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7

PrOLOGUE

It was night and moonlight came through the high slit 

windows, lighting the corridor with pale rectangles 

like stepping stones in the dark. The air reeked of lemon 

antiseptic. 

Rosie ran, keeping close to the dark side of the hall. 

Where was he? Every door she passed was locked and 

from behind her came the heavy footsteps of the guards 

in pursuit. 

She began to panic and pulled the com from her 

pocket.

“Riley, Essie, are you there? I can’t find him.” Only 

static buzzed in reply. 

She changed the frequency. “Dalton?” 

No one answered. The corridor stretched endlessly 
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ahead. Her legs ached and every breath hurt, burning 

in her chest. 

“There she is!” 

A squad of Helios grunts were closing in – huge 

muscled men in body armour carrying weapons. 

“Stop!” the leader shouted, but she kept going, 

skidding around a corner. A pulse blast hit the wall, 

shards of plaster spraying her back. Finally, ahead was a 

set of double doors. She threw her weight against them, 

wrenching at the old-fashioned handles and stumbled 

inside, almost falling. The room was vast, bright lights 

spotlit a bed in the centre. And there he was under a 

sheet, white against his skin. 

“Pip,” she said his name on a gasp and ran to his 

side. He didn’t move. His eyes were closed and fine 

wires attached to his forehead and chest connected to a 

medibot on the other side of the bed. 

“Pip?” She took his hand and touched his shoulder, 

fear and hope warring inside her. 

He opened his eyes and frowned. “Rosie?” A strange 

expression crossed his face, as if he was disappointed, as 

if she’d let him down. “You let them get me.” 

“What? No.” She shook her head. “I didn’t. I don’t 

know how they found you.” She tried to touch his face 

but he pushed her hand away. He didn’t believe her. 

“I’ve come to get you out,” she said. 

“It’s too late for that now,” he said sadly.

“It’s not,” Rosie protested, but he was already closing 

his eyes, his jaw set as if he was in immense pain. 

“It’s too late,” he whispered. A sudden frantic beeping 

came from the medibot attached to him and blood began 

to spread across his torso, soaking into the sheet. 

Rosie ripped it back. There was a gaping wound in 

Pip’s side. God, no! She balled up the sheet and pressed 

it over the gash, but the blood seeped through, staining 

her hands red. Tears blurred her vision. This couldn’t be 

happening. 

“Pip!” she cried, but he didn’t answer. Both hands 

pressed to his wound, Rosie searched for something, 

anything that might help, while the frantic beeping 

became louder and louder, then it flatlined. One long 

endless beep.

“No!” she screamed at the medibot. The doors burst 

open and the grunts came in. 

“Stand back!” the leader barked, but she couldn’t 

move, couldn’t think.

Her com came on. Loud static buzzed and Cassie was 

speaking to her. “Rosie, Rosie, get out. We–”

A massive explosion cut her off. It shook the floor 

and flung Rosie off her feet. Shards of debris pummelled 

her, slicing at her legs and back. Then she slammed into 

something hard, the breath knocked out of her as she hit 

the floor. She lay stunned as dust rose in thick clouds. 

She coughed, trembling, aching all over and tried to get 

to her knees, her hands slipping in the rubble. 

“Rosie!” Cassie, blond hair caked in grey powder, a 
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streak of blood on her cheek, was at her side. “Come on, 

we have to go.” She pulled Rosie up. 

How had Cassie got here? Confused, Rosie asked, 

“Where’s Pip?”

“I don’t know.” Cassie moved swiftly away and Rosie 

stumbled after her, over mounds of brick and crete.

“Have you got the files?” Cassie said. 

“Files?” 

Cassie stopped. “Riley’s files: the list of the Pantheon’s 

names and locations.”

“What? I don’t …” She blinked. “Where’s Pip?”

Cassie frowned with irritation. “Pip, always, Pip.” 

She exhaled. “I suppose we’ll have to start again. She 

took a step towards her and her face began to change. 

It elongated, her hair started to shorten as if it was 

growing backwards, and she was suddenly taller, over 

two metres. 

Rosie stumbled away, but her movements were 

blocked by all the rubble, and she couldn’t escape 

as Cassie became someone else. She had transformed 

into a man in his forties with short dark hair and a 

soldier’s physique. His gaze was flat, cold, his tone 

condescending. “Are we going to have to start from 

the beginning, Miss Black?” he said. “You know how 

that tries my patience.” 

Now she knew who he was. Alpha. Terrified, Rosie 

tried to run but it was no good. He lunged for her. His 

long fingered hands captured her head between his palms 

and he began to press, crushing her skull. 

“Don’t struggle; you know it only makes it worse.” 

She screamed as she felt her bones begin to crack and 

woke, heart pounding, covered in sweat. 
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