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Chapter One
 

My name is Molly Brooks.
Vigilante.
Godslayer.
Oathbreaker.
Daughter of the Lord of the Dead.
The Angel.

What a joke.

I now lead a team of supernaturals who chose me when I'd split from my old team. The people of my city consider me a legend, a god. A hero.

You want to know what I am?

I'm someone who's afraid to go to sleep at night. I'm someone who scrubs my hands so often I make them bleed. I'm someone who re-lives every single one of my deaths, over and over and over again.

I'm a powerful being who can't use my powers without ending up in agony.

I'm afraid of myself. The darkness inside me grows, and I am losing hope that I'm strong enough to contain it. If I lose control, if I unleash whatever this is that is inside me, everyone I've ever loved will suffer for it.

One, in particular, more than others.

And the easy solution would be to get rid of the problem: me. Except that unfortunately, I can't die.

As in, plenty have tried to make that happen. But I just keep fucking coming back.

Lucky me.

 

I drove the route I'd driven dozens of times from my house to the loft where Nain and his team lived. Every block that closed the distance between me and the people who lived there made my stomach clench a little more.

My hands gripped the steering wheel, hard enough to snap it if I'd unleash my powers just a little. As it was, the stress was stirring my powers, heightening them, and it was starting to hurt. Eunomia reached over and put her cool hand over mine on the steering wheel.

“Relax, my friend,” she said softly.

“Better to be on edge than relaxed, considering. Don't you think?” I asked her. I glanced over at her, then into the rear-view mirror. The rest of my friends, my team, sat in the back seat. Levitt, Hephaestus, and Shanti. The imps had gone ahead; they'd meet us there. My team knew about the problems I was having. They knew that the moment I relaxed, the darkness inside me threatened to take over. They knew how close I was to giving in to it, to becoming the thing I feared most. They fought beside me. They watched out for me. And maybe most importantly, they watched me, always prepared for that moment when whatever was inside me took over for good. And they knew that when that moment came, their job was to try to put me down.

Yes. I trust my best friends to try to destroy me. Doesn't everyone?

We'd gotten to know each other better than I could have imagined over the past few weeks. We lived together, worked together, fought together. My house, which had seemed so big during all the years I'd lived there alone, felt cozy now. Granted, it was a crazy combination of gods, demons, vampires, and imps, but it was mine.

They knew my weaknesses. My problems. The promises I made to myself. We were more than a team. We were a family and I trusted them with my life, as they trusted me with theirs. Considering how many powerful beings I had gunning for me, I thought their trust was misplaced. They ignored me when I said stuff like that.

They knew, better than anyone, that I was not as tough as most of the world believed. They knew I still tried to scrub unseen blood and gore off of my body. They knew I had nightmares, when I managed to let myself sleep. They knew that in my weakest moments, I cursed my life for the things I couldn't have.

“This is exactly why you should have talked to the fuckin' shifter on the phone all those times he called. Now you’re goin' in with all this pent-up shit. Not healthy, queenie,” Hephaestus said from the back seat.

“Well, that's why you guys are here, right?” I said, glancing at him in the rear-view mirror. “Keep an eye on me. Make an excuse to leave if it seems like I'm going to lose it. But I can't keep putting Nain off about this meeting, considering we're all trying to hunt Strife down and she's here because of me.”

Strife.

I'd trapped her in my realm back when I'd initially destroyed the gateway between here and the Nether, cutting off this world from the world of the immortals. She was not my biggest fan. I'd killed one of her closest friends, Enyo, the goddess of war. And I'd trapped her other pal, Ares, the god of war, in a talisman that added to my power. She'd been doing her best to cause chaos, even going as far as using Brennan's infant son (another thing I tried not to think about too often) to harm those I cared about.

And we'd all been hunting her, but she was wily. We hadn't even gotten close.

So I'd finally given in and agreed to meet with Nain and his team.

I hadn't seen Brennan since the night we'd decided to stop seeing each other. So I'm a coward. But it hurt too much, and I had enough on my mind. I knew it was for the best. It didn't make it any easier.

Sometimes, love doesn't conquer all. That's a bunch of bullshit.

I pulled into the parking garage and we all got out of the car. My team, for better or worse, had adopted my uniform as their own: black cargo pants, black shirts. The imps were there already, waiting for me as they'd said they would. And it wasn't just them. My parents, Hades and Tisiphone, stood by the elevator. Hades leaned against the wall, arms folded over his chest. My father never looked worried about anything. Though, I guess if you were the Lord of the Dead and ruler of the afterlife, you wouldn't be worried about much, either. Tisiphone, as always, looked like she was on guard, ready to kick ass.

“What are you two doing here?” I asked them as my team and I walked toward the elevator. “Not that I'm not happy to see you,” I added. My mother gave me a small hug, murmuring a hello, and my father studied me.

“There's a reason you've been avoiding this. We're here in case we're needed.” I hadn't been thrilled about telling my parents about the issues I was having, but E had insisted and I had to admit it was smart. If I lost my mind, they were two of the few beings who had any decent chance of getting me under control.

I nodded. My parents, as always, were also dressed in black. “Go team death,” I muttered under my breath as I pulled the gate up and we all got onto the elevator.

“We need a secret handshake,” Shanti said. Then she hit the button to take us up to the loft. I took a deep breath. My stomach was turning. It wasn't seeing the team, or even Nain, necessarily. I was fine with that. I'd had lunch with Ada and Stone the previous week, seen Nain around town, and while things with my ex always had a weird undercurrent of tension, I was fine. It was Brennan. I loved him. At least, I thought I did. I was hurt over what he'd done, and the more I thought about all of it, the harder it was to just let it go. Maybe I wasn't as mature and understanding as I thought I should be. But the fact of the matter was that the more I thought about it, the less likely it could ever be that I'd be fine with Brennan, with seeing his son every day and knowing how he'd come to be.

Great. I was more like my stepmother than I'd ever realized.

I could admit that I missed him. I'd loved the way he’d taken care of me, the way every one of my whims had been met. I missed the way he made love to me.
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