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Chapter 1 
 

 The dirt shifted as the zombie crawled out of his grave. His eyes searched the cemetery for the 
one who had slammed his soul back into his dead, decaying body. I knew what he’d do the 
second he came out. He’d come for Troy, recognizing him as the necromancer who’d pulled him 
from the afterlife—Victoria and Troy swore it wasn’t hell, but where else could it be when the 
souls were this pissed off? Then Troy would command the zombie to attack me. Fun lesson, but I 
was used to it. This was my life. 

 Troy nodded in my direction, and the zombie’s decaying face met mine. One eye sagged, 
and bits of flesh hung from his left cheek. He was the sort of thing kids had nightmares about. 
For me, he was reality, a familiar face in my everyday life. The zombie attacked, throwing his 
hands around my neck. I should’ve seen it coming. The guy had strangled me twice already 
today, and I had the purple bruises to prove it. I tried to focus on summoning my blood, but it 
was useless. I kneed the guy in the gut instead. He doubled over, but his hands were still 
grasping my throat, squeezing the life out of me. Damn, I hate zombies. 

 Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Troy smirking, enjoying this a little too much. I clawed at 
the zombie’s eyes, but nothing was going to make him release me. Nothing short of Troy’s 
blood.  

 “Enough!” Troy sliced his left palm with his pocketknife and placed his hand on the 
zombie’s shoulder. The corpse slumped forward on me, and I staggered backward, trying to get 
air back into my lungs. Yeah, I freakin’ hate zombies. 

 Troy was already preparing to raise the guy again. Forget about letting me recover from the 
previous three beatings. He was going to push me until I got it right, or until I was in the grave 
with this guy. “Be ready this time. I don’t want any more screw-ups.”  

 How I was supposed to be ready when I hadn’t come into my powers yet, I didn’t know. But 
Troy didn’t seem to get that, or care. Still, I knew better than to question him. The zombie stood 
and advanced on Troy.  

“He’s the one you want.” Troy pointed to me, and the zombie’s focus shifted. I stood there, 
trying to summon a power I didn’t have yet. My hands shook, and beads of sweat formed on my 
forehead, but I couldn’t feel my blood at all. I wished my Ophi abilities would hurry up and kick 
in already. I was tired of getting knocked around by corpse after corpse while Troy looked on in 
disapproval. The zombie reached for my neck again. To hell with trying to command the guy. I 
swung at his jaw, and with a loud crack it snapped to the side, hanging limply by his sagging 
flesh. The corpse staggered back, struggling to balance. Take that, you douche! I might not have 
my powers, but my right hook was as good as ever. 



 Troy slammed his hands down on my shoulders, locking me in place. “We control corpses; 
we do not box with them!” God, how I’d love the chance to take a swing at Troy, but he was my 
dad. 

 The zombie came at me again, and I wondered if Troy was going to hold me there and let 
the guy take a bite out of me. If I’d had my Ophi powers, my blood would have killed him 
instantly, but I didn’t. The zombie wobbled closer to me. 

 “I’m doing everything you told me to, but I don’t have power over my blood yet.” 
Reasoning with Troy was useless, but so was I at that point if Troy wasn’t going to let me use 
brute force on the corpse. 

 Troy pushed me aside and reached for the knife he always carried in his pocket. He sliced 
his left index finger, letting the blood bubble on the tip, and flicked his finger at the zombie. The 
corpse choked as Troy’s blood seeped into him and he fell to the ground, lifeless once more. 
Troy stared down at me. Even though we were almost the same height, he made it seem like we 
were miles apart.  

“I won’t have you disgracing me or this school. You will be ready the moment your powers 
start showing signs. You will be powerful enough to lead this school one day.”  

 “Yes, sir.” I knew damn well what was expected of me. And maybe, just maybe, I’d be able 
to make Troy and Victoria proud. I would become what they wanted me to be. But until then, I 
was nothing more than a powerless, pathetic human. Only I wasn’t human. I was Gorgon. 

 He stomped off, leaving me to bury the body. I grabbed a shovel and started digging. I 
almost liked this part. Troy was never around for it, and it gave me a chance to pretend I wasn’t 
related to him. Of course, it sucked that burying corpses was the highlight of my existence. 

 If only Victoria would let me go back to Serpentarius and visit the Ophi there. But after the 
last time, Troy decided it was a waste of my training. He couldn’t understand why Ophi would 
choose to be around humans and not actively use their powers. I didn’t completely get it either, 
but at least the Serpentarius Ophi were nice. That, and the money they made funded this school. 
Troy should’ve been grateful for them, but he wasn’t grateful to anyone. 

 Movement on the steps leading up to the school caught my attention. Victoria was walking 
my way. I knew better than to think she was checking up on my wellbeing after another brutal 
training session. She was every bit as disappointed in me as Troy was. When I hadn’t come into 
my power on my last birthday, I was practically dead to them. They only started taking an 
interest in my training again when they decided to allow other Ophi to train here with us. They 
couldn’t possibly have people thinking their son was a disgrace to the Ophi name, and especially 
not to the Montgomery name.  

 “Are you almost done here?” Victoria asked, folding her hands in front of her and staring at 
the grave I’d just finished digging. 

 “Just about. Is lunch ready?” 
 “The servants are preparing the table now. What shall I tell them you’d like?” At least she 

was being civil today. She must have gotten good news. 



 “Mac and cheese.” 
 She nodded and walked away. How many times did I have to eat the stuff before she caught 

on? Before she started to act like my mom and not just another one of my instructors? When 
she’d told me we were getting new students at the school, she asked me to call her and Troy by 
their first names so no one felt I was getting preferential treatment. As if I’d ever gotten that 
from them. They’d only had me to do their part in keeping the Ophi race alive, which really 
meant to keep up their reputations. I meant nothing to them, and they reminded me of that every 
day. 

 I put the shovel down and dragged corpse number ninety-six to his grave. Most of the names 
had worn off the headstones a long time ago, so I called the corpses by number. This guy was the 
ninety-sixth corpse I’d reburied. I wondered briefly if there’d be a party when I hit one 
hundred—doubtful. We didn’t bother with caskets anymore. It was just another thing for the 
dead bodies to dig through when we summoned them. He landed on his back, and his lifeless 
eyes stared up at me as I covered him with dirt. I shoveled the last of the dirt onto the grave and 
patted it down flat. 

 I put the shovel away and went inside, stopping at the Medusa statue in the entryway. One 
day, hopefully soon, I’d be joining hands with it for the first time and letting her spirit fully 
activate my Ophi powers. Victoria said the reason we were stronger than the other Ophi was 
because we connected with the statue. Medusa let us feel every ounce of power in our blood. I 
couldn’t wait. Maybe if I was stronger… 

 “Wash up,” Victoria said, walking by the entryway. “Lunch is ready.” She looked at the 
statue, placing a hand on Medusa’s snakes. The statue was the only thing she loved in this world. 
It made her powerful. Troy was a trophy husband. He commanded respect, and that got Victoria 
respect in return. And me… Well, I guessed the Medusa statue made up for that mistake. 

 “Don’t even think about connecting with the statue early.” Her eyes met mine, and I 
searched them for any hints of kindness. “If Medusa can’t recognize your Gorgon blood, you’ll 
be as good as dead.” Would she even care? 

 “Got it.” I nodded and headed to the bathroom to wash my hands. I didn’t think the dirt ever 
really came out from under my nails. What the hell? It would be back as soon as I dug another 
grave anyway. I gave up and walked to the dining room.  

 “Tough day?” Tony asked, falling in step with me and cuffing up his sleeves. 
 “I’ll be fine as soon as I get my powers. I’m useless without them.” 
 He clapped me on the back and gave me a sympathetic smile. Coming from anyone else, it 

would’ve looked like pity, but Tony was genuine. He cared about me, maybe more than my own 
parents did. “You’re a smart kid, Alex. I know you’ll put that knowledge to good use soon.” 

 Not soon enough. I did well in Tony’s Ophi history classes, but that meant exactly squat to 
Victoria and Troy. We walked into the dining room and took our seats. 

 “Good, we’re all here now.” Victoria sat down at the head of the table. Selena—who taught 
Ophi theory and the technical side of how we channel the power in our blood—and Tony placed 



their orders with the servants and turned to Victoria. “As you all know, the new group of 
students is arriving tomorrow. We have some very eager young Ophi among them, and 
surprisingly, one is from Serpentarius. Her name is Abby, and I can already tell she’ll fit in much 
better here than with her former family.” 

 Former family? What was that about? Had her family disowned her? Pawned her off on us? 
If so, we’d get along great. 

 “Training will begin immediately after breakfast,” Victoria continued. “I see no need to ease 
into things.” 

 “Do they have their powers yet?” I couldn’t help asking. I didn’t want to be the weakest 
Ophi in the group. Although I was willing to bet I’d be the best-looking. 

 “Some, but not all.” Victoria shared a glance with Troy before meeting my gaze again. “As 
the only Ophi who grew up here, you will be expected to be among the top of your class, Alex.” 

 “Yes, Mo—” I clamped my mouth shut to keep the word from coming out. I quickly 
recovered with “Ma’am.” 

 As a servant placed my mac and cheese in front of me, Tony leaned over and whispered, 
“Tough times are in all our futures. You know Hades is breathing down our necks. It might not 
seem like it, but Victoria and Troy are only trying to make you stronger.” 

 He could try to rationalize it all he wanted. I knew the truth. I wasn’t good enough to be 
their son. I wasn’t the Chosen One. 



Chapter 2 
 

 I was up early the next morning. I figured, out of the six Ophi coming to the school, I had to be 
stronger than a few of them. No, I would be stronger than all of them. I had to be. The alternative 
was too much to think about. I beat everyone to breakfast, not wanting to give Victoria or Troy 
anything to complain about today. 

 “Alex!” Troy’s voice bounced off the walls as he approached the dining room. I stood up 
from my chair as he turned into the room. “What the hell do you think you’re doing? Our guests 
will be here any minute and you’re sitting down to eat?” 

 “I thought we were meeting them here.” I wracked my brain for what Victoria had said last 
night. I was sure we were meeting them for breakfast. 

 “And how would it look if we didn’t greet them at the door and show them around?” 
 “Sorry, sir. When Victoria said we were starting right after breakfast, I assumed—” 
 “You assumed?” He marched over to me, getting right in my face. “What gives you the right 

to assume anything? You have no powers yet. Until I see some sort of promise from you, all you 
will do is obey. Am I making myself clear?” 

 “Yes, sir.” I kept my eyes focused on his, not showing any sign of weakness. He wanted 
tough? I’d give him tough. “I’ll wait outside to greet the new students.” 

 “That’s better.” He stepped aside, letting me pass. I didn’t hesitate. I walked out of the 
dining room, down the hall, and to the front door. 

 Tony stopped me in the entryway. “You’re not going to wait out there, are you?” He raised 
an eyebrow, and I realized I was clenching my teeth and glaring at nothing at all. I must have 
looked crazy. Maybe I was. 

 “Troy wants me to greet everyone as soon as they get here.” 
 Tony nodded. “I see. Well, I was about to check on our supplies in the tool shed. I’ll go with 

you.” 
 Thank God for Tony. He was my only source of sanity. I followed him to the tool shed, 

where we counted the shovels and lined them all up against the wall for easy access. More 
students meant a lot more graves to dig. This place was going to be crawling with zombies, even 
more than usual. 

 “You ready to share the school with some other students?” Tony eyed me as he placed the 
last shovel in the line. 

 I shrugged. 
 “You can talk to me, Alex. I’m not like…” 
 “Them.” Tony never came out and said it, but I could tell he didn’t always agree with 

Victoria and Troy, especially when it came to me. Tony never had any kids, and I couldn’t help 
thinking maybe he saw me like a son. 



 He put his hands on his hips. “We’re most likely looking at a war with Hades soon. When 
that happens, you might be glad your parents pushed you so hard.” 

  A war with a powerful god—I didn’t like our odds, but Tony was right. We had to act, to 
train. And if any two people were ruthless enough to stand up to Hades, it was Victoria and Troy.  

“I’ll be ready.” I reached my hand up, staring at it, willing my blood to surge with power. 
“As soon as it happens, I’ll be ready.” 

Tony clapped his hand on my shoulder. “I know you will. You have a lot of potential, Alex, 
and you come from a long line of powerful Ophi. I’m sure you will be no exception.” 

 Before I could thank Tony, I heard a car pull up the gravel driveway. “They’re here.” I 
rushed out of the shed, trying to get to the new arrivals before Troy and Victoria. A black van 
pulled up to the six-car garage. Selena got out of the driver’s seat. She must have gotten up early 
to go get everyone. Did that mean the new students weren’t old enough to drive yet? That would 
make me the oldest. 

 Selena met my eyes. “Alex, good, it’s nice to see you’re here to welcome everyone.” She 
stood next to me as the van’s side door opened and the new Ophi filed out. They were an 
interesting group. A guy about my age and height, another a bit shorter with a hooked nose, and 
a third was blond with glasses. The rest were girls, pretty decent-looking girls. Well, at least I 
had options and not much competition. They all stood in a line in front of the van, like they 
didn’t know what to do next. The girl on the end couldn’t take her eyes off me, and I wasn’t 
complaining. She had a tight body and short black hair with bangs that made her eyes an even 
more piercing green. Definite potential there. 

 Selena started at the front of the line. “This is Quinn, Damon, Bristol, Eric, Molly, and 
Abby.” 

 Abby. Yeah, she and I could get along just fine. I smiled at her. “Welcome to the school.” 
 Victoria and Troy flanked my sides. I hadn’t even seen them arrive. “Well, look at this 

promising group.” Victoria clapped her hands together and smiled. She was in “nice Ophi host” 
mode. That meant she’d actually be nice to me, at least when the others were around. Things 
were looking up already. 

 “Welcome,” Troy said. 
 “Yes, welcome.” Victoria’s voice was sweet and inviting. I hadn’t heard her sound like that 

in ages. “Please, come inside. We have quite the breakfast prepared for you.” 
 “Too bad we couldn’t get Arianna to come with us,” Bristol said. “She’s an amazing cook.” 
 Abby tensed in the line, and I couldn’t help but wonder if Arianna was part of the family 

that had abandoned her. As the others followed Victoria and Troy inside, I hung back and fell 
into step with Abby. 

 “So, are you looking forward to training here?” I flashed her my killer smile. 
 “I am now.” She looped her arm through mine. Forward—I wasn’t used to that. I’d always 

preferred girls who were more of a challenge. “Have you seen the guys at Serpentarius? Other 
than Chase, they were all dogs. I’m happy to finally be around some attractive Ophi for once. 



Victoria is beautiful. Troy is like the hot principal you purposely try to get sent to. And you…” 
She stopped walking and eyed me from head to toe, tracing her finger down my arm. “You are 
nothing short of delicious.” 

 Yeah, definitely trying too hard. I started walking again. “You know, guys do like somewhat 
of a challenge.” 

She caught up to me and smiled. “Sweetheart, I can give you a challenge all right. I’m just 
letting you know I’m up for it.” 

 She’d already challenged one notion I had. Clearly being hot isn’t everything. “I should go 
help Victoria and Troy with the others.” 

 “What about me? I’m new here. I could use a little assistance.” She tried to slip her hand 
into mine, but I pulled away.  

 “I don’t think I should play favorites.” She wouldn’t like it if I did since she was quickly 
making her way to the bottom of the list. 

 “You’d be wasting your time with Molly or Bristol—just so you know.” She stopped and 
crossed her arms. “Neither has ever dated anyone. You’d be more of their tutor than anything 
else.” 

 “Didn’t say I was looking to date any of you.” I wanted to be clear without being rude. I 
hoped that got my point across. 

 She stepped toward me. “Well, you know the saying, ‘All work and no play…’” 
 I was sure she knew it well, too well for my liking. “You shouldn’t keep the group waiting. 

There’s something Victoria and Troy will want to show you.” I motioned for her to walk up the 
stairs and into the school. She dropped her arms and started up, peeking over her shoulder, 
probably to see if I was checking her out. She might be nice to look at, but it stopped there. Abby 
was not the Ophi for me. 

 Even before I stepped through the front door, I heard Victoria droning on and on about the 
Medusa statue. “It is the most incredible feeling, and it will enhance your abilities. As soon as 
you come into your powers, we will let you connect with the statue and fulfill your true Ophi 
potential.” Her eyes met mine, and I could tell she wanted me to be the first in the group to 
experience that power. If only she and Troy understood that desire had nothing to do with it. If it 
did, I’d have gotten my powers ages ago. 

 “So what you’re saying is that Medusa’s spirit is inside that statue?” Quinn asked. 
 “That is correct.” Victoria smiled. “This statue has been passed down to the most powerful 

Ophi families over the years. As you can see by its presence, you’ve come to the right place to 
learn about your abilities. Troy and I will teach you to be strong, to stand up to those who oppose 
us.” Only one opposed us—Hades. Did these guys know that was what Victoria meant? 

 “Why wait to connect to the statue?” Abby asked. “I’d love to feel some of that power right 
now.” 

 Maybe that was why she was so forward. She hated waiting. 



 Victoria walked over and took Abby’s hands in hers. “You must be Abby.” Abby nodded, 
looking happy that her reputation made her someone in Victoria’s eyes. “I appreciate your 
enthusiasm. I can already tell you will be a very talented Ophi.” Abby beamed. “But the problem 
is that the statue, just like a full-blown Ophi, is poisonous to anyone other than its kind.” 

 “But I’m a Gorgon, just like Medusa.” The pride in Abby’s voice was overwhelming. I’d 
never met an Ophi that relished power like Abby did—other than my parents. 

 “Yes, you are, my dear, but until your powers are realized, you are nothing more than a…” 
Victoria grimaced, “human to the statue.” 

 “Human?” Abby scoffed. “I’m nothing like a human. They’re weak.” 
 “Of course you’re not,” Victoria said, patting Abby’s cheek. “You are no human at all. But 

unfortunately, the statue only responds to power and you don’t have yours yet.” Victoria smiled. 
“Soon, Abby. Soon.” 

 Abby nodded. I wasn’t sure what surprised me more—the fact that Victoria had talked her 
down, or that Victoria was looking at Abby like the child she wished she had. Abby was like a 
mini-version of Victoria, and in realizing that, any thoughts of Abby being hot went right out the 
window. 



Chapter 3 
 
 “Everyone, pay close attention.” Troy paced before our group, showing more patience than I’d 
ever seen from him. “You must focus on your blood. That’s where your power lies.” 

 “Except we don’t have any power yet,” Molly said. 
 Troy’s face muscles clenched, but he managed a smile. “No, but learning what to do will 

make sure you are ready when the time comes.” Poor Molly. She was on his list already. 
 “What will it feel like?” Abby asked. “Will we be able to feel our blood working in our 

veins?” Eagerness saturated her words. 
 “You will. Your blood is part of you. It will listen to you and carry messages to the souls 

you are commanding.” 
 “That’s awesome.” Abby’s eyes lit up, and for a moment I thought she was going to throw 

her arms around Troy. “Can I try next?” She was going to get herself killed.  
“Wanting to have power and actually having it are two different things,” I said. 
 Troy glared at me. “Come right on up, Abby.” 
 I shook my head. Normally, I’d never openly show my dislike for something Troy said or 

did, but he couldn’t do anything about it in front of the group. He had to be on his best behavior. 
 Abby stepped forward. “Just tell me what to do.” 
 Troy smiled. He finally had someone who was willing to obey without question. Abby 

would’ve fit in a whole lot better with my family than I did. Maybe we could swap. I’d go join 
her family at Serpentarius, and she could stay here and play wonder daughter to Troy and 
Victoria. 

 “Now, I’ll have you mimic everything I do, Abby.” Troy held out his knife as Abby nodded 
in agreement. He pricked his finger and handed the knife to her. She didn’t even wipe the blade 
before pricking her own finger. Troy squeezed a drop of blood onto the grave. Abby did the 
same. “Tell your blood to find the body that lies in this grave. It will listen to you.” 

 No, it would listen to Troy. Abby’s blood would do nothing but stain the earth.  
 “Right now the soul is reentering its body and making its way to the surface of the grave.” 

Troy turned to Abby, watching her stare at the grave with a smile on her face. Serpentarius Ophi 
didn’t raise souls like we did. She had no idea that the corpse was going to attack her.  

 “Troy, shouldn’t you warn her—” I started, but he shot me a look. 
 “I believe I’m teaching the class, Alex. I am the one with the power here. Unless you’d like 

to take over.” 
 Yeah, I bet he’d love to send another zombie after me. “I just thought Abby might want to 

step back.” 
 The zombie broke through the dirt in front of Abby and Troy. Abby rocked on her feet, 

looking like a happy toddler on Christmas morning. Idiot. “What do I do now?” she asked. 



 “You run or become zombie food,” I said with a shrug. Molly turned toward me, her eyes 
widening in horror. 

 Damon smiled. “Awesome. That girl has it coming.” 
 I was about to ask what she’d done to him—my guess being that she turned him down—but 

I decided to play nice with the newbies. Plus, I didn’t want Abby to get hurt. 
 “I will command the zombie to stand before us,” Troy said. “Abby, I want you to do the 

same.” He turned to the rest of us. “The moment the corpse unearths itself, you must establish 
control. Give it a clear command, and quickly.” He looked right at me. “Or what Alex said will 
be true. These creatures will try to kill you.” 

 Molly swallowed so hard I heard it. “Relax,” I said. “Troy’s got this. You aren’t in any 
danger.” She nodded, but didn’t look like she believed me at all. 

 Troy focused on the zombie again. “Stop. Don’t move until I tell you to.” Abby mimicked 
everything he did. Troy was lulling her into a false sense of security. It wouldn’t be this simple 
when she tried it for the first time, and Abby didn’t need to be any cockier.  

 Troy faced the group again. “There. Did you all see how that was done? Clear instructions, 
always as commands. Don’t give the souls any leeway or they will defy you.” 

 “That was amazing,” Abby said. “I can’t wait until I can do that on my own.” 
 I scoffed. As if she had anything to do with controlling that soul.  

 The rest of the lesson was just as bad. Troy showed everyone how he could control the soul 
to do anything he wanted, including digging its own grave. I had to admit that part was kind of 
cool. I didn’t have to get sweaty and dirty for once. By lunchtime, everyone was buzzing with 
excitement. Troy was a hit.  

 “Did you see how he bossed that guy around? It was amazing.” Abby’s eyes lit up. “I bet 
you’ll be just as amazing when your powers come on.” She rubbed her shoulder against mine. If 
she’d been sitting any closer, she’d have been in my lap. If only she knew she was openly hitting 
on the son of the two people in charge. But then again, from what I’d learned about her already, 
she might not even care.  

 A servant put a bowl of mac and cheese in front of me. “Anything else?” 
 “Wow!” Abby said. “They can talk, too?” She looked to Victoria for confirmation. 
 “Troy and I have given them permission to speak.” 
 Molly sat back in her seat, leaning as far away from the servant between us as possible. “But 

Troy said that they’d attack us. Isn’t it dangerous to have them serving us food? I mean, there are 
knives all over the table.” 

 Victoria raised her hand to stop her. “They are fully under our control, so no one needs to be 
concerned.” 

 I scooped some mac and cheese onto my fork. “Yeah, and anyway, they wouldn’t need the 
knives to hurt you. They can handle that all on their own. They might be slow, but they’re strong, 
and they have a hunger for body parts.” Molly turned green and ran from the room, covering her 
mouth. Okay, so I wasn’t used to being around girls.  



 “Nice going, man,” Quinn said. “You just made me twenty bucks.” 
 I furrowed my brow. “How exactly?” 
 “I bet Erik that Molly would throw up before the day was through.” He held his hand palm-

up across the table to Erik. “Pay up, my man.” 
 Erik rolled his eyes. “Thanks a lot, Alex.” He slammed a twenty into Quinn’s hand. 
 “I think it’s hysterical,” Abby said. “The weak should be weeded out anyway.” She pressed 

her arm up against mine. 
 I moved my seat over toward Molly’s empty chair. “She’s new to this. That doesn’t make 

her weak. And I wouldn’t go running your mouth so soon. You don’t have your powers yet. 
Molly may get hers before you.” 

 Quinn laughed. “Ooh—put in your place, Abby.”  
 Abby glared at him before meeting my eyes again. “One day soon—very soon I hope—I’ll 

show you just how powerful I am, Alex.” 
 I drank my water and shoveled mac and cheese into my mouth. I didn’t have the patience to 

deal with Abby right now. 
 “If the bickering is over,” Victoria said, “then I’d like to explain how the servants work 

around here.” Everyone stopped eating and faced her. Everyone except me. I already knew all 
this. “The servants are under my control and Troy’s, but we’ve instructed them to listen to the 
rest of you when it comes to certain things. Namely, what you’d like to eat and what you need 
cleaned. Those are the two main functions of the servants in this school. Everyone understand?” 

 Troy sat there, not saying a word. I wasn’t used to him being so quiet, but after seeing how 
hard it was for him to keep his cool in the graveyard, I guessed he was defaulting to Victoria 
where the newcomers were concerned. It made sense. She’d be their voice, and he’d be the 
muscle behind it. 

 Once everyone was finished eating, Victoria walked them upstairs for their afternoon 
lessons with Tony and Selena. It was the part of the day I always looked forward to, at least for 
now. I had a feeling I’d enjoy training a lot more when I had powers to actually use on the souls. 
But Tony and Selena actually made learning mildly entertaining. 

 “Alex,” Troy said, falling behind the group. 
 I paused on the stairs. “Yes?” What did I do wrong now? 
 “You won’t be attending lessons this afternoon.” 
 “I won’t?” Even when I was sick, Victoria and Troy had never let me miss a lesson.  
 “Tony and Selena will be starting at the very beginning for the new arrivals. You don’t need 

to hear all that again. Your time will be better spent with me.” 
 Ugh. More training with Troy. Just wonderful. “Should I meet you in the cemetery?” 
 “No. We will be taking a field trip.” 
 “A field trip?” We hadn’t taken one in months. Troy used to bring me around humans every 

once in a while, to learn how to move among them undetected—which was his way of saying 



“without killing them.” Of course, I’d never actually been a threat to them since my Gorgon 
blood wasn’t working in full force yet, but it was good to be prepared  

 “I may need to send you out on a task soon, and you’ll need to be able to live among humans 
in order to accomplish that task.” 

 He was keeping something from me. He had a plan, one he wasn’t letting me in on yet. But 
there was a yet. He was actually going to let me help with something he and Victoria had 
planned. I couldn’t help feeling good about that. They had some faith in me after all. 

 “Great. Do I need to bring anything along?” 
 He eyed me. “You seem eager to go.” 
 “I am. If this will help me assist you and Mo—Victoria, then I’m in.” 
 He tensed at my slip but nodded. “I’ll meet you in the car in five minutes. And no, you don’t 

need to bring anything.” 
 “Yes, sir.” I turned and headed back downstairs. Part of me wanted to run to the car. This 

was the first time Troy had looked at me as anything other than a disappointment. He was 
preparing me for a task. One he trusted me with. That was huge. 

 I reached the bottom of the stairs, and Abby called out behind me. “Alex! Wait!” 
 I turned around to see her running down the stairs. “What? I have to go—” 
 “Troy said you weren’t joining us for the lessons.” She ran her finger down the front of my 

shirt. “I just wanted to say I’ll miss you.” 
Wow, this girl came on stronger than a used-car salesman—that had been my last field trip, 

designed to teach me how to keep a safe distance when a human was pursuing you from all 
angles. That salesman wouldn’t take no for an answer, and I’d ended up with a clunker for a first 
car. Why Troy let me buy that gray piece of crap was beyond me. He probably thought it was 
hysterical to watch me fail at turning down a car salesman. 

 Abby touched my cheek, and I backed away, coming out of my memory and back to reality. 
“I thought I lost you for a minute there. Daydreaming about anyone I know?” She stepped closer. 
“Because I’m right here.” 

 “I have to go.” I turned and walked away. I didn’t want to be rude to her, but she had to get 
the hint. Not interested. Not even a little. My initial reaction to her had been nothing more than 
physical, and I was over it. 

 I went past the kitchen, where the servants were still cleaning up after lunch, and grabbed 
two bottles of water from the pantry closet. I had no idea how long this field trip would last, so it 
was better to be prepared. I might even get some points with Troy for thinking ahead. In the 
garage, I looked around for Troy’s collection of pocketknives. He kept a box of them for training 
purposes. Seeing how he always carried one on him, I figured I should do the same. My power 
had to kick in one of these days, and I was determined to be ready. I found the box and searched 
through them. They were all different, ranging from very old and slightly rusty to brand new and 
still in their packages. I opted for a new one and opened it up. The feel of the cold metal in my 



hand sent a surge of excitement through me. This knife would make me powerful one day. It 
would give me control. 

 The garage door opened behind me and I shoved the knife in my pocket, tossing the package 
in the garbage by the hood of Troy’s Mercedes. “All set.” 

 “Good. Get in.” Troy unlocked the car, and I slid onto the leather seat; the Mercedes was 
gorgeous inside and out.  Troy backed out of the driveway. Even though I was dying to know 
where we were going, I knew better than to ask. He turned and caught me staring at him. “Let’s 
not let this trip turn into one of your typical screw-ups.” 

 My good mood deflated. No matter what I did, I’d always be a screw-up in my father’s eyes. 



Chapter 4 
 

 We didn’t say another word until Troy pulled into the park. The parking lot was pretty empty, 
since most people were either at work or school, but there were still some people enjoying the 
beautiful spring weather. Troy parked and got out of the car, knowing I’d follow. As we walked 
into the entrance, I took in the lush green grass, the trees with their new leaves, and the pathway 
for walkers, joggers, and bikers. 

 Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore. “What are we doing here?” The park was nice and all, 
but what did it have to do with my Ophi training? It wasn’t like I’d be interacting with humans in 
a park on a regular basis. Or was the park just a stepping-stone for a busy street? 

 Before Troy could answer or scowl at me too much for asking questions, his cell phone 
rang. “Sit there.” He pointed to a bench under a big oak tree. “I’ll be back in a minute.” He 
walked off without another word. 

 I sat down and sighed, already bored by this field trip. I looked around, wondering what 
Troy was going to have me do here. Probably just watch the humans. All I ever did was watch. 
Watch TV, watch Troy raise souls, watch humans in their boring, everyday lives. It sucked. I 
didn’t know why I’d thought this field trip would be different. 

 My eyes roamed to the bench on the other side of the trashcan. A girl with red hair was lying 
across a bench and reading a book. She had her legs draped over the side of the bench, and 
looked like she’d been there for hours. Reading was even more boring than watching things. 
Still, I couldn’t take my eyes off her. Her hair blew in the breeze and she had to keep brushing it 
out of her face. 

 She looked up, noticing me. “It’s not polite to stare, you know.” 
 I straightened on the bench. Talking to humans wasn’t encouraged. Troy and Victoria 

ranked it with talking to the slugs that lived behind the shed in the school cemetery. If Troy came 
back and saw me talking to this girl without being told I could, he’d sic five zombies on me 
when we got back to the school. Troy’s back was to me, and he was deep in conversation about 
fifty feet away. I snapped my fingers and tapped on the bench, trying to get his attention. He 
could get me out of here without making me look like that bad guy. 

 Troy started walking away, yapping on his cell, completely oblivious to me. 
 “You forget how to talk?” She sat up straight, closing her book and setting it next to her on 

the bench. 
 “No.” Damn it! Why couldn’t I just get up and walk away? This wasn’t good. 
 “Then you could at least say hi.”  
 She smiled and before I knew it I was saying, “Hi.” 
 “That’s better.” She stood up and walked over to my bench. I stiffened and scooted over to 

one side.  



 Don’t get too close. Don’t touch her. I ran through the list of rules in my head. Even though 
my powers weren’t active yet, I had to be careful. I wouldn’t get any warnings bells or signs 
when my Gorgon blood kicked in. 

 “You have great eyes. They’re so green.” She leaned closer for a better look, and I pressed 
my back into the armrest, trying to keep my distance. “Are you always like this around girls?” 

 No. I had no problem around Ophi girls, but I didn’t have to worry about killing them. “I’m 
not feeling well.” 

 “Is that why you’re here? Getting some fresh air?” She lifted her head to the sky and the 
sunlight lit up her face. She was seriously hot. Too bad she wasn’t an Ophi. She turned back to 
me, catching me staring. But instead of getting offended that I was openly gawking at her or that 
I hadn’t answered her question, she smiled. 

 “What were you reading?” I gestured to the other bench, where her book still sat. 
 “Okay, don’t laugh, but it’s this cheesy romance novel my friend gave me. It’s an early 

birthday present. She thought I could use more romance in my life.” She scoffed. “Too bad 
fictional boyfriends are just that—fictional.” 

 “Birthday present?” 
 “Yeah, I turn sixteen in two days.” She rolled her eyes. “My parents are making a big deal of 

it. The whole sixteen and never been kissed thing.”  
 “What sixteen and never been kissed thing?” I’d kissed plenty of humans before they turned 

sixteen.  
 “Sweet sixteen?” She widened her eyes at me. “You’ve got to be kidding me. Everyone’s 

heard of ‘sweet sixteen and never been kissed.’ They’ve made tons of movies about it.” 
 Victoria and Troy never felt the need to make me watch those. Thank God. “Sorry.” 
 “Me too, because in my case it’s true.” 
 That wasn’t what I meant, but I let it slide. I had to end this conversation before Troy 

finished his call. This girl was hot, but she wasn’t worth Troy’s backlash. “I should go. I’m 
meeting someone.”  

 “Girlfriend?” 
 “No. My teacher.” Might as well call it how it is. 
 She smiled. “Aren’t you even going to ask my name?” 
 Right. Humans and Ophi weren’t all that different when it came to social interactions, so 

why was I acting like a major tool? “What’s your name?” 
 “Erin. And you are…?” She gave me that sexy smile again. Damn, she was good at 

flirting—way better than Abby. How had this girl never been kissed? 
 “Alex.” 
 “Alex. Yeah, you look like an Alex.” 
 Oh crap. If I didn’t get out of there soon, I was going to do something really stupid. “I 

should go.” I stood up, but she grabbed my hand. I froze, staring at her fingers on mine.  



 Relax, Alex. She’s only touching you. Nothing will happen. I didn’t have any cuts on that 
hand, so Erin would be okay.  

 “You’re warm.” Her voice was quiet, and I could tell she was deep in thought. 
 “Look, I don’t mean to be rude, but—” 
 “You have a girlfriend, right? She wouldn’t want me holding your hand?” She let go of me. 
 I should’ve just agreed, let her think I did have a girlfriend. It was a good excuse and 

wouldn’t hurt her feelings too much. But she was staring up at me with those big blue eyes, and 
before I knew it I was sitting again. “I don’t have a girlfriend.” 

 “No?” Her voice was hopeful. 
 “I’m older than you, though.” 
 “How old?” 
 “I’ll be seventeen in December.” 
 She smiled and slid closer on the bench. “That’s barely older.” This girl was almost as 

forward as Abby, but without the annoying Abby personality. 
 “I really am here with my instructor.” 
 “Are you homeschooled?” 
 “You could say that.” 
 “Me too, which is probably why I’ve never been kissed. The only boy who goes to my 

school is my brother.” She laughed a sweet, innocent laugh. “Do you have any siblings?” 
 “Technically no, but I have people I’m not really related to that I consider my family.” Like 

all six of the new students at the school. We were family now, all together in this crazy feud with 
Hades. 

 “I have a cousin who isn’t really my cousin. He’s my dad’s best friend’s son.” 
 I nodded because it was easier to let her think my situation was the same. “Do you always 

come to the park to study?” 
 “No. It’s my day off. I got ahead in my work—again, because I have no boyfriend to distract 

me, thanks to being homeschooled—and I came here to read. It’s my favorite place to relax.” 
 “I’ve never been here before, but it seems nice.” 
 She laughed. “It seems nice? Is there a reason you’re acting so shy around me?” 
 Yes. “Sorry, it’s just that my instructor is really strict, and if he comes back here and sees me 

talking to you, he won’t be happy.” 
 “Oh. I guess I should leave you alone then. I wouldn’t want you to get in trouble because of 

me.” She lowered her head and stood up. 
 “Wait.” Now I felt awful. It was almost her birthday and she barely got to talk to guys. I 

couldn’t just send her away. I’d deal with Troy’s backlash later. “What do you want for your 
birthday?” 

 She sat down again. “You’ll think it’s silly.” 
 I took a deep breath and placed my hand on hers. “No, I won’t.” 



 Her eyes met mine. “I want a first kiss so I don’t have to be ‘sweet sixteen and never been 
kissed.’” 

 My first kiss had been with an Ophi girl who only came to the school for one week before 
her parents took her back to Serpentarius. They didn’t exactly agree with Victoria and Troy’s 
teaching methods. It was a goodbye kiss, and it felt forced. Not to mention tight-lipped. As much 
as I knew this girl just wanted to have a first kiss, I could tell she wanted it to be special, too. 
Lucky for her, I’d had plenty of practice kissing girls before I started fearing my powers would 
kick in. 

 “That’s really what you want?” I leaned closer, letting her know I was willing to grant her 
wish if she was sure about it. Why not? I’d already touched her and nothing happened. My 
powers weren’t active yet. I could kiss her and make her birthday a little better. 

 Her eyes lit up. “That’s really what I want.” 
 I cupped her cheek in my right hand and stared into those blue eyes. I was so used to 

everyone around me having green eyes. Blue was a nice change. I didn’t want to rush the 
moment, but who knew when Troy would come back. He’d probably make me crawl out of my 
own grave if he caught me kissing a human. 

 “I love your eyes,” Erin said. “I could stare into them all day. The green is almost 
superhuman.” 

 Not superhuman. Ophi. I inched forward, tilting my head slightly to the right. Erin’s eyes 
closed, and her lips parted slightly. I brushed my lips against hers at first, but the second our lips 
met, her fingers wove into my hair and she pulled me closer. What the hell? If I was going to kiss 
her, I may as well go all out. I deepened the kiss, tasting her fruity gum. Not really my thing, but 
whatever. I heard footsteps and panicked that Troy was finally done with his phone call. I pulled 
away. 

 “There. Now you won’t be sixteen and never been kissed. Did I get that right?” 
 She started to smile, but her eyes rolled back into her head. No! No way had my powers 

chosen that moment to come on. I thought maybe Erin was just being dramatic, pretending the 
kiss was heart-stopping, but then she slumped forward on my lap.  

I’d killed her. 



Chapter 5 
 

 Shit! I’d killed her, actually killed her. My powers were working. I’d always thought this 
moment would be the happiest of my life. I was finally a full-fledged Ophi, a Gorgon. But my 
first act had been taking a life, not raising a soul or connecting to the Medusa statue. 

 I propped Erin up on the bench, worried someone would see us. I looked to Troy, but he was 
gone. Probably because he was afraid I’d overhear his conversation. I might have been part of 
this secret plan he and Victoria had in mind, but they weren’t about to include me until it was 
absolutely necessary. Maybe it was a good thing Troy wasn’t around. He hadn’t witnessed my 
complete failure, and that meant I had a chance to make this right. To fix what I’d done. 

 Erin’s body started sliding to the side. I grabbed her, propping her up again. Damn it, Alex, 
think! I slammed my fist against my leg, hitting the hard metal of the pocketknife. Of course! I 
pulled it from my pocket and opened the blade. I could raise her, just like Troy had taught me. 

 I pressed the blade against the tip of my right pointer finger. The quickest way to get my 
blood in Erin’s system was by dripping it into her mouth. I squeezed my finger, getting the blood 
to pool, and pressed it to her open mouth. It took a moment, but then this feeling came over me. I 
knew my blood was circulating through her body, reawakening it. I needed a command. I had to 
tell her what to do. 

 “It’s okay.” My voice shook, but I kept going. “You’re okay. Just breathe. Open your eyes 
and breathe.” Please, let this work. 

 Erin’s eyelids fluttered open. 
 “Oh, thank God.” I exhaled, long and hard. Relief washed over me. “I was so worried. Are 

you okay? Do you feel normal?” 
 She stared at me, not saying a word. I didn’t think I’d have to tell her she could speak. She 

wasn’t a zombie. I’d saved her, brought her back before her soul had left her body—at least I 
thought I had. She should’ve responded on her own instead of needing permission from me. 

 “You can talk to me.” Years of Ophi training and I was acting like such a newbie. Nothing 
was coming easily. I second-guessed every move, every word I spoke. 

 Her head jerked to the side, and I followed her gaze. I’d heard footsteps before when I was 
kissing her. Had someone seen what happened? My pulse quickened at the thought. I scanned the 
area. No people. Just a blue jay perched on a nearby tree limb. It flew to the ground, searching 
for a worm. 

 “It’s only a bird.” I reached for Erin’s shoulders and turned her face back toward mine. 
“See? It’s just us.” 

 Her eyes looked right through me before she turned her head back to the bird. What was she 
doing? 

 “You’re okay.” I think. “Do you feel okay?” I looked her up and down. Same red hair, same 
blue eyes…but they were so vacant, expressionless. Where was that light I’d seen earlier? Where 



was Erin’s flirty expression, the one that had dared me to kiss her? The girl in front of me was 
different. Not Erin. 

 “Erin?” She didn’t even flinch at the sound of her name. Damn it! I shoved my pocketknife 
back in my jeans and stood up, running my fingers through my hair. What did I do wrong? How 
do I fix this? I paced back and forth in front of the bench while Erin stared into space. No, she 
wasn’t staring into space. She was staring at the blue jay. What the hell was it about that bird that 
was so interesting to her? 

 I stopped pacing and stood in front of her, lifting her chin so she had to focus on me. But her 
eyes remained fixed on the bird. “It’s a bird,” I said. “It’s probably looking for food.” I knew I 
shouldn’t touch her. I should’ve been running away so my blood didn’t poison her again, but she 
was so lost. I had to help her. 

 Erin’s head tilted to the side in a jerky motion that was damn near scary—the way possessed 
people move in movies. 

 “Erin? What is it?” I sat down next to her and placed my hand on hers. She jumped back at 
my touch, her eyes leaving the bird for a split second before zeroing in on it once again. That 
was it. I’d had enough. I stood up abruptly and shooed the bird away. Erin staggered to her feet 
and grabbed my arm, trying to yank me back. 

 “What?” I stared at her, but she was too busy searching for the bird to notice. “Why do you 
care about the stupid bird? I need you to focus, to listen to me. I have to know if you’re okay.” 
But I could tell she wasn’t. I’d ruined her. I’d turned her into a mindless, bird-obsessed… No. I 
couldn’t say it. Not even in my mind. 

 “Fine. You want the bird back?” I turned toward the tree, looking up in the branch where the 
bird was perched. I whistled softly to it. Erin’s head jerked in my direction. This was insane. Her 
eyes focused on my lips. Crap. What if she got ideas about kissing me again? She’d die all over. 
I stopped whistling and looked around for some bread or birdseed or—Hell, I’d settle for a 
freaking worm if I had to. Nothing.  

 I gently took Erin by her shoulders, making sure my pointer finger didn’t touch her, and sat 
her back down on the bench. “You stay here, okay? I’m just going to find some food for the bird. 
Do you understand? Just wait here.” It was like talking to a toddler—if the toddler were a 
zombie. Erin looked up at me without saying a word. I shook my head and turned away. I 
couldn’t look at her anymore, couldn’t face what I’d done. She wasn’t even sixteen yet. 

 I searched the park for bird food, not at all what I thought I’d be doing during this field trip. 
Luckily, I hadn’t run into Troy, but I’d made sure to walk in the opposite direction he’d headed 
in. I had to fix this somehow, before he finished his call. He wasn’t usually a man of many 
words, so I was surprised he’d been gone for this long already. Halfway down the walking path I 
came across a puddle with a worm lying in it. It was waterlogged and well past dead. I hoped it 
would still entice the bird. I picked it up and hurried back to the bench. 



 Erin was still sitting—thankfully—but she had her head turned at an unnatural angle, trying 
to find the bird in the tree. She hadn’t bothered to turn her body at all, just her head. It was 
unnerving.  

“Here, watch,” I said, holding out my hand. Erin’s head turned slowly back to me. Every 
part of me wanted to shudder, but I couldn’t get all wussy and freak out after I’d been the one to 
do this to her. “I’m going to get the bird to come back down here for you, okay? With this.” I 
held my hand closer to her so she could see the worm. The thing twitched and I saw a drop of my 
blood on it. Shit! I’d raised the damn worm, too! 

 Erin’s eyes followed the movement of the worm. Without warning, she grabbed my hand in 
both of hers and lowered her mouth to the worm, snatching it up with her teeth.  

“Ugh, God! No!”  
She tilted her head back and swallowed the worm. The blue jay flew out of the tree and right 

at Erin, the one who’d stolen its food. I was about to shoo it away again when Erin reached out 
and strangled the bird.  

“Stop!” I tried to keep from yelling and alerting anyone, but after the worm incident, I’d 
figured out why Erin was so interested in the bird. She wanted to eat it. 

 She growled at me. Actually growled. I reached for her hand, but her fingers were squeezing 
the bird tighter with every second. I knew it was dead already. It had to be. “Erin, put the bird 
down. We’ll get you something to eat. Just please put the bird down.” I held my hands up, letting 
her see I wasn’t going to take the blue jay from her—not yet at least. Once she dropped it, I was 
planning to punt the thing as far as possible before its corpse became the main course to follow 
Erin’s worm appetizer.  

 Erin’s eyes met mine, glaring at me. She might be a zombie, but her soul knew I was to 
blame. I could see it in her eyes.  

“Please, let me help you. I know someone who can fix this.” No, I didn’t. I knew the rules. 
Once a person was brought back wrong, it was over. Finished. There was no undoing it. Erin was 
going to have to die again, and this time for good. I slowly extended my hand toward the bird. 
“Please, let me have it.” Erin didn’t protest or move to hand the bird over, so I inched closer. 
“That’s it. You just hold still and I’ll take the bird.” My fingers touched hers and her eyes 
widened, like she finally understood what I was saying. She pulled the bird toward her face and 
bit down hard on its head. Warm blood oozed out of her mouth and onto my hands. I let go, 
knowing it was over. The bird was as good as dinner. 

 I ran off to find Troy. I couldn’t kill Erin. I couldn’t. Troy was going to kill me for what I’d 
done and for making him clean up my mess, but I didn’t care. I needed help, even if it was from 
him. 

 He was back at the car, leaning on the driver’s-side door. His face was serious—one of his 
only two expressions, the other being totally pissed off. The person on the other line must have 
been doing most of the talking because Troy just listened with his phone pressed to his ear. I 



motioned to him, but he didn’t see me. Then he opened the car door, searching for something 
inside. 

 “Dad!” I ran toward the car. He didn’t even turn around. “Troy!” 
 He backed out of the car and glared at me. “I’ll call you back.” He ended his call and looked 

around the parking lot, probably trying to determine just how much of his wrath he could unleash 
on me right now. Unlucky for me, no one was around. 

 “Something happened,” I said, trying to keep my voice from shaking. “There was…an 
accident.” I held up my bloody finger and added, “I have my powers now.” 

 His expression softened. This was what he’d wanted. I was powerful now. I didn’t know 
why, but I expected a pat on the back or a smile or a “That’s great news.” Stupid. Troy just 
nodded. “What happened?” 

 I cleared my throat and swallowed my disappointment. “There was a girl. I came in contact 
with her and…” I couldn’t admit to kissing her. “Well, she died. I brought her back, but 
something went wrong. She’s—” 

 “A zombie.” Troy clenched his jaw and fists. “How many times did I show you how to raise 
a soul?” 

 He couldn’t be serious! “Those were souls that had been dead a long time. This was 
different. She died in my arms. Her soul hadn’t even left her body yet.” 

 “All the more reason why you should have gotten it right! That’s the easiest kind of soul to 
raise, virtually no room for error, but of course you managed to do it incorrectly.” He shook his 
head. 

 “She’s still out there.” 
 “You didn’t kill her?” He kept his voice low to avoid creating a scene and drawing people 

out of the park to watch my humiliation. Somehow his quiet tone scared me even more. 
 “I couldn’t. I thought you could release her soul. She doesn’t deserve to die again.” 
 He threw his hands in the air and shoved me aside on his way back into the park. “Get in the 

car!” he yelled over his shoulder, but I couldn’t obey him this time. I followed, needing to make 
sure that he found Erin and ended her suffering. She was sitting on the bench, covered in blood 
and feathers. That was all that was left of the blue jay. A small crowd had formed around her, 
and a guy had a cell phone in his hand. Troy took one look at Erin and he marched over to the 
guy with the cell. 

 “No need to call the police. I’ll take care of it.” 
 “Who are you?” The guy didn’t look convinced, but Troy shot him a look that made the guy 

drop his phone. 
 “I said I’ll take care of it.” He made eye contact with each person there until they turned and 

walked away. 
 “What do we do now?” I wanted to help, do something besides sit there and stare at the 

monster I’d created. 



 Troy ignored me and addressed Erin. “Follow us into the trees over where no one will see 
us. Get up. Now!” 

 Erin eyed him like she wanted to take a bite out of him. I was almost tempted to cheer her 
on. She stood, and Troy motioned to the trees. Erin didn’t budge. He’d told her to follow us and 
zombies were pretty damn literal. I went first, mostly to avoid having to see the look on Troy’s 
face and the blood covering Erin. Once we were behind the trees and out of view, I stopped and 
turned to them. 

 Erin glared at me, like she knew I was the one who’d done this to her. I felt her pain, her 
torture, and how she wanted to hurl it at me. 

 “Should I try to release her soul?” I knew I couldn’t. That power was reserved for adult 
Ophi only. Yet I asked anyway. 

 “Don’t be an idiot!” Troy grabbed his knife from his pocket and pricked the middle finger 
on his left hand. 

 My eyes widened, knowing he had no intention of releasing Erin’s soul. He was going to kill 
her all over again, make it painful for her. “What are you doing?” 

 “What you couldn’t.” He flicked his finger at Erin, keeping his eyes on me to see my 
reaction. 

 Erin fell to the ground. Dead. My breath caught in my throat, but I forced myself to remain 
still, not to show emotion. Emotion was weakness in Troy’s eyes, and I’d already shown too 
much. 

 



Chapter 6 
 

 Troy stepped toward me. “Now, let’s get back to the school. You need to start training 
immediately.” 

I didn’t feel like training. I felt like punching him square in the jaw. 
 Troy walked back to the car, leaving Erin’s body for someone else to find. Not his problem. 

It killed me to leave her, not knowing how long it would take for someone to find her body, to 
give her a proper burial. Maybe I’d come back in a day or two and if she was still there, I’d bury 
her. But what about her family? They had the right to know she was dead. Wondering what 
happened to her would be worse than the truth. 

  We drove back to the school in silence. Erin’s image was burned into my brain. She’d been 
so innocent. Sweet sixteen and never been kissed. She’d thought it was the ‘never been kissed’ 
part that was going to suck, but really it was not getting to turn sixteen, thanks to me. I should’ve 
known better. I did know better. All of Troy and Victoria’s lessons were supposed to make me 
ready for this moment, and I’d let them down. I’d let Erin down. And there was nothing I could 
do to fix it. 

 I didn’t think I could feel any lower, but as we pulled into the garage my heart sank to my 
stomach. Troy was going to tell Victoria, and then she’d do what she always did. She’d ignore 
me. She didn’t yell like Troy did. She pretended I didn’t exist, which was ten times worse. I 
didn’t say a word as I got out of the car and walked into the school. I went past the kitchen and 
dining room and was about to go upstairs when I saw the Medusa statue in the entryway. I could 
connect to it now, but would Troy let me, or would he make me wait as punishment for my latest 
blunder? 

 I stopped and turned around. Troy was already gone. What the hell? If he wasn’t around to 
stop me, then I was going to do what I’d been dying to for years. I walked over to Medusa, 
standing before her and sighing. 

 “Alex?” The front door closed behind me, and I turned to face Tony. “What are you doing? 
You know you can’t—” 

 “I came into my powers today.” Tony’s face broke into a smile, but before he could 
congratulate me, I blurted out, “I killed a girl. She wanted a birthday kiss so she wouldn’t be 
sixteen before she got her first kiss. It was stupid. I never should’ve…but I was only trying to…” 

 Tony grabbed me by my shoulders. “Alex, stop. You don’t need to relive it. It was an 
accident—unfortunate, yes, but an accident nonetheless.” 

 “I don’t want to hurt anyone.” 
 “None of us do.” 
 Not true. Troy had wanted to hurt Erin in order to hurt me.  



 “You’ll train and learn how to control your powers. It will get easier. I promise.” He 
released my shoulders and I nodded, forcing my emotions back inside. He was right. I’d train, 
and I’d make sure this never happened again.  

 “I think connecting with the statue might help.” I turned to face Medusa again, wanting to 
move forward and put everything else behind me. Montgomerys aren’t weak. I won’t be weak 
anymore. 

 “You’re probably right.” I wasn’t sure if he really meant it or if he was just trying to make 
me feel better, but I didn’t really care. This was what I had to do. 

 I squared my shoulders in front of Medusa and took a deep breath, not sure what to expect 
from the connection.  

 “Do you want me to stay, or would you rather do this alone?” Tony asked. 
 “I’m fine on my own.” I had to prove I could handle my powers. 
I closed my eyes and heard Tony’s footsteps as he walked away. Taking Medusa’s right 

hand in mine, I felt every ounce of Ophi blood inside me. It rushed through my body, making me 
feel powerful. In that moment, I understood why Troy loved being an Ophi. I almost understood 
why it made him feel superior to humans. We had so much power inside our veins.  

I released Medusa’s right hand and switched to her left. This was the side that contained the 
poison in our blood. My eyes opened and fell on my arm, which felt like a dozen snakes were 
wriggling up it. I could actually see the blood moving through my veins. Not exactly pleasant, 
but I wasn’t afraid. Medusa wouldn’t hurt me. 

“Do you understand now?” Victoria’s voice caused me to break the connection. 
I met her gaze and nodded. Because I did understand. I wasn’t weak. I was powerful, like 

Medusa. An incident like the one with Erin would never happen again.  
 

*** 
 
I trained harder than anyone and easily became the most advanced of the group. I could raise 
souls and command them. I could even handle more than one at a time, something none of the 
other underage Ophi there could do. 

After a morning of showing up the others, I leaned against the mausoleum and wiped the 
sweat from my brow. The summer had been ridiculously hot. 

Abby walked up to me, getting in my personal space, like she had been for months. “I knew 
you’d be a kickass Ophi.” She stroked my arm. “We’d make an unstoppable pair, don’t you 
think?” 

She was the most eager Ophi at the school, but her eagerness made her sloppy—not to 
mention that she lacked a conscience. The souls she raised wound up being tortured more than 
the rest. 

I pushed off the mausoleum and started back toward the school. “I’m surprised you’d want 
to risk anything coming between you and your training.”  



“I thought maybe you and I could do a little one-on-one training.” She fell in step with me 
and looped her arm through mine. 

“I bet you did.” Trying to let this girl down easily wasn’t going to work. “Sorry, Abby. I’m 
just not interested. In case you missed it, people around here are expecting a lot from me.” Troy 
hadn’t mentioned whatever it was he and Victoria were planning. Not even with how hard I’d 
been working or how far I’d come. But that didn’t mean I wasn’t going to be prepared. 

She tugged on my arm and stopped walking. “You can’t tell me you’re going to hide behind 
that line. We all have a lot expected of us.” 

“It’s not the same.” She wouldn’t understand, and I couldn’t explain it to her since I wasn’t 
allowed to tell anyone I was Troy and Victoria’s son. 

“What, do you think I’m not good enough for you or something because I grew up at 
Serpentarius?” She leaned into me. “Because in case you haven’t noticed, I ditched those human-
lovers and moved up to the big leagues. I’m one of you guys, through and through.” 

“Alex!” Troy’s booming voice had never sounded so good. 
“Got to go.” I pulled away from Abby and ran up the steps to the school where Troy was 

waiting in the doorway. 
He motioned for me to follow him into his office. My heart rate doubled as I wondered if 

this was about his plan. Was I finally going to be let in on it? I knew better than to expect a 
“good job” from Troy, so why else would he call me in here? Unless…he’d seen me with Abby 
and was about to ream me out for allowing myself to be distracted from my training. 

He closed the door behind us and sat down at his desk. Part of me wanted to blurt out that 
Abby had thrown herself at me and not the other way around, but Troy started riffling through 
some papers on his desk. This wasn’t about Abby. This was business. 

“I have no doubt you’ve noticed Victoria and me talking about something confidential.” 
I nodded. 
“Something has been brought to our attention, and while we couldn’t act on it before, we 

believe now is the time.” 
Why couldn’t he just come out and say what it was? Why did he have to get all wordy at this 

particular moment? 
 “We have a job for you.” 
 “A job?” I tried to conceal my excitement, but I was more than ready to prove myself. 
 “There’s a potential Ophi nearby. She’s your age. We need someone to keep an eye on her.”  
“You want me to watch her?” That would explain all the instruction on how to observe 

humans. 
“Not exactly. Victoria and I sent Tony to pose as a teacher in the girl’s school, but we’re 

hoping you can get closer to her.” 
“Tony’s gone?” When did that happen? 
“He left this morning.” 



I must have been too busy training to notice. I replayed Troy’s words in my mind. “So Tony 
is going to keep an eye on this girl, but you want me to get closer to her?” After what had 
happened with Erin, I’d tried to push her image from my brain, to focus on the power inside me 
and how to use it. But those old insecurities came back. If this girl hadn’t come into her powers 
yet, I could— 

“You’ll need to enroll in her school. Befriend her.” The word “befriend” sounded like 
something vile coming off of Troy’s lips, and I’m sure he saw it that way since this girl wasn’t 
one of us yet. 

“I’ll be surrounded by humans.” I’d have to be on top of my powers at all times. No 
weakness, no room for mistakes. 

“You’ll report back to me. I need to know everything she does, and the moment she comes 
into her powers, you need to bring her here.” 

Rip her out of her life and force her to live with Victoria and Troy. God, I’d be practically 
kidnapping her, but what choice did I have? 

Troy handed me a picture of a girl with dark wavy hair and piercing green eyes. Damn, she’s 
hot. Following her around and watching her would be easy since she was nice to look at. Of 
course, keeping my hands off her might be a problem if I got too close. 

Troy scoffed. “This isn’t a dating service, Alex. You’ll keep your head in the game.” 
We’d never gone after potential Ophi before, so I couldn’t help wondering what made this 

girl so special. “Why is she so important?” 
Troy placed his palms down on the desk and stood. He leaned over, his eyes burning into 

mine. “You may have your powers now, but you will observe the chain of command. You’ll 
know what you need to know to do your job. Is that understood?” 

Of course I understood. I might have been showing up the other students, but to Troy I was 
still an underage Ophi.  

“When do I leave?” I wanted to talk to Tony, find out about this girl and prepare myself. If I 
accidentally killed a potential Ophi—one who Troy thought was special enough to seek out—I’d 
be signing my own death sentence. 

“You have thirty minutes to pack a bag. Then I expect you to be on the road. I have the 
girl’s address for you, and her school schedule.” He handed me a piece of paper. “The rest is up 
to you.” 

I should’ve been happy he was trusting me with this mission, but I couldn’t help wondering 
if he was setting me up to fail. My eyes narrowed in question. 

 “Don’t give me that look, Alex. You’ll do what’s expected of you.” 
 “Yes, sir.” I’d do better than that. 
 He walked away. Conversation over. 
 I turned to find Victoria in the doorway, and I held up the picture in my hands. “What can 

you tell me about her?” 
 “Her name is Jodi Marshall.”  
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