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PART ONE
 
    
 
   They call him the Weeper. For after he murders his victims, he draws an eye and tear as his mark in the blood of his enemies. At least, they assume they’re his enemies. They do not know why he kills, but they know the how. A dagger in both eyes, so the fallen's cheeks are stained crimson, as they lie there motionless, weeping red. 
 
   The public grasps for motives behind the Weeper: debts and disputes, quarrels and traumas. Because people fear violence without reason. They cannot defend themselves against that which they do not understand, so they ignore the simplest motive of all―that the Weeper relishes blood and flesh, and they are little more than bags of meat. Such things, they would say, do not happen in our civilized world. But I have seen the truth of humanity, and it is written in chaos. Such things happen every day.
 
   And always, people distract themselves with drink and dance, work and play. Yet even those who feign disinterest have two questions. Who is the Weeper, and what does he want? 
 
   Tonight, I intend to answer both.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I have tracked the Weeper to a warehouse. It was no easy thing, for there is no obvious pattern to the killings, but during the last, one of my generals, Trix, saw a shadow disappearing within the dark alleys of New York, and she followed. The figure, she said, was cloaked, a heavy grey mask upon his face, and he used the sewers to move around. Trix trudged through mud and stench to keep pace, and after an hour of tracking, found him entering a warehouse. It has been another hour since. He has not come out.
 
   And I have arrived.
 
   I sit atop a crane across the street, my black cape billowing around me. I tap the eGlass at my ear and hear TR swear at something I can't see. "What's going on, TR?"
 
   "Nothing good," he says. 
 
   "Nothing is ever good, according to you."
 
   He grunts, and Trix snorts.
 
   "She's got your card," Trix says.
 
   "You two need to get out of there," TR says.
 
   I can't see Trix—she's watching the back of the building—but I know she's shaking her head. We aren't leaving. Not when we're this close. I tell TR as much.
 
   "You don't understand, Nightfall," TR says. "You've just fallen into a GenMod hornet's nest. You can't do this alone."
 
   "I'm not alone. I have Trix. We can handle the Weeper."
 
   "Nightfall's got this covered, TR." Trix’s voice is softer now, respectful. "Don't worry so much."
 
   "Weeper's not the problem," TR says. "You know how we've been tracking the GodMaker?" 
 
   "Yes." I roll my eyes at the self-styled egomaniac. He really should have picked a better name, but it doesn't minimize his threat level. He's been trafficking Zeniths—those born with paranormal abilities—for over a decade, imprisoning them for dangerous and highly illegal GenMod experiments. Most don't survive the dangerous surgeries to alter or improve their abilities. Those who do are placed within his organization. We don't know their endgame, if they even have one beyond greed and power, but we have been trying to stop him. The Dark Templars worked on this before I ever became their leader. But what does this have to do with the Weeper?
 
   I ask TR.
 
   He grunts. "You just found the warehouse where GodMaker does his experiments. We were going to wait for Zorin…"
 
   My heart beats against my chest so hard it hurts. "We're not waiting." The GodMaker is in there. With the Weeper. They may be in cahoots.
 
   "You have to get out of there," TR repeats. "Come back to the Cathedral. We'll make a plan, wait for Zorin to return before we do anything drastic."
 
   TR can hardly stand Zorin. That he wants to wait for the Nephilim—the Angel-human hybrid who turned me—is telling. But Zorin won't be back for days, maybe longer. "We can't afford to lose either of them. This is too important, even more so now that the GodMaker is in the mix. We move ahead as planned."
 
   "Nightfall, you are not ready for this!"
 
   "People are dying," I say.
 
   "And what happens if you die?" he asks. "What happens to this cause? To all the Zeniths counting on Nightfall to save them?"
 
   It's not really me he's worried about. It's Trix. But I don't begrudge him that. "I can't save the Zeniths, or anyone else, if I don't take risks."
 
   "Nightfall, you're a strategist. A planner. A leader. But you're not a warrior," he says through teeth I can tell are clenched. "Wait for Zorin. Let him help you. I hate to admit it, but we need his sword for this one."
 
   Zorin is the best fighter we have. He has his secrets. But I have to be able to act as Nightfall even when he's not here. "I have to do this, TR. Trix, what say you? We good?"
 
   "You know it, N," she says. "We can handle this."
 
   Trix is a hero in her own right, the Shadow of Rome who led a rebellion against the corrupt Four Orders who rule most of our world.
 
   "Don't blame me when you two end up dead," TR says.
 
   I ignore him. "Get into position, Trix. Watch the exits. And be ready to back me when I call."
 
   "Got it, N. Be safe."
 
   "Always." 
 
   "TR, keep tabs on all communications coming in and out of the building, and let me know if anything pops up."
 
   He grumbles, and I take that as assent.
 
   I tap my eGlass again, disconnecting, and then speak to my AI. "Evie, you ready?"
 
   "Yes, Scarlett," she says in her British accent. "I have sent all communication hacks to TR and will make sure he has access to what he needs. Unfortunately, I cannot adjust his attitude for you. You will have to suffer that on your own."
 
   I laugh out loud. "You're getting better at the sarcasm."
 
   "Thank you," she says. "Now, don't die. I would hate to have to explain that to Zorin."
 
   "Have you been able to find him?"
 
   "No, he is not in range of any communication device."
 
   I click the eGlass off and set aside concern for Zorin. He has his own business to attend to, and he's not big on sharing. That's okay. We all have our secrets, don't we?
 
   I take a deep breath and stand, looking out over the expanse of asphalt and alleys toward the warehouse. My wings unfurl, the glowing silver of their ethereal beauty extending around me, filling me with a euphoric power. The Tree of Life on the breastplate of my black leather armor glows in the same white-silver light. I am an angel of darkness, masked in black, raven-haired, my eyes glowing silver. 
 
   And then I fly.
 
   They see me. The people of this world. The good citizens of New York.
 
   Some cheer me as their savior. One of the last Nephilim, here to save those with my people's blood: the Zeniths—the gifted, or cursed, depending on whom you ask. The lowest of the low in a society that has shunned and marginalized anyone not like itself.
 
   Others curse me. I am a rebel. A threat to the Four Orders, to the established reign of the Pope and the Church. A threat to their classist ways.
 
   When I land beside the building, I pull in my wings, drawing their energy within and vanishing them from sight. They won't help me inside. And TR was right about one thing. I'm no warrior. I have to use my brains more than my brawn if I hope to come out of this alive.
 
   I creep toward a side entrance and grab the guard by the door before he has a chance to pull his gun. Hand on his face, I open my mind and enter his.
 
   His thoughts are frantic, swirling. He's been wanting to leave this place, but if he does, they will kill his family. I bend him to my will, and once he’s mine, I tell him what I want.
 
   He nods. "Follow me."
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The guard leads me into the warehouse. This mind control thing won't last, so we must be fast.
 
   "You're walking in blind," TR says through the eGlass.
 
   "Then give me eyes. They've got to have security. Get me a layout. Have Evie hack the mainframe."
 
   "Got it." He clicks off.
 
   Trix comes through, her voice soft. "Where do you need me?"
 
   "Watch the back. If the Weeper or the GodMaker try to escape, don't let them."
 
   "Are you going to be okay in there alone?" she asks.
 
   "We'll see, won't we?"
 
   "Call if you need backup. Zorin will kill us all if anything happens to you."
 
   I chuckle under my breath. She's not wrong. He would kill them.
 
   Cautiously, I follow the guard, who has his electrified baton drawn. He's tall, broad-shouldered. A fighter. I need him to be my bodyguard, to take out anyone who gets in my way.
 
   He guides us through a secure area, using his thumb and eyes to scan us in. TR feeds me the camera surveillance of the interior and talks me through the space. There is the section we're about to enter, and smaller rooms to the right used as offices.
 
   I see the horror on my eGlass before I step into it directly. The warehouse has been converted into a lab. Bodies stretch out on hospital beds, hooked up to machines, each surrounded by thick clear glass, like a transparent prison. It's the middle of the night, and only the skeleton crew remains. A man and woman in white lab coats sit at their desks, typing away.
 
   My guide, on my command, shocks them both. Fortunately, the 'patients' stay asleep.
 
   "There's more," TR says. "A section below, full of imprisoned Zeniths."
 
   "Be ready to free them." Rage builds inside me.
 
   My control of the guard is slipping, so before it does, I have him zap himself. He falls to the ground, unconscious but alive. He and the others will wake up with raging headaches, but they will wake up, whether they deserve it or not.
 
   A door to the right flies open, and two men storm out. The first one sees me and throws a small silver sphere into the air. It lands to my left, and I stare at it, confused. Then I feel my body pull toward it against my will. I release my wings, fill myself with power to fight it, but the man relies on low-level Gravir abilities to trap me. He's not tagged, no ear piercing to identify him. Not a Zenith then. Probably illegal GenMod.
 
   The man behind him wears a gold Grecian mask. The GodMaker. He runs.
 
   I push away from the sphere, using my wings for strength, and break free in one sudden move, like a rubber band snapping. The release of tension sends me flying across the room, and I smack into the Gravir, our bodies tumbling to the floor in a pile of limbs.
 
   I reach for him, to touch him, control him, but he dashes away. Not far. Not as fast as a high-level Gravir could, but fast enough.
 
   He throws four spheres around me, locking me in place.
 
   "N, what's going on?" Trix asks.
 
   "The GodMaker is getting away!" I say, my jaw tight, as I'm pulled toward the ground with what feels like four times normal gravity.
 
   "On it!" she says, cutting the connection.
 
   I could ask for help, but then we'd lose any chance at all of catching the GodMaker.
 
   No, I can do this on my own.
 
   I have to.
 
   I push outward, extending my wings again, using all my strength to pull myself out of the Gravir's web.
 
   He draws a gun and points it at me.
 
   I tense, wishing I could control his mind from a distance. Wishing I had something else with which to fight him.
 
   He's about to pull the trigger when a knife flies over my shoulder and embeds itself in his forehead.
 
   He slumps to the ground, dead.
 
   The pressure around me dissipates, leaving me spent and wobbly. I stumble back and hands catch me, steadying me. I turn around.
 
   And face the Weeper.
 
   He's dressed in black, with a mask covering his whole face. His voice projects through a distorter, deep and rough. "Which way did the GodMaker go?"
 
   I don't answer, but my eyes flick to the side hall.
 
   The Weeper spins away with such speed, he becomes a blur.
 
   His voice travels back to me as he dashes across the room. "Don't get in my way, Nightfall. I'm not your enemy. Yet."


 
   
  
 

PART TWO
 
    
 
   I help Trix and TR clear the warehouse. TR secures two Bruisers—I don't ask where he got the war trucks from—to transport the GodMaker’s 'patients.' 
 
   "They're going to need medical treatment." I run through what we have on hand at the Cathedral. Not much.
 
   Trix nods. "I know someone who can help. We'll pick her up on the way."
 
   I look at the small groups of Zeniths forming around the Bruisers, the large vans spacious enough to accommodate all of them if they get cozy. Hopefully, the Inquisitors won't notice they are missing until TR and Trix are safely away.
 
   "Zorin's not going to be happy to come back to more Zeniths at the Cathedral," I say.
 
   TR scoffs. "He'll live. This is why we formed the Dark Templars. To help these people." He gestures at them.
 
   He's right. I'll talk Zorin down when he comes home. "I have to go, but I'll be back at the Cathedral later. Contact me via eGlass in the meantime. "
 
   TR frowns. "Off to your secret life again?"
 
   I sigh. "See you both soon. Good work today."
 
   Trix shrugs. "I'm sorry they escaped. We missed an exit on the plans."
 
   "I know. It's not your fault. I had them both and lost them."
 
   "You need Zorin," TR says.
 
   "Well, he’s not here. And we won't make the same mistakes next time."
 
   I extend my wings and rise into the air before they pull me back into the argument, the darkness of the night embracing me as I struggle to settle into my other identity. The one I hide behind this mask. The one the Dark Templars can never know about. For their safety, and mine.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   My Nightfall armor and mask are shoved into an old backpack and tucked into a secret compartment of the trunk in my bedroom. I'm walking through a castle courtyard, the evening stars shining brightly overhead as Fairy Fruit glow around me on the Fairy Trees in shades of reds, blues, oranges, and purples. Delicious fruit, but so sticky, you'll spend a week getting it off your skin. 
 
   I breathe in the night air, fresh and clean, and close my eyes. I have to center myself. To switch roles from rebel to student. From Nightfall to Scarlett Night. From rebel to an Initiate of Castle Vianney, the most prestigious school for training Initiates of the Four Orders.
 
   I've been told I'm nearly guaranteed a spot in the Templars. After all, my parents were both Templars, and my grandfather is the Grandmaster of the school, and of the Templar Order.
 
   No one here knows I'm Nightfall, the rebel leader of the Dark Templars. 
 
   No one here knows I'm a Nephilim, formed from the forbidden blood of fallen Angels.
 
   They don't know I need to feed on blood to stay strong, that my strength and power don't just come from the required GenMod all Patricians go through, but from a change much more profound. The night my parents died, I did too. But Zorin, the last Nephilim, saved me. He turned me that night, and trains me now to become what our world needs. What our people need.
 
   And no one but Zorin knows both sides of me. While I fight against the Four Orders and the classism that keeps Zeniths and Nephilim under the foot of the Patricians, I am also training to become one of them.
 
   I'm leaving the castle walls when my grandfather approaches me, his black robes flowing around his ankles as his walking stick clinks on the grey cobblestones. His beard is long and white, and his blue eyes crinkle when he smiles. His robes reveal his position here. Over his heart is the Templar symbol, a red cross over white. To the left is a stylized V for Castle Vianney.
 
   He holds out an arm to me as we draw close. "Good evening, Scarlett," he says in a British accent."
 
   "Good evening." I take his arm and walk with him over the drawbridge. The Teutonic guards in white robes nod at us as we pass by.
 
   "I have not seen you around much today. I trust you are settling into life here?"
 
   "Yes. I was exploring New York," I say, which isn't entirely untrue.
 
   He raises an eyebrow. "There is much to see in the city. Both good and evil."
 
   A part of Templar training must include speaking in riddles, because my grandfather is a master of the craft.
 
   "Where are you off to?" I ask.
 
   "Into Vianney to pick up a few supplies," he says as we walk.
 
   "This late? I didn't think anything was open."
 
   "Then where are you headed?" He smiles.
 
   "Just walking. Couldn't sleep."
 
   He raises a bushy white eyebrow. "The curse of a busy mind."
 
   Or a double identity. "What are you picking up?" I ask after a few minutes of silence.
 
   We've passed the drawbridge and are following a road that leads into Vianney. Tall trees line the path like sentries, their long arms reaching over us and toward each other, casting long shadows under the silver moon. I shiver and tuck in a little closer to my grandfather, who seems—despite his age and fragility—impenetrable.
 
   "The night shows the world in a strange light," he says. "It hides the obvious and gives us a glimpse into the shadows, if we have but eyes to see."
 
   As is often the case with him, I feel like he's trying to tell me something without actually saying it. And I never know what that is, so I just nod and pretend like I know what he's talking about. If nothing else, it's nice to have someone to walk with who doesn't expect anything of me, at least not in this moment.
 
   The town of Vianney is small. It's located on an island off the shores of New York, and is home to Castle V and a small population of supporting staff. The main street boasts a few locally owned shops, and a couple of neighborhoods that accommodate residents of Vianney.  At night, the town is sleepy, save for a streetbot and its quiet whir, and the singing of night insects. The streetbot glides by us, sucking up any debris left on the road. The Fairy Trees planted along the walking paths are in full bloom, glowing with their sticky fruit. We stroll by small shops shut up for the night, each with hanging wooden signs that feature their names in a fancy scroll.
 
   My grandfather stops at one, an old bookstore that sells rare first editions. He knocks on the door three times, and a light flicks on inside. He grins at me like a child about to get his pick of candy. "Harold is an old friend of mine. I've had my heart set on a first edition of A History of Juliana for years now, but everyone believed all the copies had been lost or destroyed. I just got a word from Harold that he found a copy for me."
 
   "So you're picking it up in the middle of the night?"
 
   He feigns shock. "Have you any idea what this book is worth? It's a treasure."
 
   A tall thin man with a balding head and kind smile opens the heavy wooden door and welcomes us in. The shop smells of old paper and leather. It's not the kind of bookstore one can easily navigate. The wares are piled on shelves and on the floor in tall, precarious towers that make me hope we never experience an earthquake. Old leather chairs are spaced around the shop for patrons to perch on with their tea or coffee and read. A cat darts out from behind the stacks and wraps itself around my legs, purring.
 
   I lean down to pet the white fluff ball as Harold laughs. "That's Fairy. She's a flirt."
 
   "She's beautiful," I say, as Harold bags the book for my grandfather, who ushers me forward.
 
   "This is my granddaughter," he says proudly, and I extend my hand.
 
   "It's nice to meet you."
 
   Harold's grin widens. "You're Scarlett? You've gotten so much bigger than I remember!"
 
   "We've met before?" I ask.
 
   My grandfather's eyes are sad. "Your mother brought you here when you were very young. You got your first book from this shop."
 
   My mouth falls open. "The Land of Honey." 
 
   Harold beams. "Yes, that's the one."
 
   "My mom read that to me every night when I was little. I still have it back home."
 
   He nods. "That's the way of the great ones."
 
   I step back, my mind full of too many sad memories that used to be happy.
 
   He notices and frowns. "I'm sorry about your parents."
 
   "Thank you."
 
   My grandfather clears his throat. "We should be getting on. Thank you again, Harold. I owe you a very big favor someday."
 
   "And someday I might just claim it," the shopkeeper warns with another fast smile, then locks up as we leave. 
 
   I try to remember being here, but I don't. I'm about to say something, to ask about my mother and this shop and any memories he has of her, when someone screams from an alley to our right.
 
   I run ahead of my grandfather and draw short, nearly crashing into a man and woman standing over a body. They back up, shaking and holding each other's hands.
 
   A closer look reveals a man sprawled on the ground with daggers in his eyes. An eye with a tear is painted in blood by his head.
 
   Footsteps. Above.
 
   I glance up at someone in the shadows at the end of the alley.
 
   The Weeper.
 
   My grandfather yells for me to stop, but I am already sprinting over the pavement toward the figure. He runs from me.
 
   A synthetic laughter carries on the wind in his wake.


 
   
  
 

PART THREE
 
    
 
   My sneakers pound the smooth stones underfoot as I chase the Weeper through dark alleys and down sleepy streets. I lose him around a corner and stop, breathing heavily as I look around. Closing my eyes, I listen, allowing my senses to sharpen.
 
   A scraping comes from somewhere overhead. My eyes blink open, and I'm off again. He's on the roof! I pull down a fire escape from the side of the building and race upward, my breathing too loud, my footsteps resounding like gunshots in the silent twilight. I can't use my wings. I can't take the risk of being seen.
 
   The wind pushes against me as I sprint across the roof. The chill seeps into me, but I keep running. At last, I catch sight of the Weeper on the adjacent building and without thinking, hit the edge of the roof and jump over the alley. I may not be able to fly, but if I let my Nephilim strength and speed seep into me, it gives me an edge. But the Weeper is fast. Too fast. We play out this dance through the small town of Vianney until he lands on a building too tall to jump off, facing a large park.
 
   He has nowhere to go.
 
   I stand facing him, his mask black and red.
 
   I'm about to say something witty when he looks at me, smiles, and extends purple wings of light behind him.
 
   My jaw drops.
 
   The Weeper is…
 
   Nephilim.
 
   But. 
 
   This makes no sense.
 
   There are no Nephilim left.
 
   Zorin and I are the last.
 
   How?
 
   "Why?" I choke out, my throat dry. "Why are you killing people?"
 
   "I'm like you, Nightfall," the synthetic voice says. "I'm fighting for justice."
 
   Before I can reply, before I can ask how he knows I'm Nightfall, before I can argue all the ways we are most definitely not like each other, the Weeper is airborne, and gone.
 
   It's too late.
 
   I've lost him.
 
   And he's left another dead body in his wake.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   It takes me a few minutes to find my way back to my grandfather. Inquisitors and Teutonic Knights have already flocked to investigate, protect, and keep the onlookers away. My grandfather stands off to the side watching as the scene is sectioned off and the body is examined by a Hostpitaller to determine cause and time of death. Though I think the daggers through the eyes are pretty self-evident.
 
   Some local townsfolk have been awakened by the commotion. They mill in the street in robes, rubbing sleepy eyes and talking in low, anxious murmurs. A frustrated streetbot keeps trying to get into the alley, but is pushed away by guards.
 
   Vianney is the probably the safest place in the world to live, or at least one of them. It's guarded by the Four Orders and is home to many renowned Knights.
 
   Crime doesn't happen here.
 
   Murder doesn't happen here, unless the Order is committing it in the name of justice.
 
   I walk over to my grandfather, and he looks at me, his blue eyes full of secrets and unspoken thoughts. "You should be more careful, child. Chasing after someone like this can be dangerous."
 
   "I had to try," I say. "I can handle myself."
 
   He chuckles. "I've no doubt of that. You are your mother's daughter."
 
   A sudden wave of grief rocks me at the mention of my mother. It hasn't been that long since I lost my parents, but so much has already happened since. I'm not the same person I was the night my life was stolen from me. The night they lost theirs. But that girl still lives in me. She still grieves. I shiver, my heart sore.
 
   My grandfather notices and shuffles closer, wrapping an arm around my shoulders. "We're no good here now. Let's get back to the Castle."
 
   I nod and walk with him. It's a long, quiet walk, and I let him deliver me to my bedroom, saying goodnight and shutting the door behind me. When I can no longer hear his footsteps in the hall, I pull out the backpack with my armor and change into my alter ego. Once I have my mask on, I tap my eGlass, and an EZ-Dye mod turns my silver-blonde hair black with a silver streak.
 
   I open the large window by my bed and step onto the windowsill. With a small smile, I stretch my wings behind me and fly into the night.
 
   If there's another Nephilim out there, I have to find him. The Weeper changes everything.


 
   
  
 

PART FOUR
 
    
 
   Evie sent messages to TR and Trix while I flew over New York, so they are ready for me in the War Room when I get to the Cathedral.
 
   TR's copper hair is tousled, and he rubs a bit of sleep out of his eye. Once I take my seat at the head of the table, he grunts at me. "There'd better be a good reason for waking us."
 
   "The Weeper is Nephilim," I say.
 
   Trix sucks in a loud breath. "Are you sure?"
 
   I nod, explaining what just happened in Vianney. 
 
   TR shakes his head. "This doesn't make sense."
 
   I shrug. "We have to get ahold of Zorin. He needs to know. He's out there trying to find Nephilim, when one is right here under our noses."
 
   Trix sips at a cup of coffee. "Have you heard from him?"
 
   " No." I stand to make myself a drink. A high-speed coffee maker sits on a table against the wall. I grab a mug and fill it with steaming goodness, then add cream and sugar before returning to my seat, stifling a yawn. "He's still off the radar. He's been locked up for a long time. And he's been around a lot longer than any of us. He has his own way of doing things. So… we’re on our own. For now."
 
   Trix runs a finger around the rim of her mug. "Do we want the Weeper to join us? Is that the plan?"
 
   "I don't know," I say. "He's killing people. That's not how we work."
 
   "Maybe it's how we should work." Leave it to TR to bring us back to our never-ending fight. "It's how to make people notice, to make change happen."
 
   I sigh, too tired for this argument.
 
   "I'll see if Evie can get a message through to the Weeper. Maybe we can set up a meeting. I’ve run into him twice so far, and he hasn’t tried to hurt me." They didn’t need to know he recognized me. 
 
   It's a sore spot for TR, but Zorin and I agree the Dark Templars can't know who I really am, a patrician daughter equivalent to royalty—even if I was raised as a plebeian in secret. Everything we do depends on me being able to safely infiltrate the Orders.
 
   Trix nods. "Let us know what you hear, and don't go into anything blind. We're your team. We do this together."
 
   "Agreed," I say.
 
   She smiles. "Good. Now, we have other news." She leans forward in her chair, a lock of red curly hair falling into her green eyes. "One of the women we saved from that warehouse has information on the GodMaker."
 
   My back straightens. "What kind of information?"
 
   TR shrugs. "Don't know. She'll only speak to Nightfall."
 
   Trix ignores the disdain in his voice, softening the sting of his words with hers. "You're the face of the Dark Templars. The face people know. The face people trust."
 
   I knew that would be the case when I agreed to form this group and lead it, but still it weighs heavy on me. I'm too young. Too inexperienced to carry the hopes and dreams of so many. I take a deep breath and nod. I can't let them down.
 
   "Take me to her."
 
   


 
   
  
 

PART FIVE
 
    
 
   I follow Trix and TR down the spiral staircase and out the front door of the Cathedral. At night, under moonlight, specks of light crystal shine within the obsidian stone.
 
   We walk across the grounds. Everything is in a state of repair, with equipment, stone, and wood lying around waiting to be picked up and used come morning. Our little compound is a work in progress, one Zorin is not happy about since it means we have more and more Zenith refugees migrating here for safety or to pay tribute to the last of the Nephilim.
 
   The Nephilytes bother him the most. The worshippers of our kind. Those who believe us to be gods. I think Zorin sees himself as more demon than angel.
 
   We enter a small building that is mostly complete. A bit of roof is still under repair, but otherwise, it's a solid structure where many of our guests live dorm-room style. We enter a living room with a kitchen off to one side. Past that a hallway leads to other rooms housing as many as we can fit in each. We need more buildings. More space. More ways to care for those displaced by our imbalanced society.
 
   The house is mostly dark, save for a light in the kitchen where an old woman sits slumped in a chair nursing a cup of tea. She looks up when we walk in, and her eyes go wide. She stands, then sits, as if not sure if she should kneel or bow.
 
   I smile gently and sit in the chair next to her, placing a hand on her weathered one, her skin thin and stained by time. "Are you hungry? Do you need anything?"
 
   She looks so frail that, when she doesn't say anything, I nod to Trix, who rummages through the kitchen putting together something to eat for the woman.
 
   "What's your name?" I ask.
 
   Her hair is white all the way through and piled on her head in a messy bun. She has dark eyes and a face touched by the sun. Clearly a beautiful woman once, with clear skin and high cheekbones, she could have passed for a patrician with her bone structure.
 
   "I am called Lana," she says.
 
   "Lana, I'm Nightfall." I feel silly stating something so obvious, but the social graces are wired in me hard.
 
   She smiles, appreciating the effort. "Nice to meet you, Nightfall."
 
   Trix sets a plate of crackers, cheese, and fruit in front of Lana, then gives me a LifeForce. I thank her, suddenly ravenous. I haven't fed in a while and didn't realize how spent I've become.
 
   I down the LifeForce, grateful that humanity unintentionally created an energy drink that gives Nephilim a boost without the blood, and wait for Lana to eat some of her food before I question her. "Lana, my friends said you wanted to talk to me?"
 
   She nods, wiping a crumb from her lips before leaning in to take my hand. "You must stop him. You must stop the GodMaker."
 
   I squeeze her hand. "I'm going to." I hope it's the truth. "But if you have information that could help, I'd love to hear it."
 
   "I lost my daughter in one of the warehouses," she says, her voice choking on emotion. "She… all of us… he did so many experiments. But my daughter, she was special. Willow." A sad smile curls her lips for a moment. "Her name was Willow. She was extraordinary. Stronger than most. Gifted. He favored her." Her eyes flash when she looks up, pain etching her features. "That favor got her more torture, more tests. Until one day, Willow was gone. He used her up until there was nothing left of the strong, beautiful girl I'd raised. I never even saw her again. One day she was alive, the next, she wasn't there anymore. Just like the rest, he burned her to ash and dumped her in the water once he couldn't get anything more out of her."
 
   Tears stream down her face, and I can feel them build behind my mask as well. I suck in a breath and let it out slowly. "I'm so sorry." I can't imagine what she's been through. What she's lost at the hands of this monster. "I will do everything I can to stop him. I swear it."
 
   She looks into my eyes for a long moment before nodding, her mouth narrowing into a determined slash. "I overheard him talking to his Second. They use one of the abandoned train lines to transport Zeniths they've kidnapped, and they have another 'shipment' coming in. I know they have a new location they were going to transfer us to. Something bigger, with better equipment. His plans are escalating." Her eyes are wide, full of remembered terrors. "He said he needed something grander for 'the plan.'"
 
   "Do you know what the plan is?" I ask.
 
   She shakes her head. "Not exactly. But I've heard things. He's obsessed with creating the perfect Zenith army. He wants war."
 
   War. But with whom? The Orders? Humanity? Everyone?
 
   "Thank you. This helps. A lot." I stand, glancing at TR and Trix, who look as worried as I feel. I turn back to Lana. "Try to get some rest, you'll be—"
 
   A scream comes from outside.
 
   The three of us run out the door with Lana at our heels. She moves fast for an old woman.
 
   We find a Nephilyte holding hands to her mouth, screaming.
 
   She stares down at a body.
 
   It's one of the women we rescued from the warehouse. She has daggers in her eyes. I look around the victim for the telltale mark, and find it by her bare foot. A bloody eye with a single tear.
 
   The Weeper knows where we are.
 
   And now, he's killing Zeniths.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   We are back in the War Room, trying to find anything we can on the victims. If we can't catch the Weeper directly, maybe we can track him by his next mark.
 
   With tablets in front of us, the three of us scour the net.
 
   "Scarlett," Evie says in my ear, "I found information on the man killed in Vianney."
 
   "Show me," I say.
 
   My eGlass fills with the man's picture and details about his life. I scan the content. "He was a pat. Flunked Initiation Trials and has a reputation for gambling and investing in shady projects for fast money." I look up. "He was… morally questionable, but why was he targeted by the Weeper?"
 
   "Ever think he's killing for fun?" TR asks. "After all, he is Nephilim."
 
   I glare at him.
 
   Trix clears her throat. "I found something as well."
 
   I look at her expectantly. 
 
   "The woman we rescued from the warehouse… "
 
   "Yes?"
 
   Trix presses something on her tablet, and it transfers data to me. I glance down, then right back up at her. "This makes no sense!"
 
   She nods. "I know."
 
   I pinch the bridge of my nose to ward off a headache. "Why would the GodMaker be experimenting on someone who's not a Zenith?"


 
   
  
 

PART SIX
 
    
 
   While Trix and I worked to find more information about past victims—there have been six kills so far attributed to the Weeper—TR put his focus on figuring out which train the GodMaker uses to move the Zeniths.
 
   I'm about to pass out on the table when sunlight shines through the large stained glass windows of our War Room, casting everything in glows of reds, blues, and golds.
 
   "We all need some sleep." I rise, stifling a yawn and a stretch. "We'll hit this again after a few hours’ rest."
 
   TR and Trix nod and shuffle out, tablets in hand still buzzing with information processing.
 
   I grab mine and head upstairs to the wing of the Cathedral Zorin and I use for our private quarters. I pass his room and let my hand linger on his door. Be safe out there.
 
   I don't believe he tells me everything. In fact, I know he doesn't. The tall, dark-haired Nephilim was once a god of war, and he has many secrets. But he saved my life. He brought me back from the dead. He trained me, and continues to train me to be Nightfall. To eventually avenge my parents and right the wrongs in this world. We have a bond I can't deny, and I miss him. It's strange being surrounded by people who only know me for the mask I wear. And almost as disconcerting to be at the Castle, surrounded by those against whom I fight.
 
   Zorin is the only one who knows all of me. I never realized how much we need to be seen, to be known, to be held in that space by another. Zorin is that for me. That holder of space. The eyes that see. The being who knows and still stands by me.
 
   I let my hand drop and keep walking further down the hall to my room. It's a large suite with a bed, bookshelves, a dresser, a desk, a fireplace with two sitting chairs in front, and a large trunk with a fingerprint lock. I close my door behind me and lock it with my thumb. Zorin is the only resident who can enter if it's locked—a safety measure he insisted upon in case I needed emergency assistance. But what I need is a space where I can be me.
 
   I strip off my armor and mask, but leave my hair black, then pull on a long shirt and slip into bed. The sheets are cool, the blanket soft, and I'm asleep before I realize.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   A pounding jars me awake. I lift my head from the pillow. "Yeah?"
 
   "Nightfall!" It's TR's voice. "Wake up. I found the train."
 
   The train… the train! I jump out of bed. "On my way!" I don my armor and mask and swing open the door. 
 
   TR looks almost disappointed that I'm already disguised. "When are you going to trust us?"
 
   "It's not about trust. It's about safety. Yours and mine."
 
   He scoffs, but says nothing as I follow him to the War Room. Trix is already there, tablet in hand, and far too energetic after so little sleep. She looks up when we enter. "Did he tell you?"
 
   "Just that we found the train."
 
   TR taps his tablet, and the large eScreen  behind the War Table lights up. "This is a map of the old train system." He uses his finger to zoom in on northern New York. "I mapped out the routes that are still intact, and crossed them with any unusual activity over the last few months." He grins and zooms in more. "This is the route. It's the only possibility, and it leads to an abandoned warehouse once used for storing books. It would be the perfect place for genetic experiments. Off the radar, away from Inquisition."
 
   I nod. "You're right. This has to be it."
 
   "It gets better." Trix taps her screen and a train track appears. "There's a train heading that way now.  A train the railway system has no record of. If you hurry, you can catch them."
 
   TR frowns. "But you'd have to go alone. You'd have to fly. We could track you, be back up, but it will take us longer to get there."
 
   "I understand."
 
   TR shakes his head. "I don't think you do. You're going in blind, Nightfall."
 
   "I know. But what choice do we have?"
 
   I walk out before he can argue more. This is what has to happen. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   "Evie, send me information on that train. I need you to get me there via the most direct route possible."
 
   "Of course, Scarlett," she says in her clipped voice.
 
   Following Evie's directions, I fly through the night with as much speed as I can generate. I'm fast. Faster than I've ever been, but I know I could be faster, stronger, if I fed on real blood more often.
 
   I shake the thought from my mind and keep pushing myself until I close in on my target. The train is already en route.
 
   I land on top of it, sinking to a knee to steady myself, my wings still extended, giving me balance. A scan of the roof reveals no guards. They're probably all within. 
 
   The wind whips at me, pushing me back even as my wings keep me propelled forward, knee bent on sleek silver metal. This train isn't a rundown fossil they confiscated for their purposes. This is high-end and fast. I brace myself against the wind and run forward, my feet finding tenuous footing on the polished steel, my muscles burning as I race. My plan involves getting to the front to take out the driver and stop the train, allowing the prisoners to escape while I tackle the GodMaker. 
 
   My plan derails when purple wings glow from along the side of the train and another person lands on top.
 
   The Weeper. 
 
   This is getting complicated. 
 
   He sees me and pauses. We face each other, my black hair whipping around me, both of us standing with wings extended.
 
   "This isn't your fight, Nightfall," he says. 
 
   "It is my fight. I have to stop the GodMaker." My voice is lost in the wind, but I can tell he hears me.
 
   "And what will you do when you've caught him? Send him back to the Orders? They will never give him the justice he deserves. He is too useful to them."
 
   I balance on the balls of my feet, ready to strike. "And your solution is…?"
 
   He clenches his fists. "He must pay with his life for what he's done and will do."
 
   "I can't let you murder him," I say.
 
   He grins. "You can try to stop me, but are you willing to let him get away on the hopes of capturing me?"
 
   I'm about to answer when he pulls out a sword. My hand lands on the hilt of what was once my mother's Templar blade. I pause. Something is wrong with this whole situation, but I can't figure out what, and I'm out of time. The Weeper lunges at me, and I dodge his thrust, pulling my sword out as I do.
 
   Zorin has been training me in sword fighting, but it's not my strongest subject. Still, I know a few moves, old Nephilim dances of death. I use them now, countering the Weeper's attacks with blocks and strikes of my own.
 
   But each time I come close, my sword is pushed away, like the Weeper is manipulating my blade. Even my body isn't responding correctly. My feet get stuck when I try to lunge. My arm locks in midair for a split second, allowing him to clear my blade.
 
   I don't know what's happening, but I'm being herded to the edge of the train's roof. I'm cornered.
 
   We cross a bridge.
 
   The Weeper approaches me, sword out. "I apologize for this." His hilt crashes into my skull.
 
   I black out, but only for a moment. And somehow, I don't fall over the side. I land centered on the roof, as if pushed, or pulled.
 
   When my vision clears, I stand, my sword still gripped in my fist, and run, chasing him toward the head of the train.  I can see him in the distance, and I'm catching up faster than I thought.
 
   Because he's stopped. And someone looms in front of him.
 
   A figure in a black cloak.
 
   The GodMaker.
 
   I stop behind the Weeper, who glances at me before turning back.
 
   A voice booms in the air. "To capture the Weeper is a boon, but to find both the Weeper and Nightfall together? Why, it must be my lucky day, indeed."
 
   The figure turns, and the Weeper and I clutch our swords, ready to fight as a team instead of each other, for once.
 
   The Weeper lunges at the GodMaker, but at the last minute, I pull him away.
 
   He growls at me, but looks to where I point and freezes.
 
   It's not the GodMaker.
 
   A girl, no older than twelve, stands before us.
 
   She’s gagged and wearing an eGlass that the real GodMaker spoke through.
 
   And she's strapped with a bomb.
 
   Her wide brown eyes are terrified. Tears stream down her pale cheeks.
 
   Everything happens in a breath.
 
   I have no time. No time to try to save her. The Weeper's eyes widen, and I have only a split second to move. I throw myself in front of him.
 
   Before the GodMaker laughs.
 
   And the girl before us explodes.


 
   
  
 

PART SEVEN
 
    
 
   Pain. It's the pain that makes me realize I'm not dead. I try to open my eyes, and it's like scraping sandpaper over my irises. A sledgehammer has taken up residence in my skull and is having a grand old time banging on my brain. There isn't a single part of my body that doesn't feel as if it's been blown apart and put back together by a drunk toddler.
 
   I groan, letting my vision clear before I attempt to move my head. I can't see! I flail in panic before I realize why. It's night. Dark. And I'm at the bottom of the canyon we were over when the train exploded.
 
   When the girl was killed.
 
   Emotion clogs my throat. I couldn't save her. I couldn't save that poor girl.
 
   I pull myself into a sitting position, my head spinning and stomach roiling. I turn to the side and vomit, pungent bile dispelling from my stomach reluctantly. I spit onto the burnt red rock, trying to clear my mouth of the taste. It doesn't work.
 
   But I feel minutely better. I assess my body. It's still there, but not in the best condition it's ever been. Had I been human, I would have died instantly. Only my Nephilim blood allowed me to survive that blast. And I'm healing, but so very slowly. And then I feel it. The raw burn at the base of my throat. I need blood. I need it more than breath, more than anything. The need of it clutches my gut. I won't heal fully without it, I know that.
 
   I look around, for what, I'm not sure. An unlucky animal crossing my path? A blood packet conveniently sitting next to me? No such luck.
 
   My armor will need some tinkering. I click on my eGlass to contact my team. Nothing. That will need repairing or replacing as well. Why haven't they found me yet? I look around and realize why. If they were tracking me, they would have lost me at the blast. I didn't just fall, the explosion would have pushed me an unknown range away from the train, and now I'm in a deep ravine that is hard to see from above and even harder to access. And there are miles and miles of land to cover. They're likely looking for me in all the wrong places.
 
   I take a deep breath and make a tentative move to stand. It doesn't go well. I fall against a rock, using it to catch myself before I collapse again. I try to extend my wings, but they flicker and disappear. I don't even have enough strength left to walk, let alone fly.
 
   Another ripple of panic rises in my gut, gripping my heart. If I can't get out of here, and they can't find me, what will happen? Will I die? Can Nephilim even do that? Given how long Zorin was locked up with no sustenance, I don't think so, but the fear of mortality is still great in me. I've only been immortal for a few months, after all. That's not a long time for a complete paradigm shift, especially when you've just been blown up.
 
   I decide it's time to find the Weeper. He's Nephilim, and I took the brunt of the explosion when I stepped in front of him. He should be alive.
 
   I'm not sure if that's a good thing or not.
 
   I stumble through dirt, rock, and spindly weeds trying to grow in suboptimal conditions. It's all still a blur. The thirst consumes me, but still I look.
 
   His body is a few dozen meters from where I woke up. He is covered in dust, cloak torn but still covering most of him, and his mask is askew on his face, damaged. I reach to pull it off. Who are you, Weeper?
 
   A hand grabs my wrist and a knife appears at my throat. "Don't."
 
   My hand drops away from the Weeper's mask, and I stare in shock.
 
   The Weeper's voice synthesizer broke during the explosion, and the voice that comes out isn't the deep timbre of a man.
 
   The Weeper is a woman.


 
   
  
 

PART EIGHT
 
    
 
   I back away, letting go of my sword. "I don't want to fight you. We have to get out of here and stop the GodMaker. Temporary truce?" I hold out my hand.
 
   She cocks her head and then nods, putting away her knife and shaking my hand. We may not see eye to eye on how to administer justice, but it seems she isn't entirely my enemy. There's still the question of her being a serial killer, but when a girl has just been blown up and is now trapped in a ravine with no food or water… or blood, and no chance of rescue anytime soon, well, she can't be too picky about her allies, can she?
 
   "Can you fly us out?" The Weeper asks.
 
   I shake my head. "I can't even get my wings to fully extend. Too injured. What about you? Can you fly?"
 
   The Weeper moves her shoulders and flinches. "No, too hurt." She checks her eGlass. It's dead, same as mine.
 
   "So we can't call for help, and we can't fly." I work through the options. "That's a problem, but not insurmountable. We need to start looking for another way out, or at the very least, we need to get to a place where my team can more easily find us. Can you walk?"
 
   She stands, her legs as wobbly as mine, but nods. We take it one step at a time. It's all we can do. I know she's in pain. I certainly am, and it doesn’t dissipate as fast as I'd hoped. Every step saps my strength and feeds into the agony.
 
   It feels like hours pass, but I don't know anymore. My sense of time is distorted. Sometimes I fall asleep while vertical, and catch myself against a boulder or tree.
 
   When I stumble and catch myself on hard ground, the Weeper stops. "You have to rest."
 
   I'm still down, not arguing.
 
   She joins me, watching as I hunt for a comfortable position. "You saved my life."
 
   "I did what anyone would have done," I say.
 
   She laughs. "You're an idealist. It's cute, but foolish. Still, I thank you. It's been a long time since anyone risked their neck for mine."
 
   "Everyone deserves a chance to redeem themselves."
 
   Her sardonic smile fades, and she turns away, looking out at the moon. "Not everyone."
 
   I'm about to argue, but then I think about the Angel that killed my parents. Would I give him a chance at redemption? Or would I exact the revenge I still crave? Maybe I'm more of a hypocrite than an idealist.
 
   She considers me, her next question coming out… nervously. "Can you… do you need blood? To heal? You can have mine." She looks down at her lap, like she's embarrassed. 
 
   "I do need blood," I say. "But I can't feed from you. It could kill you with your injuries." I cock my head. "You're Nephilim. Don't you know how this works?"
 
   She shakes her head. "The one who turned me didn't tell me anything. I… I don't know a lot."
 
   If Zorin hadn't come back for me, hadn't found me and explained what I was going through during my transformation, I would be in her position. "Better we rest." I lay my head against the rock I'm propped up on. A gentle breeze cools the burns on my body. I must look something awful. The vanity in me hopes my Nephilim blood will heal any scarring. The rest of me just wants to live through this in one piece, scars and all.
 
   The Weeper shuffles around collecting bits of wood to make a fire. She's skilled at it, using the scraps to get it going. "Where did you learn to do that?"
 
   "My mother," she says harshly.
 
   "I'm confused by you," I say.
 
   She laughs. "How so?"
 
   "It seems we both fight for the same thing. So why did you kill the others? Why are you going after the innocent?"
 
   She takes a stick to stoke the fire, looking deeply into the flames. "Who says they were innocent?"
 
   "But… the woman you killed at the Cathedral. She was one of GodMaker's experiments. A victim like the others."
 
   The Weeper shakes her head, her eyes lost in the fire. "She was a guard, keeping the others locked up. When she realized we were coming, she pretended to be a prisoner to save herself. She beat them, tortured them, starved them for her own sick pleasure."
 
   I suck in my breath. That explains why she wasn't Zenith. And we let her into our sanctuary. She could have destroyed everything we've built. "How about the man in Vianney?"
 
   "He was one of GodMaker's partners. I've observed their meeting. He helped acquire Zeniths for the experiments in exchange for a lot of money." She stares into the fire. "Everyone I've killed worked with him. None were innocent."
 
   I sit there for a moment, thinking it all through. Pieces click into place, and I know the answer to my next question. "You were one of them, weren't you? One of his experiments?"
 
   She nods. "I was captured many years ago. You can't imagine the evil in that man's heart. The things he's done." Her voice is full of remembered hell, and my heart hurts for her. She's right. I can't imagine what she's been through, but I now understand why her vengeance looks different from my ideas of justice. This is her Angel. Except I didn't suffer years of torture.
 
   We aren't so different, she and I.
 
   We sit in silence, each contemplating our own heart, when a twig snaps in the distance. I sit up, instantly alert, and put a finger to my lips as I extinguish the fire and use my night vision to see past our camp into the midnight darkness. 
 
   And I see them.
 
   An armed squad of seven men dressed in black.
 
   Sent here to kill us.


 
   
  
 

PART NINE
 
    
 
   I grab the Weeper's arm and nod to the darkness. I lean in to whisper. "There are seven of them, fully armed. We have to hide."
 
   The GodMaker must have sent them down here in case we survived the blast. I click my eGlass again, but it's still thoroughly dead. I just hope Trix and TR find us soon.
 
   We stay low to the ground, crouching through darkness.
 
   "Didn’t we pass a small cave in one of the rock formations not too far from here?" the Weeper whispers.
 
   I nod. "Let's go."
 
   It's not even a cave, really, more like a rock with a hole in it, but somehow we both squeeze in.
 
   We hold our breath as the squad catches up to us.
 
   They walk silently, like death in the night… and pass us.
 
   I'm about to exhale in relief when one of them turns, training his night vision goggles straight at us.
 
   I grip the Weeper's arm, ready to pull her behind me as the man alerts the others and they raise their guns, but the Weeper pushes me out of the way and dashes out of the cave.
 
   I call for her, terrified that she's going to get herself killed for nothing, but my words are cut short from shock as she flies around them… without her wings.
 
   How is she doing this?
 
   She cuts them down with her sword as they shoot into darkness, hitting nothing but rocks and trees. She's so fast, a blur of light and shadow. Three are dead when she dashes behind a boulder, hiding.
 
   They turn back to me. A flying rock hits one in the head, and he falls. More rocks race through the sky, an avalanche coming from all directions. The four remaining soldiers are stoned to death before any of them can pull the triggers.
 
   The Weeper walks out from behind the boulder. She is bloody, but alive. The seven she killed lie at her feet.
 
   "You're not a Nephilim." I finally put the last piece of the puzzle in place. "You're a Gravir."


 
   
  
 

PART TEN
 
    
 
   I wait for her to explain more as we search the dead bodies for weapons, food, water. There's so much blood. My lust for it grows, but I hold on to my self-control. I have no desire to satiate my cravings from corpses. I focus on the task at hand. How did they get here? Did they have a Bruiser? A plane?
 
   "I was a powerful Gravir," she says. "They took me from my mother when I was very young and… played with me for years. When I fought, when I stopped doing what they wanted, they took her too. Tortured her to get me to obey. I heard them, in the other room, taunting her. 'Come on, Lana. Scream for your daughter. Let her hear how much you like it.'"
 
   Bile rises in my throat at her words, but I don't interrupt. Something about her story tugs at my mind.
 
   "One day, my mother stopped screaming, and I knew she was gone. I made a plan then, to get out. I seduced a guard I knew had a thing for me. Made him think we could be together. He helped me, gave me fake drugs to get me out. I escaped and killed him. He had helped torture everyone else. He only treated me well because he wanted me as his own. He deserved it."
 
   Her face is hard, and I don't argue with her. I've never killed anyone before, except in self-defense. She's killed many for vengeance. She makes it sound so easy, the taking of a life. But… it hasn't brought her peace, has it?
 
   "Why did you pretend to be Nephilim?"
 
   "Because I saw how people feared and respected you on the news. They think Nephilim are strong, Zeniths are weak, and I was tired of being a Zenith."
 
   It's funny, the hierarchical distinctions we make that are essentially meaningless. Some Zeniths, like her, are very strong. Some Nephilim are weak. And none should be judged for being what they are.
 
   The freshly dead bodies still tempt me to feed, to quench my blood lust and regain my strength. If we hope to get out of here, I may have to feed on them, as much as it repulses me to do so, even still. But I'm not ready to make that decision yet. Instead, I pull an eGlass off one of the bodies and use it to send a message to their leader. "I'm telling them we've been eliminated," I say.
 
   "So they'll stop hunting us," she says. "Very clever."
 
   I'm just about to use the eGlass to get a message to my people, when I hear my name being called.
 
   Relief floods me.
 
   My Dark Templars have come. We are saved.


 
   
  
 

PART ELEVEN
 
    
 
   I've never been so happy to see my friends.
 
   Trix hugs me hard, and I wince from unhealed burns and wounds.
 
   She pulls back. "N, you look awful."
 
   I laugh. "Thanks."    
 
   Then she pulls a thermos from her bag and hands it to me. "Thought you might need this."
 
   I open the lid, sniff the contents. And drain every drop. I don't ask where she got a thermos full of blood. I don't care. I'm just to relieved to feel the power burning through the pain, healing internal and external injuries.
 
   She grins when I hand the thermos back. "Much better."
 
   TR clears his throat, his arms crossed over his chest. "We need to get out of here."
 
   I nod. "Yes, we do. We have to stop the GodMaker."
 
   "And the Weeper?" She looks over my shoulder to the woman behind me. 
 
   "She's with me."
 
   TR frowns, and Trix looks worried, but they don't argue. Instead, they lead us to the Bruiser they used to get here.
 
   "How did you find me?" I ask.
 
   Trix looks at TR. "He tracked you through the soldiers sent to kill you." 
 
   "Clever," I say, impressed.
 
   He shrugs, but seems pleased with the compliment. 
 
   When we near the Cathedral, I'm about to insist the Weeper wear a blindfold to keep our location secret, but I remember she's already been there. "How did you know where I was?" I ask as TR drives us into the compound.
 
   "That night you chased me, after I ran away from you, I returned without my disguise and followed you here."
 
   I frown. "I'm going to have to be more careful."
 
   She grins. "If it's any consolation, I'm particularly good at tracking."
 
   "It isn't, but thanks," I say as we pull up in front of the Cathedral.
 
   I show the Weeper to a spare room where she can dress her wounds and clean up, and take a quick shower and fix up my eGlass and armor as best I can on short notice. Then we all meet back in the War Room.
 
   "We need a plan," I say, sitting at the table.
 
   "The new warehouse is highly fortified," the Weeper says, her voice synthesizer working again. "It's why I wanted to catch him en route."
 
   I nod. "I need to get to the GodMaker. I can use my abilities to control him. It would be enough to turn the tides and end this."
 
   "That's not going to be easy," the Weeper says. "He's well guarded at all times."
 
   "Then we work together," I say. "He can't win against both of us."
 
   The Weeper looks at me for a moment before nodding. I can tell what she's thinking and hold a hand up. "No killing. We capture him, not kill him."
 
   She tilts her head. "Would you feel the same way if he had done to you and your family what he did to me?"
 
   I don't answer right away. I think of the night my parents died, of how it felt to see the life bleed out of them and onto our front lawn. I think of how I died, of the pain of it. Of how I lost everything, even myself, that night. Would I feel the same way if we were going after the one who killed my parents?
 
   I'm not sure. But I know this: when I was given the choice between vengeance and justice, between finding my parents' killer or saving innocent lives, I picked justice. I picked the innocent lives. So, maybe I would feel the same way. "I want to believe I would. I want to be the person who would."
 
   She nods. "Okay then. No killing."
 
   Trix stands and grabs her tablet. "We'll get you as much intel as we can."
 
   "Thanks," I say as TR and Trix leave the room.
 
   When I'm alone with the Weeper, I touch her arm to pause her, to tell her what's been in my heart since she shared her story with me in the canyon. Since I realized who she really is. "You're Willow, aren't you?" I watch her eyes through her mask. "Your mother, Lana, she didn't die. She's here. She's in our village, safe. She thinks you're dead. You should go see her. Talk to her. Let her see you survived."
 
   The Weeper freezes, her eyes watery, and then pulls her arm away. "No. I can't see her. She's right. Willow is dead. There's only the Weeper left."


 
   
  
 

PART TWELVE
 
    
 
   TR and Evie found the blueprints for the GodMaker’s building. Trix is going in through a tunnel and will burn her way through the floor. She and TR will clear out any Zeniths held prisoner while the Weeper and I come in through the roof. 
 
   The Weeper, Willow, doesn't need my help getting up. She can't fly, per se, not the way I can. One of the most powerful Gravirs I've ever seen, she changes the gravitational pull on her body to dash through the sky. No wonder she can impersonate a Nephilim. All she needs is a projector on her back to fake the wings.
 
   We make it to the top of the building without triggering any alarms. Evie was thorough in cutting power to all of them. A rooftop door will take us into the main section. We should be able to get into the GodMaker's private office through the ventilation system, dropping in on him unexpectedly. It's our only hope of gaining control before he can rally his soldiers. At least we have the element of surprise. He still thinks we're dead.
 
   The spacing is cramped as we crawl through the vents.
 
   "Evie," I whisper into my eGlass, "show me the vent map and pinpoint the office."
 
   "Yes, Scarlett." She projects an image of blueprints, and then a red dot blinks, showing me where we are right now. A virtual GPS.
 
   I keep crawling, Willow behind me, and the red dot on my map moves. We're getting close. Below us, the GodMaker’s flunkies talk, work; someone in the distance is screaming. It makes me sick, what this man is doing to innocent people.
 
   Once we are over the office, I ask Evie to hack the surveillance cameras. "Show me the inside."
 
   Alone at his desk, the GodMaker types away on a computer. This is the best chance we'll ever have. "It's show time, Willow."
 
   She looks up over at me. "I'm not Willow. Not anymore."
 
   "She still exists," I say quietly. "I can't let you forget that."
 
   "And do you still exist under your mask?"
 
   "Yes. I do. That's why I wear the mask. Because my humanity motivates my acts, my desire to right the wrongs. If I lose myself, I will lose every reason I started the Dark Templars."
 
   The GodMaker stands as someone knocks on his door. "We have to move now!"
 
   I push out the ceiling piece and drop into the room, Willow right behind me. My hands are on him before he knows what's happening, and I'm in his mind.
 
   I'm vaguely aware of someone opening the door. Of Willow fighting. But my attention is turned in. 
 
   I see the GodMaker without his mask. He's an average-looking man, the kind you’d lose in a crowd. And he was an unremarkable child, in his own mind. I see his memories, sticky and wet. He was little. Weak. He spent a lot of time alone, poking at insects and hurting things smaller than him. A Zenith who lived near him, an older, bigger kid, picked on him. Bullied him. Used his fire abilities to burn him over and over, leaving dotted scars along his arms and legs, and eventually his chest and back. No one believed him, even when he showed the burns. They all thought he did it to himself for attention. So he got older, stole some money, and found a way to get illegal GenMods done. He was a pleb, so he had to go underground, black market. He kept going back for more and more. He wanted more power. More abilities. It began corrupting his already weak mind. When he was strong enough, and lost enough, he found the Zenith who tortured him as a child. The man had grown, had a family, and the GodMaker took him, kept him alive for a month of brutal torture until he finally killed him. That man's children became his first experimentation subjects.
 
   I will never be able to erase the images of that torture from my mind.
 
   I'm controlling him now, but he's pulled away from me, and I fall back, my mind splitting, my head hurting from the break of contact. Willow has him, a dagger to the throat. Her eyes are wild, her mask bloodstained from whoever she just fought.
 
   The GodMaker doesn't fight. I still control him.
 
   "Willow, don't." I hold up a hand, pleading with her with my eyes. "Don't kill him."
 
   "He doesn't deserve to live."
 
   "Maybe not. But killing him won't punish him. It will hurt you. It will take away another piece of your humanity. I'm not trying to save him." My voice is low, soft, full of emotion. "I'm trying to save you."
 
   Her hand falters. The knife slips. She steps back, her body shaking with the effort.
 
   The GodMaker stands in the middle of the room, eyes empty, waiting for my command.
 
   Willow and I face each other. The Weeper and Nightfall. Two women turned into something more out of need. Necessity. Vengeance. But my vengeance has transformed to justice. Will hers?
 
   "I won't kill him," she says. "But I still believe some don't deserve redemption."
 
   I reach for her hand. "I don't always believe it either, but I have to try. Otherwise, we are all lost."
 
   She nods and pulls away, heading for the door. Before she leaves, she turns to face me, then pulls off her cloak and mask. Her face is scarred on the right side, lines of white. When she pulls up her shirt, I gasp. Her back and abdomen are covered in overlapping scars, so many of them, there is no clear skin left. "This is what he did to me. And this is just the surface."
 
   She pulls her shirt back down and walks away.
 
   


 
   
  
 

PART THIRTEEN
 
    
 
   The capture of the GodMaker is still the biggest trending story on the net. Apparently, he went before the world, on all major e-Networks, and confessed everything he'd ever done. He revealed his true identity and waived the right to a trial, instead opting for life in prison. Inexplicable, really.
 
   I click off the eScreen in my bedroom at the Cathedral and sigh. There have been no new articles about the Weeper. Her killing spree seems to be over. But I haven't seen her since she walked out of the GodMaker's office, the memory of her scars burned forever in my mind.
 
   I never told Lana that her daughter is still alive. It's not my place to.
 
   We finally heard from Zorin, who somehow got wind of the news and contacted me in something of a panic. The ensuing conversation doesn't bear repeating. I'll just say that he's on his way home and has vowed to never leave me alone again. I just laughed.
 
   There's a knock at my door, and I have hope it's him, but it's Trix on the other side, a sly smile on her face. "Hey N, you should come out to the yard."
 
   "What's up?" I was about to head back to Castle V. School will be starting soon, and I need to be ready. My life is about to get infinitely more complicated once I'm a full time Initiate in the Four Orders.
 
   "You'll see!" She grabs my hand, and I let her lead me down the stairs and out the front door. It's a balmy day, and I bask in the soft sunlight.
 
   It takes me a moment to realize why she brought me out here. Willow stands by a tall tree, her back resting on the bark. She's not dressed as the Weeper. She's in jeans and a long-sleeved shirt, her dark hair cropped close to her scalp. The scars on her face are there, revealed. I wonder if she'll have the corrective surgeries, or let them be. She sees me and raises a hand. I walk over.
 
   "I'm glad to see you."
 
   She nods. "I needed space."
 
   "I get it."
 
   "But, you were right."
 
   "About what?"
 
   "Willow isn't dead." She looks around our little village, and I smile.
 
   "Would you like me to take you to your mother?"
 
   She nods, and I lead her through the yard to the field where we planted produce to help feed our growing forces. In the distance, her mother carries a basket filled with late summer fruit.
 
   I stop, letting Willow walk over alone. TR and Trix join me, and we watch silently as Lana's eyes meet the eyes of the daughter she thought lost. She drops the basket of fruit, a cry of joy rising from her lips as she runs to her child. Willow walks faster, then runs until they meet in the middle, hugging, crying, holding each other.
 
   After some time, they both walk over to us, arm in arm. Their smiles are luminous.
 
   "What will you do now?" I ask. "You're always welcome to stay here." I know what's coming, and I'm happy for them. 
 
   Willow shakes her head. "Thanks, Nightfall. But I think it's time we start over, figure out what kind of life we want away from all this."
 
   I nod. "I don't blame you. Before you leave, come to the Cathedral. I have something for you." They have nothing but the clothes on their backs. I want them to have more when they leave us, enough to get by for a while.
 
   They smile their silent thanks as they walk off to plan their future together.
 
   I return to the Cathedral with TR and Trix. "This is why the Dark Templars shouldn’t be about killing, about vengeance. Willow changed. People can change, given the chance. And if people can change, then so can this world."
 
    
 
   
  
 

THE END
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