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Janos	 feels	 a	 jolt.	 Like	 the	 sensation	 of	 falling
when	 on	 the	 cusp	 of	 dreaming.	 His	 molecules
gather	 and	 he	 is	 once	more	 aware	 of	 his	 body’s
density.	Janos	is	no	more	than	an	etching,	without
form,	 but	 he	 knows	 that	El	 is	 in	 the	 library	with
him.	 He	 can’t	 see	 or	 hear	 her	 but	 nevertheless
senses	her.

Her	skin	seems	to	call	to	him.	His	atoms	rebel
and	 start	 to	 gather,	 attending	 to	 her.	 He	 has	 the
urge	 to	 stretch	 out	 his	 hand,	 to	 mirror	 her
movement.	He	remembers	the	surface	of	her	palm,
which	 he	 touched	 in	 the	 catacombs.	 He	 melded
with	 her.	 His	 being	 ran	 along	 the	 lines	 and
mounds	 of	 her	 hand.	He’s	 bonded	with	 her.	 Her
timeline	 is	 visible	 to	 him:	 the	 past,	 present	 and
future.

It’s	always	discomforting,	whenever	he	makes
a	connection	with	an	arete	in	this	way.	Ordinarily
such	 connections	 are	 a	 formality,	 used	 by	 any
Triad	member	 to	 check	 that	 an	 arete’s	 execution
won’t	 affect	 the	 future	 in	 any	 untoward	 way.
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Never	 has	 one	 of	 these	 connections	 survived	 for
longer	than	a	few	minutes.	Until	now.

Annoyance	spikes	 through	Janos,	causing	him
to	solidify	a	little	more.	El	is	a	distraction.	She	is
disturbing	him	from	his	observations.	He	wants	to
check	 a	 future	 timeline	 but	 he’s	 unsettled	 by	 her
proximity.

Janos	 wills	 his	 form	 away:	 his	 particles
disperse	 like	 spray	 on	 the	 breeze,	 dissolving	 into
the	cleansing	current	of	time.	His	power,	like	any
graeae’s,	has	limitations;	his	sight	is	most	attuned
to	 one	 facet	 of	 time,	 the	 future.	 He	 can’t	 see
further	 back	 than	 his	 own	 existence,	 but	 this
awards	him	over	 three	hundred	years;	 admittedly
an	 expansive	 breadth	 of	 time	 for	 anyone	 to
traverse.	For	him,	journeying	through	the	past	and
present	 is	 fragmentary	 at	 best.	 That	 aside,	 all	 he
needs	is	to	latch	onto	an	arete’s	power	and	he	can
shadow	them	anywhere	in	time.	

However,	 since	 the	 death	 of	 the	 other	 Triad
members,	 Julia	 and	 Katia,	 his	 foresight	 has
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diminished	 too.	 He’s	 forgotten	 how	 much	 their
mingling	 with	 one	 another,	 enhanced	 their
individual	 power.	 Time	 feels	 strange	 to	 Janos
without	Katia	 and	 Julia’s	 presence:	 distorted.	He
catches	 himself	 searching	 for	 them	 again,	 as	 an
amputee	 experiences	 the	 sense	 of	 reaching	 out
before	he	remembers	his	limb	is	gone.

Janos	senses	El	step	out	of	the	library	and	into
the	hall,	her	emotions	tug	at	him,	demanding	him
to	 follow.	 He	 doesn’t	 move	 physically	 but,
nevertheless,	is	pulled	to	where	her	mind	focuses.
The	 past.	 Her	 past.	 Her	 feelings	 seep	 into	 the
fabric	of	time,	altering	the	landscape	around	him.

Janos	 is	 startled	 as	 her	 memory	 asserts	 itself
upon	 him.	 At	 first,	 the	 walls	 of	 the	 hall	 and	 its
shapes	 are	 pale	 and	 unfocused,	 like	 a	 faded
tapestry.	 But,	 little	 by	 little,	 they	 brighten	 and
mature.	He	 fights	El’s	memory,	 pushing	 it	 away,
riled	to	have	his	control	impeded.

The	 intensity	 of	 El’s	 focus	 fixes	 him	 to	 this
point	in	time.	Struggling	is	pointless.	He	will	have
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to	 watch	 her	 memory	 unfold.	 Grudgingly,	 Janos
slinks	 from	 the	 shadows	 of	 the	 entrance	 hall,	 his
form	 hazy.	 In	 front	 of	 him,	 a	 much	 younger	 El
pulls	on	her	boots.	She	looks	about	ten	years	old.
He	observes	her	rosy	cheeks	and	pigtails,	amazed
by	 the	 clarity	 of	 everything	 around	 him.
Ordinarily,	the	threads	of	the	past	are	muted	as	if
discoloured	and	moth-eaten.

‘Come	on,	come	on!’	El	shouts,	jumping	to	her
feet.	Flecks	of	mud	fly	across	the	flagstones.

A	 stout,	 elderly	 man	 with	 white	 hair	 and
bright,	blue	eyes	tramps	into	the	hall.

‘Away	with	you	–	your	grandma	just	cleaned.’
Despite	the	reprimand,	his	face	is	kind.

El	 runs	 to	 the	 door,	 grinning	 as	 the	 man	 sits
down	to	get	his	boots	on.	Janos	has	seen	photos	of
him:	Charles,	El’s	granddad.

Janos	 studies	El,	 supposing	 it’s	 the	 fervour	of
her	 memory	 giving	 such	 lustre	 to	 the
surroundings.	She	dawdles	in	the	large	doorway	of
the	 manor,	 staring	 at	 the	 rendering	 of	 her	 great-
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grandparents	 at	 the	 foot	 of	 the	 stairs.	 Her	 eyes
stray	higher	 to	where	more	 relatives	 in	 luxurious
gowns	 and	 waistcoats	 congregate.	 Dozens	 of
portraits	line	the	wainscoted	walls.	El’s	ancestors,
the	Devereuxs.

Janos	 feels	 El’s	 disquiet	 growing.	 Her
resemblance	 to	 the	 Devereuxs	 is	 obvious:	 blue-
eyed,	fair-haired,	she	is	at	home	among	them.	But
that’s	not	what	she	feels.	She	knows	that	she	isn’t
like	 them.	 The	 thought	 that	 she	 doesn’t	 belong
here	niggles	at	her	as	if	she’s	a	trespasser,	waiting
to	be	found	out.

‘It’s	Ajax	and	Bob	today,’	Charles	says.
El’s	worry	flits	away.	‘I	get	Ajax.’
The	 old	 man	 laughs.	 ‘You	 know	 you’re	 the

only	one	who	can	get	Bob	moving.’
El	grins,	thinking	about	Bob.	Bob	is	the	laziest

horse	in	their	stables.	The	customers	who	come	to
the	equestrian	centre	can’t	get	 the	stubborn	horse
into	 anything	 past	 a	 trot.	 Besides,	 Ajax	 is	 five
times	too	big	for	El	to	manage.
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El	and	her	granddad	help	 the	 staff	most	days,
to	exercise	the	more	finicky	animals.	Charles	goes
alone	to	get	the	horses	and	then	brings	them	back,
to	 the	 seclusion	 of	 the	 manor	 and	 its	 grounds.
Where	El	can	ride,	safely	away	from	other	people.

Janos	can	see	 from	all	 the	paintings	of	horses
lining	 the	 hall	 too,	 that	 the	 animals	 are	 an
important	 part	 of	 El’s	 life.	 The	 sheen	 of	 their
coats,	 the	Bays	and	Chestnuts,	 some	mottled	 like
dairy	 cows,	 mean	 so	 much	 more	 to	 El	 than	 the
silks	and	velvets	contained	in	the	family	portraits.

‘Where’s	that	dog	got	to?’	Charles	says.
‘Rex!	Rex!’	El	calls.
A	golden	retriever	lopes	into	the	hall	from	one

of	 the	 other	 rooms.	 El	 jumps	 from	 side	 to	 side,
making	him	bark	excitedly.	El’s	buoyed-up	by	the
dog’s	 carefree	 play	 and	 Janos	 senses	 the
companionship	that	she	feels	for	the	animal.

Charles	shakes	his	head	fondly.	‘Just	going	to
tell	Grandma	we’re	off.’

El	 rushes	 outside	 and	 leaps	 around.	 The	 dog
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pads	about	her	in	circles.	Attuned	to	El,	Janos	can
feel	the	tension	falling	from	her	young	shoulders.
The	fresh	air,	wide-open	space	and	companionship
of	 the	 animal	 by	 her	 side	 cleanse	 her.	 Janos
experiences	 a	 sudden	 swell	 of	 kinship	 for	 her.
Time	is	his	cleanser,	as	the	outdoors	is	hers.

The	 thought	 is	 contemptuous;	 the	 two
experiences	 are	 completely	 different.	 She	 draws
comfort	 from	 the	 sensory	 and	 physical	 world;
these	sentiments	are	pedestrian.	When	Janos	slips
into	 the	current	of	 time,	 its	 ripples	 spread	around
him	 until	 his	 very	 sense	 of	 self	 is	washed	 away.
He	becomes	a	distillation	of	the	purest	form	there
is;	time	itself.

The	 noise	 of	 crunching	 gravel	 underfoot	 is
muffled	 by	 the	 dog’s	 rumbling	 bark	 and	 El’s
laughter.	 Janos,	 his	 figure	 almost	 non-existent	 in
the	 bright	 sunshine,	 is	 the	 only	 one	 conscious	 of
the	teenage	boy	approaching.	Janos’	attention	flits
between	the	boy	and	El	as	he	wonders	how	she’ll
react	to	the	stranger’s	arrival.
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When	the	 teenager	 is	a	couple	of	metres	from
El,	 she	becomes	aware	of	him.	Her	gaze	 flees	 to
the	doorway	of	the	manor,	her	heart	drumming	in
her	ears.	The	empty	entrance	gapes	at	her.	Where
is	Granddad?	Where	has	this	boy	come	from?	No
one	ever	comes	up	to	the	manor	–	her	safe	place,
away	from	prying	eyes.

Janos	can	feel	 the	 tension	rising.	She’s	 frozen
with	panic.	She	knows	that	she	mustn’t	look	at	the
boy.	 She	 knows	 that	 she	 can’t	 control	 herself
around	people	–	she	isn’t	ready	yet.	Whatever	she
does,	 she	mustn’t	 look	 at	 him.	 Instead,	 she	 fixes
her	 eyes	 on	 the	 golden	 retriever,	 which	 has	 now
stopped	its	ceaseless	bounding.

‘Excuse	me?’	The	teenager	says.
El’s	breath	catches	in	her	 throat.	She	wants	to

run	inside	but	she’s	too	scared	to	move.	Her	gaze
stays	resolutely	on	the	dog,	ignoring	the	boy.	He’ll
go	away.	Just	go	away,	she	thinks.	She	catches	the
dog’s	eye.

Janos	 detects	 a	 surge	 of	 heat	 emanating	 from
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the	 girl,	 directed	 towards	 the	 dog.	 Rex’s	 pupils
dilate.	 A	 deep	 growl	 rises	 from	 the	 dog	 and	 he
bolts	past	El,	springing	at	the	boy.

‘No!’	El	spins,	following	the	path	of	the	dog.
The	boy	instinctively	draws	his	arm	up	in	front

of	him.
‘Rex!’	El	screams.
The	animal	latches	onto	the	boy’s	arm,	its	teeth

piercing	 flesh.	 The	 boy	 cries	 out,	 but	 the	 dog	 is
already	upon	him,	dragging	him	to	the	ground.	El
runs	 towards	 them,	 desperation	 propelling	 her
forward.	Rex’s	eyes	bulge	and	his	 teeth	sink	 into
the	boy’s	face.

Charles	bolts	out	of	the	house	and	barrels	into
the	dog.	The	boy’s	cries	are	strangled,	his	face	still
between	 Rex’s	 jaws.	 Charles	 kicks	 the	 dog
forcefully	 in	 the	 ribcage,	 and	 begins	 wrestling
with	the	animal,	grabbing	it	by	the	throat.	Finally,
the	 teenager	breaks	 free	 from	 the	dog’s	 snapping
jaws.	 He	 lies	 prostrate	 on	 the	 ground,	 torn	 skin
hanging	from	his	face.	The	raw	tissue	is	startlingly
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red,	with	sinuous,	blue	veins.	The	fragility	of	 the
boy’s	body	is	distasteful	to	Janos.

‘Inside!’	Charles	shouts,	‘El!	Inside!’
Shakily,	 El	 stumbles	 into	 the	 hall.	 She	 hears

her	 grandma’s	 urgent	 voice	 phoning	 for	 an
ambulance.	 Soon,	 Grandma	 Helena	 tears	 past.
Charles	has	wrestled	Rex	 into	 a	 shed	and	 is	now
attending	 to	 the	 boy.	An	 awful	 gurgling	 noise	 is
coming	 from	 the	 teenager.	 The	 dog’s	 aggressive
barks	continue	to	ricochet	off	the	wooden	walls.

‘Towels,’	Helena	says.
Charles	springs	into	actions	and	stalks	into	the

hall.
‘I’m	sorry–’	El	says.
Her	granddad’s	face	is	white.	‘Stay	inside.’
Through	a	mist	of	 tears,	El	gets	 to	 the	 library

and	shuts	the	door.	Another	dog,	a	cocker	spaniel
called	Pip,	pads	over	 from	his	usual	place	by	 the
fire.	 El	 slumps	 down	 against	 the	 door.	 The	 dog
tries	to	lick	her	face	but	she	pushes	it	away.

Janos	feels	her	despair	rising.	El’s	body	is	full
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of	 adrenaline,	 her	 heart	 pumping	 erratically.	 She
starts	to	shake	and	then	her	whole	body	is	racked
by	sobs.	The	little	dog	thumps	its	tail	and	nuzzles
her.	She	cries	into	its	coat;	the	aroma	of	animal	fur
engulfing	her.

When	 the	 door	 opens	 behind	 her,	 El	 and	 the
dog	scamper	forwards.

Grandma	Helena’s	expression	is	contorted.	She
stoops	 down,	 gripping	 El’s	 shoulders.	 ‘Did	 you
use	it	on	him?	Did	you?’

‘I	 …	 I	 …	 it	 was	 an	 accident	 …’	 El’s	 chest
starts	 to	 heave	 again	 as	 tears	 roll	 down	 her	 face,
her	 nose	 streaming	 into	 the	 dog’s	 fur.	 Pip’s	 still
trying	to	lick	her	face,	trying	to	comfort	her.

Helena	hits	the	animal.	‘Away!’
The	 dog	 cows,	 running	 to	 the	 hearth,	 its	 tail

between	its	legs.
El’s	 tears	 falter.	 Her	 grandma	 never	 hits	 the

animals.	 She’s	 always	 gentle,	 telling	 El	 that	 she
must	 be	 kind	 to	 them,	must	 never	 try	 to	 control
them	 with	 the	 power	 of	 her	 gaze,	 that	 one	 day,
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when	 she	 had	 proved	 herself	 around	 animals,
she’ll	 be	 able	 to	 be	 around	 people.	 Grandma
Helena	 is	 always	 saying	 that	 she	 must	 treat	 the
animals	as	she	would	want	to	be	treated.	But	El’s
ruined	it	now	–	she’s	ruined	everything.	What	she
did	to	Rex	was	unforgivable.			

Helena	grips	El’s	hand,	hauling	her	to	her	feet.
‘You	can’t	stay.’	Helena	opens	the	door	and	drags
her	along,	but	El	digs	her	heels	in.

El’s	heart	is	racing,	reacting	to	the	strangeness
of	her	 grandma’s	behaviour;	 her	 stern	words	 and
grip.	‘I	didn’t	mean	it–’

‘There’s	 no	 time.’	 Helena	 hauls	 El	 into	 the
corridor.

El	cries.	‘I	didn’t	mean	to	do	it	to	Rex–’
Helena	stoops	down,	her	sunglasses	level	with

El’s	 eyes.	 ‘But	 the	 boy?’	 She	 demands,	 shaking
her.	‘You	used	your	power	on	the	boy?’

El	shakes	her	head.	‘No	…	I	didn’t	…	I	used	it
on	Rex	…	It’s	my	fault	he	attacked.	I	wanted	the
boy	to	go	away,	and	when	I	looked	at	Rex,	I	made
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him	 want	 the	 boy	 gone	 too	 –	 and	 then	 he
attacked.’

‘Oh,	El!	Thank	God	it	was	the	dog	–	I	was	so
worried.’	Helena	hugs	El	tightly,	squeezing	her	so
close	 it	 hurts.	 She	 pulls	 away.	 ‘But	 listen,	 your
Granddad	and	 I	 thought	you	had	more	control	of
your	power.	Having	the	dogs	around	is	 too	risky.
I’m	sorry,	but	we’re	sending	Pip	away.’

El’s	 throat	 tightens.	 Pip	 is	 being	 sent	 away
because	 of	 her.	 Pip	who’s	 been	 here	 longer	 than
Rex.	 Pip	 who’s	 nine,	 a	 year	 older	 than	 El.	 Pip
who’s	been	here	her	whole	life.

She	couldn’t	be	trusted	around	humans	before,
and	now	that	distrust	extends	to	animals	too.

‘It’s	for	the	best.	You	saw	what	happened	with
Rex.’	Helena	pauses.	‘Your	Granddad	and	I	know
that	it	wasn’t	Rex’s	fault	but	he	attacked	someone,
and	 he	 has	 to	 be	 put	 down.	 These	 are	 the
consequences	of	losing	control.

‘Now	 stay	 in	 the	 library	 and	 keep	 quiet.’
Helena	calls,	‘Pip!’
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The	 dog	 scurries	 out	 to	 them	 and	 Helena
catches	its	collar	and	leaves.

El	lies	down	on	the	rug	by	the	fire,	still	warm
from	where	Pip	lay.	Janos	settles	his	misty	form	in
the	 window	 seat,	 examining	 the	 emotions	 that
wash	 over	 El.	 She’s	 never	 felt	 so	 alone.	 She’s
rebuking	herself;	tying	herself	up	in	knots	of	guilt
and	shame.

Bitterness	washes	over	El	as	she	thinks	of	her
grandma’s	 harsh	 grip	 and	 voice.	 El	 half	 wishes
that	her	grandma	had	sent	her	away.	 It	 should	be
her	going	away	not	Pip.	Janos	muses	that	it	will	be
years	until	El	leaves	the	manor.

Lying	 still,	 El	 pictures	 the	 teenager	 on	 the
ground,	his	skin	peeled	back,	exposing	the	glossy,
red	 tissue.	El	 feels	 like	 she’d	been	 turned	 inside-
out.	Her	power	 is	a	parasite	 that’s	eating	away	at
her,	but	no	matter	how	hard	she	tries	to	contain	it,
it	will	always	want	out;	to	infect	someone	else,	to
burrow	its	way	into	someone’s	eyes	just	like	it	did
to	Rex.
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A	gunshot	rings	out.	El’s	heart	twists.	Rex.	She
curls	 into	 a	ball	 of	pain.	 ‘Rex	…Rex.’	Her	 lungs
contract.	She	buries	her	face	and	cries	into	the	rug,
the	aroma	of	fur	and	earth	engulfing	her.

A	 vibration	 intrudes	 through	 Janos.	 His
consciousness	 spins,	 following	 the	 filament	 that
binds	 him	 to	 the	 physical	world	 and	 back	 to	 the
present.

Janos	senses	El’s	presence	in	the	library	again.
He	 solidifies	 enough	 to	 hear	 her	 voice,	 but
maintains	 his	 transparency.	 He’s	 not	 ready	 to
come	 back	 yet.	 She’s	 angry	 and	 arguing	 with
Alex,	eager	to	leave	and	frustrated	that	he,	Janos,
has	been	gone	for	so	long.

A	smirk	streaks	across	Janos’	transparent	face.
If	she	left	him	alone	for	longer	than	a	few	minutes
then	he	wouldn’t	be	so	distracted.	He	would	have
checked	on	the	future	timeline	and	be	back	in	the
present	 already.	 Janos’	 anger	 becomes	 entwined
with	 El’s	 own.	 She’s	 brimming	 with	 questions,
wanting	to	scream	at	Janos	but	instead	she	storms
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out	of	the	room.
As	 the	 physical	 distance	 increases	 between

them,	 the	 hum	 of	 El’s	 energy	 fades,	 and	 Janos
luxuriates	in	the	quiet.	His	observations	have	only
taken	 so	 long	because	of	 the	girl’s	presence.	No,
that’s	not	wholly	true.	Something	else	is	troubling
him.	Something	about	the	future.

He	 lets	 the	 timeline	he	wished	 to	check	come
to	 the	 fore.	 The	 future	 blooms	 brightly	 in	 his
mind:

Dan	is	ahead	of	Janos’	shadowy	form.	Dressed
in	 a	 wetsuit	 and	 diving	 vest,	 beads	 of	 moisture
collect	in	his	dark	hair	and	drip	onto	the	cold	stone
floor.	He	slides	back	a	bolt	on	a	heavy	metal	door,
opening	 it	 into	 a	 gloomy	 expanse,	 enclosed	 by
roughly-hewn	 stone	 walls.	 They’re	 in	 the
basement	 of	 the	 Wasseem	 Villa,	 near	 Kea	 in
Greece.

Light	 spills	 from	 the	 wooden	 torches	 by	 the
entrance,	clutched	by	stout,	iron	braces.	Nearby	is
a	metal	 container:	 a	 chest,	 about	 seven	metres	 in
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length.	Its	 lid	is	propped	up	against	 the	wall.	The
lead-lined	box	is	deep	enough	to	hold	a	body,	but
it’s	empty.

Janos	 follows	 Dan	 further	 into	 the	 room.
Shadowy	 stacks	 of	 furniture,	 collected	 over
decades,	stand	disused	and	dusty,	dwarfed	by	 the
vastness	 of	 the	 space.	Warm	 terracotta	 urns	 and
amphora	 are	 visible	 in	 the	 glow	 of	 the	 firelight.
The	 silhouette	 of	 a	 woman,	 and	 then	 another,
catches	Janos’	attention.	For	a	foolish	moment,	he
thinks	of	Katia	and	Julia,	as	if	they’re	waiting	for
him	 here,	 in	 the	 future.	 But	 the	 stone	 features
ahead	 of	 him	 are	 the	 opposite	 of	 the	 soft,
malleable	 ones	 of	 any	 graeae.	 These	 women	 are
statues:	 half	 a	 dozen	 of	 them	 occupy	 the	 dark
cavern.

Sturdy	iron	bars	stem	from	the	flagstone	floor
to	the	top	of	arches	on	one	side	of	the	room.	Dan
steals	 towards	 them,	 removing	 an	 electric	 torch
from	 his	 vest	 pocket.	 Beyond	 the	 bars,	 the	walls
are	black,	full	of	shadow.	Janos	can	just	make	out
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the	heavy	chains	on	the	far	wall.	Besides	that,	the
cell	 is	 empty	…	 or	 so	 it	 seems.	 Janos	 is	 certain
that	 he’s	 in	 the	 presence	 of	 something	 special;	 a
being	 that	 is	 undetectable	 to	 graeae.	 Despite	 not
seeing	anything,	he	knows	what	is	in	that	cell.	Just
beyond	the	power	of	his	sight,	Rosa,	the	empousa
is	in	there.

Dan	 takes	 a	 camera	 out	 from	 one	 of	 the
pockets	 of	 his	 diving	vest.	He	 snaps	 a	 picture	 of
the	seemingly	empty	cell,	the	light	from	the	flash
briefly	filling	Janos’	vision.	A	triumphant	warmth
spreads	 through	 Janos’	 indistinct	 form.	 Dan	 is
taking	 photos	 of	 the	 empousa.	 All	 is	 as	 he	 had
planned.

A	prickle	of	 envy	 travels	 through	 Janos	as	he
watches	Dan	focus	the	lens	at	the	cell.	He	wishes
that	he	was	able	to	tune	into	Dan’s	emotions	as	he
did	 with	 El,	 but	 all	 he	 can	 do	 is	 observe.	 He
watches	Dan	line	up	another	shot.	The	bright	light
of	 the	 flash	 again	 fills	 his	 vision,	 blocking	 out
everything	else.
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As	 Janos’	 vision	 returns,	 confusion	 flutters
through	 him	 when	 he	 finds	 that	 the	 previously
barren	cell	 is	now	occupied.	For	a	brief	moment,
he	is	in	awe,	believing	that	somehow,	the	empousa
has	 become	 visible	 to	 him.	 But	 the	 heavy
manacles	 on	 the	 far	 wall	 hold	 a	male	 form.	 The
captive’s	 dark	 hair	 falls	 in	 waves,	 obscuring	 his
face.	 Janos	 stoops	 to	 gain	 a	 closer	 look	 at	 the
figure	in	the	cell,	feeling	a	stab	of	frustration	as	he
recognises	 the	 hooked	 nose	 and	wide	 jaw	 of	 the
prisoner.	Dan	is	now	chained	in	the	cell.

For	the	last	few	hours,	Janos	has	kept	coming
back	to	this	future.	And	each	time	he	is	confronted
by	 this	divergent	 timeline.	Dan	should	be	outside
of	 the	 cell,	 taking	photos	 of	 the	 empousa	within;
he	should	not	be	the	prisoner	behind	the	bars.

Janos	has	planned	everything	so	meticulously,
calculated	 every	 move	 so	 that	 this	 future	 will
come	to	fruition:	the	empousa	in	the	cell,	and	Dan
collecting	 proof	 of	 her	 whereabouts.	 When	 he
looks	 ahead	 and	 is	 presented	 with	 the	 man	 in
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chains,	 Janos	 feels	 like	 he’s	 being	mocked,	 as	 if
time	itself	has	turned	on	him.

For	 the	 first	 moment	 in	 his	 long	 existence,
Janos	 falters.	 He	 must	 have	 overlooked
something;	he	must	find	the	cause	of	this	glitch,	or
all	his	careful	planning	will	come	undone.

He	stays,	 rooted	 to	 this	moment	 in	 the	 future,
overcome	 with	 indecision.	 The	 oppressive
ambience	 of	 the	 basement	 dungeon	 permeates
through	 him,	 and	 he	 becomes	 distracted	 by	 the
cluster	 of	 Grecian	 statues	 watching	 him.	 Their
carved	garments	are	ancient	 in	style,	 their	marble
profiles	striking	in	the	gloom.

He	 looks	 again	 to	 the	prisoner	 in	 the	 cell;	 his
arms	 splayed	 behind	 him.	 As	 he	 stares	 at	 him,
Janos	 feels	 adrift	 in	 the	 deluge	 of	 time.	 It
confounds	 him.	 Why	 has	 the	 future	 timeline
changed?	 The	 only	 solution	 he	 can	 see	 is	 to	 go
there;	 not	 just	 in	 time,	 but	 physically.	 He	 must
visit	the	villa	in	Greece	as	soon	as	possible.

He	 could	 take	 the	 girl,	 but	 El	 clouds	 his
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foresight.	 Until	 he	 is	 sure	 that	 the	 course	 of	 the
future	 is	 set,	 it	 would	 be	 better	 to	 keep	 her	 at	 a
distance.	Yes.	He’ll	go	alone.

With	 this	 decision	 made,	 Janos	 morphs	 back
into	 the	present.	Alex	stands	before	 the	 fireplace,
his	back	to	him.

‘Alex.’
Alex	 whirls	 around.	 ‘Jesus!’	 he	 exclaims,

sweeping	 his	 hands	 through	 his	 hair,	 staring	 at
Janos	as	if	he’s	a	ghost.

‘Call	Luke,’	 Janos	 says.	 ‘Tell	him	 to	get	here
ASAP.’

Before	Alex	can	open	his	mouth,	Janos	phases
out	again.

El	 is	a	vital	component	 to	forming	an	alliance
with	 Helena	 Carras.	 He	 must	 keep	 her	 safe	 and
under	 control,	 yet	 the	 distance	 could	 be
problematic.	 Focussing	 on	 El	 again,	 he	 feels	 a
fresh	flurry	of	emotion.	Her	power	flares,	allowing
Janos	 to	pinpoint	where	 she	 is;	 in	 the	 forest	 near
the	manor.	He	senses	the	hot	wave	of	fury	beating
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through	 her.	 There’s	 so	 much	 bitterness	 coiled
within	her.	She	is	brandishing	a	stick,	thrashing	at
weeds	 and	 bracken,	 dandelion	 seeds	 erupting
around	 her	 like	 a	 snow	 shower.	 Her	 highly-
charged	emotions	are	a	gift	to	him;	they	will	make
it	easy	for	him	to	keep	track	of	her.	It	is	clear	that
this	 powerful	 concoction	 of	 grief	 and	 anger	 will
linger.

He	phases	back	into	the	library	once	more.
Alex	 is	 prepared	 this	 time	but	 still	 flinches	 at

the	suddenness	of	Janos’	manifestation.
‘Did	you	get	Luke?’	Janos	asks.
‘Yes.	Will	he	be	okay?	Is	something	wrong?’
‘He’ll	 be	 fine.	 There’s	 just	 been	 a	 change	 of

plan.	You	need	to	take	some	more	of	my	blood.’
Alex	gets	the	necessary	equipment.
‘Use	 a	 bag	 –	 take	 enough	 for	 a	while,’	 Janos

tugs	his	shirt-sleeve	up.
‘Why	so	much?’
‘Let’s	talk	outside,	with	El.’
‘She’s	 …	 gone	 for	 a	 walk.’	 Alex’s	 averted
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eyes	are	tired	and	troubled.
‘She’s	on	her	way	back.’
The	fleeting	look	of	fear	in	Alex’s	gaze	makes

Janos	 smirk.	 If	 Alex	 only	 knew	 how	 far	 Janos
could	see.	But	it	is	still	not	far	enough;	the	vision
of	the	Greek	villa	toys	with	him.	He	yearns	to	be
at	one	with	time	again	and,	above	all,	to	know	that
he	is	steering	its	course.	When	Alex	has	collected
Janos’	blood,	the	graeae	strides	out	of	the	hall	and
into	the	morning	light.

Janos	 finds	 his	 physicality	 distasteful;	 its
permeability.	The	scent	of	grass	and	dew	is	strong
in	the	country	air	and	the	aromas	pollute	his	pores.
He	pictures	the	rocky,	salt-tinged	landscape	where
he	 will	 be	 tonight.	 There,	 he	 will	 recoup	 his
energy	 and	 power,	 and	 discover	 what	 has	 gone
amiss.	 He	 will	 once	 more	 purge	 himself	 of	 the
physical	 and	 be	 in	 perfect	 symbiosis	 with	 time.
The	 concourse	 of	 the	 future	 that	 he	 has	 spent	 so
much	time	crafting	will	come	to	pass.
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