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Leid started to look ill.  

There were dark circles under her eyes and her skin was coated in a sheen of sweat. She was 

pale and lethargic, and it all seemed to happen very suddenly. 

I didn’t say anything at first, since I was sure she’d just tell me to mind my own business. 

When she started to stagger, I couldn’t idly stand by. 

“What’s the matter with you?” 

“Nothing. Mind your own business.” 

God, she was so fucking predictable. “You look like a plague victim.” 

She said nothing, staggering on. I grabbed her arm. 

“Tell me what’s going on. You look like you’re—” I paused, grimacing. “Your nose is 

bleeding.” 

She pulled away, wiping her nose. “It’s the statue. We’re close.” 

I glanced past her, toward the towers in the distance. “Is that where it is?” 

“The Terabicz Ruins; yes.”  

“How is the statue making you sick?” 

“I don’t know. It weakens me. Always has.” 

“Are you sure you’re okay to walk?” 

“I said I was fine.”  

She staggered off, and I frowned at the back of her head. “Fine, sorry for giving a fuck.” 

The Terabicz Ruins was a collection of towers composed of smooth, black rock and sharp 

peaks. Circular platforms hovered above them like halos, wrapped in vines that wedged 

themselves between surface fractures. A winding staircase led to the first platform, a thousand 

feet up. At the base, Leid tripped over her own feet and scraped her knees. 

I moved to help her up, but she shot her hand out, stopping me in my tracks. Then she 

lurched, vomiting blood all over the first step.  

I recoiled, gaping in horror. Leid crouched on the stairs, panting.  

“Shit, are you dying?!” 

She wiped her mouth, staring at the bloody vomit beneath her. “No.” 

Leid tried to get up, but fell. Her second attempt was better and she made it one more step, 

but then fell again.  

At this rate, it would take us a decade to get to the top. I knelt in front of her with my back 

turned. “Get on.” 

With a reluctant frown she crawled atop me, wrapping her arms around my shoulders.  

“Thank you,” she murmured.  

“Sure, just don’t puke on me.” 

The climb was devastating. Leid wasn’t heavy but the last four days of almost nonexistent 

sleep and never-ending travel was finally catching up with me. I was tired, and it was showing. 

I took a breather on the first platform. I skipped the second. By the apex, I was staggering. 

The highest platform was covered in a bed of moss. An iron gate framed a stone temple with 

a courtyard surrounded by…statues. Hundreds of them. 



“What is this place?” I whispered.  

“Civen’s old temple. Another was built in Alatonia after the plight.” 

I could see why Leid had put her statue here. Camouflage—on a dying planet, no less. Had 

she not told Samael it would have burned up with the rest of this world, leaving everyone none 

the wiser. 

It was quiet. Too quiet. There’d been nothing but quiet the entire trip, but this was a different 

breed. I carried Leid to the gate and it swung open with a creak.  

A hundred stone eyes watched our entrance, and I placed Leid on the ground near the iron 

fence. At this point she could barely sit up.  

I glanced over the statues, verifying that we were alone.  

In the end, this journey had been for nothing; not a demon in sight. On the bright side, I was 

exhausted and Leid was vomiting up her insides, so if any demons had been here we probably 

would have gotten killed. 

“Hurry, please.” She pointed at where I needed to be, but didn’t have to. I was already 

staring at it.  

 The statue was made of obsidian, carved into the likeness of a beautiful woman. She stood 

with her hand outstretched, lips parting in a silent call. I approached her, mesmerized. The reason 

why I was able to spot her amid the sea of other statues was because she looked exactly like 

Leid, almost a tribute to her. 

“Why does that thing look like you?” 

Leid coughed. “Will you kill it already? We can talk about it later.” 

“And how does someone kill a statue?” 

“With your fists, you genius. Pound it into dust.” 

I didn’t budge. “By the way, how were you expecting to destroy the statue alone? You can’t 

even sit upright.” 

“Alezair, please.” 

“Not until you take back what you said.” 

Leid hesitated. The look in her eyes told me she knew what I was referring to. “I didn’t 

mean it.”  

“What didn’t you mean?” 

“I don’t regret meeting you, Alezair. I’m sorry.” 

Even though I’d coerced her into saying that, I could tell she meant it.  “Thanks. One pile of 

black sand, coming right up.” 

A whistle broke the silence. I felt a pinch, and looked down.  

There was a dart sticking out of my chest. 

It was laced with something, because a second later I felt drunk. The ground swept out from 

underneath me and I staggered, clutching at anything to stay on my feet. Somewhere far away, 

Leid was screaming. I tried to move but was tackled.  

A group of hands held me down, shoving my face into the moss. I thrashed, snarling, still 

strong enough to fling some of them away. But each time a pair of hands left, another replaced 

them. I couldn’t see anything except for pairs of feet scurrying around my head. 

The feet cleared for a second and I saw Leid crawling between statues. Someone was 

chasing her. It was a demon, his wings spreading in a black arch.  

Leid was going the wrong way. During the struggle I’d been shoved twenty feet from her 

statue, and she was heading toward us. I screamed at her, told her to turn around, but someone 

kicked me in the face and I saw stars.  



As she got closer, so did her pursuer. It was the other demon general. 

Caym Stroth. 

He was holding an axe, its blade the length of a canoe. He whistled a catchy tune as he 

walked. 

Leid kept crawling, not daring to look back, eyes locked on the statue. She reached for it, her 

fingertips only inches from its surface. 

Caym brought the axe down, cutting her clean in half. 

Nausea exploded up my throat, and I vomited across the moss. One of the demons rubbed 

my face in it.  

I was dead sure that we couldn’t survive getting cut in half, and Leid wasn’t moving. Her 

eyes were cloudy and lifeless. A pool of blood grew around her severed body, and my vision 

blurred again. My eyes got wet. I couldn’t believe this was happening.  

This wasn’t happening. 
 


