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Fan-favorite author Bree Despain continues her modern-day romance trilogy inspired by the
Greek myth of Persephone and Hades with this second book in her Into the Dark series.Haden
Lord, the disgraced Prince of the Underrealm, has chosen love over honor and will do everything
in his power to protect Daphne Raines, the human girl he was supposed to bring to the
Underrealm. Haden's choice is put to the test as the Skylords and a figure from his past arrive in
Olympus Hills with a plan that could destroy all of the realms.Embracing her destiny as the
Cypher, Daphne begins to understand the immense power of her musical ability to control the
elements, but she must come to terms with her feelings for Haden and what she must sacrifice
in order to protect him and her friends.Believing the Key of Hades is the only thing that can stop
the Underrealm Court from releasing the monstrous Keres on the mortal world, Haden, Daphne,
and their friends set out to find the Key before Persephone's Gate opens again on the spring
equinox.

From School Library JournalGr 9 Up—This modern adaptation of the Persephone and Hades
myth continues to hit all the right notes. After choosing his love for Daphne over his family honor
and the survival of the Underrealm, Haden, along with Daphne and friends, must uncover the
Eternity Key. Rich world-building and a swoon-worthy romance will thrill fans of mythology-based
sagas and will keep readers anticipating the conclusion. --This text refers to an alternate
kindle_edition edition.About the AuthorBree Despain is the author of The Dark Divine trilogy and
the Into the Dark trilogy. She currently lives in Salt Lake City, Utah, with her husband and two
sons. Visit her online at www.breedespain.com.--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition
edition.Review"This modern adaptation of the Persephone and Hades myth continues to hit all
the right notes. After choosing his love for Daphne over his family honor and the survival of the
Underrealm, Haden, along with Daphne and friends, must uncover the Eternity Key. Rich world-
building and swoon-worthy romance will thrill fans of mythology-based sagas and will keep
readers anticipating the conclusion."―School Library Journal(Journal) --This text refers to an
alternate kindle_edition edition.Review"This modern adaptation of the Persephone and Hades
myth continues to hit all the right notes. After choosing his love for Daphne over his family honor
and the survival of the Underrealm, Haden, along with Daphne and friends, must uncover the
Eternity Key. Rich world-building and swoon-worthy romance will thrill fans of mythology-based
sagas and will keep readers anticipating the conclusion."―School Library Journal(Journal) --
This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more
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TobinAcknowledgmentschapter oneHADENLord Haden, prince of the Underrealm, has ceased
to exist.I have ceased to exist.Since I was a nursling, I’d been taught that life is nothing but a thin
golden string. It’s spun and entwined in a grand tapestry of the gods’ design, then pulled and
severed at a predetermined length. Nothing can be done to change this, nothing can be said,
and no bargain can be made. Once your thread has been measured—that’s it. No choice. It’s the
will of the Fates.I’d believed this myth every second of my existence, and yet, as I’d learned all
too recently, if you clawed at the design hard enough, the tapestry would unravel just enough
that you could grab on to another string. Follow another path.Since that realization, I have
burned the connection between myself and my realm, ruined what little standing I had reclaimed
as a Champion chosen by the Oracle of Elysium, and destroyed all hope of becoming my
father’s heir. I brought this upon myself with a single decision.And I would do it all over
again.Because this is a fate of my own choosing.I am rewriting my destiny.Something I didn’t
even know was an option until I met her.Daphne Raines—the girl who was supposed to grant me
the chance to win back my honor. I had been Chosen for a quest to the mortal realm to convince



her to come back with me to the underworld. It quickly became clear that there was something
special about her. She wasn’t a mere Boon to fill the harem of the Court.Daphne is the fated
Cypher—the only one who can find and retrieve the lost Kronolithe of my long-dead god: the Key
of Hades.I knew it was up to me to ensure that the Kronolithe was found, and use it to stop the
Court of the Underrealm from breaking through the walls of the Pits and freeing the Keres. There
would be terrible consequences if they were to take this action: all hell would break loose on the
mortal world, spilling out from the schism created between the realms, and war with the Skylords
would inevitably follow, not to mention the death toll and havoc the Keres would leave in their
wake.With the fate of the five realms hanging in the balance, I’d chosen to leave the safe haven
we’d found in Ellis Fields in order to return to Olympus Hills to search for the Key.Much to my
surprise—and admittedly distress—Daphne and the others had chosen to go with me. “Even if
you find it,” she’d said, “you can’t get the Kronolithe without me, so suck it.” I’d known she was
right, even though I had wanted her to be wrong. Because of our choices, our new destinies
were now irrevocably entwined. If the realms can be saved, salvation will happen only if we do it
united.And so we’d escaped into the dark, together.…Rain pounds on the hood of my car now
as I sit outside Daphne’s home in Olympus Hills. I realize I am gripping my steering wheel tight,
as if I were once again silently maneuvering the Tesla Model X down an unlit canyon road in a
torrential rainstorm without headlights. It had been a slow, tense, and quiet escape during the
darkness of midnight. No one said a word for almost an hour, as if even a whisper might alert the
Skylords of our presence or break my concentration on the wet, black road in front of us.In our
favor, Underlords see far better in the dark than Skylords do, and the Tesla, with its silent electric
motor, had provided us the stealth we needed to make our exit. The Skylords, who can control
rain as well as lightning and thunder, had intended the storm to prevent us from escaping, but
instead it had provided the cover we needed to pass through the unlit canyon unseen. However,
the mere memory of that storm is enough to raise the hairs on the back of my neck. I had never
been so terrified in all my life—not even when facing the imminent destruction of my soul at my
father’s hands. Because, this time, the lives of Daphne, Joe, Tobin, Lexie, Garrick, and Dax—the
only people left in all the realms who still believed in me—were in my hands as we crept along
the cliffside road.It may have been two weeks since that harrowing experience, but sitting in the
rain now not only served as an unwelcome reminder of that long drive, but it also felt like a
warning as to what is still to come.I will one of my hands to release its death grip on the steering
wheel and use it to take a swig from the coffee cup that’s been my only company tonight. I gag,
almost choking on the cold swill. I don’t know how Simon could have loved this stuff. I take
another sip, not because I want to taste it again, but because I need to stay awake. I’ve barely
slept a scant few hours in the days since our return from Ellis. I may require less sleep than a
human, but even I have my limits.As if Dax can read my thoughts—which I am not entirely sure
he can’t sometimes—my phone lights up with a text from him.Dax: You’re there again, aren’t
you? Come home.I stare at the screen, not sure I am going to reply, when another message
comes through.Dax: You’ve barely slept in weeks. You can’t keep up this pace of looking for the



Key all day and guarding Daphne’s house all night.I pry my other hand from the steering wheel
to answer.Me: I’m not at Daphne’s. I am merely getting a bite to eat.Typing it feels easier than
saying it to his face. I’ve never been good at lying to Dax. I drop my phone in an empty
compartment in the dash, hoping that will be the last of the conversation, and pinch my nose
between my eyes. Sleep pulls at me, but I won’t let my eyelids shut.I grip my coffee cup with both
hands, sending a small pulse of electric heat from my palms into it, hoping to warm it up enough
to make it palatable again. An abrupt knock sounds against the passenger-side window. I jump
in my seat, and a surge of electricity escapes my hands, nearly incinerating the cardboard cup
before I drop it in my lap. I hold my hand out, blue light crackling between my fingers, toward the
car door as it swings open.A tiny gray cat jumps through the dark opening, landing on the
passenger seat. She yowls at me.“Hello to you, too, Brim,” I say, knowing I’ve been caught.I
extinguish the lightning in my hand and pick up the cup from my coffee-stained lap, wishing I
hadn’t warmed the contents quite so much. Brim jumps over the center console onto my
shoulder as Dax follows her into the car. He settles himself into the passenger seat and pulls the
door shut. His hair is damp, and rain has soaked the shoulders of his jacket.“Liar,” he says, not
looking at me as he digs into a paper sack that he’s brought with him.“You used Brim to track
me?” I ask, not realizing that is still a sore spot until I say it. Brim and I share a special bond, and
because of it, she can find me anywhere. Simon exploited that fact to follow Daphne and me to
the Oracle in Las Vegas, and that unfortunate choice had resulted in both Simon’s and the
Oracle’s deaths. Brim might look like a harmless puff of fur, but Simon had made the mistake of
ignoring one of the most steadfast rules of the Underrealm: never get a hellcat angry.I scratch
Brim under her chin to let her know there are no hard feelings about her being used to find me
once again. Brim purrs next to my ear.“I used my common sense to find you,” Dax says. “Brim
came along for the ride. We brought you something.” He fishes in the paper sack.“If that’s
another taco, Hades help me …” Since Simon is gone, Dax has taken over most of our meals,
which means I’ve had more Mexican takeout in the last two weeks than I’d ever care to have in a
lifetime.“It’s chamomile tea,” he says, handing me a capped cup, and pulls out a second for
himself. It smells sweeter than the coffee I’ve been nursing all evening, like flowers and honey.
I’m about to take a tentative sip when he says, “It’ll help you sleep.”I put the tea in a cup holder. “I
don’t need help sleeping.”“Those dark circles under your eyes tell a different story.”“What I mean
is that I’m not going to sleep. Not when it’s raining.”“You need sleep. Go home.”Brim meows as if
agreeing with Dax. Furry little traitor.“Maybe you didn’t hear me: it’s raining. I can’t leave.”“Yeah,
Haden, I can see that,” he says, gesturing out the windshield. “And it’s just rain. There’s no
lightning. No thunder. Rain doesn’t always mean Skylords are about to swoop down on us.
Relax. We’re safe.”“You can’t know that.”“It’s been two weeks.”I don’t like being reminded how
much time has passed since we returned to Olympus Hills. I don’t know why I really expected
anything different, but part of me had thought we would have found the Key by now. Despite all
our searching, we haven’t made any progress. It’s like I can feel every second that ticks by
without the Key.It’s not just the rain that keeps me up at night. It’s the nightmares. The visions of



Keres ripping through the realms, devouring everything—and everyone …I know if I tell Dax
about my dreams, he will say that they were just that, dreams, but part of me worries they’re a
premonition of what is to come if we don’t find the Key. Just like the rain feels like an omen
now.As if something else were coming …“If the Skylords were coming for us, they would have
come by now,” Dax says, and I know my thoughts are painted on my face. All my life, I’ve
practiced hiding myself behind an expressionless mask—a necessary skill for someone from a
place where emotion and affection are considered weaknesses—but I seem to have lost my
knack for it of late. Ever since I let Daphne see the real me …“Deal with it, fearless leader; we got
away,” Dax says, and lifts his tea as if proposing a toast in my honor.A sick feeling washes over
me, and I know it’s not from my steady diet of fast-food tacos and coffee. I hit the lever for the
windshield wipers, wiping away a thick coat of rainwater. In the distance, I watch one of the lights
go out in Daphne’s house. It isn’t her window that goes dark, but I wonder if she was the one who
turned out the light. Can she see me out here now?Her bedroom is in the back of Joe’s mansion.
I’d contemplated climbing the fence and camping out under her window, but I’d barely gotten
past the point in which Daphne was referring to me as a creep and a stalker, so I didn’t want to
push my luck. Instead, I sit in my car like a sentinel. Making sure there’s no sign of
trouble.Making sure she’s safe.“You should tell her.” Dax’s voice is so quiet when he says it, I
almost wonder if he said anything at all. “No, wait, scratch that,” he says, bolder now. “You need
to tell her.”I raise an eyebrow with a noncommittal “Huh?”“That you’re in love with her, you
idiot.”Panic rises up my throat, burning like vomit. Admitting to myself that I am in love with
Daphne had been hard enough—and it had taken the imminent threat of my death to get me to
do it.“I can’t,” I say.Affection is weakness, I hear my father’s voice echoing in my head. My jaw
aches as I remember his ringed hand slamming into my face when I was a small child. I’d been
punished, disowned, stripped of my honor because I’d shown affection for my mother when she
died. My love for her had caused me to take a stand against my father, and I’d lost just about
everything because of it.Dax shifts in his seat. “Despite what your father and Master Crue and all
the other Heirs may have taught you, loving someone isn’t a sin. It isn’t a crime, either.”Love gave
you strength. That’s what Daphne had told me when I related the story of my mother’s death to
her. Deep down, I’d known she was right. And I know that my love for Daphne was what gave me
the strength to stand up to Ren once more—to try to weave my own destiny. But the idea of
telling her terrifies me more than the threat of the Skylords and the wrath of the Court combined
—because I turned my back on the Underrealm, my father, my chance to be his heir, gave up
being a prince, and possibly endangered all the realms, because of my love for Daphne.That
love is all I have left.It’s the only thing that gives me hope.And if I confess to her and learn that
she does not reciprocate my feelings—then I will have truly lost everything.My fingers shake as I
reach for what remains of my coffee cup instead of the chamomile tea. “I can’t,” I say again. Even
if I wanted to tell Daphne, I wouldn’t be able to find the words.Against my will, my thoughts flit to
Rowan—my twin brother, the one my father and the Court would have chosen as the Champion
to collect Daphne if the Oracle of Elysium had not intervened. Rowan was the one who had a gift



for words. He was the smart one. The cunning one.A small smile plays on my lips because I like
to think that even Rowan, with all his manipulative skills, wouldn’t have been able to trick Daphne
into falling in love with him enough to return with him to the Underrealm. She’d have seen right
through his lies. As far as I know, my brother is incapable of loving anyone other than himself. All
he cares about are power and pride.Then again, only four months ago, before I was sent to the
mortal world, before I met Daphne, before I refused to hand her over to my father, all anyone
would have said I cared about was getting my honor back.But I proved I wouldn’t sacrifice her to
do it. Rowan would have handed Daphne over without blinking, if he were in my place. He would
have done anything necessary to succeed where I had failed.Dax clears his throat, pulling my
thoughts away from Rowan.“So are you hoping that, by sitting outside her house every night,
she’ll figure it out on her own?”“I don’t sit out here every night. Only when it’s raining.”“It’s
January in California. It’s rained every night.”“It didn’t rain yesterday.”“And yet you still found a
reason to stay here half the night.”“There was rain in the forecast. I needed to know she was
safe.”“Harpies, Haden. Sometimes rain is just rain. Come home. Unless you know something I
don’t know?”I hesitate for a moment. There was something—something I saw when we stopped
for breakfast at that diner outside Vegas. The same one where Daphne, Garrick, and I had
stopped for lunch on our way to find Sarah, the Oracle, and ended up meeting up with Tobin and
Lexie. Thinking we were in the clear after we escaped the rain, we’d stopped for sustenance and
to retrieve Lexie’s car. I hadn’t thought anything of the trucker who had been in the diner when
we stopped there the first time—just a man in a hat with a scruffy beard who seemed to like pink,
creamy looking drinks—but when I saw him there again, at four in the morning no less, I’d
started to worry.I watched him down two of those pink drinks while the others ate piles of what
Daphne had referred to as “buttermilk pancakes,” then he threw a few bills on the counter and
left without giving us a second glance. I’d let myself relax then, even grunted in response when
Daphne dared me to try bacon dipped in maple syrup, thinking I’d been a complete lunatic for
being anxious about the man—but then I could have sworn that, through the diner’s dirty
windows, I saw the man’s truck rumble to life before he even got inside it. As if he’d started it with
the brush of his hand over the hood. Like the way I could start my Tesla with my lightning
powers.Much to the others’ protests, I’d insisted we leave as soon as the trucker pulled out of
the parking lot. I didn’t mention what I saw because I didn’t see the man or his truck on the road.
He wasn’t following us, and he wasn’t up ahead. I’d convinced myself that having my soul fried
less than twenty-four hours before, followed by the tense drive out of the canyon, was making my
mind play tricks on me. (For all I knew, there had been someone else in the truck to begin with.)
And I didn’t feel like contradicting my passengers, who were treating me like I was some kind of
Hercules for successfully executing our daring escape from Ellis.My pride had gotten the better
of me then, but the more days that passed and the more rain that fell, I had started to wonder if
we had really escaped at all.“No … It’s just a feeling,” I say, my pride getting to me once again.
“You know. As if I’m still being followed.”“They didn’t follow us.”“You’re the one who is always
telling me to trust my instincts.”“Right … But, you know, if someone were watching us, you sitting



outside her house every night is pretty much the same as erecting a huge, Vegas-style THE
CYPHER LIVES HERE neon sign, right?”I hadn’t thought of that.“And if you kill yourself via sleep
deprivation, then you’ll truly be no use to anyone.” Dax places his hand on my shoulder, next to a
now-sleeping Brim. “How about you let me take up the watch tonight so you can go home and
sleep? There is that school thing tomorrow and all.”I try to take a sip of my coffee but all I find are
the scalded dregs in my charred cup. Brim’s purring snores next to my ear seem particularly
hypnotic. My eyelids feel heavy as I look up at Daphne’s house. All the lights are out now. I’m not
going to be much use at school if I fall asleep in class. With Simon gone and Daphne knowing
the truth, I normally wouldn’t see the point in continuing with the school charade—except I don’t
like the idea of leaving Daphne unprotected all day long. Besides, I welcome the excuse to
actually be close to her, instead of sitting outside her house at night.I look out over the lake
across the street from Daphne’s quiet home and notice that the rain is finally starting to let up. I
contemplate going home to sleep so I’ll be prepared for tomorrow. My fingers are on the ignition
button, ready to start the car, when a bolt of lightning rips the sky above the lake. Rolling thunder
explodes with it, causing me to flinch at the nearness. But in the half second before my eyes
clamp shut, I think I see someone standing on the lakeshore. Staring at me. When my eyes open
another half second later, no one is there.I jump out of my car and run toward the lake. The wet
sand on the shore grips at my shoes, slowing my pace. Dax follows, calling, “What are you
doing, Haden?” as if he hadn’t seen anything. Brim yowls in protest over having been awoken so
abruptly, sinking her claws into my shoulder.I cast about in the rain, but I don’t see anyone. I start
to think I’d imagined seeing someone—perhaps I’d drifted momentarily asleep—but I make out
what looks like a pair of boot prints in the sand before the lapping water of the lake washes them
away.“There,” I say, pointing to the now-gone prints. “Didn’t you see him?”“Him?” Dax shakes his
head. “I saw lightning, but nothing else.”I stand on the beach, frantically searching the shoreline
with my eyes, that creeping feeling that I am being watched plaguing me. The rain, lighter than
before but still a steady downpour, soaks through my thin shirt. Brim jumps from my shoulder
and bounds back to the car, seeking shelter from the rain.“Come on,” Dax says. “It was just
lightning. You don’t want to be standing in the water if it strikes again.”I cross my arms for warmth
and turn back toward Daphne’s house, watching for any signs of trouble. Any thoughts of
leaving, and any sleepiness, have vanished. I don’t care if I have to stand in the rain all night; I’ll
do whatever it takes to keep Daphne safe.chapter twoDAPHNEI ask the raindrops on the
windowsill to dance, and they listen. Four little drops pucker and roll along the painted wood to
form a circle of dots just below my fingertips. They twist and twirl, like they’re performing a
miniature ballet to the tune I hum. I raise my fingertip, along with my pitch, and one of the drops
lifts off the sill and quivers and swirls in midair, following my command. I concentrate harder as I
sing a high note, and the other three drops follow the first, leaping up into the air at my will.I’ve
always been able to hear the tones and melodies that every living thing puts off—like the world is
a symphony that only I can hear—but learning that I can use those tones to influence the
elements is a new and exhilarating feeling. A warm, pulsating sensation encircles me, and I feel



calm, in control, for the first time since I was awoken by a crash of thunder in the middle of the
night.It’s even more reassuring than knowing that Haden was standing guard outside during the
night. I’d seen him sitting below my bedroom window, settled into one of the deck chairs beside
the pool, when I’d gotten up to get a glass of water about an hour after the lightning crash had
woken me. Only a few weeks ago, I would have called him on it—but the almost constant
evening rain since we escaped the Skylords has me on edge.Which is why being able to
manipulate these raindrops makes me feel more in control. Like if I practice this newfound power
enough, I’ll be able to protect myself.It’s not that I don’t appreciate Haden’s efforts—the boy
sleeps in the rain for me, after all. It’s not that I doubt his abilities. And it’s certainly not that his
mere nearness doesn’t make me acutely aware of his … prowess.Maybe it’s because of what
happened with Joe. Maybe it’s because I still don’t understand the why of it all—why Haden
would chose me over his father. Or maybe it’s because I still have a hard time accepting the
concept of fate. Even though Sarah had said that Haden’s and my destinies were irrevocably
intertwined, I don’t want to rely on the idea that someone will always be there for me.Even if part
of me wants him to be.The water droplets’ dance slows with my lack of concentration. Returning
my focus to them, I lift my voice in a few high, staccato notes, and raindrops jump along to the
sound, almost as if I’ve given them life. A smile spreads across my face.Yeah, I could get used to
this.“Oi, Daphne?” Joe says in his British accent from behind me.I startle. The water droplets
splat onto the sill, lifeless once more. I spin around, afraid I’ve been caught, and try to come up
with an explanation for what he may have just witnessed. Whatever this new power is, whatever
it means, I’m not ready to share it yet. Especially with someone I don’t know how to trust
anymore.But Joe doesn’t seem to have seen anything out of the ordinary. Instead, he’s standing
half in and half out of my bedroom doorway, looking down at the large package in his arms.“I
called up the stairs but you didn’t hear me,” he says, as if he’s apologizing for invading my wing
of the mansion. We’ve pretty much been keeping to our own parts of the house since we
returned from Ellis. “My courier just dropped this off. It’s the package from your mother. I thought
you’d want it right away.”“Oh yeah, of course,” I say, pulling the window shut, like I’m afraid the
raindrops are going to start spontaneously dancing again behind me. “Bring it in.”Joe takes a few
apprehensive steps into my bedroom and sets the hefty box on my bed. He backs away,
wringing his hands as I approach, and stands again in that noncommittal fashion in my doorway.
He acts like he isn’t watching as I open the box.Inside are two presents wrapped in red paper—
the Christmas gifts from my mother that I never got to open—and a third present in sparkling
silver paper, done up with more ribbons than should be legal (a gift from Jonathan, I know
without even looking at the card). Tears prick at the backs of my eyes, and I set those aside,
waiting to have my own private belated Christmas when Joe isn’t watching.The rest of the box is
filled with stacks of papers and a few books and a small, carved wood figurine of a rose. They’re
all things that my Ellis Fields best friend, CeCe—who, it turns out, is really my Olympus Hills best
friend, Tobin’s long-lost sister, Abbie—left behind in her apartment before disappearing from
Ellis. It makes me shudder as I think that the five years of her life she’d spent in Ellis Fields could



all be fit inside this box.I’d left Ellis with Haden and the others in such a hurry, I hadn’t thought to
look through CeCe’s things, so when I got home and started kicking myself for the oversight, I
convinced Jonathan to send whatever he could find of hers. I was grateful that he agreed,
especially since my mom hadn’t been responding to any of my texts or messages since she’d
returned from Salt Lake City with Jonathan to learn from her shopgirl, Indie, that I had returned to
Ellis with some friends for only a few hours and then taken off again before even seeing her, and
that I wasn’t going to be there for Christmas break, after all.That had been one of the two
promises I had made to her when I chose to move to Olympus Hills with Joe: that I would be
home for Christmas—the other promise being that “I cross my heart and hope to die, I won’t go
running off with some guy.” And now after fleeing Ellis with Haden to go looking for the Key, I felt
I’d broken both of those promises to her.At the time, it had seemed vitally important that we leave
Ellis immediately. The fate of the whole world seemed to rest on our quest to find the Key. But
two weeks later, with nothing but raw fingers from flipping page after page in the town archives;
newly healing blisters on my palms from digging up the grove—the place we had all thought to
be the most likely candidate for where Orpheus had stashed the Key of Hades—and aching feet
from walking every inch of Olympus Hills, searching out alternative possible hiding places; I was
beginning to think I had broken those promises for nothing.At least Joe had taken the bullet for
me over the Christmas thing. When my mom found out I was skipping out on the holidays with
her, the phone call that followed can only be described as epic. Luckily, Joe had taken the phone
from me and informed her he’d become lonely without his only child around the house and
ordered me back to California on the next flight out of Utah, or else he was going to revoke my
tuition to Olympus Hills High. I could hear her screaming through the receiver from the next
room. The fact that he had just stood there, taking the verbal beating, had almost made me
soften toward him.Almost.There’s no time to really get into CeCe’s things before leaving for
school, but I give the box a cursory search, wishing for something—anything—that I might be
able to offer Tobin when I see him at school. Something to give him hope that his sister can be
found. Searching for the Key is proving more impossible than I could have imagined, which
makes finding CeCe all the more important. Like it’s something I can actually do.Joe clears his
throat. It almost sounds like he’s choking. “I made breakfast,” he says. “I even managed not to
burn a couple of pieces of bacon. They’re yours … if you want to join me?”I look up from the box
and meet his eyes just long enough to read the real question behind his words: Have you
forgiven me yet?I drop my gaze to the box again and see a green leather-bound book sticking
out from under a stack of receipts. I pull it out, open it, and find pages filled with CeCe’s flowery
handwriting. I scan a couple of pages and realize it’s a diary. This could actually be helpful.Joe
shifts heavily in the doorway, waiting for my answer about breakfast.“I’m not hungry,” I finally say,
but the growl from my stomach at the smell of bacon wafting up the grand staircase gives away
my lie.Still, even if I could stomach a home-cooked meal—more like a home-destroyed meal
when it comes to Joe—I’m not ready to share a table or a real conversation with my father.As
much as I would like to forgive him, I can’t. And I’m afraid if we even talk about what happened,



I’ll feel just like I did when I first heard his confession. When the music in my head stopped and
all I could feel was sorrow.“Are you sure? I made blueberry pancakes. Well, I ran out of
blueberries because I forgot to put eggs in the first batch and kinda scorched the second batch,
so I had to use some strawberries to beef up the third. But they smell pretty good. Marta even
tried one, and she’s not dead yet, so …” He smiles, looking so hopeful, I almost don’t want to
burst his bubble.“But I would die if I ate them,” I say, tucking the diary into my tote bag. “Or at
least get all puffy and need to go to the emergency room. I’m allergic to strawberries.”Joe goes
from hopeful to crestfallen to panicked in a matter of a second. “What? I’m so sorry, Daph. I
didn’t know.”“How would you?” I zip up my bag and hitch it over my shoulder. “You sold my soul
to the Underrealm in order to become a rock star. It’s not like you’re going to be up for any Father
of the Year Awards anytime soon.”“Right,” he says, going back to crestfallen. He wipes his hands
on his apron and moves like he’s going to leave me in peace. Reconsidering, he turns back.
“Yesterday was New Year’s, Daphne. Can’t we leave the past in the past and start over fresh?”I
pick up my phone and send a text to Tobin, who’s been in mother-imposed lockdown since we
returned from Ellis.I’ve got something you need to see. We’re all meeting in the music room @ 7
a.m. Hope you can make it.I slip the phone in my back pocket and glance at Joe. “I need to meet
the others before class.”“It’s been two weeks …,” Joe starts, but I lift my hand in a stop
gesture.“Two weeks isn’t long enough in the past to leave it there,” I say, and then bite my tongue.
I am not going to talk about this. I can’t talk about this. “I don’t want to be late meeting the others.
I need to go.”With school starting again today, we all know it is only going to get harder to find the
time to look for the Key, so Haden called a “war meeting” of sorts before class so we can report
back on the different angles we’d all been investigating over the break.There was a part of me
that had believed we would find the Key before winter vacation was over—that all this
Underrealm-Cypher-Compass-Kronolithe craziness would be solved before classes started up
again—but I realize now that had been a completely naïve notion. None of us even knows what
the Key looks like—is it as big as a staff or as small as a car key? And without the Compass …A
hollowness fills me when I think of the Compass. Sarah had said that the Compass had been
meant for me—that she had been waiting centuries to hand me my destiny—but it had been
ripped away from me only minutes later.I hadn’t wanted it when Sarah had first offered it to me,
but ever since the mysterious “Motorcycle Man” stole it during the fight with Simon at the
hospital, I felt like a piece of me had gone with it.And without the Compass, I fear we will never
find the Key.Joe gestures at the box of papers and scraps. “I can help you with your research.”“I
don’t need help.”Another lie.“Play rehearsals start up again this week, Daphne,” Joe says
tentatively. “If you’re going to continue in the part of Eurydice, you can’t avoid me forever.”I
sigh.“That is, if you intend to keep the part?”Once again, I catch the real question in his eyes.
Will you ever be able to forgive me?“We’ll see,” I say, heading for the door.He steps aside and
lets me go.chapter threeTOBINRelief fills me when I find the house strangely empty this
morning. Usually, on a school day, when I come down for breakfast, there’s already a house full
of maids, our latest cook trying to follow Dad’s clipped instructions on how to make a proper



vegan omelet (I have no idea what is in that shiz—and my dad isn’t even a vegan) while my
mother, Madam Mayor, sits at the table with an espresso and gluten-free toast, going over her
schedule with her assistant, or squeezing in a FaceTime call with my brother, Sage, before he
leaves his penthouse apartment for class at MIT. I used to love our morning routine. It was the
baseline of normalcy to me. But I wouldn’t be able to sit through it today, knowing it’s all a
lie.Mom hasn’t come out of her room yet even though she’s usually up at the crack of dawn. I
thought I heard her on the phone, or at least engaged in an exasperated one-sided
conversation, when I passed her door. I definitely heard her say the name Simon before I ducked
away. If she’s trying to locate him, she’s going to have a hell of a time. The house staff must not
be back from their holiday vacation, and I have no idea where Dad is but he doesn’t seem to be
home, so my timing couldn’t be better.Skipping breakfast, I head straight for Mom’s office. The
door is locked—she’s been doing that since she caught Daphne and me in there the night of the
music department’s party—so I grab the spare key that’s hidden in a hollowed-out copy of
Machiavelli’s The Prince on the shelf in Dad’s study. My parents don’t know I know about that.
Nor that I know our family’s dirtiest secrets.Once inside her office, I bypass the glass cases
housing her antiquities collection and go for the built-in mahogany cabinets where she keeps her
mayoral-related files. I figure if I can start where I left off, then maybe I can pick up the trail again.
I’m not sure what I’m looking for—something that might help Daphne and Haden find this Key of
Hades, or anything—anything at all—that might help Dax and me track down Abbie.I don’t have
the foggiest idea of where they’ve gotten in either search, because I’ve been grounded (aka
under house arrest) for the last two weeks for taking off for a couple of days without telling my
parents. My incarceration was my own damn fault.I’d gotten more than I’d bargained for on that
trip—like the realization that my own mother was in cahoots with the real bad guys and the
knowledge that my sister had been living under a false identity for the last few years in Daphne’s
hometown. Not to mention my joining up with a quest to find the Key of Hades before the end of
the world comes. As far as my parents are concerned, I’d been yucking it up with friends in Las
Vegas, so I can’t really blame them, but the punishment has majorly cramped my ability to help
out with both the search for Abbie’s new whereabouts and this all-powerful Key.But since the
world hasn’t ended yet nor my long-lost sister shown up on my doorstep, I figured both searches
were probably still under way, so I’ve been conducting what little research I can do within in the
confines of my internment. As in, sneaking into my mother’s office whenever she isn’t hovering
over my shoulder.With school starting up again and my finally getting some freedom back, I am
determined to have something useful to offer the group when I see them again. Only, so far, all
I’ve been able to find out is that the Olympus Hills master-planned community dates back only
about sixty years. But the land itself has been owned by the rich and sometimes notorious for as
far back as I was able to go. At one point, the land was even owned by a branch of the Spanish
royal family in the 1700s.I skim through the files in one of my mother’s private cabinets. Another
surge of anger flows through me when I see the file folder that holds the names of girls—my own
sister’s included—who’ve gone missing from town during the last fifty years. I skip over it and



keep flipping through files until I see an older portfolio folder labeled O.H. SURVEYANCE. I pull
out the folder, thinking it might be useful. Inside, I find a stack of what looks like old geological
maps of the Olympus Hills area. A couple toward the back are yellowed and brittle, and look like
they were hand drawn, with handwritten labels like what you’d expect on a pirate’s treasure
map.I hear a door slam upstairs, followed by my mother calling my name. My phone, which I had
only been granted back post-grounding from my mother’s clutches late last night, chimes loudly
with an incoming text. I curse myself for not setting it to silent before infiltrating enemy lines. I pull
it from my pocket and see it’s a message from Daphne, asking me to meet her at school, before I
switch it off.As quickly as I can, I slip the entire folder inside my old guitar case and close the
cabinet drawer. I hear my mother calling me again, and this time it sounds like she’s headed
down the stairs. I jog quietly through the door with my backpack and guitar case, lock it, return
the key, and head for the kitchen. As I round the corner, I almost run right into Mom. She jumps
like I’m some sort of monster leaping out at her.“There you are,” she says, clutching her silk
kimono to her chest. She’s not wearing her usual makeup, and her face seems puffy and
splotched, like she hasn’t been sleeping well. “Why didn’t you answer when I
called?”“Bathroom,” I snap.She blinks at my curt tone, and I realize I’m letting my anger show too
much.I try to dial it back. “It’s my fault. I called back, but I must not have been loud enough for
you to hear me,” I say, with the politeness that she expects, but it physically pains me to do so
when all I want is to yell and rage at her. But I’d promised Daphne and Haden I wouldn’t let on
that I know she’s been aiding in the kidnappings of the daughters of Olympus Hills, not to
mention that she was involved in what happened to my own sister.“And what are you doing with
that?” she asks, pointing at my guitar case. For half a second, I worry that maybe the Underlords
have gifted her with X-ray vision, like the strange powers Simon had, and she can see the file
folder inside the case. But then she goes on in her best tiger-mom tone: “I thought we agreed
last year that you would give up guitar in favor of violin.”I hate the violin and she knows it. I want
to be the next Frank Sinatra or Bruno Mars, not the next Hiroaki Yura. I swear sometimes my
mom gives me this look like she questions if I’m really half Asian.“I can do both,” I say. “Mr.
Morgan wants me to play a little in the opera. Daphne said she’d teach me a few new things after
school.”She narrows her eyes, and I realize I’ve said exactly the wrong thing. “And when have
you been speaking to Daphne? You were grounded for a reason, and I’ve told you how I feel
about you spending extra time with that girl.”I’d never admitted it but when I didn’t come home for
two days, my mom had assumed it had something to do with Daphne. She’d been in a total
panic when I finally returned. Maybe she’d thought I’d been spirited off by a group of Underlords.
Though she hadn’t seemed to mind that idea when she promised to trade my sister for the
capital she needed to get her wind energy company up and running. I bite my tongue, forcing
myself not to mention any of this to her. She takes my silence for insolence.“I don’t have time for
your teen angst, Tobin. Clearly, you need to be further reminded of your responsibilities to this
family and the proper behavior that your father and I expect. You will be home straight after
school today, no excuses.”“But …”“Don’t even start with me today, young man. I do not have the



patience. This house, your school, that fancy music program I indulge you with, even though you
should be applying to MIT, like Sage; you have no idea the lengths I go to so you and your
brother can have a good life.”My anger twists into a knot inside my chest. So she’s saying that
what she did to Abbie is my fault? So I can have this life? Her phone starts ringing in her hand.
“Actually, I think I know exactly what you’re capable of doing,” I whisper under my breath.“What
was that?” she asks.I shake my head. “Yes, ma’am. I’ll be home right after school.”She eyes me
for a second, and I worry she may have heard what I’d originally said over the shrill ring of her
phone. She checks her caller ID, and a frantic look crosses her eyes.“You should answer that,” I
say, and leave.As I head into the foyer, I hear her say into her phone, “No, Marta, still nothing
from Simon. I have no idea—” before she shuts herself into her office.So my mother knows
Marta as well as Simon? I shouldn’t be surprised. Joe had postulated that the reason Abbie had
fled from her life of hiding as CeCe Caelum in Ellis Fields is because she must have recognized
Marta, Joe’s assistant and Simon’s lackey, when they came to move Daphne to Olympus Hills.I
make a mental note to look into what Marta might know about Abbie’s second disappearance
and then pull out my phone. On my way to the car, with my guitar case packed with stolen maps,
I respond to Daphne’s text: I might have something, too. Can’t wait to see what you found. Be
there in ten.chapter fourHADEN“You don’t look so good,” Daphne says to me as I enter the
music room a half hour before school is supposed to begin. She’s holding a green book open in
front of her, and what looks like a breakfast of a protein bar and a can of root beer. “Rough night?
Rain keep you up?” There’s a challenging edge to her voice, and I wonder if she knows that I
camped outside her window for most of the night.My throat is sore, my ears feel strangely heavy,
and I can barely keep my eyes open, but I only shrug in response. I don’t feel like getting into it
with her. I might slip and say too much.She looks like she’s about to question me further, but her
attention is pulled away when Tobin and Lexie come through the door behind her.“Tobin!” she
says, jumping out of her seat, that green book still clutched in her hand. “Finally. Two weeks is
too long.”A flash of jealousy runs up my spine as I watch her embrace Tobin in an enthusiastic
hug. His face brightens for a moment as he greets her in return, then falls into an expression that
I recognize as a mask used to hold back a flood of emotion. I know the look because it’s one I’ve
practiced all my life.“Remind me to leave a note the next time we run off to Vegas, then,” Tobin
says. “My mom is the queen of grounding.”“At least she doesn’t have the power to have you
executed, like my father,” I say. It was meant to be an aside to myself, but they all stare at me.“No,
but she does go around handing innocent teen girls over to him for profit,” Tobin says, “so you
don’t exactly have the corner on the market of evil parents.”I glare at him. If he really wants to
split hairs over whose parent is more—“Okay, awkward,” Lexie says, settling into her desk with
some type of bright purple smoothie in one hand and a cup of steaming coffee in the other. “Who
peed in your guys’ Cheerios this morning?”“I don’t think Haden’s been sleeping very well,”
Daphne says. She doesn’t meet my eyes; instead, she traces her fingers over the cover of her
book.I blink and temper myself, realizing that my long night has me as cantankerous as a
Gorgon. I should be as happy as Daphne to see Tobin, considering he risked his neck with the



rest of us in coming back to Olympus, and was in an extra-precarious situation, living with his
mother. Who knows what she would do if she found out we’re onto her secret life?“Gang’s all
here?” Dax says, ushering a very non-enthusiastic-looking Garrick, my Lesser half brother and
recently former servant, into the room in front of him and breaking the tense mood. “We’ve only
got a few minutes before classes start. Anyone find anything new?”I shake my head. Not
because I don’t have anything to report to the group since our last strategy meeting, but
because I don’t want to tell the others about the person—or nonperson—whom I saw on the
beach last night. Since Dax insisted he hadn’t seen anything, and nothing had happened
afterward, I was trying to convince myself that it was merely a mirage.“I have my Sopranos
researching different places in California that have either the words devil, god, key, or hidden in
their names,” Lexie says. “They’re in the dark as to why, of course.”Leave it to Lexie to use her
little mafia of minions to do her dirty work.“There’s a place called Devil’s Pitchfork in the Mojave
Desert that’s topping the list at the moment. Maybe we need to take a little field trip this
weekend.”“Sounds interesting,” Dax says.“I still think it’s here,” Daphne says, lowering her book.
“It has to be.”It was Daphne’s insistence that the Key must be hidden in Olympus Hills that sent
us back here. Her logic had been solid: if Orpheus had escaped from the Underrealm with the
Key through Persephone’s Gate, which was located on the grove island of the lake in the center
of Olympus Hills, while being pursued by a pack of Keres, he wouldn’t have gotten very far with
his contraband. Therefore he must have hidden it somewhere close or within the town’s
boundaries. Even after our searches turned up nothing, she still clung to the idea when the rest
of us were ready to move on. The cursed Key could be all the way in Greenland, for all we
knew.“I still think it’s in the grove,” Daphne says. “I’m guessing Orpheus ditched it the second he
made it through the gate. If we dig around a little more …”“No way,” Garrick says. “We’ve turned
that place inside out.”“I’m with the kid,” Lexie says. Garrick tosses her a death glare for being
referred to as an infant goat, but she doesn’t seem to notice. “My manicurist threatened to fire
me as her client if I keep disrespecting her handiwork. I was not made for digging in dirt.”“I think
Daphne’s right,” Tobin says.Lexie and Garrick groan. “That’s because you haven’t been here,”
Lexie says. “You’ve been lounging about in the cushy king-sized bed of yours while the rest of us
have been searching. I have blisters.”“My blisters have blisters,” Garrick says.“I haven’t just been
lounging in bed.” Tobin’s cheeks darken. “I’ve been investigating my mother’s files. I took some
maps from my mother’s office, and I think I found something. One of the maps looks like the
original plans for Olympus Hills, drawn up decades ago.” He sets his guitar case on the desks in
front of me and opens the latches. Just when I think he’s planning on serenading us, he pulls a
large folder from inside the case. He sets out map after map on the surrounding desks.“I think
this one is the oldest,” he says, pointing at a map that is brittle and yellow. “And this is the most
recent.” He indicates one on clean white paper. “I think it matches the brochures my mom
passes out to prospective residents.”“Oh, I think I have one of those,” Daphne says, riffling in her
tote bag. She pulls out a crumpled pamphlet and spreads it out with the other papers, then
stands inspecting them while hugging her green book to her chest.Dax and I huddle around the



maps with her and Tobin as Lexie drinks her smoothie, watching us with uninterest. Garrick lies
on top of a couple of desks, as if he’s going to take a nap.“Do you see it?” Tobin asks.I study the
maps in front of me. On the oldest map, the area is a wooded wilderness and there isn’t a lake. I
remember Simon telling me that the Olympus Hills lake was man-made, but I wonder when it
was excavated. I scan the maps and land on one that’s yellowed at the edges, but not yet brittle. I
notice a handwritten note in the corner: OH prospective ver. 1. I compare it with the WELCOME
TO OLYMPUS HILLS, A LUXURY MASTER-PLANNED COMMUNITY! brochure.“Does anyone
else notice something missing from this map?” Tobin asks, pointing at what I assume to be the
original design for the Olympus Hills community.I give it another inspection, and something
catches my attention.“The grove,” Tobin answers his own question before I can respond. “The
smaller island of the lake where the grove is, it’s not in this plan. Everything else is the same as
the brochure, the island for the school, Olympus Row, the walking paths around the lake.
Everything except the grove …”“Like someone changed the plan,” Daphne says. “Perhaps
someone who knew there was something special about the grove?”“No way. You guys, get this,”
Lexie says, paying attention now. “After Pear was attacked and Tobin and Daphne found her on
the grove’s island, I overheard my dad talking to Bridgette’s father—he’s on the school board.
Anyway, Bridgette’s dad said that several parents had been lobbying for the board to make some
sort of rule, banning students from cutting through the grove to get to school. He said there had
even been a proposal to tear the island down, but that it would be impossible. And he said it like
that, like it was all weighted, and my dad nodded like he knew what he was talking about. At the
time, I thought they were talking about the expense. But what if it really is impossible to tear
down the grove—and that’s why the lake ended up different from what’s on the original plans?
Like when they tried to excavate the grove, it was, like, protected or something.”“Or that the
grove is protecting something,” Daphne says excitedly. “That makes total sense! I knew the Key
had to be there.”Garrick groans from his makeshift bed. “Uh, yeah, the grove is protecting
something: Persephone’s Gate,” he says, like we’re all a bunch of addled idiots. “I imagine if there
were Underlord emissaries involved in the design of the town, they wouldn’t fancy the gate
opening up underwater. It doesn’t mean the Key is there, too. As we’ve already proven. If it were
buried there, we would have already unearthed it.”I agree with Garrick’s point but Daphne looks
so crestfallen over his doubt that I contemplate placing my hand on her back in order to reassure
her. But would she just find that too forward? Would it be more appropriate to place my hand on
her shoulder? But the small of her back seems more appealing. More intimate. I shake the
thought off and stretch my fingers toward her arm to give it a platonic but assuring pat, but she
steps away before I get the chance. I tuck my hand behind my back as if nothing happened, and
she flops down at her desk and flips open her green book with irritated abruptness.“He’s right,”
Lexie says, her interest returning to her smoothie. “My money is still on the Mojave Desert lead.
Though I’m not picking up a shovel again. Not here. And certainly not in the desert.”“Whatever,”
Tobin mumbles, and picks up a couple of the maps as if he’s about to pack them away.“These
are still useful,” I say to him. “Can I hang on to them? I might be able to find some more



inconsistencies. Perhaps there’s another—”“I think I’ve got something,” Daphne says, cutting me
off. She waves that book of hers in the air, excitedly.“What is that?” I ask. She hasn’t set the book
down once all morning—almost like it has some strange hold over her.“It’s CeCe’s—I mean,
Abbie’s—diary from before she ran away.”“Really?” Tobin and Dax say almost in unison.“Look at
this,” Daphne says, handing the book to Tobin. “She talks about the grove in here.”Tobin takes
the book from her. He stares at the lined pages for a moment, as though seeing his sister’s
handwriting is like looking at a ghost. He clears his throat and reads the passage Daphne
indicates out loud: “ ‘I feel as if the grove was created for keeping secrets. It’s like I can feel them
buried here. And it holds so many of mine. I tell everyone I go there to rehearse my lines for
drama class, but that is only half the truth. I’ve been practicing using my powers. With Dax’s help,
I managed to create a few sparks in the palm of my hand last night. I wish I could tell Tobin—he’d
probably think I’m like a character in one of his comic books. A superhero. He’s the only one in
my family who would get it—who gets me. He’s not like Mom or Dad or Sage, who are so
practical and analytical all the time. They have absolutely no imagination. But I can’t tell Tobin,
either. I just don’t think he’s old enough to understand what it all really means. He won’t
understand why I have to leave.…’ ” Tobin’s voice catches, and it takes him a moment to go on.
His eyes scan the page, and it seems as though he’s skipped forward when he starts reading
again. “ ‘For now my secrets will have to stay buried in the grove with all the others.’ ” Tobin
closes the book as if it pains him to read any more.“You see, the grove,” Daphne says quietly,
giving Abbie’s words reverence. “I’m telling you, that’s where this town’s secrets lie. The Key is
there.”“That sounds like a pretty big reach to me,” Garrick says, covering his head with his
crossed arms. “So some half-Skylord chick used to go there to keep her dirty little secrets;
doesn’t mean the key is hidden there, too.”“That half Skylord is my sister. Don’t talk about her
that way,” Tobin says, and I can practically feel anger rolling off him. I cannot help but worry that
with all the new, not-exactly-pleasant information he’s had to absorb in the last few weeks, Tobin
is like a hellcat ready to “Hulk out” (as Daphne put it) if he gets pushed one too many times.“I
don’t think it’s a coincidence.” Without any hesitance, Daphne places her hand on Tobin’s
shoulder as if she could sense him about to snap. Actually, knowing Daphne, I bet she could
probably hear the notes of Tobin’s anger filling the room. I still don’t understand her ability to hear
the tones and emotions that living things put off, but I do know that she’s used it three times to
save our lives, so I’m not going to question its oddness. But I also don’t need to linger on the
sight of her touching his shoulder.I look away, clutching my own hand behind my back. Dax
catches my eye and gives me a look like I should make some sort of decision. “Lead,” he
mouths, reminding me that I am supposed to be in charge of this bickering group. They’d all left
the safety of Ellis in order to follow me.“Daphne is the Cypher,” I say in a tone befitting a captain.
“She’s the one who is supposed to be able to find the Key, so if she thinks it’s in the grove, then
we must have missed something.”Daphne smiles at me, and Tobin and Dax both give me nods.
Even Garrick deigns to uncover his face. Lexie takes a sip of coffee, but at least she seems to be
listening.I stand up straighter, ready to lead the charge. “I say we go to the grove now and we



don’t stop looking until we find something.” I smack the desk beside me for emphasis.“Um,
now?” Daphne says, sinking back into her chair. “Class is about to start. You know Mr. Morgan is
kind of insane about attendance.”“Who cares about Mr. Morgan?” I ask.“Um, me,” Lexie
says.“Me, too,” Tobin says.“Especially me,” Daphne says.“You were the one who was insisting
that we needed to search the grove again,” I say, my frustration edging into anger.“Yeah, but not
this second. I told you I’d help you find the Key, but I’m not jeopardizing my standing in this
program because of it,” Daphne says. “I’ve told you before, I’m helping you because I want to go
back to my normal life. Well, as normal as it was before I found out I’m the Cypher.”I want to
argue with her, but I know it’s pointless. I turn to Dax instead. He was the one who had wanted
me to step up and take control. He was the one who declared, back in Ellis, that he would follow
my lead anywhere.He shrugs. “There’s a new teacher starting today. I’m supposed to give him
the grand tour and all that this morning. We can go after school.”I purse my lips and resist the
urge to throw my hands up in the air. That would be expressing too much emotion.“Wherever it’s
hidden,” Dax says, “it’s been there for a few millennia, and it will still be there in a few
hours.”“Fine, after school, then. But nothing is stopping us.”“I’m out,” Garrick says. “I’ve got plans
to watch the cheerleaders practice after school.” He jumps up from where he’s been lying, with a
newfound energy, and heads for the door.“Garrick, wait. I’m not done—”He reels around. “You’re
done as far as I’m concerned. You’re not a Champion anymore, which means I don’t have to
listen to you anymore. I’ll do whatever the Tartarus I want with my time. And breaking my back
with your fool’s errand doesn’t fit into my schedule today.”I make a move to stop him—rebuke
him for his disrespect—but instead I let him open the door to leave. He’s right. I don’t have any
real authority over him anymore.“Have any of you idiots stopped to consider that we can’t find
the Key without the Compass? Isn’t that what the Oracle said?” Garrick says this like it’s
supposed to be a slap in the face and then goes, leaving the door wide open behind him.
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ByteMe, “Addictive! I need the third book now.. The Eternity Key is the second book in the Into
the Dark Series. The books must be read in order to understand the story. This book is told from
Daphne, Haden, and Tobin’s POV. It is a young adult urban fantasy/Greek mythology book. The
story involves the Persephone/Hades and Orpheus myths plus a small bit about Eros and
Psyche myth.The Eternity Key picks up about two weeks after The Shadow Prince Ends.
Daphne, Haden, Tobin, Dax, Garrick, Joe and Lexie are trying to find the Key without the
Compass without luck. Four months has passed since Haden has left the Underworld and they
don’t have much time until Persephone’s gate opens again requiring Haden to return or King
Ren sends people out to find him and Daphne. They are trying to stay under the radar of the
Skylords unsuccessfully. Plus the musical must go on.This book had the excitement of The
Shadow Prince and more. The characters are more developed giving a very intimate feel to
them. Haden and Daphne’s relationship is wonderful and complex. Both are amazing in this
book. Daphne starts to understand what it means to be the Cypher. Haden starts to make
decisions based on right and wrong, and love. The mythology is incredible, building on the
previous book’s myths. Eros and Psyche are mixed in unexpectedly in the most delicious way.
The subtle background information that was given in the first book comes and kicks your butt in
this book. Wow I didn’t see this coming.This book has a HUGE cliffhanger ending that leaves
you wanting. I have such a hangover for the next book. This book could go as young as 12 easily.”

Cecilia Bigelow, “Great continuation to the story!. The sequel was just as good as the first book.
Maybe even better.Haden and Daphne are on the search for the eternity key, but so are the sky
lords and someone from Haden's past.Daphne excepts her role as the cypher and learns that
she contains musical powers that allow her to control the elements.Haden has deep feelings for
Daphne, but is to stubborn to admit it directly. He is willing to sacrifice everything in order to keep
her safe!When the situation turns critical, it is Daphne's turn to follow Haden 'into the dark'!”

Lisa A. Williams, “Entertaining second installment. This was a fast paced enjoyable second
installment. The reader gets to see deeper into the characters mind set. There are new
characters introduced. And the ending I don't think I ever saw coming. I can't wait to get to the
next one.”

Heather Lynn, “This series is great!!!. Love these books! Never a dull moment! Most books have
me skimming the majority but so far this series is a smooth read! Can't wait to read book 3!!!!”

Jack Turner, “the eternity key. Was captivating for Iomega the beginning. The characters evolved
abs the story unfold to a point at which you felt you were part of it. Where is book 3”

Sandy, “Exciting. Can't wait for the conclusion, it kept me in suspension throughout the whole



novel. Good move leaving the readers with a cliffhanger”

shelby, “Very good. Fast passed and an easy read. Really enjoyed where this left off and look
forward to reading the next one.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Awesome cliff hanger. I wish it wouldn't ended like that due to lack of
sufficient resolution and I can't decide if it was anticlimactic or not.”

The book by John Farman has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 42 people have provided feedback.
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