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      The buzzing beat of the music cut through the pounding in her head. Sweat slicked Raina’s skin as she wove through the dancers. The sweet smell of booze filled the dark room. Even the stench of the rotting city couldn’t compete with that of the club. In the Rev there was nothing but the moment, and flesh, and the thumping stronger than a heartbeat.

      A man snaked his arm around Raina’s waist, drawing her toward him. She didn’t bother turning to see his face as his stubbled chin brushed against her cheek and his teeth nibbled the edge of her ear.

      Let him have a taste.

      She swayed with him for a moment, feeling the aging wooden floor bend beneath the weight of the crowd.

      The man slid his hand from her waist to her neck. He closed his fingers around her throat. With a laugh, Raina elbowed him in the stomach and ducked under his arm. She didn’t turn to look at him as he cursed over the music.

      “You okay?” a man with hair spiked high shouted in her ear as she stepped up to the bar.

      “Fine.” Raina pulled bills from her bra, waving them at the bartender.

      “He should be kicked out for that,” the spike head said. “I can go get the bouncer.”

      “Don’t bother.”

      She caught the bartender’s eyes.

      His chest shook with laughter, though she couldn’t hear the sound. He grabbed a full bottle from the shelf and tossed it to Raina.

      “Planning on a good night?” spikey asked.

      “Sorry, I don’t have enough to share.” Raina slipped past him to the far corner of the club.

      A hand reached for hers, luring her back into the dance. She brushed it aside, not caring who had offered to be her partner.

      The vibrations of the music shook her lungs as she neared the wall of speakers. Raina gulped down air like a child swallowing pills for the first time.

      A man as wide as the door she sought blocked her path.

      Raina pulled more money from her bra before the man had time to ask for it. With a bow he stepped aside.

      She rolled her eyes and gave a little curtsy before pressing the metal bar and stepping out into the night.

      The city’s stink filled her nose at the same moment the chill air sent goosebumps bristling on her skin.

      Raina kicked the door closed behind her just in time to keep the bouncer from hearing her cough. Blood splattered the back of her hand. Her lungs cramped, and the coughing didn’t stop. She leaned against the poles of the fire escape, waiting for the fit to pass.

      “If you want me dead,” Raina spoke to her lungs between coughs, “you can stop working whenever you like.”

      She unscrewed the fresh bottle of liquor, holding it up to her nose. The pungent smell of pure alcohol burned past the scent of her own blood. Taking a sip, she swished and spit the mix of blood and booze over the fire escape railing.

      “What a waste.” She poured some of the precious liquid over her hand, washing the blood away. She wiped her hand on her pants, trusting the black to cover any unsightly hints of red.

      She’d given up on colored clothing two years ago when her lungs had started to go and coughing blood in public had become part of her daily routine.

      The first real sip of the fiery liquid cleared her throat. The second fortified her for the climb to the roof. The rusty metal steps clanged under her boots in a pathetic way. Her footsteps couldn’t compete with the thumping of the Rev or the shouts of the city below.

      One flight up, she could see past the buildings around her. Another flight and Main Street came into view.

      Raina took a drink from the bottle and leaned against the crumbling brick wall. Her breath rattled in her chest.

      I sound like a corpse.

      Her laugh shook free a fresh round of coughs.

      A horn honked on the street below. The driver leaned out the window, shouting at the pedestrians walking down the center of the road.

      The walkers shouted back. A young man jumped onto the hood of the car, strolling up and over the roof as though the car weren’t there.

      The driver leaned on the horn. He should have known better than to veer off the main streets. Only the richest in the city had money for gas anymore. The streets had been taken over by the poor, who had nothing but their feet to get them from one point to another.

      The fire escape door opened, gushing sound out of the club into the night.

      Raina grabbed the railing and dragged herself up the last flight of steps. “What is the point in bribing a bouncer for access if he lets other people bribe him, too?”

      Speaking the words aloud to herself took the last bit of breath she could muster. By the time she reached the abandoned rooftop, her lungs had begun to panic. Her heart told her she was suffocating. The liquor made it clear she needn’t care.

      Tarpaper crackled under her feet. She passed a cluster of sturdy chairs and headed straight for the far edge.

      Construction lights shone on the hill across the river.

      “The end of the world stops for nothing.” Raina sat on the brick ledge, dangling her feet over the ground six stories below, waiting patiently for her lungs to remember how to breathe.

      Footsteps crunched across the roof behind her. “Going to jump?”

      Raina’s neck prickled at the sound of the unfamiliar voice.

      “I just bought a bottle.” Raina held the liquor high in the air. “What do you think?”

      “That you’re expecting to live until the last drop.” The voice came closer. The footsteps stopped right behind her shoulder.

      “Going to push me?” A cough cut through Raina’s words. Blood speckled the back of her hand.

      Let him see. If he wants to push me, let him know he’s killing a corpse.

      “Wouldn’t dream of it,” the man said. “Someone as important as you? What a waste your death would be.”

      “I’m important?” Raina took a gulp of liquor, burning away the taste of her own blood.

      “You’re a McNay,” the man said. “Your family’s the most important this side of the river.”

      “That’s me, the Extinction Heiress.” Raina passed the bottle over her shoulder. “Daddy dearest owns the lights and the machines and all the fancy things working to build the domes across the river.”

      He lifted the drink from her hand.

      “If you’re looking to hold me hostage, have fun trying to get me out of the building. Daddy pays the bouncers to keep me safe.”

      “And you pay them to let you sit on the edge of death?” He set the bottle next to her.

      “I like to watch the domes at work,” Raina said. “Keep an eye on the salvation of the world.”

      “Do you really believe the domes are our salvation?” The man stepped up onto the ledge.

      His boots were worn leather, made in the same hearty fashion as those of the soldiers who patrolled the streets.

      “I’ve read the billboards,” Raina said. “To protect the children. For the future of mankind.”

      “And you believe them?”

      Raina took a long drink before speaking. “Do I believe sealing a group of people in a set of glorified greenhouses is going to save the world? Do I believe my father’s construction is going to be well built enough to survive whatever horrible thing wipes out the city? Or do I believe that it’s an elitist ploy to give the few who are lucky enough not to be dying of disease, malnourishment, or chemical contamination a spa-like extinction experience? I’ll be dead long before they seal themselves in the glass, so I really don’t give a shit.”

      “You don’t care that they’re abandoning you and your family out here to die?”

      “We’ve been dead for years.” Tears stung the corners of Raina’s eyes. “Just like everybody else who lives in the city.”

      They’d drunk the water that had been contaminated by chemical dumping, breathed the air tainted by smoke from the factories. No one from the city was pure enough to be taken into the domes. The domes would be built right across the river so the sick city dwellers could stare at their pretty glass bunker, but they didn’t get to survive. Only the privilege of staring at hope as they died.

      “And your father accepts his family being denied salvation?” the man asked.

      “They pay him well enough the domes could be slaughtering children instead of saving them and he’d still invite them to a dinner party.”

      “And the domes can’t do anything to help you?”

      Raina dug her nails into her palms, the knowing in the man’s voice setting her nerves on edge.

      “The dome people won’t help anyone but their own.” She took another long drink. The fire of the liquor steadied the trembling of her hands.

      “And the doctors?”

      “Blood’s too infected to survive a lung transplant. Daddy paid good money to get a black market set, but the doctors still wouldn’t do it. My darling Daddy threw the lungs into the dumpster.”

      “How long have you got?”

      Raina took a rattling breath. “A year if I live like a nun, six months if I do anything worth living for, a few minutes if I jump after I finish the bottle.”

      “Do you want to jump?”

      Raina looked up at the man.

      He was only a few years older than she was. Curling black hair kissed his shoulders. His dark eyes held neither sympathy nor anger.

      “I’m tired of drowning in my own body.” Her words carved a hollow in her chest. “What am I going to see in six more months that I haven’t seen already?”

      “What if there was another choice?” The man lifted the bottle from Raina’s hand. “What if you could live for decades more? With a strong and healthy body, capable of doing amazing things.”

      “Do I get to ride a unicorn, too?” Raina grasped for the bottle.

      He raised it out of her reach. “No magic, only medicine.”

      “You’re offering the rich girl a miracle cure?” Raina asked. “Couldn’t you try and be a bit more original?”

      “I’m offering to help you. After all, what have you got to lose?”

      Raina stared at the street six stories below.

      “The ground will still be waiting to catch you tomorrow,” the man said.

      “Fair enough.” Raina pushed herself to her feet. “Slice me up and call me a miracle.”

      “No knives involved.”

      “How boring,” Raina tried to sigh, but a cough cut through her sarcasm. “Fine, give me the miracle pill or whatever.”

      He shook his head, looking out toward the glowing lights of the construction. “I need something from you first.”

      “Of course you do.” Raina snatched the bottle from him. “Just back the hell off and let a girl drink herself to death in peace.”

      The blow caught her in the back before she had lifted the bottle to her lips. Her feet launched over the open air at the same moment pain stabbed through her arm.

      “I can deliver on my promise,” he spoke over Raina’s scream.

      “You’re insane.” She looked up to her wrist.

      “And you are the perfect mix of desperation and hope.”

      The man gripped the bottle in one hand and Raina in the other, dangling her over the street as though she weighed no more than the liquor in her stomach.

      “What the hell!” Raina shrieked.

      “What the hell am I, or what the hell am I doing?” The man smiled. “What I am is more than humans were ever meant to be. What I am doing is proving I can make good on my word. I need a favor from you, Raina McNay, and in exchange, I offer your life.”

      Raina glared into the man’s dark eyes. The feeling of absurdity melted away the longer he held her casually in the air. “What do you want?”

      “Supplies,” the man said. “The domes aren’t the only ones planning a path to survival, but your father’s prices are too steep for some to pay.”

      “You want me to negotiate prices with my father?”

      “I want you to steal supplies from his warehouse and deliver them to me. I want you to tell no one of our arrangement. And once you’ve procured the necessities, I want you to join me and others like me as we build our own path to salvation.”

      “Path to salvation?” Raina hacked up the words. “You’re going to bomb the city, level it all and save us from our suffering?”

      “No.” He smiled. Wrinkles formed in the corners of his eyes. “I want to build. I want to dig and fortify. I want to create a home better and stronger than the glistening glass domes.”

      “And who better to help than the Extinction Heiress whose daddy owns all the tools?” Raina pursed her lips, stamping down the tiny bubble of hope that teased the hollow in her chest. “What do you want me to do? I don’t know how to drive a back hoe.”

      “Nothing like that.” He raised his arm, lifting her over the ledge of the roof. He held her up until she was over the solid, flat tarpaper before letting her go. Her legs crumpled beneath her. She gasped for breath, her lungs fighting to keep up with the adrenaline coursing through her veins.

      A piece of paper appeared in the man’s hand. “I want you to get everything on the list. Load it into a truck and drive it all the way up Park Lane to the dead end by the forest.”

      “Great.” Raina snatched the paper, quickly reading down the list of supplies. “You came prepared, didn’t you?”

      “You have no idea,” the man said. “I wouldn’t ask a question if I didn’t already know the answer.”

      “Then you’ve got to know, desperate or not, I won’t be able to get all of this on my own. I’ll need help loading the truck. Can your construction crew come help with the heist?”

      “No one can know where the materials have gone,” he said. “What we’re building has to be kept secret.”

      “So”—Raina tucked the paper into her pocket—“find the supplies to build, not blow up the city. Magically get them into a truck. Drive the truck out to the woods and trust that you’re going to save my life, not murder me? Sounds like fun. When do I start?”

      “When you’re ready.” He gave a small bow. “You have a little time left to live your normal life. I wouldn’t want to steal the last of those days from you.”

      “I’m really sick of dying.” Raina wiped the blood from the corners of her mouth. “Meet you at the woods in the morning.”

      Her legs shook as she pushed herself to her feet.

      “I can only meet you at night.” He took her elbow, steadying her as she yanked the bottle from his hands.

      “Cloak and dagger, I like it. Better hurry to steal from Daddy if I’m going to make it in the next few hours, huh?”

      She started toward the door, the haze of the city swaying with every step as sense and adrenaline tried to make amends.

      “I can take you down a faster way than the stairs.” He scooped her into his arms, not seeming to notice as she pushed against his chest.

      “I can make the stairs on my own two feet,” Raina said.

      He took the bottle from her hand and dropped it, letting the glass smash on the rooftop.

      “That was a real dick move.” Raina kicked, fighting to wriggle free from his grip as he stepped up onto the brick ledge of the roof. “I thought you didn’t want me—”

      The wind stole her words as he jumped, plunging them both into the open air below.

      Terror silenced her scream as they neared the ground. She didn’t shut her eyes against the end. She had no fear of dying. Death was nothing more than an old friend she had been waiting to kindly stop for her.

      With a thump that shook her teeth, he landed on the sidewalk, not even swaying as he took two steps before setting Raina back on her feet.

      “What the hell was that?” Raina leaned against the brick wall, digging her fingers into the cracked masonry to hide the shaking of her hands.

      “A taste of what you’ll be able to do soon enough.” He smiled. “What I have to offer is a lot better than death. All I ask in return is your help in building a future you’ll actually live to see.”

      Raina nodded, not trusting her lungs or her voice.

      “I’ll see you by the forest.” He turned and walked up the street, not looking behind as he rounded a corner and strode out of sight.

      “I’m so drunk.” Raina pressed her forehead to the bricks. “Fact one: I’m dying. Easy one, Raina. Fact two: he just jumped off the roof and I’m not dead. Fact three: he says he can make me like him.”

      She tried to picture it. The strength not only to run up the stairs to the roof but also to jump to the ground unharmed. To walk without needing to stop and catch her breath. To never have to taste her own blood in her mouth again.

      “Fact four: I’ve done worse than this shit before, and Daddy’s never kicked me out.” Raina’s lips curved into a smile as she started toward the far side of the city. “This might be even better than a night at the Rev.”
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      No one bothered her on her way through town. Her clothes were too plain for anyone to guess her father owned half the city and was a traitor helping build the domes besides. A little rebel roaming the streets. There were so many people out wandering at night the city was safer than in the daylight.

      The sun had stolen the day from the people. Its rays were strong enough now that a few hours outside unprotected could leave blistering burns. Get burned often and cancer would take over the skin. And protective sun suits? Her father only sold those to his richest clientele.

      The air might stink and rot the lungs. The water and food poisoned slowly. But none of those things could be avoided. The only thing the people of the city could control was hiding from the light.

      Darkness is our refuge.

      A gang of teenaged boys catcalled her as she passed their stoop. Raina rolled her eyes, not wasting any precious breath on shouting back. An older woman stuck her head out the fourth-floor window.

      “I may not be able to chase you off the steps, but I won’t let you steal my sleep!” The woman poured a bucket of water onto the boys.

      Raina bit her lips together and ducked down a side street, hurrying along the warehouse row.

      The streetlights here were brighter than on the main roads. The owners of the warehouses paid for this street to be maintained.

      There was something sick about the road between the hulking buildings being the most normal-looking part of the city.

      Her father’s warehouse stood at the end of the street along the edge of the abandoned highway. Raina grinned as she banged on the warehouse door, swallowing her glee at the mere thought of driving a giant truck.

      “What do you want?” a snapping voice came over the speaker above the heavy metal door.

      “Well…” Raina tipped her chin up to the domed camera. “We can start with you being polite to the boss’s daughter and move on from there.”

      “So sorry, Miss McNay.”

      The lock beeped.

      Raina wrenched open the door and stepped into the vast space. Crates stacked up against the right-hand wall, each baring a name Raina cared nothing about. Construction equipment from trucks to cement mixers took up the middle of the room. Red and blue barrels peeked through from the back, and packed shelves lined the left side of the warehouse.

      “What can I do for you, Miss McNay?” A well-built man jogged toward her from the security booth. His chest pushed against the buttons of his shirt.

      Did he ask for one too small, or is he actually getting healthier?

      “Miss McNay?” the guard repeated.

      Three others appeared from the depths of the warehouse, all looking somewhere between scared and annoyed to have Raina paying them a late-night call.

      “Daddy screwed up.” Raina pulled out the list the man had given her. “He was supposed to send these supplies to the far side of the river. They’re needed for construction immediately.”

      “He could have just called it in.” The guard took the paper from Raina.

      “And admit he was too drunk to remember to do his job?” Raina laughed, the sound caught in her throat. “Just put everything in a truck and I’ll drive it over.”

      The four men stared at her.

      “Now!” Raina shouted. Her voice echoed around the space. Like she was strong, strong enough to give orders. “Actually, double everything on the list. No point in wasting room on a truck, and I’m sure they’ll need it over there eventually.”

      “Load up truck sixteen,” the guard said.

      The men huddled around him for a moment before scattering to the corners of the warehouse. More voices joined theirs as they shouted to workers Raina couldn’t see.

      “I’ll radio over to the work site,” the guard said. “Make sure they know to expect you.”

      “Don’t,” Raina said. “Let them be surprised. I like watching all of you scramble.”

      “If they know to expect a truck, they’ll have men ready to unload,” the guard said.

      Twelve men were now working on loading the truck.

      “Does Daddy dearest know you let people sleep during the night shift?” Raina trailed her fingers along the front of the guard’s shirt, landing on his stitched name tag. “Chad.”

      “I’m just in charge of the door.” Chad flashed his straight, white teeth. “I don’t know what they do in the rest of the warehouse.”

      “Well, Chad”—Raina trailed her fingers up to his neck—“I want to surprise them on the other side of the river. So unless you want me to tell Daddy dearest men are sleeping here, I think you shouldn’t ruin my surprise.”

      “Whatever you say, Miss McNay.” Chad squared his shoulders as though he were a soldier taking orders, but a hint of teasing played in his eyes.

      “Maybe we should go to your office and make sure you’ve been doing a good job.” She traced the outline of his lips with her finger.

      “I’d be thrilled to show you my workspace, Miss McNay.” He turned toward the small glass office in the front corner.

      “I want that truck loaded in ten minutes!” Raina shouted to the warehouse ceiling. Her stomach purred at the frantic sounds of workers scurrying behind her.

      “As you can see, I work very hard to protect your father’s property.” Chad held open the office door.

      A line of monitors displayed an overhead view of every inch of the warehouse and surrounding streets.

      “How fancy.” Raina eyed the computer in the corner. “Such a small machine to monitor so many cameras. You must have seen some very interesting things.”

      Chad shook his head. His thick hair ruffled around his face, another boast of his health. “I’ve seen some funny stuff. But nothing fit for your ears, Miss McNay.”

      “You’d be surprised what I’m fit for.” Raina stepped toward him, ignoring the twinkle in his eyes as she traced the ridges of his chest.

      The hard lines of his muscles teased her fingertips. Her breath quickened. Her head spun from the lack of air.

      “I bet you could tell me a few stories.” She leaned her weight against him, pressing him toward the narrow door in the corner of the room. “Secrets nobody else needs to hear.”

      She ran her fingers through his hair, trailing her nose up the curve of his neck.

      He shuddered a sigh as she nipped the bottom of his ear.

      He opened the closet door before she knew he’d reached for the handle. The glowing lights of the fuses and control panels gave depth to the shadows.

      “I like it.” Raina tugged open the buttons of his shirt, backing him farther into the room. “Now close your eyes.”

      He shut his eyes and wrapped his arms around her waist, pressing her to him.

      “Shh,” she hushed in his ear, wriggling against him for a moment before stepping back. “Count to three.”

      “One, two—”

      Raina slammed and locked the closet door before he reached three.

      “Asshole.” She seized the wires connecting the computer to the walls and wrenched them free.

      “What are you doing?” Chad banged on the door.

      “Hush now, the boss is working.” Raina snatched a pen and paper, scrawling a quick note.

      “You have to let me out of here! I’m supposed to be guarding your father’s property.”

      “Yeah, well, you suck.” Raina taped the note to the door.

      I tried to screw the boss’s daughter.

      She twisted the center of the knob on the door to the warehouse, locking the office from the inside.

      “Is my truck loaded yet?” Her voice rang around the space.

      “We need a few more minutes.” A red-faced man puffed past, carrying a crate filled with wire spools.

      “You have three minutes to get the rest of the supplies loaded, or I’ll tell Daddy you want the construction of the domes to fail.”

      A moment of silence followed Raina’s words.

      A murmur of growled curses and bangs came next as the men scrambled to finish.

      A forklift loaded a palate of crates into the back of the truck with a heavy thunk. Before it had fully backed away, barrels were being heaved in behind.

      “That’s more like it.” Raina strode over to the truck, her heart racing against her slow pace.

      Sense told her it wouldn’t work. Someone would tell her the handwriting on the list wasn’t her father’s. Or tell her she wasn’t authorized to remove assets from the warehouse.

      She reached for the handle of the truck door. Her fingers closed around the metal.

      “Are you sure you want to drive this over?” A gray-haired man blocked the door with his shoulder.

      “You think I can’t drive?” Raina touched the man’s shoulder with one finger, shoving him away with miniscule force.

      “I’d be happy to drive the truck across and we can make sure you get safely home.” Worried lines creased the man’s brow.

      “I’m not Little Red Riding Hood.” She swung open the truck door. “Finish loading so I can get the hell out of here.”

      The keys waited in the ignition, swinging lazily like there was no danger in letting just anyone touch them.

      The garage door in front of her rumbled up.

      “And you’re all set,” a voice called from behind.

      “You loaded in everything Daddy asked for?” Raina’s voice came out bright and chipper.

      “Doubled the whole list, Miss McNay,” the voice said.

      Raina’s heart leapt into her throat as she turned the key and the engine jumped to life.

      “Good work, boys,” she called out the window.

      Raina hummed to herself as she drove toward the highway. The power of riding high above the filthy ground, of moving quickly without pain surging through her chest, filled her with a foreign sense of joy.

      A bump in the road jolted the tires as she turned onto the highway. The cargo in the back banged around.

      “Oops.” She slowed down, weaving around the largest of the splits in the concrete.

      Two figures scattered out of range of her headlights as she reached the road heading up the hill.

      Houses sat along the narrow street. Light peered through the windows of some homes while others had been abandoned, the glass in their windows long since shattered. She didn’t know if the people living this far from the city were brave or just plain stupid.

      She slowed as she neared the end of the road and the shadows of the forest loomed in front of her. The sense of someone watching her from the darkness sent her heart racing. Spasms shook her lungs. She coughed red onto the steering wheel.

      “Dammit.” She tried to wipe the blood away with her sleeve but only succeeded in making the smudges larger.

      Brush grew waist high in front of the truck. There wasn’t a curb to mark the end of the street. The pavement just ran out, like they’d meant to go farther into the woods, but the end of the world had ceased the construction.

      Raina stopped the truck. Her fingers sat frozen on the keys.

      After a minute the fear of the truck being mobbed by dozens of super strong men disappeared, replaced by the sinking feeling of being fooled.

      “You’re an idiot, Raina. Met a guy in a bar and stole from your father.”

      Her father would forgive her. Cut off her money for a week, but then everything would go back to normal. She would be able to die in peace.

      A pathetic, whimpering end to a meaningless life.

      “Nope.” Raina pulled the keys from the ignition and kicked open the truck door. “Hey, you! I brought you what you want, now stop being a chicken shit and come out and get it.”

      Her gaze swept the trees. A hint of gray had begun to kiss the sky, but the forest in front of her stayed shrouded in shadow.

      “Look, you said be here by dawn and I made it in time,” Raina shouted. “Do you want everything from your shopping list or not?”

      “Did you get it all?” He stepped out from behind a tree, two other men flanking him.

      “I got double what you asked for.” Raina gave a cocky smile. “It’s a big truck, and I didn’t want to waste the space.”

      He nodded to the two men who moved toward the back of the truck.

      “You want to do a check before you save my life?” Raina ran through the list in her mind.

      They loaded everything. Those assholes better have loaded everything.

      “If there was something you couldn’t get, I would still save you.” He walked toward Raina, pulling something from his pocket she couldn’t see. “It means more to me that you would do everything in your power to help me than how well-stocked your father’s warehouse currently is. You did well back there.” He stopped two feet in front of Raina, his black eyes locked on her face.

      “How do you know?” Raina fought the urge to look away.

      “I have ways of watching that aren’t housed in security booths.” He smiled. “I’m very grateful for what you’ve done for me tonight.”

      “Then can we get to the part where you save me?” Sweat slicked Raina’s palms.

      “If that’s what you want.” He raised his hand.

      Raina’s heart flipped.

      He’s going to slit my throat.

      A metal syringe filled with milky white fluid lay in his palm. “This is your salvation.”

      Raina reached for the needle.

      “But”—he closed his fist—“you have to understand, there is a price.”

      “I’ve paid the price.” Raina spoke through gritted teeth. “The stuff in that truck is the price.”

      “The price isn’t a payment for me,” he said. “There are side effects. Your lungs will be healed, you will be stronger than you’ve ever dreamt of—”

      “Sounds great.” Raina reached for the syringe again.

      He tucked his hand behind his back. “You won’t be able to go out into the sun anymore.”

      “The sun isn’t safe for anyone,” Raina said.

      “One dose of this and a minute in the sun could kill you. You won’t be able to eat normal food anymore.”

      “I don’t care what I have to eat,” Raina said. “I’m tired of choking on my own blood.”

      “Blood will be your only food.”

      Raina blinked. “You’re shitting me.”

      “It’s the only nourishment the medicine will allow you to metabolize.” He took Raina’s hand. “You won’t be able to go back to your family, not until you’ve fully adjusted.”

      “Because I’ll want to drink their blood,” Raina laughed. “You just sent me to steal from my father so you could save my life by making me a vampire?”

      “Vampires are myths. What I have is sound science,” he said.

      “Yeah right.”

      She spun toward the truck. He was in front of her before she could take a step.

      “You know I’m not a normal human,” he said. “The medicine saved me, changed me. It can do the same for you. But I won’t lie to you about the side effects. You’ll be alive, but your life will never be what it was before.”

      “Why should I believe you?” Raina’s eyes burned, her desperate need to trust him battling with her desire to claw out his dark eyes.

      “Because I jumped from the roof and landed alive.” He held the needle out to her. “Because if I’m lying, then all you have to lose is a few more months of dying. Because you have great potential, Raina McNay, and I would hate to see it rot with you in the ground.”

      She snatched the needle from him. “So I just inject it?”

      “I can do it for you.”

      “Trust me, I’ll be fine.” Raina pulled a foot long band from her back pocket.

      “You should aim for a vein.”

      She tightened the band around her arm with her teeth, squeezing her hand into a fist. “I said I’ll be fine.”

      In the beams of the truck’s headlights, she searched her arm for a vein.

      “How soon do I get to be cured?” Raina asked.

      “By tonight your cough will be gone,” he said. “Give it a few weeks, and you’ll be jumping from rooftops without a scratch. We’ll take you someplace safe to wait out the sunlight.”

      “Thanks.” She pushed the needle into her arm and pressed the milky fluid into her veins. She gasped as ice raced through her blood. “It is supposed to be that cold?”

      “The ice will last a few hours.”

      He took Raina’s arm, steadying her as the syringe slipped from her grip.

      “Just relax,” he said. “The frost is saving you.”

      The ice reached the backs of her eyes, sending white spots bursting through her vision.

      “Am I dying?” The world tilted as her legs gave out, but she didn’t hit the ground.

      He lifted her, carrying her to the back of the truck. “You aren’t dying, Raina. You’re being born into your new life. I’ll stay with you until the ice melts. I’m building a new world, and you’re going to be with me at the center of it.”

      The ice froze her lungs, but the lack of air held no pain.

      “I don’t”—Raina fought for an ounce of air—“Who are you?”

      “Emanuel.” His voice carried through the darkness. “You and I are going to build a new world.”
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      Nothing existed beyond the edges of the ice. No air. No sound. No pain.

      Only cold to keep her trapped for all eternity.

      Emanuel had promised to heal her, to fix her lungs. Raina hadn’t thought to ask if the cure was spending the rest of her days frozen.

      This couldn’t be death, not as she had spent so many years expecting the end to come. True death would be more peaceful.

      A perfect nothing.

      Because, as the ice ebbed away from the edges of her flesh, Raina found something beyond the nothing.

      Soft sheets tucked tightly around her. The hum of tools working not too far away. Voices laughing at a joke she hadn’t heard.

      Raina discovered she could move as she opened her eyes.

      A single light bulb hung from the stone ceiling over her bed. The blub swayed slightly.

      Raina let her eyes fall shut, feeling for movement in the bed.

      The room didn’t seem to be shaking or rocking, but as she opened her eyes again, the bulb still swayed.

      “Should have hired a better builder.” Raina’s voice came out as a rough croak.

      She listened for a long moment, waiting for someone to come running now that she’d made a sound.

      The noise coming through the door didn’t change.

      “Great.” She pulled her arm up and over the covers.

      Her hand seemed to have gained a hundred pounds in weight while the ice encased her. She pulled her other arm free from the sheets, holding her hand up where she could see it.

      Her fingers looked the same. The ice hadn’t left any scars.

      She kicked the covers aside, gritting her teeth against the unbearable weight of her legs.

      They’d left her in her clothes from the club. Even her black boots remained firmly on her feet.

      “How courteous.” Her voice crackled again.

      Raina took a deep breath, listening for the rattle in her lungs. The air moved freely in and out through her nose.

      She took another breath, sucking in as much as her lungs would hold. Seconds ticked past as she waited to exhale. Her lungs didn’t tremble in revolt. She let the air out slowly, expecting to hack out blood any second.

      Nothing.

      She took another breath just to be sure.

      “Wow.”

      The word crackled again, not from her lungs but her throat.

      The moment she thought of her throat, it burned with thirst.

      She pushed herself to her feet, lurching across the dirt-covered stone floor to the door. She tried to turn the handle, but the knob wouldn’t move.

      “Hey.” She pounded on the door. “I’m awake, let me out.”

      The voices on the other side of the door stopped talking.

      “Let me out! I’m thirsty.” She pounded on the wood. A dull thump answered her fists.

      They’ve locked me in where I can’t break out.

      “Tell Emanuel I’m awake,” Raina said. “Tell him if he leaves me trapped in here there is going to be hell to pay when I get out.”

      Voices spoke on the other side of the door, their words too soft for Raina to here.

      A man gave a low, rumbling laugh.

      “Let me out!” Raina pounded on the door.

      The outside voices drifted away.

      “Next time you take a miracle cure from a stranger, make sure you add freedom to the life-saving bargain,” Raina chided herself as she leaned against the door.

      Her father would be looking for her by now. They would have found the guard and let him out.

      Daddy will be looking for me and angry.

      Raina allowed herself the comfort of a smile. There were very few things an angry McNay couldn’t accomplish.

      She turned to examine the room. Roughly carved stone surrounded her.

      “No wonder they need Daddy’s equipment if this is the quality they’re working with.”

      They’d left her with only a bed and a chair. A stack of printed paper lay on the seat, a yellow note perched on top.

      “Been sent to my room to study?” Raina pressed her cheek to the crack in the door. “If I die of thirst before you let me out, I will find a way to haunt you from death.”

      If there was anyone on the other side of the door to hear her, they gave no sign.

      She picked up the stack of paper and note, taking them to the bed where she could sit facing the door.

      In case you doubt the end of the world.

      The note had been scrawled in cramped script as though the author had been in a great hurry.

      “No one doubts the end is coming.”

      Raina set the note aside to read the first page of the pile.

      Resource Assessment – North Eastern Section

      It has come to our attention that, given the population expansion and level of chemical contamination within the area, a reverse of the current course of extinction within the region is not possible. It is therefore our recommendation that all Incorporation resources currently assigned to maintaining the lives of those in the region be reassigned to a more sustainable project.

      “Giving up on saving people and building the domes. Wonder if the people sitting on that board of directors still like to pretend they have souls?”

      She flipped to the next page in the packet.

      The work needed to build and initially maintain the domes is beyond the capacity of those who will be housed within the glass. For the materials needed for initial building and long term maintenance, it is approximated that a population of ten thousand should be allowed within easy working distance until life inside the domes is sustainable. After all long term resources are stored and the domes have reached sustainability, the city dwellers will no longer be useful as there will be no room within the domes for additional resources to be housed.

      Raina crumpled up the page, tossing it into the corner with a shout.

      “People are more than resources.” Her words bounced around the room.

      She moved on to the next page.

      The necessity for the Incorporation to maintain a military force to protect the domes is undeniable. However, we cannot recommend calling the force soldiers. Should the outsiders consider them a threat, the danger to our armed men and women of the domes would only grow. Our greatest hope for a gentle path to the end of relations with the outside world is for those in the city to believe the existence of the domes themselves is in the outsiders’ best interest. We suggest community outreach to ensure good will.

      She flipped to the next page.

      At the point when it inevitably becomes disadvantageous to allow outsiders to remain so close to the domes, plans must be made for the evacuation of the area. We request each Domes Council submit an external clearing proposal to the Incorporation, to be reviewed and filed for eventual use.

      With the varying topography amongst the different domes there is, unfortunately, no unilateral answer to securing the regions.

      “Securing the regions,” Raina muttered the phrase, swiping angry tears away from her eyes. “Securing the regions? Securing the regions!” She screamed the words over and over, knocking the rest of the papers from the bed.

      It didn’t matter what the rest of the pages said. The Incorporation had planned for everything. From using the city dwellers as laborers to getting rid of them when they were no longer of use.

      She launched herself across the room, her legs easily jumping the five feet, and slammed into the thick, wooden door.

      “Let me out of here!” She pounded her fists on the door. “Emanuel, let me out. I will not sit in this cell while those bastards put together paperwork about this entire city dying. Emanuel!”

      She grabbed the handle, twisting as hard as she could. The metal warped, rotating beyond its normal capacity.

      Taking a deep breath, she raised her hand, then brought her fist down on the handle.

      Pain shot through her arm, but the metal gave, tipping down at an odd angle.

      Bellowing in rage, she pounded on the knob, pummeling the metal without care for pain or the blood dripping from her fist.

      With a crack, the knob fell away, bringing the innards of the lock with it.

      She stuck her fingers through the hole the knob had left behind, swinging the door toward her.

      Emanuel leaned against the wall outside, waiting alone in the long dark hall.

      “Why the hell did you lock me in?” Raina wiped the blood from her knuckles onto her pants.

      The skin beneath had already begun to heal.

      “Am I supposed to be able to heal like that?”

      Emanuel pushed away from the wall, holding his hand out for Raina’s.

      Her hand shook as she placed it in his palm.

      “You’re further along than I expected.” He examined the shining patch where the skin had been broken only moments before. “That’s a good thing. Some don’t react as well to the medicine. You’re lucky.”

      “Thanks.” Raina pulled her hand away. “Is that why you locked me in, to see if I could break out?”

      “More to see what you’d become,” Emanuel said. “But we’ve been speaking, and you haven’t tried to kill me.”

      “Ought I have?”

      “There isn’t an ought,” Emanuel said. “But you’re thirsty and angry, and you haven’t tried to claw through my jugular.”

      Raina’s eyes flicked to the pulse in Emanuel’s neck. The tiny movement of blood rushing just beneath his skin. Thumping so deliciously and enticingly close to her reach.

      “We should get you fed before you give in to your new instincts.”

      She heard Emanuel’s words but couldn’t drag her gaze from the pulsing in his neck.

      “Come.” He walked down the hall without giving Raina a backwards glance.

      She teetered between screaming at him and running away, finding a path out of the tunnels and beyond his madness.

      But a scent wafted in Emanuel’s wake. The sweet smell of blood and a hint of something familiar, something that mirrored the inner most makings of her.

      Raina’s feet were moving before she’d made the choice to follow.

      A few doors lined the hall, each made of the same heavy wood that had kept her trapped. More openings had been carved into the walls, and the beginnings of hollowed out rooms lay beyond.

      “How big is this place?” Raina asked.

      Emanuel slowed his pace until Raina walked by his side.

      “Right now?” Emanuel said. “Not large enough. A few rooms and a couple of halls won’t help our cause.”

      “Cause?” Raina said. “I thought this was about survival.”

      “Is there a better cause than survival?”

      They turned at the end of the corridor, moving into a hall that slanted steeply up.

      “So you’re building a bunker?” Raina asked. “Going to hide out down here when the people from the domes decide that having the city rabble as neighbors isn’t advantageous anymore?”

      Emanuel stopped. “You read that far?”

      “What kind of monsters would think the world is so disposable?”

      “The kind who build a glass bunker with an excellent view of the chaos and pain as society ends.” Emanuel strode down the hall, leaving Raina to jog behind him.

      “We can’t let some Incorporation do this,” Raina said. “Who the hell do they think they are to decide who gets thrown out with the trash?’

      “The ones with the money,” Emanuel said. “Money your father happily takes.”

      Raina stopped in her tracks.

      Anger won out over shame.

      “Those bastards are lying to him!” She kicked the stone wall.

      Sense told her pain and broken bones would follow, but her body didn’t find either. She kicked the wall again and again, watching the stones crumble away.

      “Those evil, manipulating, cruel”—she punctuated each word with a kick.

      “Murdering,” Emanuel offered. “They might not have reached that level yet. But if the domes exist long enough, they will.”

      Raina buried her face in her hands. Her pulse raced, flashing white lights before her eyes.

      “You need to eat,” Emanuel said.

      “Screw you.”

      “Now.”

      Raina glared past the white lights and into his dark eyes.

      He didn’t back down.

      “Fine,” Raina said. “Direct me to the nearest jugular and I’ll tear it out. Do we have a virgin offering?”

      “Don’t be crass.” Emanuel led her forward to a narrow side passage, barely wide enough for him to walk down.

      It would have seemed like a narrow alley to nowhere if the walls hadn’t been the smoothest she had seen. Lights hung every few feet, giving the passage a bright glow. She hadn’t realized how dark the other hall had been until light surrounded her.

      Emanuel stopped at the first door they came to, entering the room beyond without hesitation.

      Six people sat on worn furniture scattered around the room.

      All of them turned to Emanuel, falling silent as he entered.

      “We have a new member of our group,” Emanuel said. “This is Raina.”

      The six gave murmured welcomes and greetings.

      “Hi.” As Raina exhaled the word. The scent of the six caught in her mouth, flooding her with a need she didn’t recognize.

      “Careful.” Emanuel reached out, blocking her path.

      “My turn.” A pale girl around Raina’s age stood.

      “Thank you,” Emanuel said.

      The girl walked toward him, pulling her mop of brown hair aside.

      Scars marked the base of her neck. Emanuel pulled a knife from his pocket, slicing across the girl’s skin so quickly, Raina almost missed the flash of the blade.

      The girl winced but didn’t cry out as blood trickled down her neck.

      Raina gasped as the scent of fresh blood hit her lungs. A clawing need unlike any she had ever felt before tore at her from the inside out.

      “She’s really thirsty,” the girl whispered.

      “Drink carefully.” Emanuel seized Raina’s shoulders, guiding her forward to the girl’s neck.

      “No.” Raina clung to the doorway. “I can’t do this. People shouldn’t do this.”

      “This is the price of survival,” Emanuel said. “She gives her blood willingly so we can be strong enough to fight against those who would destroy the city.”

      Raina dug her nails into the stone.

      “No.”

      “Do you want to stop the domes from discarding the city?” Emanuel said. “Do you want to build a future people like you will actually get to see?”

      “Yes.” The word came out with a sob.

      “It’s okay,” the girl said. “You need to drink.”

      Raina let her fingers fall slack. Emanuel guided her, facing her toward the girl’s neck.

      The girl tipped her head to the side, exposing her blood-stained skin.

      Instinct took over. Raina lowered her mouth to the wound, sucking greedily.

      Better than liquor, for the liquid held no burn. Better than sun, because the joy of it flooded through her veins in an instant.

      Emanuel’s hands held her shoulders, anchoring her to the world, as she floated into the bliss of blood.
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      The stench of the city reeked worse than Raina had ever imagined a foul scent could. The sweat and grime of every person who had wandered through the streets during the deadly day clung to the air even in the shadows of night.

      Raina moved quickly through the streets, keeping away from the main roads, dodging past the packs of drunken men.

      Her legs longed to run. To let her feet pound against the pavement as hard as they could.

      I could fly across the river if I tried.

      The absurd thought curled Raina’s lips into a grin.

      “It’s better if you just dive in,” a voice carried up from the shadows of a basement apartment staircase. “Don’t think about it, just do it.”

      Don’t think about it, just do it.

      “I promise you’ll have fun,” the voice said.

      Raina shivered. Knowing the voice wasn’t trying to convince her to do something foul didn’t stop her revulsion from setting her teeth on edge.

      Raina turned down a side street, heading straight for the calming lights of Bellevue Avenue.

      Little had changed in the three months since she’d walked the all too familiar street. Each lamppost had been decorated for the festive season. Proof that while the world ended, the rich would still have their fun.

      The urge to build a bonfire of the spangled bows curled Raina’s fingers. But the flock of bought security guards kept the impulse at bay. They roamed the center of Bellevue Avenue, mingling between houses, the weapons they carried the only vague sign they knew the perils of the surrounding city. None suspected the danger that strolled past them, her gaze locked on the front door of home.

      “Miss McNay?” A security stooge jogged from the far side of the street.

      James. Jeff?

      The tag on his shirt read John.

      “Miss McNay?” John repeated her name.

      The jog had kick-started his pulse. His heart pumped blood through his veins, beating a gentle rhythm at the base of his neck.

      Focus, Raina.

      “Did my parents move?” Raina asked. “Has there been a warrant issued for my arrest?”

      Is there anyone left to do the arresting?

      “I, umm.” John glanced up and down the street. His hand dropped to his weapon.

      Tear the weapon from his hand, break his leg, you’ll be down the street before the rest can react.

      “If I could escort you to your door,” John said. “I don’t want to ask too much, but maybe you could say I helped you get here?”

      Raina smiled, her body relaxed, leaving only the itching thirst to bother her.

      “How much did Daddy offer as a reward for my safe return?” She draped her hand over John’s elbow.

      “Enough to get my wife and daughter clear of the city,” John said.

      “Promise you’ll take the money and get as far from here as you can?” Raina asked.

      “I’ve heard of places out west where people have figured out how to farm,” John said. “Never had an interest in growing anything, but I could learn.”

      “You found me at rehab,” Raina said. “Too embarrassed to come home. You convinced me my family wanted me back.”

      They climbed the steps to the house. Raina banged on the door.

      “I hope you have a nice end of the world, John.”

      “Thank you, Miss McNay.”

      The door swung open. Nettie leaned against the doorframe.

      “Well, damn,” Nettie said. “Mom, Dad, Raina’s not dead.”

      Nettie’s breath reeked of booze, the stench strong enough to carry over the scent of the feast of blood that lived in the house.

      Raina focused on Nettie’s face. Nettie’s seventeenth birthday wouldn’t be for a few more weeks, but anger and distrust had already marred her brow.

      She’s a person. See the person, not the meal. Emanuel’s voice echoed in Raina’s mind.

      “Raina?” Her father lumbered down the stairs, moving as quickly as she’d seen him in years.

      “Hi, Daddy,” Raina said.

      “She’s still not dead.” Nettie ducked away from the door.

      “Raina.” Her father pulled her into a tight hug. “Where have you been? Were you kidnapped? Are you hurt?”

      “I’m fine.” Raina buried her nose in her father’s shoulder, willing herself to find his familiar scent of engine grease and smoke. “I’m better than fine. I feel great.”

      “That’s…” Her father stepped back, holding Raina at arm’s length as he studied her. “That’s wonderful.”

      “I think it’s time I join the family business, Daddy.” A bubble of hope rose in Raina’s chest as joyful tears formed in her father’s eyes. “I want to help build things.”
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      Read more about Raina in the Girl of Glass series, book one of which is free to download at your favorite online book retailer. Get Your Copy Here! (Or copy and paste this link: https://books2read.com/GirlofGlass)
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        Two worlds. One glass wall. No turning back.

      

      The human race has been divided. The chosen few live in the safety of the domes, watching through their glass walls as those left on the outside suffer and die. But desperation has brought invention. New drugs have the ability to alter humans, giving them the strength to roam the poisoned night unafraid—but survival comes at a terrible price.

      Seventeen-year-old Nola Kent has spent her life in the domes, training to protect her little piece of the world within the glass. The mission of the domes is to preserve the human race, not to help the sick and starving.

      When the fate of an outsider child falls into her hands, Nola dares to venture beyond the security of her home, diving into a world of darkness and vampires. Life within the glass didn’t prepare her for the realities of suffering or the depth of forbidden love.

      When blood washes over the domes, Nola must choose between her home and her heart.

      
        
        Read on for a sneak preview.
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      Nola dug her fingers into the warm dirt. Around her, the greenhouse smelled of damp earth, mist, and fresh, clean air.

      Carefully, she took the tiny seed and placed it at the bottom of the hole her finger had made.

      Thump.

      Soon the seed would take root. A sprout would break through to the surface.

      Thump, bang.

      Then the green stem would grow until bean pods sprouted.

      Bang, thump!

      The food would be harvested and brought to their tables. All of the families would be fed.

      “Ahhhhh!” the voice came from the other side of the glass. Nola knew she shouldn’t look, but she couldn’t ignore the sounds any longer.

      It was a woman this time, her skin gray with angry, red patches dotting her face. She slammed her fists into the glass, leaving smears of red behind. The woman didn’t seem to care as she banged her bloody hands into the glass over and over.

      “Magnolia.”

      Nola jumped as Mrs. Pearson placed a hand on her shoulder.

      “Don’t pay her any mind,” Mrs. Pearson said. “She can’t get through the glass.”

      “But she’s bleeding.” Nola pushed the words past the knot in her throat.

      The woman bashed her head against the glass.

      “She needs help,” Nola said. The woman stared right at her.

      Mrs. Pearson took Nola’s shoulders and turned her back to her plant tray. “That woman is beyond your help, Magnolia. Paying her any attention will only make it worse. There is nothing you can do.”

      Nola felt eyes staring at her. Not just the woman on the other side of the glass. The rest of the class was staring at her now, too.

      Bang. Thump.

      Families. The food she planted would feed the families.

      Bang.

      Pop.

      Nola spun back to the glass. Two guards were outside now. One held his gun high. A thin spike protruded from the woman’s neck. Her eyelids fluttered for a moment before she slid down the glass, leaving a streak of blood behind her.

      “See,” Mrs. Pearson said, smoothing Nola’s hair, “they’ll take her where she can’t hurt herself or any of us ever again.”

      Nola nodded, turning back to the tray of dirt. Make a hole, plant the seed, grow the food. But the streaks of blood were burned into her mind.
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      Megan O'Russell is the author of several Young Adult series that invite readers to escape into worlds of adventure. From Girl of Glass, which blends dystopian darkness with the heart-pounding danger of vampires, to The Chronicles of Maggie Trent, which opens the gateway to a hundred magical realms.
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FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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