gone. Since past experience had taught me that yelling his name at the top of my lungs wouldn’t yield the desired result, I resisted the urge.

  Instead, I fixed a scowl to my face, shoved the omelet ingredients aside, and then pulled myself onto the counter. I perched there, arms folded, and waited.




  He reappeared after a minute or so, all immaculate in a fresh, unwrinkled shirt that was nearly identical to his previous one. His tie was once again perfectly positioned. He’d even rolled

  his sleeves back up. He was still grinning.




  “I cannot believe you just did that,” I said, aiming my glower at him. “Way to miss the point.”




  He gave me an innocent look. “Which was?”




  “You know what it was.” I narrowed my eyes. “So much for not abusing your powers.”




  “It was for a good cause.”




  “Annoying me?”




  “You’re cute when you’re annoyed.”




  I moved to punch him in the shoulder, but he caught my fist, pushed my hand to the counter, and kissed me.




  Immediately, I leaned in to him, kissing him back. He still had my right hand trapped, but I lifted my left, trailing it down along his chest. Beneath my fingertips, I felt the thud of his

  heartbeat; through the fabric of his shirt, I felt the heat of his skin. Carefully, gently, I tested each of the buttons on his shirt until I found one that seemed loose. My fingers tightened

  around it. I gave a quick, hard yank. The button came free, sitting snugly in my hand.




  Leon drew back to stare at me.




  “Oops?” I said.




  “Is there a reason you’ve progressed to destruction of property?”
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