
Prologue

The worst moment of my life was not the one in which one 
hundred and twenty- two  people died due to my selfishness 

and a monster’s rage.
It was not the moment I nearly lost Sebastian on the bridge, 

 either.
It was this moment.
It was this moment, hours  later, when the enormity of what had 

happened fi nally sank in. This moment, when I could no longer 
convince myself it was a dream. This moment, when the moon and 
the stars  were shrouded by the smog, leaving a darkness with only 
one  thing to say:  There was nothing left.

Sebastian and I sat in a frigid church, the wind howling against 
the stone. He lay in my lap, staring straight ahead. He did not cry. 
He did not curse the heavens. He did not pray. He just stared and 
stared at the wooden pew in front of us, his eyes empty.

I ran my fin gers soothingly through his black hair. I rocked him 
back and forth, hoping it might put him to sleep and give him a 
moment  free of misery. I whispered the words I’d been repeating 
for hours.

“It  will be all right, Sebastian. It  will be all right.”
But they rang hollow and I no longer believed them myself. 
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I was frozen with despair for my friends— the ones I had seen die 
and the ones I hadn’t.

The fate of anyone besides Sebastian and myself, I did not 
know. I could repeat words of comfort to Sebastian, but I could 
not even convince myself that it would ever be all right again.

Mr. Kent, Miss Chen, Emily, and Laura had been shot out 
into the sky with more power than they could control. Rose and 
Catherine had been left out on the street with no power to defend 
themselves. I only clung to the thought of finding them  because 
I  couldn’t fathom the alternative— that we might be completely 
alone.

And it was all the fault of Captain Goode.
I crumpled the skirts of my dress, the fabric stiff with his blood. 

I  couldn’t get Captain Goode’s message out of my head. The mes-
sage I had seen in the dim light as we’d passed by 43 Belgrave 
Square. The message he had written in blood on the front of my 
home, just to tell me he had survived.

We  will find you.
He still  wasn’t satisfied. Even  after he’d made me choose 

between my  sister and every one  else.  After he’d taken them all from 
me.  After he’d taken every place I’d ever considered a home. My 
parents. The Lodges. The Kents. He’d left me with nowhere  else to 
go, no idea what I was fighting for, and nothing more I could do.

A draft whistled into the church, flickering the low candles, 
bouncing their light off the statues and sculptures. Twisted shad-
ows  were painted across the wall, figures in agony.

 There was one  thing I could do. I could cut Captain Goode 
open from head to toe, listening to him beg for mercy, for me to 
spare him. Eventually I would give in and heal his wounds, all so I 
could serve him arsenic in his food, which was a second  thing to 
do. It would tear apart his insides, but I’d keep him healthy enough 
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so he could scream at me to end his life. But then I could find a col-
lector of medieval torture devices and offer to test  whether their 
rack was in working order. Three  things. Three  things to do.

My mind swam with visions of blood for minutes or hours, so 
long I began to doubt what was real and what I was seeing through 
a sleepless stupor. But the vengeful fantasies got me through the 
long night. By the time dawn came, I had a list of thirty- six  things 
I could to do to make Captain Goode pay.

And one  thing I could do to find my friends.
A door squeaked open, sending my heart racing for a moment. 

A quiet young man slipped in to extinguish the candles. The morn-
ing light had started to leak in through the dusty win dows. I 
looked down to see Sebastian’s breathing had turned easy and slow. 
His eyes  were fi nally closed. But even now, he did not seem fully 
asleep, his eyes moving rapidly  behind the lids. I reached out to 
 gently touch the crease between his brows, the one that never 
seemed to go away. How much deeper had it been made to night? 
Was there anything I could do to help him rest easier, to find a 
mea sure of peace?

That fierce sensation of our clashing powers traveled up my 
fingertips. I sighed, hoping to draw a  little comfort or strength, to 
make myself move. I’d promised him that I would be with him. 
I’d told him that we would help  people. None of that was  going to 
happen if we stayed  here.

“Sebastian,” I whispered.
Immediately, he sat up. His hand clenched around my knee, 

his muscles bunched, and his eyes flew open, whites showing as 
he looked around wildly.

“It’s all right; it’s all right.” I tried to soothe him, but my voice 
cracked repeatedly  after our cold,  silent night and lack of sleep. 
“It’s just me.”
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Slowly, his eyes found their way back to me, his hand unclench-
ing slightly. His chest heaved rapidly beneath the grubby and torn 
white shirt.

I swallowed hard and tried to sound confident. “We should 
go. I have an idea.”

He looked to the door, then back at me, and I felt sure he was 
pleading for something, but he said nothing.

He had not spoken since the bridge.
I wanted so badly to find the words that would make him 

understand how it had not been his fault. But I had only the cold-
est of comforts to offer him. What could I possibly say? At least 
the two of us had survived? It  wasn’t his enhanced power that had 
killed so many?

Tell him it was actually my own selfish fault?
I took a deep breath and stood only to immediately lurch for-

ward as my numb legs failed to support me. But Sebastian was 
 there, from sitting to standing before I could even register what 
had happened. His arms went around me, pulling me up against 
his chest. I clung to him, his breath in my ear all I heard for a 
moment, and even that sounded full of misery.

 There it was again: the despair that wanted to sink me. I stepped 
back, letting my hand fall into Sebastian’s. His eyes  were hooded 
now and downcast as I pulled him from the pew.

“We have business with a newspaper.” He did not acknowl-
edge me in any way, just let himself be led down the aisle.

Our steps echoed a  little in the small space as we headed 
to  the back of the church. Doom was building inside me as 
we reached the door, panic filling my head, shrieking its pro-
test. I had no idea if this would work. I had no idea if I was 
 going to make every thing worse, yet again, but I had to try. I 
had to claw back into the world, dig in no  matter if my nails 
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cracked and bled, hold on with every thing I had. I owed it to 
Sebastian, to Rose, to my parents, and to every one  else we lost 
last night.

I gave the altar one final glance, then we  were outside in the 
bright light of morning.
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Chapter One

“My ma’s landlord was  there! She swears it  were a man 
with glowing red eyes that burnt them alive!”

The city was still full of talk of the ball three days  later.
We had already heard two arguments the day prior about who 

could have committed such crimes. The French  were suggested, 
but, more disturbingly, so  were unnatural  people with unnatural 
gifts. The Queen was even planning to make a rare public appear-
ance to quell the panic. Which, of course, only made the rumors 
grow more outlandish.

“And the only part he  didn’t burn  were his victims’ eyes. He 
left ’em  behind as a warning. A ballroom full of ashes and eyes!”

I resisted the urge to reach out and smack the loudly arrogant 
fool trying to convince his companions. I did not know if it was 
my paranoia or if London  really was bubbling over with suspicion 
and fear of something more than  human responsible for the crime. 
But  either way, I knew I’d feel safer if we found our friends soon.

The air was still and almost warm, but Sebastian and I hud-
dled together as we walked  toward Hyde Park Corner,  faces down, 
hoping to draw  little attention. The streets  were filled with the 
usual morning crowds—the ton in carriages on their way to Rotten 
Row, bakers finishing the last of their morning sales, young men 
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on their way to apprentice and clerkships. Nothing inherently 
suspicious, but I remained full of dread. I glanced up  every few feet 
and everywhere I looked, I saw a potential threat, a potential ally 
of Captain Goode’s waiting for us, waiting to finish the job started 
at the ball.

We  were almost at the park when Sebastian stopped midstep, 
jerking me back. I turned to see what had finally arrested his 
attention after these three days. The answer was pastries.

In the dusty win dow of a pastry shop, a police notice was posted 
for a tall, dark- haired, high- cheekboned young man last seen flee-
ing from the scene of the Belgrave Ball three nights earlier.

A sketch of Sebastian’s face filled the page, a caricature made 
of his deep- set eyes and thin lips. He looked vicious, monstrous. 
But he was still recognizable. A lump filled my throat, and I 
swallowed it down like a stone. In all my worries about Captain 
Goode and in the rumors flying across the city, I  hadn’t thought 
that the police would be looking for Sebastian. I surveyed the 
street. One, two, three, four, five of the notices decorated building 
walls and lampposts, and those were just what I could see from 
where I stood. Which likely meant hundreds if not thousands were 
plastered across the city.

“Why, it’s . . .  it’s ridicu lous,” I said shortly, looking between 
Sebastian and the warrant that looked too much like him. Why 
 didn’t he have a scarf he could pull up over his face? A hat to pull 
down? The man  didn’t even have a blasted hat to wear!

I turned him to me and pulled the collar of his coat up around 
his ears, wishing for the hundredth time that he was less tall and 
striking. He did not respond, did not look ner vous, just utterly 
defeated.

“We  will find our friends.” I stared at him, willing him to 
believe it. “We  will find our friends, find Captain Goode, and 
make him confess.”
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He still said nothing. I continued walking, gathering his arm 
in mine and pulling him down slightly so he was hunched over, 
hopefully disguising him somewhat.

“The plan is still the same,” I said, wondering why I was even 
bothering. Sebastian did not notice, let alone care, what I was 
saying.

My eyes darted around till I felt almost sick. My heart was 
beating uncomfortably by the time we reached the park entrance. 
Any person could stop and notice Sebastian, could cause a scene 
and ruin every thing.

As soon as was pos si ble, we turned off to smaller paths, wind-
ing quickly  toward the south. “Good morning,” a male voice said. 
A well- dressed stranger approached us on the path, tipping his 
tall hat. Was his scarf tied a  little too tightly? Did his eyes linger 
too long?

“I— Good morning,” I muttered back, tightening my hold 
on Sebastian’s arm. I tensed as the man passed us by, my lips 
painfully caught between my teeth  until I realized he  wasn’t here 
for us.

“They  will come  today,” I said, eyeing the sword of the Achilles 
statue ahead. “Catherine and Mr. Kent  will see the Agony Column 
and know what it means.”

Sebastian’s arm moved slightly then, and I realized I was still 
gripping it far too tightly. I began to slip my arm from his to stretch 
my stiff fin gers, but he reached out and clutched my hand. Even 
with our powers returned to their normal levels, he refused to put 
any distance between us. I turned to catch his eyes on mine, as 
bleak and broken as a dead tree in winter. His tongue darted out 
and wiped the smallest drop of blood from his chapped lips.

I squeezed again, leaving my aching fin gers in his. His breath 
warmed my skin slightly, his head so near my shoulder. How tired 
he must be. How tired we both  were.
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The statue of Lord Byron loomed ahead, fittingly, in such a 
remote corner of the park. Surrounded by trees, Byron sat high 
above us, chin held arrogantly in his hand, passing judgment on 
 those of us who dared to continue living  after he and his brilliance 
had passed on.

Cautiously, we approached. Sebastian’s eyes did not seem to 
see anything, but mine  were straining to look for signs of danger 
and signs of hope. The only figure I could make out was an older 
man smoking on a bench some distance away.  There was a carriage 
on the road just outside of the park but not another soul in sight. 
Damn and double damn. As grateful as I might be that no one 
was  here to spot Sebastian and accuse him of the murders, it was yet 
another blow that our friends  were not  here to meet us. I needed 
to see my  sister, needed it more than I needed to breathe.

A slight breeze provoked a chill, and as I pulled my cloak 
tighter, I chanced a quick glance  behind me and felt my hopes fall 
even further. Two men  were on the path  behind us, one with a 
tall hat. The man who had greeted us not five minutes ago.

“ We’re being followed,” I told Sebastian, tightening my grip. 
I veered us north on a path away from the Byron statue.

He said nothing.
“We have to go,” I said, filling in his side of the conversation. 

We had to get them off our trail before returning. We  couldn’t lead 
them to our only meeting place. I prayed we  hadn’t already given 
away the secret with that brief pause.

Steering Sebastian down another path, I continued to sneak 
looks  behind us. Our pursuers had increased their pace. Wonderful.

Why, oh why, had I chosen a statue in Hyde Park of all places! 
The entire point of Hyde Park was to see and be seen. And now it 
was  going to get Sebastian arrested.

And suddenly, our luck got even worse. For entering the park 
from the opposite direction of our two pursuers was a pair of 
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policemen, their proud, bright uniforms gleaming in the morn-
ing sun.

As they quickly closed in, I could make out a sheaf of police 
notices held in one man’s hand.

“Oh blast. Oh blast,” I muttered, trying to calculate my options. 
Could we duck off the path and run? But the murmurs  behind me 
 were equally suspicious and growing louder. I chanced another 
look  behind— the man in the hat was indeed pointing at Sebastian. 
And now we  were coming up on the policemen. The only saving 
grace was that they  were not paying us any attention whatsoever. 
If Sebastian  wasn’t  going to help (and he  wasn’t), it was up to me 
to decide. And I deci ded to brazen it out.

Just before we crossed paths with the police, I reached for 
something absurd to say and pulled out the catty purr of the worst 
debutantes I had encountered during my Season.

“It’s simply terrible, John! She copied my hat entirely! I had not 
even worn it yet! Can you imagine such a horrid creature to treat 
me so? And I considered her my greatest friend! You know how I 
feel about my haberdashery!”

Sebastian did not pay my change in character any mind, but 
most impor tant, neither did the police as they continued past us.

Safe, for now. I continued my nonsense for another second in 
case they turned their ears to us, but I also moved us forward at a 
quicker pace, increasing the distance between us.

“You! Wait!” The shout came from  behind us at just the right 
moment for the police to have crossed by the suspicious men fol-
lowing us. Blast and damn and bloody damn.

We kept moving, exiting the park where the police entered, 
crossing the street to a narrower, empty one. I chattered about 
something earnestly at Sebastian, hoping maybe the men  were 
yelling for someone  else out  there. But their boots clicked deter-
minedly closer and closer, echoing off the brick buildings around 
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us. Should we run? Or pretend to know nothing? Play mute? No, 
they had already heard me speak.

“Oy!” A hand reached out and turned Sebastian around, swing-
ing me with him.

“Well, I never!” I twittered, fluttering my hand ner vously. “What 
on earth is the meaning of . . .”

But they  weren’t paying attention to my babble. Their eyes  were 
only on Sebastian. One of them was pulling a club out cautiously.

“ You’re the one,  aren’t you?” he spoke up, taking a brave step 
 toward us. “Killed a lot of  people, we hear.”

“Just come quiet,” the other said. “ Don’t want your lady to g—”
I  didn’t wait for him to finish. I seized Sebastian’s hand, yanked 

him in the other direction, and felt myself anchored. One of them 
had grabbed Sebastian, and the other one was striking from  behind 
with his club.

Sebastian winced and strug gled against their hold, but he 
refused to fight back, to hurt anyone  else. I held on to his hand as 
long as I could, our fin gers turning white with strain, but one of the 
policemen struck his arm, and Sebastian lost hold. They pulled 
him away and shackled his hands  behind his back. He looked 
helplessly at me, confusion and panic flitting across his features, the 
first emotions I’d seen from him in days. His power would over-
whelm  these men, and he knew it.

“Stop it! He’s terribly dangerous!” I shouted.
Sebastian was moaning, wriggling hard to  free himself as they 

dragged him away and the distance between us widened. My mind 
scrambled to think of what to do. Unfortunately, vio lence was at 
the forefront of my thoughts. I flung myself at one of the police-
men, slapping him solidly across the face. My palm went numb for 
a second, then prickles of pain bloomed across it.

“ We’re both terribly dangerous. Arrest me, too,” I yelled in 
the shocked silence.
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The policeman pushed me away, and I immediately latched 
on to Sebastian. The man looked at his companion, a sneer on his 
face as they both began to laugh. “She says she’s dangerous!”

“The  little lady!”
Which was ridicu lous. I  wasn’t  little at all.
And less and less a lady.
I threw myself at them again, this time with dagger fan in 

hand. The blade sliced deep into an arm, and the smaller man 
recoiled back in surprise. “She stabbed me!”

“It . . .  it was a stab to help you!” I argued back.
Ignoring my poor reasoning, the other policeman pulled out 

his club to strike me, but Sebastian slammed his shoulder into the 
man’s gut, throwing them both off balance.

My hand found Sebastian’s jacket, and I pulled him to me. 
“Run.”

And run we did, a  whole five steps.
“Stop  there!” A huge policeman stepped out from an alleyway, 

triumphantly blocking our path. He held up a policeman’s club, 
but it was his sheer bulk and his  eager crouch that bothered me 
more. Sebastian and I  were both dazed and weary from the fight, 
 little sleep, and less food, while the policeman looked ready to 
pounce. I doubted we could slip by him. I doubted even more that 
Sebastian wanted to risk hurting him.

“Harrison!” The other two officers  were back on their feet, 
trapping us from the other side.

“See, I told you it works. Wait off to the side and then catch 
them off guard!” Harrison smiled proudly at the other two. “They 
never suspect a third.”

A gun cocked loudly  behind the big policeman. “By God, 
 you’re right; they never do.”

A man appeared  behind Harrison and pressed the muzzle 
into his head. He wore the most hideous hat I’d ever seen, a bushy 
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mustache, and pince- nez. He  didn’t look familiar, but that voice, 
equal parts silky and cutting, I’d recognize anywhere.

“Mr. . . .  Kent,” I managed to gasp out.
“Mr. Lent,” he corrected with a pointed look. He pulled the 

policeman back into the alleyway. “Now, all of you come in  here and 
join your friend.”

Once we followed him in, he nudged his hostage forward with 
his gun. Harrison slipped past us and stood in front of his part-
ners. They whispered something to one another.

“I  didn’t hear that,” Mr. Kent said. “What did you say?”
“I said we could charge you at once  because you  can’t shoot all 

three of us,” Harrison admitted.
“Oh Lord, why’d you tell him?” the mustached officer groaned.
“I  don’t know.”
“Officers, let me tell you what you  will do. One of you is  going 

to come over  here and  gently uncuff this man, then you’ll let us be 
on our way, while you return to your station and tell your superior 
that a Captain Simon Goode is truly responsible for the Belgrave 
Ball.”

“I liked my suggestion better,” Harrison replied.
“But my suggestion  doesn’t involve the three of you having 

your darkest secrets revealed to the public,” Mr. Kent said, wag-
gling his eyebrows. They  didn’t look convinced. Mr. Kent ges-
tured to the stout officer. “You, what is your darkest secret?”

“My  father  couldn’t afford to keep his bakery  because he owed 
too much money, so I told him to purchase insurance for the shop, 
and then one night I got a barrel of kerosene by robbing a local 
factory owner who was—”

“You committed arson and fraud, yes?” Mr. Kent interrupted.
“Yes.”
“All right, that’s plenty, thank you. Now come over  here slowly 

and remove this man’s handcuffs.” Mr. Kent kept his gun on the 
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officer as he meekly stepped forward and unlocked Sebastian’s 
restraints. Mr. Kent looked to the mustached officer. “And what 
is the abridged version of your darkest secret?”

“I have been unfaithful to my wife,” he said, looking shocked 
and ashamed.

“Fitz!” Harrison exclaimed. “How could you do that to Mary?”
“I . . .  It was a foolish  mistake,” Fitz said remorsefully.
“It certainly was,” Mr. Kent said. “I’ll do my best to make sure 

poor Mary  doesn’t find out. Now you, tall one, what is your dark-
est secret?”

“I once lied to a man and said his hat looked very good when 
in fact it did not.”

“Oh Lord,  you’re one of  those,” Mr. Kent said, rolling his eyes. 
“Fine, what question would be the most damaging one to ask you?”

“Which of my friends I like more,” the officer answered, his 
eyes ner vously flitting to the other two officers.

Mr. Kent let out a faint snort. “Good. Handcuff yourselves to 
one another and start walking  toward the northwest corner of the 
park, and I  won’t tear apart your friendship. Though, dammit, now 
I  can’t help but be a  little curious. I like that Fitz’s mustache but—”

“Mr. Lent,” I said, backing away to our escape.
“Fine, fine,” Mr. Kent said. He eyed the policemen threaten-

ingly. “But remember: Do what I said. Or Lent . . .   will give you up.”
He allowed a moment for the threat to sink in, then slipped 

the gun into his coat and turned on his heel to lead the way out.
“Thank you, Mr. Kent,” I said.
“I’ve been saving that one for you two,” he replied.
“Truly,” I said. I wanted to tell him my thank-you was not for 

the horrible quip but for the rescue and for . . .  well, being alive. I 
 didn’t quite know how to say that.

He seemed to figure it out anyway and gave me a sad sort of 
smile. The bravado fell from his face, and I could see the grief and 
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exhaustion the last few days had wrought on him. “Of course.” 
He eyed us both for a long moment, lingering on Sebastian, then 
cutting to me. I nodded at his unasked questions: Yes, Sebastian 
was in a very bad way. No, I did not know how to snap him out of 
this.

Except by murdering Captain Goode in thirty- six ways.
“Come.” Mr. Kent clapped his hands together bracingly. He 

led us out of the alley to an idling carriage and opened the door 
for us.

I shook my head. “No, we still have to wait for—”
Rose.
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Chapter Two

For a SECOND all I could make out were the essentials. Tired 
but clear blue eyes. A constellation of small freckles on the 

right cheek. A faint crease between the eyes. All the tiny  little 
 things that made up Rose.

We stared at each other for a long moment, and mixed with 
pure relief was a hot flush of guilt. I closed my eyes and threw my 
arms around my  sister, but I still saw every one who had died so I 
could have her  here with me. She returned the hug, but it some-
how seemed a  little less full, as though an essential bulk of her was 
missing, gone when we watched our parents die.

I squeezed harder. “Thank heavens  you’re all right,” I said, 
half-considering holding on forever. “ You’re safe.”

“And you,” her muffled voice came back. I released her and 
checked again to be entirely sure she  wasn’t a figment of my rather 
active imagination. No, it was certainly her. She gave me a weak 
smile and quickly darted her eyes away, shifting the attention to 
Catherine.

“Catherine did it all. She kept us safe and found the newspa-
per listing.”

I scrambled into the carriage, pulling Sebastian  after me 
and unleashing my hug upon Catherine next, crushing her 
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spectacles into my neck. “Thank you for being your brilliant 
self.”

“I’m just glad we saw the Agony Column listing,” she replied, 
but she was looking at Sebastian, who settled next to me, stiffly 
pushing himself into the corner as far away from the other car-
riage occupants as humanly pos si ble.

All of them  were eyeing him, actually. Mr. Kent gestured at 
Catherine to shove over so it was the three of them on one side, 
Sebastian and me on the other. I made a show of grabbing his 
hand firmly and forcing them to meet my eyes. If I  couldn’t even 
convince my friends of Sebastian’s innocence, we would have no 
chance against the rest of the world.

In the tense silence, Mr. Kent reached up and tapped the car-
riage ceiling. We began to roll forward, and that’s when I noticed 
it  wasn’t as full as it should have been.

“Where is Laura? Emily? Miss Chen?” I asked. “Are they—”
“They are safe,” Mr. Kent assured me. “I sent them ahead in a 

separate carriage in case something went wrong  here.”
“Sent them ahead where?” I asked. “Do you . . .  already have a 

plan for Captain Goode?”
Every one in the carriage half looked at me with a sort of 

awkwardness, like  there was something they  didn’t want to 
tell me.

Fi nally, Mr. Kent cleared his throat. “I sent them to the train 
station, Miss Wyndham. Our plan for Captain Goode is getting 
ourselves out of London and as far away as pos si ble.”

I stared at them, half expecting it to be a very strange joke. 
“But . . .  we have to stop him.”

Rose’s mouth puckered, and Catherine sighed.
“We  don’t know that he  will do anything  else,” Mr. Kent 

said.
“Of course we do—”
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“The only  thing we do know,” Rose said, her voice quivering a 
 little, “is that he plans to find us.”

My angry response died in my throat. His message on our 
home.

“You saw it?” I asked.
Rose and Catherine nodded at the same time,  little jerks of 

their heads that made it clear they wished they had seen nothing.
“The only smart option is to join Catherine’s aunt in Liverpool.” 

Mr. Kent looked so tired. But to run? Let Captain Goode live 
without paying for what he had done?

“We are not  running away from this murderous, evil . . .  
murderer!”

“I did not suggest  running. I told you, we are taking a train.” 
Mr.  Kent’s poor attempt at a jest landed heavi ly, ignored by 
every one.

“Evelyn, it  isn’t safe for us  here.” Rose’s voice was thin with 
worry.

“What would you want us to do if we stayed?” Catherine’s 
practical firmness felt somehow frustrating now.

“We are  going to kill him,” I said evenly. Just the thought of 
watching Captain Goode choke for air, begging for mercy and 
receiving none, eased some of the pain that threatened to  bubble 
over into hysteria.

The carriage’s occupants all frowned at my proclamation. 
Except Sebastian, who was staring out the win dow, not following 
along at all.

“Lovely idea, but how are we  going to do that?” Mr. Kent 
said.

“Bare hands,” I offered blithely. That was my favorite on the 
list.

“We  don’t even know where he is,” Catherine pointed out in 
that annoyingly correct way.
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“ We’ll follow the trail of bodies.  There are only  going to be 
more.” I turned to Rose, looking at her beseechingly. How  were 
they all so calm? So ready to run with our tails tucked?

“We  don’t know that. And what about . . .  him?” Rose did 
not—it seemed would not— look at Sebastian, but her meaning 
was clear.

“He can borrow Mr. Kent’s disguise.”  Really, why was every-
one so focused on  these trivial  little  things?

“Evelyn,  there are notices all over the city.” Catherine’s voice 
was beginning to grate.

“So we  will kill Captain Goode  today and make sure the 
 whole country knows it was he who killed our friends and  family. 
Not Sebastian.” I glared at them to make the point clearer.

“We all know it was not Mr. Braddock’s fault.” Surprisingly, 
that came from Mr. Kent, who was looking at Sebastian almost 
 gently.

Catherine nodded in agreement. “And we want to do every-
thing to help.”

“Exactly. And that means making Captain Goode pay. He is 
entirely responsible,” I continued evenly, ignoring the voice that 
told me this  wasn’t quite truthful.

No one seemed to guess, though.
Except Rose, who knew the truth about that night. She looked 

down at her lap, avoiding my eyes. She knew what I had chosen. 
Whom I had chosen.

London was flying by outside the win dows, and I  didn’t have 
long to persuade my friends to stay and fight.

“What do you propose as the alternative? We simply leave and 
never come back?” Perhaps I could persuade them not to leave, 
rather than to stay.

“My aunt can take us in  until we decide what to do further,” 
Catherine said. “And if necessary—”
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“We cross the Atlantic and hide forever in Amer i ca?” I scoffed.
“No. We take a  little bit of time to be rational,” Catherine 

answered, her eyes narrowing slightly as I challenged her admit-
tedly sound plan.

“We have to find a way to clear Sebastian’s name,” I tried 
again.

“And we  will. From a safe distance. In Liverpool,” Mr. Kent 
rebuffed me. Rose’s lips  were drawn tight, and Catherine was still 
faintly glaring. I gestured at Sebastian.

“How can you think to let Captain Goode blame Sebastian for 
this? If we  don’t tell the world that a murderer used him entirely 
against his  will, he  will not get to have a normal life!”

“No one is saying we leave forever!” Rose cried, looking at 
me pleadingly. And I so badly wanted to listen to her.  Whether 
it was my sister’s power at work or just her deep unhappiness, I 
softened some.

“I want to go.” Sebastian’s voice barely made it across the 
carriage.

I snapped my head to him in surprise. His first words in three 
days. He still  wasn’t looking at me or anyone  else.

“You want to leave?” Rose sounded as surprised as I felt.
Sebastian nodded, his hair falling in front of his eyes.
Mr.  Kent stamped his cane a  little, and Catherine’s hands 

clapped together briskly.
“Good. Settled just in time. For we are  here.”
I searched for words as every one piled out at Victoria Station, 

the bustling center that could take us anywhere. The last time I 
was  here, I’d come from Bramhurst searching for Rose. Now, 
I had her back by my side at the cost of so many other  people I 
loved.

This felt so wrong, so terribly wrong to be leaving, but no 
one  else seemed to agree. That Sebastian and Rose both wanted 
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this . . .  I swallowed my dread back. Maybe they just needed a 
day or two. Maybe I just needed to find the right argument.

Mr. Kent paid our driver and gestured down the street. “The 
 others should be just this way.”

He hurried a  little ways from the station, down a smaller adja-
cent street. A carriage waited  there, curtains drawn. Mr. Kent gave 
it three rhythmic knocks and the door clicked open. Only when 
he saw the carriage occupants did his shoulders relax a  little.

Miss Chen was the first to step out. She looked paler than 
usual, but still calm. I would never guess just by looking at her that 
she had been through all the horrors of the past three days.

“Miss Wyndham.” She nodded a  little at me, her arm held 
stiffly in front of her. “If you  wouldn’t mind, I very much need 
you to heal my arm.”

I looked more closely. It was indeed held at a very strange 
 angle, and I quickly took her hand, shaking my head. “I’m sorry I 
 didn’t find you sooner.”

She grimaced lightly. “I’ve been in worse pain. Not much 
worse, but some.”

I let my power do its work before realizing it  couldn’t.
I turned to Sebastian, searching for the gentlest words. 

“Sebastian, I need to heal Miss Chen. Her arm is quite broken.”
From the way Sebastian’s jaw tightened, it felt like I had told 

him I never wanted to see him again.
“Do you think you could move away, just to the edge of our 

range?  There’s no one  behind you.” Catherine and Rose were 
helping the  others down from the carriage.

He looked to be sure I was right and took a deep breath before 
stepping back from us, counting the ten feet to make sure he 
stayed as close as pos si ble.

Miss Chen’s eyes caught mine for a quick moment, and fi nally 

105-71588_ch01_4P.indd   22 12/20/17   1:27 PM



23

I saw the pain she was carry ing with her. Even though she hadn’t 
lost a parent or someone she loved that night, she still saw that 
madness fly around the ballroom— and had been a part of it, 
too. Captain Goode cut through her carefully held control and 
forced her to hurt  people. That would be devastating, even for the 
strongest of us.

“I’m sorry for . . .  well, your losses. Both of yours.” She looked 
at the ground a  little, clearly uncomfortable with expressing much. 
Or perhaps she simply was worried I might fall to pieces if she 
looked at me too long.

“Thank you.” I felt odd accepting her condolences, but I gave 
her now- healed arm a light squeeze.

“Evelyn.” A mournful  little voice came from  behind Miss 
Chen. Laura was being held protectively under neath Emily’s arm. 
Her hair was lank and plastered to her cheeks.  There was no light 
of fervor in her eyes as  there should have been. She  didn’t look to 
be scheming or full of impossible plans. A deep twinge pulled at 
my heart. The poor girl. Her parents  were gone, too.

And I had let Captain Goode do it.
“Oh, Laura, I’m so glad to see you.” I wrapped her in a hug, 

holding her thin body to me. “I’m so, so sorry.” She seemed to muf-
fle a sob, and I held on longer, eyeing Emily over her shoulder. Rose 
fussed at a bruise on Emily’s arm.

“Emily, you are injured?” She shook her head but  didn’t take 
her worried eyes off Laura. I took some comfort in knowing that 
Laura had not only her fierce older  brother as a protector but her 
new friend as well. Rose shook her head a  little at me, indicating 
that Emily was fine.

“ Here.” Mr. Kent tossed his hat to Sebastian, distracting him 
with the task of transferring his disguise. I walked back and took 
his hand, hoping it made him feel a  little more comfortable.
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“Pull the hat down over your ears. Take the pince- nez, too. 
The mustache sticks on. Should last long enough to get on the 
train.” Mr. Kent  didn’t quite catch Sebastian’s eye as he said it. But 
Sebastian raised no argument, not even to the hideous mustache. 
He just gingerly pressed it above his lip. It almost looked real.

Catherine and Rose helped Laura and Emily into their coats 
as Mr. Kent paid the driver. The carriage clattered away, and we 
stood for a moment in a malformed circle, the silence between us 
anything but comfortable. My stomach sank again.

Wrong, wrong— leaving like this is wrong.
“It seems  we’re all ready then,” Mr. Kent said with a decisive 

strike of his cane.
I tried one last time. “Are you sure we  shouldn’t stay and 

quickly kill Captain—”
“No, off we go.” Mr. Kent cut me off and headed  toward the 

station, the  others following.
“This is truly what you wish to do?” I asked Sebastian as we 

lingered  behind.
“Yes.”
I tried to be cheered by the fact that he had now said at least 

five words. Maybe leaving would help him see that he did not 
need to blame himself.

“You  don’t need to punish yourself,” I said carefully. He gri-
maced a  little harder. “It was Captain Goode’s fault.” I silently 
wondered if that would end up being my most oft- repeated phrase. 
Maybe it would even be engraved on my tombstone.

He ignored me. I sighed and I gripped his hand as we entered 
the busy station. Two policemen in dark uniforms stood near the 
door. I turned Sebastian slightly to the right. He ducked his head 
and leaned closer to me. We wove cautiously through the crowds, 
Mr. Kent leading the way.

“The train leaves in a few minutes; we  shall have to move 
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swiftly.” Catherine turned to us, consulting a watch tucked into 
her jacket.

“To track three.” Mr. Kent veered left and we followed.
“Do we not need tickets?” I tried to keep pace with him.
“I bought them early this morning,” he said, a  little smug, 

which was greatly annoying.
“With what money?”
“You  don’t have emergency funds stashed away in case you 

accidentally anger the entire city?”
“No, I try to stay on the good side of entire cities.”
“Well, now you know how hard that is.”
 Every step forward we took felt heavier. We  were leaving 

Captain Goode  here to do God-knows-what with God-knows-
whom. I could not conscience it. The need to destroy him was 
itching me like uncomfortable woolen underthings.

But I  didn’t have an argument to persuade the  others. Hundreds 
died  because they had the unfortunate luck of being caught between 
Captain Goode’s rage and us.  Because of the selfish decision I had 
made. And if I had it my way now, it would hurt Rose, Sebastian, 
and every one  else who wanted to leave.

The  great black train belched smoke as we came to the tracks. 
Shouts and mechanical noises clamored and competed for attention 
between the shrieking bursts of steam, calls from porters, and loud 
conversations between companions.

I looked around as surreptitiously as pos si ble, my heart begin-
ning to pound. This was it. We  were leaving.

The train gave another loud scream, sounding somehow more 
final than the  others.

Sebastian pulled me up  behind him, my shoes slipping a  little 
on the black steps, my nerves buzzing. For just a moment, the grief 
on his face cleared a bit, and he frowned at me in consternation. 
“Are you all right?”
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That  little sign of awareness, his concern for me briefly out-
weighing his pain, made my heart skip slightly. Of course I was 
not all right. Neither was he. But we  were  here.

Together.
“Yes.”
Rose and Catherine led us past the first-  and second- class car-

riages. Sunlight split through the win dows, illuminating the  little 
picnics that  were being unearthed from hampers, the  children 
jumping around in their cramped compartments. It was a strange 
place to be given our somber mood.

We found our compartment near the front of the train and 
every one climbed inside, shaking out of coats and settling skirts 
around ankles. The screech and rumble announced our departure. 
We had made it, but only barely. An awkward silence lingered 
between all of us.

I settled against the win dow and peered outside. I watched as 
the station drifted by and the train’s chugging grew more rapid 
against my best wishes. I watched as an unlucky  couple emerged 
from the opposite end of the platform and hurried through the 
crowd to catch the leaving train. I watched as they ran so fast their 
hats flew off and they managed to leap onto the car in front of ours 
just before we left the station. The  woman paused on the step, 
looking straight at me through the glass. A shiver tore through 
me, and the train felt colder all of a sudden. The  woman, wrapped 
in a big blue coat, had a bit of a glow about her. A literal glow that 
I had seen before.

When she was encasing my feet in blocks of ice, deep below-
ground in the Society of Aberrations prison.
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I froze before realizing that’s exactly what she would want me 
to do.
“Mr. Kent,” I strained a whisper through my teeth. “ We’re being 

followed. Please get us to a first- class compartment right now.”
His eyebrows went up. “And how—”
“Full blackmail privileges,” I replied. “Go.”
Like a cat, he slid out of his seat and opened our compart-

ment door, pulling Laura and Emily  behind him. Miss Chen, 
Catherine, and Rose followed him, shooting me looks of concern 
and confusion.

Sebastian stood up, but waited in the narrow corridor, eyeing 
me as though he expected me to run off somewhere without him.

I pushed him forward, sending him a faint buzz from my fin-
gertips. “I’m right  behind you.”

I kept my head down and my face hidden, hoping our escape 
went unnoticed. The train car rumbled below my feet as it picked 
up speed, and I seized the wooden wall paneling for balance. 
Perplexed heads glanced up at us through the ajar doors of other 
compartments  until we reached the end of the carriage and stepped 
outside onto the small shelf of metal separating the cars.
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The cold, bracing wind and burning fumes hit me at once. 
Slivers of rooftops passed by in pro cession to my right. Sebastian 
took my hand, and I hopped over the gap between the passenger 
cars as the wheels clattered in warning over the tracks.

We made our way into the second- class carriage, where uphol-
stery and ornate trimming replaced the plain wood of third 
class. We passed a  silent railway guard, who was staring rather 
slack- jawed at Mr. Kent, and then we  were in the dining car, 
where a few passengers  were already comfortably seated and sipping 
tea. I watched an unobserved cup slowly float away into Emily’s 
hands and then get offered to Laura. Not even a ghost of a smile 
hit Laura’s lips.

Fi nally, we made it through to a first- class carriage. My heart 
thrummed along with our steps, and I resisted the overwhelming 
urge to see if the  woman was following us.  There was another rail-
way guard at the end, but fortunately, he seemed to be distracted 
by two other passengers. Unfortunately, one of the passengers was 
holding a poster that looked horribly familiar, while the other 
peeked into one of the three private compartments.

Mr.  Kent spun around, pushing us back the way we came. 
“You know, I feel much more comfortable in second class all of a 
sudden. I  don’t know what was I thinking—me in first class.”

I turned to open the rear carriage door again when I found 
it already opening. A chill ran down my spine, and I  couldn’t 
tell if it was dread or her— I was now face- to- face with the ice 
guard.

“Emily!” I yelled wildly while I could still draw in breath 
instead of ice.

The door slammed in the  woman’s blue- pallored face. It rat-
tled in protest as she tried to open it, but Emily’s power held it 
firm. I spun back around to find our group looking very lost.
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“Maybe  those police notices are for someone  else,” Mr. Kent 
said, forcing a smile. He spun around with a decisive clap of his 
hands to see the two passengers and the railway guard gaping at us.

The bulkier of the two passengers stepped forward, taking 
up nearly the entire narrow corridor. He stared hard at Sebastian, 
poster in hand. “This you, then?” His voice was a grating 
scratch.

“Right,” Mr. Kent said, pulling out his pistol. “Not another 
step.”

The bulky man took several. He ambled  toward us, a clacking, 
metallic sound chiming with his  every step, as if he  were wearing 
a suit of armor.

I opened the third compartment and shoved Catherine, Rose, 
and Laura inside, ignoring the gasps from the two el derly occu-
pants. “Stay  here.”

“We  don’t want to start a panic,” Mr.  Kent said, aiming 
straight at the man. “Why  don’t we continue this another time?”

The man pulled his hat off and, in his grasp, it slowly trans-
formed from a dull black to a shiny silver, from fabric to metal. 
“ Because Captain Goode wants his revenge now.”

“Maybe . . .  we should set that aside for a moment,” Mr. Kent 
said. “You see, we recently battled this lady who can control metal, 
and you would get along—oh, wait, she prob ably died at the ball, 
 didn’t she?”

“Yes,” our group responded in unison.
Mr. Kent sighed. “Ah well, it would have been adorable.”
He re- leveled his gun and quickly fired at the man, who cov-

ered his face with the former hat and now shield. The bullets barely 
seemed to have an effect, clanking off his arms, his chest, his knees 
as he got closer. Shouts and screams came from the closed com-
partments on our left.

105-71588_ch01_4P.indd   29 12/20/17   1:27 PM



30

“Blast it,” Miss Chen muttered, peering over Mr. Kent’s shoul-
der to get a better view.

The man’s metal hat cracked into pieces upon her gaze, reveal-
ing an expression of faint surprise. But before Mr. Kent could 
aim at the man’s head, his previously quiet companion slipped 
in front, raised his hands, and flooded the entire carriage with 
smoke.

I could hear Mr. Kent groaning, and my eyes watered as I 
blinked away the strange smog, fi nally catching sight of him, try-
ing to aim his gun through the thick, black shroud. Glass and 
wood shattered around us as Miss Chen tried to clear the smoke 
out the win dows, but it did not dissipate in the least. It stubbornly 
clung to us, as though it  were made of a stickier substance, working 
its way into our lungs, filling the carriage with hacking coughs. 
I remembered the fire in Dr. Beck’s laboratory, nearly choking 
to death even when I had my powers. With Sebastian cancel-
ing them out  here, every one in this carriage would have a min-
ute at most.

It seemed Mr. Kent had the same thought. “Mr. Braddock! 
Your assistance, please!” he shouted around a cough. His hands 
popped out of the smoke, wrenched Sebastian away from me, and 
threw him at the source.

All right. Perhaps not exactly the same thought.
But sure enough, the smoke started to clear. I squeezed past 

the  others to Sebastian, who was scrambling up from the ground, 
climbing desperately off the smoker he had wrestled into uncon-
sciousness. I pulled him back next to Emily, who was still manag-
ing to keep the rear carriage door tightly shut. The last bit of smoke 
dis appeared, leaving the terrified railway guard fumbling with the 
half- broken carriage door at the front and the metal man vulner-
able, his clothes ripping and the armor under neath cracking and 
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falling in thick shreds of metal. Mr. Kent cocked and aimed his 
pistol as the carriage door opened  behind his target and the rail-
way guard was shoved to the floor.

The ice guard. She must have climbed across the top.
Before Mr. Kent could fire, she spat out an ice shard, piercing 

his hand. He dropped the gun and followed it to the floor, lung-
ing with his left hand. The metal man grabbed Mr. Kent’s hand 
first in a steel grip, and Mr. Kent screamed like I’d never heard 
before. His hand seemed to harden, metal taking over his arm 
inch by inch, climbing terrifyingly fast  toward the rest of his body. 
I leaped forward to do something, but Emily pulled the metal man 
away with her telekinesis.

“Stop it!” she cried, slamming him into the ice guard. When 
he tried to reach out for something to anchor himself, she flung 
him to our end, forcing us to duck to avoid his body, and threw him 
against the corridor walls, punctuating her  every word with another 
vicious slam.

“Stop! Hurting! Us!”
Miss Chen supplied the punctuation on the last word as she 

blew the side of the carriage apart in an eruption of wood and 
metal. The man was hurled out of the train and down into the 
London streets.

Before we even had a moment to catch our breath, a scream 
brought our attention back to the front. The ice guard pulled a 
young  woman out of the first compartment and held her captive 
with an ice shard by her neck. She stared at us, daring us to 
move.

“Please . . .” the  woman stammered.
“Are you  really  going to hurt her?” Mr. Kent asked.
“No,” the ice guard replied, but she was smiling. “No need.”
The rear carriage door slammed  behind me. Oh no.
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We  were afforded the briefest glimpse of our new  enemy, gray- 
haired, sinewy, his right eye covered by a white kerchief wrapped 
around his head. He lifted the fabric, setting his eye upon us, 
and I was struck with an excruciating pain. Every one around me 
cried out in agony as it brought us writhing to the ground. It was 
like  every bit of pain I’d ever experienced combined and yet unlike 
anything I’d ever felt before. It was  every burn,  every cut,  every 
break,  every ache, striking a match against  every nerve. It was 
 every body on the ground at the Belgrave Ball,  every life I  couldn’t 
save,  every shred of guilt, horror, devastation burning like a tat-
too on my brain. It was torture in  every pos si ble form, random 
and relentless.

“Captain Goode wanted you to know he picked this pain per-
sonally,” the torturer said above me.

My breath left me. I choked and coughed and gasped for air, 
but  there was never enough. The tight passage seemed to close in 
even tighter. It was like being smothered, suffocated, drowned, 
and then given just enough air to experience it again.

“Who first, Miss Quinn?” Through the blur of panic, I could 
only make out the torturer’s boots approaching.

“The healer,” the ice guard said. “I get the one with the big 
mouth.”

I felt my head lifted up and my neck bared, somewhere distant 
between all the pain. Tears streamed down my face and my body 
twitched uncontrollably. I wondered if this would, at least, put an 
end to my torture.

And then I heard Rose’s voice. “Evelyn!”
Startled, our torturer looked up at my  sister emerging from 

her compartment. She cried out in pain from his attack and col-
lapsed to the ground next to me.

“Oh no, no, I’m sorry.”
Did I say that?
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No, the torturer had. All of a sudden I could think clearly again. 
The pain had stopped.

I seized the moment of hesitation, taking advantage of his 
guilt from hurting Rose. I charged straight at him. The pain hit 
me again, but I had the momentum. I tackled him, low and hard, 
straight out the hole in the side of the train.

We fell for a brief, breathless second and then more pain struck 
me,  every imaginable type from the torturer along with an extra 
dash of bruising and cutting as we slammed and bounced and 
rolled across a brick roof just below the train tracks. The edge was 
so close, perhaps this  really was death— perhaps I would not heal 
from this fall.

And then a  great tethering sensation yanked me back upward, 
my stomach flipping, the streets and the torturer falling away 
from me in a dizzying rush, and I was pulled into the train, land-
ing on the floor beside Emily.

I gulped down a heavy breath. “Thank you,” I managed to groan 
to her as Sebastian helped me up.

With Laura’s help, Emily climbed to her feet by the hole and 
gave me a shaky nod, still wincing over the pain she just experi-
enced. In fact, every one seemed to be rather slow and shaken, 
save for Mr. Kent.

He had his still- metal hand over Miss Quinn’s mouth and 
was bombarding her with questions.

“So this metal  won’t go away on its own?” he asked.
“Nmph” was her muffled reply.
“Can Captain Goode remove it?”
“Nmph,” she said again, shaking her head.
“Is  there another man or  woman with this poorly thought- out 

power who can reverse it?”
“Nmph.”
“My hand  will be metal forever?”
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“Mmph.”
“Oh, for God’s sake,” Mr. Kent said. He turned to the rest of 

us. “Is every one all right?”
“No” was the unan i mous response.
“Well, you all responded, so I  will say that’s a victory. Miss 

Wyndham, do you heal . . .  metallic afflictions?”
“I  don’t know. I promise to try  later,” I said, hobbling over to 

them, ignoring the dull pain in my limbs. “Is anyone else hurt?”
Every one shook their heads. Despite the horrible pain,  there 

had been no real injuries. The two witnesses, however,  were pet-
rified. The railway guard kept one eye on us and one eye on the 
carriage door he shakily managed to open. He leaped over the rail 
into the next carriage, shouting for help. The ice guard’s hostage, 
meanwhile, had crawled back into her compartment and was 
huddled against her terrified  mother.

“Stay in  there. It’s still dangerous out  here,” I told them, shut-
ting the compartment door.

“We should find a way off,” Catherine said. “ We’re lucky no 
one  else saw us.”

“We  will,” I said. “But first, Mr.  Kent, ask her where the 
tracker is.”

Mr. Kent removed his hand and aimed her in the direction of 
a broken win dow, away from us. “What tracker?”

“The one from the Society,” I answered.
“The man who led us to you,” Miss Quinn helpfully 

corroborated.
“Ah, thank you, yes, where is that specific tracker?” he asked.
“Second- class compartment,” she answered, huffing out mist 

and squirming against Mr. Kent’s hold.
“Good,” I said. “Put her on the next carriage quickly, and Miss 

Chen, can you sever the line?”
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Miss Chen helped Mr. Kent move the ice guard to the other 
end. “She could still damage our carriage from  there.”

“I’ll ask her a question with a very long answer,” Mr. Kent 
said.

With Emily’s help, they lifted Miss Quinn over the gap and 
threw her back into the next car. Miss Chen eyed the connectors 
for a moment  until they snapped and exploded apart.

“In order, what are my most attractive features and qualities?” 
Mr. Kent shouted over to Miss Quinn.

With fury in her gaze, she answered. “Cleverness. Your eyes. 
The sharpness of your jaw. Your confidence.”

Her voice faded as our half of the train pulled away with a 
burst of speed.

Mr. Kent tut- tutted to himself. “Perhaps that was too harsh. 
She’s  going to spend the rest of her life answering that.”

“Would have been a mercy to throw her off,” Miss Chen 
muttered.

Rose clutched my arm as I turned around. “Ev, what are we 
 doing?”

“I  don’t know,” I said, pulling her along with me. “But they 
are  going to keep finding us if we  don’t attend to this tracker.”

I led the way back into the second- class carriage, where another 
railway guard stopped us, demanding to know what happened.

“ There . . .  was a row and a . . .  a man with a gun,” I stam-
mered. “Please help us. I just want to get my  sister somewhere 
safe.”

My half- truth along with a look from my  sister was enough. 
He squeezed by us and ordered us to take shelter with the other 
curious passengers peering out from their compartments. He left 
the carriage to investigate the next one.

The moment he was gone, Mr. Kent gave up all pretenses of 
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subtlety and began repeatedly shouting his question, “Tracker! 
Where are you?”

We got no response in the first carriage, but when we crossed 
over into the next one, a muffled voice answered. “In this com-
partment—oh goodness me!”

We found a ner vous young man in his twenties, his face round 
and skin a deep umber, with a fidgety energy about him. He was 
standing by the other door to his compartment. It was open, lead-
ing to a long drop onto the London streets that he did not look too 
excited about experiencing.

“Mr. Adeoti,” Miss Chen said, looking at him warily.
Recognition crossed the tracker’s face, and he held his hands 

up in defense. “Miss Chen, I’m sorry,  these  were Captain Goode’s 
 orders. Please  don’t—”

“Do you know him?” Mr. Kent asked Miss Chen.
“Yes. From Society missions,” she answered. “He was the one 

who found  people before Miss Grey.”
“Did Goode take control of the Society of Aberrations?” I 

asked. Mr. Kent repeated my question.
“Yes,” Mr. Adeoti answered, his large eyes darting between us 

all as though he was trying to figure out who among us would be 
killing him.

“And what is he planning?”
“He—he said he is  going to protect every one with powers.”
I hesitated, the answer throwing off my line of questioning. It 

 wasn’t just revenge he wanted, then.
“And uh . . .  what did he say about the rest of the public?” Mr. 

Kent asked.
“He said  they’re  going to be enlightened tomorrow.”
The train lurched violently and a loud squeal filled the air as the 

brakes  were put on. The conductor must have noticed first class 
had been left  behind. The carriage rumbled and shuddered to a 
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stop, and the compartment fell  silent. I was sure we  were all 
picturing the same  thing in what Captain Goode considered 
“enlightened.”

Mr. Kent looked at our group and then out the win dow at the 
surrounding rooftops. We had not even gotten out of central 
London.

He sighed. “Well, I take it this is our stop, then.”
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“This better not be a den of thieves,” I said.
“It’s not,” Mr. Kent said as he knocked on the front 

door to a crumbling  house that fit in with the other buildings 
around us. The street was dotted with squat  houses in yellow brick, 
and a skinny railway curved over the rooftops, bringing  people 
in and out of London. Lambeth wasn’t exactly the most fash ion-
able area, but  after the exhausting fight and our hasty escape from 
the train, I was willing to  settle for anything. As long as it was as 
discreet as Mr. Kent claimed.

“And not a brothel,  either,” I said.
“It’s even better than that,” Mr. Kent replied with a wink.
Oh Lord.
But then the door opened to an unexpected but familiar face.
Tuffins allowed himself one astonished blink before greeting us. 

“Mr. Kent, Miss Wyndham, Mr. Braddock. My . . .  most sincere 
condolences.”

“Thank you, Tuffins. I am sorry for all the unexpected 
events,” Mr. Kent said. “Including this intrusion. But, well, I 
recalled your  mother runs a boarding  house, and we  were 
wondering  whether you have any vacancies for, hmm . . .  nine 
of us.”
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Tuffins looked out over our shoulders to the two waiting car-
riages on the street.

“Miss Kent is with us,” I added. “She is safe.”
He maintained his full butlery composure, but I could see the 

slightest hints of relief flooding his body. His hands relaxed their 
hold on the door. He let out a long- held breath. His jaw unclenched. 
It was the happiest I’d ever seen him. “I  will inform my  mother 
and return to fetch your belongings.”

“Oh, no need, we have none,” Mr. Kent replied, waving the 
notion aside with his metallic hand. “But if you could set up a room 
appropriate for a guest we’d  really rather not escape? Something 
secure. Perhaps odd and threatening?”

“Yes, of course.” The fact that Tuffins  didn’t even bat an eye 
was the final reassurance I needed that this was the right place.

We went back to the carriages to get the rest of our group. 
While Mr. Kent and Miss Chen escorted Mr. Adeoti to his room, 
I paid our  drivers with the last coin I had left. I  didn’t know how 
far Mr. Kent’s funds would stretch, but I tried to take my cue from 
Tuffins and remain calm as we climbed the stairs and entered the 
boarding  house.

The inside of the  house was completely at odds with the tired, 
worn exterior. Rugs that  didn’t quite fit together spread across the 
wooden floors. The walls  were covered with a strange assortment 
of images. Landscape prints sat next to advertisement bills, which 
sat next to detailed sketches of insects.  There was no discernible 
pattern— just an overwhelming enthusiasm for every thing.

We made our way across a narrow hallway, past the main stair-
case, and into a cramped dining room decorated in more mis-
matched choices, from the styles of all the chairs to the trinkets 
lining the fireplace mantel. A moment  later, Tuffins came down-
stairs with Mr. Kent, Miss Chen, and a stout older  woman who was 
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dressed exactly like the rest of the  house: hair in an older style, 
green glass earrings shining brilliantly, her dress all manner of 
patterns, and sturdy boots on her feet. Tuffins cleared his throat 
and gestured to the  woman beside him but found himself quite 
interrupted by a vicious hug.

“T- Tuffins, you- you’re  here.  You’re alive.” Laura clung to him 
as if he’d dis appear if she let go.

If Tuffins was at all put out, he  didn’t show it in the least. 
“I am most thankful to see the same is true of you, Miss Kent.”

 Behind him, the older  woman looked around the room with a 
wide, slightly flustered smile, overwhelmed by all her guests and 
trying to decide how to welcome us.

Tuffins helped her with the decision. “Miss Kent, may I intro-
duce you to my  mother, Mrs. Eleanor Tuffins?”

Laura looked up, her eyes red and astonished, as if  she’d never 
considered Tuffins could have a  mother. She unlatched herself 
and made a deep curtsy.

But Mrs. Tuffins would have none of that. She waved away the 
curtsy with warmth. “Oh, Miss Kent, I’ve heard so much about 
you.” She pulled Laura into a hug, briskly rubbing her back and 
tucking back her hair. She looked at each of us with so much con-
cern and true feeling my lip began to  tremble despite itself. “I’m 
so sorry to hear what’s happened to you, my poor dears. But you are 
welcome  here as long as you need. All of you.”

Tuffins proceeded to make the introductions, and Mr. Kent 
helped fill in the gaps,  after which Mrs. Tuffins was  eager to get 
us settled.

“Goodness, it’s been so long since I’ve had guests,” she said, her 
face red and shining. “I  haven’t shown anyone around in months.”

“Most of the lodgers left last year when two of the factories 
nearby closed,” Tuffins explained to us.

“And someone insisted I sell this and find a small home for 
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myself. But if I had,” she said, shooting her son a fond look, “I 
 wouldn’t have had room  here for all of you.”

“It was shamefully shortsighted of me,” Tuffins put in.
Mrs. Tuffins gestured around the room. “Well, my dears, we 

 will have all our meals in  here. Our breakfast is at seven, lunch at 
noon, and dinner at six, though of course we can alter that if it 
does not suit?” She made it sound like the most impor tant pos si ble 
question, and we quickly assured her the times  were amenable. 
The brilliant smile was back on her face immediately.

“I imagine you all must be very hungry. I’ll have the cook 
prepare some tea and cakes now.” She squeezed Laura’s shoulders 
and  gently led us down a hallway  toward the back of the  house. 
She opened a door at the end of it leading to a small, well- kept 
garden. “The garden, as you can see, is quite modest, though we 
do get lovely ro— Oh! And this is Soot. He’s the head of the 
 house hold.”

A very fat and very friendly black cat slipped in, nuzzling 
against our legs as he made his way through our group. Laura 
managed to pet him once before he continued on his way, leading 
our tour back inside to a small, colorful side room.

“Now, you are welcome to use this parlor whenever you wish,” 
Mrs. Tuffins said. “We have all sorts of books, a writing desk for 
letters or studies, and  there’s an old pianoforte in the corner for 
 those of you that are musical. I’ve sure some of you sing beauti-
fully.” She chucked Laura  under the chin a  little.

“Well, I  don’t like to boast. . . . ,” Mr. Kent said.
Laura made a  little choking sound, and I was quite convinced 

she was about to laugh  until she burst into tears instead.
“I  didn’t think it was that bad of a joke,” Mr. Kent muttered as 

he fumbled through his pockets for a handkerchief.
“Oh my poor dears, this  isn’t at all what you need now, is it?” 

Mrs. Tuffins shook her head regretfully. “Let me show you your 
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rooms, so you can get some rest. Sleep always makes  things a  little 
better.”

“We are so thankful that you have room for us.” Rose took 
Mrs.  Tuffins’s arm and smiled gratefully. The older  woman 
dimpled and reddened as she patted Rose’s hand. We followed 
Mrs. Tuffins, winding out of the other parlor exit and up the main 
staircase.

Laura sniffled into her handkerchief as her  brother guided 
her up  behind us. “She’s . . .  just . . .  so . . .  nice,” she whispered in 
between sobs.

It was impossible to argue with that, and I could feel my 
own eyes pricking a  little.  Every warm and welcoming part of 
Mrs. Tuffins and her  house that was more a home was a reminder 
of every thing we’d lost. Of places to which we could never return. 
Of  people we took for granted.

“We have four rooms on this floor and two rooms above,” 
Mrs. Tuffins said as we reached the first- floor hallway. “Some of 
you may have to share. I hope you  won’t mind terribly.”

A scrabbling sound came from  behind us. Emily was tele-
kinetically dragging a small piece of scrap fabric across the floor 
while Soot diligently stalked it. Laura had stopped crying, watch-
ing the cat wait to pounce on its prey. The girls and cat wandered 
into the first bedroom, and Mr. Kent closed the door halfway, to 
keep the powers out of sight.

“Not a prob lem at all, Mrs. Tuffins. I would be happy to share 
with Miss Wyn—”

“I can share with Miss Chen,” I cut in, seeing Mrs. Tuffins’s 
eyes go wide at Mr. Kent’s joke. I glared at him but smiled at Miss 
Chen.  After all, I was the only one she knew even a  little. “Rose, 
you can share with Catherine—”

“Evelyn, is it all right if I share with you, actually?” Rose asked, 
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looking tense in a way I  couldn’t quite read. “I feel I’ve bothered 
Miss Harding enough the past week.”

“I— yes, of course,” I said, glancing at Catherine and Miss 
Chen. “Do you two mind sharing?”

Catherine looked a bit confused but covered it with a smile. 
“Of course not.”

“I rarely break the ceiling when I wake up  these days,” Miss 
Chen reassured Catherine. She glanced back to me. “But what 
about . . .  uh . . .” She gestured at Sebastian, and every one’s eyes 
followed.

Right. Hmm.
Mrs. Tuffins looked rather concerned, and Mr. Kent hastened 

to assure her. “It’s just . . .  Mr. Braddock snores. Terribly,” Mr. Kent 
explained, looking at me for assistance but then continuing on, 
making every thing worse. “I think the only  thing for it, Miss 
Wyndham, is for me to bunk up with you, while Mr. Braddock 
sleeps alone.”

That was too much, even for the kindly Mrs. Tuffins. She 
looked properly scandalized. Every one tried to jump in, offering 
worse and worse excuses. I groaned, the hallway suddenly feeling 
rather crowded. In every one’s haste to reassure the poor  woman, 
Sebastian slipped back  toward the stairs.

He managed to get nearly all the way downstairs before I 
caught him by the wrist.

“Sebastian. Please,” I said.
He looked smaller than me, standing three stairs down, held 

back only by my grasp on him. He was already shaking his head, 
preemptively disagreeing with what ever I had to say.

I said it anyway. “It  will be all right. You and I can stay near 
each other— perhaps even—”

His voice came softly. “They are  going to get hurt.”
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“More  people are  going to get hurt if we leave,” I said, squeez-
ing his hand, trying to make him feel the power between us. “I 
promise. I’ll be near.”

“You  were near when I killed that man on the train.”
“You did not kill him.”
He shook his head. “You  don’t know that.”
“I do. We  weren’t standing  there for a full thirty seconds lis-

tening to you kill a man. That would have been . . .  well, it  wasn’t.”
“How long was it?”
“I— Twenty . . .  one seconds. I’ve started counting whenever 

I see you make contact with someone,” I said, slightly omitting 
the fact that I had only now started. “You only knocked the man 
out, which in turn, saved all seven of us. So you can subtract that 
from the number you are undoubtedly keeping in your head.”

He pursed his lips and said nothing but looked a  little redder.
Of course he was  really keeping a number. “What is it?”
“One hundred and thirty- two.”
I frowned at him. “The newspaper said one hundred 

twenty-  two.”
He sighed and scrubbed at his face. “Victims from before.”
“Then you should include  people  you’ve saved from before,” I 

said. “You could cut it in half for all the  people you saved from 
Dr. Beck.”

“That was only eight  people,” Sebastian said stubbornly.
“Eight? That’s absurd. You  can’t just—” I stopped. And sighed. 

What was I  doing arguing with him about this? This was the last 
 thing he needed.

“Well, one hundred twenty- four before today, then,” I said 
encouragingly. “And after this morning on the train, it’s one hun-
dred seventeen.”

“One hundred and nineteen. I  can’t count you and Mr. Kent 
again.”
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“Oh, for goodness’ sakes,  these rules are terrible!” I said. “If 
 you’re counting that way, then by saving me, you also indirectly 
saved every one I’ve saved— I’d estimate that to be about sixty.”

“You  can’t do that,” Sebastian said, looking as frustrated as I 
felt, and it suddenly, loudly occurred to me . . .  this was what he 
needed. Arguing meant he cared about something. Yes, that thing 
he cared about was the number of  people he’d killed, which he 
was using to continually torment himself. But that was still better 
than the vacant gaze. A count meant  there was still hope.

“Too late, I already did,” I said as tartly as pos si ble. “The total 
is fifty- nine now. Sorry.”

“Ev— the ball . . .  it’s my responsibility.” He was almost plead-
ing with me now, as though he wanted me to agree that this was 
all his fault.

Too bad.
“It’s just as much mine,” I said. More so even. I was the one 

who chose Rose over every one  else. “And I’m always  going to be 
near, whispering the right number in your ear  until you  can’t 
remember the wrong one. Now come with me.”

I tugged him back upstairs, pulling in effec tively at him  until 
he fi nally relented and followed, a warm, heavy presence I could 
feel at my back. I shook my head a  little, feeling even guiltier.

I managed to get Sebastian back upstairs without pulling 
his arm off, where Mr.  Kent, Tuffins, and his  mother  were 
waiting.

“Every one’s getting settled. You and your  sister are in that 
room,” Mr. Kent said, pointing to the one across from Laura and 
Emily. Then he pointed to the room next to it, anticipating what 
I planned. “And Mr. Braddock  will be in that one. I’ll take the 
room with the prisoner upstairs.”

“Thank you, Mr. Kent,” I said. “And Tuffins, Mrs. Tuffins, I 
 don’t know what we’d do if you  weren’t  here.”
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“Well, we are. So please tell me if you need anything,” Mrs. 
Tuffins insisted, looking much more composed. Perhaps Rose had 
managed to convince her  there was nothing improper  going on. 
“ We’ll let you know when the tea is ready, dear.”

Mr. Kent stared at Mrs. Tuffins with the deepest apprecia-
tion. “Tuffins, if I had known your  mother was such a paragon, I 
would have come to live  here ages ago.”

“How sad that I never mentioned it,” Tuffins said, as dry and 
mea sured as ever.

Mr. Kent clicked his tongue and dis appeared upstairs, while 
our hosts went down. I took Sebastian to his designated room 
and sat him on the bed against our shared wall. He did not pro-
test, just looked up at me warily through his dark lashes.

“For as long as  you’re in  here, I’ll be canceling your power out. 
No one is  going to get hurt. Just tap the wall; I’ll be on the other 
side.”

I took his hand in both of mine, like it was some sort of sacred 
object, and set it on the faded floral wall paper. I slipped out of his 
room and into the one next door. Rose had taken the bed farthest 
from Sebastian’s room, by the win dow, and was sitting with her 
arms around her knees, watching the street. I shoved at my bed, 
wincing at the screeches it made,  until it bumped up against the 
shared wall.

I climbed atop it,  running my hand along the wall, feeling 
nothing and more nothing,  until I knocked. A knock answered 
back and I slid my hand over till I found the current of our powers.

It worked. I could actually feel him through the wood. The 
sensation was muffled to a degree lower than when we touched 
through fabric, but it was still  there, it still caught my breath, and 
it was still undoubtedly Sebastian.

He  didn’t move away and neither did I. I held my hand  there 
for a long moment, before the silence  behind me got unnerving. I 
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turned around on the bed, leaning my back against the spot, let-
ting the hum warm my  whole body a  little.

Rose was perfectly still, gazing out the win dow with that 
same lost, vacant gaze that Laura had. I  didn’t know what to say 
to her now. I’d already promised her we’d be safe at home  after we 
deposed the head of the Society. I’d agreed to leave London and 
not even an hour had passed before we had to turn back into the 
fray with no real plan of which to speak.

“Rose, I’m—”
“I’m sorry,” she said, stealing the words from the tip of my 

tongue.
“No, I am. You  don’t need to apologize for anything,” I told 

her, managing the same gentle firmness that I used with 
Sebastian.

She shook her head. “I . . .  the  whole time Dr.  Beck and 
Mr. Hale and Camille held me captive, not a moment went by 
when I  didn’t dream about  going home.”

“Not a moment went by that I  wasn’t dreaming you  were back,” 
I said.

“And when I fi nally get back and I fi nally see our parents,” she 
said, shivering. I  didn’t need to ask where this was  going. “I ruined 
every thing.”

I stared at her, wondering if I misheard. Maybe I did need to 
ask. “Rose, how . . .  how can you say that? You are the last person 
to blame. You  were with me at the ball. You saw what I chose.”

“A choice my power made for you.”
My stomach sank; every thing was so muddled up. First Sebastian 

holds himself responsible, now her. Her tears  were beginning to 
spill over now, and she wiped them away with her sleeve.

“He turned all our powers off, yours included,” I argued, get-
ting up to kneel by her bed, taking her hand in mine. “That’s how 
he was able to hurt you without any remorse.”
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“It was off at the moment,” she said. “But I  don’t think that 
removes years of lingering effects.”

“ There  were also years of loving you without any power, long 
before it developed as we got older.  You’re my  sister.”

“And they  were our parents. And friends.” Tears  were rolling 
down her cheeks, and she  wasn’t bothering to wipe them away 
anymore. “Why  else would you pick me over so many?”

 Because I  didn’t believe Captain Goode would do it.  Because 
I hoped someone would save us at the last minute.  Because I was 
selfish and couldn’t bear to lose her again.

 There  were plenty of reasons. Too many. And even if  there 
 weren’t, this long and complicated chain of fault still traced 
back to me. I brought Sebastian and Rose back. I put them in 
the Society’s path. The fact that they blamed themselves for my 
 mistakes only ground my heart to smaller pieces.

I closed my eyes, feeling the familiar guilt and the grief rising 
inside me, filling my lungs. That same heaviness from the days 
 after I lost Rose. That darkness that rendered  every direction 
indistinguishable. That raw sensitivity across my entire body. The 
feeling that the only way I could stand the pain was to never move 
again. Back then, I had  family. I had guidance. Mae had experi-
enced the same loss and managed to keep living. Miss Grey gave 
us a hopeful and selfless purpose, despite all the horrors she had 
suffered. Even my parents, at the very least, helped me find my 
bearings by serving as a reminder of what not to do.

But now they  were all dead.
I hugged Rose tightly and climbed up to my feet, thinking, 

breathing, refusing to let myself sink into  those depths again.
“What are you  doing?” she asked.
The one  thing that gave me a clear sense of direction. “Figuring 

out how to kill Captain Goode.”
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