


AFTER:	
CAMBODIAN	JUNGLE

Before.	After.	Before.	After.

Before:	trapped	in	the	temple.	After:	escaped	from	the	temple.

Me,	the	real	Harlow	Wintergreen,	precariously	balanced	on	the	razor’s	edge
between	before	and	after.

I	 ran.	 Sprinted	 from	 the	 crimson	 gate	 into	 the	 outstretched	 arms	 of	 the
jungle.	 Red-fire	 fear	 burning	 in	 my	 belly.	 Teeth	 aching	 in	 time	 with	 the
pound-pound-pound	of	unsteady	feet	on	unsteady	bones.	Through	the	barbed-
wire	brambles	and	 the	sticky-hot	certainty	of	what	was	coming	if	 I	didn’t,	 I
ran.

It	wasn’t	what	I	expected	freedom	to	feel	like.

I	 had	 no	 idea	 how	 much	 time	 had	 passed	 on	 the	 outside	 since	 I’d	 first
become	trapped	in	the	temple.	Just	as	my	eyes	had	once	been	Isiris’s	windows
to	 the	world,	her	eyes	had	shown	me	many	 things,	 those	days	and	nights	 in
my	prison.	But	not	everything.	Not	enough.

The	jungle	remained	unchanged,	 the	eerie	purple-green	glow	of	 it	 just	 the
same	as	it	was	during	that	Violet	Hour	when	Adam	and	I	first	entered	Isiris’s
nightmare.

The	Violet	Hour.	It	was	sacred	to	devotees	of	VisionCrest,	the	religion	my
father	had	created	(or	so	I	used	to	believe).	Those	violet,	pre-dawn	moments
were	supposed	to	bring	us	close	to	the	all-knowing,	all-seeing	Inner	Eye.	Now
that	I	knew	it	was	real,	I	also	knew	it	wasn’t	sacred.	It	was	sinister.

When	I	look	at	her,	I	still	see	you,	he’d	said.	There’s	only	one	way	to	end	it
now.	Maybe	that	will	be	enough.

Adam.	 The	 boy	 I’d	 always	 loved.	 The	 boy	 I	 still	 loved.	 The	 boy	who’d
betrayed	me,	once	upon	a	 time.	The	 thought	of	him	propelled	my	body	and
mind	forward	relentlessly.	I	felt	my	way	by	instinct,	hoping	that	I	was	rushing
toward	redemption	and	not	oblivion.	Hoping	that	it	wasn’t	too	late	for	him.	Or
me.



I	ran.

Finally,	 when	 the	 sun	 was	 bloated	 in	 the	 sky,	 a	 break	 in	 the	 canopy
appeared.	The	clearing.	I	remembered	the	last	time	I	stood	there,	side-by-side
with	Adam.	Back	then,	I	was	convinced	I	could	stop	Isiris	from	unleashing	a
virus	 meant	 to	 purify	 the	 world.	 She’d	 said	 my	 father	 had	 failed	 her	 as	 a
leader,	 corrupting	 her	 religion	 by	 re-interpreting	 its	 gospel.	 Back	 then,	 I
believed	 I	 could	 stop	 her.	 I	 wished	 I	 could	 tell	 that	 version	 of	 myself
everything	 that	 was	 going	 to	 come	 after—that	 my	 misguided	 actions	 were
going	to	make	things	worse,	not	better.	But	that	version	of	me,	that	Harlow,
was	gone	forever.

I	broke	free	of	the	jungle’s	last	tangled	embrace,	emerging	into	open	air.	I
fell,	my	legs	giving	way	to	exhaustion.	My	hand	rose	to	shield	my	unfocused
eyes	from	the	blaring	brightness	of	the	sun.	My	palm	was	crusted	red-brown
with	 blood	 from	 the	 deep	 gash	 across	 its	 center.	 I	 flexed	 my	 fingers,
examining	 them	 like	 foreign	 objects.	 I	 was	 here.	 Back	 in	 the	 world—my
world.	Isiris	hadn’t	taken	that	away	from	me;	at	least,	not	yet.

Reality	swam	out	of	focus	as	a	wave	of	nausea	swept	over	me.	I	clawed	my
way	toward	a	copse	of	shaded	grass,	dry	heaving	the	nonexistent	contents	of
my	stomach	along	the	way.	My	hunger	had	returned,	and	my	thirst—I	needed
to	 find	 water	 and	 something	 to	 eat	 or	 my	 escape	 would	 be	 short-lived,
literally.	I	knew	where	I	had	to	go,	but	right	now	I	didn’t	have	the	strength	to
take	another	step.	I	collapsed,	sunlight	striping	through	the	leaves	overhead.

My	mind	 turned	once	 again	 to	 the	 last	words	Adam	had	 said	 to	me—the
last	 thing	 I’d	 experienced	 through	 Isiris’s	 eyes	 while	 still	 trapped	 in	 the
temple.	It	might	already	be	too	late,	his	words	echoed.

A	 constellation	 of	 pinprick	 stars	 swam	 across	 my	 vision,	 and	 the	 bright
white	world	went	black.



BEFORE:	
TRAPPED	IN	THE	TEMPLE

A	light	blinded	me	from	overhead	and	the	sound	of	beating	wings	filled	 the
air.	A	thousand	doors	flew	open.	Wind	pulled	at	my	hair.

A	high-pitched	keening	filled	my	ears;	it	took	me	a	moment	to	recognize	it
as	 my	 own	 voice,	 screaming	my	 throat	 raw.	 Not	 recognizing	 the	 sound	 of
your	own	voice—that	must	fulfill	at	least	one	of	the	criteria	on	the	“Have	you
gone	crazy?”	checklist.

An	 eternity	 seemed	 to	 pass.	 Finally	 the	 light	 went	 out	 and	 the	 doors
slammed	shut.	Another	Violet	Hour	come	and	gone.

My	 memory	 was	 murky.	 I	 faded	 in	 and	 out	 of	 consciousness,	 my	 head
pounding	 from	 the	 fall	 I’d	 taken	 off	 the	 altar	 in	 the	 flurry	 of	 my	 final
confrontation	 with	 Isiris	 and	 her	 eyeless	 followers.	 Every	 time	 I	 lost	 the
thread	of	consciousness,	I	saw	Adam	and	Dora	and	Stubin;	I	saw	VisionCrest
headquarters	and	my	family	home.	It	was	as	if	I	was	seeing	home-movies	of
my	life,	but	through	Isiris’s	eyes.	I	wasn’t	sure	if	what	I	was	seeing	was	real,
or	a	side-effect	of	 the	head	injury	my	throbbing	skull	said	I’d	sustained.	All
the	while,	 the	Violet	 Hour—when	 the	 temple	 doors	 opened	 and	 untethered
souls	waited	to	be	ferried	to	new	worlds	and	realities—came	and	went,	came
and	went.

Finally,	my	 eyes	 blinked	 open.	 For	 the	 first	 time,	my	 surroundings	 came
fully	into	focus.	The	throbbing	at	the	back	of	my	skull	tamed	to	a	dull	ache.
My	senses	felt	sharper.	I	turned	my	head,	my	neck	rolling	against	the	textured
stones	beneath	me.	Everything	was	still.	All	around	me,	lost	souls	huddled	on
the	periphery	of	the	temple.	Their	constant	murmurs	fell	silent.

I	 moaned,	 my	 body	 rocking	 against	 the	 stone	 floor.	 I	 felt	 like	 Sleeping
Beauty	shaking	loose	the	stitches	of	a	thousand-year	slumber,	my	muscles	and
mind	 atrophied.	Wraiths	 scattered	 as	 I	 sat	 up,	 bunching	 back	 together	 in	 a
quivering	heap	as	far	away	from	me	as	they	could	manage.

“I	won’t	…	I	won’t	hurt	you,”	I	croaked.	I	come	in	peace	just	sounded	too
cliché,	but	then	again,	lost	souls	probably	didn’t	see	a	lot	of	movies.



I	 was	 trapped	 inside	 the	 temple.	 It	 might	 have	 only	 been	 one	 day	 since
Adam	had	fled	the	temple	with	Isiris	in	tow,	thinking	she	was	me,	or	it	might
have	been	twenty.

Sooner	or	later,	I	would	have	to	shepherd	those	wayward	spirits	through	the
doors.	For	better	or	worse,	I	was	the	Guardian	of	the	temple	now.	If	I	didn’t
do	it,	they	would	become	something	fearful—like	the	eyeless	hordes	that	still
lurked	here	somewhere.	It	was	impossible	to	know	what	other	consequences
there	might	be.

My	 head	 pounded	 and	 I	 reached	 up,	 fingers	weaving	 through	my	matted
hair	 to	 probe	 the	 tender	 knot.	 Even	 though	 my	 throat	 scratched	 like	 I’d
swallowed	the	Sahara,	 I	didn’t	 feel	 ravenous	for	food	or	water	 like	I	should
have;	I	felt	hollow.

Pushing	my	palms	against	the	floor,	I	managed	to	get	unsteadily	to	my	feet.
A	dull	ache	pulsed	along	the	length	of	my	spine,	but	somewhere	deep	inside
of	me,	a	tiny	spark	of	will	ignited.	If	there	was	a	way	out	of	here,	I	was	going
to	find	it.	I	had	to—being	stuck	here	was	untenable.	It	made	me	almost	feel
sorry	for	Isiris,	or	at	least	empathize	with	what	had	made	her	the	way	she	was.
But	 I	wasn’t	going	 to	 let	her	steal	my	 life;	God—or	whoever	was	 in	charge
around	here—only	knew	what	 she	planned	 to	 do	with	 it.	And	 I	was	 sure	 it
didn’t	involve	kitten	kisses	and	rainbows.

My	 eyes	 swept	 the	 room,	 the	 familiar	 details	 of	 the	 temple	 blinking	 into
focus.	Doors,	doors,	doors,	up	the	cylindrical	wall,	down	the	passages.	Behind
me,	 the	 altar.	 I	walked	 shakily	 over	 to	 its	 stairs,	 bending	down	 to	 crawl	up
them	on	my	hands	 and	 knees,	 not	 yet	 trusting	my	balance	 to	 hold.	When	 I
reached	the	top,	I	had	to	bite	down	on	my	lip	to	keep	from	crying—I	couldn’t
let	 tears	 flow,	 as	 they	might	 never	 stop.	The	 altar’s	 surface	was	 covered	 in
blood,	dried	blackish-brown	at	the	edges	and	tacky	in	the	center.

So	I	hadn’t	been	unconscious	as	long	as	I’d	feared—only	a	few	days	must
have	 passed	 since	Adam	 escaped	with	 Isiris,	 even	 if	 it	 felt	 like	 a	 hundred.
Somehow	 the	 thought	 of	 Adam	 being	 here	 in	 this	 room	 so	 recently	 made
everything	worse.	If	I	could	turn	back	the	clock	just	the	tiniest	bit,	it	would	be
me	out	there	in	the	world	with	Adam	while	Isiris	was	trapped	in	here,	where
she	belonged.	Tears	came	despite	my	best	effort.

If	I	didn’t	find	a	way	out,	it	was	worse	than	a	death	sentence.	There	were
infinite	different	worlds	beyond	the	doors	of	this	temple,	but	Isiris	had	chosen



to	 enter	mine.	 As	 the	Matriarch	 of	 VisionCrest—as	me—she	 was	 going	 to
dismantle	my	world,	piece	by	piece.	Not	to	mention	what	she	might	do	to	the
people	I	cared	about—Adam,	Dora,	Stubin.

Still,	 it	 was	 the	 virus	 that	 terrified	 beyond	 measure.	 Isiris	 was	 going	 to
remake	my	world	in	her	image.

The	last	time	I’d	been	up	on	this	altar,	Adam	was	holding	a	knife	held	to	his
own	chest,	Isiris	controlling	his	actions	with	her	mind.	The	knife,	plunging	in.
The	blood,	spilling	onto	the	floor.

I	was	glad	Adam	had	made	it	out.	It	meant	he	might	be	okay.

Through	my	blur	of	tears	I	noticed	a	handprint,	pressed	into	a	pool	of	still-
sticky	blood.	I	wiped	my	cheeks	with	my	tattered	cardigan	and	leaned	over	to
inspect	 it.	 It	was	 the	 exact	 size	 of	my	hand,	 only	mine	was	 clean.	 I	 let	my
hand	hover	over	it—a	perfect	match.	It	belonged	to	Isiris.

Something	 tugged	 at	 the	 back	 of	my	mind,	 like	 this	 detail	was	 important
somehow.	 I	had	 to	admit	what	 I	 already	knew	 to	be	 true—Isiris	was	on	 the
outside,	pretending	to	be	me.	Nobody	was	coming	to	save	me.	I	had	to	save
myself.

My	mind	 turned	 to	 the	 visions	 I’d	 been	 having	when	 I	was	 unconscious.
The	glimpses	of	my	life.

Adam’s	voice	murmured	in	my	ear,	close	yet	painfully	far	away	as	he	held	me
in	his	arms.	We	were	in	a	hospital	room—the	steady	beeping	of	machines	like
white	noise	in	the	background.

“Isiris	 is	 trapped	 in	 her	 house	 of	 a	 thousand	 doors,	 exactly	 where	 she
belongs.	And	she’s	never	getting	out.”

The	real	Harlow—me,	the	one	trapped	in	the	temple,	yet	also	trapped	inside
of	 Isiris’s	mind—wanted	 to	 grab	 him,	 scream	 at	 him,	 tell	 him	 he	 had	 it	 all
wrong.	But	I	was	paralyzed.	Powerless.

“What	about	the	Resistance?”	Isiris	asked,	pretending	to	be	me.	She	knew
that	even	with	me	out	of	the	way,	she	still	had	to	worry	about	the	underground
group	 that	 had	 been	 fighting	 against	 her	 ever	 since	 she	 and	 her	 puppet,
Sacristan	Wang,	had	begun	the	process	of	overthrowing	my	father.



Adam’s	 jaw	 clenched.	 I	 knew	 he	 was	 thinking	 about	 Hayes	 Cantor,
wondering	if	he	still	had	to	compete	for	my	affections	with	the	young	leader	of
the	Resistance.

“They	sent	a	delegation	to	bring	Dora	and	Stubin	home,”	he	said.	“They’re
here,	ready	to	meet	with	you	as	soon	as	you’re	up	for	it.”

Relief	 blossomed	 inside	me.	My	 best	 friend	 and	 her	 boyfriend	were	 alive
and	safe,	at	least	for	now.

“Oh,	I’m	up	for	it,”	Isiris	answered	with	false	cheer.	“I’m	looking	forward
to	extending	my	gratitude	for	all	they	did	to	subvert	Isiris.”

In	the	mirror,	her	pinky	and	ring	finger	curved	down	behind	Adam’s	back,
the	 other	 three	 fingers	 forming	 the	 symbol	 that	 was	 her	 signature.	 Her
cracked	lips	curled	into	a	sneer.	I	wondered	if	it	was	a	message	to	me.	Did	she
know	I	was	entombed	inside	her,	watching	and	helpless?

Adam’s	 arms	 tightened	 around	me.	 “I	 was	 kind	 of	 hoping	 to	 express	 my
gratitude	to	you	first,”	he	said.

I	 could	 practically	 feel	 the	 jealousy	 radiating	 off	 him.	 Clouding	 his
judgment.	Keeping	him	from	realizing	that	the	girl	in	front	of	him	wasn’t	me.
His	lips	brushed	against	the	sensitive	spot	on	my	neck,	just	below	my	ear.	A
kiss	that	used	to	send	tingles	down	my	arms.

Now	 it	 was	 Isiris	 who	 leaned	 in	 to	 his	 touch.	 She	 tilted	 her	 face	 up	 to
Adam’s.

“Oh,	don’t	worry.	I’ll	let	you	make	it	up	to	me.”

Adam	smiled.	He	thought	he	knew	what	she	meant,	but	he	didn’t.	Trapped
inside	her,	I	knew.	She	was	going	to	hurt	him.

A	tidal	wave	of	dread	washed	over	me.	I	tried	to	make	my	arms	beat	against
his	chest,	force	my	voice	to	find	the	words	to	warn	him.

But	nothing	happened.	Adam	 leaned	down	and	kissed	 Isiris’s	waiting	 lips
while	hope	withered	in	my	chest.

They	weren’t	just	dreams.	They	were	real.	I	could	almost	see	and	touch	every
emotion,	 every	 sensation	…	 but	 not	 quite.	 Sleep,	 it	 seemed,	was	 a	 psychic
window	that	let	me	peer	into	Isiris’s	life—my	 life,	the	one	she’d	stolen—the
way	she	used	to	peer	into	mine.	It	was	maddening,	yet	at	the	same	time	it	was



like	a	drug.	Sleep	tugged,	beckoned,	and	I	couldn’t	help	but	peep	through	the
window.

Maybe	 this	 frustrated	 existence—always	 seeing,	 never	 being—was	 what
had	made	Isiris	who	she	was.	Ruthless.	Insane.

At	that	moment,	though,	I	didn’t	really	care.	All	I	wanted	was	to	crawl	back
into	my	life.	I	lay	down	on	the	altar,	next	to	the	pool	of	blood,	curled	up,	and
allowed	myself	to	escape	into	unconsciousness.



AFTER:	
BÊN	TRONG	M T,	VIETNAM

The	flat-bottom	boat	hushed	through	the	glassy	water,	fish	guts	sloshing	over
my	feet.	Great.	The	fisherman	scrutinized	my	half-covered	face,	and	I	pulled
the	 thin	 fabric	 I’d	 stolen	 from	 a	 street	 vendor	 in	 Hoi	 An	 tighter.	 As	 a
convenient	 bonus,	 the	 veil	 obscured	 the	 smell	 of	 rotting	 fish	 while	 also
protecting	me	from	his	curious	stare.

My	ears	strained	for	any	sound,	hoping	against	hope	that	I	might	hear	the
three-toned	whistle	 of	 the	Resistance	 pierce	 the	 crisp	morning	 air.	 It	was	 a
huge	risk	coming	back	to	Vietnam,	back	to	the	Resistance,	but	it	was	the	only
way	to	discover	what	came	next.	Hayes	Cantor,	de	facto	leader	of	the	group,
was	the	only	person	I	could	trust	right	now—if	he	was	still	alive.

I	 knew	 that	 Hayes	 had	 suspected	 my	 psychic	 connection	 with	 Isiris,
courtesy	 of	 Madam	 Wang,	 when	 I	 was	 last	 at	 the	 Resistance’s	 island
hideaway.	 Now	 the	 Sacristan’s	 wife	 was	 dead—hung	 from	 the	 Gate	 of
Heavenly	Peace	by	her	husband—and	I	had	no	idea	what	had	become	of	their
daughter	Mei	Mei,	who	I’d	last	seen	at	the	Bên	Trong	Mắt	compound	before
escaping	to	confront	Isiris.	Going	back	to	the	Resistance	outpost	was	my	only
chance	to	find	Hayes,	or	at	least	get	a	clue	as	to	where	he	might	have	gone.

Thinking	 of	 him,	 my	 pulse	 quickened.	 I	 could	 still	 smell	 that	 beach.
Remember	 the	 way	 the	 sun	 glinted	 gold	 in	 his	 warm	 brown	 eyes.	 See	 the
shape	 of	 his	 lips	 and	 feel	 their	 lush	warmth	 against	mine.	But	 the	 intimate
moment	we’d	shared	wasn’t	why	I	was	here;	I	wasn’t	living	out	the	fantasy	of
a	 schoolgirl	 crush	 or	 imagining	 I	 might	 one	 day	 live	 in	 the	 Barbie
Dreamhouse.	 I	 was	 fighting	 for	 survival—mine,	 Adam’s—and	 I	 needed
Hayes’s	help.

I’d	 gotten	 this	 far	 by	 begging	 and	 stealing	 my	 way	 from	 Cambodia	 to
Vietnam,	plus	a	generous	helping	of	 luck,	but	 the	 thing	about	 luck	 is	 that	 it
always	runs	out.	Fortune	was	my	frenemy.	My	feet	were	covered	 in	blisters
and	 I	was	weak	with	malnutrition.	 I’d	 spent	my	 last	 stolen	 coin	 convincing
this	 fisherman	 to	 take	 me	 out	 to	 Bên	 Trong	 Mắt,	 even	 though	 I	 knew	 I



wouldn’t	find	anyone	there.	I	was	chasing	ghosts—dreams	from	the	temple—
just	hoping	to	find	a	clue.

Off	in	the	distance,	amongst	the	trees	and	the	mist	of	the	January	morning,	I
got	a	peek-a-boo	glimpse	of	the	compound.

“You	can	let	me	off	here,”	I	said,	motioning	to	the	water’s	edge.	A	thin	strip
of	sand	edged	the	jungle.	The	weathered	old	man	with	deeply	suspicious	eyes
frowned,	 then	said	a	few	words;	apparently	we	were	still	pretending	I	had	a
clue	what	he	was	saying.	For	a	moment	I	thought	he	was	going	to	ignore	me
and	keep	going,	but	then	he	edged	his	paddle	against	the	water	and	steered	us
into	shore.

I	wobbled	out	of	the	boat	and	turned	to	watch	him	go,	keeping	my	veil	tight
across	 my	 face.	 I	 couldn’t	 risk	 being	 recognized.	 He	 said	 something
unintelligible	 that	 sounded	 like	 well	 wishes	 or	 some	 kind	 of	 benediction.
Then	he	pushed	back	from	the	shore,	disappearing	into	the	rising	sun	on	the
flat	horizon.

I	 started	 walking.	 The	 thin	 stretch	 of	 beach	 opened	 up	 into	 a	 full
beachfront,	 the	 buildings	 of	 the	 Resistance	 outpost	 obscured	 behind	 thick
jungle	foliage,	visible	only	to	those	who	knew	how	to	look	for	it.

The	sun	was	punishingly	hot	and	it	was	barely	past	dawn.	I	happened	upon
the	 last	 place	 I’d	 spoken	 to	 Hayes—not	 that	 we’d	 really	 done	 that	 much
talking.	 I	 thought	 of	 his	 lips,	 his	 body	 pressed	 against	 mine;	 the	 sound	 of
Adam’s	sharp	 intake	of	breath	when	he’d	discovered	us.	The	memory	made
me	hot	with	shame.

What	was	I	doing	here?	Could	I	really	 trust	what	I’d	seen	through	Isiris’s
eyes	 to	 lead	 me	 in	 the	 right	 direction?	Maybe	 Isiris	 was	 manipulating	 me
again.	Tormenting	me,	same	as	always.

There	was	only	one	way	to	find	out.	It	wasn’t	like	I	had	an	all-you-can-eat
buffet	of	options.

I	hurried	my	way	up	the	beach,	sticking	close	to	the	trees	and	trying	to	be
silent.	A	few	minutes	later	I	was	almost	to	the	compound.	It	was	dangerous	to
be	 here—if	 any	 of	 the	 VisionCrest	 Watchers	 were	 around,	 or	 even	 if	 any
rebels	remained,	they	would	shoot	first	and	ask	questions	later.	But	I	had	no
choice—the	one	 time	 I’d	 seen	Hayes	 through	 Isiris’s	eyes,	 I’d	been	 sure	he



was	telling	me	to	come	here.	Sure	he	was	hinting	that	he’d	left	a	clue	here	as
to	how	I	could	find	him	and	the	Resistance.

Before	 we’d	 kissed,	 that	 day	 on	 this	 beach,	 he’d	 told	 me	 that	 his	 first
mission	was	to	keep	me	safe.	I	only	hoped	he’d	been	able	to	do	the	same	for
himself,	escaping	the	island	before	Isiris’s	orders	were	carried	out.

As	I	reach	the	pathway	that	led	to	the	compound,	I	saw	that	someone	had
drawn	a	giant	eye—closed,	with	a	tear	forming	at	its	corner—in	the	otherwise
undisturbed	sand.	It	was	crumbled	and	windblown.

I	picked	my	way	up	the	winding	pathway,	sand	giving	way	to	jungle.	The
path	was	overgrown,	reclaimed	by	nature.	I	ached	to	know	where	Dora	was—
I	hadn’t	 seen	her	 since	we	were	 last	here,	 except	 through	 Isiris’s	 eyes.	And
that	hadn’t	been	pretty.	I	needed	to	find	her	alive	and	well,	and	tell	her	that	I
was	okay.

But	I	couldn’t	think	about	that	now.	First	things	first.

The	 sound	 of	 the	 jungle	 coming	 alive—the	 low	 hum	 of	 insects,	mingled
with	 the	 squawking	 of	 eight	 kinds	 of	 birds	 and	 the	 howl	 of	 an	 occasional
monkey—obscured	 the	shuffle	of	my	feet.	As	 I	 rounded	a	bend	 in	 the	path,
the	first	building	came	into	view.	The	wooden	shutters	were	all	flung	open,	as
were	the	doors,	and	I	could	see	that	inside,	an	electric	fan	was	still	rotating	at
high	speed	on	 the	ceiling.	All	was	silent—there	was	no	 telltale	hum	of	 life.
Before,	 the	 place	 had	 been	 bustling	 with	 people	 coordinating	 Resistance
activities,	all	hours	of	the	day	and	night.

I	 told	myself	 that	 this	was	merely	confirmation	of	what	I	already	knew—
that	 the	VisionCrest	Watchers	had	 attacked	 this	 base,	 on	 Isiris’s	 orders,	 and
done	who-knows-what	to	the	people	living	here.	It	meant	the	clues	I’d	picked
up	in	my	visions	could	actually	be	true	as	well.

That	 didn’t	 stop	 the	 emptiness	 of	 the	 place	 from	 hitting	 me	 like	 a
suckerpunch.	 My	 mind	 was	 filled	 with	 too	 much	 death	 and	 destruction
already;	I	wasn’t	ready	for	what	might	lie	beyond	this	threshold.



BEFORE:	
TRAPPED	IN	THE	TEMPLE,

DREAMING	OF	ISIRIS
Hayes	 entered	 the	 office,	 flanked	 by	 four	 burly-looking	 guards	 and	 a	 small
phalanx	of	rebels.	His	face	betrayed	no	emotion.	He	looked	less	boyish,	more
handsome	than	he	had	when	I’d	last	seen	him	standing	on	the	docks	in	Hoi	An
as	Adam	and	I	made	our	escape.	He	had	a	sidearm	strapped	to	his	belt,	and
his	 shoulders	 were	 broader	 than	 I	 remembered.	 An	 air	 of	 authority
surrounded	 him,	 like	 he’d	 finally	 grown	 into	 his	 position	 as	 leader	 of	 the
Resistance.	I	hoped	he	still	would	be	after	this	encounter.

Isiris	tapped	one	finger,	over	and	over,	on	the	massive	oak	desk.	It	graced
the	center	of	my	father’s	former	office	in	our	compound	in	Twin	Falls,	Idaho.

Tap-tap-tap-tap-tap.

Adam	leaned	against	 the	bookcase	behind	her,	his	eyes	boring	into	Hayes
with	hatred.	Adam	still	saw	Hayes	as	a	rival	instead	of	what	Hayes	really	was
—his	only	hope	for	survival.

“It’s	so	good	to	see	you,	Harlow,”	Hayes	said,	his	eyes	searching	a	bit,	as	if
there	was	something	about	me	that	was	different	but	he	couldn’t	quite	put	his
finger	 on	 it.	 He	 walked	 nearer,	 lowering	 his	 voice	 and	 giving	 Isiris	 a
meaningful	glance.	“I’m	glad	you’re	okay.	I	wish	I	could	have	been	there	to
help.”

Adam	 cleared	 his	 throat	 uncomfortably,	 his	 eyes	 cutting	 to	 me	 and	 then
back	 to	 Hayes,	 trying	 to	 assess	 the	 status	 of	 our	 relationship.	 From	 the
intensity	of	Hayes’s	stare	at	Isiris,	it	seemed	he	was	too.	In	fact,	it	seemed	like
it	was	obvious	to	everyone	but	Isiris	herself	that	there	was	something	between
us.

Irritation	pumped	through	Isiris’s	veins.	The	tapping	of	her	finger	slowed,
then	stopped.

“It’s	 Matriarch	 now,	 actually.	 And	 I	 didn’t	 need	 your	 help,”	 she	 said,
looking	over	at	Adam.

Her	 words	 chilled	 and	 heartened	 me	 at	 the	 same	 time.	 Isiris	 sounded



nothing	like	me.	Surely	someone	would	notice	that.

Hayes’s	 demeanor	 changed	 instantly—he	 stood	 up	 straighter	 and	 his
shoulders	squared.	Hope	thrived	within	me.	Maybe	there	was	one	person	who
knew	me	well	enough	 to	see	 that	 Isiris	was	an	 imposter.	 If	Dora	were	here,
she	 would	 know	 immediately;	 I	 hoped,	 however,	 that	 she	 was	 somewhere
safely	out	of	Isiris’s	grasp.

“Matriarch?”	Hayes’s	voice	was	icy.	“You	completed	the	Rites?”

“We	initiated	ourselves,”	Adam	broke	in,	stepping	forward	to	hover	behind
Isiris’s	shoulder.	The	gesture	clearly	communicated	what	was	unspoken—that
Adam	 and	 Isiris	 were	 united	 against	 Hayes,	 the	 enemy.	 “The	 Fellowship
needs	its	leaders.”

Hayes	ignored	Adam,	his	eyes	steady	on	Isiris’s	the	entire	time.	“I’ve	been
worried	 about	 you,	 ever	 since—well,	 ever	 since	 the	 last	 time	 we	 were
together.”

He	scrutinized	Isiris	for	any	reaction.	I	knew	he	was	thinking	about	the	kiss.

“But,”	he	added,	“I’m	sure	you	didn’t	bring	me	all	 this	way	to	talk	about
that.”

“You’re	here	because	it’s	 time	for	you	and	your	fighters	 to	 lay	down	your
arms,”	 Isiris	 answered.	 She	 hadn’t	 picked	 up	 on	 the	 subtext—she	 couldn’t,
because	she	hadn’t	been	hiding	inside	my	mind	that	day	on	the	beach	at	Bên
Trong	Mắt.

“You’re	not	a	big	fan	of	boundary	crossing,	as	I	recall,”	Hayes	pressed.

“On	the	contrary,”	she	responded.	“I	find	it’s	quite	effective.”

Again,	 Isiris	 didn’t	 get	 the	 reference—it	was	 something	only	Hayes	 and	 I
would	know.	A	spark	of	something	like	understanding	flashed	in	Hayes’s	eyes.
His	jaw	clenched.

I	could	see	what	Isiris	couldn’t—Hayes	knew,	even	if	on	some	subconscious,
visceral	level.	Deep	down,	he	sensed	that	Isiris	wasn’t	me,	and	it	wouldn’t	be
long	before	he	worked	that	out	in	his	conscious	mind.	If	I	could	have	jumped
for	 joy	 in	my	 paralyzed	 state,	 I	would	 have	 thrown	 a	 freaking	 jump-for-joy
party.



“We	 will	 require	 time	 to	 disband	 things,”	 he	 said,	 a	 subtle	 formality
creeping	into	his	speech.

Isiris	waved	her	hand.	“Of	course.	But	we	need	you	back	right	away.	The
Fellowship	needs	you.	I	was	thinking	we	might	make	you	Eparch,	as	well—no
reason	we	should	only	have	one.	Right,	Adam?”	I	could	feel	her	lips	stretch
into	what	passed	for	a	smile.	Adam	stiffened	in	protest	but	didn’t	say	a	word.

“As	your	second,	that	would	be	so	fitting,	and	such	an	honor,”	Hayes	said.

Every	VisionCrest	devotee	received	a	spiritual	mentor,	called	a	“second,”
and	Hayes	was	mine.	And	while	every	member	of	the	Fellowship	knew	what	a
second	was,	the	look	on	Isiris’s	face	said	she	did	not.

“My	second?”	she	asked,	confused.

Hayes’s	eyes	darkened	a	shade.	I	wasn’t	imagining	it.	He	was	testing	her.

“You	never	told	me	that,”	Adam	said.

I’d	never	told	Adam	partially	because	I’d	always	hoped	my	second	would
be	Adam,	and	partially	because	that	bond	with	Hayes	was	a	secret	I	wanted
to	keep	for	myself.

“I	didn’t	think	it	was	important,”	Isiris	said,	not	bothering	to	look	at	Adam.

But	 a	 storm	was	 gathering	within	 her,	 I	 could	 feel	 it.	 She’d	 realized	 that
Hayes’s	questions	weren’t	as	innocent	as	they	seemed.	He	needed	to	get	out	of
there	before	it	was	too	late.	If	it	wasn’t	already.

“Well,	then.	I’d	better	get	going,	so	that	I	can	return	as	quickly	as	possible.
If	 it’s	 all	 right	 with	 you	 of	 course,	 Matriarch.”	 Hayes	 laced	 the	 title	 with
irony.	 The	 calm	 expression	 he’d	walked	 in	with	was	 replaced	 by	 something
manufactured.	No	one	seemed	to	notice.

Then	Hayes	winked	at	 Isiris,	and	 I	 felt	a	 little	 thrill	 run	 through	her.	Her
vanity	was	her	Achilles’	heel.	I	needed	to	find	a	way	to	use	it	against	her.

“I’ll	 expect	 you	 back	 within	 the	 week,”	 she	 said.	 “Your	 Rites	 must	 be
performed	as	soon	as	possible	and	every	day	is	precious,	don’t	you	agree?”

“I	do.”	Hayes	nodded.

“Adam,	 do	 you	 mind	 showing	 Brother	 Cantor	 out?”	 Isiris’s	 voice	 was
syrupy	sweet.	Adam	moved	reluctantly	to	the	door	and	held	it	open.



Hayes	 turned	 to	go,	his	 entourage	 following.	He	paused	at	 the	 threshold.
“Speaking	 of	 precious,	 I	 almost	 forgot.”	He	 turned	 and	 leveled	 his	 gaze	 at
her.	“You	left	the	gift	I	gave	you	behind.	It’s	at	Bên	Trong	Mắt.	Don’t	worry,	I
put	it	in	the	library	for	safekeeping—one	great	deserves	another.”

This	had	to	be	a	clue.	Hayes	hadn’t	given	me	a	gift	when	we	were	together
on	the	island,	unless	you	counted	that	one	glorious	kiss.	And	the	meaningful
look	in	his	eyes	hinted	at	a	message.	Did	he	really	know	I	was	in	here?

Isiris	tossed	her	hair	over	her	shoulder.	I	sensed	her	moment	of	hesitation
as	she	tried	to	navigate	yet	another	blind	spot.	There	were	so	many	things	she
didn’t	know	about	being	me,	so	many	opportunities	to	give	herself	away.

“Of	course,”	she	said.	“I	look	forward	to	having	it	back.”

Hayes’s	 eyebrows	 fell	 together	 almost	 imperceptibly,	 and	 his	 jaw	 set.	 I
could	 see	 it	 written	 plainly	 in	 his	 face—he	 knew	 that	 Isiris	 wasn’t	 me.	 He
knew.

He	looked	over	Isiris’s	shoulder	at	Adam,	who	just	stared	back,	stone-faced.
Then	his	gaze	returned	to	Isiris.	“I’ll	keep	it	safe	for	you.	I	find	that	when	I
feel	lost,	it’s	the	little	things	that	help	me	find	my	way.”

Hayes	 was	 telling	 me	 how	 to	 find	 him.	 Then	 he	 and	 his	 phalanx	 of
Resistance	fighters	swept	out	the	door.

“The	 little	 things,”	 Adam	 scoffed.	 “That	 guy	 is	 such	 a	 pretentious	 ass.
You’re	not	actually	planning	to	make	him	Eparch,	are	you?”

He	looked	so	lost.	He	needed	to	find	his	way	too,	and	I	couldn’t	help	him.

Isiris	looked	up	at	Adam.	“You	don’t	have	anything	to	worry	about.	No	one
will	ever	replace	you,”	she	said.

He	 leaned	down	and	kissed	her,	his	warm	mouth	pressing	against	hers.	A
fist	of	grief	 lodged	 in	my	chest.	 It	was	one	 thing	 to	know	the	boy	you	 loved
was	kissing	someone	else;	 it	was	 far	worse	 to	see	him	do	 it.	But	 to	actually
experience	it	firsthand?	That	was	being	buried	alive.

The	 kiss	 ended,	 and	 something	 else	 rose	 within	 me	 as	 Isiris	 trailed	 her
fingers	down	Adam’s	cheek.

Fury.

I	would	find	a	way	to	crush	her.	To	take	back	everything	that	was	mine.



“Do	me	a	favor	and	make	sure	they	get	off	okay?”	Isiris	murmured.

Adam’s	brows	knit	together,	but	he	nodded	reluctantly.

When	the	door	shut	behind	him,	Isiris’s	voice	was	glacial.	She	turned	to	the
nearest	Watcher.

“When	 Hayes	 Cantor	 returns	 to	 the	 Resistance	 base,	 I	 want	 you	 to
exterminate	every	last	one	of	them.”



AFTER:	
BÊN	TRONG	M T,	VIETNAM

I	stepped	across	the	threshold,	startling	a	needle-thin	dog.

“Hey!	Come	back!”	I	called.	His	nails	scratched	across	the	teak	floor	as	he
made	his	escape.

The	 building	 respirated	 emptiness.	My	 heart	 ached.	 Even	 a	 mangy	 stray
would	 do	 at	 this	 point;	 beggars	 couldn’t	 be	 choosers.	 Objects	 were	 strewn
about	 in	 various	 states	 of	 mid-use,	 indicating	 that	 if	 the	 Resistance	 had
evacuated,	they’d	done	it	in	a	hurry.

I	thought	of	what	Hayes	had	said	in	my	vision:	“You	left	the	gift	I	gave	you
behind.	 It’s	 at	 Bên	 Trong	 Mắt.	 Don’t	 worry,	 I	 put	 it	 in	 the	 library	 for
safekeeping—one	great	deserves	another.”

That	 statement	 was	 my	 bread	 crumb,	 my	 only	 hope	 of	 finding	 Hayes.	 I
didn’t	have	anywhere	else	 to	go—any	other	 trail	 to	 follow.	 I’d	seen	a	 lot	of
things	 through	 Isiris’s	 eyes,	 but	weaving	 the	bits	 and	pieces	 into	 something
meaningful	was	challenging.	This	was	the	starting	point.	I	hoped.

As	 I	 walked	 farther	 into	 the	 building,	 I	 heard	 classical	 music	 filtering
through	a	scratchy	intercom	system.	Despite	the	torpid	head,	a	chill	ran	down
my	arms.	I	made	my	way	down	the	hallway.	A	table	was	set	for	a	meal	that
had	 long-since	been	 carried	 away	by	 the	 island’s	wildlife.	Life,	 interrupted.
Everyone	had	vanished	into	thin	air.

I	 exited	and	picked	my	way	 through	 the	maze	of	buildings,	 searching	 for
the	library.	At	every	turn,	I	expected	to	encounter	 the	worst—blood,	bodies,
signs	 of	 a	 struggle.	 Evidence	 that	 Isiris	 had	made	 good	 on	 her	 promise	 to
exterminate	the	Resistance.	But	there	was	nothing	except	the	eerie	sense	that
the	 people	 I’d	 met	 here	 had	 suddenly	 dropped	 everything	 and	 gone	 …
somewhere.	A	tingly	foreboding	circled	my	stomach.

Finally	 I	 came	 to	 the	 last	 building—the	house	where	Dora,	 Stubin,	 and	 I
had	stayed.	Not	knowing	what	Isiris	had	done	with	my	friends	was	the	worst
kind	of	torture.	It	propelled	me	forward,	even	though	every	fiber	of	my	being
told	me	to	turn	and	run.



Inside,	 I	 made	 my	 way	 up	 a	 wooden	 staircase,	 every	 creak	 making	 my
pulse	race.	There	was	a	thickness	to	the	air	in	the	house	that	felt	different—an
odd	weight	of	something	lurking	just	out	of	reach.	It	occurred	to	me	that	this
might	be	some	kind	of	trap,	or	maybe	a	few	Watchers	had	been	left	behind	to
gather	 any	 stragglers	 that	 returned	 to	 base.	 It	 suddenly	 seemed	 colossally
stupid	to	be	poking	around	here	unarmed.	Not	that	I	had	a	lot	of	alternatives.	I
tiptoed	my	way	up	the	last	few	stairs	and	held	my	breath	at	the	top.

The	silence	up	here	was	deafening.	I	crept	down	the	hallway,	trying	not	to
make	a	sound,	and	passed	by	the	room	I’d	stayed	in.	I	examined	myself	in	the
mirror	that	Isiris	had	once	used	to	summon	me.	I	tried	not	to	think	about	how
it	had	felt	when	she’d	invaded	my	mind—back	when	she	was	trapped	in	the
temple	and	I	was	just	a	semi-normal	girl.	Back	when	she	used	to	whisper	to
me	and	make	me	see	horrible	things.	I	was	terrified	that	she	might	realize	I’d
escaped	the	temple	and	try	to	invade	me	once	again,	if	that	was	even	possible;
I	hadn’t	seen	anything	through	Isiris’s	eyes	since	escaping	the	temple.

I	moved	farther	down	the	hallway,	passing	the	closed	door	to	Dora’s	room.
All	I	wanted	to	do	was	locate	the	library	and	get	the	heck	out	of	here.	There
was	one	last	door	at	the	end	of	the	hall—it	was	literally	the	last	possible	place
in	the	entire	damn	compound.	It	was	ajar.	I	wasn’t	looking	forward	to	pushing
it	open;	I	had	no	idea	what	lay	on	the	other	side,	in	the	quiet	unquiet.	I	put	my
hand	against	it.

Silence.

I	pushed	gently,	and	it	swung	open	with	a	scriiich.

When	Hayes	 said	 “library,”	 he	wasn’t	 joking	 around.	Wall-to-wall	 books
towered	over	me,	floor-to-ceiling,	with	rolling	ladders	to	provide	access	to	the
upper	 shelves.	My	eyes	 swept	 the	 room,	which	 felt	 devoid	of	 living	 things.
Then	a	flutter	of	wings	made	me	jump	as	a	bird	winged	its	way	through	the
room	and	out	an	open	window.

I	 scanned	 the	 shelves,	 looking	 for	 anything	 that	 seemed	 out	 of	 place.
Weirdly,	the	books	were	alphabetized	by	title:	A’s	at	the	tippy-top,	just	below
the	ceiling,	Z’s	on	 the	bottom,	 lining	 the	 floor.	One	great	 deserves	 another.
Great	what?	Great	kisser?	Ha.	Great	leader?	Doubtful.

Because	the	universe	clearly	hated	me,	I	figured	whatever	I	was	looking	for
was	probably	shelved	near	the	top.	I	grabbed	ahold	of	the	nearest	ladder	and



gingerly	made	my	way	to	the	top,	rocking	unsteadily	on	the	rollers.	I	moved
my	way	methodically	across	the	shelves,	running	my	fingers	across	the	spines
of	a	thousand	books.

My	back	was	aching	and	my	stomach	grumbling,	sweat	dripping	down	my
temples,	before	I	found	it.	Second	shelf	from	the	top,	tilted	out	at	an	angle	as
if	 someone	 had	 meant	 for	 it	 to	 be	 noticed.	 Maybe	 I	 wasn’t	 crazy;	 maybe
Hayes	really	wanted	me	to	find	this.	A	flood	of	warmth	filled	me—hope.	The
universe	was	finally	tossing	me	a	bone.

Catherine	 the	Great,	 the	 title	 said	when	 I	 pulled	 the	 thick	 tome	 from	 its
snug	perch.	Yes:	One	great	deserves	another.	There	was	a	delicate	drawing	of
the	 Winter	 Palace	 in	 St.	 Petersburg,	 blanketed	 in	 snow,	 on	 its	 cover.	 I
suppressed	the	urge	to	break	out	into	ecstatic	giggles	as	I	flipped	through	the
pages	of	the	biography,	looking	for	a	note	or	a	clue.

My	 search	 had	 me	 so	 absorbed	 that	 it	 took	 me	 a	 second	 to	 register	 the
rocking	of	the	ladder	as	it	was	kicked	out	from	under	me.	I	plummeted	to	the
floor.	My	attacker	pinned	me	from	behind,	a	knee	driving	into	my	back	and	a
hand	pressing	down	so	hard	on	my	neck	I	was	already	seeing	stars.

So	much	for	that	bone.

“If	you	so	much	as	blink,	 I’ll	drive	 this	knife	between	your	shoulder	blades
and	pin	you	to	the	floor,”	a	girl’s	voice	said.

All	I	could	do	was	 lie	 there,	hands	spread	out	on	the	floor,	 trying	to	push
back	 on	 her	 weight	 just	 a	 millimeter	 so	 I	 could	 breathe.	 Hopefully	 she
wouldn’t	count	that	as	blinking.	I	would	have	felt	relieved	that	she	wasn’t	a
Watcher	if	I	didn’t	suspect	that	whoever	she	was,	she	was	just	as	savage.

“Who	 are	 you?”	 she	 demanded,	 grinding	 her	 knee	 deeper	 into	my	 spine.
“What	are	you	doing	here?”

“Gluuurg.”	A	strangled	choking	sound	was	all	I	managed.	If	she	didn’t	ease
up	soon,	this	was	going	to	be	a	very	short	conversation.

I	 felt	 the	 tip	of	what	 I	 could	only	 assume	was	 the	knife	poke	 against	 the
skin	just	behind	my	ear.

“Answer	me	or	I	drive	this	into	your	skull,”	she	threatened.



I	 managed	 to	 turn	 my	 head	 far	 enough	 that	 my	 trachea	 wasn’t	 being
smashed	into	the	floor,	then	eked	out	“Harlow.”

“How	do	you	know	about	this	place?”	she	asked.

“Hayes,”	I	wheezed.	“Hayes	Cantor.”

She	jumped	off	me	as	if	I’d	turned	into	a	bed	of	hot	coals.	I	writhed	on	the
floor,	coughing	and	trying	to	catch	my	breath.

“Oh	my	god.	It’s	you,”	she	said,	gaping	at	me	from	above.	An	intimidating
kitchen	knife	hung	from	her	now-limp	hand.	“You’re	Harlow	Wintergreen.”

The	relief	in	her	voice	told	me	she	wasn’t	my	enemy.	I	put	my	hands	up	to
signal	that	I	wasn’t	a	threat.	“And	you	are	…	?”

She	just	stared	at	me.

I	was	now	getting	a	good	look	at	my	assailant,	from	the	ground	up.	She	was
barefoot.	 Flamingo-legged.	 Scabby-kneed.	 Dirty.	 In	 tattered	 shorts,	 with
ripped	tights	and	a	Ramones	T-shirt	(awesome).	Big	black	headphones	looped
around	her	neck,	the	cord	dangling	inexplicably	toward	the	floor.	She	was	my
age,	 maybe	 younger.	 Blue-eyed.	 Hazel-eyed	 (one	 of	 each?	 weird).	 Blond-
haired.	Ponytailed.

In	other	words,	definitely	not	from	around	here.	And	except	for	the	assault
and	battery	thing,	probably	my	kind	of	girl.

“Your	T-shirt	kicks	ass,”	I	said,	wary	that	any	moment	she	might	remember
the	knife	and	decide	to	use	it.

“You	 were	 here	 before,”	 she	 said,	 refusing	 to	 be	 taken	 in	 by	 my
compliment.	“Last	year.”

Last	year	?	I’d	marked	the	days	inside	the	temple	by	scratching	tick	marks
against	the	wall	with	a	jagged-edged	stone.	When	I	escaped,	there	were	thirty-
two,	not	counting	the	who-knows-how-long	I	was	gone	when	I	went	through
the	not-mine	doors	and—I	suppressed	a	shudder.	I	didn’t	want	to	think	about
one	of	those	gates.

“Well?	 It’s	 you,	 right?	 Her	 Majesty,	 Queen	 of	 VisionCrest?”	 the	 girl
demanded.

I	 nodded.	 Her	 multi-colored	 eyes	 sparkled	 with	 glee,	 liked	 she’d	 just
cracked	 the	code	 to	Ancient	Sumerian	 instead	of	 identified	one	of	 the	most
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