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      It was cold. So fucking cold.

      
      He opened his eyes, but he saw… nothing. Groaning, he shifted, because he seemed to
         be facedown. Yeah… he was doing a face-plant, all right. But where was he? All he
         could see was snow. No, that wasn’t true; he could see trees laden with snow. And
         snowbanks laden with snow. And snow laden with more fucking snow.
      

      
      So he was in a forest… with snow. But where? Why?

      
      And who the hell was he?

      
      Reseph.
      

      
      The name slurred through his ears as if uttered by a drunken man.

      
      Reseph.
      

      
      Sounded vaguely familiar, he supposed. Reseph. Okay, he could work with that. Especially
         since no other names popped into his head.
      

      
      Weakly, he tried to push himself to his knees, but his arms wobbled like rubber, and he kept falling on his face. After four tries, he gave
         up and just lay there, panting and shivering.
      

      
      Somewhere overhead, an owl hooted, and a few minutes later, a wolf howled into the
         growing darkness. Reseph took comfort in the sounds, because they meant he wasn’t
         alone. Sure, the owl might fly over and shit on him, and the wolf might eat him alive,
         but at least he’d have company for a little while.
      

      
      He didn’t know much about himself, but he knew he didn’t like to be alone.

      
      He also did not like snow.
      

      
      Curious then, how he’d ended up alone in the snow. Had someone abandoned him here?
         A tremor of anxiety shook him on the inside as hard as the cold was shaking him on
         the outside. Surely someone was looking for him.
      

      
      He held onto that hope as he gradually became aware of a gnawing ache in his bones,
         accompanied by a stabbing pain in his head. Looked like he was in for a little unconsciousness.
         Cool. Because right now, he was both freezing and burning up, hurting and numb. Yep,
         passing out would be a good thing.
      

      
      Real. Fucking. Good.
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      Idiot. Dumbass. Meteorological moron.
      

      
      Jillian Cardiff mentally cursed the meteorologist who screwed the pooch on the timing
         of this blizzard. She had nothing against weather people; hell, she’d worked with
         them for years in the FAA. But this… this was ridiculous.
      

      
      Now she was in a rush to get back to her cabin before visibility went completely to shit and her draft horse, Sam, got testy.
      

      
      “Come on, boy.” She gave the big sorrel an affectionate slap on the shoulder. “The
         rest of the firewood can wait.”
      

      
      Sam followed her, not needing to be led by the rope snapped to his halter. He knew
         the way home and was as eager as she was to get inside a warm, cozy building. The
         sled carrying a quarter cord of firewood dragged behind him, cutting through the five
         feet of fresh snow they’d gotten a few days ago. This new storm would probably dump
         another couple of feet, and by the end of December they’d have more snow than they’d
         know what to do with.
      

      
      The wind shrieked like a living thing, and snow blasted her face. Hefting her rifle
         more securely onto her shoulder, Jillian put her head down and pushed against the
         gale. Times like this, she really missed Florida. Not that she’d ever go back. Some
         things you just couldn’t forget.
      

      
      Like being torn apart by demons.

      
      She shivered, but it had nothing to do with the temperature. She was not going there
         again. The attack was behind her, and as long as she didn’t watch TV, get on the Internet,
         or look at her scars, she never had to think about it.
      

      
      A long, mournful howl pierced the late afternoon darkness. Had to be close if she
         could hear it over the wind. Sam snorted and tossed his head, and she slowed to take
         the lead rope and give him a pat on his white-blazed nose.
      

      
      “It’s okay, buddy. The wolves won’t bother us.” No, wolves generally left humans alone.
         If anything, cougars were the big concern. In recent weeks, two area hunters had been
         found torn to pieces, the carnage blamed on the big cats.
      

      
      She could handle a cougar. What she couldn’t handle was the dark. Demons lurked in
         the dark.
      

      
      Abruptly, Sam reared up, a desperate whinny breaking from his big chest. The rope
         jerked out of Jillian’s hand, and she nearly lost her footing in the icy snow as she
         scrambled to catch it. Sam’s front hooves hit the ground and his shoulder rammed her,
         sending her tumbling down an incline. Her yelp cut off as she slammed into a tree
         trunk.
      

      
      Pain spiderwebbed around the right side of her rib cage, and ouch, that was going
         to be tender tomorrow.
      

      
      “Dammit, Sam,” she muttered, as she crawled back up the snowy slope, pausing to grab
         the rifle that had been flung into a snowbank.
      

      
      Sam was snorting, going nuts as he pawed at a snowdrift. Jillian dug ice from places
         ice shouldn’t be as she clomped through the snow, wondering what in the world had
         startled Sam and now had him so freaked out.
      

      
      “You’d better be digging up a pot of gold, you mangy—” She broke off with a startled
         gasp.
      

      
      A man… a naked man… his body facedown and covered in a dusting of snow, lay in a messy sprawl just
         off the trail.
      

      
      “Oh, my God.” Her hands shook as she stripped off her glove and brushed aside his
         long, platinum hair to put her fingers to his throat. His skin was icy to the touch,
         which she expected, but when the steady thump of a pulse bounded against her fingertips,
         she nearly jumped out of her own skin. He was alive. With a strong pulse. Holy cow,
         how?
      

      
      Okay, so… think. She had to get help, but they were in the middle of an intensifying
         snowstorm, and there was no way off the mountain except by snowmobile. She couldn’t
         risk that in the storm, and it could take hours to get to the nearest town. He could
         be dead by then.
      

      
      Shit.

      
      Praying this guy wasn’t a serial killer and trying not to think too hard on why he’d
         be in the mountains, naked, in the winter, she eased Sam up the trail until the sled
         was alongside the man’s body. As quickly as she could, she heaved the firewood to
         the other side of the path and tucked the ax into the loop on Sam’s padded harness.
      

      
      Rolling the man onto the sled was not as easy as she’d hoped. The guy was heavy as
         a damned boulder and huge. And… handsome. And very, very naked.
      

      
      “Really?” she muttered to herself. “You’re going to notice how hot he is now?”
      

      
      Granted, it was impossible not to notice those things, but she still felt a little
         guilty as she ran her hands over him, checking for injuries. Aside from being unconscious
         and as frozen as a fish stick, he appeared to be uninjured.
      

      
      Interesting horse tattoo on his right forearm, though. When she’d skimmed her fingers
         over it, she’d felt a dim vibration, as if the henna-colored lines pulsed with a mild
         electrical current. Too bad warmth didn’t ride in on that current, though, because
         damn, she swore the temperature plummeted twenty degrees in the few minutes it took
         to check the guy out.
      

      
      As if Mother Nature had some sort of grudge against her, the biting cold wind picked
         up even more, and the snow, which she normally loved, became an enemy. It was probably
         stupid of her, but she stripped off her coat and laid it over the guy, tucking the
         coat’s sleeves carefully beneath him. The shirt layers she was wearing should protect
         her for a while, as long as they hurried.
      

      
      “Let’s go, Sammy.” She urged the gelding to move faster than she’d normally like,
         but nothing about this situation was normal.
      

      
      She was freezing and exhausted by the time she smelled the smoke from her wood stove,
         and her eyelashes were crusted with ice by the time she eased Sam up to the rickety
         porch. The frigid air burned her lungs with each breath as she dragged the man’s dead
         weight off the sled and then unhitched Sam. She’d remove the harness later. Right
         now she had to get the man into the house and the horse into the barn.
      

      
      She ran the thirty yards to the barn and, battling the wind, tugged open the door.
         Sam trotted inside, but she didn’t bother taking him to his stall. He’d find it on
         his own.
      

      
      Too bad getting the man to her bedroom wasn’t nearly as easy as putting up the horse.
         As a fitness freak who worked a small farm, Jillian wasn’t a wuss, but she thought
         she might have dislocated something as she dragged Fish Stick across the floor. She
         spent another ten minutes heaving and straining to lift him onto her bed.
      

      
      Once he was sprawled out on his back, his broad shoulders taking up an enormous amount
         of room on the mattress, she cranked the electric blanket to the highest setting and
         checked his pulse. Still strong. Shouldn’t it be sluggish? She’d taken basic CPR classes
         as well as Search and Rescue training, and from what she remembered, hypothermia caused
         a slow, weak pulse. Fish Stick’s couldn’t be more opposite. Steady, surging, and she
         swore his skin had already pinked up a little.
      

      
      Leaving the mystery alone for now, she checked the phone, and sure enough, it was
         dead. Next, she stoked the fire and turned up the electric heat to eighty degrees.
         She was lucky to have electricity at all, actually. The power kept flickering, and
         it was probably only a matter of time before it went the way of the phone line.
      

      
      Ooh, and then she’d be alone, in the dark with no phone, in the middle of nowhere…
         with a stranger.
      

      
      This was a horror movie setup. She even had the token small animal to prove the situation
         was serious and make all the women in the audience worry.
      

      
      Her Bengal cat, Doodle, watched the activity from his bed in front of the wood stove,
         unconcerned that there was a strange man in the house. But then, nothing really fazed
         him. As long as he had food and someone to pet him, he didn’t bother to get excited
         about much.
      

      
      “You’re a big help there, buddy.” She shot Doodle a dirty look as she changed into
         dry sweats and slippers. “I’m going to check on the complete stranger in my bed, but
         don’t worry about me, okay?”
      

      
      Doodle blinked his green eyes at her.

      
      Wishing she had a big dog right about now, Jillian slipped into the bedroom. As she
         entered, Fish Stick sighed and shifted in the bed, just the smallest movement, but
         enough to give her a bit of hope.
      

      
      Then his eyes popped open.

      
      Startled, she leaped back, slapping her hand over her mouth. His eyes… God, they were
         amazing. The lightest shade of blue, and crystal clear, like the edge of a shallow
         glacier. They bored into her, but there was nothing cold about them. The raw heat
         in them pierced her all the way to her core.
      

      
      Feeling silly for her overreaction but with her legs trembling anyway, she returned
         to the bedside.
      

      
      “I’m Jillian. I found you in the woods. You’re going to be okay.” She wasn’t sure
         if he understood or not, but his eyes closed, and his thickly muscled chest began
         to rise and fall in a deep, regular rhythm. His color was good now, and his full lips, once pale and chapped, were a smooth, dusky rose.
      

      
      Remarkable.

      
      What now? Maybe she should get something hot into his stomach. Quietly, she started
         for the door to put some broth on the stove.
      

      
      “Hey,” he rasped, his voice a broken whisper. “Did I… hurt you?”

      
      She inhaled sharply and turned, risking a look at him. Once again, his eyes drilled
         into her, but this time, they seemed to… glow a little.
      

      
      “No.” She swallowed dryly. “No, you didn’t hurt me.”

      
      His long, golden lashes fluttered down, as if he was satisfied by her answer. But
         dear God, why would he think he might have hurt her?
      

      
      Who the hell had she brought into her house?

      
   
      
      Two
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      Fish Stick didn’t wake up again for a full twenty-four hours.

      
      When he did, it was only long enough to drink a cup of hot beef broth. He hadn’t said
         a word, had merely stared at her with those gorgeous blue eyes and then fallen back
         into a deep sleep, as if he’d been awake for a year.
      

      
      Jillian had tried to call Stacey, a local sheriff’s deputy and her best friend of
         twenty years, but the phone lines were still down. Figured. The storm seemed to have
         stalled, and Jillian decided she was going to hunt down that meteorologist and beat
         him with his own anemometer.
      

      
      Doodle had taken to the stranger, and if the cat wasn’t eating or chasing one of his
         toys, he was curled up on the bed. The little traitor.
      

      
      At the forty-six-hour mark, Jillian went to check on Fish Stick, her heart doing a
         crazy little skip when she saw him sprawled in her queen-sized bed, taking up the
         whole thing. For some reason, her thoughts went to what he’d do with a woman in it.
         Someone his size needed a king mattress, especially if he had… company.
      

      
      Stop it. Why in the world was she thinking like that about a total stranger whose name she
         didn’t even know? Maybe because, even in his sleep, he exuded power, an off-the-charts
         masculinity that made every female hormone quiver.
      

      
      Stop. It.
      

      
      The covers had slipped low on his hips, revealing hard-cut lower abs and sinewy obliques
         that disappeared under the sheet. Just one inch lower, and there would be nothing
         left to the imagination. She’d gotten a good look when she’d brought him in, but now
         that his skin had color in it again, he was a totally different man. Before, he’d
         been like a marble statue, weak as a baby. Now… oh, boy.
      

      
      His hair, a thick, long mane of white gold, had been hopelessly matted. A couple of
         times she caught him growling in his sleep and tearing at it, so she hoped he wouldn’t
         mind that she’d sort of… cut it.
      

      
      She’d left it as long as she could, but the shoulder-length cut was still a good twelve
         inches shorter than it had been.
      

      
      Now it spilled over the red flannel pillowcase like spun silk, and really, it was
         so not fair that a man had better hair than she did. Better hair and eyelashes. Dammit, women paid to get lashes as long and thick as his.
      

      
      “This is getting ridiculous,” she muttered, as she sank onto the mattress beside him.
         He’s just a man. A man who appeared to be in his late twenties and gifted with a freakishly perfect
         body.
      

      
      She palmed his forehead, relieved to find that he was neither feverish nor cold.

      
      She reached for the covers to tug them up when suddenly, in an impossibly fast movement,
         he grabbed her, whipped her roughly beneath him, and slammed his forearm across her
         throat. Fear spiked, sharp and biting. Under his weight, she could barely move, and
         with his arm on her windpipe, she could barely breathe.
      

      
      His eyes were shards of winter ice as they bored into her, and she immediately reevaluated
         her estimate of his age. He might look to be no more than twenty-eight, but his eyes…
         they were ancient.
      

      
      “Who are you?” he growled. “Where am I?”

      
      “I—” She coughed, trying to suck air into her burning lungs. He let up on her throat.
         A little. “I’m Jillian.” She gulped a breath. “You’re in my house.”
      

      
      His gaze narrowed, and she felt like a deer pinned by a wolf. “Why?”

      
      “I found you,” she rasped. “In the snow. You were almost dead.”

      
      He frowned. “That’s impossible.”

      
      “That you were almost dead or that you were in the snow?”

      
      Confusion flashed in his eyes, and he let up on the pressure a little more. “I’m not
         sure.”
      

      
      “Okay,” she said slowly, not wanting to agitate him again. “Let’s start with something
         simple. What’s your name?”
      

      
      “I think… I think it’s Reseph.”

      
      “You think?”
      

      
      The pressure on her throat lessened to almost nothing, but each breath still burned.
         “Reseph is the only name that comes to me.”
      

      
      He wasn’t sure about his own name? And what an odd name it was. His deep, resonant voice did have the slightest accent, though. Not that
         she could identify it. “Do you know where you’re from?”
      

      
      “No idea. I can’t remember… anything.” He pushed up, his shoulders and biceps flexing
         with power, and looked down at his naked body. “Did we fuck?”
      

      
      She nearly choked. “No.”

      
      “Why not?” He eased back down on top of her and buried his face in her neck, inhaling
         deeply. This time she felt the distinct presence of an erection settling against her
         pelvis. The buzz in the very air around him shifted suddenly from menacing to blatantly
         erotic, but no less dangerous.
      

      
      Oh, God. “Because we’re complete strangers.”

      
      He lifted his head. “So?”

      
      So? This was not going well. “Look, maybe you should, ah, get off me, and we’ll discuss
         everything over dinner.”
      

      
      “Dinner?” He grinned, and good Lord, he was stunning when he wasn’t scaring her half
         to death. “Totally on board with that. I’m starving. Maybe we could fuck first?”
      

      
      This time she did choke. “Sex is not on the table. But chili is.”

      
      “You can have sex on tables,” he said, and great, she was now picturing doing things
         in the kitchen that had nothing to do with eating. At least, not eating food.
      

      
      “Chili,” she croaked. “No sex.”

      
      He appeared to consider that, and she nearly passed out from relief when he rolled
         off her. “Okay, so where’s the food?”
      

      
      “Kitchen.” She leaped off the bed, ignoring his amused grin and trying not to look
         at his erection… his very nice erection… which he wasn’t making any effort to cover up.
      

      
      Nope, he lay on his back, legs spread, one arm behind his head as if he was in his
         house, in his bed, and she was merely the date he’d invited home last night.
      

      
      Again, she wondered just who she’d brought into her house, because this guy was not
         flying with a full crew. Definitely not right in the head.
      

      
      Averting her gaze, she backed toward the door. “I’m going to see if I can find you
         something to wear. Feel free to use the shower—”
      

      
      He was already halfway to the tiny master bathroom. Despite her annoyance, she couldn’t
         peel her eyes away from his body as he strode across the wood floor. Every muscle
         was a fluid work of art as they powered his strides, bunching and rippling. And that
         ass… sweet Jesus, he had the nicest set of glutes she’d ever seen.
      

      
      He disappeared into the bathroom, and she swore the last flex of his butt muscles
         was just for her. Oh, this guy had to go.
      

      
      While he showered, she headed to the kitchen to stir the Crock-Pot of chili before
         taking the stairs down to the cellar. Half of the underground space was dedicated
         to food storage, but the other half was piled high with the remnants of her life in
         Florida, and with huge Rubbermaid containers of Christmas ornaments and things that
         had belonged to her parents.
      

      
      She hadn’t been through any of this stuff since she moved here, and she cursed her
         misty eyes as she pawed through one of the plastic tubs of her parents’ clothing.
         Every shirt brought back a memory, every pair of shoes a story.
      

      
      Just grab something and get it over with.
      

      
      Jillian wasn’t sure “grabbing something” would be adequate. Although her father had been a tall man, there was nothing of his that would
         fit Reseph well. She supposed he’d have to make do with the forest green flannel pajama
         bottoms and the oversized black sweatshirt.
      

      
      Glad to be done digging through memories, she trudged back up the stairs and nearly
         swallowed her tongue when she stepped into the kitchen at the same time that Reseph
         sauntered in.
      

      
      Completely naked.

      
      “Um… you couldn’t find a towel?”

      
      He looked down at himself. “I found a towel. I’m dry.”

      
      The man apparently had absolutely no inhibitions. “Right. Silly me.” She shoved the
         clothes at him. “Do you think you hit your head?”
      

      
      “Might be why my memory is gone,” he said, and okay, sure, that might explain the
         amnesia, but that wasn’t what she’d been getting at.
      

      
      While he dressed… reluctantly, it seemed… she spooned chili into bowls. As she reached
         into a drawer for spoons, she sensed a presence behind her. Reseph’s warmth engulfed
         her as he peered over her shoulder.
      

      
      “Looks good.”

      
      So Reseph had no inhibitions and no concept of personal space. At least he’d put the clothes on.
      

      
      “It is good,” she said, scooting out from under his shadow. “It’s my mom’s recipe.” She
         placed the bowls on the table—opposite ends.
      

      
      “I wonder if I have a mom.” There was a thread of… sadness?… fear?… worry?… in his
         voice. Maybe it was a mix of all three.
      

      
      She could only guess at how she’d feel if she woke up in a strange place with no memory
         of how she got there or who she was. The idea that there was a family out there who might be looking for him—including,
         maybe, a wife—had to be unsettling.
      

      
      Especially since he’d wanted sex from a complete stranger. Jillian hoped to hell he
         wasn’t married.
      

      
      “Let’s get some food in you, and we’ll see what we can figure out.” She opened the
         fridge. “I have milk, water, orange juice, Sprite—”
      

      
      “Beer?”

      
      “Sorry. Out of beer.” She liked a cold one now and then, but it just wasn’t a winter
         drink.
      

      
      “Chili without beer is a crime in some places,” Reseph said. “Well, it should be.
         Sprite, please.”
      

      
      She grabbed two cans and two glasses, and when she turned around, Reseph was seated.
         But he’d moved his bowl to a seat closer to hers. She sighed. Her mom would have said
         he needed to be house-trained.
      

      
      “Thank you,” he said softly.

      
      “It’s just chili.”

      
      He shook his head, his wet hair brushing the sweatshirt collar. “For that, and for
         taking care of me.”
      

      
      As if he were embarrassed, he looked down at the bowl and dug in.
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      Reseph had never seen a woman as beautiful as Jillian or tasted anything as awesome
         as her chili. Well, he was pretty sure of the never part. With her chin-length dark hair that was clipped shorter at the nape and brilliant
         green eyes, Jillian drew his gaze as often as his bowl drew his spoon. He was ravenous
         for both company and food, which made him wonder how long he’d been without either.
      

      
      He finished off the bowl before Jillian had eaten a quarter of hers.
      

      
      “I’ll get you more.” She started to stand, but he gripped her forearm and held her
         down.
      

      
      “You’ve done enough. I can get it.” Though he supposed if he let her serve him, he’d
         be able to watch her fine ass sway in those worn jeans that hugged her perfect curves.
         Not even the worn black and blue flannel shirt she wore could hide what he suspected
         was a fantastic body.
      

      
      No, he’d felt enough of that body when she’d been beneath him on the mattress to more than suspect.
      

      
      She looked a little flustered… from his touch, maybe? He got that, because her warm
         skin felt so good under his hand, good enough that he wanted to leave it there. And
         he did, for a few seconds longer than was appropriate.
      

      
      Because somehow he knew what appropriate was. He just didn’t care.

      
      Had he always been like that? He was kind of a dick, wasn’t he?

      
      With a mental shrug, he fetched a heaping bowl of chili and returned to the table.
         “So. Where are we?” When she gave him a startled look, as if he wasn’t sure he was
         in a kitchen, he laughed. “In the world. Where are we in the world?”
      

      
      “Oh.” She smiled in obvious relief. A beautiful smile on a generous mouth and lips
         the color of a ripe apple. Made him wonder if they’d taste as sweet. “Colorado. We’re
         in the Rockies, near the Wyoming border.”
      

      
      “Why?”

      
      Her sable brows shot up. “Why?”

      
      The spoon clacked as he dug into his bowl. “Why do you live here?” Why was he here?
      

      
      “Um… because it’s where I grew up. I inherited the cabin from my parents when they
         passed away.”
      

      
      He dug deep into his brain, trying to find a memory that involved his own parents,
         but there was nothing. “What do people do around here?”
      

      
      “For a living, you mean?” When he nodded, she sipped her drink, as if needing time
         to come up with an answer. “Well, I guess they mostly work in the ranching, logging,
         or hunting industries. The nearest town is barely a speck on the map.”
      

      
      “So why would I be here?”

      
      She shook her head, making her hair sweep against her jaw in soft waves. “I have no
         idea.”
      

      
      “Maybe I was hunting?”

      
      “You were naked. And you didn’t have a gun or bow.”

      
      Bow. For some reason, having a bow… it sounded familiar. Naked? That sounded familiar,
         too. But maybe not naked in the snow.
      

      
      He considered the winter-nudist scenario. “Were there tracks near me? Maybe I was
         attacked.”
      

      
      “If so, you don’t have a mark on you.” A soft blush spread across her cheeks, and
         he grinned.
      

      
      “Got a good look at me, huh?”

      
      “I was checking for injuries.” She cleared her throat. “In any case, you weren’t injured,
         and there weren’t any tracks near you, but the blizzard would have covered up any.”
      

      
      He thought about that for a second. “What were you doing out in a blizzard?”

      
      Her spoon clinked against her bowl as she fished for a kidney bean. “I was collecting
         the last of the firewood I cut yesterday.”
      

      
      “Firewood…” He recalled the trees he’d seen while he was lying in the snowbank. “What’s
         the date?”
      

      
      “December tenth.”

      
      Cool. He might not like snow, but December was his favorite month. “It’s Christmas
         time. Maybe I was out here to get a Christmas tree.”
      

      
      “Naked, with no ax or vehicle? And if you were, you were trespassing on private property.”

      
      Reseph finished off his soda and asked, “You found me on your property?”

      
      “Yep.”

      
      He watched her stir her chili, her hands delicate but work-roughened. “You live here
         by yourself?”
      

      
      “Yep again.”

      
      “Why?”

      
      She shrugged, making the embroidered black wolf emblem on the pocket of her shirt
         dance. “I like being by myself.”
      

      
      Reseph definitely did not like being alone. “Do you have a mate?”

      
      One dark eyebrow climbed up. “Like, a friend?”

      
      “Like a lover. You know, a mate.”

      
      “I’d sure like to know where you’re from,” she muttered. “But no. No… mate.”

      
      For some reason, he liked that answer. “Why not? You’re pretty. You should have lots
         of them.”
      

      
      She coughed a little. “Maybe we should concentrate on your situation.”

      
      She was probably right, but he wasn’t sure where to even start. “Do you have a computer?”

      
      “I do, but the Internet is dial-up, and it’s twitchy. Like the electricity.”

      
      “What about TV?”
      

      
      “I have a satellite dish, but it doesn’t always work.”

      
      Twitchy Internet and electricity, spotty television, and snow. Christ, Jillian lived
         in hell. “What do you do out here? How do you keep busy?”
      

      
      “I read a lot. Hike in the woods and hunt mushrooms. It isn’t hard to stay busy. The
         farm takes up a lot of my time.”
      

      
      Hunt mushrooms? Who did that when you could buy them at the store? “Sounds like you’re
         massively tied down.”
      

      
      Annoyance flickered across her face. “I’m not tied down. I love it here.”

      
      “But you’re alone.” He eyed her, thinking she was too beautiful to ever be alone.
         “And a farm is a lot of responsibility.”
      

      
      “Neither of those things are bad,” she said, but Reseph wasn’t so sure. Being alone
         sucked, and responsibility was just another way to say tied down. “And how did we get back onto me as the topic of conversation?”
      

      
      “I have a history of a snowbank,” he said simply. “And I don’t even like snow.”

      
      “I’m sorry, Reseph.” She dropped the spoon into her half-eaten chili, as if her appetite
         had gone. “When the storm dies down, we’ll take the snowmobile into town if the road
         isn’t clear. I’ll take you to the sheriff’s office and they’ll help you.”
      

      
      Alarm rang through him, stealing his appetite as well. “You can’t take me there.”
         His voice was a humiliatingly low rasp.
      

      
      “I have to,” she said, reaching for a napkin. “They’ll be able to help more than I
         can.”
      

      
      His pulse kicked into high gear, and a load of hot adrenaline seared his veins. He
         wanted to find out who he was, but right now, the only thing he knew was Jillian and
         her cabin. He couldn’t deal with more unknown. He couldn’t be abandoned again. Assuming
         he’d been abandoned in the first place, anyway.
      

      
      Hastily shoving back from the table, he stood, startling Jillian to her feet.

      
      “What is it?” she asked. “What’s wrong?”

      
      “Nothing.” Son of a bitch, that wasn’t true. He shook his head, which was starting
         to pound, almost as if there was someone on the inside, tapping on his skull. “Everything.
         Fuck, I don’t know.”
      

      
      She started to move toward him, but he wasn’t ready to be touched or to be talked
         down or to answer questions. Some sort of sensory overload was making his brain tweak
         out. Or maybe he had hit his head. Whatever was freaking him out, he didn’t like it.
      

      
      Before she could get closer, he grabbed his empty bowl and glass and darted to the
         sink. Then he stood there like a dolt, his palms sweating and his heart pounding.
      

      
      “Reseph?” Her voice was tentative. Soft. “Are you okay?”

      
      Not even close. “You have a dishwasher.”
      

      
      “It’s old, but it works.”

      
      He swallowed. “I don’t know how to use it.”

      
      “Every model is different—”

      
      “No. I don’t think I’ve ever used one.” It was such a stupid thing, but it made him feel so… lost.
      

      
      “You have amnesia, Reseph.”

      
      “It’s not that. I mean, I might not remember anything, but some things are familiar.
         I knew I liked chili. I know I like sex. I know how to use a computer. But I don’t know what to do with a dishwasher.”
      

      
      Her hand came down on his as he held onto his bowl in the sink, and he changed his
         mind about not wanting to be touched, because her hand soothed him as quickly as a
         shot of fine tequila. Which was another thing he knew he liked.
      

      
      “I’ll do this,” she said gently. “Why don’t you get some rest?”

      
      “I’ve gotten enough rest.”

      
      “Then go watch some TV. I have DVDs if the satellite isn’t working.”

      
      He didn’t want to leave her, but he wasn’t even sure why. Still, he sensed that she
         needed some space, and why wouldn’t she? He was a stranger in her house, where she
         was clearly used to living alone. Really, it was a miracle that she’d taken him in.
         A lot of people would have left him to die.
      

      
      Wait… how did he know that? If he was right about people leaving him to die, he must
         have known some real scumbags in his life.
      

      
      Which didn’t speak highly for him. In fact, in the deepest recesses of his brain where
         the strange tapping was going on, there lurked a nasty suspicion. The suspicion that
         Reseph himself might be a scumbag.
      

      
      Or worse.

      
   
      
      Three
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      “How are you doing there, you hot, naked hunk of angel?”

      
      Reaver opened his eyes just long enough to glare at Harvester, a fallen angel who
         seemed to delight in annoying the shit out of him.
      

      
      Closing his lids, Reaver settled back against the wall of bone behind him. “I’m an
         angel trapped in hell, and I’m being slowly digested in the belly of some giant demon.
         How do you think I am?”
      

      
      Harvester snapped her fingers in front of his face, startling him into opening his
         eyes again. She crouched at his feet, her ebony hair cascading all the way to her
         hips over her black leather and lace minidress, a backpack next to her on the ground.
         “You do regenerate. Quit being dramatic.”
      

      
      He sighed. “It’s interesting how your latest torture method is to annoy me to death.”

      
      “Annoy?” In a surprising move, she sat down beside him, back to the wall. “I call it conversation. Would you rather be alone in here?”
      

      
      “Ah. So you’re revealing your softer, gentler side. Sacrificing yourself to keep me
         company.”
      

      
      “You’re so cynical.”

      
      “Maybe that’s because a year ago, you tricked me, held me captive, cut off my wings,
         and tried to get me addicted to marrow wine.” He shot her a sideways glance. “Clearly,
         my cynicism is unwarranted.”
      

      
      She shrugged. “Maybe I didn’t want to do those things. Maybe I was under orders.”

      
      The Horsemen Watcher Council in Sheoul operated much the same as the Council in Heaven,
         meaning they offered suggestions and passed along information from Those In Power.
         But ultimately, it was up to the assigned Watcher himself to take responsibility for
         any action he or she took. Harvester, as the Four Horsemen’s evil Watcher, would know
         that.
      

      
      “Holding a Watcher captive is a violation of Watcher rules. It doesn’t matter if your
         orders came from the Council or Satan himself. You’ll be punished.” Probably by both
         Sheoulic and Heavenly forces. Each side was responsible for punishing their own Watcher, but sometimes
         both sides demanded the right to mete out punishment.
      

      
      “Eventually.” She waved her hand in dismissal. “Right now everyone is too busy putting
         the human realm back together. Besides, I’ll get a slap on the wrist. Maybe have Watcher
         duty taken away. I’ll live.”
      

      
      “That would be a shame.”

      
      Though he was being sarcastic, there was a part of him that would prefer she remained
         alive and kept her job. As the Horsemen’s Heavenly Watcher, Reaver had to deal with whoever would replace her, and as fallen angels went, there were a lot worse
         than Harvester.
      

      
      He shifted, wincing at the agony of his skin scraping on acid-coated taste buds. “How
         long have I been here, anyway?”
      

      
      Time worked differently in some regions of Heaven and in Sheoul-gra, and you never
         knew if one hour spent in one of those places meant three months in the human realm,
         or if it meant three seconds. Time shifted as often and as quickly as the wind, with
         no discernible pattern.
      

      
      “In the half hour you were here with Reseph, three months passed in the human realm.
         After you threw him out, time here went the opposite way. You’ve been here for three
         months, but only minutes have passed in the human realm.” She lifted one slender shoulder
         in a shrug. “Basically, it all evened out. Three months for both realms.”
      

      
      Which would mean that Reseph would have only recently awakened.

      
      “How do you know I threw Reseph out?”

      
      Harvester rolled her eyes. “You didn’t come here to chat with demon souls. No angel
         would risk coming to Sheoul, let alone Sheoul-gra, without a damned good reason. Reseph was your reason.” She smirked. “Plus, Hades
         told me you did something to Reseph to make him disappear.”
      

      
      “That blue-haired bastard,” Reaver growled. “As if running demon purgatory doesn’t
         keep him busy enough? He had to rat me out to you?”
      

      
      “He has to amuse himself somehow, I guess.” Harvester tapped the backpack. “I brought
         you clothes.” She raked him with a naughty gaze. “Not that you should put them on,
         you sexy thing.”
      

      
      Suspicion churned in his gut. “What’s the catch?”
      

      
      “No catch.” Standing, she unzipped the pack and tossed a pair of bright pink sweats
         dotted with kittens into his lap. There was the catch… looking stupid. “So where did you send Reseph? I can’t sense him at
         all anymore.”
      

      
      “I’m not telling you.”

      
      “I need to know. He’s in danger.”

      
      Clutching the goofy sweatpants, Reaver popped to his feet. “What do you mean, he’s
         in danger? Reseph’s Seal was repaired and he’s no longer Pestilence. The Daemonica’s prophecy was thwarted.”
      

      
      There had always been two apocalyptic prophecies about the Four Horsemen, one catalogued
         by a demon holy book, the Daemonica, and one accounted for in the human Bible. The differences lay in how their Seals
         would break and what side the Horsemen would fight on… good or evil. Reaver was relieved
         that only the “good” prophecy was left, but whatever Harvester was babbling about
         sent a tremor of alarm through him.
      

      
      “Fool. You know prophecies can change. Reseph’s Seal may not be able to break again
         until the Bible’s prophecy comes to pass, but the events of the last year have caused
         a disruption in what was originally foreseen. The Horsemen are still predicted to
         fight on the side of good in the biblical Apocalypse. But…”
      

      
      Reaver ground his teeth. “But?” he prompted.

      
      “But Reseph’s evil side was awakened when he became Pestilence. His demon isn’t dead.
         It’s merely locked up.”
      

      
      “I know.” And that was actually Reaver’s doing. He’d been in possession of Wormwood,
         the dagger that could have destroyed Pestilence, but it would have killed Reseph,
         too. Instead of giving it to the other three Horsemen, he’d let them use Deliverance
         instead, a dagger they’d wrongly believed would kill Pestilence. “That’s why I took
         his memory and sent him away.”
      

      
      “Well, I recently received word from Those In Power that when his memories come back,
         if he’s not strong enough and he’s subjected to evil again…”
      

      
      “Pestilence could return,” Reaver said grimly. Damn. He supposed he should be grateful to Harvester for delivering the news, seeing how
         he was cut off from his own Watcher Council.
      

      
      But he couldn’t afford to be grateful for anything Harvester did. She would never
         forgive a debt.
      

      
      “He won’t have the same powers if he comes back,” she said, “and he can’t bring about
         the same kind of destruction on the Earth that he did before; at least, not on the
         same scale. But he can still spread plague and disease, and it will still mean that
         he can plot, disrupt lives, raise armies in preparation for the biblical Apocalypse.
         And it would mean one less Horseman to fight for you Goody Two-shoes in the future.”
      

      
      Through a filter of skepticism, Reaver considered what Harvester was saying. “You’re
         playing me, Fallen. You only want to find him so you can help that evil side of him
         come out again.”
      

      
      “Trust me,” she spat. “I don’t want Pestilence to show his bastard face anytime soon.
         I want to know where he is so I can keep it from happening.”
      

      
      Reaver almost believed her. She hated Pestilence, and he couldn’t blame her. Pestilence
         had hurt her in ways even she didn’t deserve.
      

      
      He tugged on the sweatpants. They were ridiculously tight, no doubt thanks to Harvester’s sense of humor. “I can’t tell you.”
      

      
      “You do realize you’ve violated a massive Watcher rule by casting him out of here,
         right? And by not telling me where he is, you’re violating another. I could have you
         so punished.”
      

      
      “No doubt you will,” he muttered. “But I can’t risk telling you. If what you’re saying
         is true, and anyone else knows he’s out in the world, he’ll have every evil being
         in Sheoul after him, all trying to bring Pestilence out. If they even suspect that
         you know where he is, you’ll be tortured for the information.”
      

      
      “Aw, thanks for caring,” she said with a flutter of eyelashes. “But I can handle it.”

      
      Yeah, he’d seen how well she’d handled it when he found Gethel, the Horsemen’s ex-Heavenly
         Watcher and a black-hearted traitor, working Harvester over with treclan spikes. Harvester had been broken.
      

      
      “Speaking of torture, any news on Gethel?”

      
      Harvester’s eyes gleamed. “Rumor has it that she’s recovered from your ass-kicking
         and is on a mission to find Reseph and bring back Pestilence.”
      

      
      “What?” Beneath him, the ground shook, the giant digesting demon’s reaction to his roar.
         “You couldn’t have started off the conversation with, ‘Oh, hey, you didn’t kill Gethel,
         and by the way, she’s trying to locate Reseph to turn him back into Pestilence’?”
      

      
      “Why? It’s not as if you can do anything about it.”

      
      She had a point, but he wasn’t going to tell her that. “How does she know Reseph is
         out in the world? Did Hades tell her, too?”
      

      
      Harvester smoothed her hands down her dress, as if the skintight sheath was wrinkled. “I have no idea. I can only assume that she or Lucifer
         has spies. But you can bet they won’t keep the knowledge a secret. That’s why I’m
         here. I need to find Reseph before they do.”
      

      
      So the choice came down to evil or… evil. Awesome.

      
      Reaver wasn’t prepared to consider either option. What he needed was more information.
         And a way to get out of here. Right now, his only hope for either was to play nice
         with Harvester. Finding common ground was probably his best bet.
      

      
      “How are the other Horsemen doing? What did Regan and Than name their son?” A pang
         of regret that he hadn’t gone to see the new baby before he’d come to Sheoul-gra ran
         through him.
      

      
      “They’re all well, and Than and Regan named the baby Logan Thanatos.” Harvester smiled,
         and Reaver nearly fell over. She actually seemed happy for them.
      

      
      He also realized that this was the first time they’d ever had a civil conversation.
         It was almost… friendly. Weird, since Harvester generally reacted to friendliness
         with bitchiness.
      

      
      The scream of a demon in agony echoed from somewhere outside of the gullet of the
         creature they were standing inside, reminding him that no matter how polite their
         chat was going, they were still in hell. “What’s Logan look like?”
      

      
      “He has Than’s blond hair and Regan’s hazel eyes. He smiles a lot.” Harvester twirled
         a strand of hair around her finger as she eyed him. “I’ll get you out of here to see
         him if you tell me where Reseph is.”
      

      
      “No deal.”

      
      “Stubborn git.” She toyed with the ends of her hair, brushing them playfully across the deep furrow of her cleavage. “I have one other
         offer. If you don’t take it, you should know that Azagoth has been pressing me to
         torment you with more than annoying conversation. He’s furious that you released Reseph.
         He had serious plans to make Pestilence pay for torturing his daughter.”
      

      
      And that was one of the reasons Reaver had freed Reseph. Azagoth, Sheoul-gra’s gatekeeper,
         wouldn’t care that the male trapped here was Reseph, not Pestilence. Reaver couldn’t
         allow Reseph to suffer for his demon half’s deeds.
      

      
      He narrowed his eyes at his fellow Watcher. “What’s the offer?”

      
      Slowly, seductively, Harvester licked her generous lips, and Reaver’s gut twisted.
         “Sex,” she said, her voice all silk and sin. “You agree to pleasure me at the time
         of my choosing.”
      

      
      “What?” He blinked like a dope. “Why? You hate me.”

      
      “My reasons are my own.” She trailed one slender finger down her throat, continuing
         lower, until she was caressing her nipple through the sheer fabric at the bodice of
         her dress. “Well? What’s your answer? Give me sex in return for your freedom.”
      

      
      The very idea made him want to hurl. But it wasn’t as if he was rolling in options.
         “When? Where? And for how long?”
      

      
      “When I wish it. Could be tomorrow, could be in two hundred years. Where? We’ll make
         it fair and say in the human realm so neither of us has a power advantage. How long?
         Twenty-four human hours.”
      

      
      “And what,” he said through clenched teeth, “will you have me do?”

      
      Her eyes sparked with hunger. “Whatever I want you to do. But you should know that
         I’m into pretty much everything.” Her voice became a throaty, honeyed drawl. “And
         I especially appreciate a talented tongue.”
      

      
      He really was going to throw up. Closing his eyes, he considered her offer and in
         the end decided that twenty-four hours in Harvester’s bed couldn’t be worse than an
         eternity in a Sheoul-gra torture chamber.
      

      
      Probably.

      
      “Fine,” he ground out. “But just you. No threesomes, no spectators, and no commands
         that aren’t directly related to… pleasuring you.” He barely managed those last two
         words.
      

      
      “Deal.” She sauntered up to him and placed her palm over his heart. “A kiss to seal
         it.”
      

      
      Lifting her face, Harvester slanted her mouth over his. He wasn’t sure what he expected
         from her, but soft lips and a flavor like fresh rose water wasn’t it. Neither was
         the vague sense of familiarity. Had she kissed him before? Maybe when he’d been held
         captive in her house and under the influence of marrow wine?
      

      
      Her tongue slid along the seam of his lips, and okay, if she wanted to play, he’d
         play. She thought she was stealing a kiss from an angel, thought she had the upper
         hand.
      

      
      Never. Gripping her shoulders, he spun her into the wall and pinned her with his body.
         His wings flared high, draping them both in darkness. She grunted as he plunged his
         tongue into her mouth, taking instead of giving.
      

      
      “You like it rough then, do you?” she murmured against his lips. “I can do you that
         way.”
      

      
      A surprisingly pleasant sting sizzled through his mouth, and then Harvester was licking
         at his lips and tongue. He tasted blood, knew she’d clipped him with a fang. Heat rushed south, stirring
         his loins.
      

      
      This wasn’t supposed to happen. He hated Harvester. Despised everything about her.
         And yet… damn.
      

      
      Before she discovered the extent of how much his body was betraying him, he kissed
         her savagely hard and stepped back, summoning every measure of icy composure he had.
      

      
      “Deal sealed,” he said.

      
      Harvester’s eyes were glazed as she dabbed at the blood on her lips with the back
         of her hand. “Sealed.” She smiled, flashing shiny white fangtips. “Now, I’ll get you
         out of here. But remember, angel. When I call, you come running. And make sure you’re
         fully clothed. I want to strip you myself.”
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      Gethel stood atop a rocky outcrop in Scotland, her gaze focused on the castle in the
         distance, its bottom half shrouded in mist. Her sharp eyesight caught a glimpse of
         two Aegis Elders, Lance and Omar, as they stood on the south wall smoking cigarettes.
         She wondered if they were discussing her; she’d given them enough to talk about for
         a month straight. All lies, of course, meant to trick them into doing her bidding.
      

      
      Well, the fact that the Horsemen hated The Aegis wasn’t a lie, but she might have
         exaggerated about how many Aegi the Horsemen planned to kill in retaliation for The
         Aegis’s role in trying to kill Thanatos’s child.
      

      
      All the better to scare The Aegis into following her blindly. And why wouldn’t they?
         She was an angel, after all.
      

      
      Twin wisps of smoke rose from the Elders’ cigarettes, dissipating quickly in the brisk
         breeze. She could almost smell the tobacco, and her mouth watered. Tobacco was a distinctly human and demon
         pleasure, and as such, most angels turned up their noses at so much as standing downwind
         of the smoke. But in her meeting yesterday with Lucifer, she’d been offered a plethora
         of sinfully decadent drugs, drinks, and foods, and there was no way she could turn
         down everything. Not when Lucifer, Satan’s right-hand man, insisted.
      

      
      The cigarette had represented yet another step down a path from which she couldn’t
         return, and each step was another knife in her soul.
      

      
      She’d spent three months denying that helping Pestilence had really been so bad, but
         with each new sin, each action she took against Heaven, it began to sink in.
      

      
      Still, she felt like she was straddling the line between good and evil, had yet to
         jump into either pool with both feet. As proof that she wasn’t all bad, she hadn’t revealed the location of The Aegis’s headquarters to the forces of
         hell… maybe because she’d always supported the demon-slayers’ cause. For thousands
         of years, they had been all that stood between demons and humans, and she respected
         their awesome sacrifices.
      

      
      That, and for now, The Aegis had no idea she had taken a few turns at playing for
         Team Evil. They still believed she was a Heavenly angel, and she supposed that was
         true enough. None of her angelic brethren had found her, tried her, and ripped her
         wings from her back before drop-kicking her straight into Sheoul.
      

      
      Her crimes would not earn her a stop at the halfway point, the human realm, the place
         most disgraced angels went to make a choice: try to earn their way back to Heaven,
         or enter hell and become irreversibly evil, a True Fallen. No, as Reaver had pointed out during their battle three months ago, she was
         Fallen… she just hadn’t lost her wings.
      

      
      Reaver was such an obnoxious bastard.

      
      This was all his fault. If he’d refused to replace her as the Horsemen’s Heavenly
         Watcher, she wouldn’t have grown angry. She wouldn’t have plotted against him and
         the Horsemen by working with Pestilence and Lucifer. What had the Archangels been
         thinking by appointing him? Reaver, who had once done something so egregious that
         they’d wiped his past from his memory and that of every angel in existence? Reaver,
         who had disobeyed too many rules to count and had been stripped of his wings just
         thirty years ago?
      

      
      Yes, he’d earned his wings back by saving the world with some idiot incubus, but it
         had been clear to Gethel even then, when she’d awarded him with his angel status,
         that little had changed. He was still the same arrogant, defiant fool he’d always
         been.
      

      
      He was going to pay for what he’d done to her. For what he’d forced her to do. But
         first, she needed to find Reseph.
      

      
      Closing her eyes, she turned her face to the sky and repeated a summoning spell she
         knew by heart. She’d already made the appropriate sacrifice, even though it had pained
         her to do it—a human male virgin and a pregnant human female. Now she need only wait
         for the agent of her summons to appear.
      

      
      When he did, she barely kept herself from recoiling.

      
      The creature, his oozing flesh hanging off his skeletal frame in jerky-like strips
         and crawling with maggots, materialized before her. He clacked his sharp teeth, and
         the sound pierced her eardrums like a blade.
      

      
      “Beautiful angel.” His voice gurgled, as if he was speaking through oil. “What can
         I give you today?”
      

      
      “I need khnives and Soulshredders.”
      

      
      The creature hissed. “Soulshredders don’t do anyone’s bidding.”

      
      “They will this time.” She paused, taking a moment to enjoy the skepticism in the
         demon’s rheumy yellow eyes. “Their master, Pestilence, is somewhere in the world,
         and they need to find him.”
      

      
      “Lies,” the creature rumbled. “Pestilence is dead.”

      
      Drawing on a current of Heavenly power, Gethel flared her wings and came off the ground
         to hover over the demon. “Angels do not lie, you pathetic wretch.” Her voice boomed
         like thunder, and the demon cringed. “Pestilence lives, trapped inside his brother’s
         body, and every Soulshredder in Sheoul needs to be looking for him.” The khnives, horrid opossum-like creatures, could help as well… they excelled at spywork.
      

      
      The demon nodded vehemently. “A rescue.”

      
      “Exactly.” Gethel cut herself off from her Heavenly power source, praying no one had
         sensed her while she’d been connected, or if they had, that the connection had been
         too weak or too brief to trace. To be safe, she needed to get away from here. “Off
         with you,” she said, shooing the demon away with a flick of her hand. “Get the word
         out to the Soulshredder Council. I want Reseph found, and if they have to torture
         and kill everyone who means something to him to do it, it’s a price I’m willing to
         pay.”
      

      
      Pay? Seeing Reseph’s loved ones die would be a bonus.

      
   
      
      Four
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      Jillian took her time cleaning the kitchen, allowing Reseph a chance to unwind. He’d
         seemed so sad and confused, and while she might not know him very well, her heart
         had broken for him.
      

      
      The TV blared from the living room, and when she finally finished in the kitchen,
         she found Reseph lounging on her couch, feet up on the coffee table, with Doodle purring
         in his lap. He’d been eyeing the pictures on the wall, skimming over the nature artwork
         and focusing on the photos of her skydiving and skiing. She used to be good at those
         things before the demons came.
      

      
      Jillian nodded at the cat. “He likes you.”

      
      She stood there, hesitant to take a seat next to Reseph, but the couch was the only
         place to sit. She’d moved her father’s ratty old recliner down to the cellar a few
         months ago. Her mom had, for years, complained about the thing, saying it was fit
         only for the local landfill, and while Jillian agreed, she couldn’t bear to part with it. Not yet.
      

      
      Reseph ran his hand over the cat’s spotted brown fur in long, even strokes. “What’s
         his name?”
      

      
      “Doodle.”

      
      “Doodle?” He winced. “No wonder he’s so friendly. He’s begging me to call him something like
         Fang, or Chaos, or Styx.” He patted the empty cushion next to him. “Have a seat. I
         won’t bite.” A cocky smile accompanied a waggle of his brows. “Unless you like that
         kind of thing.”
      

      
      Her cheeks burned at the unbidden image of him nipping at her sensitive spots. “Do
         you like that kind of thing? I mean, do you think you do?”
      

      
      His voice turned smoky. Rich. Decadent as hell. “I know I do.” He scratched Doodle’s chin. “See, I know some stuff.”
      

      
      Now she was burning all over as she sank onto the couch, putting as much space between
         them as she could without looking like she was trying. Still, he knew, shooting her
         an amused glance before turning his attention to the TV.
      

      
      “So what’s going on in the world?” He gestured to the CNN news anchor talking about
         recovery efforts in Sydney. “What happened in Australia?”
      

      
      Oh God, he didn’t even know about that? How could he be a blank slate? Was that even medically possible?
      

      
      She tucked one leg under her and got comfortable, because this was going to be a very
         uncomfortable conversation. “What’s the last thing you remember about the world?”
      

      
      Doodle nudged Reseph’s hand, clearly not happy that his new best friend had stopped
         petting him. “I don’t remember anything before the snowbank.”
      

      
      “Okay, what’s the last thing you know?” she asked. “Like, do you know who the president
         is?”
      

      
      “Of what country?”
      

      
      “The United States.”

      
      He frowned. “I have no idea.”

      
      “Who is the last one you remember?”

      
      “Washington.” He sounded proud of himself for remembering something, and she hated
         having to crush him.
      

      
      “You couldn’t remember him,” she said faintly. “He’s been dead for more than two hundred
         years.”
      

      
      Throwing his head back, Reseph lowered his lids and concentrated. “I’ve got other
         names in my head, but I can’t place them. Like Napoléon and Hitler and Azagoth. It’s
         like I have all these puzzle pieces in my head, but I can’t fit more than two together.”
         Azagoth? He uttered a mild curse and opened his eyes. “I give up. So what’s up with the news
         showing destroyed countries? And why have they been blathering about economic meltdowns
         and recoveries? And apocalypses.”
      

      
      “Because up until three months ago, the world was under siege by demons.” The last
         word came out as a broken whisper. It still didn’t seem real, and all at once, too real.
      

      
      Reseph’s hand stilled on Doodle’s shoulders. “And now it’s not?”

      
      “Thankfully, no. All of a sudden, demons all over the world were burned to ash or
         disappeared. People are calling it WV-Day, for World Victory Day. Every government
         is taking credit for the WV-Day, but no one can say why or how it all went down.”
         Conspiracy theories were off the charts, though. There were as many rumors floating
         around as there were trees on her property.
      

      
      “All the demons are gone?”

      
      “That’s the story.” God, she hoped it was true. Sightings were still reported, but
         authorities claimed that no demon sighting since WV-Day had been substantiated and that most likely people were just
         seeing things.
      

      
      He cocked his head at her. “Did you see any demons?”

      
      A chill slithered up her spine at the memory she could never quite get away from no
         matter how deeply she buried herself in the forest. “Too many.”
      

      
      She started to get up, but Reseph’s hand snapped out to circle her wrist. “Is that
         why you live out here in the middle of nowhere? So demons won’t find you?”
      

      
      Jesus. Had he seen through her so easily? Very deliberately, she peeled his fingers
         off her arm.
      

      
      “I have to check on the animals.” She practically ran to the door and shoved her feet
         into her boots. It was dark outside, but as much as she hated the night, she hated
         the subject matter more.
      

      
      “Jillian.” The soft but commanding tone froze her as she reached for the doorknob.
         “It’s weird, isn’t it, how I don’t remember anything, and you remember too much.”
      

      
      “I think,” she said quietly, “that maybe you got the better deal.”
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      Reseph sat with the cat for a few minutes after Jillian went outside. He was still
         trying to process what she’d said about the demons. It wasn’t that he found it difficult
         to believe—on the contrary, it felt disturbingly familiar. And almost… casual. As
         if demons were part of everyday life, but that couldn’t be the case, because even
         with his lost memory, he was certain that most humans hadn’t been familiar with demons
         before their appearance.
      

      
      And why the hell was he thinking about humans as if he wasn’t one of them?

      
      Frustrated at the direction of his thoughts, he gently nudged Fang-Doodle off his
         lap and headed to the barn to see what Jillian was up to. Didn’t matter that he didn’t
         have shoes or a coat. He just went. The cold hit him like a million tiny icicles,
         but he ignored the sting as he trudged through the snow, following her tracks toward
         the barn, which was outlined in faint streaks of light that escaped from between the
         wood slats and tiny windows.
      

      
      Felt good to get out of the house and into the open. Jillian’s cabin was cozy but
         confining, way too home-and-hearth for him. Which made him wonder how he normally
         lived.
      

      
      The crack of gunfire shattered his thoughts. Jillian. He sprinted down the path, heart racing as fast as his feet. He skidded around the
         side of the barn and nearly did a body slam into the fencing surrounding a chicken
         coop. Jillian stood a few feet away next to a bloody scatter of feathers, a rifle
         in her hand, staring into the woods.
      

      
      “What happened?” He came up behind her, his senses on high alert as he focused on
         the forest around them.
      

      
      “Marten,” she muttered. “Damned thing got one of my chickens.” Cursing, she swung
         around to him, her windblown hair whipping at her cheeks. Her breath, visible in the
         cold air, blew out like steam when she looked down at his bare feet. “Get back in
         the house! You nearly froze to death, and now you’re out here with no clothes? What
         are you thinking?”
      

      
      He snorted. “I have more clothes on than when you found me. Besides—” He broke off
         as a tingle of awareness skittered over his skin. Something flitted in his peripheral
         vision, a dark shadow melting between the trees where the marten tracks disappeared.
      

      
      A nasty growl rumbled as if coming from all around them, the sound of a boulder rolling
         down the side of a mountain. Without thinking, Reseph tore across the yard, his focus narrowed and honed,
         his heart pounding, his body hard and primed for battle.
      

      
      And, he realized as he was running, sex.

      
      Holy shit, he was jacked up, as if he’d just spent half an hour engaged in foreplay
         and was now on the verge of sinking into a hot, willing female.
      

      
      Jesus, what kind of sicko was he that gearing up for a possible fight made him horny?

      
      “Reseph!”

      
      Jillian’s voice throbbed through him, adding fuel to the burn in his veins, but he
         couldn’t go back to her, not now, when violence and desire were both warring just
         under the surface of his skin.
      

      
      The metallic scent of blood slammed into him, and that fast, the violent urges beat
         down the sexual one.
      

      
      There. Movement. With a snarl, he ripped a fallen branch off a stump and snatched the beady-eyed
         creature behind it by the scruff. The demon hissed, its sharp teeth snapping, blood
         spattered on its fur.
      

      
      “You little—” Reseph stared. “Marten.” Not a demon. The weasel stared back, fear glinting
         in its dark eyes.
      

      
      Overreact much?

      
      “Reseph!”

      
      “Shit.” He dropped the critter into the snow and watched it scamper off, wondering
         why the hell he’d sensed danger.
      

      
      Feeling like a fool, he jogged back the way he’d come. He’d run a good third of a
         mile in pursuit of the weasel, and for what? Jillian was going to think he was nuts.
         And she might be right.
      

      
      At least the maddening lust had eased. But then, humiliation had a way of deflating
         the dick, didn’t it?
      

      
      She was standing at the edge of the woods, her expression veering from worry to anger
         when he emerged. “What the hell? Why did you take off like that? You scared me half
         to death.”
      

      
      His cheeks heated. “Ah, yeah… sorry. I saw something.”

      
      “What was it?”

      
      Probably not a good idea to admit he thought he’d been chasing a demon. “An animal.
         Turns out it was the marten.”
      

      
      “You caught up to the marten?” Her gaze dropped to his hands, which were smeared with
         blood. “You killed it?”
      

      
      Squatting down, he wiped his palms in the snow. “I let it go. The blood on its fur
         was probably the chicken’s.”
      

      
      “You released it? You do realize it’s killing my chickens.”
      

      
      Reseph understood Jillian’s frustration, but he’d felt sorry for the creature. It
         had been trapped and afraid, and somewhere inside, Reseph understood that even more. “It’s just trying to survive.”
      

      
      She shook her head. “Reseph, you can’t go running off into the woods like that. Especially
         not without shoes.”
      

      
      “Shoes are overrated.” He headed into the barn, ignoring her curses. If she wanted
         to get serious about letting the four-letter words fly, she really needed to work
         on her vocabulary. “Whatcha got in here?”
      

      
      “Reseph.” Behind him, Jillian huffed with annoyance. “I’m serious.”

      
      “So am I. I want to know what you keep in the barn.” It was warm—relatively. Two single
         lightbulbs lit the six-stall building, and as he strode through the clean straw, he
         inhaled the familiar scent of horse. For some reason, his tattoo itched. Was he allergic
         to horses? Ahead, from the last stall, a big sorrel and white draft horse looked over the divider at him.
      

      
      “Obviously, I have a horse. I also have goats.” Jillian sounded all irritable, which
         was kind of cute. “They’re in the first two stalls.”
      

      
      Sure enough, he peeked inside at the four goats in one, and three in the other. “Milk
         or meat?”
      

      
      “Milk. I sell the kids to a local farmer. They also keep my property cleared of brush.”

      
      “And the pigs?” He peered over the rails of the third and fourth stalls. One of the
         black-and-white sows oinked at him.
      

      
      “Same thing. Well, without the milk.”

      
      Reseph eyed Jillian, noting that her hair was still adorably tousled. Damn, she was
         attractive. He was pretty sure he hadn’t ever been drawn to women who didn’t wear
         makeup and who dressed in farm clothes, but something about Jillian’s fresh, natural
         beauty had him wanting to go organic.
      

      
      Speaking of which… “Do you eat any of these things?”

      
      “Some of the chickens,” she said with a shrug, “but they’re mostly for eggs.”

      
      “And the horse?”

      
      “I would never eat a horse.” Her voice was laced with a teasing false indignation.

      
      He thought about the tattoo on his arm and shot her a wink. “Do you lick them?”

      
      “Lick?” Confusion put a soft frown on her face for half a heartbeat, and then she
         rolled her eyes. “No, I don’t lick horses or tattoos.” She gestured to her gelding. “Sammy helps me with heavy hauling and riding
         the fence line.”
      

      
      Sammy? And Doodle? She was determined to make all of her animals run away, wasn’t she? A horse needed a majestic name, like Conquest
         or Battle. “How much property do you have?”
      

      
      “Two hundred acres.” Jillian scooped some grain out of a storage bin. “We used to
         have more, but my parents sold three hundred just before they were killed.”
      

      
      He closed the lid on the grain bin as she walked to Sammy’s stall. “By demons?”

      
      “No, thank God.” She dumped the food into the horse’s hanging grain bucket. “My dad
         was a pilot. He and my mom were flying their plane around the mountain when he had
         a heart attack. The plane crashed about twenty miles from here.”
      

      
      “I’m sorry. That must have been hard.”

      
      “It was.” She glanced down at his feet. “You really need to get back to the house.
         I didn’t save you so you could get frostbite by walking around barefoot in the middle
         of winter.”
      

      
      “Tell you what,” he said. “I’ll help you with the animals. Then you’ll be done sooner,
         and I can get back into the house faster.”
      

      
      She slammed the grain scoop into its holder with a little more force than required,
         and he could practically smell her frustration. “No.”
      

      
      “Come on,” he cajoled.

      
      “No means no.” Bending, she gave him a nice view as she picked up the rifle she’d
         propped against the wall.
      

      
      He swallowed hard, and every drop of blood in his body went south in a hot rush. How
         long had it been since he’d had loud, sweaty, mind-blowing sex? Hell, when was the
         last time he’d had any kind of sex? Felt like forever, as if sex was more than a good
         time for him. This deep-seated primal urge was something that went to his very core. Sounded insane, but he couldn’t
         shake the feeling that sex was a necessity, maybe to his very survival.
      

      
      He took a slow step toward her, his libido tugging at him as if he was on a leash
         and Jillian was holding the handle. But at the second step, she stiffened. He halted,
         though every instinct was screaming at him to keep moving toward her.
      

      
      “Do I scare you?” he asked roughly.

      
      There was the slightest hesitation as she hung the weapon in a bracket near the first
         stall. “If you did, I’d have had the police here by now.”
      

      
      She was lying. The police couldn’t make it up the mountain through this snow. She’d
         said as much when she mentioned getting to the nearest town.
      

      
      An owl hooted somewhere in the night, and Jillian’s gaze darted to the darkness outside.
         For a split second, shadows of fear flitted across her expression, and then, as if
         she was giving herself a pep talk, she threw back her shoulders and opened a bin of
         what he thought might be goat food.
      

      
      “I won’t hurt you, Jillian.” Sensing she needed a moment to chill—and hell, so did
         he—he strode toward the door, the straw crunching under his feet. “I promise you.”
      

      
      She said nothing as he stepped out into the snow and headed toward the cabin. Man,
         he wished she had beer. He could use one right now. Or a margarita. Or a piña colada,
         or—
      

      
      He came to a stop so fast that he slipped and nearly landed on his ass.

      
      Something was watching him. Again. This time, though, the feeling of being watched
         was accompanied by a disturbing internal stirring, as if an inky, oily cloud was billowing up from out
         of his soul.
      

      
      Pivoting, he tracked the external sensation, and there, deep in the shadows, red eyes
         stared at him from out of the trees. It wasn’t the marten—these eyes were level with
         his.
      

      
      They stared, unblinking, for another second, and then they were gone, taking with
         them the weird darkness inside him. What the hell? And why the fuck was the skin on
         his forearm rippling? Startled, he looked down at the horse tattoo peeking out from
         under his rolled-up sleeve. He’d sworn only one of the front legs had been straight,
         the other lifted in a stationary prance. Now, both legs were straight, as if the horse
         had stomped its hoof.
      

      
      First the thing in the woods and now the horse. Was he losing his mind?

      
      “Reseph?”

      
      He didn’t turn to Jillian. What if the crazy he was feeling showed in his face? “Yeah?”

      
      “Why did you really take off into the woods?”

      
      He shrugged. “I thought I heard a growl. I must have been hearing things.”

      
      “No, I heard it, too.”

      
      “You did?” Thank God and Oh shit collided. He wasn’t going crazy, but there really might be a malevolent presence
         lurking nearby. “Go inside. There’s something dangerous out here.”
      

      
      “I don’t think that’s necessary.”

      
      Finally, he swung around to her. “Why not?”

      
      There was a moment of silence, and then Jillian said something that chilled him to
         the bone. “Because it was you, Reseph. The growl came from you.”
      

      
   
      
      Five
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      By the time Jillian got back inside the house, she was only a little freaked by what
         had happened outside. Just as she’d started to think that Reseph was the kind of guy
         who didn’t take much seriously, he’d sensed something in the forest and morphed into
         what she could only describe as a predator. The scary thing was that the shift had
         been more than behavioral; it had been physical. From the set of his jaw and the flare
         of his nostrils to the baring of his teeth and what she swore was a glow in his eyes,
         he’d become something she’d never want to meet in a dark alley.
      

      
      Hell, she’d avoid him in a sunlit alley.
      

      
      And that growl. Dear God, the bloodcurdling sound he’d made had lifted every hair
         on the back of her neck.
      

      
      And yet, when he’d sauntered into the barn just moments later, all traces of the man
         who had snarled like a beast, run into the forest, and come back with blood on his
         hands was gone.
      

      
      She stared at Reseph’s broad back as he stood in front of the wood stove, head bowed.
         He’d stripped off the sweatshirt, leaving it in a messy pile in the corner. She could
         hardly be annoyed though, not when being shirtless meant she got a view of the most
         perfectly sculpted male body she’d ever seen. Before his amnesia episode, he must
         have spent a lot of time in the gym.
      

      
      Like, a lot.
      

      
      “Hey.” She hung up her coat and stepped out of her boots. “You okay?”

      
      “Yeah.” For being okay, Reseph’s voice was off, permeated by an underlying scrape
         of gravel. “Did I scare you?”
      

      
      “Maybe a little.” His shoulders slumped, and his head sank lower. She felt like she’d
         just kicked a puppy. “Reseph, I wasn’t afraid you’d hurt me,” she said, realizing
         it was true. He’d frightened her, but not because she was afraid for herself. She
         was afraid for anyone who crossed him.
      

      
      She didn’t plan to cross him.

      
      She padded across the hardwood floor, stopping a few inches away. Without thinking,
         she placed her hand gently on his lower back. Beneath her palm, hard muscles twitched.
         “What’s wrong?”
      

      
      The fire crackled for a long time before he finally said, “I scared myself.”
      

      
      He turned around, catching her hand before she could drop it. His warm hand engulfed
         hers. He was so much bigger than she was, and she supposed that under normal circumstances
         she might feel intimidated, but this was not a normal situation, and Reseph was far from a normal man.
      

      
      “Were you afraid you’d hurt me?” she asked.

      
      Reseph stared down at her hand, his thumb making slow sweeps over her fingers. “Not…
         intentionally.” He raised his gaze, his eyes burning into hers. “And that’s what scares me. I acted without
         thinking. I don’t know myself. I don’t know anything and I think I might be crazy.”
      

      
      Once, while Jillian had been getting ready to come on shift at the air traffic control
         tower, she’d watched a small private jet crash on the runway and burst into flames.
         In sickeningly slow motion, she’d seen movement inside the craft as the passengers
         tried frantically to get out. The helplessness Jillian had felt still haunted her
         today, and now a similar feeling was squeezing her heart. She had no idea what to
         say or do to make things right.
      

      
      “I wish I could help more,” she said softly.

      
      “Are you kidding?” Reseph reached up, stroking his warm fingertips over her cheek
         in a tender caress that startled the hell out of her. “You’ve done so much already.
         If I live a thousand years I won’t be able to repay you.” His thumb traveled along
         the line of her jaw as he held her with his gaze. She didn’t even consider stepping
         away from him. The hypnotic current running between them held her fast.
      

      
      How could she be so attracted to a freaking stranger? Then again, she’d experienced instant attraction to her ex-fiancé when she’d first
         met him, albeit nothing like what was going on with Reseph. And then Jason had proved
         that men could remain strangers even after you’d been in love with them for a year.
      

      
      The memory was a much-needed splash of cold water, and she stepped back from Reseph.

      
      “You don’t need to repay me. I haven’t done anything any decent person wouldn’t do.”
         She smiled, hoping to lighten the mood a little. Or to at least get her pulse back
         to normal. “Now, why don’t you get some sleep? You can take my bed.”
      

      
      One blond eyebrow popped up. “Will you be in it, too?”
      

      
      “Ah, no. I’ll take the couch.”

      
      He shook his head. “If I can’t be in the bed with you, I want the couch.”

      
      The man was impossible. “You won’t fit on the couch. Trust me, I’ll be fine there.”

      
      “Nope.” In a heartbeat, he leaped over the sofa’s armrest and sprawled out on the
         cushions, legs hanging over the edge, hands behind his head. “Mine. You can’t move
         me.”
      

      
      So neener-neener. “You’re like a big child, you know that?”
      

      
      His grin was so disarming that she had to bite back a smile of her own. “There is
         one thing that can get me to move.”
      

      
      She folded her arms across her chest and summoned every ounce of stubborness. “No.
         We’re not sleeping together.”
      

      
      “I wasn’t planning on sleeping.”
      

      
      Not only was he impossible, he had no filter, no inhibitions, and no sense of societal
         boundaries. Maybe he was some sort of overindulged, spoiled prince or wealthy heir.
         But he hadn’t displayed any of the traits she’d expect to go with an indulged lifestyle.
         He wasn’t demanding, snobby, or entitled. He just seemed so unguarded and guileless.
         It was refreshing, really.
      

      
      Not refreshing enough, however, to give in to his desire to get her into bed.

      
      “I’ll get you some blankets,” she said crisply, and headed to the linen closet, the
         sound of his soft chuckle at her back.
      

      
      But a chuckle was much better than a growl.
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      Reseph was a huge pain in the ass. But Jillian enjoyed his quirky personality when
         she’d thought she’d long ago had enough of intense, oddball personalities in her old
         job. Air traffic controllers were a breed all their own.
      

      
      So was Reseph. After she’d given him the blankets and pillow, she’d climbed into bed,
         but twice she’d gotten up to check on him as if he were a child sick with the flu.
         Both times she found him standing outside on the porch, looking out into the darkness,
         a silent sentinel in the night. When she’d asked him what he was doing, he’d said
         he needed to feel the air and open space.
      

      
      She’d gotten the impression that he felt trapped in the house. Restless. But she’d
         also gotten the uneasy feeling that he’d been watching for something. What, she didn’t
         know, and she wasn’t sure she wanted to.
      

      
      This morning, she let him sleep while she made breakfast, and as she put the pancakes,
         eggs, and bacon on the table, he shuffled in, bare-chested and with his hair sleep-mussed.
         God, he was gorgeous in the morning. There was just something extra compelling about
         a big, powerful man looking slightly vulnerable moments after he woke.
      

      
      Not that the sleepiness took anything away from the lethal air that surrounded Reseph.
         She knew now that if the situation called for it, he could snap into battle mode in
         less time than it took for her heart to make a single beat.
      

      
      In the light of day, the idea was much less disturbing than it had been last night.

      
      “Hey,” she said, and he gave her a drowsy smile that made her head swim.

      
      “Hey.” He regarded the table, and his eyes lit up. “Sweet. I love bacon. And pancakes.
         And eggs. All my favorites.” His smile grew wider. “You didn’t have to go to the trouble,
         but I’m glad you did.”
      

      
      “It’s nice to be able to cook for someone.” She took a seat and gestured to Reseph’s
         plate—which she’d placed across the table from hers. He moved it and sat down kitty-corner
         from her. “My friend Stacey stays over sometimes, so I cook for her, but she’s the
         only one.”
      

      
      “Stacey?” He scooped some eggs onto his plate, and she tried not to get distracted
         by the way his biceps moved under his smooth, deeply tanned skin. “Is she hot? Like
         you?”
      

      
      Heat flushed her cheeks. “You just say whatever you’re thinking, don’t you?”

      
      “Nope. If I said what I was thinking right now, you’d throw your plate at me.”

      
      He was probably right. She eyed his muscular chest and ripped abs, and her body hummed
         in appreciation. Well, maybe he was right.
      

      
      “So this Stacey,” he said, as he loaded his pancakes with butter and syrup. “Do you
         see her often?”
      

      
      “Why?”

      
      “Because you shouldn’t be alone.”

      
      His answer surprised her. “You think I need protection from something?” Like maybe
         whatever he’d been looking for on the porch. “You think I can’t handle myself?”
      

      
      “Oh, hell, no. I saw you with the rifle.” He glanced over at her, and his voice went
         a notch deeper. “It was fucking hot. I love a badass female.”
      

      
      She laughed. “I love being called a badass.” She regarded him with curiosity as he
         took a huge bite of eggs. “So why shouldn’t I be alone?”
      

      
      “Because you’re a good person. You should share that with people who need someone
         like you in their lives.” He reached for his glass of juice. “Like me. Thank you again
         for everything.”
      

      
      “You’re welcome.” Her pulse picked up at both the compliment… and from guilt. The
         road had been cleared this morning, and she was thinking about taking him to the sheriff’s
         station. Why she should feel guilty she had no idea. Maybe it was because a good person
         would keep him.
      

      
      Keep him… as if he were a stray dog. Nice. If he were a stray dog, she would keep him. But he needed help she couldn’t provide.
      

      
      And she couldn’t afford to get attached.

      
      They ate in silence for a minute, which was all it took for him to finish off six
         pancakes, as many eggs, and half a pound of bacon. Finally, he came up for air.
      

      
      “Can I use your computer?” he asked. “I want to see if I can find anything that might
         help me figure out who I am.”
      

      
      Her pancake sat like a paperweight in her gut. “Actually, I’m taking you into town
         today. I’m hoping we can get some help at the sheriff’s station. First, you need some
         real clothes, so we’ll hit Bernard’s department store.”
      

      
      “I promise to pay you back when I find out who I am.” He lounged back in the chair,
         looking sated. Content. But no less dangerous. Like a tiger that had just fed. “I
         must have money somewhere.”
      

      
      “Don’t worry about it.” She stood. “Now, I’m going to take care of the animals, and
         we’ll go after that. Feel free to use the shower if you want.”
      

      
      A muscle ticked in his jaw, and she prepared herself for a suggestive reply. “I’ll
         help you with the chores tonight, though, okay?”
      

      
      Well, shit. She’d have preferred one of his overtly sexual suggestions. She offered
         him a shaky smile, because she wasn’t sure he was coming back with her. He didn’t
         belong here, and there was a perfectly good shelter where he could stay in town while
         the police figured out who he was.
      

      
      She took care of the critters at the barn and chicken coop, and by the time she’d
         gathered a dozen eggs to drop off at the Wilsons’ place down the road and got her
         truck warmed up, Reseph was ready. She wished she had shoes for him, but he didn’t
         seem to care. He merely hopped into the pickup’s passenger side and played with the
         radio, settling on a country music station as she drove the thirty miles into town.
      

      
      “I don’t know why,” she said, “but I’d have taken you for a rock and roll guy.”

      
      “Seems my brain is full of country lyrics. Not so much with the rock.” He tapped his
         fingers on his thighs to the beat of the music and studied the landscape as though
         he were mapping every tree, every fence post.
      

      
      “You people know how to decorate,” Reseph said, when she turned the truck onto Main
         Street. “It’s like we’re at the North Pole.” He shifted around in the seat so he was
         lounging against the door, one leg up on the bench as if he had moved in and belonged
         right there next to her. Damn, but she could not be thinking that way. “You need Christmas decorations in your house. And a tree.”
      

      
      She eased the vehicle around an icy corner. “Seems kind of pointless.”

      
      “Don’t you like the holidays?”

      
      “I love them. But when it’s just me and Doodle, there’s not much point in doing all
         the holiday stuff.” Stacey always invited her to her family’s place for Thanksgiving
         and Christmas, so it really did seem like a waste of time to decorate her own place.
         She pulled up to the department store and shut down the engine. “Why don’t you stay
         here while I run in and get some clothes for you?”
      

      
      “Nah. I’m good.” Reseph climbed out of the truck. Didn’t matter that he was shoeless
         and in pajamas… he ignored the curious stares and walked inside with her. The man
         didn’t have an ounce of self-consciousness. But then, as big as he was, she doubted
         people messed with him much. And as hot as he was, she’d bet he could get anything
         he wanted from women.
      

      
      As soon as they walked through the door, Tanya, one of Jillian’s old high school classmates,
         greeted them. Her gaze lingered long enough on Reseph to make Jillian clear her throat.
      

      
      “Hi, Tanya. Obviously, we need the men’s department.”

      
      Tanya pointed toward the back of the store. “You might want to hit the shoe department
         first. It’s against policy to allow bare feet in here.” She smiled at Reseph like
         she was picturing him with a lot less on than shoes. Ha. Tanya couldn’t even begin to imagine the truth of what Reseph looked like without clothes on. He was see-to-believe.
         “We’ll make an exception this time.”
      

      
      Reseph grinned back, and Jillian did not like that. She grabbed his hand and led him
         to the shoe department, where he picked out a pair of black work boots. Which looked
         absolutely ridiculous with the too-short pajama bottoms. Still, he didn’t seem to
         notice at all.
      

      
      Next, they hit the men’s department. “Well, what do you like?”

      
      He looked around at the racks of clothes and shrugged. “Pick something out for me.”

      
      “Dress you?”
      

      
      He waggled his blond brows. “Or undress me.” Now there was the Reseph she was getting used to.
      

      
      “I think we’d have an audience for that,” she said, glancing over at Tanya and two
         other employees who were not-so-covertly watching Reseph.
      

      
      Leaning into her, so close his breath fanned over her cheek, he said in a low, silky
         voice, “That’s what dressing rooms are for.”
      

      
      Oh, the images he’d just conjured in her head. She had to clear her throat before
         she could speak.
      

      
      “You’re impossible, you know that?” Not waiting for a response, she pulled two pairs
         of distressed jeans off a Big and Tall rack and shoved them into his hands. Next,
         she wandered through the shirts and settled on a black tee, a light blue thermal Henley,
         and a flannel charcoal button-down. “Let’s see how these fit.”
      

      
      “All three?”

      
      “You need more than one set of clothes.” When he opened his mouth, she shook her head.
         “Don’t argue. I don’t expect you to pay me back.”
      

      
      He glared, but wisely, he sauntered into the dressing room without a fight. Maybe
         he was partly house-trained after all.
      

      
      Tanya sidled up to Jillian the moment Reseph disappeared. “Who is that? Is he your boyfriend?”
      

      
      “No, he’s just a…” A what? Friend? Acquaintance? Perfect stranger? “Guest.”

      
      “Yeah?” Tanya’s eyes were glued to the dressing room door. “I’d love to have a guest like that.”
      

      
      “Your divorce is final, huh?”

      
      Tanya nodded. “Now if I can just get that rat bastard to pay child support, the drama
         would be over.”
      

      
      Jillian wished Tanya luck with that. Her ex had kids with two other women he was supposed
         to be paying child support to, and apparently, that wasn’t happening, either. Men
         could be such scum, and that was something Jillian knew far too well. They never turned
         out to be who you thought they were. No doubt Tanya’s husband had seemed like a decent
         guy when she married him. Now he was a cheating bastard who fathered two children
         outside of their marriage.
      

      
      “Oh. My. God.” Tanya’s breathy words brought Jillian’s attention back to a man who,
         as far as she knew, wasn’t a cheating bastard.
      

      
      Reseph had emerged from the dressing room, and Jillian’s tongue rolled out like a
         welcome mat. The jeans she’d chosen fit like they’d been tailored for him, hugging
         his muscular thighs and bunching around his big boots. The Henley, perfectly matching
         his eyes, stretched across the broad expanse of his chest, emphasizing the hard-cut
         muscles and flat stomach. This was a man who made normal, everyday clothes into something
         special. He was a walking fashion ad… except that no other man would buy those clothes,
         because no one could wear them as well.
      

      
      “What do you think?” he asked, his voice a low, seductive rumble.

      
      “Think?” Tanya whispered to Jillian. “I lost that ability about five seconds ago.”

      
      Jillian had, too, and she licked her lips to buy some time for her brain to kick in.
         “You look great, Reseph.”
      

      
      He stomped his foot and flexed his shoulders. “I don’t like them.”

      
      “We can look for something else—”

      
      “It’s not that. It’s clothes in general. I don’t like them.” He frowned. “Maybe I
         was a nudist?”
      

      
      “Sweet mother of hotness,” Tanya whispered. “What magical island did you find him
         on? I’m booking the next flight.”
      

      
      Well, that fired Jillian’s imagination, and for a moment, she pictured herself lounging at a
         tropical resort, where all the men had big, muscular bodies… and walked around nude.
      

      
      And they all looked like Reseph.

      
      “Sadly, we have to wear clothes in our society,” she said, resisting the urge to fan
         herself at the sudden hot flash. “Did all the shirts and jeans fit?”
      

      
      He gave her that panty-melting smile of his. “Yep. You have a good eye.”

      
      The compliment made her ridiculously giddy. “Okay, now socks and underwear.”

      
      “I don’t wear underwear.”

      
      Jillian’s throat went so dry she couldn’t even swallow. She imagined popping open
         those jeans and having him right there, ready for her touch.
      

      
      What the hell? She’d never been so inflamed by a man. Oh, she knew lust, knew how
         good sex could be, but with Reseph, it was as if the switch for her libido was stuck
         in the on position, and all attempts to shut it off were failing.
      

      
      Somehow she found her voice, but it was thin and embarrassingly squeaky. “You sure?”

      
      Looking down, he slid his palms over his hips and butt as if feeling for underwear
         lines, and when his long, tapered fingers brushed his fly, Tanya let out a strained
         moan.
      

      
      “Pretty sure,” he said, looking up.

      
      “Okay, then.” Jillian was on fire, her heart thudding out of control in her chest.
         Socks. He needed socks. Socks weren’t sexy. “We’ll grab you some socks and toiletries.” She turned to Tanya. “Can
         he wear the clothes out?”
      

      
      “Of course.” Tanya looked Reseph over like he was a steak and she was starving. “We’ll
         just have to get creative with scanning the tags.”
      

      
      Creative. Uh-huh. They grabbed a package of socks and various toiletries, and at the
         checkout counter, Tanya definitely took advantage of the fact that Reseph was wearing
         some of the clothes she needed to scan. Jillian was pretty sure he didn’t have a tag
         down the back of his pants, and after enough of Tanya’s fondling, Jillian found the
         tag herself… on the outside of the waistband.
      

      
      Reseph was amused by the whole thing, but Jillian had to admit that while Tanya’s
         attention made him grin, it was Jillian’s touch that made his eyes darken with heat.
      

      
      She wasn’t sure if that was a good or a bad thing. No, she was sure. He needed help
         she couldn’t give him, so he had to go. Nothing good could come of getting attached
         to a man with no past.
      

      
      “Now where to?” he asked, when they climbed into the truck.

      
      “The feed store, and then the sheriff’s station.”

      
      Going taut, he swallowed, turning his sober gaze on her. “What if they find out I’m
         someone… bad?”
      

      
      “They won’t.” She started the engine.

      
      “You sure?”

      
      No. “Yes.”

      
      He said nothing more as they drove to the feed store, and in the two minutes she’d
         spent paying for eight sacks of grain, he had them stacked neatly in the back of the
         pickup. He was waiting for her at the tailgate, elbow propped on the top, one booted
         foot crossed lazily over the other.
      

      
      “I noticed the floor of your barn storage space gets damp,” he said. “I can use some
         of the fallen logs behind your house to build a platform to keep the grain off the
         ground when we get back.” He gave her a lopsided smile. “I can’t run a dishwasher,
         but for some reason, I think I’m handy with old-fashioned tools.”
      

      
      The way he offered, so casually, as if this whole situation was run-of-the-mill, made
         her heart constrict. None of this was casual, or run-of-the-mill, or even welcome.
         She could take care of herself. She didn’t need him, didn’t want to grow dependent
         on him, and certainly didn’t want to get used to having him around.
      

      
      The last time she’d let a man into her life, she’d ended up with more than a broken
         heart; she’d gotten a few broken bones, too.
      

      
      “Thanks,” she said firmly, as she hopped into the truck, “but it won’t be necessary.
         I’ve got it handled.”
      

      
      He joined her, not bothering to buckle in as she peeled out of the lot. “You don’t
         like accepting help, do you? Why not?”
      

      
      Sudden anger welled up from out of nowhere, shocking her with its intensity. “Because
         when you need something the most from someone, they always let you down.”
      

      
      “You didn’t let me down when I needed you,” he said quietly.

      
      Wincing with guilt, she whipped into the sheriff’s parking lot, grabbed the bag of
         clothes and toiletries, and practically ran into the station.
      

      
      “Hey, Jillian.” Matthew Evans, who had graduated high school two years before she
         had, stood from behind his desk. “Stacey isn’t due in until tonight.”
      

      
      “I’m not here for Stacey.” She patted Reseph on the arm. “I have a mystery for you.”
      

      
      “What’s going on?”

      
      “This is Reseph. I found him near my house. He has amnesia and we don’t know who he
         is.”
      

      
      Matthew gave her a you-can’t-be-serious look. “Is this a joke?”

      
      “Unfortunately, no.”

      
      After a moment probably spent trying to decide whether or not to buy into her story,
         Matthew nodded. “Okay, let’s take a report and see where we need to go with this.”
         He gestured to Reseph with his pen. “Do you know anything at all? Where you live?
         How you got on the mountain…?”
      

      
      “No.” Reseph’s voice was level and serious, the total opposite of how he’d been with
         her and Tanya.
      

      
      “All we have is his first name,” Jillian said.

      
      Matthew guided them to a couple of chairs, and they spent the next half hour answering
         questions and filling out paperwork. When they were finished, Matthew stood, and Jillian
         and Reseph did the same.
      

      
      “I’m going to contact the state police and hand this over to them. But first, I’ll
         call the local shelter and get you set up, Reseph.” He turned to Jillian. “It was
         good seeing you.” He strode out of the room.
      

      
      “What does he mean, shelter?” Reseph’s crystal eyes searched hers.

      
      Crap. Jillian blew out a long breath. “It’s where you’ll stay now. Matthew and the
         social workers will help you find out who you are.”
      

      
      His jaw clenched so hard she heard it pop. “And if that doesn’t happen?”

      
      “Then they’ll get you the help you need to take care of yourself.”
      

      
      He stepped closer to her, overwhelming her with his size, his presence, his masculine,
         outdoorsy scent. “I don’t want to go to a shelter. I want to stay with you.”
      

      
      “You can’t.” She backed up, needing to extricate herself from the magnetic pull that
         seemed to surround him. “You need things I can’t give you.”
      

      
      “I don’t know these people.” He sounded so distraught that she almost reached for
         him. God, how easily he stirred emotion in her. Another reason he had to go. “I don’t
         want to know them.”
      

      
      She had to get tough. But not for him, for her. “Reseph, I have enough to deal with
         on my farm. I can’t keep an extra stray.”
      

      
      “Stray?” He was on her in a flash—she didn’t even have time to be afraid or question
         his intentions, because his mouth was on hers and his body was a hard wall against
         her curves. “Does this feel like I’m nothing but a stray?” he murmured against her
         lips.
      

      
      Good… God. No, it didn’t, but she couldn’t risk an emotional attachment, especially
         with someone who could turn out to be a serial killer or something. Talk about a guy
         turning out to be something different than you’d thought.
      

      
      “Reseph, please…”

      
      He renewed the kiss, taking her face in his broad hands, and it didn’t occur to her
         to protest. In fact, when he ran his tongue along the seam of her lips, she opened
         for him. He took advantage, driving his tongue against hers and then slowing it down
         to nibble on her lower lip. His masterful possession had her melting bonelessly into
         him. Her breath grew ragged as she got lost in his kiss and the feel of his body pinning
         hers to the wall.
      

      
      Her own body strained to get even closer to him. All sense of time and place became
         only a hazy niggling in the back of her mind as Reseph’s thick thigh separated her
         legs and his chest pressed against her breasts.
      

      
      “Take me home, Jillian.” His whispered words tickled her kiss-swollen lips. “I promise
         you’ll never think of me as a stray again.”
      

      
      Tempting. So damned tempting.

      
      “What the—?” Matthew’s voice cracked in the small room, making her jump. “Get off
         her, buddy.”
      

      
      Reseph went utterly, dangerously still. Then, very slowly, he turned his head. “Fuck
         off. Buddy.”
      

      
      Whatever Matthew saw in Reseph’s expression made him step back and flex his hand over
         the pistol at his hip.
      

      
      Oh, shit. Heart pounding, Jillian slid out from under Reseph’s body and put herself
         between the two men. “It’s okay, Matthew. We were just saying good-bye.”
      

      
      Abruptly, the menace surrounding Reseph evaporated and hurt flashed in his eyes. She
         almost gave in. Almost asked him to come home with her. Instead, she managed a shaky
         smile.
      

      
      “Take care, Reseph.”

      
      And with that, she got the hell out of there.

      
   
      
      Six
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      Pain lanced Reseph as Jillian walked away, becoming a deep, sharp ache when he heard
         her truck peel out of the parking lot. She’d left him. She’d really left him. And
         it hadn’t even seemed to be all that hard to do. She hadn’t looked back, had run out
         of the building as if she couldn’t wait to be away from him.
      

      
      But why? He might not remember being with any women, but he knew desire when he saw—and
         felt it. When he’d kissed Jillian, she’d reacted like a female who needed her male
         naked. She’d thrown off more heat than her wood stove, and her body had melted into
         his so fluidly, so easily, that if they’d been alone, he had no doubt he could have
         been inside her in a matter of minutes.
      

      
      So why had she abandoned him?

      
      “It’s for the best,” Matthew, that dick, said. “She’s had it bad enough without having
         to deal with you, too.”
      

      
      Reseph ignored the crack aimed at him. “What’s she had to deal with?”
      

      
      “Nothing you need to concern yourself with.” Matthew gestured to the door. “Come on.
         I’ll take you to the shelter.”
      

      
      Having no choice, Reseph grabbed his department store bag and allowed the dick to
         drive him a mile away, to a building that looked like an old prison. Or prison hospital.
      

      
      Deputy Dick confirmed his suspicions. “This used to be a sanitarium.”

      
      “And now it’s a homeless shelter? You have a big problem with homelessness here?”

      
      “We had to reopen it when the demons came. It’s not a homeless shelter as much as
         it is a women’s shelter.” He gestured to a side yard, where a half-dozen kids were
         building a snowman near the swing set. “Most of them have homes.”
      

      
      “Then why would they be living here with their kids?”

      
      “A lot of their husbands went off to fight and never came home. These women are afraid
         to be alone.”
      

      
      “But the demons are gone.”

      
      The deputy’s expression turned sad. “Not for them.”

      
      They went inside, and shit, the shelter was depressing. Someone had tried to dress
         the place up with colorful paint, construction paper artwork, and cheap Christmas
         garland on the gray, cracked walls and rusted iron railings, but it was still a gore-toad in a kitten suit.
      

      
      Wait… what the hell was a gore-toad? Were things starting to come back to him? God, he hoped so. With Jillian gone, he
         needed something to grab onto.
      

      
      And dammit, why had she left him?

      
      A gray-haired lady met them at the desk, and Reseph allowed her to lead him to a cell
         with concrete walls, a cot, and a two-drawer metal filing cabinet that doubled as a dresser.
      

      
      This was going to be his home.

      
      It was nothing like Jillian’s warm, cozy cabin.

      
      The lady, Nancy, handed him a clipboard with paperwork. “I need you to fill out everything
         you can, and sign where indicated. There’s a sheet of rules and a schedule you need
         to agree to. Everyone chips in to help out, from cleaning to laundry to yard work
         and cooking. Men’s bathroom is down the hall.”
      

      
      She left him alone with his paperwork and a skinny black pen.

      
      He sank down onto the cot with his plastic bag of everything he owned in the world.
         But even that wasn’t his, was it? Jillian had bought the stuff for him.
      

      
      So what now? He didn’t want to be here. Didn’t want to be away from Jillian. That
         kiss… damn, that kiss. He’d been attracted to her before, but there had been some
         serious chemistry behind the intimacy they’d shared.
      

      
      Yeah, the earth had moved for her so much that she left you like a mongrel dumped
            at the pound.

      
      His fingers tightened on the bag. Maybe he’d scared her more than she’d let on. Maybe
         he’d been too much of a burden.
      

      
      He considered everything she’d done for him, from hauling him to her house and taking
         care of him, to cooking for him, buying him clothes, and getting him help. Okay, so
         he’d been a burden. But he didn’t have to be. While he worked on trying to find out
         who he was he could help out around her house. Earn his keep like he’d be doing here.
      

      
      “She didn’t give you that option, idiot.”

      
      Muttering to himself, he looked out the narrow, barred window at the playground, where a woman was watching over kids engaged in a snowball
         fight. Every once in a while, she smiled at them, but Reseph recognized her nervousness.
         Her tense posture was set in fight-or-flight mode, and her gaze kept darting to their
         surroundings, as if she expected monsters to jump out at her at any time.
      

      
      These women are afraid to be alone. Matthew’s voice rang in Reseph’s ears.
      

      
      These females’ demons were still haunting them. Jillian was like that, too. He’d seen
         it in her eyes when they’d been in the barn the other night. Had Jillian been hurt?
         Or widowed? She hadn’t mentioned a husband, but maybe his loss was too painful to
         talk about.
      

      
      Reseph had to find out more. Surely someone knew Jillian well enough to discuss her.

      
      He tossed the clipboard aside and headed to find Nancy. She wasn’t at the front desk,
         but he heard her voice coming from a room down the hall. He slowed as he approached,
         singling out her voice from the other two females.
      

      
      “I’m not sure I like having a man staying here,” Nancy said. “Especially not one with
         amnesia. He could be an ax-murderer for all we know.”
      

      
      So… judge-y. Insulted, Reseph bit back a curse. Nancy could be right, but he could
         also be a world-famous surgeon who donated time and money to orphans in third-world
         countries.
      

      
      “Didn’t the deputy say they were going to run his fingerprints?” asked a woman whose
         voice was a two-pack-a-day rasp.
      

      
      “That’ll only help if his fingerprints are in a database,” said another woman.

      
      “I don’t know about you,” Two-packer said, “but given what happened to the Bjornsen couple, the fact that this Reseph person was found only
         a mile away from them makes me nervous.”
      

      
      “Bjornsen couple?” Nancy asked.

      
      The woman’s smoky voice lowered even more. “The Bjornsens are that weird couple who
         moved here from California.”
      

      
      “I met them once,” Nancy said. “What happened to them?”

      
      “Shh. I don’t think this has been made public yet. I only know because I overheard
         Sheriff Miller talking on his phone at the Purple Plate. He was saying that the Bjornsens
         had been slaughtered in their own trailer a couple of nights ago. Quite the coincidence
         that this man shows up with no memory at around the same time.”
      

      
      Reseph’s gut twisted. He didn’t think he’d have done something like that, but “think”
         was the key word here, wasn’t it? He didn’t know much of anything. Although he was reasonably certain he wasn’t an altruistic world-class
         surgeon.
      

      
      “Have the police questioned him about it?”

      
      “I don’t know, but from what I hear, the deaths are being blamed on an animal.” The
         woman’s voice became a whisper. “Or a demon.”
      

      
      “Don’t say that,” Nancy said sharply. “The demons are gone.”

      
      Reseph scrambled backward away from the door. A killer was on the loose near Jillian,
         and whether it was a demon or an animal, it didn’t matter. He might still be upset
         and angry that she’d abandoned him, but he wouldn’t abandon her.
      

      
      But what if it was you who killed those people? It couldn’t have been. Deputy Dick would have questioned him if they’d suspected, right?
      

      
      Reseph needed to see the scene. Needed to know for certain that he wasn’t responsible
         for slaughtering the Bjornsens.
      

      
      But first, he needed to make sure Jillian was okay.
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      The house was so empty without Reseph. Worse, Jillian kept seeing his face when she’d
         told him she was leaving without him. She’d been deliberately cruel, wanting him to
         get upset with her, but instead, he’d kissed her. Kissed the breath right out of her.
      

      
      And still she’d left him.

      
      He didn’t know anyone. He had no home, no job, no friends. And she’d left him to be
         dropped off at a women’s shelter.
      

      
      No doubt Reseph would have as much company as he could stand.

      
      That particular thought annoyed her enough that she stopped worrying about him.

      
      For an hour.

      
      Then she realized how big the living room looked without him to fill it. How lonely
         the kitchen table was without him to talk to.
      

      
      And how stupid was she anyway to get so worked up over someone she’d only had in her
         house for a few days?
      

      
      But wow, could that someone kiss. Even now, her body heated in remembrance. The way
         he’d touched her had lit her on fire. There’d been nothing inappropriate about where
         his hands had been, but there’d been a whole lot of inappropriate in her thoughts.
      

      
      The phone rang as she was buttoning her coat to do her evening chores. When she picked
         up, Stacey was on the other end, and she didn’t even bother with a hello.
      

      
      “Why didn’t you tell me you had a strange man at your house all weekend?” Stacey snapped.
         “A strange man with amnesia?”
      

      
      “Hello to you too, Stacey.”

      
      “Well?”

      
      Stacey was nothing if not tenacious. “The phone lines were down, and I don’t know
         smoke signals.”
      

      
      “You realize he could have sliced you up with a chainsaw, and it could have been months
         before anyone knew?”
      

      
      Jillian sighed. “You come up here all the time. You’d have found my mangled body in
         a couple of days.”
      

      
      “That’s not the point,” Stacey said, “and you know it.”

      
      “Well, you’re always telling me I need a man around the house.”

      
      Stacey cursed, which cracked Jillian up. Her friend had grown up with strict, religious
         parents, so whenever Stacey used a four-letter word, it would come out as a whisper
         or as something barely understandable.
      

      
      “A man,” Stacey shot back. “Not Freddy Krueger.”
      

      
      “Trust me,” Jillian muttered. “Reseph’s no hideous slasher movie guy.” She braced
         her shoulder against the door. “You at work tonight?”
      

      
      “Yeah. That’s why I’m calling. I just got off the phone with Nancy Garrett.”

      
      A tremor of unease ran up Jillian’s spine. “The lady who runs the shelter?”

      
      “Yep. Seems Freddy’s gone missing.”

      
      Jillian bolted upright. “Missing? When? Did he tell anyone where he was going?”

      
      “Nope. Nancy went to check on him a few minutes ago, and he was gone.”
      

      
      “Shit.” Jillian’s gaze darted around the room. Keys. Where were her keys? She must
         have left them in the truck. “You’ve got to find him. He’ll starve or freeze out there.”
      

      
      “I’m sure he’ll be fine. He was obviously resourceful enough to weasel his way into
         your house.”
      

      
      Jillian looked around for her gloves. “He didn’t weasel his way anywhere.”

      
      “Do you think he might have remembered something?”

      
      “I don’t know.” She found the gloves on the coffee table and jammed them into her
         coat pockets. “Look, I’m on my way in. I’ll help look for him.”
      

      
      “Jillian, no. He’s not your problem anymore. We’ll take care of it.”

      
      Problem. That was basically what she’d said to him. He was a problem. He had nothing and
         no one, and she’d dumped him the way some people abandoned pets without a single thought
         about how afraid and confused they’d be without the only people and home they’d known.
         An overwhelming sense of shame crushed her.
      

      
      “I think,” Stacey said quietly, “that you should come stay with me for a little while.”

      
      “What? Why?”

      
      “I can’t talk about it right now, but trust me, okay?”

      
      A chill seeped into her bones. “Is this about Reseph?”

      
      “Not… exactly. I’d just feel better if you weren’t out there all alone.”

      
      Why did everyone think she shouldn’t be alone? She liked alone. When she was alone,
         she had control of her life.
      

      
      “We can talk about it later. I’m coming into town to look for Reseph.” She was not going to back down from this. “I’ll come by the station.”
      

      
      She hung up before Stacey could argue. Where could Reseph have gone? What if he was
         injured or lost?
      

      
      Sick with worry, she hurried outside. Darkness had settled in, but she wasn’t going
         to obsess about what might lurk in the shadows beyond the farm. Reseph could be in
         trouble, and she had no one to blame but herself.
      

      
      She’d almost reached the truck when a whisper stopped her in her tracks. No, not a
         whisper… it was more of a puff of warm air blowing across her cheek and ear. A rank
         odor made her nostrils burn and a sour taste fill her mouth.
      

      
      Oh, Jesus. Her knees nearly buckled. The stench was horrifyingly familiar, even after
         a year. Suddenly she was in the airport parking lot all over again, shrouded in darkness
         and at the mercy of monsters.
      

      
      Another hot breath ruffled her hair. A scream welled in her throat, but terror had
         frozen her ability to let it out.
      

      
      Please, no. Not again. She’d barely survived the first demon attack. She couldn’t live through another.
      

      
      But she also wouldn’t die like a coward.

      
      In a jerky, slow movement, she turned. Nothing. She swayed in relief. There was nothing
         but empty space. But how could that be? She could still smell the demon’s breath lingering
         in the air.
      

      
      She was losing it. Losing it badly. Maybe Stacey was right. Maybe she shouldn’t be
         alone right now.
      

      
      She bolted the remaining distance to the truck, but when she was a few steps away,
         a shape emerged from the darkness. A demon.
      

      
      Holy shit, it was a demon.

      
      She glanced around in desperation. The barn and the house were equal distances away. Firearms in both. But the figure was coming up the
         drive between them.
      

      
      Hands shaking, she lunged for the truck’s door handle.

      
      “Jillian.”

      
      Reseph. Oh, thank God. At that moment, Reseph’s voice was the most beautiful thing she’d ever heard. Relief
         sapped her strength, and she sagged against the truck. He materialized from out of
         the shadows, his huge body throwing a menacing silhouette, his incredible eyes glowing
         like lasers, the department store bag dangling from one hand.
      

      
      Even the foul stench of demon breath fizzled away, leaving her to wonder if she’d
         imagined the whole thing.
      

      
      “What…” She swallowed against her dry throat, her heart lurching spastically in her
         chest, her palms sweating. “What are you doing here? How did you get here?”
      

      
      “Some guy let me ride in the back of his pickup part of the way. I walked the last
         eight miles.”
      

      
      She pushed away from the truck. “Why?”

      
      He sauntered closer, his shoulders rolling, his gaze holding her frozen. “Because
         the demons aren’t gone, are they, Jillian?”
      

      
      Her entire body jerked in shock. “You… you saw it?”

      
      “Saw what?”

      
      Great. He was going to think she was nuts. “Nothing. I… don’t know what demons you’re
         talking about.”
      

      
      “Yeah,” he said, “you do.” When he got close and it was clear he wasn’t going to stop,
         she stepped backward until her spine slammed against the pickup cab. He dropped the
         bag at his feet. “And I’m not leaving you alone to deal with them by yourself.”
      

      
      “I’ve been dealing with them just fine.” Until tonight.

      
      One hand slapped down on the truck roof to her left.

      
      Thump.
      

      
      His other hand came down to her right.

      
      Thump.
      

      
      She was caged in by his arms and his body.

      
      “I’m sure you have. But now you don’t have to do it by yourself. We both have demons,
         Jillian. I just don’t know what mine are yet.” He dipped his head a little, getting
         even closer, and her heart beat faster. “I’ll earn my keep while I work on finding
         out who I am. You won’t think of me as a stray, I promise.”
      

      
      “I shouldn’t have said that,” she said, hating herself for the tremor in her voice.
         “I was upset.”
      

      
      “And now? Are you upset that I’m here?”

      
      She should be. She’d been so careful to carve out an independent life far away from
         the demons—both literal and figurative—of her past. She didn’t want to rely on anyone,
         didn’t want to need to rely on anyone. But the truth was that something had just frightened her out of
         her mind, and whether the demon was real or imagined, Reseph’s arrival had sent it
         scurrying.
      

      
      “Well?” he prompted. “Are you upset that I’m here?”

      
      “No,” she admitted, a little breathlessly.

      
      His smile was pure male triumph. Arrogant. Cocky. Sexy as hell. “I didn’t think so.”

      
      He brushed his lips over hers, and she didn’t even bother with a token protest. She
         was too glad to see him.
      

      
      His mouth opened, and she met his kiss boldly, going up on her toes as she clung to
         his shoulders. He leaned in, pinning her against the vehicle. Her breasts rubbed against
         his hard chest, becoming suddenly sensitive. The temperature outside had to be below
         zero, but her body burned with need.
      

      
      Inhaling a ragged breath, she slid her hands up to his neck, and when she scraped
         her nails over his skin, he let out a throaty, encouraging growl. His kiss became
         urgent, possessive. His tongue slipped inside her mouth to meet hers in a fierce,
         wet tangle.
      

      
      She’d imagined him to be a playful lover, but right now, she could also picture him
         being raw and rough, the kind of man who lost all pretense of civility and higher
         thought as he tore clothes, popped buttons, and fucked his woman against a tree or
         into the ground.
      

      
      Yes. She’d been that kind of woman once. Adventurous and intense. Hard-edged and a risk-taker.
         Something about Reseph made her body remember. Made it crave. Made it feel like it
         had been deprived of food and was starving.
      

      
      She arched into him, and he hissed as her hips rolled against the ridge of his erection
         at the fly of his jeans. No underwear. He didn’t wear underwear.
      

      
      “You are so damned beautiful,” he murmured against her lips. “I didn’t come here for
         this, but with every step closer to your house, I imagined kissing you again.”
      

      
      She moaned as he dragged his lips along her jaw to her ear. His hot breath was a caress,
         his teeth instruments of pleasure as he nipped her earlobe.
      

      
      “Yes,” she breathed, not caring if she sounded desperately horny. She hadn’t been
         with a man in more than a year, and Reseph was like no man she had ever been with.
      

      
      Thinking this was crazy, she slid one hand down his throat, to his chest, intent on
         going lower… when she realized he’d gone deadly still. So still he didn’t even seem
         to be breathing.
      

      
      “Reseph?”

      
      “Shh,” he whispered into her ear. “Where’s your rifle?”

      
      She blinked, her lust-soaked brain not understanding the question. “What?”
      

      
      “Your rifle. Where is it?”

      
      “In the barn. Why?”

      
      “I want you to get inside the house.” His voice was calm, quiet, and so cold it chilled
         her to her marrow. “Right now. Something is watching us.”
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      A sense of pure evil vibrated inside Reseph like a tuning fork. Something was out
         there, lurking in the woods, and it wanted to kill.
      

      
      Very slowly, he pulled back from Jillian. He expected to see fear, and yeah, that
         was there in her eyes, but he didn’t expect the fierce determination on her face.
      

      
      “I’m going with you.”

      
      “I won’t argue this with you, Jillian. Go in the house.”

      
      Her smile was sweet as she bent over and picked up the bag of clothes. “Fine.”

      
      She’d capitulated way too easily, and male instinct told him to be wary of that, but
         for now, she’d agreed and that was all that mattered. He eased them slowly toward
         the front door, and when they were a dozen feet away, he sent her inside as he walked,
         nonchalantly, to the barn.
      

      
      He snared the rifle off the wall where it hung and by the light of the full moon,
         he jogged toward the trees in the direction he’d sensed the feeling of eyes on them. The sinister vibration was
         gone, but the air was still, the forest too quiet, as if nature was cowering in fear.
      

      
      Reseph’s adrenaline surged as he crept through the snow, between trees, sticking to
         the shadows thrown by the moon’s silvery glow. On his arm, the horse tattoo tickled,
         as if it were moving beneath his shirt. He ignored it and pressed on.
      

      
      Ahead, something dark was splashed on the snow, destroying the pristine white landscape.
         The coppery stench of blood was strong, but it wasn’t human.
      

      
      It’s disturbing as shit that you know it’s not human blood.
      

      
      He tamped down his inner voice and made a mental note to not revisit the fact that
         he could identify human blood by the scent.
      

      
      Crouching, he crept closer. The scene was saturated with evil, and tracks tore up
         the snow… a battle had taken place here. It must have happened before he’d arrived
         though, or they would have heard it.
      

      
      He studied the tracks. One set had been made by a big cat, a cougar most likely. The
         other… Jesus, what had made those? The prints were the size of a large human male’s
         feet, but the four toes were three times as long—and clawed. Whatever it was, it had
         won the battle and had either eaten the cougar or taken it somewhere. The cat tracks
         led to the site, but they didn’t leave.
      

      
      Behind him, a twig snapped. He pivoted, rifle trained in the direction of the sound.
         He saw Jillian before she saw him. She carried a pistol, and dammit, that was why
         she’d capitulated so easily. She’d gone into the house to get another weapon.
      

      
      He was both irritated and turned on by her bravery… he’d always liked tough chicks.
         At least, he thought he had.
      

      
      But she didn’t need to see this. She was already battling some kind of trauma, and
         until he knew what it was, he wasn’t going to add to her worries. Quickly, he trampled
         over the freaky tracks and met her when she was about a dozen yards away.
      

      
      “I told you to stay in the house.”

      
      Her steady gaze met his. “Well, that’s the thing. It’s my house, and no one tells me to do anything on my own property. If you’re going to
         stay here, get that through your head. ’Kay?”
      

      
      “Feisty.” He shot her a wink. “I like it.”

      
      She rolled her eyes and then started toward the grisly scene. “What is it?”

      
      “Looks like a cougar got a deer,” he said, moving to intercept. “It’s gone. Let’s
         head back to the house.”
      

      
      She frowned, and he didn’t like her troubled expression. She was too decent to be
         worried about anything. “There have been a lot of cougar attacks lately.”
      

      
      “On what? Deer? Livestock?”

      
      “People.” She holstered her pistol like a pro. “It’s strange.”

      
      “That is so hot.”

      
      “What?” Her head jerked back as if she’d been slapped. “Cougars eating people is hot?”

      
      “No.” He grinned. “You. Handling a weapon like that. It’s sexy as hell. Hot chicks
         with guns is, like, fantasy material.”
      

      
      “You,” she said sternly, “are a very odd man.”

      
      “I’m also a very hungry man,” he said, more to distract her than because his stomach
         was growling. “You got food?”
      

      
      “Come on,” she muttered. “I’ll feed you.”

      
      She started back toward her house, and he followed on her heels, keeping an eye out
         for anything that might decide she looked as tasty as he thought she did. But as they caught sight of the
         house, he couldn’t resist grabbing a fistful of snow and hurling a snowball at her.
         It broke apart on her back, showering her in white stuff.
      

      
      “You’re going to pay for that.” Her voice was a singsongy warning that egged him on,
         and he threw another, this one exploding off her shoulder. “I was a softball pitcher
         in high school, buddy. Back off.”
      

      
      Right. Now she was just asking for it. He bent to grab another handful of snow, and
         son of a bitch, she nailed him in the head with a clump the size of his fist. Chunks
         of snow went down his shirt, and even as he stood to hurl a snowball at her, another
         smashed into his neck.
      

      
      “You little—” He broke off to duck at another one she sent hurling at him, catching
         him in the arm. And then she was off, darting toward the house, her laughter carrying
         like a bell in the clear night air.
      

      
      He gave chase, gaining ground easily. She might have great aim, but he was faster,
         and when he put on a burst of speed, he caught her in a matter of heartbeats. Tossing
         the rifle carefully aside, he tackled her, twisting so she came down on top of him.
         He cut off her squeal of delighted outrage with a kiss. For a second she struggled
         playfully, thumping her fists lightly against his chest, but he rolled her over, using
         his weight to control her and his mouth to seduce her.
      

      
      With a sigh, she relaxed, winding her arms around him and shifting so he was between
         her legs. They couldn’t stay like this for long in the cold snow, but he wanted to
         have this, if only for a minute. She tasted like a lemon-lime soda and smelled like
         the outdoors, like a clean mountain spring. She was magnificent, and he wanted to
         drink her in, wrap himself around her and stay that way forever.
      

      
      “Let’s go inside,” he said against her silky lips. “I’d much rather be doing this
         in front of the fire.”
      

      
      Her eyes glimmered in the moonlight. “I don’t know how ready I am for anything more
         than this,” she whispered. “I don’t know you… and it’s been a long time.”
      

      
      He was ready. He was so ready his balls felt like they might blow all on their own.
         But he wouldn’t push. Jillian was far too important to him already to do anything
         that might make her uncomfortable. He could go slow. Couldn’t he? He frowned, because
         the whole going slow thing felt really, really alien.
      

      
      “You call the shots.” He shoved to his feet and held out a hand to her. “Food?”

      
      She took his hand and allowed him to lift her to her feet. “You have a one-track mind.”

      
      “Nah. Two tracks.” He winked. “I’ll let you guess what the other is.” He bent to pick
         up the rifle he’d tossed—and the next thing he knew, she’d shoved a handful of snow
         down the back of his jeans.
      

      
      “That,” she said smartly, “will cool down that other track.”
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      Jillian was so glad Reseph was back. She had no idea how a man she hadn’t known for
         long could so easily thread his way into the fabric of her life and make her feel
         so comfortable around him, but Reseph had done it.
      

      
      And he didn’t just make her feel comfortable… he made her feel safe. The way he’d
         moved through the forest, the way he’d handled himself at the scene of the cougar-deer
         attack, it all spoke of confidence and familiarity. She’d been spot-on when she’d
         first thought of him as a warrior. Maybe he’d been in the military?
      

      
      Then he’d gone from dangerous and intense to playful and mischievous in a matter of
         seconds, but even when he’d tackled her, he’d been careful, taking the brunt of the
         fall, rolling her gently to settle his weight against her with the greatest of care.
      

      
      Of course, she was still dragging clumps of ice out of her hair, thanks to Mr. I Don’t
         Like Snow.
      

      
      Doodle was as happy to see Reseph as she’d been, as evidenced by the way he practically
         climbed up Reseph’s leg the moment he walked through the door.
      

      
      “If you’ll keep the cat entertained, I’ll grab you a sandwich.” She stepped out of
         her boots and shed her jacket. “Is ham and cheese okay?”
      

      
      Reseph looked up from petting Doodle. “Anything you’ve got is okay. I’m just happy
         to be here.”
      

      
      “I probably shouldn’t admit this, but I am, too.”

      
      His impish grin confirmed that she shouldn’t have admitted it, and she shook her head
         as she headed into the kitchen, glad she’d stopped at the store on her way home after
         leaving him at the police station. She quickly put together a sandwich and grabbed
         a cold beer from the fridge.
      

      
      She found Reseph stretched out on his side on the living room floor, rolling a sponge
         ball for Doodle.
      

      
      “My cat is going to love you more than he loves me if you keep that up.” She set the
         plate and bottle on the coffee table, amused when Reseph’s eyes lit up. “Yes, I picked
         up beer. Figured that if I made chili again, I didn’t want the beer cops coming for
         me.”
      

      
      “Smart woman.”

      
      “Yeah, well, this smart woman is going to shower and change.” She also needed to give
         Stacey a call. “Help yourself to anything in the fridge.”
      

      
      He leaped to his feet, and lightning quick, he tugged her against him. How did he
         move like that?
      

      
      “Thank you.” She didn’t even have a chance to respond, because he planted a hot kiss,
         so full of promise, on her lips. And then, as quickly as he’d grabbed her, he released
         her and sat down with the food.
      

      
      Slightly dazed, she showered and changed into her favorite pajamas and robe, the ones
         Stacey had told her to never wear in front of a guy if she wanted to get laid. Somehow,
         Jillian didn’t think the oversized olive-and-brown plaid pjs would deter Reseph, though.
         Then again, when she stepped out of the bedroom, he turned from where he was looking
         out the window and winced.
      

      
      “Those are hideous.” One corner of his mouth turned up in a naughty smile. “You should
         take them off.”
      

      
      “You’re impossible, you know that?”

      
      “I prefer… persistent.” He gestured to his empty plate. “Thank you. It was the best
         sandwich ever.”
      

      
      “You certainly know how to make a woman feel good.” Too late, she realized what she’d
         said, and the spark in his eyes said he knew it, too. “Don’t say it. And don’t look
         at me like that.”
      

      
      “Like what?”

      
      Like you’re still hungry. “I don’t know.”
      

      
      “Yeah, you do.”

      
      “I wonder,” she said, “if you were this arrogant before you lost your memory.”

      
      Hurt flared in his eyes, but it was gone in an instant, his expression shifting into
         a light mask of indifference. “Probably.”
      

      
      God, she felt like a heel. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to rub it in—”

      
      “It’s okay.”
      

      
      Tentatively, she put her palm on his biceps. “No, it’s not. That was insensitive.”

      
      He turned into her, filling her vision with his powerful shoulders. “One thing I know
         about myself is that I’m not easily offended or hurt.”
      

      
      She might buy the not easily offended part, but she’d seen how bothered he’d been when she’d left him at the sheriff’s
         station and now, when she’d brought up his lost memory. She wasn’t going to call him
         on it, though. She knew firsthand how survival could depend on believing the things
         you told yourself.
      

      
      “You definitely aren’t easily hurt,” she said lightly. “Your recovery from nearly
         freezing to death has been amazing.”
      

      
      “Clearly, I have incredible stamina.” His voice had gone low and seductive, and she’d
         just bet he had stamina worth bragging about. “Outside you said it’s been a long time
         since you had sex.”
      

      
      And there went that lack of a filter thing again. “More than a year.”

      
      “Why?”

      
      She hesitated, unsure how ready she was for too much detail. “Because I moved here
         and haven’t wanted to throw myself into the dating pool.” She doubted she’d ever dip
         a toe in that murky water again.
      

      
      “You don’t have to date,” he said, as if she was a moron for mentioning it. “Who wants
         to waste all that time and energy? Just jump straight to the commitment-free sex.”
      

      
      Although she had absolutely no right to be angry with him, his answer, combined with
         how easily he’d charmed Tanya, irked her. “Is sex really so casual for you?”
      

      
      He shrugged. “Why shouldn’t it be? Humans are so uptight about it. It’s just pleasure. It’s what our bodies are made for.”
      

      
      Humans? As if he wasn’t one of them? “We’re also made for relationships. Emotional connections.”
         She couldn’t believe she was arguing for something she’d sworn off.
      

      
      “Mating for life?” He looked like he’d bitten into something bitter and foul. “That
         might have been ideal when humans had short life spans, but who wants to be tied down
         to one person until the end of time?”
      

      
      Tied down. He’d said that before about her house and farm. “So you’re saying you never
         want to get married? Have kids? Live happily ever after?”
      

      
      “Jillian,” he murmured. “I don’t even know my last name. How can I say what I want
         in the future?”
      

      
      “Shit.” She blew out a breath. “I’m sorry. I don’t even know what I was getting worked
         up about.”
      

      
      He’d touched a raw nerve she hadn’t even known was exposed. She certainly had no right
         to judge his casual outlook on emotional attachments. She hadn’t let anyone in since
         the day she found out her fiancé was married to someone else. Only Stacey had a place
         in Jillian’s inner circle, and that was because she’d been there for twenty years.
      

      
      Shit. She gave herself a slap on the forehead. “I need to call Stacey. She’s out looking
         for you.”
      

      
      “I’ll shower while you do that.” He reached out and stroked her cheek. “I’m sorry
         I upset you.”
      

      
      He strode into the bedroom, leaving her flustered. She had owed him the apology, not the other way around. Damn, but he had a way of keeping her off
         balance. As an air traffic controller, she’d prided herself on being calm, cool, collected,
         even during high-stress periods and hair-raising emergencies. Yet Reseph, with nothing
         more than a feather-light touch or a few softly spoken words, could throw turbulence right into what was expected to
         be an uneventful, smooth flight plan.
      

      
      Get back on course, idiot.

      
      She grabbed the phone and dialed, not giving her friend a chance to even say hello.
         “Stace. Hey, sorry I didn’t call sooner, but Reseph is here. He’s fine and I’ll call
         you later—”
      

      
      “Wait!” Stacey’s voice cracked over the airwaves. “You said you’re with Reseph? When did
         he get there?”
      

      
      Jillian glanced at her watch. “An hour and a half ago, maybe.”

      
      “How did he get there?”

      
      “He hitched a ride part of the way and walked the rest. Why? What’s this about?”

      
      Stacey’s pause made Jillian’s stomach knot with dread.

      
      “I’m not supposed to talk about this, but a couple of days ago, the Bjornsens up the
         road from you were killed—”
      

      
      “Jesus. How?”

      
      “I’ll give you the details later. But… damn it, there’s no easy way to say this. The
         Bjornsens weren’t the only ones. I’m sorry, Jillian. It’s the Wilsons,” Stacey said.
         “They’re dead.”
      

      
      A crushing press of denial looped around Jillian’s chest and squeezed hard. “That’s
         not possible. I saw them this morning. I dropped off eggs on my way home from town.”
      

      
      “What time was that?”

      
      “Around eleven,” Jillian whispered.

      
      Oh, God, this could not be happening. She’d known the Wilsons almost all her life.
         Maggie Wilson had made her Halloween costumes and had bought tons of Girl Scout cookies.
         And when Jillian’s father had suffered his first heart attack, Joseph Wilson had helped
         out with the farm for months while her father recovered.
      

      
      “Jillian?” Stacey’s voice pierced the buzz of memories in her head. “You okay?”
      

      
      “I’m fine,” she rasped. “But why would you ask about Reseph? You can’t think he had
         something to do with it.”
      

      
      As if summoned, Reseph came out of the bedroom, hair wet, body glistening. He was
         wearing only a pair of unbuttoned jeans.
      

      
      “We think it was an animal, a cougar or bear, but it happened three to five hours
         ago. If Reseph walked, he’d have gone right by their house. He might have seen something.
         I need to talk to him. Can I come by?”
      

      
      Numbly, Jillian nodded, then realized that duh, Stacey couldn’t see her. “Yeah,” she
         croaked.
      

      
      “I’ll be there in a little while.”

      
      Reseph’s arms came around her, and she went willingly into his embrace. “What’s wrong?”

      
      “The Wilsons… they were my parents’ best friends. I grew up with their daughter. They’re
         dead.”
      

      
      He hugged her tight. “I’m sorry.”

      
      “Reseph… you walked by their place. It’s the house five miles down the hill, with
         the wagon wheel at the entrance to the driveway. Did you see anything?”
      

      
      “Like what?”

      
      “A cougar, maybe? Or a bear? Even tracks in the snow?”

      
      For some reason, he went taut, just a subtle stiffening before he relaxed. “Do the
         police think that’s what killed them?” When she nodded, he ran his hand up and down
         her spine in a soothing gesture. “I didn’t see any cougars, bears, or anything else.”
      

      
      She knew what anything else could be. Just as she knew that not seeing anything else didn’t mean there was nothing there.
      

      
      Some demons were invisible.
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      Jillian’s friend Stacey was a hardass. Reseph had decided within thirty seconds that
         he didn’t like her. He did, however, approve of her as a friend for Jillian. Reseph
         was sure the cop had clawed her way out of some bitter acid pit in hell, but he couldn’t
         fault her protectiveness of her friend.
      

      
      She’d walked into Jillian’s house like she owned it, gave Reseph the evil eye, and
         then interrogated him as if he were the prime suspect in a plot to assassinate the
         president. Whoever the president was. Not Washington, apparently.
      

      
      It wouldn’t have surprised Reseph if Stacey had broken out a bamboo cane and a pair
         of pliers for the next level of questioning. When he told her as much, she’d been
         less than amused.
      

      
      No sense of humor, that one.

      
      He’d left Jillian and Stacey alone for a few minutes to talk while he rummaged through
         the kitchen. When he went back into the living room where Jillian and Stacey were seated on the couch, it was with a cup of hot tea. Crouching at her knee, he
         put the mug in Jillian’s hand.
      

      
      “You’re shivering,” he said softly. “Drink.”

      
      Her startled eyes snapped up to his, and he was glad to see that at least they’d lost
         the stunned glaze. The Wilsons’ deaths had hit her hard, and he’d seen how difficult
         listening to Stacey question him had been.
      

      
      “Thank you.” Jillian graced him with a smile that made his pulse kick up a notch before
         she turned to her friend. “Stace, why are you handling all of this? Shouldn’t the
         state police be in charge of the investigation?”
      

      
      Stacey shifted and averted her gaze, and yeah, that chick was hiding something. “The
         state police are passing on this,” Stacey finally said. She paused for a few taut
         seconds before she continued in a low, conspiratorial voice. “We’re supposed to keep
         this under wraps, but there are paranormal investigators coming to look into the killings.”
      

      
      Jillian’s hand shook so hard that tea sloshed over the rim. “I thought you said animals
         were responsible.”
      

      
      “From what I understand, it’s just a precaution.” Stacey eyed Reseph as he grabbed
         a napkin and mopped tea off Jillian’s arm. “I haven’t seen either crime scene, but
         I’d feel better if you came into town and stayed with me.”
      

      
      “I can’t leave the animals,” Jillian said.

      
      Reseph took the cup from her before she spilled more. “Maybe you should go with Stacey.
         I can take care of the farm.”
      

      
      “No!” Jillian’s voice was little more than a snarl. “I will not live in fear again. Do you understand that? That… thing… will not win. You can both go to hell if you think I’m running away—”
      

      
      “Hey.” Reseph took her hand, and when she jerked out of his grip, he took it again, more firmly. “It’s okay. No one is forcing you to run
         anywhere.” He slid Stacey a give me a nod of agreement right now look, and she did. “If you want to stay, I’ll stay with you.”
      

      
      Jillian’s face flushed, and he had a feeling she was a little embarrassed by her outburst.
         She didn’t need to be. She clearly was harboring a trauma that was simmering hot.
         The release of steam could only be a good thing.
      

      
      Stacey pushed to her feet. “I need to get back, but Jill, you know if you need anything…”
         She left the rest unsaid, the bond between the two friends needing nothing further.
      

      
      “Thanks.” Jillian gave her friend a fragile smile. “I’ll be fine.”

      
      Stacey grabbed her parka and shot Reseph a meaningful stare. “Care to walk me to my
         car?”
      

      
      It wasn’t a question. It was an order full of do it or I’ll shoot you subtext. The women in this part of the country loved their guns, didn’t they? Sexy
         as hell.
      

      
      Jillian huffed. “Stacey—”

      
      “It’s okay,” Reseph said, heading off any tension. “I’ll be right back.”

      
      He followed Stacey out to her police cruiser, where she rounded on him, a bundle of
         brunette fury.
      

      
      “Listen up, whoever you are. Jillian has been through hell, and it’s only been in
         the last couple of months that she’s come out of her shell. She doesn’t need you hanging
         around here like some mangy tomcat carrying God-knows-what kind of baggage.”
      

      
      Mangy? And he really wanted to know what kind of hell Stacey was talking about in
         regards to Jillian. “It was a demon, wasn’t it?”
      

      
      “That killed the Bjornsens and Wilsons? I don’t know.”

      
      “No. That put Jillian through the hell you just mentioned.”
      

      
      Stacey’s expression went utterly flat. “That’s none of your business. I want you out
         of here by morning. With you gone, maybe she’ll come stay with me.”
      

      
      Fat snowflakes began to fall in lazy swirls as he casually reached out and braced
         his hip against the roof of her car.
      

      
      “Yeah, see, that won’t happen. You have a point about the baggage. And it’s cool that
         she has a buddy like you to look after her. But she also has me to do that. We both
         know she’s not leaving her farm, and as long as there’s something out here killing
         people, I’m not leaving her alone. I won’t let anything, or anyone, threaten her.”
      

      
      Her chin came up. “What if you’re the threat? Can you honestly say that you aren’t?
         What if you wake up tomorrow and remember that you’re a serial rapist? Or a drug lord?
         Or slave trafficker?”
      

      
      Stacey the Hardass had just tapped into Reseph’s own fears, but her examples didn’t
         even come close to where his thoughts had gone. He couldn’t explain it, but he got
         the feeling that if he was going to be a scumbag, he’d make a drug lord look like
         a playful kitten.
      

      
      Not that he’d tell Stacey that. “If I were any of those things, I think the last place
         I’d be is in the middle of nowhere. I’m guessing you don’t have a huge drug or slave
         problem in your one-stoplight town.”
      

      
      “Two,” she snapped. “There are two stoplights.”

      
      “Oh, well, then, I’ll see if I can get the slave trade going in your thriving metropolis.”

      
      She narrowed her eyes at him, which just made him grin. “Just keep in mind that if
         you hurt her, I’ll come after you with everything I have.”
      

      
      She shoved his arm out of the way, got in the vehicle, and took off. The slight fishtail
         from hitting the gas too hard probably pissed her off, but it amused the hell out
         of him.
      

      
      At least, he was amused until he felt a presence. He listened to the fading sound
         of Stacey’s vehicle, and then he listened to the forest. An owl’s hoot pierced the
         night, but other than that… nothing. But he felt like he was being watched. The odd
         thing was that this time he didn’t get a danger vibe. The opposite happened, in fact.
         There was something comforting about the feeling he got.
      

      
      “Whoever you are,” he said quietly, “I’d like to see you. Because right now, I’m thinking
         I might be a little touched in the head.”
      

      
      No one popped out of thin air or stepped out of the woods. Naturally.

      
      “Come on, you damned voyeur. Throw me a bone.” He did a three-sixty, looking in every
         possible direction. “I don’t suppose you can tell me who I am. No? Well, fuck you.”
      

      
      He waited another minute, and the sensation faded, leaving behind only an awareness
         that he was outside in the cold, in the dark, and Jillian, who was warm and light,
         was inside.
      

      
      Frustrated, he went back into the cabin, alarm spiking when he didn’t see her. He
         checked the kitchen, and then found her in the unlit bedroom, sitting on the edge
         of the bed.
      

      
      “Did Stacey read you the riot act?” Her voice was gravelly, with a note of tears.

      
      “Little bit. I think she wanted to shove that nightstick up my ass. And not in a fun
         way.”
      

      
      She looked down at her feet. “I’m sorry about that.”

      
      “Don’t be. She’s a good friend.” He climbed onto the mattress and stretched out, wrapping
         his arms around her to pull her down beside him. “You okay? Is there anything I can
         do?”
      

      
      “This is perfect.” She snuggled into the crook of his arm. “Too perfect, I think.”

      
      “How can anything be too perfect?”

      
      “Because,” she whispered. “That’s when everything falls apart.”
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      Reaver was happy to see that Reseph was doing well. The Horseman seemed to have adjusted
         to life in the human world, and he certainly hadn’t looked any worse for wear when
         Reaver had spied on him and the female deputy from the cover of the Khote.
      

      
      The same couldn’t be said of Reaver.

      
      Harvester had gotten him out of Sheoul-gra as promised, but he was still bearing the
         wounds he’d gotten from the demon that had been eating him slowly for the last three
         months. And Harvester, the bitch, hadn’t even offered to heal him. Not that he’d have
         taken her up on it. But still.
      

      
      As an angel, Reaver healed quickly… unless the damage had been inflicted in Sheoul
         or by a particularly powerful angel. Then all bets were off and he got to look like
         he’d spent some time in a meat grinder.
      

      
      So as he strode down the pristine white walls of the Archangel Multiplex, his bruises
         and raw skin added a much-needed splash of color. He had, at least, taken the time
         to stop by his residence to shower and change out of Harvester’s pajamas and into
         jeans and a blue T-shirt. In Heaven and a few places on Earth, angels could snap their fingers to clean up and
         change, but he’d opted to enjoy the feel of hot water sluicing over his aching body.
         His time spent as a fallen angel had given him a taste for simple pleasures, and he
         really didn’t give a damn if his fellow angels looked down their perfect noses at
         him for that.
      

      
      Ahead, crystal arches marked the entrance to the compound’s Watcher headquarters,
         where teams kept track of the goings-on of beings all over the world. This was where
         Reaver’s bosses worked, as well as the bosses for other classes of overseer angels,
         such as Memitim.
      

      
      Reaver took a hard right at the second archway, passing through a sparkling membrane
         that acted as a sound barrier. Inside the seemingly endless room, angels flipped through
         books and perused scrolls, monitored screens that hung in the air like holograms,
         and chatted among themselves like office workers around a water cooler.
      

      
      Angels liked to think they were so much better than humans, but Reaver hadn’t seen
         much evidence of that.
      

      
      With nothing more than a thought, he created a stage in the center of the space, leaped
         up on it, and made sure his voice carried—again, all it took was a thought.
      

      
      “Hey! Fellow angels.” Yeah, so not protocol, and Darnella, a snooty ginger-haired
         angel who took extreme pride in wings that matched her hair color perfectly, called
         him on it.
      

      
      “Reaver. Have you no shame?”

      
      “I’m standing here in jeans and a T-shirt, with a split lip, broken nose, and black
         eyes. Do I look like I have shame?” He could have dressed appropriately formal—or
         at least business casual—for this, but screw it. He was feeling rebellious today.
         He looked out at the two dozen annoyed angels. “I don’t suppose anyone has seen Gethel?”
      

      
      Blank stares were his only answer.

      
      “Okay, let’s try this. Does anyone know what she’s done?”

      
      Modran, a dark-haired male wearing a ridiculous jeweled silver robe, stepped forward.
         “She’s no longer part of our department. Why would we have seen her or know of her
         activities?”
      

      
      Reaver had no idea where she’d been reassigned after Reaver had taken over for her
         as the Horsemen’s Heavenly Watcher, and he didn’t care. He also didn’t have access
         to high-ranking angels who might know, but some of these idiots did.
      

      
      “I just thought you’d like to know that she’s gone bad. Really bad. She colluded with
         Pestilence to kill Thanatos’s child and start the Apocalypse.”
      

      
      There was much scoffing. And skeptical expressions. And flat-out calls of “liar.”
         Fools. Problem was, he didn’t have a lot of credibility. It didn’t matter that as
         a fallen angel he’d helped save the freaking world a few years ago; the only thing
         these morons focused on was the fact that he’d been fallen in the first place. They
         were going to flip their halos when they learned about his newest stunt. Tossing Reseph
         into the human realm wasn’t going to go over well.
      

      
      Especially since Gethel knew Reseph was out there and was trying to find him.

      
      Darnella arched an eyebrow. “And you have proof of this?”

      
      “I have witnesses. Thanatos among them.” He explained what had happened, and gradually,
         shock, sadness, and fury replaced the skepticism.
      

      
      “More than three months have passed in the human realm,” Darnella said. “Why did you
         wait so long to bring this to us?”
      

      
      “I was stuck in Sheoul.” Reaver braced himself for the rest of the confession, but
         before he could speak, a blond male Reaver didn’t recognize moved forward, dressed
         from head to toe in white.
      

      
      “I’ll speak with the Archangels to determine if an investigation is needed and if
         Gethel will be required to hand over her sheoulghul.”
      

      
      “If?” Reaver snorted in disgust. And Gethel was in possession of an artifact that allowed
         for recharging angelic powers in Sheoul? Most battle angels didn’t have access to sheoulghuls, and battle angels were the ones who needed them most. “I’m telling you that she’s
         gone bad. She’s sided with the bad guys—you remember them—the demons? Even now she’s
         plotting to bring Pestilence back.”
      

      
      “And how, exactly, does she plan to do that?” Modran asked, skepticism dripping from
         his deep voice. “Pestilence is dead.”
      

      
      Reaver winced. “Not… exactly. Thanatos used the wrong dagger. Reseph was sent to Sheoul-gra
         with Pestilence locked away inside him.”
      

      
      Murmurs resonated through the crowd, and Darnella spoke up. “That’s unexpected, but
         good news. We stand a better chance of winning the future biblical Apocalypse with
         an extra Horseman on our side. We calculated the odds of success without him, and
         they were, sad to say, not encouraging.”
      

      
      “Not encouraging?” Reaver was always amazed at his brethrens’ capacity for understatement.
         “You are aware of the theory that Reseph’s death could unravel history? Overnight, every reference to four Horsemen would be erased, including those from
         the Bible, and everything Reseph ever affected in any way would take a new course.
         If he’d died, we could all have woken up to a very different world.”
      

      
      It was something that had happened before, when the Horsemen, before their curses,
         had started a war. Angels had stepped in and changed human history and memories with
         little consequence. But Reseph had been around for five thousand years and had affected
         countless lives and events.
      

      
      Darnella smiled coldly. “Speculation. And irrelevant, since he’s not dead. Hopefully
         he’s suffering a million deaths right now.”
      

      
      Everyone nodded in agreement, and Reaver prepared himself for a flaying that just
         might be physical as well as verbal.
      

      
      “He’s not in Sheoul-gra,” he said abruptly. Rip the bandage off quickly and all that.
         “I wiped his memory and turned him over to the human realm.”
      

      
      Stunned silence. And then furious roars and a few screeches of, “You did what?” Calls for Reaver’s wings to be severed followed next, along with too many offers
         to do it right now.
      

      
      Reaver held up his hand, but the cacophony only died down a little. “It gets worse.
         Yeah, that’s right; save your insults and demands for my expulsion from Heaven for
         later.” He looked out over the furious crowd and wondered how long it was going to
         take for his Watcher duty to be taken away from him. Or worse. “Gethel knows Reseph
         is free, which probably means every key player in Sheoul does, too. As I said, she’s
         trying to bring Pestilence back, and if she finds him, she could do it if she subjects him to evil again.”
      

      
      “How do you know this?” Modran asked—through clenched teeth.

      
      “Harvester told me—”

      
      “Harvester?” The jewel-robed guy practically screamed her name. “You trust the word of a fallen
         angel?”
      

      
      “Not normally,” Reaver said. “But she has reasons to speak the truth about this. And
         her Watcher Council has known about Reseph’s release from Sheoul-gra for months, thanks
         to loose-lipped demons. Now that you know, you can confirm everything I’ve said.”
         He hopped down from the stage, letting it poof away. “I have an angel to hunt. I suggest
         you put the wheels in motion for others to be on the lookout for Gethel as well.”
      

      
      “You’re going to be punished for what you’ve done,” Modran swore, as if Reaver had
         been at all unsure about that.
      

      
      Reaver ignored Modran and strode toward the exit. He’d do everything in his power
         to find Gethel, but first he had to check in on the Horsemen.
      

      
      And given that he’d missed a birth, a wedding, and who knew what else, he had a feeling
         that explaining his absence to them was going to be a lot more difficult than explaining
         it to angels.
      

      
   
      
      Nine
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      Jillian woke to the smell of burned pancakes and charred bacon. She sat up, blinking,
         the events of last night as fuzzy as her eyes. She’d crashed, and crashed hard. She
         remembered waking at one point in the night, and although she couldn’t recall why
         she’d woken, she did know that Reseph had been holding her, and his chest had been
         wet with her tears.
      

      
      He hadn’t said a word. He’d just handed her tissues and kept her close, his strong
         arms banded around her. And now, it seemed, he was trying to burn down her house.
      

      
      She made a quick trip to the bathroom and donned her robe before hurrying to the kitchen,
         where Reseph, wearing only jeans, was dousing a fire.
      

      
      Smoke drifted out of the sink, billowing up around a stream of rushing water. “Oh,
         uh… hi.” Reseph shot her a sheepish grin over his shoulder. “I tried to make you breakfast.”
      

      
      “I can see that.” She peered into the sink, where the remains of paper towels and
         pancakes were an ashy mush. “I think, in the future, you should leave the cooking
         to me.”
      

      
      He frowned down at the mess. “It’s like I’ve never cooked in my life. How could I
         not have cooked?”
      

      
      “Maybe you only ate out?”

      
      “Maybe I’m rich and have servants,” he suggested. “That would be cool.”

      
      She turned off the gas burner that was heating the empty cast iron frying pan. “I
         don’t think I’d like being that rich.”
      

      
      He pivoted around and propped his hip on the counter, giving her a tantalizing view
         of his sculpted chest. “So there’s nothing you’d want to change around here? No place
         you’d like to travel?”
      

      
      The magical island full of hunks like Reseph came to mind. “Maybe I’d get a new truck
         and expand the barn, and a tropical vacation would be nice, but no, I like my life
         the way it is.”
      

      
      “Huh.” He rubbed his sternum and worked his way up to his shoulder, getting out the
         morning kinks, and Jillian could barely tear her eyes away to open the fridge. “How
         are you feeling?”
      

      
      “I’m better,” she said, as she fetched the bowl where she kept her fresh eggs.

      
      “Do you want to talk about it?”

      
      “Nope.” She didn’t think she’d ever want to talk about her neighbors’ deaths, or the
         fact that she’d freaked out last night. “But thank you. And thanks for getting the
         fire going.”
      

      
      “I also fed the animals and shoveled the path to the barn.”

      
      “You didn’t have to do that.”
      

      
      He shrugged. “Couldn’t sleep. I hope it’s okay, but I spent some time on the Internet.”

      
      A twinge of anxiety shot through her. “Did you find anything? About yourself?”

      
      “No, but I scanned my horse tattoo and uploaded it to a skin art forum to see if anyone
         recognized the work. Nothing so far. I also caught up on what happened over the last
         year. Sparked my memory on a lot of stuff. I remember who the president is now.” He
         ran his hand through his hair, and her fingers itched to do it for him. “It’s weird,
         though, because I swear I actually remember Washington.” He shook his head. “But the
         really fucked-up thing is that I’ve got bits and pieces of memory and knowledge up
         until around the time everything started. Then nothing after that.”
      

      
      Placing the bowl next to the sink, she thought about her own month in a coma. When
         she’d awakened in a hospital bed, confused and alone, she didn’t remember what had
         landed her there. It was only weeks later that it all came back, and in many ways,
         she wished it hadn’t.
      

      
      “Maybe you were injured. In a coma or something.”

      
      His expression was troubled. “Maybe. But that still doesn’t explain how I got onto
         your property, naked and half-frozen. And what if the explanation for why I have no
         memory is something worse than an accident or coma?”
      

      
      “Like what? Like something terrible happened, and you’re blocking it out? Some sort
         of post-traumatic stress disorder?”
      

      
      “I don’t know.” He pushed off the counter and began to pace. “It’s like there’s a
         wall in my brain that surrounds my past, and if I could just break through it, I could
         remember. It’s right there… I can almost touch it.” He shook his head. “But then I think that
         maybe I don’t want to.”
      

      
      “I get that,” she murmured. “I so get that.”

      
      “What happened?” Reseph brought his hands down on her shoulders, and her breath caught.
         He was so careful, so gentle with his strength. “You cried out in your sleep last
         night.”
      

      
      She suppressed a groan. “I was upset about the Wilsons.”

      
      “Bullshit.” The harsh word was spoken softly. “It was a nightmare, and you have them
         a lot.”
      

      
      “You can’t know that,” she blurted, too defensively.

      
      Reseph dropped his hands, but he didn’t move away. “When I slept on the couch, I heard
         you.”
      

      
      She couldn’t outrun his accusation, but she could get away from him, and she crossed
         to the other side of the kitchen and busied herself with wiping the counter. “Everyone
         has nightmares.”
      

      
      “But you don’t have to wake up from them alone.”

      
      The way he said it, so weighted with emotion, wrapped around her heart. A strange
         tension sprouted between them, as if they were both uncomfortable with the way their
         relationship was progressing. Which was way too fast, for Jillian, at least. She didn’t
         want a relationship, but she couldn’t help how she felt, either. And the more time she
         spent with Reseph, the more she liked him. The more she found herself craving the
         way he made her feel.
      

      
      Lighten it up. Fast. She jammed her hands on her hips and rolled her eyes in mock disgust. “You will
         turn anything into an opportunity to get into bed, won’t you?”
      

      
      A slow smile spread over his face. “Jilly, you know me so well.”

      
      Wince. No one had called her Jilly since she was in diapers. She grabbed the frying pan off the stove. “Call me Jilly again, and I’ll
         nail you with this.”
      

      
      “Looks heavy.”

      
      She hefted it higher. “Cast iron.”

      
      “You wouldn’t really hit me, would you… Jilly?”

      
      She spoke through clenched teeth. “Yes.”

      
      Reseph sauntered over, and her heart pounded faster with each step. He stopped when
         they were almost touching and leaned in so close his lips grazed her ear. “You know
         I love a woman who can handle a weapon.”
      

      
      “Yeah? You know what you can do with the handle?”
      

      
      Laughing, he raised his hands in defeat and stepped back. “I’m going to check on the
         animals.”
      

      
      “Didn’t you already feed them?”

      
      “Yeah, but there’s something out there.”

      
      The reminder put a damper on the light mood. “Be careful.”

      
      “Yup. If I had a middle name, careful would be it.” He waggled his brows. “I think.”

      
      “Somehow, I doubt that.”

      
      He shrugged, making all those luscious muscles play under his skin. “You’re probably
         right.”
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      Reseph tugged on a T-shirt and stepped out into the cold, grateful for the icy breeze.
         For once, it wasn’t the sexy play that had gotten him sweaty. It was the talk of Jillian’s
         nightmares. He hadn’t been exactly… forthcoming. Yes, she’d whimpered in her sleep,
         cried out at times, and she tossed and turned like she was a kernel of corn in a popcorn
         popper.
      

      
      But so did he.

      
      This morning, what had driven him from bed had been nightmares that played like movies
         every time he closed his eyes.
      

      
      He’d seen monsters… horrific creatures of all sizes and shapes. The worst ones had
         been the beasts who, at first, looked human, but who then morphed into things that
         fell upon actual humans and… did things to them. There’d also been plagues, so many
         people suffering.
      

      
      The worst part of all was that in the nightmares, Reseph sensed that he was supposed
         to enjoy the horrors. The blood. The death.
      

      
      Maybe he shouldn’t have spent so much time researching the shit that had gone down
         over the last year. He’d watched news reports, read up on official statements released
         by governments worldwide, seen pictures so disturbing he’d grown nauseous.
      

      
      It had all been so familiar.

      
      He needed to know why. He needed answers, answers the Internet couldn’t provide.

      
      Glancing back over his shoulder, he made sure Jillian was still in the house and started
         down her driveway. He trudged to the main road and made a left, heading up the mountain
         in the direction he assumed the Bjornsens had lived. He wasn’t sure how long he walked,
         but he knew when he found the right driveway.
      

      
      Even if the grim, sinister vibration hadn’t grabbed him, the sight of the tire-chewed
         driveway would have. Out here, in the middle of nowhere, there had been a lot of traffic
         turning onto the crude gravel drive.
      

      
      Cautiously, he followed the tire tracks, his eyes and ears alerted to danger. The
         drive twisted for a good half a mile. As he rounded an uphill bend, he spotted a rusted-out trailer house ringed by police tape. There were no cars save the ancient
         Jeep wagon parked in front of the detached garage.
      

      
      The sense of evil became more concentrated as he ducked under the police tape, and
         with it, his pulse kicked into high gear. Again, the familiarity was tapping at the
         inside of his skull. His hand trembled as he reached for the door handle.
      

      
      The unlocked door swung open, and the stench of death slammed into him. The rank odor
         of blood and bowels was also accompanied by an odd smokiness, like a combination of
         sulphur and brimstone.
      

      
      Brimstone? How would he know what brimstone smelled like? Hell, how did he know what
         death smelled like?
      

      
      Fuck. This couldn’t be good.

      
      Reseph stepped inside, careful to avoid messing up any of the police evidence marks,
         tags, and photos that had been pinned all over the place. Dried blood created gruesome
         art on the walls and furniture, and pools of still-damp blood sat like muddy gel on
         the linoleum floor and orange shag carpet.
      

      
      His boots crunched on broken glass in the kitchen, remnants of shattered dishes and
         a window. Crouching, he studied the claw marks that raked the cabinets. They were
         deep, some completely piercing the flimsy particleboard. Bloody footprints littered
         the place… some human, and some… not.
      

      
      He hovered his palm over one of the nots. The print was longer than his hand, and wider, very similar to the ones he’d seen
         in the snow near the cougar tracks.
      

      
      This was definitely not a cougar, and if the cops suspected a bear, they were morons. At least they’d been smart enough to call in experts.
      

      
      I’m responsible for this.

      
      The thought came out of nowhere, a stab in the brain that rocked him on his heels.
         He couldn’t be responsible. He’d been frozen in the snow.
      

      
      Unless I killed them and then wandered through the woods until I collapsed.

      
      A breath shuddered out of him. He was so sick of doubting himself. Almost idly, he
         dragged his finger through a scatter of salt from a broken shaker. Some demon-proof-your-house
         advice website had claimed that certain supernatural creatures couldn’t cross a line
         of salt. Sounded stupid to him, but hell, anything was worth a try if it would keep
         Jillian safe.
      

      
      The sound of an engine had him leaving behind ideas about stealing road salt trucks.
         He leaped to his feet and scanned for a back door. It wouldn’t be cool for the cops
         to catch him here. Especially if the cop was Stacey, who already wanted to string
         him up by his balls. Shit.
      

      
      Ducking low, he eased to the kitchen window to peek out, and his heart stopped. It
         wasn’t the police. It was Jillian on a snowmobile.
      

      
      Double shit. He’d almost rather Stacey found him. Dressed in black ski pants, snow
         boots, and a green parka, she climbed off the machine, eyeing his footprints as she
         walked toward the door, where he met her.
      

      
      And she. Was. Pissed.

      
      Expression set in fury, she clenched her gloved hands at her sides. “What the hell
         are you doing? This is a crime scene. Why didn’t you tell me you were taking off?
         That was an ass move—” She broke off, her gaze glued to the scene behind him. The fire that had been snapping in her eyes snuffed out, and her
         skin lost so much color he prepared to catch her if she passed out.
      

      
      Before he could step out and close the door, she bulldozed her way past him.

      
      “Jillian,” he said, taking her arm, “you shouldn’t see this.”

      
      “Oh, but it’s okay for you to see it?” She jerked out of his grip. “I’m not a child.”

      
      “You’re the one who pointed out that it’s a crime scene.”

      
      She glared. At least she wasn’t carrying a frying pan.

      
      The moment she stepped into the kitchen and saw the claw marks in the cabinets, she
         went even paler.
      

      
      “I don’t know much about police procedure,” Reseph said, “but it seems odd to tape
         pictures of the victims and the evidence at the scene.”
      

      
      She swallowed sickly a few times. “I don’t think it’s standard procedure for normal
         crime scenes. A while ago, Stacey mentioned that when paranormal specialists are called
         in, they require the police to leave pictures of the victims and evidence since the
         specialists don’t work closely with law enforcement.”
      

      
      Swallowing harder, she peered at one of the pictures, and Reseph held his breath.
         Of all the photos, that was the most graphic, revealing a pattern of claw marks on
         a woman’s torso.
      

      
      The photo was of just her torso, since her legs, arms, and head were missing.

      
      Jillian slapped her hand over her mouth and ran for the door. He chased after her,
         found her around the side of the house next to the woodpile, trying desperately not
         to throw up.
      

      
      Helplessness was a lump in his gut, so he did the only thing he could. He rubbed her
         back, small, gentle circles over her coat. “I’m sorry. Did you know these people well?”
      

      
      She shook her head. “They’ve only been here for a few months. Honestly, they were
         jerks. He shot one of my goats for wandering onto their property, and his wife didn’t
         care at all. But I didn’t wish… this on them.” She shivered. “That was no wild animal,
         Reseph. We both know that.”
      

      
      His heart nearly stopped, and even in this cold, his palms began to sweat. “Do you
         know what it was?”
      

      
      “Yes.” Her green eyes came up to cling to his. With shaking hands, she unzipped her
         coat and lifted her sweatshirt.
      

      
      On her belly were scars. Scars scratched into her skin in the exact same pattern as
         the claw marks on the dead woman.
      

      
   
      
      Ten
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      “What happened?” Reseph’s voice was low, deadly, and this time, Jillian knew she wasn’t
         going to get away with deflecting or telling him she didn’t want to talk about it.
      

      
      “I’ll tell you everything.” She looked around and shivered. “But I want to go home
         first. This place is giving me the creeps.”
      

      
      Reseph gave a decisive nod and headed to the snowmobile. “I’ll drive. You look like
         you’re about to pass out.”
      

      
      “Do you know how to operate one of those?”

      
      “Strangely, yes. I can drive a car, too. Pretty sure I’m good at horse-drawn buggy.”
         He hopped on and held out his hand, which she took, and settled herself so her body
         was flush against his, wrapping her arms tightly around his waist. “Lower.”
      

      
      “What?”

      
      “Move your hands lower.”

      
      Inhaling the warm, earthy scent of his silky hair, she obeyed, and then punched him in the shoulder. “You and your one-track mind.”
      

      
      “Can’t blame a guy for trying.” He started the engine, the roar cutting off any hope
         of a smart comeback. Which was, no doubt, the reason for his convenient timing.
      

      
      He gunned it, turning them around in the circular drive. As they started down the
         long, winding driveway, headlights flashed between the trees, coming at them. Reseph
         stopped the machine.
      

      
      “Who is that?”

      
      She tightened her arms around him. “Could be the police. Or the special investigators.”

      
      “Who are they, anyway?”

      
      “Demon hunters.” She’d never seen any, but talk of them was all over the news.

      
      Reseph went taut, the muscles in his back turning to cement against her chest. “Is
         there another way back to your place?”
      

      
      “Why?”

      
      “I don’t know. I just have a bad feeling.”

      
      “About them?”

      
      “No,” he said roughly. “About me.” His entire body went even stiffer as the vehicle
         got closer. “I can’t explain it. We just need to go.”
      

      
      Unease licked at her, but Reseph hadn’t steered her wrong yet. She pointed toward
         a thin grouping of trees. “That way. There’s a meadow we can cut through.”
      

      
      Reseph didn’t waste time. He hit the gas and tore through the forest. Jillian held
         on for dear life, although she had to admit that he drove the snowmobile like he’d
         been doing it professionally for years.
      

      
      “You’re good,” she yelled into his ear.

      
      “I know.”
      

      
      “Arrogant ass,” she muttered, and she swore he chuckled.

      
      He ripped across the field, keeping close to the tree line, as if he didn’t want to
         get caught out in the open. Ahead, a deer bounded over a log and into the trees, turning
         to look at them as they sped through the snow. Reseph saluted the creature and turned
         the machine into the forest at the trail Jillian gestured toward.
      

      
      They arrived at her house in one piece, which almost seemed like a miracle. Reseph
         drove well, but he drove like a maniac.
      

      
      As soon as they were inside, he stripped off his shirt and socks, leaving him only
         in jeans. She might think his hatred of clothes was strange, but she certainly didn’t
         mind looking at his bare body.
      

      
      “Now,” he said, crossing his arms over that magnificent chest. “What happened?”

      
      “I don’t even get a chance to relax?” She headed into the bedroom, and he followed.

      
      “You had time to relax on the way here.”

      
      She shot him a dirty look. “If you think being on the back of a snowmobile with you
         is relaxing, you’re crazy.”
      

      
      “That’s highly likely.” He propped himself in the doorway. “So.”

      
      “So.” The dark memories of her past rose up. Delay. She needed to delay even for just
         a minute. “Why don’t you go first and tell me what about the demon investigators made
         you nervous?”
      

      
      “I don’t know,” he murmured. She measured him for the truth, studying his body language
         right down to the twitch in his straight, strong jaw and the glint in his eyes, but it dawned on her that it was a waste of time. She was batting zero when it came
         to judging men. “I guess I had a witch hunt freak-out. You know how zealots see what
         they want to see? What if they took a gander at my situation and decided I should
         burn at the stake? Look what happened during the Salem witch trials. No one put on
         trial was actually a witch. One was a demon, but no witches.” He paused. “How do I
         know that?”
      

      
      “Maybe you saw it when you were online. But yes, I can see how running into demon
         police types could be a little unsettling,” she admitted.
      

      
      “Exactly. Now,” he said, in a deep voice that dripped with command, “tell me what
         happened to you.”
      

      
      Dammit. He definitely wasn’t letting this go, but she couldn’t blame him. She’d invited
         the discussion the moment she showed him her scars. God, she wasn’t even sure what
         had possessed her to do that. She hadn’t even let Stacey see them.
      

      
      “It happened a year ago.” She sank down on the bed and pulled a pillow onto her lap.
         “I was leaving work at the Orlando air traffic control tower after a swing shift,
         so it was almost midnight. The parking lot was well-lit, but all of a sudden, the
         lights dimmed.”
      

      
      “A year ago. That’s about when all the demon stuff happened, right?”

      
      “Sort of. Apparently, it had been happening for a few months, but the general public
         didn’t really know until then. That’s when the shit hit the fan and just kept getting
         worse.” Until three months ago, when everything just… stopped. “So yeah, there were
         rumors and stuff, and it was getting scary, but world leaders were trying to downplay
         everything.” A shudder rattled her. “I wasn’t as cautious as I should have been, but I was supposed to be meeting my fiancé in the parking lot—”
      

      
      “Fiancé?” Somehow, Reseph’s voice went even deeper.

      
      “Yes, but, I mean… it’s over. We’re not together anymore. Obviously. Or I wouldn’t
         be here.” Good God, could she have babbled more? And why did she feel the need to
         explain? “Anyway, I was in the lot, and when the lights went out, I should have run
         back inside the building. Instead, like an idiot, I went to my car.”
      

      
      “You couldn’t have known,” he said. “And weren’t you at an airport? Isn’t the control
         tower in a secure area?”
      

      
      “Yes, which is probably why I had a false sense of security.” She inhaled, bracing
         herself for the rest. “When I was almost to my car, I saw blood. A lot of it, leaking
         out from under the truck parked next to mine. At the time, I thought it was oil.”
      

      
      “Because it was dark.”

      
      “Exactly.” She winced. “But I remember the smell. I should have known. It was so stupid.”
         She didn’t give him a chance to offer comforting, useless words. “I walked around
         the back of my car, and that’s when I saw Sandy. She was the electronic technician
         who monitored the weather instruments in the field. She was being… attacked… by some
         kind of monsters.” The things had been sexually assaulting her, even as they ripped
         at her body with their massive teeth. “She was dead… God, I hope she was dead.”
      

      
      “What did you do?”

      
      “I ran. Tried to run, anyway. One of them had me on the ground before I made it ten
         feet.” She looked up at Reseph, who was watching her with concern, but, thankfully,
         not pity. “The strangest thing is that I don’t remember the pain. I know it was cutting
         at me with its claws, and I was terrified, but I don’t remember it hurting.” The fear though… she’d never
         forget that.
      

      
      “What else do you remember?”

      
      “Its breath.” She shuddered again, this time hard enough to shake the bed. “It was
         like rotting eggs and meat mixed with feces.” She realized she’d been rubbing her
         belly, running her palm over the scars, and she pulled her hand back. “And then there
         was the man.”
      

      
      Reseph shoved off the door frame in a slow, sinuous motion. “Man?”

      
      She nodded. “In the shadows. I didn’t see him, but I… felt him. It was like he was
         a big furnace, only instead of giving off heat, he was radiating evil.” She gave a
         nervous laugh. “Sounds crazy, doesn’t it?”
      

      
      “We’re talking about demons,” Reseph said, as he moved in front of her. “So nothing
         sounds crazy. Or maybe all of it does.”
      

      
      “I think it all does.”

      
      He kneeled at her feet and put his hands over hers. “Then what?”

      
      “I don’t know.” It was a lie, but she wasn’t ready to relive the gory details. She
         doubted she’d ever be ready. “I remember the sound of flapping wings, though. It was
         so odd. There were all these growls and snarls… and through them, I heard the whisper-soft
         flap of wings.” A few seconds passed in silence, and when she spoke again, her lips
         were numb from pressing them together. “I woke up in the hospital a month later. The
         doctor said airport police had found me during a routine patrol. I didn’t remember
         anything for a few weeks, and by the time I did, I was discharged from the hospital.
         I couldn’t go back to work, so I quit my job and came here.”
      

      
      “And your… fiancé?” Reseph’s last word came out as a low growl.
      

      
      “I never saw him again.”

      
      A vicious smile curved Reseph’s mouth. “Did the demons eat him?”

      
      “I wish,” she muttered. “A day after I woke up in the hospital, I had my first visitor—his
         wife.” Apparently, Jason had confessed everything to his wife, saying that he’d intended
         to leave her, but the circumstances around the world had made him see the light, blah,
         blah. That was why he hadn’t met Jillian in the parking lot like he was supposed to.
         He’d changed his mind about her and his marriage. His wife had been the one to come
         to the hospital and tell Jillian that the relationship was over.
      

      
      “You were engaged to a married man?”

      
      Humiliation spread like wildfire over her cheeks. “I didn’t know he was married. He
         told me he was divorced.”
      

      
      “Bastard,” Reseph snapped.

      
      “Can’t argue that one.”

      
      Reseph studied her, and once again she got the impression that he was far, far older
         than he appeared. “Stacey knows what happened, doesn’t she?”
      

      
      “Yeah. She’s the only one. Until you.” She squeezed his hands, grateful for his presence.
         “I was doing really well, and now… shit.” She closed her eyes, but it didn’t shut
         out what she’d seen in the neighbors’ trailer. “The same kind of demon butchered my
         neighbors, didn’t it? God, what if it was because of me? What if it’s here to finish
         what it started? Reseph, what if it’s coming after me next?”
      

      
      “Then I’ll kill it,” he said, his eyes blazing. “I swear to you, Jillian, no monster
         will ever touch you again.”
      

      
      A lot of men had made a lot of promises to her in her life, and she’d learned not to believe them. But she believed Reseph. She didn’t
         know why, but she did. Now she just had to hope that when he finally remembered who
         he was, he wouldn’t forget the things he’d promised.
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      Kynan Morgan climbed out of his rented SUV, his boots crunching in snow torn up by
         vehicles, including at least one snowmobile. He’d seen a flash of red metal through
         the trees as he’d driven up, but whoever had been here was gone, the fresh tracks
         leading off into the forest.
      

      
      “Who do you think that was?” Arik Wagner, Ky’s partner and relative-by-marriage, stared
         off into the distance.
      

      
      Ky peeled off his sunglasses. “Local, maybe?”

      
      “Wanna follow the tracks?”

      
      “Feel free, if you have snowshoes in your pocket.”

      
      Arik snorted. “Ass.” He headed toward the house, halting at the door.

      
      Neither one of them liked going into scenes like this, and the one they’d just come
         from down the mountain had been horrific enough that Kynan’s mind was still going
         back to it. Not to mention the fact that sometimes demons lurked near the scenes of
         their attacks, reliving the kill, feeding on the horror and fear of the humans who
         visited the scene. Kynan, at least, didn’t have anything to fear; thanks to Heofon,
         the amulet around his neck, and the charm that came with it, he was immune to harm
         from anything but fallen angels.
      

      
      “Go, man.”

      
      Arik opened the door. The odors common to death-by-demon scenes slapped Ky in the
         face, and he could only be thankful that it was winter in the north and that the house hadn’t been cooking in humid summer heat in Louisiana or some shit.
      

      
      “Fuck,” Arik muttered. “Fucking hate demons.” He didn’t mean it… not about all demons,
         seeing how his sister was a werewolf mated to a demon, and Arik himself was married
         to one of the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse.
      

      
      Then again, Arik had spent a month in hell—literally, hell—being tortured. So he pretty
         much despised any demon he wasn’t related to or having sex with.
      

      
      Ky combed the house, taking note of the footprints, the claw marks, and the injuries
         on the victims. “Soulshredder. Just like the last scene.”
      

      
      “So that makes two families in the area, plus a couple of hunters.” Arik drove his
         hands through his hair. “How many demons are we talking about, do you think?”
      

      
      Kynan blew out a breath. “Definitely just one at each scene, but that doesn’t mean
         we don’t have a pair or even an entire pack hanging out in the area. The weird thing
         about it is how they’re killing.”
      

      
      Soulshredders didn’t usually kill everyone at a scene. They liked to leave one person
         alive so they could torture them over time, coming back to the person every once in
         a while for years, driving them crazy, haunting them.
      

      
      “And why here?”

      
      “The demon or demons must be drawn here for some reason. Maybe to a person.”

      
      “So we have to find the person.” Arik cursed. “I was really hoping for a quick in
         and out on this case.”
      

      
      Ky cocked an eyebrow. “Limos keeping you busy?”

      
      “You have no idea.”

      
      “Oh, I have an idea. Gem wants another baby, and when they decide they want one…”

      
      “They don’t think about anything else.” Arik nodded. “Yeah, I know. And Limos is…
         insistent.”
      

      
      Kynan laughed. Yeah, Limos was definitely one to get what she wanted, when she wanted.
         And after five thousand years of celibacy, she had a lot of catching up to do. Not
         that Arik complained. Much. But the boy was always dragging ass. Sure, he dragged
         ass with a smile, but still.
      

      
      “Okay, so let’s chart all the kills and see if we can get a bead on commonalities.
         Whoever the Soulshredder is drawn to will probably be inside the kill circle.”
      

      
      Arik sighed. “I can’t believe we’ve been reduced to supernatural CSIs.”

      
      “Someone needs to do it.”

      
      “It used to be The Aegis’s job,” Arik muttered.

      
      Bitterness coated Kynan’s tongue. The Aegis had been—and still was—the oldest and
         most major anti-demon force in the world, and Arik and Ky had been part of it. Hell,
         they’d run it. But the organization had broken apart three months ago, and Kynan,
         along with Val, Arik, Decker, Tayla, and Regan, and a few others, had been forced
         out.
      

      
      Now Ky and the rest of the outcasts were working to build an agency that operated
         on the principles that had gotten them kicked out, but it hadn’t been easy. Most Aegis
         members preferred the “old ways,” which pretty much involved killing all demons, vampires,
         and shifters on sight. The Aegis didn’t believe in “good” demons.
      

      
      But the new offshoot, the Demonic Activity Response Team, headed by Ky and the others,
         had recruited a few members, enough to form two bases, one in New York and one in
         Madrid. They were planning another DART office in Los Angeles. Unfortunately, The
         Aegis wasn’t being a good sport, and they’d been causing trouble where they could, when they could.
      

      
      Kynan pried a piece of broken claw out of a cabinet. Sometimes DNA could be used to
         locate its owner. “The Aegis never really worked like this, though.”
      

      
      Nope, The Aegis had been an uber-secret agency that mainly operated with its ear to
         the ground, taking care of problems as they heard about them through police and news
         reports and rumors. Now they were out of the closet and were so busy putting down
         demon rebellions around the world that they didn’t have time for small local issues
         like this one.
      

      
      Which was where DART came in, filling a void that needed to be filled. They’d made
         themselves known and available to law enforcement agencies, and shit, they’d been
         kept busy. Most demons had gone back to Sheoul when Pestilence had been destroyed,
         but some had remained behind, preferring the human realm over the demon one—and honestly,
         Ky couldn’t blame them. Sheoul sucked.
      

      
      “What if we’re dealing with a summoner?” Arik asked.

      
      “If someone has been summoning this demon, we kill them, too.”

      
      “And if it’s an unintentional summoner?”

      
      Ky ground his teeth. This was where the job got tough. An unintentional summoner was
         someone who’d been marked by a demon for some reason… to be used as a breeder or as
         food or as an energy draw. In any case, the person would be a magnet for all demons
         of that species, which meant that killing a single demon wouldn’t solve the problem.
      

      
      “We do what we always do,” Ky said. “We take them out.”

      
   
      
      Eleven
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      Reseph rarely got angry. He might not remember who he was, but he knew that about
         himself. And he knew that the kind of fury he was feeling now was unusual. Something
         had hurt Jillian, had nearly killed her, and yet, she’d survived, coming back strong
         in a way he doubted many people did. And now she was afraid again.
      

      
      Something was out there, hunting her neighbors and killing wild animals. He’d thought
         he was seeing things, but now he knew that a demon had been within sight of Jillian’s
         cabin. If it was the last thing he did, he’d take it out and mount its head on a pole
         to warn others. Don’t fuck with my woman.
      

      
      His woman? And shit, where had he gotten the idea that it would be a good idea to
         mount a demon head on a pole? Whatever. He’d do it if it would keep Jillian safe.
         As for her being his woman, well, it would probably be best to get his memory back
         before he went all, you’re mine.
      

      
      Especially since the nagging feeling that he wasn’t a Boy Scout was growing stronger
         with every passing hour. He had too many weird thoughts, knew too many fucked-up things.
      

      
      Maybe he’d been a demon hunter, like the people investigating the Bjornsen and Wilson
         killings. That might not be so bad. Might be kind of cool, actually. He’d hunt down
         the demon lurking here in the mountains, and then he’d track the ones who had hurt
         Jillian at the airport and make them feel everything they had done to her. Right after
         that, the ex-fiancé asshole would have to go.
      

      
      Another burst of rage made his blood sizzle. Nothing would hurt her again. Nothing.

      
      “Reseph?”

      
      He blinked, realized he’d been lost in his own mind like some kind of head case. “Yeah?”

      
      “You were growling.” She was looking at him like she thought he was some kind of head
         case, too.
      

      
      “Shit.” He brought one of her hands to his mouth and pressed a kiss to the silky skin.
         “Sorry. I just feel so damned helpless. I want to kill the thing that attacked you,
         and I want to protect you from everything else, but what if…” He trailed off, not
         wanting to voice his darkest fears.
      

      
      “What if… what?” She hooked one finger under his chin and forced his gaze to hers.
         “Reseph? Don’t shut down on me. I just shared with you. Your turn.”
      

      
      Yeah, it wasn’t fair for him to not spill his guts after she just had, but there was
         a big difference here. What she’d told him had made him feel even more for her, had
         plucked at every tender, protective gene he had. But what he held inside could only
         do the opposite to her.
      

      
      “What if it’s me I have to protect you from?”

      
      “I’m not afraid of you, Reseph.” Her level gaze was unwavering.
      

      
      “But you don’t know who I am.”

      
      “I know you’re cocky and funny. You’re protective and sweet. You’re not afraid of
         hard work. You’re strong, but gentle. You can’t cook worth a shit.”
      

      
      “I think I’m offended.”

      
      “But you really can’t cook,” she grumbled.
      

      
      “I was talking about the ‘sweet’ part.”

      
      Her full lips quirked in an impish smile. “Sweet.”

      
      This wasn’t going well, not when she wasn’t taking his concerns seriously. “Jillian,
         maybe that’s who I am now. But what if we find out I’m a sick bastard. What if—”
      

      
      “Stop.” When he would have argued, she tugged him up onto the bed with her so they
         were both lying across the mattress. Her dark hair framed her face in messy wisps,
         softening the stubborn light in her eyes. “Look, I’m not going to lie and say I’m
         not worried about who you were before. I’ve dated a lot of guys who ended up being
         total dicks, and Jason was the icing on the cake. It’s hard for me to trust a guy
         not to turn on me.”
      

      
      “Who were the guys?”

      
      “What?” She propped herself up on one elbow so she could look down at him. “You want
         to know about the morons I dated?”
      

      
      Yep. Including addresses. “What did they do to you?” God, this possessive, murderous
         side of him could not be good.
      

      
      “Let’s see… well, one cheated on me, one had a gambling problem, one was an accountant
         who failed to tell me that he was a cokehead.” She sighed. “And I already told you
         about Jason.”
      

      
      “I think,” he growled, “that I must have been an assassin before I lost my memory,
         because I really want to hunt down those guys and put a crossbow bolt between their
         eyes.” It didn’t even bother him that he’d do it and not feel an ounce of remorse.
         She’d taken so many blows in her life, and yet, she was still standing. She was so
         strong, and his admiration for her swelled.
      

      
      “I’m not sure if I should be flattered or extremely freaked out.”

      
      “Go with flattered.” He pushed himself up on one arm so he could face her. So he could
         feel her heat mingle with his. “If you aren’t afraid of me, then why did you leave
         me in town?”
      

      
      He hated the shame that settled into her expression, the little frown he wanted to
         kiss until she smiled again. “Because I don’t trust myself.”
      

      
      “You don’t trust yourself to what?” He reached out and trailed a finger along her
         jaw. “To not let me strip you naked and lick every inch of your body?”
      

      
      A delicate smudge of pink spread across her cheekbone. “As… interesting… as that sounds,
         no. I don’t trust my judgment, and I don’t trust myself to not get attached.”
      

      
      It was on the tip of his tongue to say, “Then don’t,” because it seemed like the obvious
         solution, but then he’d be a hypocrite, because he was definitely developing feelings
         for her that he wasn’t sure how to handle. It was almost as if now should be the time
         he started running for the hills. Was that what he’d done before? Why? He loved how
         he felt when he was with Jillian, so why wouldn’t he have wanted that before now?
      

      
      So many questions, and the only thing he knew was that he was growing close to Jillian,
         and he wasn’t going to fight it. She, obviously, was. And frankly, the more he thought about it, the angrier
         he got, even if he understood her reluctance. He had no past, and because of that,
         a questionable future. So he understood it, but he didn’t like it.
      

      
      Stung by her rejection, he leaned forward, forcing her back. “Then don’t get attached.
         Because let’s face it. I’ve wanted to fuck you since the moment I woke in your bed,
         surrounded by your scent.” Her eyes flared with surprise, and he pressed the issue,
         getting right in her face. “And I know damned good and well you would have let me
         take you right there in the sheriff’s station if we’d been alone. So let’s screw around,
         no emotional commitment. That way, we’ll both have protected our delicate little hearts
         if we find out I was some kind of asshole scumbag in the past.”
      

      
      Huh. Guess they didn’t need to wait to find out if he was an asshole. He’d just taken
         that on-ramp.
      

      
      Jillian’s lips parted in shock before she pressed them together and her eyes hardened
         with a cold inner resolve. “Fine. You’re right.” She palmed his chest. “Wanna have
         sex?” She dragged her hand down his abs to his waistband, and he nearly stopped breathing,
         but his cock jumped, all, hell, yeah.
      

      
      Then he stunned the hell out of himself when he grabbed her hand and stopped her from
         unbuttoning his jeans. “Are you sure?”
      

      
      What the fuck. Why wasn’t he taking what she was offering, no questions asked? This
         was so… foreign. Like he’d never in his life questioned or turned down sex.
      

      
      “After all your chasing, now you’re backing off?” She nipped his fingers hard enough to make him let go and dropped
         her hand back down on his fly. “Yes, I’m sure. I used to like sex. I miss it. Commitment-free sex, you say? Sure. Why not? My delicate
         little heart will be just fine.” Their eyes met, hers glinting with determination
         that sucked the breath right out of his lungs. “So are you gonna follow through on
         your offer, or do I have to take a cold shower?”
      

      
      Her palm cupped him through his jeans, massaging and squeezing, and his decision was
         made. Reaching up, he tangled his fingers through her hair and brought her lips to
         his. Kissing her, he pulled her down on top of him, loving the weight of her on his
         body. What he didn’t love was how this was going down. Maybe in the past, meaningless
         sex would have been fine. But with Jillian he wanted more. Stupid of him, no doubt,
         but clearly, he wasn’t a male who operated on logic. He was all about instinct and
         impulse, and right now, both were leading him to Jillian.
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      Jillian couldn’t believe she was doing this. Commitment-free sex? She’d never tried
         that, had always gone into relationships thinking they’d lead somewhere. Yes, she’d
         been adventurous and bold in bed… but only after she’d given herself permission to
         love the man she was with.
      

      
      And hadn’t that worked out? Not so much.
      

      
      Maybe Reseph was right. Obviously, she’d been an idiot before, so hey, why not try
         something new. Sex without emotional attachment. She could do it. She could. She had to.
      

      
      He was so warm beneath her, the hard planes of his body molding perfectly to hers.
         She kissed him as she ran her hands through his hair, reveling in the silky texture.
         He had the kind of hair women would kill for.
      

      
      Stroking her back, he shifted so his thigh came up between hers and his arousal prodded
         her hip. He skimmed his hands over her ribs, down her spine, to the curve of her rear,
         and pressed her against him as he rolled his pelvis. The slow undulation practically
         undid her right there.
      

      
      Pulling back, she kissed a trail along the sharp angle of his jaw, stopping now and
         then to scrape her teeth over his smooth skin. Each time she did that, he moaned,
         and each time he moaned, she felt a pleasant tug in her pelvis. She loved the sounds
         he made, from the small hitches in his breath, to the soft rumbles in his chest.
      

      
      His hands slipped under her sweatshirt, and in single second, he’d unclasped her bra.

      
      “I need to see you,” he said, his voice husky and low. “Let me look at you.”

      
      She’d never been self-conscious… until the attack. She hesitated, nervous butterflies
         flitting around in her gut. For a brief moment she considered leaping off the bed
         and running… to where? The middle of nowhere? She was already living there. She was
         already as far from the place where she’d been attacked as she could get.
      

      
      She wouldn’t let herself be cornered again. Taking a deep, steadying breath, she pushed
         herself up onto her knees and let him strip her. His hungry gaze fell immediately
         to her belly and the ugly white marks. He reached out and drew one finger over the
         longest scar, the one that went from between her breasts to her hip bone.
      

      
      “Is this uncomfortable for you?”

      
      “Letting you see them?” When he nodded, she bit her lip. “They’re hideous.”

      
      His gaze snapped up to hers. “Wrong.” Gripping her waist, he lifted her easily and
         flipped them so he was on top of her and he was kissing her belly. “You’re a warrior, Jillian. Your scars are
         as beautiful as you are.”
      

      
      Flustered, she had no idea what to say… not that she could speak if she wanted to.
         His tongue darted out to lick the long scar, starting where it disappeared under her
         waistband and all the way up. When he reached the ragged crest, he kissed her there,
         his lips lingering, warm, perfect.
      

      
      His hands came up to cup her breasts as he dragged his mouth to one nipple, his breath
         a wave of sensation on her skin. She arched into him, seeking more, which he gave
         her when he sucked at her breast, gently rolling the swollen nipple between his lips.
      

      
      “More,” she gasped, reaching low to push his jeans off.

      
      He chuckled and scrambled off the bed, and in two seconds flat, he had her stripped
         of her pants, though he left her in her panties. Then, in slow, torturous motion,
         he peeled open his fly, releasing his erection. It sprang free, a long, thick column
         of dusky brown skin and dark, pulsing veins that twined from the thick base to the
         smooth plum head.
      

      
      She’d had a handful of sexual partners, but never had she been so entranced by the
         sight of a fully aroused male, and she’d definitely not felt the searing need that
         was making her shake with anticipation.
      

      
      Reseph seemed to know, and he leveled a lopsided grin at her as he pushed down his
         jeans and stepped out of them. Completely naked, he was a luscious work of art, a
         lean, toned thing of beauty she could worship all day—and night—long.
      

      
      Never looking away from him, she popped open the bedside table drawer and fumbled
         around for the box of condoms Stacey had bought her as a joke—and a hint. When she tossed them onto the tabletop, Reseph barely gave them a glance.
      

      
      Leaning forward, he gripped her ankles, using his thumbs to rub light circles on the
         sensitive flesh just under the inner ankle bone. His lips came down on her thigh,
         and she wondered where he was going with this. Not that she’d stop him from doing
         whatever he wanted, but she was rapidly learning that with him, there was very little
         chance of keeping one move ahead of him.
      

      
      He nuzzled her thigh, working his way up her leg with his mouth and up her calves
         with his hands. The sensual massage made her squirm with pleasure, and the things
         he did with his mouth, even just on her freaking thigh, made her moan.
      

      
      She thrust her hands through his hair as he kissed and licked, massaged and stroked.
         And when she felt the lightest brush against the cotton material covering her center,
         she let out an appreciative hum of approval.
      

      
      “You like this,” he murmured, his lips tickling the crease between her leg and her
         sex. “You like where I’m headed, don’t you?”
      

      
      She dug her nails into his scalp. “Dumb question, Reseph.”

      
      She felt his smile, then she felt his mouth open over her core. Oh… damn. He licked
         at her through the fabric, using his tongue to push in, teasing her through the barrier.
         The friction from the damp material sent a sizzle of erotic sensation shooting all
         the way to her breasts.
      

      
      He slid his palms under her hips and lifted her to his mouth, forcing her legs to
         spread wider and exposing her to his onslaught. He blew on her core, and the sudden
         cool air on her heated flesh made her whimper with need. Before she could come down from it, he covered her with his mouth again, licking
         and nibbling as if the panties weren’t there. God, no one had ever done this, and
         she could only wonder why not. It was an amazing kind of tease, so effective and yet,
         so maddening.
      

      
      He stoked her arousal so easily, taking her higher with every expert stroke of his
         tongue. “You’re making me insane,” she murmured.
      

      
      “Then we’re even.” He slipped his tongue under the elastic, and she cried out as he
         licked deep. “Fuck, you taste good.” He went at her with even more enthusiasm, never
         removing her panties… instead, he nuzzled them aside, kissing and licking around them,
         over them, under them. The combination of right there and almost there nearly brought
         tears to her eyes, tears of ecstasy and of impatience.
      

      
      His wet tongue stroked her, plunging into her core and then sliding up to the sensitive
         knot that craved the most attention. Finally… God, finally… he growled and tore her
         panties away. He dove at her as if he were starving, and she couldn’t take it anymore.
         Closing her eyes, she let the waves of pleasure crash over her, peaking when he latched
         onto her clit and sucked hard while humming in the back of his throat.
      

      
      She came with a cry, bucking and thrashing as he worked her out until she became too
         sensitive for even the lightest flick of his tongue.
      

      
      “You’re good at this,” she rasped breathlessly. “I think… I think you’ve had lots
         of practice.”
      

      
      “I think you’re right.” His voice was guttural, a resonant growl that vibrated her
         to her marrow. He prowled up her body, the muscles in his thick shoulders and arms
         bunching and flexing, his gaze bright and predatory. “But this feels like the first
         time.”
      

      
      He kissed her as he reached for a condom and settled between her thighs. His mouth
         assaulted hers, his tongue swirling and his teeth nipping sharply. The little stings
         of pleasure-pain streaked all the way to her sex. He paused to sheathe himself with
         a faint curse and a muttered, “Shit, it’s like I’ve never done this in my life.”
      

      
      She was ready, so ready when she felt the head of him prod at her entrance.

      
      But then he froze up. His muscles locked, and he lifted his head to stare down at
         her.
      

      
      “What is it?” She framed his face in her palms and stroked his cheekbones with her
         thumbs, brushing the hair out of his face. His lips, slightly parted, glistened with
         their kisses. “Are you okay?”
      

      
      “Oh, yeah,” he murmured. “There are so many things I want to do to you. So many ways
         I want to do them. It’s like I have an encyclopedia of sex in my head. But I feel
         like a damned virgin, and I want this first time to be about more than positions and
         multiple orgasm contests.”
      

      
      She swallowed. “The multiple orgasm contest thing doesn’t sound too bad.”

      
      His grin was panty-melting. Or, it would be, if he hadn’t already melted them off.
         “Oh, we’ll get to that. There’s time for fucking on the hood of your truck or going
         down on you while you’re bent over the deck rail or fingering you to climax under
         the table at a restaurant. But right now, I just want to make it last.”
      

      
      Holy… oh, my. Truck hoods and deck rails and restaurant tables. And all commitment-free.
         She had no idea why that last thought was tinged with bitterness, but when Reseph rocked his shaft through her folds, the dizzying sensation jolted her right
         back into the lust.
      

      
      “Yes,” she choked out.

      
      “To what?”

      
      “All of it.”

      
      He was so free with his smiles, and he graced her with yet another one as he entered
         her in excruciatingly slow increments. And as the pleasure began to build again, she
         wondered how long this thing between them could last, because if her dating experience
         had taught her anything, it was that men like Reseph were meant to be enjoyed.
      

      
      Not kept.
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      Reseph was in heaven. Jillian’s soft, panting breaths as he slid into her were the
         most erotic sounds he’d ever heard, and he could still taste her passion on his tongue,
         mingled with the flavor of her skin. As her hot core clamped around him, it was as
         if he were drowning in sex, losing himself in a fantasy.
      

      
      He forced himself to go slow, to revel in the magic of Jillian’s body. It was strange
         how he had all this knowledge, and yet, this was all so new to him. The sex wasn’t
         new… it was the way it was happening that was so foreign. He didn’t think he’d ever
         done it slowly, and with so much… care. And reverence. And emotion… which he shouldn’t
         be feeling.
      

      
      Jillian undulated beneath him, her eyes closed, her bottom lip caught between her
         teeth. A sexy flush tinged her skin, bringing a sunset glow to her cheeks. She brought
         her hands up to grip his shoulders, her strong, short nails digging in with the perfect
         amount of erotic pressure.
      

      
      Tight… she was so fucking tight as he moved inside her. Praying for control, he forced
         himself to take his time with each stroke, pulling back until he was almost free of
         her, and then inching forward again until his balls rubbed against her. Her slick
         passage rippled and contracted, squeezing his length with every thrust.
      

      
      He held himself above her on extended arms so he could watch her expression, see her
         body move, and get a view of their joining. Each time he looked down to see her feminine
         cleft swallow his cock, his release nudged closer. The graphic sight made him burn
         and revved him up more than he thought could be possible.
      

      
      “Jillian,” he rasped. “Ah… damn. I’m close. So close. Too… soon.” He slowed down,
         rolling his hips instead of thrusting.
      

      
      Her hand came up to massage the back of his neck before sliding into his hair. With
         a low growl, she guided his head down until his mouth met hers. She was so sweet,
         not just her taste, but her. There was something so pure about her that made him feel
         clean, like the new snow outside. He supposed that he did have a fresh start, and
         she was part of that, as much as his memory loss was. In a way, maybe his amnesia
         was a good thing, because something told him that the man he’d been before didn’t
         deserve a woman like Jillian.
      

      
      “Reseph,” she breathed against his lips. “Faster.” She lifted her hips, taking him
         deeper, and his control snapped.
      

      
      He lunged, pounding into her with such force that she reached behind and braced her
         hands on the headboard.
      

      
      “Yes,” she moaned. “Oh, yes… yes… Reseph!”
      

      
      Her slick, velvety walls contracted around him. She arched, pressing her full breasts into his chest and clenching her thighs hard around
         his hips as she came. His own release rolled through him in a scorching wave of pleasure,
         and before it finished, another one blasted through him, and then another, until he
         was wrung dry, trembling, and couldn’t hold his own weight anymore.
      

      
      He collapsed on top of Jillian and buried his face in her hair. “Holy… fuck,” he breathed.

      
      “What you said.” Her fingers trailed lightly up and down his back, and one foot rubbed
         his calf. “Did you have more than one?”
      

      
      “Mmm-hmm.”

      
      “I didn’t think men could do that.”

      
      Didn’t feel strange to him, but he was still pretty sure that was the best sex ever.
         “Maybe it’s a side-effect of whatever caused my amnesia. Awesome trade-off.”
      

      
      He rolled to the side, hating to pull out of her heat, but he was squishing her. Scrounging
         up the strength to swing his legs off the bed, he headed to the bathroom to clean
         up. As he tossed the condom, he wondered if Jillian had noticed his awkwardness when
         he’d put the thing on. He knew he wasn’t a stranger to sex, knew what a condom was
         and what to do with it, but wearing one had felt utterly wrong. Maybe he got tested
         a lot. Or was sterile. Or maybe he was a big, fat jerk who didn’t give a shit.
      

      
      He didn’t like any of those thoughts. And wait… why was he bothered by the idea that
         he might be sterile? The niggling sense that parenthood was something he’d never wanted
         to experience made him twitch. Why wouldn’t he have wanted to be a father in his old
         life? Because even as messed up as he was now, he could still envision a good life
         with Jillian that included kids.
      

      
      Er… a little premature, don’t you think, given how she doesn’t want to get attached?

      
      Yeah. Dumbass.

      
      With a mental shift in thinking, he hopped back into bed with Jillian.

      
      Her delicate yawn made him smile as she rolled into him so her forehead was braced
         against his shoulder. Shifting onto his side, he traced the strong line of her jaw
         as she lay beside him, taking immense pleasure in the smooth texture of her skin.
         She closed her eyes, and as her breathing settled into a slow, even rhythm, he thought
         about her scars, wondering if the ones he couldn’t see were as bad as the ones visible
         on her belly and thighs. Were they even worse?
      

      
      And how bad would his scars be when—and if—he got his memory back?
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      It was highly unusual for Jillian to take naps, but Reseph had worn her out. Worn
         himself out, too, if his snoring had been any indication.
      

      
      She’d dozed for an hour and then taken a shower, her mind replaying over and over
         what they’d done. He was such a good lover. She’d suspected he’d be great in bed, but he’d gone beyond great and
         right into out-of-this-world phenomenal. What she hadn’t expected—or wanted—had been
         the connection she’d felt between them. She had no doubt he could keep himself emotionally
         detached… hadn’t he been the one to say that there was no need to date? Hey, just have sex! Screw the relationship crap!

      
      She’d seen how restless he was, how often he needed to get out of the house, how distasteful
         he found the idea of being tied down. Yep, she had to stay strong. Had to keep her heart locked up tight
         and protected. Any day now he could get his memory back and take off for the life
         he had before. She had to be ready.
      

      
      By the time she was dressed, Reseph was up, looking out the bedroom window. Nude,
         of course.
      

      
      He swung around to her, and she wondered if she’d ever stop being fascinated by the
         effortless way he moved, the play of muscles under his bronzed skin, the sweep of
         his thick hair around his shoulders. “I was hoping to catch you in the shower.”
      

      
      “Somehow, I don’t think we’d have gotten a lot of showering done,” she said wryly.

      
      He sauntered over to her, his smoldering gaze making her heart flutter. “Not true,”
         he said, as he planted a kiss on her neck. “There are all kinds of fun things we could
         do with soap.”
      

      
      “No doubt.” She looked down at him. “I’m going to grab a pair of my dad’s sweatpants
         for you. Running around in only jeans… or naked… can’t be that comfortable.”
      

      
      “Naked is very comfortable.”

      
      “Maybe, but it’s also very distracting.”

      
      He grinned. “I distract you?”

      
      “I’m not answering that. Your ego has no need of more stroking.” She arched an eyebrow
         at him. “And don’t tell me you have something else I can stroke. I’ve been around
         enough men to have heard it all.”
      

      
      A low, rattling sound pumped out of his chest. “I’m not like other men.”

      
      “No shit,” she muttered, as she headed down to the cellar.

      
      Reseph, naturally, followed her. Thankfully, he threw on jeans first. “What is all of this?” he asked, when he hit the bottom step.
      

      
      “My parents’ belongings, mostly. And a few things from high school.”

      
      He ran his hand over a dusty box labeled THROW RUGS. “Why do you keep all this stuff?”
      

      
      She shrugged. “I dunno.”

      
      When he picked up a jewelry box sitting by itself on a shelf, she snatched it out
         of his hand before he could open it. “That’s nothing.”
      

      
      “Nothing?” He eyed the box. “You’re pretty concerned over nothing.”

      
      She shrugged again and returned it to the shelf. This time, when Reseph picked it
         up, she didn’t protest. He opened it and drew a sharp breath.
      

      
      “It’s an engagement ring.”

      
      It was a symbol of her stupidity. “Very astute.”

      
      He cocked an eyebrow. “Yours?”

      
      “Yep.”

      
      “The married bastard?”

      
      “Yes.”

      
      “So why do you keep the ring? He hurt you. You should have shoved it so far up his
         ass he could use it as a tooth filling.”
      

      
      That image made her laugh, even though she was pretty sure Reseph wasn’t kidding.
         “Maybe I’m still hoping to do that.”
      

      
      He studied her, his icicle-blue eyes piercing so deep inside she felt a chill. “No.
         You’re holding on because you can’t let things go. That’s why you don’t want to get
         attached, isn’t it? Because you hold on so tight.”
      

      
      Damn him. How could he know that? His observation left her off balance, wobbling on her mental axle, and she had to fumble for the calm
         reserve she’d prided herself on cultivating for her air traffic control job.
      

      
      “I guess,” she said, but there was no guessing about it. She’d never been able to let go of things that reminded her of strong bonds,
         to the point where holding on could be paralyzing.
      

      
      It had taken her a full year to finally grieve for her parents, because she’d felt
         that as long as she had their things, she didn’t have to let them go.
      

      
      Reseph put the box back on the shelf. “Seems strange to me. When things are gone,
         they’re gone.”
      

      
      “Does that include people?” She knew the answer before he said it, and her stomach
         clenched.
      

      
      “Yeah.” He glanced up the stairs as if suddenly uncomfortable with the conversation.
         “I should probably shower.” As if his feet were on fire, he shot up the steps, taking
         them three at a time.
      

      
      Okaaay. So it was easy for him to cut someone loose, but he didn’t like talking about
         it. Or, probably, facing it. She wondered if he was one of those guys who broke up
         with their girlfriends in text messages.
      

      
      Son of a bitch. Leave it to her to get involved with someone like that.

      
      No, not involved. They were not involved.
      

      
      Yup, because if you repeated it twice, that made it true. Moron.
      

      
      The sound of an engine cut through her dismal musings. She wasn’t expecting any deliveries,
         but Stacey sometimes—okay, often—popped in unannounced. She mounted the stairs and
         got to the front door just as the doorbell rang.
      

      
      For a split second, she hesitated, the scene she’d witnessed at the neighbors’ house
         flicking through her brain. She doubted, however, that the monster that butchered
         them had rung their doorbell. Still, her pulse picked up a little as she opened the
         door.
      

      
      Two men stood on her porch, both tall and dark-haired, but the one with the denim-blue
         eyes looked like he’d had his throat chewed on by an alligator. When he spoke, his
         gravelly voice doubled her alligator suspicion.
      

      
      “Ms. Cardiff? My name is Kynan Morgan, and this—” he jerked his thumb at the man to
         his right “—is Arik Wagner. We’re special investigators, and we’d like to ask you
         a few questions.” He smiled, but she was anything but reassured. “May we come in?”
      

      
      Special investigators. Her first thought was that they might be here for Reseph. Yes,
         she knew that more likely, the police would be the ones to show up with any news about
         who he was, but she suddenly had a bad feeling, as if these were not people she wanted
         to give too much information to.
      

      
      “I’m sorry, but I’m not in the habit of bringing strangers into my home.” Unless I find them naked in snowbanks. “I’m sure you understand.” She stepped out and pulled the door closed behind her.
         The one named Arik frowned and tried to peek inside, but she tugged until the door
         clicked.
      

      
      “Of course,” Kynan said politely. “Are you alone?”

      
      She smiled just as politely and made a point of not answering his question. “What
         can I help you with?”
      

      
      Kynan tugged off his gloves with brisk, purposeful movements. “I assume you’re aware
         that your neighbors on both sides of you were killed, as well as a couple of local
         hunters.”
      

      
      “I’m well aware.”
      

      
      “We’d like to know if you saw or heard anything.” He tucked both gloves into one pocket
         and rested his right hand casually inside his other pocket.
      

      
      A weapon. I’ll bet he’s got a weapon in there. “Not a thing.”
      

      
      Kynan studied her as if trying to see through her, and it was unnerving as hell. “Have
         you ever seen a demon, Jillian?”
      

      
      “Ms. Cardiff. And no.”

      
      He gave her a tolerant smile, and Jillian got the same instant jolt of oh-shit she used to get when two planes were on a collision course. Somehow, Kynan knew she
         was lying. “Have you ever been attacked by a demon, Ms. Cardiff?”
      

      
      Okay, now she was getting pissed. Especially because the other guy, Arik, was wandering
         around her deck, taking covert peeks through her window.
      

      
      “If I had been attacked by a demon, then I’d have seen one, isn’t that right?”

      
      “Not necessarily,” Kynan said. “Some are invisible.”

      
      She smiled tightly. “Why don’t you tell me what special investigative unit you’re
         from.”
      

      
      “We work for the Demonic Activity Response Team.”

      
      DART. She’d read about them on the Internet. “I’ll assume that you’ve been in touch
         with local law enforcement?”
      

      
      “Both the county sheriff’s office and the state police.”

      
      “Then if you want anything more from me, I suggest you bring one of the officers with
         you, because I’m done with your questions.” She jerked her chin at the SUV in the
         driveway. “Now get off my property before I exercise my rights as a homeowner dealing
         with trespassers.”
      

      
      Kynan cocked an eyebrow at her as she spun around and stormed into the house. She closed the door behind her, locked it, and fell back
         against the wood, her heart pounding crazily. She allowed herself two calming breaths,
         and then she grabbed the phone and dialed Stacey.
      

      
      “Hey, Stace.” She didn’t even give her friend time to say hello. “I need to know what
         those guys from DART know about me.”
      

      
      Stacey took a sip of something, probably coffee, on the other end of the line. “What
         are you talking about?”
      

      
      “They were just here, asking me questions about demons.”

      
      “Well, they’re investigating the attacks, and you’re the closest neighbor. It makes
         sense.”
      

      
      “But do they know about my attack?”

      
      “Well, I certainly didn’t tell them. They came in last night, and we briefed them
         on the situation, and then they were headed to the scenes. They haven’t been back.”
      

      
      “Did you tell them about Reseph?”

      
      “No. Why? Is everything okay?”

      
      “It’s fine.” She heard the truck outside start up. “Look, I gotta go. I’ll call later.”

      
      “Jill—”

      
      Jillian hung up as Reseph came out of the bedroom, dressed as usual in jeans and nothing
         else. His gaze focused like a laser on the window.
      

      
      “Who are they?” As he watched, his entire demeanor changed, going from carefree and
         loose to… well, she could only describe it as deadly. And yet, he still appeared to
         be relaxed. But there was a new intensity in his expression and a subtle tightening
         of his muscles.
      

      
      “They’re the demon investigators.”

      
      His voice went low. “Did they follow us here?”

      
      “I don’t think so. They just wanted to know if I’ve seen anything strange.” Confusion flitted across his expression. “Reseph? Are you okay?
         Do you recognize them?”
      

      
      As the truck drove away, the lethal vibe radiating from him scaled back, but his jaw
         was still tight, his hands still clenched. “No. But there was something… shit, I don’t
         know. It’s like I felt I should know them, but if I did, they’d want to kill me.”
      

      
      “Kill you?” She put down the phone, hoping he didn’t notice that her hand was shaking.
         “I think that’s a little extreme. They deal with demons. Not humans.”
      

      
      “Yeah, you’re right.” He smiled, but it didn’t match the worry she saw in his eyes.
         “I’m sure you’re right.”
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      Reaver’s first stop after trying to convince his Heavenly brethren of Gethel’s betrayal
         was Ares’s manor. Somehow, he wasn’t surprised to find all of the Horsemen—save Reseph—on
         the beach. Ares and Thanatos were manning a barbecue grill while Cara and Regan played
         with Rath, Cara and Ares’s adopted Ramreel demon toddler. Limos was holding a baby,
         who Reaver instantly knew was Logan, Than and Regan’s son. Circling at her feet was
         a pitch-black hellhound puppy the size of a Labrador retriever that kept looking up
         at the infant. It didn’t take a genius to figure out that the pup had bonded to the
         baby and would forever be a faithful bodyguard.
      

      
      Reaver kicked off his shoes and walked on bare feet toward the group.

      
      Limos saw him first, but then, she usually did. Her grin was blinding, and he knew
         that if she hadn’t been holding Logan, she’d have thrown herself into his arms, again, as she usually did.
      

      
      The rest of the gang was more measured with their greetings, and Reaver braced himself.
         Thanatos, his bare upper body encased in layers of tattoos, crossed to Limos and took
         the baby, and with Regan at his side, they waited for Reaver to walk up to them.
      

      
      “He’s beautiful,” Reaver said, his voice shakier than he’d expected. He liked babies,
         but this one was special, and it wasn’t just because his birth had saved the world.
         This was the first Horseman offspring, and Reaver felt like a proud uncle.
      

      
      “Yes,” Than said coolly, “he is. You missed his birth.”

      
      And… it started. “I was fighting Gethel.”

      
      “For three months?”

      
      “I’m sorry, Thanatos.” He nodded to Regan. “If I could have come sooner, I would have.”

      
      Ares approached, reddish-brown hair glinting in the sunlight, but Cara remained back
         with Rath. The little demon darted to the surf to play in the waves, his hooved feet
         kicking up ivory foam. “What happened? Where’s Gethel?”
      

      
      “So you haven’t seen her, then?” Damn. Reaver was hoping she’d shown her traitorous
         face… not because Reaver wanted her messing with his Horsemen, but because anything
         she said might reveal her hand.
      

      
      The blond braids at Thanatos’s temples slapped his cheeks as he shook his head. “Last
         we saw her was with you.”
      

      
      He looked past Reaver, and a tingle on the back of Reaver’s neck said that Harvester
         had arrived. Excellent, because Reaver really needed another complication.
      

      
      She eased up next to him, and he nearly groaned when he saw what she was wearing. Or, more accurately, what she wasn’t wearing.
      

      
      Her long black hair hung over one shoulder, cascading over breasts barely covered
         by a skimpy knit swimsuit top. He suspected that her matching yellow bikini bottom
         was a thong, but she’d at least tied a sheer black cover-up around her waist. Not
         that the cover-up did anything to hide a body made for sin. Literally. And Reaver,
         who had always appreciated a female who dressed provocatively, had to tear his gaze
         away before his body started reacting to Harvester the way it had when they’d kissed in Sheoul-gra.
      

      
      “How are my lovely Horsemen today?” she chirped, all sunshine and rainbows. Something
         was up. She was never happy-happy.
      

      
      “We’re waiting for Reaver to tell us what happened with Gethel,” Than said.

      
      This time when Reaver held back a groan, it was because he was expecting Harvester
         to spill the beans, and Reaver wasn’t ready to tell them what he’d done with Reseph.
         If he could destroy Gethel before she found Reseph, Reaver might be able to salvage
         some of his plan to keep the Horseman safe in the human realm while his mind healed.
         Of course, if Gethel had told anyone at all that Reseph was free, the plan might be
         all shot to hell.
      

      
      “Gethel and I fought, but the chamber filled with demons, and she escaped.”

      
      “And where have you been since?” Than’s question wasn’t a challenge. There was too
         much hurt in his tone.
      

      
      “I was trapped in Sheoul,” Reaver said. It wasn’t a lie, but wasn’t the complete truth.

      
      “How?” Limos’s violet eyes flashed.

      
      Shit, now Reaver either had to lie or exercise his authority and tell them he was under no obligation to answer, according to Watcher
         law. But yeah, that would go over like a lead balloon.
      

      
      “It was my fault,” Harvester blurted, stunning the shit out of Reaver. “I was pissed
         that my team got their asses kicked, so I locked him in Pestilence’s chamber for a
         while.” She shrugged. “Broke another Watcher rule. Whatever. It was worth it.”
      

      
      Limos growled. “You’re such a bitch.”

      
      “Hey,” Reaver said in an attempt to divert the conversation from unexplained fibs
         and undeserved insults. Harvester might be a bitch, but in this case, it wasn’t true.
         “Is this a party? Because no one has offered me a hot dog yet.” He eyed the little
         blond squirming bundle. “And no one has introduced me to that adorable kid yet, either.”
      

      
      Harvester’s “deed” forgotten, Limos flounced away to the ice chest while Ares headed
         back to the grill. Than and Regan, grinning like the proud parents they were, held
         the baby out. “Reaver, this is Logan Thanatos.”
      

      
      Very gently, Reaver smoothed a finger over the baby’s velvety cheek. “Nice to meet
         you, Logan.”
      

      
      “You can hold him,” Than said, but Reaver stepped back. He’d held a lot of infants,
         had even delivered a few when he worked at Underworld General, but for some reason,
         the idea of taking this particular child in his arms sent anxiety tripping through
         him.
      

      
      “I shouldn’t—”

      
      “Of course you should.” Regan took the baby from Than and placed him carefully against
         Reaver’s chest, leaving him no choice but to cradle Logan in his arms.
      

      
      The moment the baby locked eyes with him, Reaver melted, and warmth danced in his
         heart. Abruptly, he knew where the reluctance to hold Logan had come from. The baby was a reminder that
         Reaver was missing a huge chunk of his life… a chunk that might contain children.
         Did he have any? Had their memories been wiped the way his had? He’d never been granted
         an audience with the Archangels to ask, but maybe it was about time that he stopped
         requesting and started demanding.
      

      
      “I can sense the angel in him,” he said softly. “It’s powerful, almost as intense
         as if he was half angel instead of just a quarter.”
      

      
      “The Force is strong with this one,” Thanatos said in a damned impressive Darth Vader
         voice, and Reaver had to catch himself before his jaw dropped. Thanatos had never
         been easygoing or playful, and this new side of him was good to see.
      

      
      “Yes, it is.” Logan’s tiny fingers wrapped around Reaver’s thumb. “He exhibited battle
         angel powers while he was still in the womb, which is rare for any infant who isn’t
         fully angel, but now his powers feel even stronger.” Reaver glanced down at the hellhound
         pup, who was drooling on his toes. “What’s his name?”
      

      
      “Cujo,” Regan said.

      
      Reaver arched an eyebrow. “You named your son’s pet after a rabid monster dog?”

      
      “No,” Thanatos growled. “Wraith did. Bastard taught the pup to respond to Cujo, and
         we couldn’t get him to respond to anything else after that.”
      

      
      Reaver laughed. Sounded exactly like something the Seminus demon would do.

      
      Harvester eased closer, the merest hint of a smile curving her lips as she gazed at
         Logan. “Can I hold him?”
      

      
      “Not a chance,” Thanatos said.

      
      “But Reaver, who didn’t even want to take the baby, gets to hold him?” The devastation
         in Harvester’s expression kicked Reaver right in the gut.
      

      
      “Than,” he said softly, “I don’t think it would hurt to let her take him for just
         a minute.”
      

      
      Thanatos’s pale yellow eyes glittered with anger. “She was playing for the team that
         wanted my son dead. I don’t want her anywhere near him.”
      

      
      “I swear I didn’t want Logan to die.” Harvester’s voice was as close to a plea as
         Reaver had ever heard from her. “Never. There were other ways for Pestilence to get
         what he wanted.”
      

      
      “I said no.” Thanatos carefully took Logan from Reaver, as if he were worried that
         Harvester might snatch the child. “Reaver, I’m glad you’re back. Stay as long as you
         want.”
      

      
      The Horseman shot Harvester a glance that said she wasn’t welcome before he and Regan
         headed back to the group, Cujo on their heels until they walked past the grill. Then
         the mutt took a detour to grab a package of hot dogs off the cooler. Ares gave chase,
         but when Hal joined in, the hot dogs were lost between two snapping hellhound jaws.
      

      
      Harvester turned away, her wings drooping. “Good thing I didn’t want to stay anyway.”

      
      “Wait.” Reaver snagged her by the wrist and turned her back to him. “I don’t know
         why you lied for me, but thank you.”
      

      
      Harvester snorted. “I didn’t do it for you. I did it because I have a reputation to
         uphold. And I certainly didn’t want to hold the brat.”
      

      
      “Then why did you ask?”

      
      She shrugged. “I wanted to see what Thanatos would say.”

      
      She was lying, but why? Her behavior lately had been completely baffling. Even now, she was stealing glances at Logan, and with every covert
         look, her expression softened.
      

      
      Definitely baffling.

      
      “Are you… okay?”

      
      Harvester’s head snapped back so violently he might as well have punched her. “Of
         course I am, you haloed fool.” She spread her wings, blotting out the sun and throwing
         a massive shadow. “Look at me. My blood runs with power. Do I seem weak or pathetic
         in any way?”
      

      
      “Never mind,” he muttered. Her defensiveness made it so difficult to deal with her
         sometimes. “I spoke with my supervisors about Gethel. None of them know where she
         is. Have you had a chance to talk with your colleagues?”
      

      
      “Talk?” Her lip curled. “We don’t talk. They dictate. I tell them to fuck off.”

      
      She. Was. Impossible. “Okay then. Did they dictate to you before you told them to
         screw themselves?”
      

      
      “Yes. They said to leave it alone. I’m guessing they know more about Gethel than they’re
         saying, but they won’t tell me anything.” She finally tucked her wings away. “Are
         you ready to tell me where Reseph is?”
      

      
      “No.”

      
      “You sure? Maybe I could pleasure the information out of you.”

      
      “Yes,” he gritted out from between clenched teeth, “I’m sure.”

      
      “Fine, fine. Don’t get your pinfeathers all prickly.” She slid a glance at where the
         Horsemen were gathered around a tub of iced drinks, their laughter carrying on the
         ocean breeze. “I got something for Logan. Do you think Thanatos and Regan will accept
         it?”
      

      
      This just kept getting stranger and stranger. “Probably depends on what it is.”
      

      
      “It’s not a poisonous viper or a razor-wire mobile,” she snapped. “Go to hell, Reaver.
         Oh, wait, I just rescued you from there. Go back to hell.”
      

      
      She flashed off the beach, leaving Reaver staring at empty air and feeling like he’d
         been spun like a top. Harvester had always been volatile, but these mood swings were
         extreme even for her.
      

      
      “Reavie-weavie!” Limos called out from next to the picnic table. “Food!”

      
      Food. A cookout. A beach, kids, and pets. All so normal when just three months ago
         the world had been on the verge of apocalypse and this family had been embroiled in
         a hellish war that could have put the Horsemen on the wrong side of the battle.
      

      
      Reaver was happy for them. Even Reseph seemed to be at peace. But Reaver couldn’t
         shake the feeling that things were not as they seemed.
      

      
      The danger to the world might have been averted, but the trouble had just begun.
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      Harvester materialized inside her residence and was instantly thankful that her werewolf
         slave, Whine, wasn’t there to greet her. She didn’t want anyone, even her slave, to
         see her like this.
      

      
      Tears spilled from her eyes, burning, stinging. Which pissed her off, because she
         never cried. Ever. She’d long ago allowed evil to encase her heart in a diamond-hard
         shell—a necessity if one was to survive Sheoul.
      

      
      But the Horsemen had always been her weakness, and she’d never been able to completely detach herself from them emotionally. She’d tried,
         oh, how she’d tried. And now that the Apocalypse was over, she’d let her guard down
         even more, hoping that they had done the same.
      

      
      Time was running out for her, and all she’d wanted was to hold Logan before the ticking
         clock in her head, the impending sense of doom, became a reality. And to maybe be
         invited to stay for the get-together. But she couldn’t blame Thanatos for his attitude
         toward her, and that was the problem. Up until now, Harvester had owned her choices.
         Had owned her fall from Heaven.
      

      
      But now she found herself wishing… what? That she could go back in time and not fall?
         No, that had to happen. What was done was done.
      

      
      Cursing herself for weakness, she dashed away her tears with the back of her hand.

      
      And realized something was terribly wrong.

      
      The stench of blood tinged the air, and her skin prickled with a sudden sense of malevolence.
         She whirled around and snarled at the male standing in her living room doorway, his
         lips wet with blood.
      

      
      “Lucifer,” she hissed. “How dare you enter without permission.”

      
      Dead, ebony eyes gleamed, and his tongue made a slow, taunting sweep over his lower
         lip. “I did more than enter.”
      

      
      She now understood why Whine hadn’t greeted her. Lucifer had done something to him,
         but now wasn’t the time to show either concern or fear.
      

      
      And yet both were making her quake on the inside.

      
      “Get out.” She flared her wings, and he returned the defiant gesture, his black, leathery
         wings scraping her ceiling. “Unless you’re here to bestow some great honor on me, get the fuck out of
         my home.”
      

      
      “Great honor?” His laughter rattled the Bedim demon artwork gracing her walls. The
         sensual paintings depicting the romantic rituals of dozens of demon species always
         reminded Harvester that love was a weakness even for the lowliest of demons. “Because
         of you, we lost our bid for an Apocalypse.”
      

      
      Her gut twisted, and her lungs seized. How much blame were he and Satan going to lay
         at her feet? The clock in her head picked up its pace.
      

      
      “What’s the matter, Harvester?” His voice was low, smooth, and laden with poison.
         “You look a little frightened.”
      

      
      She scoffed, even though he’d struck the bull’s-eye. “I have nothing to be afraid
         of. As Watcher, my job was not to help our team. It was to keep an eye on the Horsemen
         and dole out information as it was given to me.”
      

      
      “Oh,” Lucifer said silkily, “I think you did far more than that.”

      
      “If this is about some broken Watcher rule, punish me already. Or leave me the hell
         alone.”
      

      
      Lucifer’s toothy smile sent a chill slithering up her spine. “Broken Watcher rules
         are the least of your worries, Fallen.”
      

      
      “Come, Lucifer, games aren’t your style.” She hoped the underlying tremor in her voice
         was audible only to her. “Why don’t you put that forked tongue to good use and tell
         me what you’re dancing around?”
      

      
      “Ask your werewolf.” With that, Lucifer flashed out of there.

      
      Shit. Harvester’s shaky legs barely supported her as she lurched toward her bedroom, where the smell of blood grew stronger. As soon
         as she entered, she saw why.
      

      
      Poor Whine was curled up on his pallet on the floor, his body a mass of bruises and
         cuts and wrong angles. The moment he opened his one functional eye and saw her, he
         tried to get up.
      

      
      “Whine, no.” Harvester kneeled next to him and pushed him down. “Stay still.”

      
      The werewolf shuddered and closed his eye. “Sorry… mistress.”

      
      “Shh.” Mentally cursing Lucifer, she stroked Whine’s hair. She’d gained ownership
         of the warg thirty years ago after she’d killed his cruel owner, and since then, she’d
         sworn to protect him. Granted, she hadn’t been particularly kind to him, but that
         had been to keep them both safe. Kindness in Sheoul got you killed.
      

      
      “What did Lucifer want?” she asked, and Whine shuddered again.

      
      “He demanded the… malador.”

      
      Harvester’s breath shot out of her lungs. “Did you tell him where it is?” Please say no. The tiny item was her one ace, the only card she had to save herself.
      

      
      Or to save someone else.

      
      “No,” Whine rasped. “Never. But—”

      
      “But what?”

      
      “He… he told me you were going to suffer a traitor’s death.”

      
      Her hand froze mid-stroke. A traitor’s death. The death part was misleading, because
         in Sheoul, traitors were kept alive, in agony, for eternity. Often, after centuries
         of torture, they were… peeled… and encased in wax to suffer endlessly on display like
         dead body art.
      

      
      So what did Lucifer suspect her of? And where was he getting his information? Not
         that it mattered. She wasn’t going to go meekly to anyone’s torture chamber. She could
         run, and if worse came to worst, she’d find an angel to kill her—
      

      
      “He also said…” Whine inhaled a ragged breath. “If you try to escape, he’ll destroy
         everyone you care about.”
      

      
      Damn him. She’d been so careful to not show affection to anyone for this exact reason.
      

      
      Closing her eyes, she sank down on the floor beside Whine. In her head the ticking
         clock sped up even more, the hands moving so fast that the individual ticking sounds
         were barely distinguishable. Very soon, the alarm was going to go off, and Harvester’s
         time would be up.
      

      
   
      
      Fourteen
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      It took Reseph a full forty-eight hours to get the hinky feeling out of his gut. Something
         had triggered his internal alarm when he’d seen the demon investigators, and he still
         didn’t know why. Except he got the distinct impression that they were a danger to
         him. But why the hell would he be of any interest to them?
      

      
      The sense of danger was growing, and some of it was coming from within himself. It
         was as if he was dangerous, a bomb fuse waiting for a spark, and he was terrified that Jillian
         would be the one to take shrapnel.
      

      
      He and Jillian had spent two days bouncing between town, where they scoured the library
         and the Internet trying to figure out who he was, and her farm, where he did shit
         Jillian needed done. He’d repaired a hole in the siding of her barn, strung barbed
         wire along a section of droopy fence, cleaned stalls and the chicken coop, and he’d
         even folded laundry.
      

      
      Folding laundry was the worst. Matching up socks was like some sort of monotonous torture. Give him heavy lifting any day.
      

      
      But Jillian made it all worthwhile with her cooking, her hot cocoa, and best of all,
         her stamina in the sack.
      

      
      Smiling at the memory of what they’d done in the shower and then again in bed, he
         rolled over on the mattress and tucked her against him, her back to his chest. She
         snored delicately, and while the erection probing her backside made it tempting to
         wake her up, he let her sleep. She worked so hard during the day, and he kept her
         busy well into the night, so yeah, she needed the rest.
      

      
      It was strange, though, how he really didn’t need sleep. A couple of hours of shut-eye,
         and he was good to go. Sometimes he’d get up and prowl the property like some sort
         of animal surveying its territory, or he’d hit the computer to see if he could find
         out anything more about himself, but other times, like now, he’d lay in bed with Jillian,
         just to be with her.
      

      
      He wondered if he had been so sappy before.

      
      He’d even, during the nights when he’d hung outside in the crisp silence, fashioned
         her a gift. It wasn’t much, and he wasn’t even sure where he’d gotten the talent to
         take a knife to wood, but every discovery about himself was a clue.
      

      
      And it was awesome when the discovery wasn’t something horrible, like finding out
         he didn’t know how to use a condom or could recognize human blood by its odor.
      

      
      Closing his eyes, he buried his face in Jillian’s hair, taking in the fresh scent
         of her fruity shampoo, which never seemed to wash away the underlying scent of crisp
         mountain air. She always smelled like the outdoors, like sparkling streams and green
         trees. He liked that so much better than the cloying perfume the women in the department
         store had worn. Besides, he somehow knew that perfume tasted bad on the skin. Jillian’s skin tasted clean, with a tang of spice
         when she was aroused.
      

      
      His cock jerked, appreciating the direction of his thoughts. Yup, he needed to get
         out of bed and get away from Jillian before he did what he swore not to do and woke
         her with his mouth between her legs.
      

      
      Groaning silently, he rolled onto his back and started to swing his legs over the
         side of the mattress, but in a flash of motion, Jillian flipped over and took his
         shaft in her hand.
      

      
      “Where do you think you’re going?” Her voice was husky, drowsy, and so fucking sexy
         he damned near came in her palm right then and there.
      

      
      He fell back into the pillow and hissed at the slow pump of her fist. “You’re insatiable.”

      
      “You’re the one with the hard-on.”

      
      He slid his hand between her thighs and spread her open. “You’re the one who’s wet.”
         He eased his finger inside her, testing her readiness, because he was so ready to mount her. She was silky and hot, and yeah, she was ready.
      

      
      Shifting to give him more access, she dropped her hand to cup his balls. Her fingers
         worked him aggressively, massaging, pinching. He loved how sometimes she was sensual
         and tender in bed, but at other times she liked it rough and raunchy.
      

      
      Right now it was rough and raunchy, and he didn’t hesitate to give her what she wanted.

      
      He dipped another finger inside her and pumped them hard and fast. “What do you think?
         Another sixty-nine?” He brushed his thumb over her swollen clit, and she bucked. “Nah,
         we did that earlier. You on top, facing away from me? I loved that.” He arched up
         and tongued her nipple, enjoying how it made her gasp. “No, I’m going to take you from behind this time. First, while you’re on your hands and knees I’ll
         lick you there, fill you with my tongue and fingers. Then I’m going to fuck you so
         hard you won’t sit in a saddle for a week.”
      

      
      “Yes,” she breathed, pushing against his hand.

      
      “But I’m not going to come that way.” Reaching up, he twined his fingers in her hair
         and brought her mouth to his, but he didn’t kiss her. He teased with his tongue and
         teeth, nipping and licking. “I’m going to lay you on your belly and pin your legs
         tight together while I’m inside you. Ever done that? Makes my thrusts shallow, just
         teasing your entrance. Only the head of my cock will be fucking you, and you’ll be
         begging for more, isn’t that right?”
      

      
      She was panting now, on the edge, and truth be told, so was he. The graphic, raw words
         meant to work her up had taken their toll on him, and he was close to spilling in
         her hand.
      

      
      Time for action. Rolling, he grabbed her and flipped her onto her hands and knees.
         He used his own knee to nudge her legs roughly apart, opening her completely to him.
         She was glistening and swollen, and he was so diving into that. He didn’t waste time
         with teasing or being subtle. He palmed her ass with both hands and used his thumbs
         to spread her wide. His mouth watered, and he was about to get down to it when something
         wrenched on his insides.
      

      
      He jerked, his body having a hard time shifting from the all-encompassing lust to
         the focused, sharp prod of danger.
      

      
      “Reseph?” Jillian’s arousal-sodden voice buzzed in his ears alongside the sudden bleat
         of goats.
      

      
      Then came the horse’s screams and the pained squeal of the pigs. He flung himself
         off the bed and swept his jeans off the floor.
      

      
      “Stay here!” He didn’t wait for Jillian’s response. He hastily threw on his jeans
         and tore out of the house. Icy air stung his face and the crusted snow cut into his
         feet as he ran toward the sounds of terrified animals.
      

      
      A goat stumbled out of the open barn door, its fur matted with blood. Unable to stop,
         Reseph leaped over it and landed at the doorway threshold. Heart pounding, he flicked
         on the light.
      

      
      And came face to face with a nightmare on legs.

      
      The thing standing in front of him, its crimson eyes level with Reseph’s as it stood
         on two thick, black-veined legs, let out a bear-like roar and dropped the body of
         the goat it had been shredding with its serrated claws.
      

      
      For several tense heartbeats, the demon stared at Reseph, making no aggressive moves.
         It seemed almost as if it was expecting something from him. What, Reseph had no idea.
         A chat? Praise? A date?
      

      
      What it was going to get was dead.

      
      Master?

      
      The word was a raspy whisper in Reseph’s brain. A memory? Or was the thing speaking?
         Master.
      

      
      What the fuck…

      
      Master. Master. Master! Gripping his head, Reseph stumbled backward, as if he could escape the voice in his
         skull.
      

      
      “Do you know me?” he shouted. “Do you know me, you son of a bitch?”

      
      Master.
      

      
      Demons filled Reseph’s vision, even behind closed eyelids. They surrounded Reseph,
         handing him offerings of body parts and wriggling, suffering creatures. Deep inside
         Reseph, there was a purr of pleasure, as if he’d been split in two and only part of him was horrified at the scene playing out in his head.
      

      
      Frantic to stop whatever horrific memory seemed to be shaking itself loose, Reseph
         spun, grabbed the pitchfork from against the wall behind him, and buried it in the
         demon’s skeletal chest before it even had a chance to flinch. The thing snarled as
         it stumbled backward, clutching at the handle. Reseph dropped and kicked a leg out,
         catching the demon behind its knee, sending it crashing to the ground.
      

      
      Screeching, the demon ripped the pitchfork from its chest and hurled it aside, narrowly
         missing clocking Reseph’s skull. It leaped to its feet and swung at him with those
         huge-ass claws. Reseph ducked and struck out, punching the thing in the snout. There
         was a satisfying crunch as its head snapped back and blood spurted from its mouth
         and nose.
      

      
      The demon recovered quickly with a lightning-fast lunge. Reseph wheeled out of the
         way, snared the pitchfork, and forked the fucker again. The demon threw its body sideways,
         catching Reseph in the shoulder. Reseph slammed into one of the stalls, his spine
         taking the painful brunt of the impact. The horse went nuts, but Reseph couldn’t afford
         to calm the animal. The demon came at Reseph, its jaws gaping and dripping saliva.
      

      
      Just as it dove for his throat, a shot rang out. Blood and bone sprayed from a tear
         in its side. It screamed and changed course, hurtling toward Jillian, who stood in
         the doorway, pistol raised, a skinny tendril of smoke rising from the barrel.
      

      
      Reseph tackled the creature, slamming it to the ground and driving the tines of the
         pitchfork deeper into its body. The wooden handle snapped, flipping into the air.
         Reseph caught it and in one smooth motion, drove it between the creature’s eyes.
      

      
      The thing grunted and seized, flopping like a dying fish as Reseph climbed off it,
         going for the machete hanging on the wall. When he turned back around, the thing appeared
         to have died, but he wasn’t taking any chances.
      

      
      Here’s your master, you ugly piece of shit.
      

      
      He brought the blade down on its neck, severing its head.

      
      Damn, that felt good. It also felt familiar, like he’d done it before. A lot.

      
      He looked over at Jillian, who was staring at the body. “That…” She swallowed. “That’s
         the thing that attacked me. It looked just like that.”
      

      
      Reseph leveled a vicious kick at the corpse. “I should have made it suffer.”

      
      Her startled gaze lifted to his. For a moment, he thought she was going to chastise
         him, but after the initial surprise, she nodded.
      

      
      “You should have.” Carefully, she flipped the safety on the pistol and laid it on
         one of the barrels before squatting down next to a dead pig. “That monster.” She moved
         to the goat that had been disemboweled. “Definitely should have made it suffer.”
      

      
      The image of himself surrounded by demons flashed through Reseph’s head again, bringing
         with it a streak of pain at his temples. Ruthlessly, he shoved it away, hoping like
         hell it wasn’t truly a memory. Maybe it was a remnant of a nightmare he’d had.
      

      
      Keep telling yourself that, asshole.
      

      
      Jillian was looking at him like she was trying to figure him out, probably because
         he was standing there like some delicate princess with the vapors. Fuck. He needed
         to get his head out of his ass.
      

      
      “If you check the animals in here, I’ll see if I can find the goat that ran out.” Reseph gripped the machete tight and headed outside. He’d
         check on the goat, but he was also going to patrol the area for more of the fuckers.
      

      
      He found the goat a dozen yards away, trembling in the snow behind a tree. He performed
         a rapid exam, feeling for broken bones and bleeding, but all of the blood on the animal
         seemed to have come from its barnyard pals.
      

      
      The goat didn’t struggle as he hefted it into his arms and carried it back to the
         barn, where Jillian was doing her best to calm the surviving animals with treats and
         soothing caresses.
      

      
      “This one seems fine.” He settled the little doe in one of the empty stalls and stepped
         out in time to see the dead demon on the floor fold in on itself and disappear before
         his eyes. “The demon’s gone.”
      

      
      Jillian popped her head up from inside Sam’s stall. “Gone?”

      
      “Disintegrated. Guess that explains why the general population didn’t know demons
         existed until a year ago.”
      

      
      “No dead bodies to study.” She slipped out of the horse’s stall and joined Reseph,
         wrapping her arm around his waist. He absorbed her weight, drawing her against him.
         He’d hold her like this all night if she wanted him to. Hell, he’d do it anyway. The
         confrontation with the demon had rattled him to his bones. “I’m glad you were here,
         Reseph. I don’t think I could have dealt with that… thing… on my own.”
      

      
      “Bullshit.” He ran his palm up and down her arm, noting the slight quiver under her
         skin. “You were a badass with that gun. No hesitation.”
      

      
      “Because it was attacking you. If you hadn’t been here—”

      
      “Hey.” He gripped her shoulders and turned her to face him. “You were amazing and brave. If I weren’t here you would have done what
         you had to do to protect your animals and yourself. One of those things might have
         attacked you, but it definitely didn’t destroy you.”
      

      
      Her smile was shaky. “What doesn’t kill you makes you stronger, right?”

      
      “Right.”

      
      Except that was a lie, wasn’t it? Too often, what didn’t kill you came back to finish
         the job. He had no idea how he knew that, and honestly, he didn’t want to know. All
         this time he’d been longing for his memories, scouring the Internet, searching his
         brain—hell, he’d called out to the empty air for help.
      

      
      Now he was afraid he’d get exactly what he was looking for.
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      “You bitch.” Reaver stared at Gethel from inside the quantanum, the plane of existence that was invisible to humans but allowed some beings, such
         as angels, to travel at accelerated speeds. He’d been hunting Gethel, tracking blips
         of her signature that he could sense when she channeled Heavenly power. Oh, she’d
         been smart about it, using it only in short bursts and weak doses, but Reaver had
         been patient, knowing she’d eventually use a little too much for a little too long.
      

      
      Today, as she held court with two Soulshredders and a bald fallen angel near a hellgate
         deep inside the Nicaraguan Masaya volcano, she’d made the mistake Reaver had been
         waiting for.
      

      
      She spun around, simultaneously hurling a massive ball of lightning. The crackling
         sphere filled the tunnel, giving Reaver no room to run. If he flashed out, he’d lose
         her.
      

      
      He threw up an elemental shield, which borrowed properties from the area around it.
         The surrounding volcanic rock absorbed the lightning’s impact, but the force knocked
         Reaver a dozen yards down the tunnel. He crashed into a stone pillar and crumpled
         to the ground.
      

      
      Damn, that hurt.

      
      Gethel’s cackle echoed off the walls. “You can’t hope to defeat me on your own, Reaver.”

      
      Reaver shoved to his feet. “I don’t have to defeat you. Not yet. I just have to stop
         you from finding Reseph.”
      

      
      Her smile was cold. “Time’s on my side. From what I hear, it’ll take decades, probably
         centuries, for his mind to heal.”
      

      
      “If you’ve got all this time, why are you and Lucifer striking now?”

      
      “Please,” she said. “You’re not that dense, are you?”

      
      Apparently, he was.

      
      “Humiliation.” A miniature lightning ball popped out of her hand and bounced between
         her fingers. “Satan is extremely embarrassed by his defeat. He’s ordered that everyone
         who played a role be either destroyed or get involved in restoring Pestilence and
         neutralizing the other Horsemen.”
      

      
      Too bad Gethel hadn’t been lumped in the destroy category. Reaver strode toward her,
         keeping his power skating along the surface of his skin, ready to go in a split-second.
         “What happened to you, Gethel?”
      

      
      “I told you. The Horsemen—”

      
      “Yeah, yeah, they couldn’t find it in their hearts to say good-bye when your Watcher
         duty was taken away. Big deal. You’re either a big whiny baby, or there’s more to
         the story.” He was pretty sure there was some mental instability written between the
         lines of that story as well.
      

      
      Behind her, the Soulshredders hissed and snarled with every step Reaver took. The
         fallen angel just watched, his dead shark eyes glued to Reaver.
      

      
      “Who are you?” Reaver called out to the fallen angel, who seemed to be a big fan of
         black leather.
      

      
      The male bared his teeth. “You’ll find out soon enough.”

      
      “Ah, cryptic. That’s so original.” Reaver rounded on Gethel. “So, which is it? Big
         whiny baby or more to the story?”
      

      
      “Fuck you, Reaver,” she spat. “You know nothing. I loved them.”

      
      “I know, but… oh, wait.” Reaver was nearly blinded by the lightbulb that went off
         in his brain. “You didn’t just love them. You loved them.” He smirked. “Which one, Gethel? Ares? Thanatos?” He cocked an eyebrow. “Limos?”
      

      
      She threw the lightning ball, and he easily swatted it away. “Did I touch a nerve?”
         With a snap of his fingers, he sent a boomerang of angelfire at her, aiming for her
         head, but when she dove aside and it merely scraped her shoulder, he wasn’t surprised.
         She wasn’t going to just roll over and die, after all. “Let’s see if I can figure
         this out,” he mused, as she doused flames in her clothing. “You didn’t seem to be
         causing much trouble for Ares. At least, not that I know of. But Limos, you did send
         khnives after her husband.”
      

      
      Cursing, she launched herself at him. He met her midair in the tunnel, and the collision
         rumbled the very mountain.
      

      
      “You think you know everything, don’t you?” she screeched as she slammed her fist
         into his jaw. It was like being hit with a sledgehammer, and Reaver grunted, blinking
         to the tune of cartoon birds circling around his head. “You think you’re so superior.”
      

      
      He pounded his fist into her chest, a quick double-tap before backhanding her in the
         face so hard she fell out of the air and landed awkwardly on her neck and shoulder.
      

      
      “I am superior,” he growled.
      

      
      She rolled to her feet and blasted him with her favorite weapon, a storm of sparks
         that burrowed through living flesh. He leaped to the ceiling of the cave, avoiding
         most of them, but a handful cut into his leg, and agony drilled into him in the form
         of fine-bore holes.
      

      
      “You know nothing! I have secrets you can’t even begin to touch, you worm.”

      
      “So bitter,” he ground out. “Just when did that happen?”

      
      “When?” She beckoned the Soulshredders, and they lumbered to her. “When the Aegi whore
         took Thanatos’s virginity.” Red-hot hatred spewed from every one of Gethel’s pores.
         “I was supposed to be the one to break his Seal.”
      

      
      What a bitch. “It must have killed you when his Seal didn’t break and Regan got pregnant.”
         He inhaled sharply. Of course. That was why Gethel had been so eager to see Logan
         dead. It wasn’t as much to start the Apocalypse as it was to destroy the physical
         proof that Regan had taken what Gethel wanted.
      

      
      Hell hath no fury like a jealous angel with emotional instability and a mental defect.

      
      “Get him,” Gethel snarled.

      
      The Soulshredders leaped at him at the same time that she peppered him with spears
         of lava. Fire scorched his skin and Soulshredder claws tore at his muscles. He could
         win this battle with the demons, but even as he summoned a shear-whip, Gethel and
         the fallen angel vanished.
      

      
      Damn.

      
      He cut the demons down, slicing one horizontally in half, and then he flashed out of there himself. Despite his burns and various injuries,
         and the fact that he hadn’t caught or killed Gethel, he was pretty satisfied with
         the encounter.
      

      
      As he materialized inside his Heavenly residence, his fingers found the little treasure
         in his pocket that he’d lifted off Gethel. He opened his palm, amazed that the tiny
         crimson stone could channel so much power within the depths of hell.
      

      
      He closed his fist around the sheoulghul and smiled. He didn’t have use for it yet, but he had no doubt that someday, it would
         come in very, very handy.
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      Jillian and Reseph had spent the next two hours in the barn, cleaning up the mess.
         She’d watched in awe as Reseph dug in to help, working tirelessly even when she started
         to flag. He was amazing, making everything he did seem so effortless. Even the way
         he’d killed that demon, so efficiently, as if he knew exactly what he was doing, had
         been incredible. There’d been no fear, no panic. He’d moved like a phantom, so fast
         she’d been sure she was seeing things at times.
      

      
      One thing was certain; he knew how to fight and how to kill. Maybe, given how comfortable
         he’d been fighting the demon, he belonged with the people who had recently come to
         light as ancient demon-slaying warriors. The Aegis, she thought it was called.
      

      
      Whatever training had given him the skills to take down a demon so easily, she was
         grateful for it. She’d been very honest when she’d said she didn’t think she could
         have dealt with it on her own. Seeing the thing, identical to the demons that had
         attacked her, had frozen her solidly in place. Reseph must not know that she’d stood
         in the doorway, paralyzed with fear, for what seemed like hours before she’d finally
         fired the pistol.
      

      
      No, she wasn’t a badass or brave. She’d moved here from Florida thinking that her
         decision to live in the middle of nowhere by herself had been a fearless, bold move,
         but what if it was the opposite? What if she’d been trying to escape her fears?
      

      
      Epic fail. She’d run right into them. And seized like an overheated engine.

      
      Shame had fueled her as she’d hauled blood-soiled straw out of the barn while Reseph
         repaired the door, and then they’d showered—together, but neither one of them had
         been in a sexual frame of mind. He’d washed her with the greatest of care, taking
         his time to massage the tension out of her shoulders and back. As the morning sun
         came up, he’d tucked her into bed and lain with her until she fell into an uneasy
         sleep.
      

      
      Nightmares had plagued her. Nightmares of demons and dying animals, of the attack
         in the parking lot, and worse, of Reseph leaving her.
      

      
      Any day now, he was going to find out who he was and leave.

      
      Irritated by her obsession with Reseph’s probable departure, Jillian slammed the lid
         on the grain barrel as the barn door opened and he entered wearing jeans and the blue
         Henley that matched his eyes. In his hand was a steaming mug.
      

      
      “Brought you something to warm you up.” He gave her a lopsided smile. “I can’t cook,
         but I can make a mean cup of hot cocoa.”
      

      
      “Doesn’t take much to boil water and open a packet.” Even as the words fell from her
         lips she regretted them, and God, she kicked herself hard at the flicker of hurt in his eyes. “I’m sorry, Reseph.
         I didn’t mean that.” No, what she’d meant was, “Stop being so wonderful, because I’m
         falling for you, and I’ll be devastated when your memory comes back and you take off.”
      

      
      He shrugged and handed her the cup, which made her feel even smaller. “It’s true.”

      
      The rich chocolate aroma filled her lungs and soothed her mood. “You were being nice,
         and I was an ungrateful bitch.”
      

      
      “Will this help?” He dug into his pocket. “I made this for you.” Very gently, he took
         her hand and placed a wooden carving in her palm.
      

      
      Jillian stared at the tiny bird, its fine features perfectly etched across its graceful
         lines and curves. The wings, outspread in flight, were so thin and delicate that she
         was afraid to close her hand.
      

      
      “Reseph, this is amazing. How long did this take you?”

      
      One big shoulder rolled in a casual shrug. “Few days. Ah… you might want to sharpen
         your nice paring knife.”
      

      
      “I think I can manage that.” She stroked her finger over the smooth beak. “Why a bird?”

      
      Another shrug. “They’re free, you know? They can go anywhere they want, whenever they
         want. They can just spread their wings and go.”
      

      
      Naturally, Reseph would gravitate toward an animal that wasn’t tied down. She wondered
         if he felt at all caged in here. No, she didn’t have to wonder. She knew. He was like
         a panther in a zoo, always pacing the fence line.
      

      
      He plopped down on the barrel and stretched his long legs out in front of him, crossing
         his booted feet at the ankles. “What’s wrong?”
      

      
      She hesitated, carefully balancing the little bird on a railing and taking a sip of
         the cocoa to buy some time. She didn’t know how to explain, partly because she didn’t
         even know why she felt the way she did.
      

      
      “Cocoa is good,” she murmured. “Thank you.”

      
      “You’re welcome. And you’re stalling.”

      
      Leave it to him to call her out. Still, she sipped again, maybe a little defiantly.
         Guess she was still feeling bitchy.
      

      
      Finally, she cupped the mug in her cold hands and looked down at the swirling froth.
         “I’m afraid, Reseph.” There. She’d said it. “I hate being afraid. It goes against
         everything I’ve ever lived for. My parents taught me to be strong, and growing up,
         I was tough. I played sports and got jobs on farms instead of working at fast-food
         joints like my friends. When I went away to college, I made sure I was the best in
         all my classes. I never let fear get in the way.” She swallowed. “But now I’m afraid
         and I don’t know how to handle it.”
      

      
      “You don’t have to,” he said softly. “I’m here. I won’t let another demon near you.
         I’ve been researching ways to construct a demon-proof perimeter, and I swear, you’ll
         be safe.”
      

      
      Sweet Jesus, he was too good to be true. “It’s not that. It’s not the demons. I mean,
         they’re scary, but…” She trailed off, the hot cocoa curdling in her belly.
      

      
      “But what?”

      
      “It’s you,” she whispered. “I know you need to find out who you are, but some small
         part of me is afraid you will. I know it’s selfish of me, but I like who you are now.”
      

      
      “I’ll still be the same man, Jillian. I’ll still be me.” He rose and started prowling
         around the barn, and she got the feeling he was working off frustrated energy. “And
         you never know… I may never remember my past.”
      

      
      She watched him straighten the bridles and harnesses hanging on the walls, as if he
         needed something to do. “You might not get your memory back, but even if we only find
         out who you are, it could change things. What if you’re something we didn’t expect?”
      

      
      He swung around to face her. “You said you didn’t believe I was a serial killer or
         something.”
      

      
      “I still don’t believe that. But what if you’ve got a family? You said you’re sure
         you don’t have a wife, but what if you’re wrong? Or what if you’re a politician or
         big media mogul? Or maybe you’re the king of Oompa-Loompa Land. Just knowing where
         you belong will change things. And you’ll have to go.”
      

      
      “Oompa-Loompa Land?” He shook his head. “No way. Orange people give me the creeps.
         I don’t even like fake tans. I’d never be their king.”
      

      
      She laughed, but sobered quickly. His humor was one of the things she’d miss after
         he found out who he was and left her. God, her chest hurt already.
      

      
      The stray wisps of straw on the concrete floor crunched under his boots as he walked
         toward her. He took the mug out of her hand and set it on a shelf, and when he swung
         back around to her, he took her hands. She couldn’t help but notice how small her
         hands looked in his.
      

      
      “I can’t promise that you’ll like who I was before you found me. But I can promise
         that my feelings for you won’t change.” He palmed her cheek, his touch tender, and
         in that moment, he might as well have reached inside her and stroked her heart instead
         of her skin. “I know we agreed on no emotional attachments, but I can’t help it; I’m
         falling for you, Jillian. It’s scaring the shit out of me, because it feels so damned
         new.” While she stared in stunned silence, he glanced up at the rafters. “It’s strange, because some things
         feel familiar, like sex and using a computer. And killing that demon. It’s like when
         you watch a movie and there’s an actor you recognize but can’t place. You know you’ve
         seen him before, but you can’t remember where.” He returned his gaze to her, his eyes
         glittering with intensity. “But what I feel for you is so different. It’s like I’ve
         never seen the actor before. Hell, I haven’t even heard of the damned movie.”
      

      
      Every word was a prick to the heart. He was falling for her? She should be happy,
         because like it or not, she was falling for him, too. But this was going to end badly.
         She’d never been a pessimist, but she’d danced this dance before. Not with an amnesia
         guy, but with every other guy she’d dated.
      

      
      “You can’t promise your feelings won’t change,” she rasped. “You could love someone
         else.”
      

      
      “That’s what I’m trying to tell you. I don’t. I know I don’t. What I feel for you
         is too foreign. I’d know if I’d felt it before.”
      

      
      She wanted to believe him, but there just wasn’t enough for her to go on. He didn’t
         remember his past, so maybe he didn’t remember emotions, either.
      

      
      “Jillian, if I could guarantee that my feelings wouldn’t change and that I’d stay
         here no matter what, would that be a good thing?”
      

      
      “You can’t—” His finger came down on her mouth, shutting her up.

      
      “Hypothetically.”

      
      Reaching up, she wrapped her hand around his and pulled it away. “Hypothetically,
         yes. It would be a good thing. I’m falling for you, too.”
      

      
      In a smooth surge, he backed her against a stall and kissed her. Kissed her hard.
         “Jillian,” he murmured against her mouth. His voice was pained, urgent, and she knew
         exactly how he felt.
      

      
      “Shh. I don’t want to hear promises you can’t keep or hollow assurances that everything
         will be okay. Let’s just make the best of the time we have.” She needed a distraction.
         A rough, fun escape. And Reseph could give her that. “Remember what you said a few
         days ago, the first time we had sex? That there would be time for fucking on the hood
         of my truck or… other things?”
      

      
      “Oh, yeah. I remember.”

      
      “Good.” She dragged her hand down his chest to his fly, behind which a pronounced
         bulge already indicated that he was game. “I think it’s time.”
      

      
      “Yeah?” A wicked smile ruffled his mouth as he leaned into her and put his lips to
         her ear. “How long has it been since you came so hot, so furious, so fucking intense, that you forgot your own name?”
      

      
      Oh, God. She’d just forgotten it. “Never,” she whispered. “You?”

      
      “I can’t remember,” he murmured huskily, “but ask me in a few minutes and I’ll have
         an answer.” He tugged her against him and kissed her. His lips were firm but soft
         as they melded with hers. She opened to him immediately, but he teased her, taking
         her bottom lip in his teeth in a gentle show of dominance. A shiver of pleasure skated
         over her skin. He was an explosive combination of playful but aggressive, tender but
         strong, commanding but caring… and so very, very male.
      

      
      Reaching up, she cupped his jaw, savoring the feel of his warm skin under her palm
         as he kissed his way down her neck. He nuzzled her throat, and with a moan, she rocked her head to the side,
         granting him more access for that talented mouth. One of his hands remained tamely
         around her waist, holding her against him, but the other slid beneath her shirt. When
         his fingers came into contact with her bare belly, she hissed in pleasure.
      

      
      “I love the sounds you make.” His voice was a smoky drawl. “I’m going to wring them
         from you until you’re out of breath.”
      

      
      Her heart pounded so hard it hurt, as if it were trying to get to his hand, which
         was sliding torturously slowly up her rib cage. He nipped her shoulder blade as his
         fingertips brushed the underside of her breast, creating an electric sizzle that shot
         from his mouth to his hand. Sensation rippled through her, stealing her thoughts,
         her breath, the moisture in her mouth.
      

      
      With another moan, she palmed his thigh, digging her fingers into his hard muscles
         to steady herself. There was the slightest hitch in his breath at the contact. He
         eased his hand up to cup her breast, and they both groaned.
      

      
      “You’re so beautiful.” His voice was muffled against her shoulder. “I want to feel
         more of you.”
      

      
      Oh, yes. If he wanted more, he could have it.
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      Jillian was a dream come true. Cliché, maybe, but clichés existed for a reason, and
         Jillian was a prime example. She massaged him through his pants, and he was ready
         for her in about two seconds flat. Hell, he was always ready for her.
      

      
      Her fingers teased, and with a nimble flick of her wrist, his fly popped open and
         his cock was in her hand. He hissed in pleasure and then hissed in surprise when she
         dropped to her knees and jerked his pants down to mid-thigh. Her hands gripped his
         legs, which twitched under her warm palms as she massaged her way up.
      

      
      “You have the most incredible birthmark here.” She pressed her lips to his inner thigh,
         and he sucked air through clenched teeth. “It looks just like an angel’s wing.” Her
         tongue smoothed over the surface of the mark, and holy hell, erotic fire shot from
         her mouth to his cock. Major erogenous zone.
      

      
      “Can we not talk about angels while we’re—” He broke off with a strangled cry as she
         took him in her mouth. She stroked him with one hand and gripped his hip with the
         other, her nails digging into his skin.
      

      
      “Damn,” he said hoarsely. “You’re serious.”

      
      “Mmm-hmm.” The humming vibration around his shaft nearly had him coming right then
         and there.
      

      
      He knew what she was doing, using sex to purge emotions and erase reality for a little
         while. That was fine with him, especially when her tongue flicked over the sensitive
         head as she moved her lips up and down, swallowing when he was deep.
      

      
      Pleasure was a hot wave that crashed over him with every nibble, suck, and swipe of
         Jillian’s tongue on his cock. Needing to touch her, he drove his hands into her lush
         hair and watched as his shaft disappeared into her eager mouth.
      

      
      “Ah… damn,” he whispered. “Holy… yeah.” He groaned, bucked when she dropped one hand to cup his balls.
      

      
      Man, she was good at this. Too good, and he wasn’t going to last another ten seconds.

      
      Harnessing his libido—barely—he hauled Jillian to her feet, ripped open her jeans,
         and jerked them down to where they tangled around her boots. He didn’t need her completely
         free to move around. Sometimes, a little bondage was a good thing.
      

      
      He straightened, let out a low growl when he reached the apex of her thighs, and gave
         her a deep, slow lick on the way up. Her eyes darkened, her pupils swallowing the
         smoldering green of her irises, and her lip twitched in a naughty smile.
      

      
      He spun her, catching her around the waist so his shaft was cradled by the soft seam of her ass, and held her that way as he kissed and nipped
         her ear and neck. She pushed back against him, but no, this was his show. She’d started
         it, but he’d finish it.
      

      
      “Not giving you what you want yet, my girl,” he said roughly, and then he pushed her
         forward and bent her over the saddle draped on a nearby sawhorse.
      

      
      He went down on his heels behind her and used his thumbs to spread her succulent flesh.
         The tangle of her jeans around her ankles kept access to a minimum, but that was ideal
         for teasing.
      

      
      And Reseph loved to tease.
      

      
      Her breathing became ragged when he flicked his tongue around the rim of her opening.
         She tasted like a sparkling mineral spring and her own rich essence, and he was definitely
         going to drink his fill later.
      

      
      She wiggled her ass, her impatience becoming clear, the greedy minx. He appreciated
         how demanding she was, how absolutely uninhibited. He gave her what she wanted, pushing
         inside her and thrusting, fucking her core with his tongue.
      

      
      “Yes,” she breathed. “Oh… yes.”

      
      Her climax was coming, but he denied her, instead slowing things down, giving her
         several slow, shallow licks before diving deep again, licking and sucking and pumping
         until she cried out in release. He didn’t bring her down slowly the way he usually
         did. Instead, he surged to his feet, dug into his pocket for a condom, and sheathed
         himself.
      

      
      “Aren’t you the Boy Scout,” she rasped.

      
      “I want to be ready to take you anytime, anywhere,” he said on a shallow breath, and
         entered her in one smooth thrust.
      

      
      The jeans around her ankles didn’t allow for deep penetration, but this position delivered
         different sensations, more skin on skin and a tighter fit. He pounded into her, his
         hips pistoning back and forth in an unrelenting rhythm.
      

      
      “Is this what you wanted?”

      
      “Yes.” She moaned, pushing back against him, meeting every thrust. She was still trying
         to take control. Not happening.
      

      
      He pulled out, and she whined in disappointment. Dropping to his heels again, he ripped
         off one of her boots and jerked her foot out of the jeans. He gave her another lick
         between the legs on the way back up, and then he lifted her onto the saddle draped
         over the sawhorse, forcing her to straddle it backward. The saddle, which she’d had
         specially made to allow for easy mounting and dismounting while Sam was hauling farm
         supplies, featured an almost nonexistent cantle and pommel, which would prove handy
         for what Reseph had planned.
      

      
      “What are you doing?” She watched him with curiosity, her gaze heavy-lidded and smoky.

      
      He didn’t respond. Roughly, he straddled the sawhorse, keeping his feet planted firmly
         on the floor as he gripped Jillian’s knees and forced them up so she had no leverage
         and was leaning back against the saddle’s shallow pommel. Moving forward, he entered
         her again. She gripped his shoulders and squeezed his waist between her knees as he
         drove into her. The position was awkward and unsteady, forcing him to lean forward
         and take shallow thrusts, but he relished the unique sensation, and if her soft cries
         were any indication, she was loving it, too.
      

      
      Pleasure washed over him, euphoria that inflamed his entire body. He didn’t last, and the moment she cried out at her peak, he went with
         her, agonizing ecstasy shooting through his balls and shaft, going on and on, and
         as the first orgasm waned, another started up. Jillian came with him again on his
         third, his name breaking from her lips.
      

      
      Gradually, the sexual storm passed, and he fell forward, arms and legs trembling,
         to catch himself on the sawhorse. Jillian’s mouth found his, and her slow, tender
         kiss made him tremble for a different reason.
      

      
      He hadn’t been lying when he’d said he was falling for her. With every passing day,
         she became more and more the air he breathed. When she wasn’t around, he felt empty,
         restless. When she was there, he calmed and found a sense of peace that was just…
         right. And now that the demon was dead, he could tell himself that the vision and
         whispered voice in his head was imagined.
      

      
      “Thank you,” she said against his lips.

      
      He pulled back a little. “Are you crazy? I should be thanking you.”
      

      
      “You know how you can thank me?”

      
      “How?” Lick her until she screamed? Caress every inch of her body until she begged
         him to stop?
      

      
      “You can dig the second snowmobile out of the garage and gas it up.”

      
      He blinked. He could lick her on a snowmobile, he supposed. “You have plans?”

      
      “We’re going to go have fun. Snowmobiling and snowmobile-cooking.” He must have looked
         confused as hell, because she laughed and said, “You put meat and veggies in a foil
         wrapper and pop it under the sled’s hood next to the exhaust pipe. When you get tired
         of riding, you stop and your food is cooked.”
      

      
      “Babe, you keep surprising me.” He eyed her with a whole new appreciation for her
         sense of adventure. “Let’s go.”
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      Lance McKinney sat with two fellow Elders at his desk at Aegis headquarters in Scotland.
         Juan and Delia were both nursing cold cups of coffee, which had more to do with the
         fact that the castle was always freezing than anything else.
      

      
      “Have the outposts in Australia and Japan been reestablished?” He glanced at Delia,
         their newest Elder. The stout, dark-haired woman had been with The Aegis for twenty
         years and had been Regent at one of the Barcelona cells before almost everyone who
         worked under her was killed by Pestilence’s minions.
      

      
      She nodded. “We’ve only got enough Guardians for one cell in Japan.” She handed him
         a report from the Tokyo Regent. “We’re barely at half-staff in the Sydney cell, but
         that’ll change as more evacuees make their way back.”
      

      
      Fuck, there was a lot of rebuilding to be done. The near-Apocalypse had just about
         destroyed several countries and had killed millions of people. Now, three months later,
         disease and starvation were wracking some of the worst-hit areas. The fools at DART
         insisted that the infections and starvation were a natural result of disaster, but
         The Aegis wasn’t convinced. Pestilence was rumored to be dead, but what if he was
         still killing people through his diseases? And then there was Famine, or Limos, as her sympathizers called her. She could be causing the mass starvation.
      

      
      Man, Lance fucking hated Horsemen. He hated even more that humans needed them. The
         evil Apocalypse, which would have put the Horsemen on the demons’ side of the fight, had been averted, but
         there was still a Biblical Apocalypse in mankind’s future. This time, when their Seals
         broke, the Horsemen were supposed to ally themselves with humans and battle demons
         right alongside The Aegis.
      

      
      Except that the Horsemen hated The Aegis, and Lance had no doubt that if those bastards
         ever learned the location of Aegis headquarters, Aegi would become an extinct species.
      

      
      There was a tap at the door, and Omar, one of the original twelve Elders, strode in,
         his expression grim. “You aren’t going to like this.” He flexed his hands at his sides.
         “Aaron has been monitoring reports of possible demon activity in the American Rocky
         Mountains. Nothing overly unusual, but DART has reported to investigate.”
      

      
      Lance yawned. “And? Those pussies will probably capture the demon and try to rehabilitate
         it or some shit. Why do we care?”
      

      
      “That’s what I thought at first. Then yesterday Aaron noticed an usual surge in Internet
         searches related to demons coming from a town called Bardsley. The interesting thing
         is that a lot of the searches have to do with the name Reseph.”
      

      
      Lance sat up a little straighter. “Reseph is Pestilence’s human name.”

      
      “Yes, but the name is also linked to historical places and gods, so Aaron yellow-flagged
         it to keep an eye out, but the name didn’t go red flag.” Omar’s lips thinned into
         a slash of disapproval. “Until today.”
      

      
      Juan swung around in his chair. “What happened?”

      
      “Aaron got hold of a police report. At around the same time the demon attacks started
         in Bardsley, a stranger showed up in town. He claims to have no memory except of his name. Says it’s Reseph.”
      

      
      Lance’s stomach turned over, spilling acid into his bloodstream. “Description?”

      
      “Six-nine. Platinum blond hair. Horse tattoo on his right forearm.”

      
      “Jesus Christ,” Lance breathed. Juan and Delia had gone ashen. “It’s him, isn’t it?”

      
      “That would be my guess.” Omar scrubbed his palm over his face. “It could also be
         why DART is there.”
      

      
      Delia frowned. “Wait… Pestilence was destroyed. So how could this be him?”

      
      “Think about it,” Lance said. “We didn’t see anyone destroy him. We got a fucking phone call from Kynan.” A rude-ass phone call
         full of threats and lies. Kynan had tried to convince Lance that the angel who had
         been helping them, Gethel, had gone bad. If that were true, she wouldn’t have spent
         the last month helping The Aegis develop a potential containment weapon against the
         Horsemen. “What if he was wrong, or what if this is some kind of Horseman deception?”
      

      
      The mug in Delia’s hands shook, sloshing coffee over the rim. “So do you think DART
         is in Bardsley to neutralize Reseph? Or Pestilence? Oh my God, what if the Horseman
         is still evil?”
      

      
      “There’s no still about it,” Lance said. “The Horsemen are half demon, and anything demon is always
         evil.” When Pestilence’s Seal broke, he’d simply gone more evil. “We need to get to Bardsley. No way are we letting those asshole upstarts take
         control of this situation.”
      

      
      “So we’ll be testing out our new weapon?”

      
      “Yes,” Lance said slowly. “We will. And if all goes right, we’ll finally have a way to lock up the Horsemen and hold them until the Biblical
         prophecy requires their presence.”
      

      
      “What about their families?”

      
      “We imprison the ones who can’t be harmed and kill the rest.”

      
      “And Thanatos’s kid?” Delia asked. “Won’t killing him break the Horseman’s Seal?”

      
      Yeah, that was a nasty bit of business. The Aegis had been led to believe that killing
         the child would save the world, but in truth, it had been the opposite. Because of
         that clusterfuck, The Aegis had made enemies out of the Horsemen, which was why it
         was so important to neutralize them. According to Gethel, the Horsemen were planning
         to murder every Guardian on the planet.
      

      
      “Kynan said nothing we can do will break their Seals now. Gethel hasn’t confirmed
         or denied, and we haven’t seen her in a month. So we take the kid. Raise it. Make
         it loyal to us. He could be our greatest weapon in the fight against demons, and our
         best protector against the Horsemen if they manage to escape our captivity.”
      

      
      “So we’re doing this?”

      
      Lance grinned. “Pack for winter. We’re going to catch us a Horseman.”

      
   
      
      Sixteen

      
      [image: image]

      
      Kynan and Arik hadn’t found a damned thing. They’d studied the area, questioned whoever
         would talk to them, and chased down leads. And still ended up with nothing.
      

      
      It was time to bring in the local cops, because something niggled at Kynan, something
         about Ms. Cardiff. She knew more than she was saying, and if it took getting an officer
         to the house to get her to talk, that’s what he’d do.
      

      
      At least, that’s what he’d do as a first step. He’d play nice… for now.

      
      Ky glanced over at Arik as they climbed out of their SUV and started across the parking
         lot to the sheriff station’s entrance. “How did Reaver seem to you when you saw him?”
      

      
      An arctic blast kicked up snow all around them, and Arik had to speak through chattering
         teeth. “I only saw him for a second. I was getting to the beach party as he was leaving.
         Seemed fine, though, for a guy who spent three months in hell.” Arik’s own stint in Sheoul had given him a unique perspective
         on the horrors to be found in the demon realm. “Limos said Harvester admitted to trapping
         Reaver there, but then Reaver defended Harvester to Thanatos and Regan.”
      

      
      Halting at the station door, Kynan stared at his friend. “You’re kidding, right? Was
         your wife drunk?”
      

      
      “Nope. Limos laid off the alcohol. She wants to be all healthy while we’re trying
         for a baby.” Arik stomped his boots on the welcome mat. “I’ll never understand angels.”
      

      
      Neither would Kynan, and he even had an angel in his family tree.

      
      Warm air welcomed them as they walked into the station and were greeted by a deputy
         who introduced himself as Dennis Waltham.
      

      
      “I’ll be right with you folks,” Waltham said. He grabbed some paperwork and disappeared
         into a room down the hall.
      

      
      Ky stared after him. “Gotta love small towns.”

      
      “Ky?” Arik’s voice was strangled. “Oh, holy fuck. Holy fuck.”
      

      
      Kynan wheeled around to Arik, who was staring at the bulletin board. “What?” Arik
         just stood there, his face the color of chalk. “Jesus, you’re scaring the shit out
         of me.” He strode over to his partner. “What are you—” He broke off, his throat closing
         like his neck had been caught in a wire noose.
      

      
      It couldn’t be. The picture on the wall could not be Pestilence. Even as Ky’s brain scrambled for an explanation, his eyes locked on
         the information scrawled below the photograph.
      

      
      First name: Reseph. Last name: Unknown. He’d been brought in by Jillian Cardiff one week ago. He was suffering from apparent total amnesia.
      

      
      Jesus.

      
      Waltham came back, and Kynan and Arik both rushed over to him so fast they nearly
         tripped over each other.
      

      
      “That man on the wall,” Arik blurted. “Where is he?”

      
      “Why?” The deputy looked at Arik and Ky like they’d lost their minds. “What’s this
         about?”
      

      
      Arik slammed his fist on the counter. “Tell me, dammit!”

      
      Waltham glared. “You might be some kind of demon experts, but I don’t answer to you,
         so why don’t you try being a little nicer?”
      

      
      “Excuse us, deputy.” Kynan moderated his voice to counter Arik’s freak-out, but inside,
         he was screaming. Outside, he was sweating ice cubes. “But this is important. Do you
         have a file on this guy?”
      

      
      “We don’t have a lot.” Waltham took his sweet time digging a file out of a drawer
         and tossed it to Kynan. “We haven’t been able to find out anything about him. What’s
         in that file is all we have. Is Jillian in trouble? Do I need to get out there?”
      

      
      So this guy was staying with Ms. Cardiff. Wow, so not a shock. “No,” Ky said calmly.
         “I overreacted. It’s not the guy we’re looking for. Thanks anyway.”
      

      
      The deputy shot them a dubious glance, but Kynan didn’t give him the opportunity to
         get nosy. Ky dragged Arik out of there at breakneck speed. At the SUV, Arik stopped,
         his entire body a churning cauldron of hate. Kynan had never seen Arik like this before.
         He was usually level. Very little could rattle him.
      

      
      Right now, Arik was rattling like a baby’s toy.

      
      “That was fucking Pestilence. How the fuck is he here? He’s supposed to be dead, Ky.
         I was there. I saw it happen. What if he’s still evil? He can’t start an apocalypse,
         but he’d still be like a lion in a sheep pen. He could kill millions with plagues
         alone… holy shit… how the fuck are we going to take him down?” Arik paused in his
         tirade to take a breath and slammed his fist into the vehicle’s hood, denting the
         cold metal. “We’ll break into Aegis HQ and grab some qeres—”
      

      
      “Arik—”

      
      “I’m not letting that fucker near Limos—”

      
      “Arik.” Kynan grabbed the other man by the shoulders and shook him hard. “Listen to
         me. If it’s really Reseph, we have to be smart about this.”
      

      
      “If? I’d know that son of a bitch if he was wearing a spacesuit and covered by a motherfucking
         burka. He blackmailed my wife, nearly broke me in half, and forced me to drink his
         blood. He owns my soul, Ky. He owns my goddamned soul.”
      

      
      Yeah, Kynan wouldn’t be overly calm right now if he were Arik, either. Releasing his
         friend, Kynan dug his cell phone out of his pocket and speed-dialed Ares.
      

      
      “What’s up, human?” Ares said.

      
      Kynan kept a watchful eye on Arik, because the dude looked ready to launch into orbit.
         “I need you to get everyone to your place. Arik and I’ll be there in half an hour.”
         He disconnected before the Horseman could ask questions. This place was too public,
         and Arik was too… well, fucked up.
      

      
      “C’mon, buddy,” Kynan said. “Let’s hit the Harrowgate. Your in-laws will know what
         to do.”
      

      
      “What if they don’t? That fucker can’t be allowed to roam the earth, Ky. We thought he was gone. We were moving on with our lives. What
         now?”
      

      
      Kynan wished like hell he could answer that.
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      Reaver strode into Ares’s Greek manor and wasn’t even a little surprised to find Limos
         mixing margaritas behind the bar. Now that the Apocalypse had been averted, every
         day was a party for her. What he was surprised about was that she handed out the drinks
         to everyone, including Reaver, but didn’t take one for herself.
      

      
      Then again, she’d been busy lately, drawn to the starvation epidemics around the world.
         She’d always said that when others were going hungry, she couldn’t keep food down.
      

      
      “Hey, Reaver.” Ares, who was pinned to the couch by a young hellhound lying on his
         lap, downed his drink and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “Don’t suppose
         you know what this is about.”
      

      
      “What… what’s about?”

      
      Thanatos, sitting on the arm of the chair Regan was perched in, looked up from the
         cradle he was rocking with one foot. “Kynan called. Said to gather everyone here.”
      

      
      “Looks like I have good timing.” Reaver moved over to the cradle, where Logan was
         sound asleep and Cujo was sitting, one shoulder propped against the frame. “I hope
         The Aegis isn’t causing trouble. What have he and Arik been working on?”
      

      
      “Some rogue demon tearing up a town somewhere,” Limos said in a bored tone. No, a
         single demon wouldn’t even make the Horsemen blink. At five thousand years old, they’d
         learned to separate the big problems from the small ones, and it took a lot for them to consider anything a big problem.
      

      
      “How’s everything else?”

      
      Ares scratched the inky black lap hound behind the ear, and the thing made a guttural
         sound Reaver could only hope was a happy noise. “I’m not sure. There have been some
         odd rumors floating around Sheoul, rumblings about Pestilence’s old buddies trying
         to regroup. And Cara is worried about the hellhounds. A bunch have gone missing, and
         more disappear every day. She won’t let Hal out of her sight.”
      

      
      Odd. Only someone very powerful would mess with hellhounds. Reaver made a mental note
         to check with Eidolon, head of Underworld General Hospital, to see if he was aware
         of a fatal hellhound virus running amok.
      

      
      Kynan and Arik burst through the front door. Arik went immediately, wordlessly, to
         Limos and folded her against him.
      

      
      “Arik.” Her voice was muffled against his chest. “What is wrong with you?”

      
      “Let me cut to the chase.” Kynan peeled off his leather jacket and tossed it over
         the back of one of the chairs. “Your brother is back.”
      

      
      Reaver’s lungs seized, and oh-shit adrenaline flashed like fire through his veins.
         His secret was about to become not-so-secret, and not in the way he’d wanted.
      

      
      Ares came to his feet, dumping the hellhound on the ground. “That can’t be. He was
         destroyed. We saw it.”
      

      
      “How can you be sure?” Than asked Kynan, and Reaver didn’t miss how he’d angled himself
         closer to the cradle, as if expecting Pestilence to pop out of thin air and grab his
         son.
      

      
      Arik kept his arm around Limos. “We were hunting a Soulshredder in Colorado. We found
         what we believed to be the epicenter of the attacks, a woman living in a cabin in
         the middle of nowhere. Then we discovered that a stranger appeared around the time
         the attacks started, a male named Reseph. We saw his picture. It’s him.”
      

      
      Kynan nodded. “We believe he’s staying with the woman.”

      
      Limos swallowed sickly. “Staying, or holding her hostage? Is he Pestilence, or is
         he Reseph?”
      

      
      “We don’t know,” Arik said, “but the fact that there’s a Soulshredder killing people
         around him doesn’t look good for him being Reseph.”
      

      
      “Soulshredders were Pestilence’s favorite demon to use to terrorize humans,” Limos
         breathed. “Oh, God. If he’s Pestilence—”
      

      
      “He’s Reseph,” Reaver muttered, and all eyes turned on him.

      
      “You knew about this?” Ares asked, his voice going low. “You knew he was alive and
         walking around with humans and you didn’t tell us? How long have you known?”
      

      
      Reaver hated that Reseph’s existence had been revealed this way, but he had no one
         to blame but himself. “I’ve known since the day Thanatos stabbed him in the heart
         with Deliverance. I’m the one who got him out of Sheoul-gra.”
      

      
      Stunned faces stared back at him. Finally, Arik broke the silence. “I hope to fuck
         you have a good explanation for this, because angel or not, I want to kick your ass
         right now.”
      

      
      “You’re out of line, human,” Reaver said, maybe a little too defensively. “I don’t
         do anything without a good reason.” He just hoped his reason was good enough. “I went to Sheoul-gra to make sure
         Reseph’s soul was secure. He still has a part to play when the Final Days come. The
         Daemonica’s prophecy may have failed, but there’s still one more to play out.”
      

      
      “We know that,” Thanatos ground out. “Get to the part where you turned him loose.”

      
      “Patience,” Reaver snapped. “I’m not one of your servants.” He calmly rolled up his
         sleeves, giving himself a chance to find the right words. “I went to Sheoul-gra. But
         I didn’t expect to find Reseph the way he was. He wasn’t… a soul. He was himself.”
      

      
      “Himself?” Ares asked. “As who? Pestilence or Reseph?”

      
      “Reseph. But he was broken.”

      
      Limos pulled away from Arik. “What do you mean, broken?”

      
      “He was Reseph. But he remembered everything he did as Pestilence.”

      
      “Oh, God,” Limos whispered. “How awful.”

      
      Kynan cursed. “I don’t understand what the deal is. So he has to take responsibility
         for murdering millions of people. Why is this a problem?”
      

      
      “I’m wondering the same thing, myself,” Arik said. “So what if he remembers what he
         did?”
      

      
      “You didn’t know Reseph,” Limos said. “Neither of you did. You only knew him as an
         evil monster. But before his Seal broke, he was fun, happy, and he never intentionally
         hurt anyone. If he knows all of the things that happened at his hand, it’ll kill him.”
      

      
      “And that’s what he was doing,” Reaver said. “He was harming himself. I’ve never seen
         such self-torture in my life.” Well, what he could remember of his life, anyway. “His mind was fractured.”
      

      
      “I don’t care.” Arik snapped. “The fucker deserves every drop of misery he experiences.”

      
      “Pestilence does,” Reaver said. “Reseph doesn’t. But that’s not why I did what I did.”
      

      
      “What, exactly,” Ares ground out, “did you do?”

      
      “I erased his memory and dropped him in the human world.”

      
      “Why?”

      
      “To give him time to heal. We need him whole when the Biblical Apocalypse starts.
         Even if it doesn’t happen for another thousand years, we need all the time we can
         get to heal him. He needs to reintegrate his good side, because Pestilence is still
         in there. His power is diminished and he can’t bring about the end of days anymore,
         but he could still wreak havoc on Earth and in Sheoul.”
      

      
      Regan shoved to her feet. “Put him back in Sheoul-gra.”

      
      Reaver closed his eyes. “Regan, I understand your concern for Logan—”

      
      “Respectfully, Reaver, I don’t think you do,” Regan said. “Pestilence wants Logan
         dead. He tried to kill us both, so I don’t think you get it. You don’t have kids,
         so you can’t possibly understand.”
      

      
      Thanatos slung his arm over her shoulder and tugged her against him. “I’m with Regan.
         I want him taken back.”
      

      
      “So you want your brother, who you loved for thousands of years, to suffer unimaginable
         pain?”
      

      
      Ares, who rarely let emotions interfere with his battle-wise thinking, didn’t make
         an exception now. “The pain is regrettable, but it’s what’s best for everyone.”
      

      
      “I drove a blade through his heart,” Thanatos said flatly. “He’s dead to me.” Than
         scowled, his brow slamming down over his yellow eyes. “And wait, why didn’t Deliverance
         destroy him?”
      

      
      Reaver braced himself for this next part. “Deliverance wasn’t the blade you needed
         to kill Pestilence.”
      

      
      The sudden silence in the room was broken only by Than’s low growl. “Reaver…”

      
      The souls of those Thanatos had killed, the ones who got sucked into his armor, began
         to billow around his feet as Than’s anger mounted. Regan lay a comforting hand on
         his arm, and though the souls eased off the frenzied swirling, the fact that they
         were still there wasn’t good.
      

      
      “What’s going on?” The bright orange flower in Limos’s ebony hair wilted, as though
         it sensed her mood. “What are you not telling us?”
      

      
      “Remember how Pestilence was trying to find Wormwood?”

      
      Kynan nodded. “He tore apart Aegis headquarters and killed dozens for the dagger.”

      
      “Well, he got it. He knew Wormwood was the dagger that would kill him.” Reaver looked
         Than in the eye. “You’d been searching for a way to repair Reseph’s Seal, but what
         you didn’t know was that Deliverance was the answer. You had it all along.”
      

      
      “A blade his Deliverance,” Than murmured. “Okay, so that part of my prophecy was about saving Reseph. But
         The Doom Star cometh if the cry fails? We thought the Doom Star was Halley’s Comet.”
      

      
      Reaver shook his head. “The Doom Star was Wormwood. Gethel and Pestilence figured
         it out.”
      

      
      “So if we’d failed to stab Pestilence with Deliverance at the moment of Logan’s first cry, we could have killed Pestilence at any time with
         Wormwood?”
      

      
      “Exactly.”

      
      Thanatos’s furious curse made the hellhounds in the room leap to their feet and look
         for a threat. “I could have killed him. I could have ended this and you didn’t tell
         me? All this time we were living with a false sense of security? My son could still
         be in danger and you thought it was best to not tell us?”
      

      
      The accusing glares of everyone in the room shriveled Reaver’s heart. There were very
         few people Reaver cared about disappointing, and those here happened to be the few.
         “I didn’t know about Wormwood until just before Logan’s birth. I only had a few moments
         to make a choice about giving it to you, and I chose Reseph’s life. He isn’t a threat
         to you. His memory is gone.”
      

      
      “Damn you, Reaver,” Thanatos croaked, the rare emotion in his voice shredding Reaver’s
         insides. He hated to see any of these warriors hurt, and knowing he was at least in
         part responsible only made it worse. “Damn you.”
      

      
      Ares swore in disgust. “Take him back to Sheoul-gra.”

      
      Reaver understood Ares’s anger, but dammit, Reaver had made a decision, and he had
         to stand by what he believed was best. “A, you don’t order your Watcher, or any angel,
         around. B, we need him whole. He won’t heal if I send him back.”
      

      
      Limos cast a worried glance at Arik. “What does this mean for Arik’s soul? We thought
         that with Pestilence dead, it had reverted to Arik. Can Reseph give it back?”
      

      
      “No.” It had been a long time since Reaver had willingly taken a drink of anything
         stronger than wine, but right now he could use a gallon-sized shot of tequila. “Only Pestilence can release his soul, and if he takes over again, he could release
         it into Sheoul out of spite.”
      

      
      “Meaning?” That from Arik, who looked a little green around the gills.

      
      “Meaning that when you do die, you’re doomed to Sheoul.”

      
      “Oh, good,” Arik said. “Because I didn’t get enough torture the first time around.”

      
      “This is so fucked up,” Thanatos snarled. “We have to move on this. We can’t just
         sit around and wait for Reseph to get better in a thousand years.”
      

      
      Arik cleared his throat. “Um… you need to do something.” He was staring at his cell
         phone. “I just got a message from Decker. He’s got a spy inside The Aegis, and it
         looks like they’re onto us. They’re sending a team to Bardsley.”
      

      
      “Fuck.” Limos hurled a juiced lime into the garbage so hard it bounced back out. “That
         can only end badly.”
      

      
      Arik shoved the phone in his BDU pants pocket. “We’ve got to get Reseph before they
         do.”
      

      
      “Typical day with the Horsemen.” Kynan scrubbed his hands over his face. “Things with
         you guys only go from bad to worse.”
      

      
      “No,” Reaver said softly. “I don’t think we’ve begun to see worse yet. Not even close.”

      
      “What does that mean?” Limos asked.

      
      Closing his eyes, Reaver braced himself. When he lifted his lids, hard eyes stared
         back at him. “Gethel knows he’s free. She’s got Soulshredders hunting for him.”
      

      
      “And if she finds him…” Arik prompted.

      
      “If she finds him, she can bring out Pestilence,” Reaver said. “And if you think he
         was angry before, imagine how pissed off he’s going to be this time around.”
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      “Jillian Cardiff. It’s about time you got out of that lonely cabin.”

      
      She looked up and nearly groaned at the sight of the dark-haired man standing next
         to her chair. Figured that out of all the country music bars in Bardsley, she and
         Reseph would come to the one Trey Yates and his thugs were haunting tonight.
      

      
      “Good to see you, Trey. It’s been a while.” Not long enough. He’d dated Stacey for
         a couple of months and then dumped her for a newly single cougar on the prowl. “Still
         seeing Charlene?”
      

      
      The live band got the dance floor moving with a Garth Brooks song as Trey chugged
         his beer. “Nah. She was wanting a new daddy for her brats.”
      

      
      Well, yeah. A blind man could have seen that coming. “How’s the ranching business?” she asked, but only to be polite. Mostly,
         she kept her eye on Reseph, who had gone up to the bar for a couple of beers. Seemed like there was a sudden rush of women
         who just happened to need fresh drinks as well. “Last I heard, you were venturing
         into bison.”
      

      
      He burped. Didn’t excuse himself. “Didn’t work out. I’m back to sheep.”

      
      No doubt sheep were easier for him to bully. He’d been a total ass in high school,
         and according to Stacey, not a lot had changed. Why Stace had dated him for as long
         as she had, Jillian had no idea. Then again, he’d apparently put on a good front and
         the best of appearances for a while. It wasn’t until shortly before he dumped her
         that his true colors began to show.
      

      
      Trey jerked his chin toward the stage. “What do you think of the band?”

      
      “They’re okay. Why?”

      
      His grin was so damned smug that she wanted to smack him. Funny how, when Reseph got
         cocky, it worked. On Trey it only looked sad and pathetic.
      

      
      “I hang out with them,” Trey said. “Belt out a song now and then. You should stick
         around, and maybe I’ll sing something just for you.”
      

      
      Same old braggart he’d always been. Some things never changed. “I doubt we’ll be here
         long, but thanks.”
      

      
      Trey never had taken rejection well, and his mouth twisted as he tipped his bottle
         toward Reseph. “I hear he’s new in town. Has some sort of mental problems. Why would
         you shack up with someone like that?”
      

      
      She gave him a tight smile. “That’s none of your business.”

      
      His belligerent snort told her what he thought of her answer. “Is he your boyfriend?”

      
      “Yes,” came the deep, rumbling voice from behind her, and Jesus, how had he moved
         away from the bar so fast? “I’m hers.” Reseph’s tone, his words, made her all shivery
         inside.
      

      
      Trey made a point of sizing up Reseph, dragging his gaze from his face to his feet
         and back again. “I’m Trey. And you are…?”
      

      
      “Intolerant of jackasses who fuck with my female.”

      
      Trey had been in the middle of guzzling his beer, and now he slowly lowered the bottle
         from his mouth. “I don’t think you know who you’re talking to, Amnesia Boy.”
      

      
      Oh, shit. Jillian shoved to her feet and stepped between the two men. Trey looked
         ready to throw a punch, but Reseph merely looked amused.
      

      
      “Enough,” she said. “Trey, go back to your buddies.”

      
      Trey jabbed a finger at Reseph. “You better watch yourself, asshole. Small town like
         this, word gets around, and we know how to cull the herd.” He glanced at Jillian.
         “Teach your stray some manners.”
      

      
      What. An. Ass. Pissed, Jillian started after Trey, but Reseph pulled her back.

      
      “He’s not worth it,” Reseph said. “Let me guess; his family has money or some shit?”

      
      “Exactly.” She shot Trey one last glare before turning back to Reseph. “His family
         owns half the town. He has a sheep ranch just north of town, but he’d be flailing
         if not for his family money and all their connections.”
      

      
      “Well,” he said, putting his mouth to her ear. “Let’s give him the attention he deserves.”

      
      “Which is?”

      
      “None.” He got a very naughty twinkle in his eye. “In fact, let’s take it all away
         from him.”
      

      
      She huffed. “I know you aren’t thinking of doing something outrageous. Right?”
      

      
      “Me?”

      
      She poked him in the chest with one finger. “You. I’m going to the ladies’ room. Be
         good while I’m gone.”
      

      
      Reseph’s smile was all charm and innocence, which made her instantly suspicious. “I’ll
         be so good you won’t know what hit you.”
      

      
      “Reseph…” She narrowed her eyes at him. “What are you up to?”

      
      “I just thought of a way to thank you for bringing me here and for buying the drinks
         tonight.” He lifted his hand to her hair and sifted through it until he was cupping
         her cheek. “I don’t know much about myself, but I’m pretty sure I don’t deserve you.”
      

      
      Funny, she thought the same thing about herself. That she didn’t deserve him. Or at
         least, that she couldn’t believe her luck, because truly, if she’d given a genie a
         wish for the perfect man, Reseph would have been the guy who showed up on her doorstep.
      

      
      Or in a snowdrift.

      
      “Knock it off,” she said, leaning in to steal a kiss. “You totally deserve me. Just
         consider the drinks payment for all your help around the house.” He’d done so much,
         so this afternoon, after she’d taken him to the library for more research, she’d brought
         him here for a night out. He’d been so distracted at the library, his research halfhearted,
         and she’d hoped to cheer him up.
      

      
      He shook his head. “I need to get a job or something. I can’t keep mooching off you.”

      
      The implied permanence of what he’d just said both raised her hopes and unsettled
         her. She liked how things were now, and while the logical side of her knew they couldn’t stay like this forever,
         she wasn’t ready to start talking about him leaving, getting a job, finding a place
         of his own.
      

      
      “We’ll figure it out. Once we find out who you are, everything will fall into place.”
         She hoped. God, she hoped.
      

      
      She hurried to the bathroom, afraid to leave Reseph for long. The roguish glint in
         his eyes was the most predictable thing about him. It always signaled that he was
         going to do something utterly unpredictable.
      

      
      Sure enough, before she even got back to the table she knew something was up. The
         fact that Reseph wasn’t there was the first clue. The second clue was that there was
         no music playing. The third was that everyone in the bar was staring at the stage,
         including Trey, whose expression was pure, red-faced hatred.
      

      
      Almost afraid to look, Jillian swiveled around in her seat and gasped when she saw
         Reseph standing behind the microphone, his bright gaze burning a hole right through
         her. His smile stopped her heart. And then the band started playing. No… he wasn’t…
         was he?
      

      
      Reseph brought the mic to his lips, and George Strait’s “I Cross My Heart” suddenly
         became Jillian’s favorite song. Reseph… could sing. And he sang it to her, his gaze never leaving her face.
      

      
      When he finished, the entire bar erupted in applause that only died down when Reseph
         moved on to Alan Jackson’s “It’s Five O’clock Somewhere.” That one brought people
         out on the dance floor, and they stayed for Reseph’s incredibly deep rendition of
         Big and Rich’s “Save a Horse, Ride a Cowboy.”
      

      
      When the last note played, the bar crowd once more exploded in cheers. Jillian, too breathless to cheer, had been so mesmerized by Reseph’s
         performance that she didn’t remember standing up. And when Reseph’s gaze locked on
         to her as he leaped gracefully off the stage, she moved to meet him. The people on
         the dance floor parted to allow him through, his shoulders rolling, his predatory
         intent clear.
      

      
      She held her breath as he approached, and when he was inches away, his heat searing
         her skin, he grabbed her around the waist, tugged her against his hard body, and bent
         his head to her ear.
      

      
      “How was that for taking the attention away from Trey?”

      
      “Trey who?” she breathed. “God, you were amazing up there.” She’d never in her life
         been the type of woman to swoon for musicians, but she’d just become a Reseph groupie.
         “Ride a cowboy? Baby, saddle up.”
      

      
      His teeth grazed her earlobe. “Home,” he said roughly. “I need to make you mine. Now.”

      
      She shivered at his words, at the erotic undertone. And at the sheer, raw possession.
         She could tell him she already was his, but she wasn’t about to ruin his fun. Or hers.
      

      
      “Do you think we can make it to the house?” she said, just as roughly. “My truck has
         a big cab, you know.”
      

      
      She swore flames flared in his eyes, but were quickly doused. “Another time. I’m going
         to do this right.”
      

      
      Okay, then. She wasted no time grabbing her jacket and paying the tab. Reseph waited
         by the door, but his eyes never left her, and as she walked toward him, his gaze grew
         more heated with every step. For fun, she slowed down as she neared him, and even
         from several feet away and with the music blaring, she heard his impatient growl.
      

      
      Sweat bloomed on her skin and her blood raced through her veins, and that was enough
         teasing. She had never been more ready for bed in her life. When she reached him,
         he very carefully pushed her against the wall and kissed her, a punishing, sensual
         kiss that probably didn’t last longer than five seconds, but that left her dizzy,
         needy, and so on fire that the ten-degree night air didn’t feel nearly cold enough
         when they stepped out in it.
      

      
      And seriously, why did she park so far away?

      
      She glanced up at Reseph as he walked beside her, which was a huge mistake. The way
         he was looking at her made her want to drop into the snow and let him have his way
         with her right there in the parking lot.
      

      
      “Hey, dickhead!”

      
      Jillian groaned at Trey’s shout, and as they turned around, Trey and five of his lackeys
         formed a semicircle around them.
      

      
      “You showoff punk,” Trey said. “You think you can come into my town and make me look
         like an ass?”
      

      
      “You don’t need me to do that,” Reseph drawled. “You’re doing a bang-up job of it
         all on your own.”
      

      
      Trey’s face mottled with rage. “I’m going to fuck you up, Amnesia Boy. Maybe that’ll be something you remember.”
      

      
      “Look, man.” Reseph’s voice was calm, his grip on Jillian’s hand firm but gentle.
         “You want to back off. You and your buddies need to turn around and go back inside.
         You can tell everyone you beat me up and I ran away crying. I won’t say any different.
         But trust me on this one… you want to back off.”
      

      
      “What a pussy.” Trey’s friend, whose name she thought was Darren, laughed. “Pussy wants to run off with his tail between his legs.”
      

      
      “Shut up, Darren.” Jillian tugged on Reseph’s hand, hoping to get the hell out of
         there before things deteriorated. She didn’t doubt Reseph’s ability to fight, not
         after what she’d seen him do to the demon in her barn, but they were badly outnumbered.
         “Let’s go.”
      

      
      Trey and two of his buddies moved to block them. “You aren’t going anywhere.”

      
      “Last chance,” Reseph said. “Go back inside the bar.”

      
      “Fuck you.”

      
      Reseph sighed. “Okay, then.” He shoved Jillian behind him. “Get back.”

      
      “But—”

      
      “Get. Back.” Deadly menace all but leaked from his pores, and suddenly, she revised
         her earlier thought. Reseph wasn’t outnumbered. Trey and his buddies were.
      

      
      “Reseph…”

      
      He looked at her from over his shoulder and lowered his voice. “You need to stay out
         of their reach, because if one of them touches you, I’ll kill him.”
      

      
      Jesus. He was serious. The way he’d said it, as if he was going to take out the garbage
         on just another ho-hum night… just, Jesus.
      

      
      He swung back around to the idiots just in time for Darren to throw a punch.

      
      It never landed. Reseph blocked Darren’s swing and took the other man down with a
         powerful right hook before spinning around to nail Trey in the gut with a kick that
         sent the jerk airborne. Trey slammed into his own pickup’s tailgate. Before he even
         hit the ground, Reseph put two more of Trey’s friends on their backs, one with a clearly
         broken arm.
      

      
      A big red-headed guy rushed Reseph. Almost as if Reseph were bored, he jammed the
         heel of his hand into Red’s face, breaking his nose with an audible crunch. Blood
         sprayed as Red shouted in pain and lurched toward the bar’s back door.
      

      
      The remaining guy backed off, hands up.

      
      Dear Lord, Reseph had taken out five men and he wasn’t even breathing hard. The guys
         on the ground scrambled awkwardly out of his way as he strode over to Trey, who was
         holding his ribs and struggling to get to his feet. Reseph grabbed him by the throat
         and lifted him off the ground as if Trey weighed no more than a jug of milk. With
         a nasty snarl Jillian could only describe as inhuman, Reseph rammed Trey into the
         driver’s side door, the impact crumpling the metal.
      

      
      “I warned you,” Reseph said, his voice so bereft of emotion she shivered. “And now
         I’m warning you again. You fuck with me or Jillian, you so much as look at either
         of us with anything less than respect—nah, let’s go with awe—and I’ll dismantle you.
         If you survive, I promise you’ll spend the rest of your life pissing yourself every
         time you hear Jillian’s name. You feel me?”
      

      
      At Trey’s frenzied nod, Reseph grinned coldly and looked down. “Looks like you got
         a head start on the pissing thing.” He dropped Trey and wheeled around to Jillian.
         “You ready to go?”
      

      
      All she could do was bob her head in answer as Trey and his buddies limped and shuffled
         their way back inside the bar.
      

      
      Reseph took her hand and guided her toward the truck. “You okay?”

      
      Aside from adrenaline scouring her veins like Drano, yes, she was. A huge sense of relief was tripping through her. Something told her
         that Reseph had held back with those guys. A lot. He’d been level-headed, efficient,
         and restrained.
      

      
      It had been kind of… hot.

      
      “I’m fine.” She twined her fingers in his. “And you?”

      
      “I’m on fire.” He jerked her to a halt just shy of the truck and tugged her against
         him. Even in the shadows of the parking lot, his eyes glowed with a primitive, elemental
         need that called to a part of her she didn’t understand. All she knew was that her
         body felt both electrically charged and pliant as rubber, and liquid desire bloomed
         between her thighs. “I can’t explain it, but I need to be inside you more than ever.”
      

      
      Her breath stuttered. “Yes,” she whispered.

      
      Normally, now would be when Reseph gave her one of those cocky grins, but not this
         time. This time he was a single-minded predator, locked on target, and she was in
         his crosshairs. God, she loved this side of him. She never in a million years thought
         she’d be the type of woman to like the caveman type, but Reseph managed to not overwhelm.
         If anything, she couldn’t wait to feel him unleash his inner Neanderthal on her.
      

      
      His hand dipped into her jacket pocket and withdrew her keys. Before she could protest,
         he unlocked the truck and opened the passenger side door.
      

      
      “I’ll drive,” she said, but he lifted her into the seat.

      
      “I have to drive, Jillian.”

      
      “Why?”

      
      His low, throaty growl triggered another rush of wetness. “Because if my hands aren’t
         on the wheel, they’ll be on you.”
      

      
      She damned near moaned. “And that’s a bad thing?”
      

      
      “It is when you’re driving.” He tugged the seat belt across her, and as he clicked
         it into place, he pressed a hot, velvet kiss to her throat.
      

      
      “I can pull over,” she squeaked.

      
      His nostrils flared, and she swore she saw flames in his eyes. “I’m on the very edge
         right now.” His voice throbbed with raw lust. “I want you under me. I want to claim
         you, get myself all over you. And as much as I’d love to mount you right here in public,
         right now—and I think in my past, I would have—I never want anyone to see you like
         that but me.”
      

      
      Oh, damn. Her heart was pounding out of her chest. She wanted it now, and who cared
         who saw or heard what. “I’ll park somewhere dark.” She fisted his T-shirt, not even
         ashamed of her desperation. “Out of the way—”
      

      
      “Tempting… so… fucking… tempting.” He gently peeled her hand away, slammed the door,
         and got in on the driver’s side. Then he turned to her, the harsh planes of his face
         in the shadows creating a savage expression that stuck her tongue to the roof of her
         mouth. “I need you in bed tonight, Jillian. I need more than a fuck. I need to make
         love to you until neither one of us can move, because after tonight, I don’t want
         there to be even the slightest doubt that you’re mine.”
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      God, Reseph was lit up. Lit like a torch, burning so hot he was afraid he’d melt the
         steering wheel as he whipped Jillian’s pickup into the driveway. The drive had been
         silent, tense, the air in the cab so charged with sex that he felt it on his skin,
         as if a single touch could put him over the edge.
      

      
      If Jillian’s spicy scent was any indication, she felt the same way. Her arousal had
         been powerful enough that twice he damned near pulled the truck over and did exactly
         what he’d said he wouldn’t do.
      

      
      Thank God they were at her place. He slammed the truck into park and was out in a
         flash. Before Jillian could even get fully out of her seat, he had her in his arms
         and was carrying her through the front door. He kissed her as he kicked the door shut,
         his heart going mad with want. He needed her like he needed air, and until he had
         her under him, her arms and legs holding him tight, he felt like he might suffocate.
      

      
      He laid her on the bed a lot less roughly than he could have—would have, if this had
         been any other night. But he’d experienced a shift today, a one-two punch of reality
         and emotion. He’d faced the fact that he wasn’t going to find out who he was, and
         the Amnesia Boy bullshit had driven that home. It was time to stop worrying about
         the past and make new memories.
      

      
      With Jillian.

      
      Jillian, who had saved his life, taken care of him, made him laugh, given him an anchor
         when he should have been drifting.
      

      
      Reseph stripped off his shirt and joined her on the bed, and when she sat up to meet
         him, he pushed her back down and covered her body with his. Their gazes locked, and
         Reseph’s pulse thundered in his ears. When Jillian’s palm came up to his chest, the
         heat of her touch spread through him, sizzling over his skin.
      

      
      Lowering his mouth to hers, he kissed her, somehow taking it slow and leisurely, as
         if they weren’t both ready to go into orbit. He undressed her, breaking off the kiss
         only when he pulled off her shirt or shoved down her jeans. When they were both naked,
         skin on skin, he kept his hands to rated PG parts of her body, stroking her shoulders,
         her neck, her arms.
      

      
      She didn’t play like that. No, Jillian’s nails scored his back before dropping to
         his ass, where she dug her fingers into his cheeks as she rocked against him, grinding
         her mound against his erection. They both groaned at that, but he wasn’t ready yet.
      

      
      Well, he was ready physically, but not mentally. He needed to be thorough, attentive,
         possessive.
      

      
      Jillian was his, and she was going to know it when he was done.
      

      
      Tangling his fingers in her hair, he let his other hand drift up her rib cage. He
         stroked the curve of her breast, feeling the skin tighten beneath his palm. His thumb
         circled her nipple, and the impassioned whimper breaking from her throat said she
         liked it.
      

      
      “I need you to believe me,” he murmured against her lips, “trust me when I say that
         I’ve never made love to a woman. Not like this.” The knowledge was soul-deep, not
         even a question, and he needed Jillian to understand.
      

      
      “I believe you. And I’ve never had a man make me feel so special.” She arched under
         him, hooking one ankle over his leg and rubbing her foot seductively along his calf.
      

      
      He looked into her eyes, determined to make sure she understood what he was about
         to say. “You’re more than special. I love you, Jillian. I love you, and I want this
         to be the start of something new.”
      

      
      Her foot stilled on his leg. “What do you mean?”

      
      “I mean that I don’t care who or what I was in the past.” The vision he’d had in the
         barn tunneled up from where he’d buried it in his mind, but he ruthlessly slammed
         it back into its dark hole. Whatever he’d been before had no place in his new life.
         “I don’t want to know anymore. I’m going to stop looking.”
      

      
      Both hands came up to frame his face. “Oh, Reseph, I can’t ask you to do that.”

      
      “You didn’t ask.” He rubbed his cheek against her palm, thinking he’d never felt anything
         so soft as her skin. “I’m doing it. I love this life, I love you, and I want to start
         our lives together now.”
      

      
      “You’re… serious.”

      
      “Can you handle not knowing who I was?” He nipped the sensitive skin between her thumb
         and forefinger before laving it with his tongue. “Can you deal with the man I am now?”
      

      
      “Yes,” she whispered in a husky rasp. “Oh, yes.”

      
      “Good,” he said, lowering his mouth to her throat. “Because the man I am now is who
         I want to be. Forever.”
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      At Reseph’s admission, Jillian’s heart thundered against what remained of the wall
         that surrounded it. Since the day Reseph had arrived, the wall had been cracking,
         and each passing day saw the fissures deepen. Now this wonderful man had committed
         himself to her, leaving behind his past and making her his future. No man had ever
         given up anything for her, and as her heartbeat knocked down the last shard of barrier
         that stood between her and surrender, she thanked her good fortune.
      

      
      Before Reseph, the independent woman in her would have railed against any man telling
         her she was his, but with him it seemed natural, respectful.
      

      
      And oh, so sexy.

      
      And speaking of sexy, Reseph concentrated kisses on her throat, each one moving a
         fraction of an inch lower, his lips following her jugular to the base of her neck.
         Desire spiraled through her, growing more and more out of control with every passing
         second. Yet Reseph still wasn’t touching her where she needed to be touched.
      

      
      The man was a sadist. A master of torture. His erection sat heavily against her sex,
         but no matter how much she writhed, he didn’t make a move to enter her. She ached,
         burned, wanted.
      

      
      “So impatient,” he murmured against her clavicle.
      

      
      “I’m not impatient.” She thrust her hands into his gorgeous, silky hair to guide his mouth lower, which
         totally made her a liar. “You’ve been teasing me since the bar. I’m ready.”
      

      
      His husky chuckle accompanied his hand dipping between her legs and finding her slick
         wetness. “Oh, yeah, you’re ready.” His lips trailed over the mound of her breast,
         and his tongue came out to taste her nipple. “I love how you respond to me. Only me.”
         That last bit came out as a carnal growl, and a rush of liquid lust dampened her core.
         He growled again, slipping two fingers inside her.
      

      
      Lost to pleasure, she threw her head back and concentrated on breathing as his fingers
         worked their magic. He covered her breast with his mouth, drawing against her nipple,
         his warm tongue swirling and caressing. The combination of his fingers thrusting inside
         her and his mouth suckling her breast was intoxicating. She felt drunk with sensation,
         almost overwhelmed, because all of this was so much more than physical.
      

      
      Reseph was pouring emotion into every slow caress, every smoldering kiss, every honeyed,
         reverent endearment he whispered against her skin. Beautiful. Amazing. Mine. There were even a few words mixed in that she didn’t recognize but understood anyway.
         He was taking her. Marking her. Even if, afterward, she didn’t have a single scratch,
         bite, or ache, he’d have left his mark indelibly in her mind and heart.
      

      
      His fingers pumped faster, taking her higher. “That’s it,” he rasped against her breast.
         “God, I love the way you move.”
      

      
      He feathered his thumb over her clit, just skimming the crest. She cried out with
         both pleasure and frustration. He did it again, this time with more pressure, and her cry was louder.
      

      
      “Please,” she gasped. “Now.”

      
      A rattling purr erupted from his chest as he shifted to nudge her thighs wide with
         his legs. He looked down, watching his hand working her, and that purr went deeper.
         He twisted his fingers and stroked his thumb through her slit, pressing lightly on
         her knot of nerves… pressing, not moving, and oh, God, yes…
      

      
      She shouted in total abandon, bucking into his touch, riding the climax he’d coaxed
         out of her with teasing touches, hot talk, and sweet pledges. The orgasm seemed to
         go on and on, and even before the throbbing fire had completely waned, Reseph was
         on his knees between her legs, his erection curved into his abs as he reached for
         a condom. His fingers still caressed her sex, but with delicate, indirect strokes.
      

      
      His gaze smoldered, never leaving her face. He tore the condom wrapper open with his
         teeth, and in a smooth feat of one-handed dexterity, he removed the condom and rolled
         it over his straining length. His muscles flexed as he prowled forward over her body,
         covering her, putting the tip of his cock at her entrance.
      

      
      Still keeping eye contact, he slid inside her. “I love you,” he said on a breathy
         moan.
      

      
      “I love you, too,” she whispered.

      
      A smile ruffled his mouth, and then he closed his eyes and thrust his hips slowly.
         So damned slowly. How did he have such control? She’d already come once, taking the
         edge off, but she was still worked up enough to want to get things moving.
      

      
      Pulling up her legs, she wrapped them around his waist, clinging to him fiercely.
         His pace picked up, the hot friction sparking bolts of ecstasy deep inside her. She clenched around him and he groaned,
         moving faster. His entire body undulated over her, every muscle tense and rippling,
         the tendons in his neck standing out starkly.
      

      
      She was almost there, her body craving another peak. She panted at the upward momentum,
         the heat between them, the raw, animal lust. Her heart hammered violently, and her
         breaths came in short, choppy bursts.
      

      
      “Jillian,” he gasped. “You feel… so… good…” He threw his head back, baring his teeth,
         pounding into her. “I feel you… coming.”
      

      
      She went over the edge with him, his shout mingling with hers. A firestorm of pleasure
         seared her from the inside out.
      

      
      “My… God,” he groaned, his hips still pumping in spastic twitches. His eyes were mere
         slits as he sagged on top of her, burying his face in her neck. His breaths were harsh
         against her skin, but his hands were gentle as he stroked her face, her hair, her
         shoulders.
      

      
      Every muscle in her body had turned to Jell-O, but she held him tight, tapping strength
         from some hidden reserve.
      

      
      “Thank you,” she said into his hair. “You’ve given me so much.”

      
      With a grunt, he rolled off her, but he didn’t get out of bed. He tucked her against
         him, twining his legs with hers. “I haven’t given you nearly enough.” He kissed her
         forehead. “But I’ll start working on that.”
      

      
      Her chest swelled with happiness. “And tomorrow… I guess today, really, let’s go get
         a Christmas tree. I haven’t celebrated a proper holiday since my parents died. So
         let’s start off our new life with Christmas.”
      

      
      He smiled. “It’ll be sort of like my first.”

      
      “Mine too,” she whispered. “Mine too.”
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      Reseph woke to the sound of a scream. He bolted upright, reaching for Jillian, but
         her side of the bed was empty. Hoping to God he’d been dreaming, he scrambled out
         of bed and tugged on his jeans. And then… another scream. Jillian’s scream.
      

      
      Instant, bone-chilling terror and panic ripped through him. Barefoot, he charged through
         the house and tore open the front door with such force that it snapped the hinges.
      

      
      Jillian was standing on the porch, face pale, eyes wide. A few yards away, Ares, Thanatos,
         and Limos were lined up, armored, and mounted on their horses.
      

      
      “My brothers!” Grinning like a fool, his heart bounding with sudden excitement, he
         started for them. “Limos!”
      

      
      “Reseph?” Jillian’s voice was shaken.

      
      “It’s okay,” he said, giving her arm a rub as he walked past. “It’s my family. I can’t
         wait for you to meet them. Come on.”
      

      
      “You… you remember?”

      
      “Yup.” Freaky, but yeah, it was all coming back to him.
      

      
      He took the steps down in two strides, but even as he hit the snowy ground below,
         he realized something was wrong. No one looked happy to see him. In fact, their expressions
         ranged from wary distrust, to downright hate in Thanatos’s case. What the hell—
      

      
      A memory struck him like one of Jillian’s frying pans… Thanatos, holding him down,
         jamming Deliverance into his chest as nearby, a baby cried. But why…?
      

      
      More memories came at him, rapid-fire, like bullets from an automatic weapon. His
         head snapped back as a wall of horror blindsided him. He stumbled, his equilibrium
         thrown off by the weight of the sudden recollections.
      

      
      Blood. Screams. Hate… so much hate. The world spun, the ground giving way beneath
         him, and he crashed to his knees, clutching his head. Hands came down on his back…
         Jillian’s. She was speaking, asking if he was okay. Asking what was wrong, but he
         couldn’t speak. More screams… the screams of those he’d hurt. Countless numbers of
         them. Oh… God.
      

      
      “No,” he rasped. “Oh… please, no.”

      
      His stomach turned over, and he lurched, half-crawled, half-stumbled away from her
         and to the nearest tree, where everything he’d eaten in the last week, month, maybe
         year, came up. He lost it. Lost everything. Including, possibly, his mind.
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      What was happening?

      
      Jillian stood in the snow, unable to process any of this. The strange, armored people
         on their horses watched Reseph break away from Jillian, curiously detached. Until
         he screamed and threw himself against the tree, slamming his head into the trunk over
         and over.
      

      
      “Reseph!” She darted toward him, but before she’d gone five steps, arms came around
         her and she was held tightly by the huge man with blond braids at his temples and
         yellow hawk eyes. “Let me go!” She kicked and punched, but she might as well have
         been beating on an elephant. “Release me, you bastard!”
      

      
      A godawful roar shook the very air, and Reseph spun, his face dripping blood, his
         teeth bared. Fury blazed in his crimson eyes as they locked onto the man holding her.
         He charged, but in a blur she couldn’t comprehend until it was over, the guy in leather
         armor was off his horse and tackling Reseph. Leather Man jammed something that looked
         like an EpiPen into his throat, and Reseph went completely, utterly still.
      

      
      “What did you do?” she screamed. “Reseph!”
      

      
      “He’s okay, female.” The man holding her palmed her forehead. “I’ll make this all
         go away.”
      

      
      “No!” The black-haired woman rushed toward them, her armor, samurai in appearance,
         collecting snow in the joints as she ran. “Thanatos, don’t. You can’t go back far
         enough. Let her remember this.”
      

      
      The man samurai called Thanatos tugged Jillian even closer, until she could feel the
         chill coming off his white armor. What was it made of, anyway? Bone?
      

      
      “We can rearrange this, Limos,” Thanatos said. “Make her believe Reseph walked out
         on her.”
      

      
      The woman named Limos shook her head. “I promised Arik I wouldn’t mess with anyone’s
         memories again.”
      

      
      Memories? These people could mess with memories? Erase things? What was going on?

      
      Thanatos rolled his eyes. “The things you do for that human.”
      

      
      Behind Limos, the big man in leather armor spoke, and the stallion he’d been riding
         poofed into smoke and shot into his gauntlet.
      

      
      Jillian was seeing things. None of this was real. It couldn’t be. But it seemed very
         real when the man threw Reseph over his shoulder, took a couple of steps, and disappeared
         into thin air.
      

      
      “No,” Jillian whispered. “No. Bring him back.” She struggled uselessly against her
         captor’s hold. “Bring him back, you son of a bitch!”
      

      
      “Let her go, Than,” the woman said. “Go help Ares with Reseph. I’ll take care of this.”

      
      Take care of this? Terror burst through Jillian. Was the woman going to kill her?

      
      Thanatos released Jillian, and the sudden lack of support sent her sprawling in the
         snow. “Sorry, female,” he said gruffly, and offered his hand.
      

      
      As if. Jillian scrambled backward in an uncoordinated tangle of limbs until she hit the
         base of the steps and used them to get to her feet. She stood there, panting and freaking
         out, as Thanatos muttered something and his horse… oh, Jesus, really? His horse dissolved
         into smoke like the first one and shot into his gauntlet.
      

      
      Jillian swayed, her head spinning, her heart pounding impossibly fast. Don’t pass out. Do not pass out in front of these people. She reached out and clutched the railing as hard as she could, praying hard that
         she’d stay conscious.
      

      
      Thanatos took a step and disappeared as quickly as the other man had, leaving her
         alone with the woman and her black stallion. At least, Jillian thought it might be a horse. But she’d never
         seen a horse with razor-sharp teeth, red eyes, and hooves that created steam in the
         snow.
      

      
      Terror was a cold fist around her heart, squeezing so hard and fast that her blood
         felt like it might explode from her veins. This was a nightmare. She was stuck in
         a horrible nightmare and reality was sliding right out from under her feet. She must
         have been speaking her thoughts out loud, because the other woman shook her head.
      

      
      “This isn’t a nightmare. It’s all real. My name is Limos. What’s yours?”

      
      Jillian swallowed. “J-Jillian. Who… are you?”

      
      “I’m Reseph’s sister. Thanatos and Ares are his brothers.” Limos glanced around, her
         sharp, amethyst eyes seeming to take in everything. “Nice place. Look, Reseph has
         been missing for a few months. We didn’t even know he was alive until last night.
         Where did you find him?”
      

      
      “In a snowbank,” she said hoarsely. “He… he didn’t remember anything but his name.”

      
      Limos nodded. “Yeah, that’s what we were told. Looks like you took good care of him.
         Thank you.”
      

      
      Thank you? Something about Limos’s gratitude struck Jillian as ridiculous, given that they’d
         knocked out Reseph and then kidnapped him. Sudden anger replaced her fear, and she
         released the post to get up in Limos’s face.
      

      
      “Where did your brothers take him? Why did he freak out like that? What the hell is
         going on?”
      

      
      “They took him home.” Limos’s voice was calm despite the fact that Jillian was practically
         shouting now. “As for the rest… it’s not important. We’ll take care of him.” She pivoted around. “You shouldn’t have any more demon trouble, either. Thanks
         again.”
      

      
      “Wait—”

      
      “Trust me,” Limos said softly. “This is for the best.”

      
      Limos and her horse disappeared, leaving Jillian terrified, confused, and so alone
         it hurt.
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      Reaver had been prepared to see Reseph in a state of shock, but when Ares brought
         him back to Greece, slung over his shoulder, Reaver hadn’t been prepared for all the
         blood.
      

      
      “What happened? Did he fight you?”

      
      “No.” Ares’s voice was gruff as he strode toward the bedroom they’d prepared. “He
         went a couple of rounds with a tree. Tree won.”
      

      
      “Damn,” Reaver whispered. Reseph had done the same thing in Sheoul… thrown himself
         against a wall over and over, as if he could beat the demon out of himself.
      

      
      “He seemed to remember everything once he saw us. I used the last of the qeres on him,” Ares said. “When this wears off, we’ll have no way to neutralize him.”
      

      
      Reaver followed Ares to a guest room, where he set Reseph on the bed. “Summon Harvester,”
         Reaver said. “She has a particular talent when it comes to restraints.” Reaver knew that firsthand, and the memory made his bones ache.
      

      
      “Nothing can hold us,” Ares said, as he grabbed a towel from the connected bathroom.
         “You know that.”
      

      
      “Harvester’s restraints are made from the victim’s own bones, chains grown out of
         the skin and attached like part of the body. He can break free, but doing so would
         be so excruciating that he’ll think twice. He might stay put just to avoid the agony.”
         Then again, Reseph might welcome the misery.
      

      
      “Interesting.” Ares wiped Reseph’s face more gently than Reaver would have expected.
         “Sounds like you know something about this.”
      

      
      “Too well.” He regarded Reseph, a dull ache throbbing in his gut at the sight of the
         once happy, carefree male looking so tortured, even while unconscious. “How did he
         seem before he remembered?”
      

      
      “He was happy,” Ares murmured. “He seemed like his old self.”

      
      “Maybe he’ll be able to remember that through the rest.”

      
      “I hope you’re right.” Ares whistled, and a hellhound came from out of nowhere. Reaver
         moved aside, giving the beast plenty of room. They might be lapdogs around Ares and
         Cara, but they were the same vicious, people-eating demons they’d always been to everyone
         else, and they especially hated angels. In fact, the buffalo-sized creature snarled
         at Reaver as he passed, and it took a huge amount of restraint to not strike out at
         the thing with a punishing heavenly weapon.
      

      
      Cara would kill Reaver for that, and the look Ares gave Reaver said he knew exactly
         what Reaver was thinking.
      

      
      “I’m behaving,” Reaver muttered. “As long as Rin Tin Tin minds his manners, we’ll
         be fine.”
      

      
      “His name is Eddie.”

      
      Reaver rolled his eyes. “I can’t believe you name them.” He gestured to the thing,
         which was eyeing Reseph like he wanted to dismember him. Understandable, given how
         Pestilence had put a bounty on their heads. “Pestilence was immune to hellhound venom.
         Reseph might be as well.”
      

      
      “I know. But Eddie can warn us when Reseph wakes up.”

      
      Reaver wasn’t so sure that leaving a pissed-off hellhound with a helpless enemy was
         a good idea, but Ares didn’t have the same concern, and he strode out of the bedroom
         without a word. Reaver sighed and accompanied Ares to the great room, where a clearly
         worried Cara was holding a squirming toddler Ramreel demon.
      

      
      “I don’t like having him here, Ares,” she said.

      
      “We discussed this.” Ares’s voice softened as he pulled her against him. “We can’t
         take him to Than’s place because of the baby, and we don’t want him at Limos’s house
         in such close proximity to Arik. Until we know he’s got nothing left of Pestilence
         in him, we can’t risk him being anywhere but here.”
      

      
      If Harvester hadn’t smashed Reseph’s mountain cave in retaliation for Pestilence’s
         violence against her last year, it would have been a perfect place to keep him. She’d
         screwed them with her angry actions, but Reaver couldn’t blame her.
      

      
      “Where are Limos and Thanatos?”

      
      Ares stroked the baby Ramreel’s furry back. “I don’t know. I left them with the human
         female.”
      

      
      “Her name is Jillian,” Reaver said.

      
      Ares’s head whipped around. “You know her? Another secret you were keeping from us?”
      

      
      “I have no obligation to explain myself, Ares. We’ve been through this. She suffered
         a demon attack. I thought they could heal each other.”
      

      
      “Forgive me if I don’t want him healed,” Cara snapped, pulling away from Ares. “I
         want him dead.” She stormed out of the house with the little demon, and Reaver couldn’t
         fault her.
      

      
      Ares cursed and went after her, opening the door just as Harvester strode in, looking
         like a damned high-class hooker. She was dressed in leather, including a skimpy bra
         top. At least she had on a long duster. Maybe she should button it up, though.
      

      
      Her lips, painted as black as her outfit, quirked in a wicked smile. “Hello, lover.”

      
      “I’m not your lover,” he ground out.

      
      “Not yet.” Every long-legged stride popped her leather miniskirted hips out in exaggerated
         supermodel style. High-heeled thigh-high boots cracked on the marble floor. Toned
         bare flesh flexed between the top of the boots and the bottom of the obscenely short
         skirt, and Reaver cursed the slow curl of lust that stirred his insides. “But you
         will be.”
      

      
      “Do you have any idea how badly I want to strangle you?”

      
      She flipped her long hair over her shoulder. “You’re into asphyxiation play? Nice.”
         She jerked her thumb toward the door. “Why did Ares summon me?”
      

      
      Voices outside carried; Thanatos and Limos had arrived and appeared to be trying to
         calm Cara. Reaver wished them luck.
      

      
      “We have Reseph,” he told Harvester.
      

      
      Instantly, her entire demeanor changed, her posture stiffening, her eyes going icy.
         “Where?”
      

      
      “In one of the bedrooms. We were hoping you could use your fun bone-chains to restrain
         him.”
      

      
      “Gladly.”

      
      He was about to tell her to cool it, that this was Reseph, not Pestilence, when he
         heard a howl followed by a bloodcurdling scream and a series of crashes.
      

      
      He and Harvester ran to Reseph’s bedroom, where they were greeted by the sight of
         destroyed furniture. The hellhound was unharmed, standing in the corner with his hackles
         raised, baring his teeth at Reseph, who had clearly hurled himself around the room.
         Now he was sitting on the floor, back to the wall, and rocking, the heels of his palms
         pressed into his eyes. Every once in a while he threw his head back into the wall
         hard enough to put cracks in the plaster and, likely, his skull.
      

      
      Next to Reaver, Harvester began to shake, her rage billowing off her in a cloud that
         scorched his skin. Reseph, as if sensing their presence, slowly lifted his head. For
         a long moment, he stared as if confused, and then horror flooded his expression.
      

      
      “Harvester… oh, Jesus, I… I’m sorry, oh, fuckohfuckohfuck—”

      
      In a flurry of motion and wings she was on top of Reseph, screaming, her fists pounding
         his face. Reseph did nothing to protect himself.
      

      
      “You fucking bastard! You piece of shit son of a bitch!” Her words fell like weapons,
         sharp, nonstop, just like her fists. Blood sprayed the walls, her face, and dripped
         from her hands.
      

      
      “Harvester!” Reaver hauled her, kicking and screaming, off Reseph.
      

      
      “Let me go! I’ll kill him.” Snarling, she bit Reaver’s hand, and she nearly slipped out of his grasp before
         he was able to drag her from the room.
      

      
      “What’s going on?” Thanatos and Limos ran toward them, swords drawn.

      
      “Nothing.” Reaver jerked his head back to avoid a blow from Harvester’s fist. “Check
         on Reseph.”
      

      
      The two Horsemen darted into the bedroom while Reaver struggled to get Harvester out
         of the house. Once they were outside, he released her, expecting her to make another
         dash inside. Instead, she dropped to her knees and screamed, a sound so full of pain
         that Reaver felt it as a physical manifestation, as if his wings were wet and weighing
         him down. Worse, he had no idea what to do.
      

      
      Had this been anyone else, he’d gather them in his arms and simply hold them. But
         this was Harvester, and she wouldn’t welcome comfort. Still, he moved closer. It didn’t
         matter that she was evil and that he hated her. Pestilence had abused her, and while
         Reaver wasn’t certain of everything that had happened, he could guess.
      

      
      “I hate him.” Tears streamed down her cheeks, leaving trails in the blood smeared
         across her face. “I hate him so much.”
      

      
      Warily, Reaver crouched as close as he thought he could risk before she could strike
         out in defense, either physically or verbally. She didn’t tolerate kindness well.
      

      
      “This is Reseph,” he said reminded her. “Not Pestilence.”

      
      “I don’t care!” she screamed. “I want him strung up on hooks and peeled. I want him castrated and raped and tortured for the next century.”
      

      
      “Listen to me, Harvester.” He kept his voice low, soothing, although it didn’t seem
         to be doing much good. “You’re his Watcher. You can hate him, but you can’t arrange
         for him to be harmed. Get yourself together or you’ll be pulled from duty. Is that
         what you want?”
      

      
      “Isn’t that what you want?” she snapped. “How nice for you to be rid of me.”

      
      “You might not be my favorite person in the world, but I’d rather deal with you than
         a replacement.” A replacement who might be worse.
      

      
      “Better the enemy you know, right?” Harvester smiled. Just a little, but it was better
         than the snarls.
      

      
      “Right.”

      
      She met his gaze, and he inhaled sharply, knocked off balance by the naked emotion
         in her eyes. He’d seen vulnerability in her before, most notably when he’d found her
         being tortured by Gethel, and now, when she’d been crying. But this was different.
         This wasn’t pain. It was… gratitude? Affection? What the hell was it?
      

      
      An uncomfortable stirring skated around inside his chest as they locked gazes and
         the island around them fell away. In the background, he heard the waves crashing on
         the beach, but it felt as though they were crashing into him. He was being buffeted
         by the oddest feelings of tenderness.
      

      
      He cleared his throat of its sudden dryness. “Look, ah, if you can’t help with Reseph
         right now, everyone will understand—”
      

      
      Harvester exploded to her feet. The anger returned to her expression, only this time
         it was directed at Reaver. That was what he got for being kind to a dark-hearted fallen angel, he supposed.
      

      
      “Understand? I don’t need understanding from the likes of you. What do you take me
         for? A weakling victim? Fuck you and the air current you rode in on.” With that, she
         stormed back inside the manor, leaving Reaver trying to recover from whiplash.
      

      
      What he didn’t think he’d recover from were the feelings she’d ignited in him. Oh,
         he hadn’t fallen in love with her or some crap. What he’d felt had seemed more like
         an echo, as if he and Harvester had shared a moment of affection before.
      

      
      He racked his memory, wondering if the time he’d spent as her prisoner, his brain
         soaked in addictive marrow wine, had anything to do with the déjà vu. Nothing specific
         came to mind, but then he’d been delirious most of the time.
      

      
      Still, that had to be it. Because no way had he ever liked her. And even if he had,
         it wouldn’t matter. Because someday, somehow, he was going to kill her.
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      Hell was neverending pain. It was a fog the color of blood. It was a set of sharp
         claws that ripped into the brain and shredded it like pulled pork. With every dig
         of the claws came a new memory, and with each new memory, Reseph screamed.
      

      
      Sometimes the claws stopped digging; instead they recycled memories he’d already been
         through but that were juicy enough to relive over and over, bringing nonstop regret
         and the pain that went with it.
      

      
      The things he’d done as Pestilence clanged around inside his skull in a maddeningly
         loud screech, filling his vision so completely that only rarely did he see his surroundings
         or his siblings when they came. Reseph wasn’t even sure why they came. Limos tried
         to clean him up with wet, warm cloths, and Ares tried to get him to eat, but Reseph
         didn’t deserve any of it. He did, however, deserve the knockout punch he’d gotten
         from Arik before Limos dragged the human away.
      

      
      He also didn’t understand why he was here. Thanatos had killed him, so how was it
         that he was alive?
      

      
      Then there were the other memories, the ones he wasn’t sure were real.

      
      Jillian.
      

      
      He blinked, slowly becoming aware that he was lying in a fetal position on the floor.
         He never knew where he’d find himself when he came to or how broken his body would
         be. And he wasn’t sure if the periods of lucidity were better than the periods of
         driving memories that took him out of the present. At least when he was being tortured
         by the memories of what he’d done, he didn’t have to come face to face with the people
         he’d done them to.
      

      
      He’d tried to apologize to them, but after Harvester’s beating and Arik’s punch to
         the face, not to mention Thanatos’s scorching glares of pure hatred, Reseph had given
         up. “I’m sorry” was beyond lame, an insult, even, given the gravity of his sins.
      

      
      And Jillian… had those days spent with her, making love and being at peace, been a
         figment of his imagination? A dream that made the nightmares seem all the worse? Maybe
         his conscience was playing tricks on him, because the days with Jillian might well
         be a dream, but she was real.
      

      
      “Kill me,” he whispered through a throat that was raw from his screams. “Someone…
         kill me.”
      

      
      But there was no one around to hear. Even Harvester, who delighted in his agony, had
         left after fitting him with restraints. He didn’t care about the shackles. He wasn’t
         going anywhere anyway. Besides, sometimes he jerked on the chains just to feel the
         soul-deep knifing agony that shot through his bones.
      

      
      How long had it been since she’d chained him, anyway? He remembered a couple of nights,
         a couple of dawns.
      

      
      Suffer, you bastard. Suffer as no one has suffered before, she’d whispered, before licking at a trail of blood that ran from his face to his
         ear. If you care at all, you should know that you aren’t free of Pestilence. Only a sliver
            of evil could turn you back into him. Oh, not in an apocalyptic sense, but you could
            revert back to the disgusting creature you were if evil taps into the demon half that
            was awakened when your Seal broke. You think you’re miserable now? Turn back into
            Pestilence and watch your brothers and sister hunt you into the ground.
      

      
      Harvester’s words rang in his ears over and over as he fell back into the pit of memories,
         so soaked in horror.
      

      
      “End me,” he whispered.

      
      But no one heard.

      
   
      
      Twenty-two

      
      [image: image]

      
      Limos stood in Ares’s great room for the sixth day in a row, biting her lime-colored
         nails and staring down the hallway toward Reseph’s bedroom, where his screams had
         grown louder over the last hour. They should peak soon, and then he’d fall into a
         period of soft whimpers as he rocked himself back and forth, staring blankly into
         space.
      

      
      “He’s not getting any better.” She turned to her brothers, husband, and Kynan. “We
         can’t let him suffer like this.”
      

      
      Ares closed his eyes for a second, face tilted to the ceiling. “No one wants Reseph
         to suffer, Limos.”
      

      
      “Really? You could have fooled me. Thanatos stares daggers at him every time we go
         in the room.”
      

      
      Than, who was pacing the length of the great room, paused. “It’s not that I want him
         suffering. It’s that I can’t get what he’s done out of my head.”
      

      
      “But that’s not Pestilence in there,” Limos insisted. “It’s Reseph. We need to do
         something to help him.”
      

      
      “What do you suggest?” Ares asked. “He won’t listen to any of us. He won’t eat, he
         won’t drink, and when I tried to drag him into the shower today he just dropped to
         the tiles and screamed. Like he didn’t deserve to be clean. I’ve seen a lot of trauma
         in my life, but this is beyond anything I know how to deal with.”
      

      
      Arik looked up from playing tug-of-war with Hal. “What about what you did for me?
         When I was all out of it after escaping from Sheoul.”
      

      
      Limos thought about that for a second. “I stimulated you.”

      
      Arik winked. “And you did a damned fine job of it.”

      
      “Christ,” Kynan muttered. “Get a room.”

      
      Ares shrugged. “It can’t hurt to try something new. Limos, the woman Reseph was with…
         he’s been calling for her. Do you think they had something going on?”
      

      
      Jillian’s devastation had definitely been real. “I didn’t talk to her for long, but
         if I had to guess, I’d say they had some sort of relationship. Which, for Reseph,
         would be a first.”
      

      
      “Bring her here.” Ares spoke as if he was a general giving a soldier orders, but for
         once, Limos didn’t call him on it or take it personally. Deep down, he was as worried
         about Reseph as she was. “The human may be the only person who can help him right
         now.”
      

      
      “I’m on it.” She just hoped that Jillian would want to come.

      
      Finding out that the male you had been sleeping with was not only half demon, but
         that he had almost brought about the End of Days wouldn’t be a selling point.
      

      
      “You might want to hurry.” Reaver’s voice came from out of nowhere. Limos spun to
         where he stood near the fireplace, his sapphire eyes bright with concern.
      

      
      “Why? What is it?”

      
      “I’ve just come from the Watcher Council. Their fear that Pestilence will return is
         urgent.”
      

      
      Ares strode forward, a lock of his reddish-brown hair falling over his eyes. “You
         said exposure to evil could do that. We’re keeping him isolated.”
      

      
      “That’s good, but in the state he’s in, his mind is weakened. This same thing would
         have happened if I’d left him in Sheoul-gra.” Reaver sounded a little relieved that
         what he’d done had actually been the right choice. “His mind is full of cracks that
         Pestilence could slip through. He needs to heal, and it needs to happen now. Even
         then, he’s going to spend his entire life fighting to keep Pestilence at bay.”
      

      
      Thanatos cursed. “Then we’re screwed. Reseph has always been one to ship out when
         things get rough.”
      

      
      “We’ve got to let him try,” Limos said fiercely. “I’ll get Jillian. Maybe she’ll give
         him a reason to fight.”
      

      
      “And if she doesn’t give him a reason to keep Pestilence locked down?” Ares asked.

      
      “Then I give you Wormwood.” Reaver spoke in a low, grave tone. “And you put both Reseph
         and Pestilence out of their misery.”
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      It had been almost a week since Reseph had gone. Six days that Jillian had spent in
         a desperate search to find him. Or, at least, find out what, exactly, had happened.
         How the hell did three people pop in and out of thin air? Well, four, counting Reseph.
      

      
      Jillian had spent the first day crying, curled up in the sheets that still smelled
         like him, thinking that maybe she was crazy. But then she’d reminded herself that
         she’d seen demons with her own eyes, so things once thought impossible were now very,
         very real.
      

      
      She’d spent the next two days scouring the Internet, getting millions of hits on people
         who could do what she’d seen. Unfortunately, there was too much information to wade
         through. Aliens. Angels. Demons. Superheroes.
      

      
      She had, at least, gotten hits when she typed in the names Reseph, Ares, Limos, and
         Thanatos. Individually, she got lots of mythical references. But together, she got
         one very, very interesting return.
      

      
      The Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse.

      
      At that point, she’d been too overwhelmed to continue doing anything but stare at
         the computer screen, until she fell asleep on the keyboard. She’d needed solid answers
         that made sense, so she’d called an agency that seemed to be everywhere.
      

      
      The Aegis.

      
      They knocked on her door the next day. Five minutes later, she regretted the call.

      
      Two men had introduced themselves as Lance and Juan, representatives of The Aegis,
         and they’d had a lot of questions about Reseph and his whereabouts.
      

      
      Where did you find him? A snowbank. He said his name was Reseph? Yes. Did he tell you who he was? He didn’t know who he was. He had amnesia.
      

      
      Then came the more invasive questions, and Jillian had gotten testy. Were you intimate with him? None of your business. Did he talk about his brothers and sister? Did you miss the part about the amnesia? Where is he now? I don’t know. How can you not know? Because he disappeared into thin air, you asshole.
      

      
      She’d tried asking questions of her own, like why they were interested in Reseph and
         who he really was, but they’d refused to answer. By the time they’d gone, her head
         had been spinning and she’d been pissed off. She could use a friend to talk to—not
         that she was sure what to say—but Stacey had left a week ago for her brother’s wedding
         in Arizona and wouldn’t be back until tomorrow.
      

      
      Damn it. She held the little bird Reseph had carved, staring at it as if it could
         morph into a carrier pigeon and take Reseph a message. Maybe she could take it to
         a psychic to see if the psychic could glean any information from Reseph’s vibes.
      

      
      Dear God, she was losing it, wasn’t she? She was so desperate to find him that she
         was actually considering going to a psychic. Hell, she’d even flipped through the
         phone book a time or twelve, but it seemed as though psychics didn’t advertise in
         her town’s Yellow Pages.
      

      
      A knock on the door nearly made her jump out of her skin, and she prayed it wasn’t
         the Aegis guys again. Hastily, she grabbed her phone and peeked out the window. No
         vehicle.
      

      
      Heart pounding at the thought that it might be Reseph outside—you know, after popping
         onto her deck from thin air—she opened the door and sucked in a harsh breath. The
         woman who had helped take Reseph away stood there, looking very out of place in a
         bright yellow and green sundress.
      

      
      Jillian didn’t bother with hello. “Where’s Reseph? What have you done with him?”

      
      “Chill. He’s why I’m here.” Limos strolled inside like she owned the place, her flip-flops slapping on the wood floor.
      

      
      “Yes, please,” Jillian muttered. “Come in.”

      
      “Thanks,” Limos said brightly. She regarded the room for a moment before turning to
         Jillian. “Small place. Looks larger from the outside.”
      

      
      “Unsolicited criticism aside, what are you doing here?”

      
      Limos looked down at her bright lime nails. “Did you and Reseph have a relationship?”

      
      Weird question. “Ah… yeah.”

      
      “Was it just sex?”

      
      “Excuse me? That’s none of your business.” What was it with people wanting to know
         how intimate she and Reseph had been?
      

      
      Limos’s dark eyebrows shot up, as if she was surprised to be challenged. “It kind
         of is. I mean, I don’t want to know the dirty details, ’cuz, gross. But we need your
         help, so I need to know how involved you were. Did you fall in love with him?”
      

      
      “Look, I’m really not comfortable with this—”

      
      “I’ll take that as a yes. The real question is just how attached to you he was.”

      
      I love you, Jillian. I love you, and I want this to be the start of something new. Fresh pain squeezed her heart. She missed Reseph so much. How could things have gone
         from being so perfect to being so awful in a matter of hours?
      

      
      “Jillian?” Limos’s voice was quiet, as if she knew how hard this was.

      
      “He said he loved me,” Jillian murmured.

      
      “He what?”
      

      
      Jillian crossed her arms over her chest, suddenly feeling defensive, and maybe a little foolish. “Is that so hard to believe?”
      

      
      “Let me put it this way,” Limos said. “In five thousand years, he’s never fallen for
         a female.”
      

      
      She gaped at Limos in disbelief. “Five thousand years. You want me to believe he’s
         five thousand years old.”
      

      
      “Yep.” Limos went back to studying her fingernails. “I guess we didn’t tell you. Brace
         yourself. My brothers and I are the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse. You probably
         heard about us in Sunday school.”
      

      
      “I got kicked out of Sunday school before they got to that story,” she said with a
         calm she didn’t feel. “But yes, I’m familiar with the Four Horsemen. You’re saying
         that Reseph, the man I saved from a blizzard, is a biblical monster.”
      

      
      “Well, no. I mean, the biblical prophecy is just one of two. We’re not all evil and
         creepy like you see on TV and the movies.” She frowned. “Mostly, we’re not. Anyhoo,
         you really didn’t save Reseph from a blizzard. He’s immortal. He would have survived.”
      

      
      She thought back to his miraculous recovery after being frozen nearly solid. “Okay,
         so let’s say I believe you. Did the hypothermia affect his memory? Was that why he
         had amnesia?”
      

      
      Limos winced. “This is where it gets tricky.”

      
      As if the rest of it was all normal and easy? “I’m listening.”

      
      Limos reached down her shirt and pulled out a gold chain with a circular pendant.
         “This is a Seal. As long as it’s whole, my brothers and I are neither good nor evil.
         There have always been two Horsemen prophecies… one human, one demon. The human prophecy,
         when it comes to pass, will put us fighting on the side of humans. The demon one would turn us evil.”
      

      
      Jillian really didn’t like where this seemed to be going. “And the tricky part?”

      
      “The demon prophecy was kicked off a little over a year ago. Reseph’s Seal broke.”

      
      It took a few heartbeats for Jillian’s brain to work through what Limos had said,
         and when it all came together, her chest constricted.
      

      
      “So… wait. All the turmoil the Earth went through, the demons, the plagues… all of
         it… it happened because of Reseph, didn’t it?”
      

      
      “Yes. He turned into an evil bastard named Pestilence. He spent a year trying to break
         our Seals.” She chewed her bottom lip for a second. “There’s time for the gritty details
         later. Right now I need to ask you to help us.”
      

      
      Jillian should have been a lot more horrified than she was, but she suspected that
         everything she’d just learned was too big to process. No doubt she’d freak out later.
      

      
      “You haven’t answered my question about Reseph’s memory.”

      
      “We stopped Pestilence. Thanatos drove a dagger through his heart and killed him.
         Sort of. It took away his power, anyway, and it stopped the Apocalypse. That’s why
         all of a sudden, everything went back to normal. Reseph went to a place called Sheoul-gra.
         It’s sort of a holding tank for demon souls. The problem was that, as Reseph, he remembered
         everything Pestilence had done. And it was bad. Really bad. Reseph went crazy, and
         our Watcher, an angel named Reaver, zapped his memory and sent him here to heal.”
      

      
      Okay, now it was starting to process, and Jillian sank onto the couch, her legs unable to support not only her body, but the weight of everything
         she’d just heard. “This is unbelievable.”
      

      
      “Yeah, well, believe it.” Limos plopped down on the coffee table across from her.
         “It looks like everything was going well until Reseph’s name hit the wrong channels.
         We had to get to him before someone who wants him evil again found him or before The
         Aegis showed up.”
      

      
      “The Aegis,” Jillian murmured, her voice sounding foreign to her own ears. “They’ve
         been here.”
      

      
      “I’m sure they have. They want him imprisoned.”

      
      “Why?”

      
      “Because they’re extremist assholes,” Limos snapped. “They don’t listen to reason,
         and anything they don’t understand, they prefer to destroy.”
      

      
      Jillian nearly bolted out of her seat, as if she could somehow attack whoever was
         threatening Reseph. “They could destroy him?”
      

      
      “No, but they think that if they can imprison him, or, probably, any of us, they can
         prevent death and destruction and crap.”
      

      
      “Is that true?”

      
      Limos hesitated, and Jillian’s pulse thudded in her ears. “Maybe, in Reseph’s case.
         Pestilence could be extremely dangerous if he returns. That’s why I’m here. Now that
         Reseph’s memory is back, he remembers all the shit he did. He’s going crazy. Hurting
         himself. It’s leaving him vulnerable to Pestilence. We need to bring him back, but
         we’re not getting through to him. We were hoping you could help.”
      

      
      Overwhelmed by the massive scope of the information she’d just been given, Jillian
         wrapped her arms around herself, as if the body hug would contain it and help her make sense of it all.
      

      
      “I don’t know what I can do. I’m just a… human.” A terrified human who had fallen in love with a biblical
         legend. The thought almost made her hyperventilate.
      

      
      “Talk to him. Be with him. I don’t know. None of us know. This is uncharted territory.
         But when my husband was trapped inside his head after being tortured in hell, it took
         me to get him out.”
      

      
      “Your husband was… tortured? In hell? Actual hell?”
      

      
      “We call it Sheoul, but yep. Arik was there for a month. And he rocked it.” Limos
         grinned, fierce pride settling into her expression. “You met him when he was here
         with Kynan.”
      

      
      Both of those men had come across as confident, efficient, and a little… scary. Now
         she wondered just how scary Arik truly was to have survived a month in hell.
      

      
      Closing her eyes, Jillian took a deep breath, hoping for some time to let all of this
         settle. But if Reseph was in pain, there was no time. She had to help.
      

      
      “You okay?”

      
      Jillian lifted her lids. “No.” Not at all. She felt as if she was teetering on the
         very edge of hysteria, and all it would take was one more revelation from Limos, and
         Jillian would tip over. She eyed the female Horseman, needing an anchor to reality,
         but even her hairstyle seemed inconsistent with who she said she was. Who she’d been
         when she’d sat astride her stallion-thing, armed and armored like a warrior right
         out of, well, legend. “Why do you have a flower in your hair?”
      

      
      “What, it’s not very Horseman-like?”

      
      “It’s not what I would have expected, no.”

      
      Limos huffed. “It’s a poison-spitting iris that dissolves flesh on contact.”
      

      
      Jillian edged backward. “Seriously?”

      
      “No.” Limos grinned. “I just like pretty flowers. I could remove your flesh myself.
         I’m great with a blade.”
      

      
      Flesh removal? Oh, God. The reality of the situation was starting to sink in now.
         “And this…” Jillian swallowed sickly. “This is how you convince me to go with you?”
      

      
      “Sorry. I probably need to work on my sales pitch.” Limos propped her elbows on her
         knees and leaned closer to Jillian, all business. “So… will you help?”
      

      
      “Where…” Jillian blew out a breath in a rush. “Where will we go? Um… hell?”

      
      “Greece. Trust me, none of us live in creepy places. Well, Reseph used to, but his
         cave was destroyed.”
      

      
      Cave? He’d felt confined in her cabin and he’d lived in a cave? “Okay, I’ll do it.
         Take me to him. Beam me up or whatever it is you do.”
      

      
      Limos bounded to her feet. “You’re handling this really well. You should have seen
         how Ares’s wife reacted when she first got introduced to our world and who we are.”
      

      
      Yeah, well, Jillian had been given a painful introduction to the supernatural world
         when demons had attacked her in that airport parking lot. Reseph might be a Horseman,
         but in comparison, he was a kitten. Abruptly, she recalled the fight at the bar and
         the battle with the barn demon, and she revised that last thought. Kitten, no. Lion,
         yes.
      

      
      She followed Limos outside. “Ares is married to a human?”

      
      Limos bobbed her head. “Cara. She’s sort of a hellhound whisperer.”

      
      Jillian stopped so suddenly she slipped on the icy porch and would have gone down if Limos hadn’t grabbed her, lightning fast, and lifted
         her upright.
      

      
      “Hellhounds?” Jillian rasped. “D-demons?”

      
      “Ah… yeah.” Limos took Jillian’s arm and dragged her off the porch. “Come on. Harrowgate
         is waiting.”
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      Traveling via the thing Limos called a Harrowgate was an unnerving experience, especially
         when Limos said that the Horsemen were the only beings who could take a conscious
         human through a portable gate without the human coming out on the other side… dead.
      

      
      She stepped out with Limos, inside a circle marked by little flags outside a huge
         Greek-style mansion. Olive trees rose between huge Greek-style pillars and snow-white
         statues of Greek gods.
      

      
      “I guess this is Greece?” Oh, Jillian, you’re a rocket scientist, you are.
      

      
      “Yep.”

      
      “Why are there little flags around us?”

      
      “It’s the designated Harrowgate landing. At our houses we keep them marked off so
         people know not to enter. When a gate opens, it’ll slice into any living thing it
         touches.”
      

      
      Jillian missed a step. Then she missed another—God, Limos must think she was drunk—when
         she noticed that there were a lot of people and… not humans… gathered around the mansion.
      

      
      “Um…”

      
      Limos waved her hand in dismissal and started walking toward the crowd. “Don’t worry
         about the females. They’re here for Reseph.”
      

      
      Females? All those things were females? With some it was hard to tell. “What… what are they?” Please don’t say demons, please don’t say demons…

      
      “Demons.”

      
      Jillian’s throat closed up so hard she actually reached up to loosen the noose that
         seemed to be around it. Demons. Holy shit, demons.

      
      “Hey.” Limos’s voice cut through the panic that buzzed in Jillian’s ears. “They won’t
         hurt you. I promise. Jillian? Stay with me. Reseph needs you.”
      

      
      Jillian squeezed her eyes closed. With the world shut out beyond her eyelids, she
         could picture Reseph’s smile, the hard set of his jaw when they made love, and she
         could hear him telling her how strong she was. He’d brought her back into the world
         she’d been hiding from and had given her a precious gift. She would give him the same.
         Somehow she’d survive this, and she’d help him.
      

      
      She opened her eyes but kept them glued to Limos. “I’m okay. Let’s go.”

      
      The throng made a path for Limos, and Jillian followed until one of the creatures,
         who appeared human-ish except for her gray skin and hair, black horns, and clawed
         feet, blocked their path.
      

      
      “Why are you taking this… human… when we have to wait out here?”
      

      
      Jillian didn’t even have time to blink before Limos had the demon by the throat, lifting
         the thing off the ground. “You do not question a Horseman of the Apocalypse. Speak like that again, and you’ll be lucky
         if I only take your tongue.”
      

      
      The demon in Limos’s grip nodded—as much as she could—and every demon around them
         backed up, widening the circle. Jillian wondered how close Limos had been to doing the same to
         Jillian back at her house, because she’d been nothing but questions.
      

      
      Limos released the demon, who fell to the ground and stayed there, gasping for air.

      
      “Anyone else want to piss me off?” When no one came forward, Limos smiled. “Good.
         Come on, Jilly.”
      

      
      Yeah, Jillian would let that one pass. Good God, she’d threatened a Horseman of the
         Apocalypse with a frying pan. Reseph could have squashed her with his thumb.
      

      
      Instead, he’d done amazing, wonderful things with that thumb. The thought that she’d
         made love to one of the Horsemen of the Apocalypse made her dizzy.
      

      
      “Why are all these, um, women, here? Do they think they can help Reseph?”

      
      “They heard he’s back, but they don’t know his condition. They just want to get laid.”

      
      Abruptly, Jillian felt sick. “These are his… girlfriends?”

      
      Limos snorted. “Hardly. They were just his fuck and party buddies.” She snapped her
         mouth shut with a wince. “Ah, sorry. Look, you should know… he’s a bit of a, well,
         he was a playboy. He’s never attached himself to one female, but I think it’s different
         with you. That’s why you’re here.”
      

      
      “You think it’s different,” she murmured, her heart aching as she looked back at all the females
         gathered around.
      

      
      There had to be a hundred, and they were all, even the freakiest of them, attractive
         in some way. Some were downright gorgeous, to the point that it hurt to look at them.
      

      
      Sympathy dripped from Limos’s voice. “Keep in mind,” she said gently, “that Reseph
         is five thousand years old, and demons are long-lived, if not immortal. That’s a lot of time to build up a body count.”
      

      
      Jillian struggled to keep her hopes up. She supposed that what Limos said was true,
         but it didn’t help a lot. Applying logic to a hurtful situation rarely worked until
         there was some distance, and Jillian doubted she’d have distance for a long time.
         Not when the way she felt about Reseph was different and more powerful than anything
         she’d felt for a man before.
      

      
      Did these females feel the same way about him? The thought made her ill.

      
      “Let’s go,” she muttered.

      
      They entered the mansion, which opened up into a huge room where Thanatos and Ares
         were talking with a brown-haired woman and Arik. Arik nodded in greeting, the woman
         smiled, and Thanatos and Ares just stared.
      

      
      “Oh, for God’s sake, boys,” the woman said. “She’s not an enemy. Stop glaring.” She
         moved forward, and with her came a black dog-like creature the size of a bull. “I’m
         Cara, Ares’s wife. Can I get you anything? Something to drink, maybe?”
      

      
      I could use a bottle of vodka and a Xanax. The dog-thing bared its sharklike teeth. Make that a dozen Xanax. “Thank you. I’m fine.” Jillian wasn’t sure what she had expected, but a relatively
         normal, domestic family wasn’t it.
      

      
      Thanatos gestured at her. “Come on. Reseph’s this way.”

      
      Jillian glanced at Limos, who gave her a reassuring nod. “Thanatos doesn’t bite.”
         She shot Thanatos a glare. “Don’t bite.”
      

      
      “Ha. Ha.” He started down the hall, leaving Jillian no choice but to follow. When
         they reached a door, he stopped. “Did Limos explain the situation to you?”
      

      
      “You mean that his Seal broke and he turned evil and nearly brought about the end
         of world? Yeah, I got the CliffsNotes.”
      

      
      Thanatos arched a tawny brow. “In that case, thank you for doing this, human. I doubt
         many would. But I was talking about his condition.”
      

      
      “She said he was hurting himself.”

      
      “Something like that.” His mouth formed a grim line. “I don’t know how he’ll react
         to you, but don’t expect the man you once knew.” He opened the door. “Scream if you
         need anything.”
      

      
      Scream. Great. That didn’t sound reassuring at all. Still, she knew Reseph. She wouldn’t let these people frighten her. She was strong. She wouldn’t
         fall apart.
      

      
      She stepped inside the bedroom.

      
      And promptly fell apart.
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      “Oh, Reseph,” Jillian whispered. “What have they done to you?” Thanatos and Limos
         had warned her, but this went beyond anything she could have imagined.
      

      
      Reseph sat with his back against the wall, his body a mass of wounds in various stages
         of healing. His arms were wrapped around his bent knees, his head hung loosely on
         his shoulders, his hair obscured his face. Wearing nothing but sweatshorts, he rocked
         back and forth, soft moans breaking from his chest.
      

      
      From his ankles, seeming to come directly from his skin, were thick, ivory chains
         that attached to the wall like a root system. They were long, giving him the freedom
         to move around the room and bathroom, but not long enough to go through the door.
      

      
      “Reseph?” All of her apprehension fled, and she rushed to him, fell to her knees at
         his side. “Hey, it’s me. It’s Jillian.”
      

      
      When he didn’t respond, just kept rocking, she very slowly reached out to brush his
         hair back. She fought a gasp at the sight of his blackened eyes and deeply gouged
         cheeks. Dear God, it looked like he’d clawed at himself.
      

      
      “Reseph.” This time she spoke louder, with more force, and he jerked.

      
      In a series of choppy motions, Reseph lifted his head and fixed his glassy gaze on
         hers. For a few agonizing heartbeats, Jillian wasn’t sure he recognized her.
      

      
      “Jillian?” His voice was gravelly and raw. “You look like my Jillian.”

      
      My Jillian. The words brought fresh emotion to the surface, and she had to swallow before she
         could speak. “It’s me. I’m here.”
      

      
      His hand shook as he reached for her, but an inch from her face, he stopped.

      
      “Go ahead,” she whispered. “I’m real.”

      
      His fingertip brushed her cheek, and then his palm, and then, so suddenly she gasped,
         he threw his arms around her and hauled her against him.
      

      
      “I can’t believe it,” he rasped into her ear. “Can’t. Oh, fuck. How long? Jillian,
         how long has it been?”
      

      
      “A few days.”

      
      “No, can’t be. Months, it’s been months.”

      
      How horrible must his torment have been to make him think he’d been stuck in this
         room for months? “It doesn’t matter. I’m here now.”
      

      
      He pulled back just enough to kiss her, and yes, it had felt like months. “I’ve missed
         you. I’ve been… I’ve been…”
      

      
      “I know.” She traced his lower lip with the pad of her finger, skimming lightly over a freshly healed cut. “When’s the last time you
         ate?”
      

      
      He frowned. “Dinner. That night with you.”

      
      “You haven’t eaten in over a week? Shit. Okay, hold on.” She started to stand, but
         he gripped her wrist.
      

      
      “Don’t… don’t leave me.” His plea skinned her alive.

      
      “I won’t be out of your sight.”

      
      He didn’t look convinced, but he nodded. She hurried to the door and shouted for Limos,
         who came running.
      

      
      “You okay?”

      
      “I need food and something to drink. I think I can get him to eat.”

      
      Limos’s raven brows shot up. “Seriously? You got it. One sec.”

      
      Jillian went back to Reseph, who took her hand the moment she was within reach. “I’m
         sorry you have to see me like this.” He looked down at himself. “I should shower.”
      

      
      “Let me help you.”

      
      For once, he didn’t make a joke of it with something suggestive, which only emphasized
         how serious this situation was.
      

      
      “You don’t have to help.” Sluggishly, he pushed to his feet. “But… could you stay
         in the bathroom with me?”
      

      
      “Of course. But I’m not going anywhere, okay?”

      
      He nodded and moved to the bathroom, wobbly at first, but his strength returned with
         every step. His body had been terribly abused, but its grace and power had in no way
         been diminished. She sat on the toilet while he showered and brushed his teeth, the
         infernal chains clanking with every movement.
      

      
      There was a light tap on the door. “That’s the food. I’ll get it.” When she opened the door, Ares stood there with a tray. There were three
         sandwiches piled high with meat and cheese, two plates of cake, and two bottles of
         water.
      

      
      “See if you can get him to drink all of the water. There’s a sedative in it. It won’t
         make him go to sleep, but it should help him relax.”
      

      
      “Thanks.”

      
      “Also, fair warning. The sedative might have a mild aphrodisiac effect.”

      
      “Aphrodisiac?”

      
      “Thanks to our mother’s side of the family, when we have side-effects, they’re usually
         of a sexual nature.”
      

      
      Huh. Well, if someone had to have a side-effect from a medication, she supposed arousal
         would be better than dry mouth, nausea, stroke, or heart attack.
      

      
      She thanked Ares again, but just as it occurred to her to ask why their mother’s side
         would influence medical side-effects, he walked away. Well, she could ask later.
      

      
      When she turned around, Reseph was sitting in the corner, naked, his back to the wall.

      
      “I just realized you must have cut my hair when you found me.” His gaze was downcast,
         his face partially concealed by said hair.
      

      
      “It was too tangled to brush,” she explained, hoping he wasn’t upset that she’d taken
         scissors to his long mane before he’d thawed from his snowbank ordeal. “I’m sorry.”
      

      
      He looked up, smiling a little. “I like it. Kind of cuts away some of… what I was.”

      
      Whew. “We don’t need to sit on the floor,” she said. “There’s a perfectly good bed.”
      

      
      He eyed it sadly. “I don’t belong there.” His gaze fell to the floor again. “I belong
         in hell, Jillian.”
      

      
      “Don’t say that.” She crossed the room and sank to her knees next to him. “From what
         I understand, you aren’t responsible for the things that happened.”
      

      
      “Pestilence is part of me,” he rasped. “Even now, I can feel his ugliness. I felt
         it at your farm, but I didn’t know what it was.” He shuddered, and she took his hand
         as if that one lame gesture could fix everything. “It’s… it’s like an abscess on my
         soul.”
      

      
      Her throat squeezed closed, clogged with emotion. “I’m so sorry. I can’t even imagine
         how that must feel.” She pulled the tray closer. “Please eat. It might not help your
         soul, but it’ll help your stomach.”
      

      
      He looked at the food as if it were poison. “I can’t.”

      
      “If your stomach’s upset, try some water.”

      
      “Can’t, Jillian.”

      
      “You don’t think you don’t deserve it, do you?” Her heart broke wide open. “Don’t
         punish yourself like this. Please, Reseph. Do it for me.” When he made no move for
         the tray, she unscrewed the cap from one of the bottles and put it to his lips. “Please.
         I hate seeing you like this.”
      

      
      Closing his eyes, he whispered, “For you, love. For you.”
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      Jillian had changed Reseph’s life. First, she’d given him sanctuary and showed him
         that it wasn’t necessary to fill every moment with people and parties. For the first
         time in five thousand years, he’d been content. Happy. And now she was giving him
         a distraction from the prison inside his head. He didn’t deserve her. He didn’t deserve
         any of this—water, food, a room in Ares’s house, kindness—not after all the things he’d done.
      

      
      Hell, if his siblings and their mates wanted to string him up and torture the everliving
         fuck out of him for years on end, he’d deserve it. He certainly wouldn’t fight it.
         Instead, they were trying to help him. He couldn’t believe they’d even brought Jillian.
      

      
      Jillian, who didn’t belong with the likes of him. But he was just selfish enough to
         be glad she was here, coaxing him to eat and talking to him in a low, soothing voice
         as she told him about things back at home. When his mind would suddenly jump back
         into his horrific deeds, she knew, and she’d tap his cheek and force him back to the
         present.
      

      
      “You’re done with the first sandwich. Faster than I expected.”

      
      He glanced down at the crumbs on the plate. “It isn’t your chili,” he said, “but it’s
         not bad. Ares has always had good cooks on staff.”
      

      
      “You’re saying you miss my chili,” she teased.

      
      “Yeah.” He missed her chili, her house… he missed her.
      

      
      Holy shit, he was pathetic, wasn’t he? He’d fallen for her so hard. His brothers and
         sister must be laughing their asses off at him after all his blustering about how
         he’d never fall in love or even limit himself to one female. But he wanted Jillian
         and only Jillian. That fact had been made real clear when Than and Ares had tried
         bringing in a few of his regular bedmates in an attempt to entice him out of what
         they had termed his “delirium.”
      

      
      The females had distracted him, all right, but only long enough for him to kick them
         out. Their touch had actually disgusted him and made him invoke Jillian’s name like
         a ward or some shit.
      

      
      Yep, his sibs had to be choking on their laughter.
      

      
      “How are you feeling?” Jillian looked at him like a doctor might look at a patient,
         and he wondered if he looked as beat up as he felt. He had no idea. He’d broken all
         of the mirrors in the bedroom and bathroom a while ago.
      

      
      “Better,” he said. “But I think it’s more because of you than because of the food.”
         He paused. “Thank you for coming. Most people wouldn’t.”
      

      
      “Then most people are assholes.” She said it so forcefully that he smiled.

      
      “I wouldn’t dare argue with you when you’re riled.”

      
      “Very wise, Horseman.” She shook her head, making her dark hair sweep against her
         jaw. He’d missed the feel of her silky bob on his skin, and he reached out to rub
         a stray lock between his thumb and forefinger. “I’m still kind of reeling about the
         Horseman thing.”
      

      
      “You’re taking it well,” he said, pride swelling in his chest. His Jillian was strong,
         but he’d known that. “Humans tend to have bad reactions. Usually the human-realm dwellers
         do, too.”
      

      
      “Human-realm dwellers?”

      
      He shrugged. “Vampires, werewolves, some shapeshifters. Anyone who resides exclusively
         in the human world instead of in Sheoul. They’re usually a little more grounded in
         the human world than the demon one.”
      

      
      “Vampires and werewolves are real?” She blinked. “Guess it makes sense if demons and
         Horsemen exist, but wow. It’s crazy finding out that legends are real. You said people
         in the human realm have bad reactions to finding out Horsemen exist, but what about
         the beings in Sheoul?”
      

      
      “Demons are pretty much raised on stories about us. You know, ‘Be a good demonling
         and eat your veggies, and someday the Horsemen might want you at their sides during the Apocalypse.’ ”
      

      
      “Wow.” Her hands, so capable on the farm, fluttered awkwardly up to the collar of
         her button-up Henley. God, he hated seeing her so out of her element. “So all those…
         females… outside? Where do they come from?”
      

      
      “There are females outside?”

      
      “A lot. I didn’t count, but it wouldn’t be a stretch to say there’s easily a hundred.”

      
      Oh, damn. He’d give anything for Jillian not to have seen that.

      
      “Yeah,” he croaked. “To underworlders, my siblings and I are like movie stars. We
         have groupies. They even classify themselves according to which Horseman they like
         best. Ares has War Mongers. Than has Reapers. Limos never really had any who were
         open about it, though, since she was engaged to Satan, and no one wanted to fuck with
         her. Literally.”
      

      
      “Satan?” Jillian’s voice was strangled. He’d have smiled if this whole thing wasn’t
         so screwed up.
      

      
      “The very demon.”

      
      “I’m glad I’m sitting,” she muttered. “What about you? What are your groupies called?”

      
      Aw, shit, he should have seen that question coming, and the last thing he wanted to
         do was hurt Jillian.
      

      
      “Hey.” Her soft voice, so full of strength, humbled him. “You can tell me. You can
         tell me anything.”
      

      
      How had he been lucky enough to have her be the one to find him in a snowbank? He owed her so much, and that included the
         truth.
      

      
      “Reseph’s Riders,” he said miserably. “My groupies are called Reseph’s Riders.” He
         hung his head, staring into his lap, and he was suddenly ashamed of his entire life. “Jillian, I was a total
         whore.”
      

      
      “When your Seal was broken?” She sounded hopeful, as if there would be a way to forgive
         that.
      

      
      He laughed, but it wasn’t a happy laugh. “Yeah, then too. Only it was… different.”
         He shuddered and tried to drag himself out of the pit of those particular sick and
         twisted memories.
      

      
      “Reseph? It’s okay. Take a breath.”

      
      Shit, he was hyperventilating.

      
      “Listen to me.” She took his hands and squeezed hard. “It doesn’t matter what you
         were like before. I didn’t know that man. The one I know didn’t so much as look at
         other women.” She gave him a sultry smile. “And besides, after everything we’ve done,
         I guess I can call myself a Reseph Rider, too.”
      

      
      He was on her so fast he didn’t realize he’d moved until he was on top of her, kissing
         her with everything he had. She kissed him back, wrapping her arms around his neck
         and bringing her legs up to cradle his hips.
      

      
      “You’re so perfect,” he said, as he kissed a trail along her jaw. “How did I not find
         you before?”
      

      
      “I guess you weren’t looking.”

      
      No, he wasn’t. “I promise you, Jillian, I’ll never look again.”
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      Jillian shouldn’t be turned on. She knew it, and yet, Reseph’s touch set her on fire
         so easily. Even now, despite the horror she knew he’d inflicted upon so many, including
         himself, she wanted him. Right here on the floor of a strange house full of strange
         people and strange creatures.
      

      
      Reseph tore at her clothes with an urgency that bordered on desperate. She was right
         there with him, and when he entered her, it was as if all was right with the world.
         She clutched at his shoulders with matching desperation, almost terrified that if
         she didn’t have hold of him, he’d disappear from her life again.
      

      
      Lunging, he thrust into her urgently, slamming into her as if his life depended on
         the coming orgasm. She clung tighter, letting him take what he needed. It wasn’t much
         of a sacrifice, not when her own fervor mounted with every wild pump of his hips.
      

      
      Reseph churned on top of her, his hands tangled in her hair, his teeth closing on the curve between her neck and shoulder. Pleasure roared
         in furious and fast, shattering her, and she bit down on her hand to muffle her cries
         of ultimate bliss. She felt him swell inside her, and then he climaxed in a frenzied
         rush, his hot flow filling her, her core milking it all.
      

      
      As they came down, he shuddered and sank against her, shifting to the side so he wouldn’t
         squash her.
      

      
      “Fuck,” he breathed. “I’m sorry. Are you okay?”

      
      “More than.” And then she sucked in a sharp breath. “Oh, damn. Condom.”

      
      He nuzzled her shoulder. “S’okay. I can’t catch or transmit disease. And I take an
         herb to prevent pregnancy—” He broke off. “Wait… I stopped taking it when my Seal
         broke—” He broke off again, but this time with a strangled rush of air. “Jillian.
         Oh, God, Jillian. I… I…”
      

      
      “Shh.” She pushed up on one elbow and stroked his cheek with the backs of her fingers—fingers
         that shook, because damn, what if what they’d just done had gotten her pregnant? “It’s
         okay. You need to get some rest.”
      

      
      He nodded and stretched out next to her, his lids droopy. The water Ares had brought
         seemed to finally be working. The sedative part of it, anyway. The sexual side-effect
         seemed to have already kicked in.
      

      
      “Jillian?” His voice was groggy, almost inaudible.

      
      “Yeah?”

      
      “I love you. No matter what happens, remember that.” Soft snores drifted to her within
         two heartbeats, and she settled against him, fighting a losing battle with her own
         exhaustion. She had so many questions and needed so many answers, but right now she
         needed rest more.
      

      
      Most of all, she needed Reseph.
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      Jillian woke, stiff and sore, partly from sleeping on the hard floor and partly from
         Reseph’s lovemaking. Not that she was complaining, but it made trying to quietly get
         dressed a little more difficult when she kept hissing at the stabs of pain. Her ribs,
         shoulders, and hip bones had never fully recovered from the demon attack, and sometimes
         she had to eat ibuprofen like candy. Today would be one of those days.
      

      
      Reseph was sleeping peacefully, so she snuck out of the bedroom and wasn’t surprised
         to find that the massive living room was packed. In addition to Ares, Thanatos, Limos,
         and Cara, there was also a woman holding a baby, who she assumed were Thanatos’s wife
         and child, given how he was hovering. At their feet was a smaller version of the hellhound
         that lay on the couch over Cara’s lap.
      

      
      And at the entrance to the kitchen was a huge being with ram-like horns. What in the
         world was it?
      

      
      “It’s not polite to stare,” Limos said.

      
      Jillian jumped. “I’m sorry. I just…”

      
      Limos punched her in the shoulder, startling her again. “I’m kidding! Everyone stares
         at Ramreels.” Said Ramreel gave Limos the finger, and she returned the gesture. “You
         love me and you know it,” she called to it, and the Ramreel snorted.
      

      
      Seriously, Jillian felt like she was in the Twilight Zone. Had she dreamed up a million
         scenarios of what she thought life for the Four Horsemen and demons would be like…
         this would not have been one of them.
      

      
      Ares moved over to them. “How is Reseph?”

      
      “I’m curious about that as well.” A beautiful, raven-haired woman with matching wings appeared from out of nowhere, and Jillian damned near screamed.
      

      
      “That’s Harvester,” Thanatos explained. “Fallen angel.”

      
      “I’m really not in Kansas anymore,” Jillian breathed.

      
      “Well?” Harvester said. “My time and my patience are in short supply.”

      
      Adrenaline was still skittering through Jillian’s body after being scared half to
         death, and before she could consider how she should speak to a fallen angel, she blurted,
         “Is common courtesy also in short supply?”
      

      
      Limos barked out a laugh. “Oh my God, I love this human.”

      
      “Sorry,” Jillian said, hoping the fallen angel wouldn’t zap her with lightning or
         something, “but Reseph is miserable, and my nerves are a little frayed. I’m worried
         about him. I got him to eat and drink, and to clean up. He’s sleeping now, but he’s
         just so… not right.”
      

      
      A sudden roar pierced the air, and instantly, they all tore off toward Reseph’s bedroom.
         Jillian got there first. Reseph was tugging at his hair, throwing himself against
         the wall.
      

      
      “Reseph!” She ran to him, and although he quieted the moment she gripped his wrist,
         he still bashed his head into the wall. “Please, Reseph. You’ve got to stop.”
      

      
      He ignored her, and behind him cracks spiderwebbed up the wall, joining the already
         existing faults. Plaster fell in small chunks, coating them both in white dust.
      

      
      “Do something!” She wrenched around to the Horsemen and the fallen angel, desperate
         for this to stop. “Please. There’s got to be something you can do.”
      

      
      “That’s why we brought you,” Ares said. “We’re out of ideas.”

      
      “You could take him back to Sheoul-gra,” Harvester suggested, with enough relish that
         Jillian realized the angel was not fond of Reseph. “It won’t make him better, but
         at least you don’t have to watch his misery.”
      

      
      “That was so helpful,” Thanatos said dryly.

      
      Harvester’s cold smile dropped the temperature in the room. “I live to serve.”

      
      “You hate him,” Limos said. “Why are you even here?”

      
      “It’s my job to be here.”

      
      Ares swung around to the fallen angel. “Yeah, here’s the thing. Your job is to watch
         over us. You can’t do that effectively if you hate one of us. So maybe I go to your
         boss and have you fired.”
      

      
      Harvester hissed, her huge fangs glinting, and Jillian pressed closer to Reseph. “You’re
         threatening me?”
      

      
      “It’s not a threat. It’s a promise.” Ares’s voice was calm, reminding Jillian of Reseph
         when he’d been dealing with those jerks in the bar parking lot. If Ares was anything
         like his brother, that fallen angel had better watch out. “You know me well enough
         to know I do what I have to do to win a battle. This is a battle. Reseph is fighting
         for his sanity. If you can’t help, you can go.”
      

      
      “Did you make the same demands of Reaver?” Harvester asked. “Help or go?”

      
      Ares’s hands fisted at his sides, and Jillian braced for a fight that would, no doubt,
         make a mockery of the fight in the parking lot. “Reaver tried to help by erasing Reseph’s
         memory.”
      

      
      “Then maybe he can do it again,” Harvester said with an arrogant huff.

      
      “No!” Jillian’s heart squeezed painfully at the thought of Reseph losing himself again. “There’s got to be something you can do. Please. I’ll
         do anything.”
      

      
      For a long time, Harvester stared at her. Finally, she got a wicked gleam in her eye.
         “There is something I can do, but it’ll require a sacrifice from you.”
      

      
      Thanatos scowled. “What kind of sacrifice? And why didn’t you say something sooner?”

      
      “Because what I need can’t come from any of you.”

      
      Jillian came to her feet, both hope and fear pinging through her. Reseph moaned, but
         at least he’d stopped banging his head against the wall. “What is it you need?”
      

      
      “Your mind.” Harvester smiled. “I need your mind.”

      
      “Explain,” Ares barked, and Jillian jumped again. The guy had missed his calling as
         a drill sergeant.
      

      
      “I can use Jillian’s mind to repair Reseph’s. It won’t be a total fix, but I can essentially
         take a piece of Jillian’s mind from her and give it to Reseph. Her mind is uncluttered
         by the kind of horrors in Reseph’s head. Essentially, he’ll have the ability to not
         think about everything Pestilence did if he doesn’t want to. He’ll still be able to
         access the memories, but at least he won’t be a blubbering puddle of insanity.”
      

      
      “What about me?” Jillian swallowed. “Will I lose any of my memories?” Losing the airport
         attack might not be a bad thing.
      

      
      As if he knew they were talking about him, Reseph threw himself against the wall with
         a hoarse cry. Before Jillian could do anything, Thanatos tackled his brother, restraining
         him the best he could, but Reseph was strong, and he only struggled harder.
      

      
      Sickened, her stomach churning, Jillian addressed Harvester impatiently. “Well?”

      
      “You won’t lose any memories,” Harvester said.

      
      Limos folded her arms over her chest and voiced what Jillian was thinking. “Then what’s
         the catch? There’s always a catch.”
      

      
      “Of course there is.” Harvester’s wings flared, stirring the air. “Nothing comes without
         a price.”
      

      
      “Especially not when you’re buying from evil,” Thanatos muttered.

      
      Harvester rolled her eyes. “Pestilence is still inside Reseph, and he’s getting off
         on Reseph’s memories. He likes to relive all his cruelty, and doing so will chip away
         at the bond I’ll use to attach your mind to Reseph’s. So the price, Jillian, is that
         you and Reseph will have to be connected for life. At least once a year, you must
         reestablish your connection.” At what must have been Jillian’s confused expression,
         Harvester sighed. “Sex. You will have to screw your little brains out. If you don’t,
         his memories will become yours, and you’ll go mad and die.”
      

      
      Jillian blushed fiercely at the mention of sex in front of all these people. Heat
         seared her cheeks, followed by a sudden chill. “Die?”
      

      
      “Die.” Harvester glanced at Reseph and sneered. “You’ll have to trust him to come
         to you once a year.”
      

      
      “Fuck.” Ares scrubbed his hand over his face. “Jillian, we’ll swear to drag him to
         you if needed.”
      

      
      Drag him? Why would they have to drag him? “I don’t understand.”

      
      “He’s not the most… reliable… person on the planet.” Limos’s gaze was once again brimming
         with sympathy. “Don’t get me wrong, he was a good guy before his Seal broke. But he
         didn’t keep schedules or sit down for more than two seconds, you know?”
      

      
      Yeah, Jillian did, and her stomach clenched. She’d seen the signs on her farm, the way he’d prowl around as if he were caged, the way he’d
         feel the need to get out of the confines of the house, his cavalier attitude about
         relationships and sex. She’d believed he could change, had convinced herself that
         when he said he wanted a life with her, he could put his restlessness aside.
      

      
      But could anyone change what they’d been for five thousand years?

      
      “Wait,” she said, thinking about something Limos had told her at the house. “You said
         Reseph has never fallen in love before me.”
      

      
      Limos nodded. “That’s why this could work. Were-leopards can change their spots.”
      

      
      Were-leopards? Don’t ask. Jillian turned to Harvester. “What will happen to Reseph if I die?”
      

      
      “He’ll return to what he is now.” Harvester cocked an eyebrow. “Do you agree?”

      
      She looked over at Reseph, who was lying on the floor, motionless. Thanatos had released
         him, but the big Horseman stood nearby, ready to restrain Reseph again. What a horrible
         existence for all of them. How long could they continue like this? Centuries, she
         supposed.
      

      
      She turned back to Harvester. “Let’s do it.”

      
      “Humans surprise me sometimes,” Harvester murmured. “Go to him.”

      
      “No, Jillian.” Reseph’s voice, sounding as if it had been dragged right out of hell,
         had them all turning to him. “Don’t do it.”
      

      
      “Reseph—”

      
      A godawful snarl shook the air in the room, and then Reseph was on his feet, his eyes
         blazing with little red sparks. “Let me show you what you’d be sacrificing for.”
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      “Reseph?” Shock flooded Jillian’s face. Reseph’s first instinct was to take her in
         his arms and soothe her, apologize, make everything better.
      

      
      But he was going to do the exact opposite. She would not sacrifice anything for him.
      

      
      She moved toward him, but he backed up, knowing that if she touched him, it would
         be Game Over. He didn’t have the kind of strength she had, and he’d end up taking
         whatever comfort she offered.
      

      
      “I can help you.” She held out her hand, and his fingers twitched with the desire
         to reach out to her. “I want to help you.”
      

      
      “After what you went through at the hands of demons, I can’t let you help another
         one.”
      

      
      “Help a demon?” She frowned. “I’m helping you.”
      

      
      “Ah… sorry, Jillian,” Limos said sheepishly. “I forgot to mention that our father
         is an angel and our mother is a sex demon. The latter is why all our side-effects and shit are sexual in nature. Long
         story. I’ll lend you the book.”
      

      
      Jillian’s eyes went wide. “I… Oh my God, you’re a… demon?” Her hands flew to her belly,
         and he knew she was remembering the attack that had put the scars there.
      

      
      He remembered her attack, too. But… how? Yes, she’d told him about it, but now that
         he had his memory back, he could see it. There was a parking lot. He was standing in shadows, the sound of jet engines
         all around them. A woman was screaming. He was… laughing. Laughing as two Soulshredders
         tortured her. She was… oh, dear God.
      

      
      Jillian.
      

      
      He blinked, hoping the visions would go away, but they didn’t. They got worse. He
         saw Jillian, screaming, naked, torn up. Soulshredders were assaulting her, toying
         with her. And he was standing in the shadows. Watching. Touching himself.
      

      
      He was the figure she’d sensed as she was being attacked. He was the fucking evil bastard
         who had set the demons on her, and for no other reason than the fact that she’d stumbled
         upon what he and the demons had been doing to her coworker. A coworker who had held
         a secret second job—she’d been an Aegis Guardian, and Pestilence had made it a personal
         mission to take out every one of the bastards.
      

      
      Jillian’s screams lashed at him. He’d been there, he’d witnessed her being attacked,
         and he’d laughed. He’d fucking laughed. One of the demons had looked up at him, blood dripping from its teeth. You like, Master? You want her now?

      
      Master. Oh, holy shit, the demon in the barn had called him Master. It hadn’t been
         in his head. The thing had been speaking to him as if it had known him… because it
         had.
      

      
      Sweat broke out over his body. The demons had worked Jillian over on his command, for his entertainment. Holy hell, he was directly responsible
         for Jillian’s brutal attack. Reaver had to have known—it was too much of a coincidence
         that Reseph would have ended up in her care. Why would the angel have sent Reseph
         to be rescued by his own victim?
      

      
      The screams turned to moans. Jillian’s, his—they blended together.

      
      “Reseph! Dammit, what’s wrong with you?” Something struck his face hard enough to
         snap his head back. Limos.
      

      
      He grabbed her. “Get Jillian out of here,” he croaked.

      
      “I’m not leaving.” Jillian crossed her arms over her chest and squared her shoulders,
         digging in for a fight. Wasn’t going to happen.
      

      
      Shoving Limos aside, he dug in just as hard as Jillian. “I was there when you were
         attacked.” His voice was hoarse, and his heart was pounding against his rib cage so
         hard the bones felt like they might crack. “I ordered it.”
      

      
      She shook her head. “You’re confused, Reseph. You wouldn’t have—”

      
      “I was the man you saw standing in the shadows.”

      
      This time, she shook her head violently. “No. That man’s eyes were red. The things
         I told you are getting jumbled up in your memories.”
      

      
      “You didn’t tell me about how one of the Soulshredders put the tip of one claw under
         your left eye and let you think he was going to blind you. You begged him not to.
         Remember that? He was going to, but Pestilence—I—told him to do it last, because if
         you were blinded, you couldn’t see the things they did to you.”
      

      
      Jillian lost all the color in her face. “No… you’re… I must have talked in my sleep.”

      
      Reseph pressed on, relentless. “He dragged his claw across your face, drawing blood all the way to your ear. He tore out your earring
         and shoved it in your mouth.”
      

      
      “Stop,” Jillian whispered. “Harvester, we need to hurry…”

      
      Dammit, she was still set on whatever bullshit Harvester had planned. Reseph swallowed
         his disgust. “Do you want me to go on? Do you want me to tell you that if the demons
         hadn’t been interrupted, I’d have watched them—”
      

      
      “Reseph!” Thanatos’s voice was harsh. “That’s enough.”

      
      “I’m not done.” In a flash, he spun Jillian around and shoved her roughly against
         the wall, every cell in his body shriveling up at the devastation in her expression.
         “I would have fucked you, then gutted you, then fucked you again. You want a visual
         on that?” He steeled himself against the tears welling in her eyes. “Because I can
         get really detailed on how it would go down. Tell her, Harvester. Tell her what I
         did to you.”
      

      
      “I said enough!” Thanatos’s furious roar accompanied a brutal slam of his fist into Reseph’s shoulder.
         Well-deserved pain sliced down his arm as he was yanked away from Jillian and Harvester
         flashed out of the room. Reseph didn’t fight. All he could do was watch Jillian flee,
         sobbing.
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      Jillian couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think. Blindly, she stumbled into the great room,
         where Harvester stood, eyes averted, her slender body trembling as hard as Jillian’s.
      

      
      Cara caught Jillian’s arm and led her to the sofa, but although Jillian’s muscles
         had turned to rubber, her joints had frozen, and she couldn’t sit. Couldn’t do anything
         but stand there and choke on her own tears. That person in there, that wasn’t Reseph.
         That wasn’t the man she’d found in a snowdrift and nursed back to consciousness. That wasn’t the man who made her
         laugh, love, and feel safe.
      

      
      She’d been looking at a total stranger.

      
      “My… God.” She inhaled on a ragged sob, and finally, her knees went liquid and she
         sank onto the couch. Cara sat with her and handed her a tissue.
      

      
      “Jillian?” Limos walked over. “Are you okay?”

      
      Jillian rubbed her arms and tried desperately to stop crying. “The man I love was
         pretty much the most evil being to have ever walked the earth.”
      

      
      “We told you that,” Limos said softly.

      
      Yeah, they had. But Jillian hadn’t listened. She’d convinced herself that things hadn’t
         been as bad as everyone claimed. Or at least that Reseph—Pestilence—had been more
         of a figurehead or man behind the desk than an active participant. But he’d been right
         there in the front, leading the charge.
      

      
      “He was there when I was attacked.” His eyes… God, his eyes. They haunted her dreams,
         always growing brighter with the sound of his evil laughter. “He’s the reason I was attacked.”
      

      
      “It wasn’t him, Jillian.”

      
      She knew that, but hearing him describe the things that had happened in the parking
         lot had been crushing. She’d known he’d been evil, but only when he’d gone into horrific
         detail while showing no emotion had it truly sunk in.
      

      
      Jillian hugged herself, because if she didn’t she’d come apart. “You don’t sound convinced.”

      
      Limos sank down on the arm of the couch as though her legs had given out. “Yeah. I
         know. Deep inside, I know Reseph wasn’t responsible for what Pestilence did.”
      

      
      “But?”

      
      “But sometimes when I look at Reseph, I don’t remember him as the brother who used
         to pester me to go to movies with him or who used to make us all decorate for Christmas
         and dress up for Halloween. I look at him and see the son of a bitch who blackmailed
         me, ruined my wedding day, kidnapped Cara, stole my husband’s soul, and tried to kill
         my baby nephew.” Limos was staring at her feet, her shoulders slumped, and it occurred
         to Jillian that what Limos and her brothers had gone through was far worse than anything
         Jillian had endured.
      

      
      “I’m so sorry,” she whispered. “It must have been hard to see him change like that.”

      
      Limos swallowed. “It felt like I’d lost a limb. And it caused a lot of problems between
         me and my brothers. Thanatos and Ares were always fighting, and I was keeping secrets,
         and all around us the world was breaking apart.” She looked up. “Do you want me to
         take away your memories? I can’t go all the way back to your time with Reseph at your
         cabin, but I can get rid of your time in Greece.”
      

      
      The discussion between Limos and Thanatos on the day they’d taken Reseph away came
         back to Jillian. “I thought you told your husband you wouldn’t do that.”
      

      
      “I think he’d understand.”

      
      The days and nights Jillian had spent with Reseph replayed like a movie in her head,
         making this all so much worse. She’d been terrified to find out who he was, afraid
         he wouldn’t be the man she’d fallen in love with. Turned out she had been worried
         for a damned good reason, because what Reseph was couldn’t have been any worse.
      

      
      She felt so hollow, as if her chest had been scooped out and her heart trampled. It
         was so tempting to take Limos up on her offer, to be rid of the pain of knowing who
         Reseph truly was and what he’d done. But she’d been miserable not knowing, too. The mystery
         of where his brothers and sister had taken him, the worry about him, had eaten her
         alive.
      

      
      “Thank you, Limos, but no,” Jillian murmured, wondering if she’d regret this decision.
         “The whole thing just… sucks.”
      

      
      “It does.” Limos stood. “Let me take you home.”

      
      “No.” Jillian dashed the tears from her eyes and turned to the fallen angel. “Harvester,
         let’s do the ritual.”
      

      
      Harvester blinked. “After what he’s done, you still want to help him? Why?”

      
      Jillian flushed with sudden, white-hot anger. She’d been helpless in that parking
         lot, but this was something she could do to fight back.
      

      
      “Because Pestilence is a fucking monster,” she said, “and if I can do something to
         keep him from coming back, I’ll do it.”
      

      
      Limos took Jillian by the hand and pulled her to her feet. “You’re awesome.”

      
      “Indeed.” Harvester murmured so quietly Jillian wasn’t sure she spoke at all.

      
      They started toward the bedroom, but Jillian pulled to a sudden halt. “Wait.” She
         gazed out the window at the scores of demons roaming around. Demons Reseph had slept
         with. Demons who were waiting for him to come back. Screw that. Jillian wasn’t going
         to help him get his mind back just so he could walk outside and have an orgy. “Can
         I ask a favor?”
      

      
      “Shoot.”

      
      “Can you get rid of all those female demons outside?”

      
      Limos grinned. “You got it. Smitey-smite-smite.”

      
      Wondering if Limos was going to actually smite them, Jillian and Harvester went into the bedroom, where Reseph had regressed again and was bashing himself against the wall. And it was Reseph. Jillian feared she’d see Pestilence when she looked at him, but this was
         definitely not the evil being from the parking lot.
      

      
      Harvester gestured to Reseph with a jerky wave of her hand. “Touch him.”

      
      Jillian kneeled in front of him, taking his face in her palms. He calmed instantly,
         although his eyes were wild and his teeth clenched against panting breaths.
      

      
      Palming both Jillian’s and Reseph’s foreheads, Harvester began to chant in a strange,
         guttural language. Heat spiraled through Jillian from where Harvester was touching
         her, and her skin tingled. An intense vibration followed, and Reseph fell to the floor,
         unconscious.
      

      
      “What happened?” Jillian reared back, but Harvester caught her.

      
      “It’s okay,” Harvester assured her. “We’re almost done.” She scored her palm with
         her fang and jammed her hand to the center of Jillian’s chest. A stinging, hot sensation
         dug into her skin, almost as if she were being branded.
      

      
      “What,” she gasped, “what are you doing?”

      
      Harvester pulled away. “Finishing.” For some reason, Harvester smiled, and it was
         an almost… sad… smile. As if she wasn’t happy about what she’d done, but knew it was
         for the best. “Be well,” she murmured. “Be well, and be… forgiving.”
      

      
      With that, Harvester spun around and fled the room, her wings flaring out as if she
         couldn’t wait to take flight.
      

      
      Jillian, for her part, couldn’t have fled if she’d wanted to. Her muscles turned to
         gel, and before she knew it she was on the floor next to Reseph, and consciousness
         was… nonexistent.
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      Harvester couldn’t get out of Ares’s house fast enough. She all but ran down the hall,
         knocked over Ares’s servants in the great room, and slammed Reaver out of the way
         as she darted through the front door.
      

      
      “Harvester!” Reaver’s booming voice followed her as she hit the steps off the porch.
         “Fallen!”
      

      
      She paused as the spark required to flash out of there skimmed over her skin. “What?”
         she snarled. She didn’t even know why she’d answered. But, she thought, maybe it was
         because this would be the last time she saw him.
      

      
      “What’s going on in there?” Reaver strode over and stood imperiously before her.

      
      “I just made sure Reseph and Jillian will be taken care of.”

      
      “Taken care of?”

      
      “Fuck off, Reaver,” she sighed. “I’m tired of your constant needling. Just give me sixty seconds of peace. Can you do that?”
      

      
      “My needling?”
      

      
      A breeze spun up, bringing with it the fresh scent of the sea, the sand, the olive
         groves that dotted the island. It was the scent of freedom and life. She inhaled.
         Exhaled. Inhaled. Exhaled. She wanted to remember this forever.
      

      
      “Harvester?” Reaver grabbed her shoulders and spun her around. “What is wrong with
         you?”
      

      
      She wrenched free of his grasp. “Nothing. Leave me alone. Can’t you take a hint? Or,
         you know, a direct command?”
      

      
      Reaver stiffened at her not-so-veiled reference to his inability to follow orders,
         a character flaw that had gotten him booted from Heaven several years ago. “Something’s
         going on. Does it have to do with the Horsemen?”
      

      
      “No, it has nothing to do with them.” She sniffed. “Which means you have no right
         to question me.”
      

      
      The sapphire glints in Reaver’s eyes hardened into crystal shards. “You’ve done a
         lot of things to me that you had no right doing, so you might not want to go there.”
      

      
      She spread her wings, letting the breeze ruffle the sensitive tips. This would be
         the last time she felt the wind on her skin, in her hair. This would be the last time
         the sun touched her body. The dark vibration she’d felt in her soul over the last
         couple of days grew stronger, more urgent. She had to go. Punishment was always worse
         if someone had to be sent to drag you back.
      

      
      She inhaled again, recording all the scents to memory. Including the spice that was
         uniquely Reaver. She eyed him, wondering if she had time to cash in on the day of
         pleasure he owed her. What a perfect way to go out—with a bang.
      

      
      The vibration inside her grew more insistent, as if someone had stomped on the gas
         pedal and the engine responsible was revving at the edge of burnout.
      

      
      So much for good-bye sex.

      
      “Take care of them, Reaver. Keep their children safe.” She wished she could have held
         Logan just once. Yeah, it was stupid of her to allow sentimentality to soften her
         now, when she needed to be tougher than ever, but it was just so unfair that the baby
         boy was here because of her, and she couldn’t even rock the child in her arms for
         a moment.
      

      
      Then again, she’d accomplished everything she’d set out to do. At this point, whatever
         happened was out of her hands.
      

      
      She sparked the energy she needed to flash herself to Sheoul, but in the split second
         it took to open the connection, Reaver grabbed her again.
      

      
      “Stop!” He got up in her face, his jaw set in stubborn determination. He had always
         been magnificent in his anger. “If you tell me what’s going on—”
      

      
      “What? You’ll help?” She shoved him, maybe not with as much force as she could have,
         but with enough that he stumbled backward. “As if I’d believe that. And even if I
         did, I don’t need it.”
      

      
      Reaver threw up his hands. “I give up. Go be bitter somewhere else.” He spun on his
         heel and stalked toward the house.
      

      
      The breeze kicked up again, and so did the dark vibration, this time to a paralyzing
         level. No, oh… no.
      

      
      She wheeled around to face two massive angelgoths—fallen angels who had been mutated
         into skeletal monsters. At one time, they’d been like her… until they’d done something that got them punished with eternal ugliness, slavery, and misery.
      

      
      Harvester would be lucky to merely share their fate. Hers was going to be so much worse.
      

      
      “I was just going,” she said, but they didn’t allow her to flash. One sank his clawed
         hands into her skull, hooking her as if she were a fish. Pain and blood exploded,
         and all she could hear were her screams and the crunch of bone.
      

      
      And then she was lifted by her head and flashed into the dark depths of hell.

      
      Straight into Satan’s living room.

      
      An indescribable wave of terror shredded her insides as the king of all demons rose
         slowly from his throne of bones, his massive wings extending all the way to the thirty-foot
         ceiling. Punching up through his luxurious mane of black hair, two razor-sharp horns
         swiveled like tiny radar dishes. His clawlike fingernails scraped the arm of his chair,
         and another wave of terror slithered over her skin.
      

      
      “Harvester.” His voice was cold, like a long-dead corpse.

      
      Trembling so hard her teeth rattled, Harvester doubled over in a deep bow. “Hello,
         Father.”
      

      
      [image: image]

      
      Harvester’s screams were still ringing in Reaver’s ears as he blasted the remaining
         angelgoth’s chest with a stream of what amounted to supercharged napalm. The evil
         bastard burst into flames and screeched loud enough to make Reaver’s eardrums ache.
      

      
      The creature somehow doused the flames and returned fire, snapping a long, whiplike
         rope of electricity. Reaver dove out of the way, hitting the ground in a roll and
         popping to his feet. He summoned an elemental sword and swung. The blade, capable of utilizing the natural elements around it, took on the
         power of the sea and bashed the evil being with the force of a tidal wave.
      

      
      The angelgoth’s body hurled backward and crashed into an ornamental pillar, shattering
         the thing into a million pieces and a shower of dust.
      

      
      The sound of running footsteps joined the sound of the angelgoth’s groans, and then
         Ares, Than, and Limos were there.
      

      
      “What the fuck?” Ares said, but Reaver didn’t give the warrior a chance to ask more
         questions. He grabbed the evil angelgoth by the throat and slammed him hard against
         another pillar.
      

      
      “What did you do with Harvester?”

      
      The thing smiled, its rotting lips pulling away from blackened teeth. “She… will…
         suffer.”
      

      
      “Explain.” When the former angel said nothing, Reaver slammed him into the pillar
         again. “Where is she?”
      

      
      The angelgoth shuddered, and in Reaver’s fist, he turned to ash. A ripple of sensation
         skittered over the back of Reaver’s neck, and he wheeled around to the source of the
         malevolent vibe.
      

      
      The huge male fallen angel Reaver had seen with Gethel materialized, dressed from
         head to toe in black leather, his bald head glinting in the sun. His wings, black
         and leathery, were spread wide, with sharp bone tips at the ends. Pointedly ignoring
         Reaver, he strode toward the manor, his spiked boots thumping on the stone pavers.
      

      
      Thanatos moved to intercept the newcomer. “Who the fuck are you?”

      
      “Hello, Horseman. I’m Revenant.” The male’s icy smile would flash-freeze a human.
         “I’m your new Watcher.”
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      Reseph came awake in a bed, and it took him a minute to realize he wasn’t at Jillian’s
         house, waking up to the sound of roosters crowing and goats bleating. Instead, the
         sea waves crashing on a beach were familiar noises.
      

      
      Ares’s Greek paradise.

      
      He frowned. He’d been here for a while, hadn’t he? But he’d been crazed, so why was
         he feeling so… good? So normal. What was going on? And where was Jillian? Had she
         been here, or had he hallucinated her?
      

      
      He eased out of bed and touched the crescent-shaped scar on his neck to armor up,
         since he couldn’t find any clothes. Despite the fact that he’d been suiting up in
         his armor for thousands of years, this time the cold metal felt strange against his
         skin after so long without it.
      

      
      He slipped out of the room and found his brothers and sister outside with Reaver and
         a strange fallen angel.
      

      
      “Who is this?” Everyone except the stranger watched him warily, as if he were a live
         grenade.
      

      
      “Apparently,” Ares said, “this is Harvester’s replacement. Revenant.”

      
      Oh, fuck. “Did she quit?” After what Pestilence had done to her, he couldn’t blame
         her.
      

      
      The male moved forward. “She was fired.”

      
      “For what?” Reseph demanded. “Breaking Watcher rules?”

      
      “Worse. Don’t expect to see her again.” Revenant looked Reseph up and down. “You look
         well for having lost your piddly little mind.”
      

      
      Reseph smiled. “You look well for someone who is going to lose his head in about two
         seconds.”
      

      
      Reaver stepped forward, placing himself between Reseph and the asshole. “Reseph, how
         are you feeling?”
      

      
      All eyes focused on him, and yeah, this was uncomfortable. He had a lot of groveling
         to do now that he wasn’t going mad with memories. And why was that, anyway?
      

      
      “I feel… almost whole. Why am I not a drooling mess on the floor?”

      
      Limos fiddled with the flower in her hair. “Harvester did some Sheoul voodoo thing
         and patched your mind with a piece of Jillian’s. So now—”
      

      
      “She what?” Reseph’s chest tightened. It was all coming back now. He’d hurt Jillian badly,
         both as Pestilence, and then here, when he’d told her what he’d done. He’d been determined
         to keep her from sacrificing anything for him. “Is it permanent? Will it hurt her?”
      

      
      “Yes to both, if you don’t hold up your end of the bargain,” Ares said, his no-nonsense,
         no-bullshit words cutting right through Reseph.
      

      
      “My end of the bargain? I didn’t agree to any bargain. Reverse it.” Reseph’s head
         snapped back and forth between the two Watchers. “Make it go away, dammit. I don’t
         care if I’m back to being a head case. Fix this!”
      

      
      “No can do, Horseman,” Revenant said. “Only Harvester can reverse it, and she’s… gone.”

      
      Fear for Jillian sent Reseph’s pulse—and temper—into orbit. “Get her back,” Reseph
         snarled.
      

      
      Revenant’s pupils expanded, turning his eyes oily black. “I see that your Watchers
         have allowed you too many liberties.” He lashed out with his fist, but instead of
         a taking a physical blow, Reseph was knocked backward by a searing snap of power.
      

      
      Rage shattered Reseph’s control, and he lunged at the same time that his siblings
         did, all of them going after the new Watcher, but Revenant flashed out of the way
         and materialized behind them.
      

      
      “How dare you strike out for so minor an offense.” Reaver’s wings flared, a sign of
         his fury. “And what weapon did you use against him?”
      

      
      Revenant’s smirk reeked of self-satisfaction. “Watcher upgrade, you heavenly puke.
         Maybe if you checked in with your bosses, you’d know about it.” His smirk grew wider
         as he took in Reseph and his siblings, one by one. “It’s been decided that we needed
         a stronger form of punishment to keep you in line. That was just a taste. If I’d wanted,
         I could have blown you up inside that armor and poured you out like a liquid. You
         will not harm one of us again.”
      

      
      So this was about Harvester. Reseph felt ill. “Get out of here,” he growled. “Get the fuck out
         of my sight.”
      

      
      “You don’t give the orders, Horseman. Seems you haven’t learned your lesson.” He raised
         his hand, but before he could lash out again, Reaver hit him like a train, and the two angels turned into
         a whirlwind of fists, wings, and blood.
      

      
      Then the two were gone, and Reseph was left looking at an empty space.

      
      “Fuck,” he breathed.

      
      “I hate the new guy,” Limos said. “Wasn’t fond of Harvester, but compared to Revenant,
         she was awesomesauce.”
      

      
      “It’s my fault.” Reseph turned to his siblings, ready to get this over with. “Whatever
         she’s being punished for, it has to be because of Pestilence.” He reached for his
         armor scar to remove his shielding before remembering he was naked underneath the
         metal plates. While he normally didn’t give a fuck who saw him nude, he didn’t want
         the extreme vulnerability right now. Not when he was facing the people he’d done so
         much damage to. “Look, I don’t even know where to start.”
      

      
      “Then maybe it’s best that you don’t start at all,” Thanatos said. “I don’t want to
         hear it.”
      

      
      “Than!” Limos dropped her own armor and jammed her hands on her sundress-draped hips.
         “You were the one who held on the longest, insisting that Reseph wasn’t responsible
         for Pestilence’s actions.”
      

      
      “That was before Pestilence tried to kill my wife and son.” Nothing Than said was
         unfair, nor was it unexpected. In many ways, being Death fit him, because while Than
         tended to hang onto loyalty for a long time, when he was finally done with someone,
         he was done. Reseph was dead to Than. The brotherly bond between them had been severed, and Reseph
         didn’t know how long it would take to repair it, or if it even could be repaired.
      

      
      “I’m sorry.” Reseph looked out over the olive groves, remembering how much he’d hated how quiet they were. Now he’d give anything to walk
         among the gnarled trees with Jillian, the only person who had ever given him a moment’s
         peace. “I know it doesn’t help. I was there, inside this body, but I wasn’t strong
         enough to defeat Pestilence. I’ll never forgive myself.”
      

      
      “I know you tried.” Limos dragged her big toe through the sand. “You came through
         sometimes. Pestilence played it off like he’d been tricking me, but he wasn’t, was
         he? It was you.”
      

      
      “Yeah,” he croaked. Man, he’d tried. He’d begged his sister to kill him, had even
         told her where to find Deliverance. And when Thanatos had driven the blade through
         his heart, he’d thanked his brother.
      

      
      Ares came forward. “We know it wasn’t you, bro. But Pestilence fucked with us hard.
         I don’t need to tell you that. And Reaver and Harvester both told us he could come
         back.”
      

      
      Reseph’s head snapped up. He remembered Harvester saying something about that, but
         he’d been so out of his mind that it hadn’t truly registered. “How? My Seal—”
      

      
      “It’s whole. It won’t break again. Not until the biblical Apocalypse. Which, by the
         way, is supposed to be ushered in by our father. We discovered evidence that suggests
         he’ll be the one to break our Seals next time.”
      

      
      Whoa. Okay, he hadn’t seen that one coming. He’d have to ask more about that later.
         Right now he was more concerned about his demon half.
      

      
      “So how could Pestilence come back? You drove Deliverance through his heart.”

      
      Thanatos shook his head. “Deliverance wasn’t the right blade to kill Pestilence. We
         needed Wormwood.”
      

      
      Wormwood… Reseph cursed. How could he have forgotten? Pestilence had been desperate
         to get his hands on that blade, had gone through Aegis headquarters like a blender,
         killing, torturing, but he’d left empty-handed.
      

      
      “I—Pestilence—eventually got it from Gethel. She tricked The Aegis into giving it
         to her. Pestilence knew it was the only blade that could kill him.”
      

      
      Than nodded. “Deliverance imprisoned Pestilence, but he’s still part of you. He might
         have been banished, but the barrier is weaker than before. Reaver said it’s like gluing
         a ceramic vase back together. The vase may still hold water, but it’ll never be as
         strong as it was, and it could leak. Your container is cracked, and Pestilence can
         seep through.” Thanatos scrubbed his hand over his face. “It gets worse. While you
         were pulping yourself on the bedroom walls, the rest of us did some recon in Sheoul.
         Lucifer, Gethel, Lilith, and about a dozen other bigshots are planning to do whatever
         it takes to bring Pestilence back, including hurting our families. And according to
         Arik and Kynan, Gethel has been working with The Aegis on some super anti-Horseman
         weapon or some shit. We think the sudden disappearance of hundreds of hellhounds might
         have something to do with it.”
      

      
      Fuck, this was bad. “Reaver should have left me in Sheoul. He should have left me
         to suffer.”
      

      
      Closing his eyes, he sought out the memories that tortured him. It wasn’t right that
         he wasn’t suffering. Oh, he was miserable, knowing his relationship with his brothers
         and sister and their families was likely damaged beyond repair, and he was sick at
         the knowledge of what he’d done to the world and its inhabitants.
      

      
      But for some reason, the memories felt distant, fuzzy, like he was watching a film instead of being an active participant in them.
      

      
      Peeling his lids open, he turned to Limos. “Where’s Jillian?”

      
      “She was unconscious after the mind-meld thingie. I took her home and put her in bed.
         I left a book of our history and our phone numbers on the bedside table in case she
         ever needs anything.”
      

      
      “She was unconscious? Is she okay? I have to go to her.”

      
      “Reseph, wait—”

      
      He didn’t listen. All he could think about was Jillian.
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      Jillian woke up with a scream, heart racing, skin damp with sweat. Demons. She’d been
         surrounded by demons. Reseph, his eyes glowing, was laughing as claws dug into her
         flesh.
      

      
      “Jillian!”

      
      She screamed again as Reseph, fully armored and impossibly huge, burst into her bedroom,
         a sword in his gauntleted fist. He skidded to a stop short of the bed, but she scrambled
         backward on the mattress until her spine hit the headboard.
      

      
      “Hey,” he said softly. “It’s me. Reseph. Not… Pestilence.” The sword in his hand disappeared,
         but it hardly mattered; he himself was a weapon.
      

      
      She had no idea what to say or do. So much had happened in the last few hours and
         so many conflicting emotions were coursing through her body. The one thing she was
         certain of was that Reseph was still the most handsome man she’d ever seen, and in
         full, shiny armor, he was like a knight from a fairy tale.
      

      
      Or, as Pestilence, he was the fable’s monster.

      
      Reseph inched toward her. “I was worried about you. Are you okay?”
      

      
      “I don’t know.” She came to her feet on the side of the bed opposite Reseph. She needed
         a barrier between them, even if it was something as ineffective as a mattress.
      

      
      Reseph didn’t take those ancient, knowing eyes off her. “You shouldn’t have done what
         you did. Especially after I told you the truth about your attack.”
      

      
      Irrational anger sparked at his utter lack of gratitude. “That’s one hell of a way
         to thank me.”
      

      
      “Dammit, Jillian.” His deep voice went even deeper. “I should have had a say in it.
         You took the choice away from me.”
      

      
      “Because you would have chosen to suffer,” she shot back. “That’s stupid. And selfish.”

      
      “How is that selfish?”

      
      Reseph tracked her as she paced the length of the bed, doing her best to gather her
         jumbled thoughts. Three men existed in that magnificent body: Pestilence, the Reseph
         she’d fallen for, and the Reseph who was a complete stranger. At this point, she didn’t
         know any of them.
      

      
      “It’s selfish because everyone who loves you was suffering with you. Not to mention
         the fact that it was leaving the door open for Pestilence.”
      

      
      A guttural word fell from Reseph’s lips. She didn’t know the language, but she understood
         the sentiment. “I still don’t like it. We’re linked forever now. You know that, right?”
      

      
      “Of course I know that.”

      
      “You knew, and you still chained yourself to me in some mysterious goddamned bond?”
         He cursed, and this time she understood the word very well. “Talk about being tied
         down.”
      

      
      She wheeled around so fast she banged her knee on the bedframe. “Ouch! Son of a bitch.”
         Pain fueled the anger and hurt building in her chest. She was dealing with the stranger
         Reseph, wasn’t she? “That’s why you’re upset? You don’t want to be tied down? Oh my God, it’s going to kill you
         to show up once a year and have to fuck me, isn’t it?”
      

      
      Maybe his siblings had been spot-on in their warnings about Reseph. What a fool she’d
         been.
      

      
      Reseph had started toward her when she hit her knee, but now he stopped dead. “What?”

      
      “Oh, no one told you the terms of the deal?” She strode up to him and poked him in
         the chest. Not that he probably felt it through the armor. “Yeah, that’s right. Sex.
         Once a year. If it doesn’t happen, I lose my mind and die, and you go back to being
         a drooling head case.”
      

      
      “No,” he rasped. “Oh, no.” The sheer horror in his expression was like a bullet between
         the eyes. Not only did the man she’d loved not want to be tied to her, but he didn’t
         even want to have sex with her once a fucking year.
      

      
      “You… you’ll screw demons… things with hooves and horns and tails, but the thought
         of being with me is repulsive to you?” She shoved at his breastplate with as much
         strength as she could muster. He didn’t budge an inch. “You bastard!”
      

      
      “It’s not that. God, Jillian, it’s not that.” He wrapped his hand around hers the
         way he had so many times, and her heart bled in remembrance. “Pestilence is my demon
         half, and he still lives. He could still come back, and I will not put you at risk.”
      

      
      “I’m calling bullshit on that excuse.” She jerked out of his grip. “Don’t you think
         he would have come back when those guys attacked us outside the bar? Or when we found the demon in the barn?”
      

      
      “The demon in the barn was there because of me.” He tapped his breastplate, and the
         noise sounded so hollow. “I put you in danger. Don’t you get it?”
      

      
      “No, I don’t,” she snapped. Her Reseph would want to be here to kill the demons. Not
         make up lame excuses to stay away. “What are you going to do between yearly visits,
         Reseph? Are you going to just hang out by yourself because you’re afraid of hurting
         someone? You’re seriously going to take an oath of celibacy?”
      

      
      He closed his eyes, and she snorted. “You know what? Don’t answer that.” She stalked
         out of the bedroom and to the front door. “Get out.” When he didn’t move, she shook
         her head. “You’re the lucky one in all of this. You have so many girlfriends that
         you won’t have to explain to anyone why once a year you have to sleep with yet another
         one. But me? I’m thinking that anyone I’m with isn’t going to understand why I have
         to fuck another guy—”
      

      
      Reseph was on her in a flash, his eyes snapping blue fire and his teeth bared as he
         pushed her against the doorjamb. “I will kill any male who touches you.”
      

      
      “Really?” Her voice was as flat as it was quiet. “You expect me to sit around and
         wait for those few minutes once a year when you show up? If you show up? Go to hell, Reseph. Go back to where you came from.”
      

      
      He blinked, and the murderous light snuffed out of his eyes. Very gently, he moved
         her aside to open the door, and then, without a word, he took off, disappearing into
         thin air when he hit the bottom of the porch.
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      Reseph gated himself to Ares’s beach, where he stood, hands fisted, staring out at
         the sea as he tried to control his emotions. Cutting Jillian loose was the hardest
         thing he’d ever done. The thought of her being with another male gutted him, but she’d
         been right… how could he expect her to go the rest of her life without company while
         she waited for his yearly visit? And how was he going to survive those visits?
      

      
      He heard Ares approach, and fuck; Reseph was not in the mood to talk, which was odd
         given how, pre-Pestilence, Reseph had never shut up.
      

      
      “What happened with Jillian?” Ares’s voice rumbled over the sound of the waves lapping
         at the beach.
      

      
      “It’s over.”

      
      “She couldn’t handle it all?”

      
      “Actually, I think maybe she could,” Reseph murmured. “But I don’t want her to have
         to.”
      

      
      “Ah.” Ares picked up a shell and chucked it into the surf. “So how are you doing?”
      

      
      “I’m fine.”

      
      “And I’m a fairy princess,” Ares drawled.

      
      The old Reseph would have shot a witty comeback at his brother, but that Reseph had
         been carefree and shallow, always sweeping bad shit under the rug. The male he was
         now would never do that again.
      

      
      “Things would have been better for everyone if Deliverance had killed me.”

      
      Ares blew out a long breath. “Yes, they would have.”

      
      Ever the commander, Ares didn’t mince words or try to placate with false sentiments.
         He called it like he saw it, something that had annoyed the old Reseph. Yep, the old
         Reseph had been all about keeping everyone happy and the party going.
      

      
      “I’ve got to fix things.”

      
      “With who?” Ares crossed his arms over his chest. “With Jillian? With us? With the
         world? You can’t fix what Pestilence broke.”
      

      
      “You’re saying the damage he’s done is irreparable?”

      
      Ares’s gaze pierced Reseph like a crossbow bolt. “Some of it. Probably most of it.”

      
      Reseph squeezed his eyes shut, so ashamed of everything he’d done. “What about the
         damage to my family? Is that irreparable?”
      

      
      “We know it wasn’t you who did those things to us.”

      
      Taking a deep, bracing breath, Reseph met Ares’s midnight eyes. “But?”

      
      Ares swore, and Reseph knew he wasn’t going to like the answer. “But Pestilence could
         come back, and what will you do to stop him?”
      

      
      “I won’t let that happen,” Reseph said fiercely, but Ares’s doubt was as strong as
         Reseph’s.
      

      
      “Really? You let it happen before. You let him torture and nearly rape and kill Cara.
         You worked with Lilith and Lucifer and the most powerful demons in Sheoul in order
         to destroy us all. Where were you? Did you even try to stop him?” Ares slammed his
         palm into Reseph’s shoulder. “Did you?”
      

      
      Reseph couldn’t fault Ares for anything he’d just said. Reseph had tried to rear up
         and take back possession of his body, but Pestilence had been far too powerful.
      

      
      “Well?” Ares shouted. All around, hellhounds were closing in, sensing Ares’s anger
         and preparing to rip Reseph to shreds.
      

      
      “Do you honestly think I don’t go over every minute in my head, trying to figure out
         what cracks I should have exploited? That I wonder what else I could have done to
         stop him? I tried, Ares.”
      

      
      “You didn’t try hard enough!”

      
      Anger at the situation, at himself, at Pestilence, all boiled over, and Reseph snarled.
         “I know that! And I hate myself for it.”
      

      
      “Dammit, Reseph.” Ares rounded on him. “It isn’t just that. You’ve never fought for
         anything. At the first sign of conflict or commitment or emotion, you check out. You’ve
         always taken the damned easy road, and it pisses me off.”
      

      
      “Easy? You think any of this is easy? I’ve changed, Ares.”

      
      “Yeah? You fell in love for the first time in your life, and when the time came to
         fight for Jillian, did you? Or did you take the easy path and let her go because you
         don’t want to do the hard thing and control Pestilence?” Ares got in Reseph’s face, so close their noses almost touched. “Or did you let her go
         because you’re afraid to commit? Life’s too good with millions of hot females out
         there to fuck, isn’t it? How easy was it to walk away from the one female who has
         ever loved you enough to sacrifice a piece of her goddamned mind so you could turn
         around and go back to being the self-absorbed whore you always were? Do you care about
         Jillian at all?”
      

      
      With a roar, Reseph slammed his fist into Ares’s jaw. His brother wheeled backward,
         and before he could regain his balance, Reseph tackled him. They went down in a tangle
         of punches and snarls.
      

      
      “I love her!” Reseph shouted.

      
      Ares had about twenty pounds on Reseph, and he used his weight to pin Reseph to the
         ground. “And I love Cara, but that didn’t matter to you when you tried to rape her!”
      

      
      Oh… God. Reseph sucked in a harsh breath and sagged bonelessly into the sand. “Fuck. Ah… fuck,
         Ares. I’m sorry.”
      

      
      Ares shoved to his feet and jammed his hand through his hair over and over, swearing
         constantly. “Logically, we all know it wasn’t you. But the wounds are deep. We get
         it. We love you. But we can’t trust you.”
      

      
      Reseph’s stomach plummeted. “What are you saying?”

      
      “I’m saying we’ll help you as best we can. But you need to go somewhere else. We can’t
         risk Pestilence returning and hurting our families.”
      

      
      “He won’t.” But even as the words came, Reseph knew they were hollow. He wanted to
         believe he could control Pestilence, but the evidence said otherwise. He couldn’t
         blame his siblings for being concerned, but he wondered if the old Reseph would have.
         Now that Reseph had found Jillian, he understood how powerful the need to protect someone was. Even if that
         protection was from yourself. Ares was wrong about the easy path shit. There was nothing
         easy about staying away from Jillian.
      

      
      Still, Ares’s rejection stung. Bad. Even now, the hurt was welling up, threatening
         to overflow and morph into something that had been so familiar when his Seal was broken;
         horrific anger. Deep inside, Pestilence stirred.
      

      
      Fuck.

      
      “Reseph?”

      
      “What?” His voice was hell-deep and warped. He had to get out of here before he proved
         Ares right and let Pestilence too close to the surface. But he’d use this rage, and
         he’d use it well.
      

      
      “You need to level out, bro…”

      
      Reseph ignored Ares and smiled as he opened a Harrowgate, because while he might not
         be able to repair the damage he’d caused to his family, he could take some measure
         of revenge for them.
      

      
      It was time to give Pestilence a taste of his own medicine.
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      Underworld General Hospital, staffed by vampires, were-creatures, and demons, came
         to a screeching halt when Reseph entered through the ER doors with a werewolf cub
         in his arms.
      

      
      Probably because three months ago, Pestilence had gone on a rampage inside the hospital,
         butchering hundreds of patients and employees before grabbing an ex-angel staff member
         to torture. His rampage was still evident in the cracked walls, smashed equipment,
         and the dented furniture.
      

      
      Laughter clanged inside Reseph’s skull; Pestilence’s satisfaction at what he’d done.
         Reseph had been battling the bastard all day, engaging in an internal struggle to
         keep the demon from clawing his way too close to the surface. Most of the time, maintaining
         control wasn’t difficult… the problems came when Reseph’s temper surfaced. Pestilence
         provided an extra shot of adrenaline, more juice to fuel Reseph’s strength—both physical and mental. Things Reseph would
         never have been capable of before, like torture, were now far too easily considered.
      

      
      But for the first time, Reseph could see the mental container he’d been kept in while
         Pestilence had been in charge. Now Pestilence was imprisoned inside, and Reaver’s
         assessment was accurate… the vessel was cracked, oozing Pestilence’s essence. How
         the hell was Reseph supposed to repair it?
      

      
      “You son of a bitch.” Eidolon, head doctor and founder of UG, dropped the charts he’d
         been going over and came at Reseph like a bull, his eyes glowing with crimson fury.
         “How dare you set foot in my hospital.”
      

      
      Waves of both fear and hatred radiated off of every person in the emergency department.
         Reseph felt their stares like lashes on his skin. He recognized some of them as Pestilence’s
         surviving victims, and there were far too many to count.
      

      
      “I’m not here to cause trouble,” Reseph said, cradling the squirming toddler against
         his chest. “This cub needs medical attention.”
      

      
      “What did you do to him?” Eidolon growled.

      
      “I rescued him from a slave trader.” And damn, that had felt good. Reseph had gone
         through Sheoul like a blade through butter, slaughtering dozens of demons who had
         served Pestilence. Taking out the slave trader, a Neethul who had been Pestilence’s
         right hand, had been the most satisfying.
      

      
      So far.

      
      Since being relegated back to Sheoul after the Apocalypse had been averted, the Neethul,
         Silth, had gone back to his first love—slave trading. Reseph had found him beating a werewolf cub who had been sold into slavery by his own parents.
      

      
      Reseph, who had never possessed a cruel streak, had almost welcomed the cold stir
         of Pestilence deep inside, because it had allowed him to toy with Silth for a while.
         He’d relished questioning him about plans to bring Pestilence back, but the demon
         hadn’t known anything. No worries though, because Reseph had several more people to
         visit.
      

      
      “Does he have a family?” Eidolon spoke through clenched teeth, his voice distorted
         with rage.
      

      
      “His family sold him to the slaver in the first place.”

      
      Eidolon took the child, handling him carefully despite the anger that had the doctor
         visibly shaking. The demon would welcome the chance to get in just one punch if he
         could. Reseph might let him someday.
      

      
      “We’ll take care of him.” Eidolon gestured toward the emergency department’s Harrowgate.
         “Now get out.”
      

      
      Gladly. Reseph got his unwelcome ass out of there and gated himself to Sheoul, where his
         next self-appointed mission was waiting. He’d gotten as close as he could get to his
         target without going in on foot—a lot of demons restricted the use of Harrowgates
         near their homes. No one wanted a surprise attack.
      

      
      “Conquest, out.”

      
      The tattoo on his arm writhed, turning to smoke before materializing as a white stallion
         next to him. Reseph didn’t waste time in leaping onto the horse and riding across
         the surrounding rocky plains. Smoke rose up from the ground, and a variety of creatures
         skittered out of the way of the warhorse’s hooves as Conquest galloped along a familiar
         trail deep in the exclusive Fangorg region.
      

      
      Soon, a massive black mansion rose ominously out of the craggy side of a hill, the
         knotted trees surrounding it adding an extra layer of security. Those trees were carniverous,
         their sap running with acid that dissolved the flesh of anyone careless enough to
         touch the leaves or bark. The vines that crawled—literally—up the stone walls were
         just as dangerous, and remnants of their unlucky victims lay scattered on the ground,
         airy husks that blew around Conquest’s hooves as Reseph pulled the stallion to a halt
         at the entrance. He got a kick out of Pestilence’s frantic stirrings—this time, the
         demon wasn’t eager to kill.
      

      
      This time, the target meant something to Pestilence.

      
      Aw, Pestilence actually cared about someone. Good. This was going to make revenge so much sweeter.
      

      
      Reseph dismounted, fed Conquest a sugar cube, and patted him on the neck. “Pestilence
         didn’t give you these, did he? I owe you a year’s worth.” Conquest pawed the ground,
         sensing Reseph’s mounting anger. Time to play. “To me.”
      

      
      Conquest dissolved into a wisp of smoke and slid under Reseph’s gauntlet to settle
         on his arm. With the horse firmly in place, Reseph stalked into the residence. The
         guards didn’t stop him, although they stumbled all over themselves in confused chaos.
         Pestilence was supposed to be dead.
      

      
      In a few minutes, the guards were going to wish their idol was dead.
      

      
      The halls, decorated in the owner’s own paintings and sketches, were quiet, but ahead,
         in the gym-sized room, the sounds of both misery and pleasure grew louder with every
         step.
      

      
      Reseph shoved open the massive double doors and walked into a den of lust. Pestilence
         had played here often, and Reseph’s mouth stung with bile. The whipping post had been a favorite,
         and so had the St. Andrew’s cross, where he’d cuffed his sexual partners and used
         a variety of the sexual and torture toys hanging from every inch of wall space.
      

      
      Some of his partners had been willing to let him do what he wanted… even if it meant
         their deaths. But beyond the blood-filled pool in which a dozen people were currently
         involved in an orgy, unwilling victims languished in cages. They could be purchased
         for use, but Pestilence had gotten them for free.
      

      
      Yes, you should be terrified. But also honored that I chose you for my pleasure today.
            There are those who beg to feel pain and pleasure at my hands and at the tip of my
            cock. So scream, cry, plead for your life. But know that many of these people will
            look on in jealousy.
      

      
      The memory of Pestilence’s lecture to one of the victims boosted Reseph’s resolve.
         Not that he’d been wavering about this. But it would be so much easier now.
      

      
      As he strode across the room, all gazes latched onto him. Even those who had been
         on the verge of climax stopped to see what was going on. They’d know soon enough.
      

      
      He was going to kill them all.

      
      His target wasn’t in the room, which meant she was probably in her private quarters.
         Unimpeded by her guards, he threw open the door and there she was, wearing only high
         heels and getting it on with a female Trillah and a male Ramreel.
      

      
      Smiling, he drew his sword. “Hello, Mother. Did you miss me?”
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      “My son.” Lilith came smoothly, seductively, to her feet, and Reseph felt Pestilence
         purr. With a wave of her hand, she dismissed the two demons, both of whom gave Reseph
         a wide berth as they slunk away. “You were rumored to be dead. I’ve missed you.”
      

      
      No doubt she had. Pestilence had brought her notoriety and attention. “Cover yourself.”

      
      She narrowed her violet eyes, so like Limos’s. “Who are you?”

      
      “Mother, I’m hurt.” He feigned a pout. “You don’t recognize your own son?”

      
      She hissed and stepped back so fast she wobbled on her blood-red stilettos.

      
      “Reseph.” She spat his name as if it were poison. “Where is Pestilence? I can sense
         him inside you.”
      

      
      Moving forward, he put pressure on Lilith, using his height and size to keep her on
         edge. Unlike Ares and Than, Reseph had used his physical stature to intimidate others only a handful of
         times. This was the best of all of them, and he savored Lilith’s discomfort.
      

      
      “Thanatos drove Deliverance through Pestilence’s fucking heart,” he said. “He’s trapped,
         and he’s not coming back.”
      

      
      “Then why are you here?” She eyed his sword, and for the first time he saw a glimmer
         of fear in her eyes.
      

      
      “I want to know who my father is.”

      
      She looked at him like he was daft. “Yenrieth. The name is in all the legends.”

      
      “I know that,” he ground out. “But there is no Yenrieth serving in Heaven. So he’s
         either dead or is fallen and took a new name. Which is it?”
      

      
      “I have no idea. Why would I have kept track of him?”

      
      “Maybe because he knocked you up.”

      
      She snorted. “So?”

      
      “So what did he say when you told him he was going to be a father?”

      
      It was a question he’d never thought to ask, because truthfully, he hadn’t given a
         shit about the male who had sired him. Giving a shit meant dwelling on questions like
         this, and Reseph had been all about not dwelling. But his time as Pestilence and his relationship with Jillian had given
         him a new appreciation for family.
      

      
      “Who the hell cares? I hid all of you from him anyway.”

      
      “Hid us? You gave us away,” he growled.
      

      
      “Except for Limos.” She sighed dramatically. “And what a disappointment she turned
         out to be.”
      

      
      A burst of hatred went through him, but he forced himself to not give in to it. Yet.
         “So you know nothing of our father.”
      

      
      “Why does it matter? If he wanted you, he’d have come forward, and if he’s dead, he’s…
         dead.”
      

      
      “We don’t believe he’s dead. There’s evidence that suggests he’ll be the one to break
         our Seals in the biblical version of the Apocalypse.”
      

      
      Lilith’s eyebrows shot up. “Really.” She moved to a painting she had done herself,
         a gruesome depiction of an orgy, and shifted it aside to reveal a recess in the wall.
         She reached inside and withdrew a parchment. “I drew this picture of Yenrieth so I
         wouldn’t forget a single detail. He was so beautiful. A perfect, sketchable specimen.”
      

      
      He snatched it from her and sidestepped when she tried to rub up against him. His
         own mother. Disgusting. Turning away, he looked down at the drawing. In an instant,
         all bodily functions came to a violent stop. His breath caught, his heart seized,
         and his synapses stopped firing. Holy hell.
      

      
      “This… isn’t possible.” His voice was a trembly rasp.

      
      Lilith plucked a jagged-edged dagger from the wall, the one she favored for genital
         mutilations. “He has the same wing-shaped mark on his inner thigh that you have. Verify
         it yourself, if you can find him.”
      

      
      He glanced at his reflection in the mirror behind Lilith’s bed. Jesus, the resemblances
         were there, plain as day. “Why did you give us up?” He returned his gaze to his mother,
         ignoring Pestilence’s hungry growls. “Why did you leave me with a woman who spent
         more time brushing her hair than she did with me?”
      

      
      It was stupid to ask anything of Lilith, and he wasn’t even sure why he was bothering.
         The shit had gone down five thousand years ago, and none of it mattered now.
      

      
      “I gave you up to ensure your survival. I knew you’d be powerful someday, though I
         couldn’t have predicted how powerful.” She dragged the blade across the palm of her hand and studied the wet crimson
         streak that bloomed. “As for the human who raised you?” Lilith shrugged. “She kept
         you fed and clothed. Stop whining, you ungrateful brat.”
      

      
      “Fed and clothed? She fucking abandoned me for days on end while she was off fucking around. I nearly died in a fire because
         she left me alone. Clearly, your adoption screening process needs some tweaks.”
      

      
      She laughed, a cackling, grating sound that had him gnashing his teeth. “I despise
         you, Reseph. I’m looking forward to seeing Pestilence again.”
      

      
      Reseph lunged, slamming her against the wall with his forearm across her throat. “What
         do you know about Gethel’s plans to bring him out?”
      

      
      “Nothing.”

      
      Reseph increased the pressure on her neck. “Lie. Try again.”

      
      A strangled cough fell from her lush lips. “I know Harvester has been tortured for
         an item in her possession. Gethel and Lucifer want to expose you to it. They’re certain
         it’ll bring out Pestilence.”
      

      
      “Did they get it?”

      
      “I don’t know. I swear.”

      
      With a shove, Reseph pushed away from Lilith. Damn. It wasn’t going to be easy locating
         either Gethel or Lucifer.
      

      
      Lilith cleared her throat, gathering her composure before she gestured to the door
         with the tip of the knife. “Now, be a good boy and fetch one of the females in the
         cages. You can fuck her while I make her scream. Then we’ll kill her together. It’ll
         be like old times.”
      

      
      Pestilence writhed excitedly inside him. Disgusting memories boiled up, turning Reseph’s stomach, and he was done with this conversation.
      

      
      “You. Are. Vile.” In a smooth, fast arc, he brought his own blade down between Lilith’s
         neck and shoulder.
      

      
      Lilith shrieked as he cleaved through her body. That was the thing about succubi—they
         tended to be more fragile than other species of demons, and sure enough, he ended
         her pathetic life with another strike that took her head from her shoulders.
      

      
      The infamous bitch was dead.

      
      He didn’t stop with Lilith. His rage had taken on a life of its own, and he turned
         her sex den into a bloodbath. His armor, which grew stronger when it absorbed blood,
         fed well, and when he was done, only the prisoners in the cages were alive. He released
         them and then gated himself out of there.
      

      
      He had an appointment with his father.
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      Reseph went to Jillian’s place first, knowing he shouldn’t, knowing that seeing her
         was going to turn him inside out. But he had to make sure she was okay after the way
         they’d left things.
      

      
      Reseph wrapped himself in a khote spell and strode, in absolute invisibility, into the barn. The lights were on, and
         the animals were carrying on the way they did when food was coming.
      

      
      Jillian was inside, but instead of feeding them, she was sitting on a bale of hay,
         tears streaking her cheeks. Reseph’s skin shrank in self-loathing.
      

      
      “I’m so sorry, baby,” he whispered.

      
      Jillian sniffed and looked up. Looked right at him. Son of a bitch. She couldn’t see
         him, but clearly, she’d sensed him. He remained motionless, as if doing so would make him even more invisible. Idiot.
      

      
      At least Pestilence wasn’t causing any trouble. The demon was currently in so much
         agony at losing Lilith that Reseph could feel it in dull pulses in his gut.
      

      
      Good. The bastard deserved to suffer.

      
      Eventually, Jillian dashed away her tears with her coat sleeve and got to work with
         the animals. She moved more slowly than usual, and she looked like she could use a
         week’s worth of sleep. He wished he could do something for her, but he was pretty
         sure he was the last person she wanted to see right now.
      

      
      Reluctantly, he backed out of the barn and opened a gate to Ares’s place, but according
         to one of Ares’s Ramreel servants, he, Cara, and Rath had gone to Limos’s. He gated
         himself there, and great; as if seeing Jillian hadn’t been torture enough, he felt
         an instant hurt at the scent of grilled meat and the sound of Maroon 5 blaring on
         the sound system. Apparently, everyone had gathered for a party, and Reseph hadn’t
         been invited.
      

      
      Didn’t matter that Reseph understood their reluctance to embrace him as if nothing
         had happened. It still stung.
      

      
      He found his siblings and their families hanging out in front of the house, and they
         weren’t alone. It looked as if half the Underworld General staff was there, too. Kids
         were everywhere, playing on the beach with a couple of hellhounds chasing after them,
         and Limos was running the portable bar.
      

      
      One of the hounds, Hal, saw him and turned into a black, sharp-toothed bullet. Shit.
         Reseph couldn’t risk a battle with the thing, not when he needed to prove he wasn’t
         an evil bastard. Pestilence had killed enough hellhounds as it was. He threw a gate, but before he could step through, Cara’s command stopped
         Hal in his tracks.
      

      
      Still, the canine snarled, his eyes glowing red, and one of the other hounds began
         a slow crawl toward Reseph as well.
      

      
      Cara called them both back. Reluctantly they obeyed, although they put themselves
         between Reseph and Cara and the kids.
      

      
      Limos put down the margarita blender, and suddenly the music went off and all went
         silent.
      

      
      “Well, this is awkward.” Reseph strode across the stretch of beach he’d spent so many
         happy hours on in the past. “I didn’t mean to crash the party.”
      

      
      “It isn’t what it looks like,” Limos said, and Reseph didn’t miss the way his brothers
         moved closer to their wives. Arik casually set down his drink and settled his hand
         at his hip, where he was no doubt concealing a weapon. The hatred in that man’s eyes
         could burn a hole through titanium.
      

      
      “You don’t have to explain,” Reseph said, hating himself for the tremor in his voice.

      
      Ares spoke up. “We were planning on getting together to find you a place to live,
         since Harvester destroyed your cave. And then Regan suggested inviting over the UG
         staff as a way of thanking them for everything they did during the hell the Apocalypse
         brought down on us.”
      

      
      “It was an impromptu get-together,” Limos explained.

      
      “Stop.” Reseph held up his hand. “You don’t owe me an explanation.” He approached,
         pretending not to notice how tense people became with every step he took. “I have
         news. Lilith is dead.”
      

      
      “What?” Thanatos sounded strangled. “How do you know?”

      
      “Because I’m the one who killed her.”
      

      
      “Oh my God.” Limos grabbed the margarita pitcher and drank straight from it. When
         she was through, she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “Do you know what
         you’ve done? She was on Satan’s council. Lucifer relied on her for the intel she got
         from the demons she screwed. Jesus, Reseph. There’s going to be retaliation. Big retaliation.”
      

      
      “Good. I’ll have more people to kill.” Reseph walked toward Reaver, who was leaning
         against a tree trunk, legs crossed at the ankles. “Where is Revenant?”
      

      
      “Nursing his wounds. Why?”

      
      Reseph moved in a flash, grabbing Reaver by the throat and slamming him into the tree.
         “Because I found our father,” he bit out. “And I want to know how much our Watchers
         knew.”
      

      
      Limos was there in an instant, Ares and Thanatos providing backup. She laid her hand
         on Reseph’s arm and squeezed. “You found him? How?”
      

      
      “Lilith drew a picture of the angel who knocked her up, and she was kind enough to
         give it to me.”
      

      
      Reseph leaned into the angel, getting nose to nose. “Tell them, Reaver.”

      
      “I don’t know what you want me to tell them,” Reaver growled.

      
      “Bullshit. Why have you kept it from us? Thanatos spent centuries trying to find our
         father, so why the fuck did you not tell him the truth?”
      

      
      Reaver’s voice went deep and low, carrying an edge of calm that was dangerous. “And
         what truth is that?”
      

      
      Reseph released Reaver and shoved the parchment into his hands. “That you are our father.”
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      Reaver stared at the sketch in his hand, his head spinning. He heard voices around
         him, but everything was jumbled together and he couldn’t pick out anything specific.
         Finally, he looked up. Reseph was glaring at him in anger, and the others in confusion.
      

      
      “Why didn’t you tell us?” Reseph demanded. “You’ve been our Watcher for what, three
         years now, and not once did you chime in with, ‘Hey, I was your sperm donor.’ Where
         the fuck have you been for five thousand years? You let Lilith abandon us, and you
         let her corrupt the hell out of Limos.”
      

      
      Reaver glanced back down at the drawing. “This has to be a mistake.”

      
      “Are you denying that’s you?”

      
      Reaver looked up from the parchment at Reseph and everyone else who had crowded around.

      
      “Obviously, the drawing is of me.” He cleared his throat. “But I didn’t… I don’t think
         I would have slept with Lilith.”
      

      
      “What do you mean you don’t think you would have?” Limos asked. “Isn’t that something
         you’d know?”
      

      
      Reaver blew out a long breath. There were things he “knew,” but this wasn’t one of
         them. “I told you my memory was taken away from me almost thirty years ago. No one
         else remembers me, either. I doubt Lilith would have remembered if she hadn’t drawn
         a picture.”
      

      
      “So you could have slept with her, then.”

      
      “No. Impossible.” Reaver’s throat squeezed shut, the protest sounding hollow. He couldn’t
         imagine getting intimate with someone as vile as Lilith, but he also knew he had a
         rebellious streak, and if someone had said not to bed the succubus, he might have
         out of spite.
      

      
      “I can prove it.” Reseph’s tone had softened now that he realized Reaver hadn’t been
         keeping this massive secret. “I have a birthmark in the shape of a single wing on
         the inside of my left thigh. Lilith said our father, the angel in that drawing, has
         a matching one.”
      

      
      Reaver froze. Locked up so hard he couldn’t even hyperventilate.

      
      “Well?” Anticipation radiated from Ares, who rarely got worked up about anything.
         “Do you have this mark, Reaver?”
      

      
      A mixture of terror and joy tripped through him as he looked each Horseman in the
         eye. And then he nodded. Now he knew why he’d felt such a close connection with these
         four. Why he’d risked spending an eternity trapped in Sheoul-gra when he’d cast Reseph
         out of there. And why, right now, his eyes stung.
      

      
      “Yes. It…” He cleared his throat of its hoarseness. “It appears that I’m… your father.”

      
      Limos threw herself at him, wrapping herself around him and squeezing so hard he could barely breathe. “I knew it,” she whispered. “I
         knew there was a reason I loved you from the beginning.”
      

      
      “Damn, Reaver,” Eidolon said. “You’re full of surprises.”

      
      Shade, one of Eidolon’s brothers, snorted. “The only way you can top this one is to
         tell us you’re a Shadow Angel.”
      

      
      It was Reaver’s turn to snort. Only one Shadow Angel, a being who had access to both
         Sheoul and Heaven and could utilize the powers of both, had ever existed at any given
         time, and there hadn’t been one alive in centuries.
      

      
      Wraith, blond brother to Shade and Eidolon, clapped Reaver on the back. “Be glad you
         missed the potty-training stage.” He gestured to the Horsemen. “I’ll bet these assholes
         could blow out diapers made of Kevlar.”
      

      
      Thanatos beaned Wraith with a corn chip. Thanatos… Reaver’s son.
      

      
      Reaver was a father.

      
      But how? And who in Heaven knew? Had he been given Watcher duty by someone who was
         aware that the Horsemen were his offspring?
      

      
      Reaver suddenly had a lot of questions… and an uncomfortable feeling that he wasn’t
         going to like the answers.
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      Reseph was so out of there. On the beach Reseph had practically called home, he felt
         like a stranger.
      

      
      Hell, the people from Underworld General were more a part of his siblings’ families
         than he was.
      

      
      No one to blame but yourself, asshole.
      

      
      Well, Pestilence could shoulder a lot of the blame, too.

      
      Cursing, he strode up the beach to find a safe place to throw a Harrowgate.

      
      “Reseph, wait!” Limos caught up to him and took him by the elbow. “Are you okay?”

      
      He shrugged, putting on his best old-Reseph face. “Yep. I’m just going to go get myself
         a place to live and then maybe hit the Four Horsemen.” Lie. Huge fucking lie.
      

      
      Yes, he needed a place to live, but he was never again stepping foot in the underworld
         pub where he’d spent countless hours doing countless females. He only wanted Jillian, so more than likely he was going to go hang out in her barn like some sort
         of creepy invisible Peeping Tom.
      

      
      “Don’t give me that crap,” Limos said softly. “I know you too well. You miss Jillian,
         don’t you?”
      

      
      Sure his voice would crack like a pubescent teenage boy’s, Reseph merely nodded.

      
      “Then get her back.” Limos looked down at the sand for a moment, as if gathering her
         thoughts. “If you’re worried about Pestilence, maybe you should consider the way you
         came out of your torment when she was around. Maybe she can help keep you level and
         in control.”
      

      
      He shook his head. “Even if that was true, she’ll never forgive me for what happened
         to her.”
      

      
      Limos stomped her foot. “Bullshit. That human gave you her freaking mind in order
         to help you, and she did it after learning that Pestilence hurt her. She loves you.”
      

      
      He swore he heard Pestilence laugh, and the memory of her attack started to spread
         through his brain like spilled mead. Where had Reseph been? Why hadn’t he fought to
         stop what had happened to Jillian? Reseph was just as responsible as Pestilence was.
      

      
      “I know what you’re thinking, but Pestilence hurt her,” Limos said. “Not you. And I realize I sound like a hypocrite, but you
         have to remember that Pestilence tormented us almost daily for a year.” She glanced
         back at the group, where pretty much everyone was watching them. “He killed Torrent,
         who Ares loved like a son. He hung my staff from trees. He stole Arik’s soul. Worst
         of all, he tried to kill Logan. These aren’t things we’re going to get past easily,
         even if we know it wasn’t you who did them.”
      

      
      He closed his eyes, fighting to keep the memory of preparing to slaughter the newborn
         at bay, but what he couldn’t stop was the nausea. In a clumsy rush, he stumbled to the surf and threw
         up. Tremors racked his body so violently that he could no longer hold himself up,
         and he crashed to his knees in the waves.
      

      
      He didn’t know how long he stayed like that, head bowed, water lapping at his legs,
         when arms came around him and lifted him to his feet. Reaver. Reaver was holding him
         upright.
      

      
      “I’m sorry, Reaver,” he began, and then paused, because was he supposed to call him
         Father now? “What I did to you in Harvester’s lair—”
      

      
      “Stop.” Reaver gripped Reseph’s shoulders firmly and gave him a little shake. “None
         of us need apologies. We need you to put yourself back together.”
      

      
      Easier said than done. Tormenting your family and killing millions of people wasn’t
         an easy thing to put behind you. Although he had to admit that Harvester’s “Sheoul
         voodoo,” as Limos called it, had gone a long way toward making that happen. But why
         had she done it? She hated him, and with good reason.
      

      
      “Reaver… do you know why Harvester was fired as our Watcher?”

      
      “No, but maybe you can shed some light on that. Did she help Pestilence in any way?”

      
      He nodded. “It was her idea to trick The Aegis into taking Thanatos’s virginity so
         his Seal would break. She wrote the document that made them think a baby was the key
         to averting the Apocalypse.”
      

      
      Turned out, the baby had been that key. He’d also been the key to breaking Than’s Seal and starting the Apocalypse.
         Logan had come into the world with a lot of weight on his tiny shoulders.
      

      
      Reaver frowned. “Were you aware that Regan can sense emotion when she touches ink
         on skin or parchment?”
      

      
      “No, why?”

      
      “Because she confirmed that whoever penned the note believed every word they wrote.
         So if what you’re saying is true, Harvester knew all along that Than’s virginity wasn’t
         his agimortus.”
      

      
      Reseph sucked in a harsh breath. “So she knew the baby was.” He rubbed his temples,
         trying to get a grip on this new information. If she’d known, why hadn’t she told
         Pestilence? He hadn’t figured it out until later. Something wasn’t adding up.
      

      
      “Whether she’d known or not, it’s clear she was helping Pestilence, which is a broken
         Watcher rule,” Reaver said.
      

      
      “Maybe that’s why she got taken off Watcher duty and replaced by the douchebag.”

      
      Reaver looked troubled. “Maybe. But it seems like overkill to have her dragged to
         hell for the punishment.”
      

      
      “She’s being tortured,” he said. “Lilith said Lucifer wants something from her. Something
         with the power to draw out Pestilence. Do you know what it could be?”
      

      
      Reaver’s frown deepened. “No idea.”

      
      The party music started up again, Reseph’s cue to get out of there. A year ago he’d
         have joined in, started up a game of volleyball or some sort of drinking challenge.
         Now he wanted to join in, but he wanted Jillian with him. He’d take her out in the
         waves to surf, and maybe he’d mess with her a little underwater, where no one but
         she would know what his hands were doing. Later, when everyone was gone, he’d make
         love to her on the beach with all the reverence she deserved.
      

      
      A pang of loneliness and loss ripped through him. “Thank you,” he said to Reaver. “Thanks for giving me Jillian for a little while.”
         He regarded his father, wishing he’d known the truth sooner. Like—when he’d been a
         child would have been good. “It was you, wasn’t it? The night she was attacked, she
         said she heard wings. You were there.”
      

      
      “Yes.” He touched Reseph’s hair with surprising fondness. “It was hard to keep track
         of Pestilence, since he was so often in Sheoul. But that night—”
      

      
      “That night he was hunting Aegi,” Reseph said, remembering the dozen Guardians who’d
         lost their lives over the course of a couple of hours.
      

      
      Reaver nodded. “I was finally able to catch up with him. I’m the reason Pestilence
         was interrupted that night. I might have whispered in a cop’s ear that he should do
         a routine patrol of that lot.”
      

      
      Pestilence and the demons had taken off since their victims had been pretty much used
         up anyway. The sick bastard.
      

      
      “Let go of the guilt over what happened that night,” Reaver said. “It wasn’t you.
         You and Jillian both needed each other to heal what Pestilence did.”
      

      
      “I needed her. She didn’t need me.”

      
      “You’re wrong,” Reaver murmured.

      
      Reseph didn’t think so, but he didn’t feel like arguing. He had to find a place to
         live, kill a few more of Pestilence’s asshole buddies, and hang out in Jillian’s barn
         like a loser.
      

      
      Yep, his calendar was full.

      
      Full of suck.
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      Jillian didn’t answer the phone for two days. She’d never ignored Stacey’s calls before,
         but how was she supposed to explain what had happened with Reseph? The situation wasn’t exactly your typical
         breakup.
      

      
      So… my boyfriend killed a lot of people.
      

      
      No, that didn’t have the proper ring to it.

      
      Turns out that my lover murdered millions of people.
      

      
      Better, but still didn’t quite achieve that jaw-dropping horror factor.

      
      Before I found him frozen in a snowdrift, my half-demon lover tortured and slaughtered
            men, women, and children by the millions.
      

      
      Perfect. And as Stacey’s old Bronco pulled up to the house, Jillian braced herself
         for the I-told-you-so. But first she had to get through the why-the-hell-haven’t-you-answered-the-phone lecture.
      

      
      Sure enough, the second Jillian opened the door, Stacey lit into her.

      
      “Why the hell haven’t you answered the phone? Do you know how worried I’ve been? I
         was sure you were dead in the woods somewhere!” Stacey took a break to breathe, looking
         Jillian up and down. “And when is the last time you combed your hair or showered or
         got dressed?”
      

      
      “Good to see you too, Stace.” Jillian stood back to let her friend inside.

      
      Stacey slipped out of her parka as Jillian closed the door. “So. What’s going on?”
         Stacey kicked out of her boots and looked around. “Where’s Reseph?”
      

      
      A lump of emotion clogged Jillian’s throat, and she had to swallow a few times before
         she could talk. “He’s not here.”
      

      
      “Good.” Stacey started toward the kitchen. “I wanted to talk to you alone.” She helped
         herself to a Sprite from the fridge.
      

      
      “Why’s that?”
      

      
      Turning to Jillian, Stacey popped the tab on the soda. “I needed to apologize. I was
         a little hard on you and Reseph. You’ve had a rough time, and if you need him in your
         life, I have no right to interfere.”
      

      
      “You were just looking out for me,” Jillian said miserably. “If you’d taken in a complete
         stranger with no background history, I’d have done the same thing.” Turned out Stacey
         was right to be worried, which made this even worse.
      

      
      Stacey ran her finger along the rim of the can, averting her gaze. “Maybe. But I think
         I was a little jealous, too. The way he was watching out for you… it kind of made
         me feel useless, you know?”
      

      
      “Oh, Stace.” Jillian’s voice was toast, her words coming out as a croak. “You could
         never be useless.” She hurried over to her best friend and gave her a big hug, not
         even realizing until that moment how badly she herself needed one.
      

      
      Stacey knew, though, and the moment Jillian pulled back, Stacey stiffened. “What’s
         wrong?”
      

      
      “You should probably sit down.”

      
      “Dammit, Jillian, you’re scaring me.”

      
      Scaring you? Girlfriend, you ain’t seen scared yet. Jillian took a seat at the table and gestured for Stacey to sit. “Reseph got his
         memory back.”
      

      
      Stacey inhaled a harsh breath as she pulled out a chair. “Oh, wow. Is that why he’s
         not here? Where is he? What did he remember?”
      

      
      “It’s bad,” Jillian said. “Really unbelievable.”

      
      Stacey’s fingers tightened on the can. “Do not tell me I was right. That he’s a drug dealer or serial killer or some shit.”
      

      
      “Worse,” she rasped.

      
      “How can it be worse than a serial killer?” Stacey shook her head. “Unless he’s a genocidal dictator or
         something.”
      

      
      Jillian’s stomach turned over, and she grabbed the soda from her friend, drinking
         half of it before she could talk again. “You’re getting closer.”
      

      
      Stacey stared. “This isn’t some kind of sick joke, is it? People with cameras aren’t
         going to pop out of your closet, right?”
      

      
      “Just think about the last year. About the demons. Entire countries overrun by them.”

      
      “And?”

      
      “And someone was behind it. All of it.” She’d learned all the whys of it over the
         last couple of days, thanks to the book one of the Horsemen had left on her bedside
         table. It was fascinating reading, completely unbelievable if she hadn’t experienced
         the Horsemen and their world herself.
      

      
      For a long moment, Stacey just sat there. “I know you aren’t saying Reseph is that
         someone,” she said slowly.
      

      
      A chill wrapped around Jillian at the cold truth coming from her friend’s lips. It
         just sounded so real, so much worse when Stacey said it.
      

      
      “That’s what I’m saying. His brothers and sister showed up, and he remembered everything.
         This is going to sound crazy, but… he’s one of the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse.”
      

      
      Dead silence fell in the house. Jillian was pretty sure Stacey stopped breathing.
         And then she stood so fast her chair tipped over.
      

      
      “Knock it off,” Stacey snapped. “If this is a joke, it’s not funny. And if it’s not
         a joke, I’m going to kill that bastard for messing with your head like this. What
         the fuck? Really? He conned you into believing he’s some biblical legend?” She sucked in a sharp
         breath and grabbed Jillian’s hand. “Oh my God, did he get you hooked on drugs?”
      

      
      Jillian pulled away. “No, and I know this sounds insane, but I saw everything with
         my own eyes. He remembered, and he went crazy. Turns out his Seal had broken, and
         he turned evil. I guess one of his brothers killed him, and then an angel rescued
         him from hell, erased his memory, and sent him here so I could nurse him back to health.”
      

      
      Very calmly, Stacey righted the chair and sat down again. “Sweetie, I think maybe
         we should go to the hospital.”
      

      
      So, this wasn’t going very well. “I don’t need a hospital. I need you to believe me.”

      
      Closing her eyes, Stacey rubbed her lids, looking suddenly very tired. “Okay, let’s
         say I believe you.” She opened her eyes and regarded Jillian with concern. “Where
         is Reseph now?”
      

      
      “Greece, maybe. It’s where Reseph’s sister, Limos, took me.”

      
      “You… were in Greece.” Stacey’s voice dripped with disbelief.

      
      Jillian nodded. “We traveled through some sort of gate that lets them be anywhere
         in seconds. We went to Reseph and Limos’s brother Ares’s place. Reseph was in bad
         shape. The memories of what he’d done were haunting him.”
      

      
      “I’d hope so, given that he’s responsible for the deaths of millions.” Stacey coughed
         a little. “You know, if it’s true.”
      

      
      “It’s true. But it wasn’t him. It was his evil half, a demon named Pestilence.”

      
      “Riiiight.” Stacey looked at Jillian like she was sizing her up for a straightjacket. “Maybe you should come stay with me for a little while.
         We’ll find someone to take care of the animals, and you can get some rest.”
      

      
      “I don’t need rest.”

      
      “Okay, what if Reseph comes back?”

      
      Clearly, Stacey saw Reseph as a threat, but probably because she thought he’d brainwashed
         her or drove her insane or got her hooked on drugs.
      

      
      “I don’t know.” And that was the problem. She didn’t know how she felt about everything
         that had happened. All she knew was that she loved Reseph, which made what he’d done
         as Pestilence harder to deal with.
      

      
      “So you’re saying that you can forgive everything his alter ego did? You know how
         no guy you’ve dated has turned out to be who you thought they were? Well, if it were
         a competition, Reseph would win world champion triple-gold medal.” Stacey gave Jillian
         a look that tacked on, if what you’re saying is true.
      

      
      The doorbell rang, making both Jillian and Stacey nearly jump out of their skin. Stacey
         reached automatically for her holster before cursing at its absence.
      

      
      “Civilian clothes,” she muttered. “Let me get the door.”

      
      “Don’t be silly. I’m not an invalid.” She tore open the door and silently cursed.

      
      “Good to see you again,” the Aegis guy, Lance, said. He glanced over Jillian’s shoulder
         and gave a curt nod. “Officer Markham.”
      

      
      “Who are you?” Stacey asked, moving next to Jillian. “How do you know my name?”

      
      “We know more than you can imagine.” Lance’s condescending smile was as annoying as
         his answer.
      

      
      “Lance and Juan are from The Aegis,” Jillian ground out, never taking her eyes off Lance. “A demon-hunting organization.”
      

      
      Stacey eyed the men and their truck, her expression guarded. “Are you here about the
         local killings? There’s already been a team from DART here to investigate.”
      

      
      Oh, right. Jillian had forgotten to mention that the DART guys were also involved
         with the Horsemen. One of them was even married to one. That would have been the nail
         in Stacey’s skepticism coffin.
      

      
      “We’re not here about that,” Juan said. “We were wondering if Jillian had seen Reseph
         lately.”
      

      
      Jillian really did not like the vibe she got from these guys. “I’ve told you all you
         need to know.”
      

      
      “Then you won’t mind if we set up on your property to keep an eye out for him,” Juan
         said, and it wasn’t a question.
      

      
      “Yes, I do mind.”

      
      Stacey shoved past Jillian. “What’s this about? If Jillian is in danger—”

      
      “We’re all in danger,” Lance interrupted. “Every day that Horseman and his kin are
         loose puts the world at risk.” He glared at Jillian. “Or maybe you don’t remember
         all the news coverage of the plagues and massacres. Maybe you don’t remember the hordes
         of evil spawn swarming like locusts across entire continents.” His lips peeled back
         in a sneer. “Maybe you don’t remember being attacked by demons, Ms. Cardiff? Harboring
         one of the Horsemen of the Apocalypse isn’t some petty offense. It’s a crime against
         humanity that will earn you a place at the wrong end of an executioner’s blade. Remember
         that. If you see him again, we’ll expect a call.”
      

      
      Lance and Juan headed back to their truck, leaving Jillian spitting mad. How had he found out about her attack? Granted, hospital records
         probably weren’t hard to get hold of, but that meant they’d been digging into her
         past. And how dare they threaten her?
      

      
      “What a dick,” she muttered as she slammed the door closed. She turned to Stacey,
         who looked like she’d seen a ghost. “Stace?”
      

      
      Stacey blinked her glazed eyes. “Oh my God. It’s real.” She licked her dry lips. “I
         didn’t believe you, but unless the demon experts are on the same drugs you are… oh,
         holy shit. You were… you were sleeping with one of the Four Horsemen of the fucking
         Apocalypse.”
      

      
      “Um… yeah.”

      
      Then Stacey, who had never fainted in her life, passed right on out.

      
   
      
      Thirty-three
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      Limos couldn’t stop grinning. She’d smiled for the entire rest of the beach party,
         and during cleanup, and now that everyone was gone and she and Arik were alone in
         their house, she was still grinning like a fool.
      

      
      “I’m glad you got a happy baby-daddy ending,” he said, as she came out of the master
         bathroom. “I still can’t believe Reaver is your father.”
      

      
      “I think he’s still in shock, too.” She opened up the sliding glass door between the
         bedroom and the deck and stepped outside into the warm evening breeze. “Did you see
         how he looked at Logan after it sunk in that the baby was his grandson?”
      

      
      Arik followed her out, coming up behind her to cage her against the railing as they
         looked out over the ocean. “Yeah. He couldn’t stop staring.” He nuzzled the back of
         her neck, and pleasant shivers skittered over her skin. She loved when he did that.
         “It’s weird to think of him as a grandpa, though. He looks like he’s in his early thirties. Thirty-five at the
         most. Can’t believe he’s so ancient. Dinosaur ancient. Like, pre-wheel old.”
      

      
      “Funny, Arik. Very funny.” She squirmed around to pop him in the shoulder. “We might
         be as old as dirt, but that only means we’re much wiser than you.”
      

      
      He grinned, and she got all weak-kneed, the way she always did when he smiled. “Whatever
         you say, old lady.”
      

      
      “Oh, you are so not getting any tonight.”
      

      
      “Yeah?”

      
      “Yeah.” It was totally an idle threat and he knew it, even laughed when she ducked
         out from under his arms and stomped into the bedroom.
      

      
      She was definitely getting him into bed, especially since he’d spent the entire day
         sneaking up to her at every opportunity to whisper erotic things in her ear. He’d
         told her what he was going to do to her when they were alone, how he was going to
         do it, what body part he’d do it with… all in excruciating detail. She’d been so worked
         up by the time the party was over that she’d all but run into the house, dragging
         him behind.
      

      
      Then he’d gotten a phone call from Decker, which had allowed her to cool down, but
         only a little. She switched on the ceiling fan and stripped out of her bikini—slowly,
         so Arik would be tortured for as long as possible.
      

      
      She loved the way his eyes darkened and his entire body went taut, and as she stepped
         out of the bikini bottoms, a low growl rumbled through his chest. With a sassy flip
         of her hair over her shoulder, she sauntered back into the bathroom and closed the
         door.
      

      
      “Told you you weren’t getting any,” she called out.

      
      She heard the unmistakable zing of a zipper, and then, “I’m getting some right now.” His voice was low and rough, and heat built between
         her legs at the conjured image of him stroking himself.
      

      
      Okay, enough teasing. She needed him at her sex. Mouth or cock, she didn’t care.

      
      She started to turn the doorknob and then duh, remembered the reason she’d come back into the bathroom in the first place. She
         turned to the toilet… and stopped breathing.
      

      
      “Arik?” she croaked.

      
      He burst through the door, his expression fraught with worry. “What? What is it?”

      
      With a shaking hand, she grabbed the little white stick on the back of the toilet.
         “It’s… us.” She looked up at him, her entire body trembling now—with joy. “We’re going
         to be parents. I’m pregnant. I’m finally pregnant!”
      

      
      Arik grabbed her in a huge bear hug and lifted her off the ground, his whoop of laughter
         ringing in her ear. This was the perfect ending to a perfect day. She’d learned that
         her father was a man she’d already loved like a dad, and now the man she loved as
         a husband was going to be a father.
      

      
      And she finally had everything she’d ever wanted. Five thousand years of waiting had
         definitely been worth it.
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      Reseph stood at the tiny gravesite on the island of Steara in Sheoul. He used to visit
         yearly, but it had been a long time since he’d been here.
      

      
      Guilt and grief wrapped around his heart like barbed wire, digging in more with every
         beat.
      

      
      Reseph was so damned weak. For five thousand years he’d believed he was impervious
         to pain and emotional entanglements. He’d kept the females at arms’ length, and he’d done his best to never let family conversation get too serious. Couldn’t let
         his brothers and sister wallow in misery or loneliness, right? Yep, he’d thought he
         was doing it for them. To help them.
      

      
      But then he’d sat in Jillian’s barn loft and watched her take care of the animals
         like some kind of pathetic stalker, and he realized that everything he’d done had
         been to keep him from having to think too hard on his own feelings.
      

      
      Because the thing was, the old Reseph would have either shoved Jillian out of his
         mind by now, or he’d have popped into the barn, all smooth talk and smiles, and charmed
         his way back into her bed. Not back into her life, but her bed.
      

      
      He’d been such a bastard. He’d hated being alone so much that he’d filled his life
         with parties and females. So many females. For all the companionship, he’d been cold
         and alone, just the way Jillian had found him in the snowbank. That had been his life.
         Reaver had known exactly how to make that clear to him, hadn’t he?
      

      
      But now the only thing Reseph wanted was to gather her in his arms and stop her tears.

      
      Between trips to Sheoul to destroy the demons who had helped Pestilence do so much
         damage and visits to various disaster relief organizations to make donations, he’d
         checked in on her three times over the last three days. While he was happy to see
         that she was as strong as ever, handling the chores and the snow just fine, there
         was a sadness about her. This morning, when Fang-Doodle followed her out to the barn
         and cried pitifully from on top of a bale of hay, Jillian had broken into tears.
      

      
      “You miss Reseph, don’t you, buddy?” she’d said to the cat. “Me too. But he once said
         that when something’s gone, it’s gone.”
      

      
      Reseph had wanted to pop out of the khote and take that back, but he’d sat, paralyzed, as she pulled the little bird he’d carved
         out of her pocket and broke it in half before tossing it in the trash.
      

      
      Jillian, who held onto everything, including a ring from a guy who didn’t deserve
         to be breathing, had tossed Reseph’s gift.
      

      
      “Guess that includes people, too,” she’d whispered.

      
      She was done with him. Reseph had felt as though his entire body was imploding under
         the weight of his agony.
      

      
      How could he have said that? Because you lived by that rule, asshole.
      

      
      It took him several hours to go through his entire life, to find the event that had
         started it all. It was probably fair to say that there were a lot of events, but one
         in particular stood out, and it filled him with shame.
      

      
      The little grave at his feet contained a human who shouldn’t have died and who, if
         Reseph had been more watchful, wouldn’t be condemned to eternal suffering in hell.
      

      
      Sinking to his knees, he bowed his head. “I’m sorry, Ariya. I’m sorry I haven’t been
         here for you. I’m sorry I didn’t fight for you the way I should have. I can’t make
         it up to you, but I can make it up to someone else. And I’ll never miss your birthday
         again.”
      

      
      He bent forward and pressed a kiss into the headstone he’d carved himself. A sense
         of peace fell over him, and he could almost believe that his baby sister had given
         him her blessing.
      

      
      He’d failed Ariya, but he wouldn’t fail Jillian. He was going to fight for her the
         way he should have from the beginning.
      

      
   
      
      Thirty-four
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      Jillian pulled the pickup next to the house, and even before she shut off the engine
         she became aware of a presence nearby. The hairs on the back of her neck prickled
         as if she was being watched. If those Aegis assholes were spying on her, they were
         going to see the business end of her shotgun.
      

      
      Cursing, she hopped out of the truck and stomped to the front of the house. As she
         opened the door the fresh scent of fir tree hit her. Light spilled from the living
         room, a familiar multi-colored glow, and as she stepped inside, she saw the Christmas
         tree lit up in the corner. Beneath it, piled high, were dozens of wrapped presents.
      

      
      A lump formed in her throat and butterflies flitted in her belly, and when she sensed
         movement behind her, the butterflies went crazy. “Reseph,” she whispered.
      

      
      “Merry Christmas,” he replied softly. “I know it’s early, but we never had the chance
         to get the tree we talked about.”
      

      
      “Because you got your memory back.” She turned slowly, bracing her heart. Didn’t work. The sight of him made the stupid organ jerk painfully
         against her ribs. God, he was as gorgeous as ever, standing there in jeans and a black
         thermal Henley, his hair falling in lush blond waves to his shoulders.
      

      
      “I miss you.” He cleared his throat. “I want to make it up to you.”

      
      He wanted to make up to her the fact that he didn’t want to be tied to her? Not a
         chance. “I don’t want to hear it. I want you gone, and I don’t want to see you for
         another eleven and a half months.”
      

      
      “I’m not leaving.” His expression hardened. “Not until I’m finished with what I have
         to say.”
      

      
      “Then you’ll be talking to the wall, because I’m not interested.” She started for
         the bedroom, intent upon shutting him out here, but she hadn’t gone two steps when
         she found herself backed against the front door, Reseph’s hands on her shoulders,
         his mouth on hers. Oh, it felt good to be like this again. So good she wanted to weep
         with relief… and with anger.
      

      
      “I’ll talk to the wall,” he said against her lips. “I’ll talk to a window, the fireplace;
         hell, I’ll talk to the fucking carpet. But eventually I’ll get to you, and you will listen.”
      

      
      “I hate you.” She thrust her hands into his hair and kissed him back. Hard.

      
      He captured her lower lip in his teeth and then laved the gentle bite with his tongue.
         “I love you.” A buzz of both pleasure and pain at his words and the stinging nip rushed
         through her.
      

      
      “You hurt me.” She tore open his jeans and took him in her hand. His hard length jerked
         in her grasp, and he moaned. She loved that sound. Loved that she could make him need
         her.
      

      
      “Jillian… stop.” He captured her wrist and forced her to stop stroking.
      

      
      “Dammit,” she snapped, shoving at his chest, although it was like trying to move a
         brick wall. “You said you wanted to make it up to me. This is what I want. You hurt
         me. You made me love you. You made me promises, that you liked this life and wanted
         to be with me, and then you yanked it all away.”
      

      
      “I know.” He sounded like he’d swallowed sand. “That’s why I’m here. But we need to
         talk first.”
      

      
      “Talk? You? Mr. Who Doesn’t Love Casual Sex?” She shoved at him again. And again.
         As if pushing him was going to bring back all the happiness they’d shared. When he
         didn’t budge, she changed tactics and ripped off her sweatshirt. She went for her
         jeans, but this time Reseph grabbed both her hands.
      

      
      A rough sound erupted from his throat. “Jillian, stop it.” She looked up and nearly
         swayed at how his eyes glinted with shards of lust. “I’m on the edge right now. Being
         here with you is making my sex demon half rage. I want to mount you so bad. Throw
         you against the wall and pound into you until the roof comes down on top of us.”
      

      
      A powerful punch of arousal made Jillian’s body quiver at Reseph’s words. “Then what’s
         the problem?”
      

      
      “I don’t want it like this, and neither do you.”

      
      “You have no idea what I want,” she yelled. With a snarl, she shimmied out of her
         jeans. “I wanted you to fight for me instead of against me. I wanted you to trust
         yourself as much as I trusted you. I wanted you to want to be tied down.”
      

      
      A shadow of shame crossed his face, but in an instant it was gone, replaced by that
         intense, dangerous lust that had always permeated their lovemaking.
      

      
      “I made mistakes,” he growled. “But I’m here now.”
      

      
      “Well, give the man a medal,” she ground out, and before she even finished her sentence,
         he’d hauled her off her feet and braced her high up on the wall. His mouth was on
         hers in a demanding, almost brutal kiss. A raw, animal noise came out of him as he
         dug his fingers into her bottom to lift her and lower her onto his erection.
      

      
      He entered her in a hard, powerful surge, and then he was pounding into her the way
         he’d said, his hips jackhammering against her. Ecstasy rolled through her, her orgasm
         hitting her so fast her mind spun. She thrashed against Reseph, loving how he wasn’t
         sparing her mouth, her back as it scraped against the wall, or her sex as he pumped
         into her in a ruthless, delicious onslaught.
      

      
      His pace picked up, but how that was possible she had no idea. He jerked wildly, his
         body shuddering, and another climax ripped through her as his hot semen splashed inside
         her. A shout tore from his throat, and they both convulsed, swamped by pleasure.
      

      
      When the shuddering and panting waned, Jillian’s muscles turned to water, and very
         gently, Reseph eased her feet to the floor.
      

      
      “Fuck,” he muttered, shoving himself away.

      
      She blinked, brain fuzzed out and not functioning yet. “What’s wrong?”

      
      He zipped up and then snatched the blanket off the back of the couch and handed it
         to her. “Condom. Forgot to protect you again. I want to know if you’re pregnant.”
      

      
      It was on the tip of her tongue to ask him what he’d do if she were, but she was suddenly
         too tired to fight. “I’m not from the last time.” She’d started her period the day
         after she’d returned from Greece, and she’d been strangely sad about it. And God, how bizarre was it to think she could have been impregnated by
         one of the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse?
      

      
      He watched her wrap up in the blanket, the lights from the Christmas tree glittering
         in his eyes. “Are you okay?” His voice was gravelly. “I was too rough with you.”
      

      
      “Honestly, I don’t think that would be possible.” The air crackled with instant tension
         as that night in the airport parking lot got between them. Dammit. She quickly pretended
         she didn’t notice the taut strain in the room. “Where have you been staying? I’ve
         worried about you.”
      

      
      “In an old hunting cabin in Switzerland.”

      
      “So far away,” she mused.

      
      Twisting around, he straightened the silver garland wrapped around the tree. “Not
         when all I have to do is step through a gate to be anywhere in the world in seconds.”
      

      
      “True,” she said. “But I thought you hated the snow.”

      
      Reseph smiled. “I’ve learned to like it, I think. Reminds me of you.”

      
      A dull ache began to pound in her chest, because she wasn’t ready for this “talk”
         yet. Her emotions were too raw. “But you don’t like to be alone.”
      

      
      His shrug was halfhearted. “Without my family and you, I don’t want to be with anyone
         else.”
      

      
      “Your family turned you away?” She’d hoped that with the return of his sanity, his
         siblings would welcome him back.
      

      
      “They had no choice, Jillian. If Pestilence returns, I could turn on them.”

      
      This again. She gathered the blanket more tightly around her. “That wouldn’t happen.”
      

      
      “We can’t guarantee that.”

      
      She felt like screaming in frustration. “God, Reseph, how can I have faith in you,
         but you don’t?”
      

      
      Reseph turned away from her, and his voice went low. “I’ve had to spend a lot of time
         alone, Jillian. And it turns out that I don’t like myself very much. Now I know why
         I surrounded myself with people. I was shallow and vain, and I couldn’t let myself
         get attached to anyone.” He inhaled a shaky breath. “I went to Sheoul today to visit
         my sister’s grave.”
      

      
      Grave? She understood loss far too well, and she drifted closer to him. But was it
         for his comfort, or hers?
      

      
      “You have another sister? A Horseman?”

      
      “Human.” He kept fiddling with the tree, rearranging ornaments and lights. “My real
         mother, the sex demon, abandoned me with a human female who raised me as her own.
         Of course, she wasn’t much better than the demon mom. My human mother left me alone
         to fend for myself so much that I think I was malnourished for the first twelve years
         of my life. Almost died in a fire once, because there was no one around to save me.
         I’m still not sure how I got out if it.” He shrugged. “Anyway, I didn’t know she wasn’t
         my mother until I was an adult.”
      

      
      “That’s when you were cursed to be a Horseman, right?”

      
      “Yeah.” He moved a red bulb next to a blue one. “My human mother gave birth to a girl
         a year before our curses.” Affection drenched his voice. “Ariya was great. The one
         thing that really made me happy. I didn’t see her as much as I should have… I was
         always out drinking and whoring. And then, after our curses, we all kind of went insane
         for a while.”
      

      
      She’d read about their killing rampages, the destruction they’d caused everywhere
         they went. Reseph, having been cursed as Pestilence, had been given the power to inflict plagues on people, animals,
         and crops, and his swath of death had been widespread.
      

      
      “When I finally went back home during a period of lucidity, I found that, as usual,
         my mother had left Ariya alone. I tried to take care of her, but…” His big shoulders
         rose and fell a few times before he continued. “But I went crazy again, drinking,
         sexing, killing. It was just two days, but by the time I got back home, Ariya was
         gone.”
      

      
      “Gone where?”

      
      “A demon took her. I tracked that fucker to Sheoul and made him suffer for days before
         I killed him.”
      

      
      “And your sister?” Jillian asked weakly.

      
      “She died when the demon took her through the Harrowgate.” He swung around, devastation
         etched into his expression. “Since she died in Sheoul, her soul is trapped there for
         eternity to be tortured by any demon who can detect souls.”
      

      
      Horror sifted hot and cold through Jillian like dry ice, and she slapped her hand
         over her mouth. “Oh my God,” she mumbled into her palm. “That’s…” There was no word
         for it, so she gave up trying to find one.
      

      
      “Yeah.” He inhaled, taking a very long time. “I buried her in the nicest part of Sheoul,
         and I didn’t leave her for months. I didn’t eat. Didn’t drink. I slept beside her
         grave. Limos finally found me and dragged me out of there. But it hurt like hell for
         so many years. After that, I guess I never wanted to love anyone like that again.
         I know I never wanted to feel like that again. Easier to be happy and unattached.
         Take the easy road, as Ares put it.”
      

      
      “But you did get attached again, right?” She swallowed the lump in her throat. “You
         got attached to me.”
      

      
      He laughed bitterly. “But would my old self have gotten attached? No. I’d have fucked you and left you so fast your head would have spun.”
      

      
      His ugly words drilled a hole in her chest, but she soldiered on, determined to talk
         some sense into him. “That’s what I’m trying to tell you. You aren’t that person anymore.
         And you’re not the evil demon who tried to start the Apocalypse.” On some level, she
         still couldn’t believe she was saying things like that.
      

      
      “But I’m not the Reseph you knew, either.”

      
      “He’s the real you,” she insisted in what Reseph had called her stern frying-pan voice. “He’s the one who came out when there was no history to mold his personality.”
      

      
      “Maybe.” He walked over and sat across from her on the coffee table. “Whoever I am,
         I’m going to fight for you. I want you in my life. I want you to be my mate, and I
         want you to bear my children.”
      

      
      She blinked. Holy shit, she was going to fall over. When he jumped into something,
         he jumped all the way into the deep end, didn’t he? No testing the waters.
      

      
      “You don’t have to answer now. I’m willing to wait. It’s probably best anyway.”

      
      Maybe she was still reeling from the mate and children thing, but she was confused
         as hell about that last bit he’d said. “Wait? It’s not that I disagree, but… why is
         it for the best?”
      

      
      “Because I’m still not sure I can keep Pestilence at bay. I’m not sure I can patch
         my head up enough to protect you.”
      

      
      Her heart sank. Plummeted right to her feet. “Then we can’t be together,” she croaked.

      
      He stiffened. “What do you mean?”

      
      God, how could this be happening? “I can’t go through this again. I can’t be with
         you and wonder if someday you’re going to leave because you don’t have faith in your ability to control Pestilence.”
      

      
      “It won’t be like that.” He took her hand and squeezed, tugging her closer. “I’ll
         be here for you. I might need time now and then, but I’ll be here. It might just be
         a while before we can settle down with a family.”
      

      
      “How long?”

      
      There was a long silence. “I can’t answer that. Not yet.”

      
      “Exactly. I’m not waiting around for years, only to have you one day say it can’t
         happen.” Her eyes stung, and her vision blurred as she peeled away from him and got
         to her feet. “I love you more than I’ve ever loved anyone, and I know I can’t live
         through that pain.”
      

      
      She steeled herself against the hurt in his eyes. The man she loved was in there,
         but until he realized it himself, she couldn’t back down.
      

      
      “Go, Reseph. I love you, but I can’t be with you until you can trust in yourself the
         way I trust in you. I’m not going to compromise on what I want.” She’d done that with
         every man she’d been with, and her relationships had always ended badly. Reseph, more
         than any of the others, had the power to destroy her.
      

      
      Reseph moved to her, but she sidestepped and gestured to the door. “Dammit, Jillian,
         I won’t give up.”
      

      
      “That’s your choice,” she said. “But know that I won’t give in.”

      
      The moment the door closed, Jillian sank to the floor in a pool of blankets. She wouldn’t
         cry. Not again.
      

      
      She told herself that over and over, but the tears came anyway.

      
   
      
      Thirty-five
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      “Is everything in place?”

      
      From inside the khote, Gethel looked down on Jillian Cardiff’s little farm. “Yes.” She turned to Lucifer,
         who shared the invisible space. “The Aegis believes I’ve given them the tools to capture
         and hold the Horsemen. First thing in the morning, their plan kicks off.”
      

      
      Lucifer, his black eyes glinting, smiled. As an angel, he’d been handsome. As the
         second most powerful fallen angel in Sheoul, he was stunning.
      

      
      “And our plan kicks off shortly after that.”

      
      Gethel shivered with anticipation. By noon tomorrow, a whole bunch of birds were going
         to go down with one stone. Lucifer would strike a powerful blow to The Aegis, and
         he’d dole out punishment to the Horsemen like they’d never seen. Reseph had made a
         huge mistake when he’d sought revenge against those who had sided with Pestilence.
         Killing Lilith had been the fatal error that sealed his fate.
      

      
      Lucifer couldn’t destroy the Horsemen, but he’d devised a trap of epic proportions.
         “You’re certain your cage will hold them?” she asked.
      

      
      “Their prison is constructed of hellhound venom, rendered from hundreds of the beasts.
         The Horsemen merely need to touch the cage walls and they’ll be rendered immobile.
         I’ll also have Sheoul’s most powerful mages continuously refreshing and renewing the
         walls so they never weaken or lose potency.”
      

      
      “Excellent.” She knew he also planned to hang their cages above roaring fires so the
         assholes would roast for all eternity. Once imprisoned, even if their biblical Seals
         broke, they would be helpless to escape or fight on the side of good in the Apocalypse.
         “Don’t forget my payment.”
      

      
      Lucifer inclined his head. “Thanatos’s child will be yours to do what you will with
         him.” He reached out and fingered the tip of her wing, and she shivered with both
         pleasure and fear, an intoxicating combination. “What do you plan for him?”
      

      
      The child was a perfect, beautiful combination of light and dark, with unusually strong
         battle angel tendencies as well as a powerful demon half. So much potential there.
      

      
      “I intend to exploit his demon side and raise him to be an angel assassin.”

      
      Lucifer smiled. “Nice.”

      
      Hardly. She had no intention of being nice. But then, neither did Lucifer. The story
         of the horrors he’d inflict on the Horsemen and their loved ones would be written
         in their blood and passed down through history.
      

      
      The Horsemen would pay for turning their backs on her. And she was going to love watching
         them suffer.
      

      
   
      
      Thirty-six
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      Morning came way too early for Jillian. She hated mornings now that Reseph was gone.
         She hated waking up alone. Hated feeling the cold side of the mattress. Hated not
         having anyone to cook breakfast for.
      

      
      Peeling open her puffy eyes, she crawled out of bed and shuffled to the bathroom.
         The mirror was not her friend today. She looked like hell.
      

      
      Had she done the right thing by sending him away? Doubt made her nauseous. Logically,
         she knew she’d done what she needed to do for her self-esteem, but emotionally, she
         felt wretched. Was it better to be mostly happy in a relationship filled with uncertainty
         or filled with self-righteousness but miserable and alone?
      

      
      Alone had never bothered her. She’d never been miserable.

      
      Until now.

      
      She did her best to not think about Reseph as she dressed and headed out to the barn. The animals were happy to see her, as always.
         She scooped a bucketful of cracked corn for the chickens, and just as she got to the
         coop, the rumble of unfamiliar trucks coming up the driveway stopped her in her tracks.
      

      
      Two military-style rigs with tented boxy sections in the rear topped the rise, and
         alarm spiked. There was no good reason for vehicles like that to be at her house,
         and her first instinct was to dart back inside the barn and grab the shotgun.
      

      
      When the vehicles ground to a halt and Lance and Juan climbed out of one of the cabs,
         she wished she’d acted on that instinct.
      

      
      Lance approached while Juan tromped through deep snow to the rear of one of the trucks.

      
      “Nice to see you again, Ms. Cardiff.”

      
      She smiled, but no doubt it looked as fake as it was. “I wish I could say the same.
         Am I going to have to get a restraining order? You can’t seem to leave me alone.”
      

      
      “Don’t worry,” he said. “After today you won’t be seeing us again. We just need you
         to contact Pestilence.” Behind Lance, dozens of men in arctic fatigues filed out of
         the backs of the trucks, all armed to the teeth.
      

      
      “Well, that’ll be a little difficult, since I’ve never met Pestilence.”

      
      Lance’s smile was painfully tolerant. “You know what I mean.”

      
      “Then say it.” She dropped the bucket, and corn spilled all over the snow. “I won’t
         play your games.”
      

      
      All trace of civility left Lance’s expression. “Good. We can get down to business
         then. Contact Reseph.”
      

      
      “Why?”

      
      His hand lowered to a sheath at his hip, where he caressed the thick handle of some
         sort of dagger. “Because we need to talk to him.”
      

      
      “If you want to talk business, then I suggest you be straight with me.” She kept her
         tone businesslike, forceful, and prayed her nervousness didn’t show. “You don’t want
         to talk to him, or you wouldn’t have brought a truck and fifty men dressed like they’re prepared
         to do battle with Godzilla.”
      

      
      A dozen of the men surrounded her, and her pulse kicked into high gear. “You want
         it straight, we’ll give it to you straight. The Horseman is dangerous. They all are.
         We have the means to capture and hold them, and we need your help to do it.”
      

      
      “Why would you want to hold them?”

      
      “Pestilence nearly brought about the end of days. Do you want that to happen again?”

      
      What a stupid question. As if she’d jump up and down and shout, “Yes, I love apocalypses!”
         What a moron.
      

      
      “They said it won’t. Their Seals can’t be broken until the biblical prophecy.”

      
      Lance leveled a cold look at her, made much more chilling by the fact that he was
         smiling. “Some of us don’t believe they’ll fight on the side of good. And even if
         they do fight on our team, it could be centuries before it happens. In the meantime,
         these guys are loose, wreaking havoc.”
      

      
      She shrugged. “I haven’t seen any havoc.”

      
      “You have no idea what they’ve done.” Lance unsnapped the strap holding the dagger
         in place, but Jillian refused to acknowledge his menacing actions. “The Horsemen are
         responsible for the Black Death, the Antonine Plague, the Hundred Years’ War—”
      

      
      “Wow. Busy people.” Jillian crossed her arms over her chest. “Were they responsible
         for the fall of Rome and World War Two? Maybe the eruption of Mount Vesuvius? Hurricane
         Katrina?”
      

      
      Lance’s hand snapped out to grab her biceps. “Listen to me, you Horseman groupie.
         I know your kind. You’re like one of those pathetic women who defends her abusive
         husband because deep down he’s really a nice guy.” He jerked her close, baring his teeth. “You’re going to help us. Because your boyfriend
         really isn’t a nice guy.”
      

      
      She spit in his face. “Go fuck yourself.”

      
      Cursing, Lance shoved her away and gestured to Juan. “Go through her shit. Cell phone,
         notes, everything. There’s got to be a way to contact the Horsemen.”
      

      
      Juan snagged her by the arm before she could even think about fleeing. “And if we
         don’t find anything?”
      

      
      Lance’s voice was pure evil. “Then we torture her until one shows up.”

      
   
      
      Thirty-seven
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      Jillian had been terrified more than once in her life. The worst, by far, had been
         when the demons attacked her in the ATC parking lot.
      

      
      Until now.

      
      For some reason, these Aegis guys scared her even more. With the demons, she knew
         what to expect; pain, blood, and death. With Lance and Juan, the unknown was making
         her sick with fear, and it was a huge shock to realize that humans were, by far, more
         terrifying than demons.
      

      
      The men who had climbed out of the trucks had melted into the surrounding forest,
         and after tearing apart her house, Lance had forced Jillian onto the snow-covered
         ground. Juan stood behind her, a wicked, S-shaped blade in his hand. Lance squatted
         down in front of her, her cell phone in hand.
      

      
      “Your house was a treasure trove of information. I’m guessing that the phone entry
         Limos is who I think it is?”
      

      
      Jillian shrugged. “It’s a common name here in Nowhere, Colorado.”
      

      
      “Smartass. I wonder,” Lance murmured, “if Pestilence cares enough about you to feel
         your pain.” He slammed his fist into her face, knocking her backward into Juan’s legs.
         Agony spiderwebbed through her cheek and jaw, all the way to the top of her skull.
      

      
      “Stop it,” Juan hissed. “She’s human.”

      
      “She’s involved with demons.” Lance shot Juan a disgusted glare. “I thought we agreed
         on this.”
      

      
      “As a last resort.”

      
      “If you have a problem with it, maybe you should have gone with Kynan, Val, and Regan
         and joined their little ragtag agency.”
      

      
      “You know that’s not what I want.” Juan eased Jillian off his legs. Face throbbing,
         she fell forward on her knees and spat blood onto the once pristine snow. “But some
         of Kynan and Val’s ideas on how The Aegis should conduct itself were valid. We need
         people to trust us and not run roughshod over everyone just because we can.”
      

      
      “We do what we have to do. The Apocalypse almost happened because of the ‘new, gentler’
         rules. We won’t let that happen again.”
      

      
      Jillian tested one of her teeth with her tongue. “I don’t understand.” Her words were
         mushy, spoken through her split lip.
      

      
      “Some of our colleagues are demon lovers. Kynan fucking married one, and Val’s daughter
         is a vampire. So they wanted to get all buddy-buddy with the freaks instead of killing
         them. When a demon named Sin came onto the scene, instead of killing her, Kynan let
         her live, and she started the plague that broke Pestilence’s Seal.” Lance snorted. “We should have sent Kynan packing right then and there.”
      

      
      “You won’t get any argument from me on that point,” Juan said.

      
      “Now,” Lance said, as he flipped open a pocketknife. “Your pain doesn’t seem to have
         brought Pestilence around, so let’s see if your screams will do it.”
      

      
      Terror flooded her as she scrambled backward, the scream he wanted so badly lodged
         in her throat. He lunged, catching her by her coat’s collar and yanking her toward
         him as he jammed the tip of the blade beneath her right eye.
      

      
      Suddenly, from the forest, a snarl rent the air.

      
      Lance smiled. “Looks like your honey has come to rescue you.”

      
      A deep male scream joined a chorus of growls and the gruesome wet sounds of tearing
         flesh. A chill that had nothing to do with the cold slithered down Jillian’s spine.
         She recognized those noises.
      

      
      “Soulshredder,” she rasped. “Oh, shit—”

      
      Two demons burst from the foliage and ran toward them, their gaping maws dripping
         saliva and blood. Lance and Juan shouted curses and sent weapons hurling at the things
         as Jillian scrambled to get to the house. But her panic and the icy ground cost her,
         sent her slipping and sliding.
      

      
      Even as she was reaching for the snow shovel propped up against the porch, Lance snared
         her ankle. “You little bitch! Look what your boyfriend sent!”
      

      
      Reseph hadn’t sent the demons and she knew it, but arguing was useless. She kicked
         at Lance, knocking him away. From all around, the Aegis people ran toward the demons. She grabbed the shovel and swung around, biting off a scream when one of the
         Soulshredders punched his fist through Juan’s chest and ripped his heart and lungs
         right out of his rib cage.
      

      
      A jumbled tirade of curses and insults erupted from Lance. He didn’t stop yelling
         even as he sank one end of his S-shaped blade into the creature’s back. Jillian swung
         the shovel, nailing it in the midsection. The demon screamed and spun, slamming its
         arm down on the wooden handle and breaking it in half. Lance was tossed into the snow
         in an awkward tangle of limbs. The other Guardians attacked, and although one of the
         Soulshredders was badly injured, the other wasn’t at all slowed.
      

      
      “Get the bitch in the house,” Lance shouted.

      
      One of the Guardians broke away from the battle with the demons to rush her. Wielding
         the shovel handle like a baseball bat, she prepared to defend herself. And then, from
         out of nowhere, a huge man in torn jeans and a ratty yellowed T-shirt bowled the Guardian
         over. Who the hell was that? There was no time to ask questions, though, not when
         she had both demons and humans after her. She needed help.
      

      
      As fast as she could, she threw herself onto the porch. The icy deck sent her sprawling,
         but she somehow managed to claw and crawl her way through the front door and lock
         it behind her. The Guardians had ransacked her living room… shit! Where was the card
         with Kynan’s number on it?
      

      
      Someone or something pounded on the door, putting a crack in the wood. Desperately, she tore through the
         mess, praying she’d find the card, because if she didn’t, she had a feeling she’d
         soon be praying for death.
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      Reseph was so not done fighting for Jillian. In fact, the challenge of winning a female,
         something he’d never really had before, left him energized. He wasn’t sure how he
         was going to accomplish what she wanted, because he wasn’t sure he’d ever be able
         to say, with one hundred percent certainty, that Pestilence was no longer an issue.
      

      
      He just had to find a way around Jillian’s demand, and if anyone could help with that,
         it was Ares. He’d have to discuss it with him soon. That was, of course, if Reseph
         wasn’t dead.
      

      
      Right now, he had to make things better for other people he’d hurt, and those people
         might demand payment in blood.
      

      
      He stood at the entrance to Than’s keep, feeling oddly unsure about entering, even
         though he’d called everyone to meet him here. He used to walk inside like he owned
         the place, but now he felt like a complete stranger. An intruder.
      

      
      An enemy.

      
      Taking a bracing breath, he pushed the door open. Inside, Than, Limos, and Ares were
         waiting, and surprise, surprise, so were Reaver and Revenant.
      

      
      Reseph’s siblings were armored. Man, that fact hit him like a punch to the gut.

      
      “Thanks for coming,” Reseph said.

      
      Than, who had been lounging on the couch, shoved to his feet, his expression stern.
         “What’s this about?”
      

      
      “I wanted to let you know I got a place to live.” At least, for now. He hadn’t exactly
         rented a place. He’d commandeered the run-down cabin he was staying in.
      

      
      Thanks to the fortune Thanatos had amassed for them by investing gold he’d looted
         hundreds of years ago, Reseph could have afforded to rent anyplace he wanted. But
         he didn’t care about comfort, and he didn’t want to be around anyone.
      

      
      “You could have left a message,” Ares said. “Why gather us here?”

      
      Because I miss you. “I was hoping we could find a way to give Arik’s soul back to him.” He’d thought
         about that last night… between bouts of thinking about Jillian and all the ways he’d
         fucked things up with her.
      

      
      “Really?” Limos came forward. “You think you can do that?”

      
      “I don’t know.” He looked at Reaver. His father. “Is it possible?”
      

      
      Revenant answered before Reaver could. “Only Pestilence can do that. Either through
         his death or by consent.” He shot a toothy smile at Limos. “Looks like your human
         is out of luck. Sad.”
      

      
      “You’re such an asshole,” Limos bit out.

      
      Total understatement. Reseph really hated their new Watcher. “Okay then, there’s only
         one thing to do,” Reseph said to Reaver. “Do you still have Wormwood?”
      

      
      Very slowly, Reaver nodded.

      
      “You have to kill Pestilence.”

      
      Silence fell in the room. A moment later, it erupted in Whats? And, Are you crazys? Then there was Revenant’s Gladly.
      

      
      Reaver strode across the room and stopped a foot away from Reseph. “Do you know what
         you’re saying? Killing him will kill you. Your soul will spend hundreds, maybe thousands,
         of years in Sheoul-gra being tortured until the biblical Apocalypse. Even then, there’s no guarantee that you’ll be reincarnated.
         The Watcher Council has calculated that the chances of good beating evil in the Final
         Battle are dismal without you.”
      

      
      “I have to make things better, Reaver. I have to repair some of the damage I’ve done.”

      
      “Not like this,” he said. “Arik is immortal now. He doesn’t need his soul anytime
         soon. We have time to find another way.”
      

      
      “You said there isn’t one.”

      
      “Dammit, Reseph.” Ares approached, his expression grim. “There is another way. You can let Pestilence out and—”
      

      
      “And what? You ask him nicely? He’s not exactly the kind to negotiate. And I won’t
         expose you to him again.”
      

      
      “I’m happy to torture Arik’s soul out of him,” Than said, with a little too much relish.
         Not that Reseph could blame him. But God, letting Pestilence out could only lead to
         bad things.
      

      
      “What if I can’t put him back?” Reseph rasped.

      
      Revenant crossed his arms over his puffed-out, leather-clad chest. “Then Pestilence
         goes on a rampage and butchers everyone you love.”
      

      
      “No, he wouldn’t.” Ares stared at Revenant with contempt, his hand hovering over the
         sword at his hip. “Because we’d have him pinned down with hellhound venom.” He glanced
         over at Reaver. “Since Pestilence no longer has the power of the broken Seal behind
         him, hellhound poison should work on him, right?”
      

      
      Reaver didn’t answer, which meant it was one of those things he couldn’t answer because of stupid Watcher rules.
      

      
      “You’d better hope so,” Revenant said, sounding so damned slimy. “Because Reseph will
         never be able to put him back.”
      

      
      The fallen angel’s words went right to Reseph’s gut, because that was exactly what
         Reseph was afraid of.
      

      
      “I am so sick of your ugly ass,” Limos snapped.

      
      Reseph strode to the center of the room, stopping the conversation. “All of this is
         pointless. It’s Arik’s decision. We ask him and go from there.”
      

      
      Total silence, because everyone in the room knew exactly what Arik would say.

      
      Kill Pestilence.
      

      
      “Reseph…” Limos bit down on her lower lip, and Reseph’s heart bled for her. She had
         to support her husband, but at the same time, doing so might mean death for her brother.
         She was in the worst of all positions.
      

      
      A phone beeped, and Limos grabbed her cell off the coffee table. “Shit.” She listened,
         her color fading until moments later, she wheeled around to Reseph. “It was Kynan.
         Jillian called him. She’s in trouble. The Aegis. Demons. Ky and Arik are on their
         way to her house.”
      

      
      Reseph’s heart nearly burst out of his chest as he swiped his finger over his armor
         scar. “I don’t have any right to ask you this, but—”
      

      
      “I’m with you,” Ares said.

      
      “Yup.” Limos joined Reseph at his side.

      
      Thanatos nodded. “Let’s go save your female.”
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      Jillian hung up the phone just as the door crashed in. A demon lunged through the
         doorway, its teeth snapping, its rotten stench making her gag. A startled yelp escaped
         her as she rolled out of the way of the creature’s claws. Suddenly the thing hissed,
         spitting frothy saliva as it flew backward through the doorway, its eyes wide with
         shock. The stranger who had arrived before she shut herself in the house stood where
         the demon had been.
      

      
      “Stay inside,” the man growled at her. He spun around and tackled the demon he’d hauled
         out of the house, taking it to the deck.
      

      
      Stay inside. Right. Good plan. Gripping her shovel handle, she started for the bedroom
         but skidded to a halt at the crash of broken glass and the nasty snarl that followed.
         A demon pulled itself through the window next to the bed.
      

      
      Not good. Holy shit, so not good.

      
      Praying Doodle was hiding somewhere safe, she swiped the snowmobile keys off the floor and bolted out the door. If she could get away from
         all of this, maybe she had a chance. She leaped off the porch, narrowly missing being
         grabbed by Lance. A grayish, eyeless demon lumbered in front of the snowmachine, cutting
         her off. Demons poured into the house, their screeches and clacking teeth joining
         the shouts and screams of the Guardians engaged in battle all around the farm. She
         darted toward the barn, but the battle closed in, and suddenly, she was in the thick
         of it with nothing but a piece of wood and keys for weapons.
      

      
      Then came the most beautiful sound in the world.

      
      Horse hooves pounded across the clearing from the forest. Four armored riders, Reseph
         in the lead, stormed toward her in a cloud of churned-up snow. For just a moment,
         the battle all around Jillian stopped. Reseph’s gaze caught hers, and she knew without
         a doubt that she was safe.
      

      
      “Shit!” Lance’s curse broke the spell that had fallen over the battlefield. Humans
         and demons exploded into action. An SUV tore up the drive, sideswiping a Soulshredder
         before spinning out and crunching into one of the Aegis trucks. Arik and Kynan leaped
         out, weapons flashing and slashing.
      

      
      Lance hurled a blade at Reseph, who whipped up a crossbow and shot the blade out of
         the air.
      

      
      “He’s mine,” Thanatos roared, cutting between Reseph and Lance.

      
      Jillian didn’t understand why, but clearly, the yellow-eyed Horseman harbored a murderous
         hatred for the Guardian.
      

      
      “Wraith’s gonna be pissed!” Kynan shouted, even as he ducked a swipe from a Soulshredder’s
         claws. “He ordered Lance for dinner.”
      

      
      Thanatos flashed a set of wicked fangs. Fangs? Did Reseph have them, too? “I’ll take
         him a doggie bag of leftovers.”
      

      
      Jillian dove for the ground as Thanatos thundered past, a scythe in his hand. As she
         rolled in the snow, she caught a glimpse of Thanatos swinging that wicked blade and
         cleaving Lance’s head from his shoulders.
      

      
      Another Soulshredder burst out of the forest and was on her before she could even
         scream. Heart pounding, she jerked the shovel handle upward, catching the creature
         in the ribs. The wood penetrated deep, driving so hard it erupted from the demon’s
         back. It howled, its massive jaws opening in front of her face. She could smell its
         foul breath and the rank feces-like odor that clung to its skin. A flashback to the
         night at the ATC parking lot tore through her brain.
      

      
      She’d been helpless. Terrified.

      
      Yeah, well, she was terrified now, too, but she was not helpless.
      

      
      She wrenched her makeshift stake upward, shoving it toward the thing’s heart. It howled
         again, spraying foul-smelling liquid in her face.
      

      
      Her stomach heaved, and she scrambled wildly backward, narrowly avoiding having her
         head bitten off.
      

      
      Even impaled, the demon lurched at her, its clawed hand raised for a killing blow.
         An arrow blew through its eye, and it fell backward, landing in a bloody, twitching
         heap. Reseph leaped off his horse and swept her up like some kind of legendary knight
         in shining armor.
      

      
      “Are you okay?”

      
      “Yes—” She broke off, her breath rushing from her lungs as Reseph whipped around and
         took out two skinny, six-legged demons with a sword that seemed to come from nowhere.
      

      
      “Stay down!” Reseph shoved her behind him, pinning her between his body and the deck,
         and then he was a flurry of armor and swords and crossbows that demolished half a
         dozen demons in a matter of seconds.
      

      
      Before this, she’d seen only a man… granted, a super sexy, dangerous man. But for
         the first time she was truly witnessing a warrior in action. The man she loved, one
         of the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse, could kick some serious ass.
      

      
      He was a thing of beauty, a smooth, confident fighter who knew exactly where and how
         to strike each of his enemies. All of the Horsemen were, actually. She watched in
         awe and not a small amount of horror as all around her the Horsemen, the stranger,
         and Kynan and Arik battled the demons and Guardians, and she could only pray that
         no one had breached the barn to hurt her animals.
      

      
      Time seemed to slow, becoming a spinning vortex of screams, growls, and blood. Eventually,
         Reseph kneeled in front of her, his expression concerned and serious.
      

      
      “It’s over. Everything’s okay.”

      
      “But…” Frowning, she looked around.

      
      With the exception of the stranger, who was twisting a demon’s neck so hard she heard
         a crack, nothing was moving in the clearing. Near the barn, Limos, Ares, and Thanatos
         had rounded up the surviving Guardians and were holding them at swordpoint. Arik and
         Kynan were triaging the human survivors and dispatching wounded demons.
      

      
      The stranger jogged over, but when he reached for Jillian, Reseph grabbed him. “Who
         the fuck are you?”
      

      
      He threw the man against the side of the house, and when the man struck back, lunging for Reseph, Jillian experienced an odd, panicky sensation.
      

      
      She shoved her hand between the two males, her palm making a metallic clang against
         Reseph’s breastplate. “Reseph, stop!”
      

      
      “Why?”

      
      The stranger, panting and bleeding, stared at Jillian as if he knew her, which only
         confused her more. “I don’t know,” she said honestly. “Who are you?”
      

      
      He fell to his knees and bowed his head. “Permission?”

      
      Jillian blinked. “What?”

      
      “Permission.” The guy flinched as though expecting to be struck. “To speak.”

      
      Baffled, she glanced at Reseph, who shrugged. “Um… okay. You have permission to speak.
         Who are you?”
      

      
      “I have no name,” he said gruffly. “You must give me one.”

      
      “Ah, fuck,” Reseph breathed. “He’s a slave.”

      
      “A slave?” Surely not, but Reseph didn’t look like he was kidding. “Are you serious?”

      
      “Yep. And apparently, he thinks you’re his master.” Reseph grabbed the man’s jaw and
         lifted his face, but the slave’s eyes remained downcast. “Why are you here? Why do you think Jillian is your master?”
      

      
      The man looked at Jillian for guidance, just a flicker of a glance that pleaded for
         an okay to talk, and this was just… sick. “Yes, you can speak. You don’t need to ask
         permission again. You can always speak.”
      

      
      For some reason, her reply seemed to pain him. “My bond was transferred.”

      
      “From who?” Reseph asked.

      
      “Harvester.”

      
      Reseph tensed and stepped back. “Did you agree to this, Jillian?”
      

      
      “I-I don’t know. I don’t think so.”

      
      Reseph rounded on the nameless guy. “How did this happen?”

      
      “There would have been blood involved,” the man said.

      
      Jillian swore under her breath. “When I agreed to giving you some of my mind, Harvester…
         she put a drop of blood over my heart.”
      

      
      “Damn her,” Reseph breathed. “Why did she do it?”

      
      Nameless guy bowed his head. “There’s only one reason she would have done it. She
         expects to die, and her death would have transferred my bond to her killer.”
      

      
      Reseph scrubbed his hand over his face. “So she was trying to save you from a terrible
         fate by giving you to someone of her choosing.”
      

      
      “Yes.”

      
      Jillian’s stomach, already fragile from the bloody battle, lurched hard enough that
         she had to swallow bile. “This isn’t right. Slavery isn’t right. I can’t do this.
         I’ll set you free.”
      

      
      “You can’t,” Reseph said. “A blood-bonded slave will die without the bond. If someone
         kills you, his bond will transfer. If you die of natural causes or in an accident,
         he’ll die shortly after.” He looked at the nameless guy, who was still eyeing the
         ground. “What species are you?”
      

      
      “Warg.”

      
      “Warg?” Jillian glanced at Reseph. “What’s that?”

      
      “Humans call them werewolves,” Reseph said. “Warg, how old are you?”

      
      “I don’t know.” The man lifted his face into the icy breeze like a dog with its head
         out the window. Pure ecstasy lit up his expression, and it was with reluctance that he returned his attention to Reseph.
         “Under fifty years, I’d guess.”
      

      
      “Excellent.” Reseph slid Jillian a smile. “Werewolves live for hundreds of years.
         The bond will give you his lifespan.”
      

      
      She sucked in a breath. “I—I don’t know what to say.” This entire morning had been
         one huge shock after another.
      

      
      “Please, mistress, can I have a name?”

      
      Uncomfortable lording over him like this, she went down on her heels so they’d be
         at eye level. “What did Harvester call you?”
      

      
      “I was Whine.”

      
      Jillian winced. What was wrong with people? “Did you have a name before you were a
         slave?”
      

      
      “I was given up as an infant.” His sandy hair concealed his expression as he looked
         down at the ground. “I don’t remember my name, but I’m told it was Tracker.”
      

      
      He’d been a slave since he was a baby? She wanted to hug him. Instead, she took a
         deep, bracing breath. “Then that’s your name.”
      

      
      Kynan jogged over, gave Tracker a cursory glance, and turned to Reseph and Jillian.
         “We’ve got a hell of a mess on our hands here.” He made a broad gesture over the battle
         scene. “What was all of this about?”
      

      
      Jillian came to her feet. “The Aegis was here to capture Reseph, but the demons… I
         don’t know.”
      

      
      Ares joined them, his expression so thunderous Jillian actually took a step back.
         “Limos tried to open a gate and couldn’t. I tried, same result. Than discovered an
         invisible barrier around the farm.” A growl erupted from his chest. “We can’t get
         out of here. Fuck, Reseph… this was a trap.”
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      Alarm rang through Reseph like a bell had rung in his head. “A trap? Set by who?”

      
      A sudden rumbling shook the ground like a magnitude-nine earthquake, felling trees
         at the edge of Jillian’s property. A malevolent undercurrent swirling in the air raised
         the hairs on the back of Reseph’s neck. He whirled in the direction of the source
         of the vibe, his lungs seizing at the sight of Lucifer standing a hundred yards away.
         Behind the fallen angel, rising up out of the soil, was an army of demons.
      

      
      “Oh, that’s got to be bad,” Arik breathed.

      
      “Aren’t you the king of understatements.” Reseph shouted to Than and Limos, who were
         still keeping the surviving Guardians corralled. “Release them! We might need the
         extra muscle.” Not that he expected them to be a huge help against Lucifer, but Reseph
         had a feeling they would need all the help they could get.
      

      
      The Guardians scattered, taking defensive positions near the trucks, barn, and in
         the surrounding forest.
      

      
      “Reseph?” Jillian tugged at his arm. Her hair was tangled and full of snow, blood
         streaked her skin and clothes, and although she had every reason to be afraid, she
         was alert and calm, a warrior even if she didn’t know it. “What’s going on?”
      

      
      “Let’s get inside.” He ushered everyone into Jillian’s house, ignoring the amplified
         sound of Lucifer’s laughter.
      

      
      Tracker was on Jillian’s heels, almost as close as Reseph was, and had this been any
         other situation and any other male, Reseph would have gutted the guy. But the warg
         was clearly invested in protecting her, and that would only be a good thing.
      

      
      “Who is this guy?” Ky cast a wary glance at Tracker.

      
      “Jillian’s slave.” As Ares and Than righted the furniture that had been tumbled by
         demons, Reseph parked himself next to one of the front windows so he could keep an
         eye on Lucifer. “Harvester transferred the bond to her.”
      

      
      Thanatos cocked a pale eyebrow at Tracker, who backed himself into a corner near Jillian,
         head bowed. “Interesting.”
      

      
      “Come out of there, Horsemen.” Lucifer’s cajoling voice boomed as if from a loudspeaker,
         “Come see what the lives of hundreds of your pet hellhounds have given me.”
      

      
      The growl that came out of Than rattled his bone plate armor.

      
      Jillian rubbed her arms through her coat. “Is someone going to tell me what’s going
         on?”
      

      
      Limos, her black hair tied in a high knot on her head, peeked out of one of the windows.
         “Reseph has been busy killing everyone in the underworld who helped Pestilence, and he’s kind of pissed
         off Lucifer.”
      

      
      “You did your fair share of pissing off Lucifer when you killed his pet angel,” Ares
         pointed out, and Limos blushed.
      

      
      “Wait. Lucifer?” Jillian’s voice vibrated with shock. And terror, which made Reseph
         want to gate her anywhere but here. Except no place was safe from the fallen angel.
         “The Lucifer? That’s who’s outside?”
      

      
      “Yes,” Thanatos said, “but he’s not Satan, if that’s what you’re thinking. Lucifer
         is Satan’s second in command, though, so we’re talking about a demon who ranks in
         the top ten on the ‘Who’s Who of Most Powerful Beings in the Universe’ list.”
      

      
      “Oh, God.” Jillian hugged herself, and Reseph fought the urge to take her in his arms.
         He’d brought this down on her, and he doubted she’d welcome anything from him right
         now. “What does he want?”
      

      
      “To destroy us,” Limos said. “And if anyone has the power to do it, it’s him.”

      
      “And he won’t stop with us,” Ares said, his leather armor creaking as he paced. “He’ll
         take out our families, too.”
      

      
      Reseph closed his eyes, guilt pouring out of him in massive waves. “I’m sorry,” he
         croaked. “This is all my fault.”
      

      
      A tense silence fell, and then he felt Jillian’s hand twining with his. God, he didn’t
         deserve to be comforted.
      

      
      “Reseph.” Ares’s voice cracked loud enough to jolt Reseph’s eyes open. “None of this
         is your fault. What Pestilence did is on his shoulders. You’ve been trying to make things right. You’ve taken out a fuckton of
         evil in the last few days, and the truth is that Lucifer was going to come after us
         eventually anyway.”
      

      
      Thanatos nodded. “A showdown has been coming for a while now.”
      

      
      Limos fingered her sword. “We’ve just got to figure out how to beat him.”

      
      A blast of annoyance came off Arik as he strode across the room to her. “You aren’t
         fighting, Li.”
      

      
      “Of course I am.”

      
      Arik cursed. “I fight, you stay in here.”

      
      “Hey, man.” Ares clapped Arik on the shoulder. “I know you’ve got a protective streak
         a mile wide, but you’re going overboard with the me-man-you-woman shit.”
      

      
      “See?” Limos said, batting her eyelashes at her husband. “You’re being ridiculous.”

      
      “You want to tell them or should I?” Arik’s voice was sharp.

      
      Reseph went taut. “Tell us what?”

      
      “Dammit, Arik,” Limos snapped. “This isn’t necessary—”

      
      “She’s pregnant,” Arik broke in. “No way is she fighting.”

      
      It took a second for the news to sink in, and when it did, happiness collided with
         worry for her and the baby, because sure as shit, this wasn’t the ideal place for
         either one of them.
      

      
      “Okay, yeah,” Than agreed. “Limos doesn’t fight.”

      
      Limos huffed. “Guys, hellooooo. I’m immortal. I’ll be fine.”

      
      “You might be immortal, but you aren’t immune to injury,” Ares reminded her. “And
         remember what Reaver said about unborn children of immortals when Regan was pregnant?
         That their mortal status can’t be judged until they’re born? They’re still vulnerable
         in the womb.”
      

      
      Reseph nodded. “No fighting, Li. And no arguing.”

      
      Outside the ground rumbled again. Reseph turned back to the window and abruptly wished
         he hadn’t. “Jesus. There’s got to be thousands of demons out there now. And they’re
         closing in.”
      

      
      A hundred curses fell from Ares’s lips in as many languages. “We can’t stand up to
         that. Shit. Where the fuck is Reaver? I summoned him an hour ago.”
      

      
      “I’m done waiting, Horsemen.” Lucifer’s voice rattled what was left of Jillian’s windows.
         “I think I’ll send for your mates and children. And then I’ll tear their limbs off
         one by one until you show your cowardly faces. Come out now and spare their lives.”
      

      
      “Bastard.” Thanatos raced for the door, Ares on his heels, but Reseph leaped in front of them.
         They checked up, but barely, their big bodies trembling with the desire to fight for
         their families.
      

      
      For the first time, Reseph understood that.

      
      “I’ll surrender myself,” Reseph said to them. “It’s me he wants.”

      
      “Reseph, no,” Jillian gasped. “You can’t.”

      
      “Excuse me.” Tracker crept forward tentatively, haltingly, as if he expected to be
         struck for speaking. He pulled a small, clear case from his pocket, and deep inside
         Reseph, Pestilence stirred. “I have something for Reseph.” He held it out, but a booming
         voice froze them all.
      

      
      “Reseph!” Reaver materialized at Tracker’s side. “Do not take that.”
      

      
      “Why not?”

      
      “It’s concentrated evil,” Reaver said in a commanding tone that shook the entire house.
         “Merely touching it could set Pestilence free.”
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      Bile rose up in Reseph’s throat as he stared at the crystal case. “I don’t understand.”

      
      “It’s the malador.” Tracker lifted the lid to reveal a thorny black chain connected to a pulsing obsidian
         stone. “Harvester said it will give you the power you need to defeat Lucifer.”
      

      
      Reaver palmed Reseph’s shoulder, and he felt the angel’s heat through the metal. “Don’t
         take it. Don’t even think about taking it. That’s what Lucifer tortured Harvester for, and if Lucifer wants
         it, it’s gotta be plutonium-grade evil.”
      

      
      Reseph understood Reaver’s concern. Hell, Reseph had the same concern. But this might
         be the only shot they had at beating Lucifer. Then again, if Pestilence came out…
         shit.
      

      
      “Look outside, Reaver. We can’t defeat Lucifer.” Deep inside Reseph, Pestilence laughed.
         The fucker. “Not without help. If I can keep control of Pestilence, this could work.”
      

      
      “It’s risky,” Thanatos said. “Too risky.” Souls swirled all around him as he paced in front of the door, his rage barely contained. Ares wasn’t
         much better off, his hand opening and closing over the pommel of his sword.
      

      
      “Reaver, can’t you help?” Arik asked. “You’re an angel. Angels are supposed to fight
         demons, right?”
      

      
      “If Lucifer was attacking humans, yes. But this is a demon matter. No civilian humans
         are involved. Your mates don’t count because they’ve been altered in some way. We
         can’t interfere.” Reaver’s eyes glittered. “Well, other angels can’t. I won’t let
         my children suffer.”
      

      
      “What about your Watcher rules?” Reseph asked.

      
      “Fuck it,” Reaver said with a shrug. “I’ve broken rules before.”

      
      Reseph looked at each person in the room, ending with Jillian. He’d caused everyone
         so much pain, had never shown a bit of mercy. Now he could spare them more pain. No
         one would fight, and Reaver wouldn’t break any rules.
      

      
      “I’m going alone.”

      
      There was a chorus of bullshits and fuck yous from everyone, including, surprisingly, Arik.
      

      
      Reseph cut them all off with a curse of his own. “I swear to you, I’ll control Pestilence,
         but for this to work, Lucifer has to believe he’s in charge and I’ve turned my back
         on you.”
      

      
      “My minions are outside Ares’s mansion.” Lucifer called out. “You have two minutes
         before I order an attack.” As his voice faded away, a war chant started up, a guttural
         oath in Sheoulic that spoke of breaking bones, spilled innards, and skull-fucking.
      

      
      Yeah, Reseph was going to end this. None of those hellspawn were going to lay a hand—or
         anything worse—on Jillian’s skull.
      

      
      Taking a deep breath, Reseph took the case from Tracker’s hand. The moment he did, a dark, oily evil hit him like a fist. It was a punch to
         the head with a follow-up strike to the gut. His stomach rolled, and deep inside him,
         the container holding Pestilence developed a massive new crack.
      

      
      Yes, yes, yes! The voice was a whisper in Reseph’s mind, a whisper, and yet somehow it was way too
         loud. Put it on. We’ll rule the world.
      

      
      “Shut the fuck up,” Reseph muttered.

      
      “Reseph?” Jillian’s sweet voice came from behind him.

      
      His throat clogged as he turned to her. “It’ll be okay.” If he had to make a deal
         with the devil—literally—he would. “I just hope you don’t hate me after this.”
      

      
      “Never,” she whispered, but he doubted that.

      
      Reseph dipped his head so his lips grazed the shell of her ear. “Thank you for giving
         me the happiest days of my life.”
      

      
      Before she could say anything, he kissed her. Kissed her with as much passion as he
         could put into it. And then, before he could change his mind, he broke away from her.
      

      
      Fisting the chain, he slipped it over his head. Pestilence roared to the surface,
         victory exploding from his very essence.
      

      
      Join with Lucifer. Destroy our siblings! Fuck your little whore until she’s dead!

      
      “No!” Reseph fell to his knees, struggling to keep Pestilence from completely escaping
         the vessel and throwing off the hands that came down to help him. Pestilence wasn’t
         going to play nice. Reseph had to find another way. Get his cooperation. He looked
         out at the army of demons. “We want that army for ourselves. If we destroy Lucifer,
         we can be Satan’s right hand. We can assure ourselves a place at his side when the biblical
         Apocalypse begins.”
      

      
      Yes… yes, I like that. Lucifer was always such an asshole.
      

      
      It was dangerous to work with Pestilence, and Reseph knew it. The joy Pestilence took
         in killing would fill Reseph like a drug and cloud his judgment. But he had no choice.
         He just had to hope no one in the house believed what he’d just said out loud in his
         conversation with his evil half.
      

      
      Shoving to his feet, he staggered to the doorway, refusing to meet anyone’s gaze.
         Especially not Jillian’s. Get it together… get it together…
      

      
      He breathed deeply, giving himself a moment to draw on Pestilence’s malignant energy
         and fill himself with strength. Power sizzled over the surface of his skin and his
         muscles juiced up, turning his body into a giant battery of evil.
      

      
      That’s it. We are invincible.
      

      
      Palming his sword, Reseph strode out of the house and across the clearing. The first
         ten demons who tried to strike him down found out how powerful a tiny piece of evil
         could make a Horseman. The eleventh, a Cruentus male who had served Pestilence, recognized
         his master and fell to his knees in awesome supplication.
      

      
      After that, the crowd parted like the Red Sea before Moses.

      
      Reseph approached Lucifer, employing his trademark cocky confidence and Pestilence’s
         arrogance. “Hey, Lucy.”
      

      
      The fallen angel, currently dressed as a leather-clad biker with waist-length black
         hair, gave him a nasty smile. All around him, the wind shrieked as if it were being
         tortured, but not a single snowflake touched Lucifer. Even Mother Nature kept a respectful
         distance from the evil monster.
      

      
      “I’m going to cut that loose tongue right out of your head, you pompous cock.”

      
      “Aw.” Reseph feigned a pout. “You’re sad that Lilith’s tongue no longer services that
         tiny dick of yours.”
      

      
      Lucifer hissed. He’d never had much of a sense of humor. “Let the pain begin.” He
         raised his hand, and his minions readied their weapons.
      

      
      “Hold!” Reseph’s voice carried on the wind, amplified by Pestilence’s resonance. “We’re
         ready to strike a deal.”
      

      
      Deal? No deal! Pestilence beat at the walls of Reseph’s skull.
      

      
      “I’ll serve you. I’ll be your lackey, your whipping boy, your… whatever. Willingly.”
         God, he nearly threw up at the words. Pestilence had been at Lilith’s with Lucifer
         enough to know what peculiar tastes the male had. But Reseph would do whatever Lucifer
         wanted for all eternity if it meant his family would be safe. “Leave my family alone,
         and I’ll do whatever you want.”
      

      
      This is a trick, yes? We’ll crush him in his own house.
      

      
      Reseph ignored Pestilence.

      
      “No deal, asshole. You’ll do all of that anyway. After I crush everyone and everything you hold dear.”
      

      
      Lucifer, in a massive surge of power, snared Reseph by the throat and lifted him into
         the air. Reseph strained in his grip, managing to strike out with his fist, but Reseph’s
         blows barely made the demon flinch. Lucifer squeezed, digging his fingers into Reseph’s
         skin so hard he heard popping noises and felt blood spurt. Pain shot down his spine—hot,
         molten—and he swore his muscles were peeling off the bones.
      

      
      Impotent fury pounded in Reseph’s veins, and pressure constricted his lungs, filling
         them with fire instead of air.
      

      
      “This,” Lucifer growled, “is for Lilith.”

      
      He hurled Reseph across the clearing as easily as if he’d thrown a ball for a dog.
         Reseph smashed through the side of Jillian’s house and landed in a crumpled heap of
         pain, broken bones, and failure.
      

      
   
      
      Forty-one

      
      [image: image]

      
      Reaver beat everyone to Reseph, who was lying dazed on the floor behind Jillian’s
         couch. “Reseph? Can you hear me?” As Jillian kneeled at Reseph’s side Reaver channeled
         healing power into the Horseman, and within seconds, Reseph’s bones knitted back together.
      

      
      “Got my immortal ass kicked,” he muttered. He looked up and snarled. “What’s Revenant
         doing here?”
      

      
      Reaver glared at his evil counterpart. “He showed up a minute ago.”

      
      “I’m here to keep Reaver in line,” Revenant said. “Can’t have any broken rules now,
         can we?”
      

      
      Outside, the chanting started again. Rising up above the chants were thunderous footsteps.
         Coming close. Too close, too fast.
      

      
      Reaver moved from Reseph to Kynan in the blink of a human eye. Being an angel was
         awesome sometimes. “I need you to do something that’s going to rebel against your
         every instinct.”
      

      
      Ky narrowed his eyes. “What?”
      

      
      “Do you trust me?”

      
      “Yeah.” Kynan inclined his head in a slow, serious nod. “There’s no one I trust more.”

      
      Reaver prepared himself for something he never thought he’d say. Something that could
         put Heaven in the worst kind of danger. Something that would go down as either a brilliant
         strategy��or the most disastrous move in history. “Give Heofon to Reseph.”
      

      
      “What?” Kynan backed up so fast he bumped into Revenant, who hissed like the bad-tempered
         ass he was. “Heofon won’t give him the charmed protection I have. Why would you want
         him to have it?”
      

      
      “Heofon,” Ares rumbled. “It’s a piece of Heaven, isn’t it?”

      
      Reaver nodded. “A couple of years ago, a fallen angel used it to try to open a gate
         between Sheoul and Heaven. We stopped him before that could happen, and Ky was given
         Heofon to guard. With it, Reseph can draw on the powers of Heaven.”
      

      
      Reseph linked one hand with Jillian’s and toyed with the chain around his neck with
         the other. “And combined with the powers of Sheoul I’m drawing with this amulet, I’d
         be all but invincible.” His voice vibrated with self-loathing. “And so would Pestilence.
         I can’t risk it. I’m already fighting him. If he overpowers me… fuck. He’d be able
         to open that gate…”
      

      
      “And lead a demonic invasion into Heaven,” Kynan finished.

      
      Revenant grinned like a vampire in a blood bank.

      
      “No.” Shaking his head, Reseph stood, backing away from Jillian and continuing his
         momentum until his spine cracked against the wall. “I’m not strong enough for this.”
      

      
      “Yes, you are.” Jillian approached him cautiously, as if he were a flighty foal she
         didn’t want to startle. “I’ve seen how strong you are. I know you can do this.”
      

      
      Reseph’s eyes were wild. “Can’t.”

      
      Jillian took his hand. “I promise you, you can.”

      
      “Reaver.” Thanatos moved forward. “What are our options if Pestilence opens a gate?
         Can we stop him?”
      

      
      “He won’t be as strong as he was when his Seal was broken, but he’ll have a demon
         army behind him.”
      

      
      “With no prophecy to help you pathetic losers along with this,” Revenant chimed in,
         “you’re kind of screwed.”
      

      
      “That’s so helpful,” Limos muttered.

      
      Reseph turned to Reaver. “What about Wormwood?”

      
      Everyone got quiet… except Jillian. “What’s Wormwood?”

      
      “It’s the only weapon that can kill Pestilence,” Reaver said.

      
      “But… won’t that kill Reseph, too?” Jillian plastered herself to Reseph’s side. “No.
         You can’t do that.”
      

      
      Turning, Reseph drove his fingers into Jillian’s hair on either side of her head and
         drew her close enough that their foreheads almost touched. The intimacy left Reaver
         touched with an odd sense of longing. Why, he wasn’t sure. He’d long ago decided bachelorhood
         was the best fit for him.
      

      
      Then again, so had Reseph. “It might be the only way,” Reseph murmured to Jillian.
         “I can’t live as Pestilence again.”
      

      
      “But you’ll die.”
      

      
      “Pestilence will die. I’m just collateral damage.”

      
      Kynan closed his eyes, and when he opened them again, they drilled into Reaver. “You
         sure about this?”
      

      
      “I am.” Reaver looked over at Reseph. “My son is stronger than he thinks. I’ve always known that. And I suspect his brothers and sister
         know that, too.”
      

      
      Taking his time and with the greatest of care, Kynan handed the necklace to Jillian.
         Reaver didn’t miss the way Revenant’s eyes glittered. No doubt the evil bastard would
         give his very soul to gain possession of such a powerful object.
      

      
      “This is a real piece of Heaven, huh?” Jillian’s voice was barely a whisper. She turned
         to Reseph. “You can do this. It’s up to you now. You’ll save us. I know you will.”
      

      
      He swallowed. “No pressure, right?”

      
      “No pressure,” Jillian answered.

      
      Reseph tugged her hard against him and kissed her. Out of respect, Reaver turned away,
         giving them a moment of privacy.
      

      
      When Reaver had first taken the job of Watcher, Harvester had told him about Reseph’s
         past. Given the flighty playboy Horseman’s history, Reaver hadn’t expected to see
         him ever fall for any one person. But clearly, he’d found his match in Jillian. They’d
         healed each other.
      

      
      Hopefully, Jillian would be enough of an anchor for him to fight his evil half.

      
      He turned back to the couple as they pulled apart. Reseph ducked his head, and Jillian
         slipped the necklace over it.
      

      
      And then all hell broke loose.

      
   
      
      Forty-two
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      Reseph fucking exploded out of his armor. As if a nuclear bomb had gone off on the
         surface of his skin, his armor blasted off his body, blowing through the living room
         like shrapnel.
      

      
      Fucking. Awesome.

      
      Completely naked, his skin glowing, Reseph looked through Pestilence’s eyes on his
         family, some of whom had taken damage. Ares was wrenching a shard of metal out of
         his thigh. Thanatos was bleeding from a gash in his cheek. Limos and Arik were untouched,
         as was Kynan.
      

      
      Jillian!

      
      Reseph spun to where she’d been standing, ignoring Pestilence’s cackling laughter.
         Blood splattered the floor, but Jillian was okay. Reaver must have shoved her behind
         him. The angel, on the other hand, was clutching his belly, from which a dinner plate–sized
         piece of metal jutted.
      

      
      Funny.
      

      
      Reseph wanted to help. Wanted to say he was sorry. But Pestilence had taken away his
         voice. He felt like a spectator as his own hand reached out in a come to Papa gesture, and suddenly, all of his armor ripped free of the walls, the furniture,
         from bodies, and snapped back into place.
      

      
      We are so strong, Pestilence shouted. We can rule the heavens now!

      
      First things first, Reseph reminded him. We need to destroy Lucifer.
      

      
      The power-hungry demon purred his approval. And with the two amulets and Lucifer’s blood, we can break the barrier between Heaven
            and Sheoul.
      

      
      The container that had housed Pestilence was wide open and empty. Reseph knew, without
         a doubt, that when the battle with Lucifer was over, the battle for freedom would
         begin. One of them would return to the container.
      

      
      Reluctantly, Reseph let Pestilence take over. Pestilence’s pure evil vibe would give
         them an advantage, and they needed every extra edge they could get.
      

      
      But Reseph refused to go too deep, terrified that if he buried himself too heavily
         under Pestilence, he’d never be able to claw his way back out.
      

      
      At the living room door, Pestilence, that bastard, halted. Very slowly he turned to
         Jillian, and Reseph felt Pestilence’s twisted lust heat his groin.
      

      
      The parking lot incident flashed through Reseph’s head—Jillian’s screams, her terror,
         Pestilence’s sick anticipation. The things he had planned to do to her after the Soulshredders
         were done…
      

      
      “No!” Reseph lurched toward her, but someone shoved him outside the house, and Pestilence
         took over, laughing his fucking ass off.
      

      
      They cut a swath through the army of demons, kicking at the ones who didn’t bow deeply
         enough and beheading the ones who didn’t bow at all.
      

      
      Lucifer, standing atop the shallow rise at the rear of the army, grinned as they approached.
         “Back for more? Or are you here to surrender?”
      

      
      “Neither.” The voice coming from Reseph’s mouth was smoky and harsh, singing with
         power, and Lucifer’s expression fell.
      

      
      “Pestilence.” Lucifer narrowed his eyes. “What trick is this? I feel power around
         you.”
      

      
      “Trick?” Pestilence’s and Reseph’s speech and thoughts were in perfect sync, and for
         the first time, Reseph realized how intertwined they really were. “We’re here to bleed
         you dry, you prick.”
      

      
      Lucifer didn’t hesitate. He shed his human skin and morphed into a massive, veiny
         beast, its wingspan nearing thirty feet, its horns jutting out of its skull like the
         world’s largest bull. With a lightning-quick wave of his clawed hand, a bolt of lava-hot
         electricity shot through Reseph’s armor. Pain ripped through him, but it was dull,
         as if divided between Pestilence and him.
      

      
      “You silly fuck.” Again, Reseph and Pestilence were in sync. “We have the power of
         Heaven behind us, as well as the power of hell.” He cocked his head at Lucifer. “You
         die now.”
      

      
      Reseph launched at Lucifer, punching through one of the demon’s leathery wings, crushing
         bones, shredding skin. Lucifer roared in fury, raking his serrated claws across Reseph’s
         face and flaying open his cheek. He healed almost instantly, which was super cool.
      

      
      The pendants around his neck vibrated and began to glow bright enough to cast light deep into the forest beyond. Lucifer’s gaze dropped
         to the stones, and with a hiss, he stumbled backward.
      

      
      “Heofon.” Lucifer’s voice quivered, and Pestilence nearly came at the fear and envy mingling
         in Lucifer’s words. “Give it to me.”
      

      
      “As if.” Reseph snorted. “Do you think we can deal now?”

      
      Pestilence laughed, aware that Reseph was fucking with the demon.

      
      “Heofon for the lives of your families,” Lucifer said.

      
      “I have a better idea.” Pestilence thrust his sword through Lucifer’s abdomen. “Your
         death for a gate between Heaven and Sheoul.”
      

      
      No! Reseph screamed, helpless to stop Pestilence. Blood splashed onto the amulets and
         sudden power sang through Reseph like a tuning fork, the rush of unlimited strength
         filling his body. It was like a drug… a damned-near orgasmic drug that stroked every
         one of Reseph’s pleasure centers. Not just stroked them, but sucked them off and swallowed.
      

      
      Ah… damn… so… good.

      
      Pestilence rose up, taking full control. As if in a fog—a fog of euphoria—Reseph watched
         his sword hack apart Lucifer. The fallen angel wasn’t going to die from blows alone…
         hell, nothing Pestilence could do would actually kill Lucifer.
      

      
      But Pestilence wouldn’t have to.

      
      The very air surrounding them warped, turning everything outside their bubble of normalcy
         into contorted reflections from funhouse mirrors. A churning wind spun up, swirling
         around them like a tornado. It shot upward, piercing the sky and stretching toward the heavens. Beneath their feet, the ground
         fell away, leaving them hovering over a black hole that plunged straight into hell.
      

      
      The gate. Holy fuck, the gate!

      
      Lucifer screamed as the whirling tornado snatched him, bit by bit, pulling him apart
         and sucking pieces of his body into the maelstrom. Red streaks discolored the translucent
         vortex as his blood spun higher and higher.
      

      
      The last chunk of Lucifer, a section of his skull, disappeared into the wind. It would
         be only minutes until the gate was fully opened, and hordes from hell could swarm
         into Heaven.
      

      
      “Stop!” Reseph clawed at Pestilence, hammered at his mind, but it was like trying
         to wake from a nightmare. This was a repeat of being helpless as Pestilence committed
         atrocities for an entire year. He couldn’t go through that again. The difference was
         that during the year Pestilence had been at the helm Reseph hadn’t been this close
         to the surface. Reseph also hadn’t believed he had so much to fight for.
      

      
      Now he did. He had brothers and a sister, in-laws, a nephew, and another niece or
         nephew on the way. A father. A mate—if Jillian would have him, anyway. He couldn’t
         lose any of those people.
      

      
      If he could just… force… Pestilence—

      
      “Reseph!”

      
      Jillian?

      
      In excruciatingly slow motion, Reseph turned around. Jillian stood outside the vortex,
         her hair blowing wildly, her eyes shot wide with terror. And yet, she stood strong,
         a warrior facing almost certain death.
      

      
      Pestilence smiled. “We’re going to kill you, human whore.”

      
      Shut up!

      
      Pestilence didn’t listen. “Your screams will be the theme music for the demon march
         to Heaven.”
      

      
      Jillian held out her hand. “Take me then. Finish what you started.”

      
      Jillian, no!

      
      Reseph watched in horror as Pestilence reached out and yanked Jillian into the vortex.
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      Jillian had thought she was prepared to do this. To face down the thing that terrified
         her the most in hopes of helping Reseph fight to defeat Pestilence.
      

      
      But as Pestilence tugged her against him, his cold grin sending shivers down her spine,
         she knew she was in way over her head.
      

      
      “Reseph,” she cried, “I know you’re in there.”

      
      “Oh, he’s in here.” Pestilence twined her hair in his fist and yanked her head back,
         nearly snapping her neck. “And he doesn’t care what I do to you.”
      

      
      Reaver had warned her that Pestilence would lie to her, try to hurt her any way he
         could, and clearly, the angel had been right. She hadn’t needed the warning though;
         she knew Reseph too well.
      

      
      “Fight, Reseph—”

      
      Pestilence jerked her head viciously to the side, exposing her throat, and then he
         exposed her chest when he tore open her shirt.
      

      
      “We’re going to have some fun, Jillian.”

      
      “Reseph!”

      
      A godawful roar erupted from Pestilence, and the evil glow in his eyes dimmed. Reseph.
         It was Reseph!
      

      
      “Baby,” he croaked. “Get out… get… out.” He shoved her, but she hooked her leg around his and clung to his arm with all
         her strength. Awkwardly, she reached up and swept her fingers over his armor scar
         the way Limos had told her to do.
      

      
      In less time than it took for Sam to stomp his big foot, Reseph’s armor disappeared,
         and he looked down, confused. He seemed to be a mix of Reseph and Pestilence now,
         as if they were sharing equal power. She took advantage, snatching Wormwood from the
         waistband of her jeans and bringing it up to Reseph’s chest.
      

      
      She’d sworn to Reseph’s siblings that she’d destroy Pestilence if she had to, but
         dammit, she knew it wouldn’t come to that. She had faith that Reseph would beat that
         bastard himself.
      

      
      “Bitch!” Pestilence hissed. Bitterly cold breath stung her cheeks as he leaned in.
         “I’m going to flay you—” His head snapped to the side as if he’d been struck.
      

      
      Reseph broke through, wrapping his hand around Jillian’s. “Do it,” he croaked. “Please.”
         Jillian struggled, but she was no match for his strength as he pressed in, and the
         tip of the blade penetrated his skin.
      

      
      Reseph’s expression contorted, his eyes alternating between glowing malevolence and
         the intense cleverness that always glittered in Reseph’s gaze. The internal battle
         raged, and even though Jillian was plastered to his body, she was somehow in the middle
         of the struggle, sometimes her grip on the dagger being peeled away, and sometimes
         being forced tighter.
      

      
      “Arik’s soul,” Reseph bit out. “Release Arik’s soul and I’ll ditch the dagger.”

      
      Pestilence must have refused. The dagger in her hand sliced forward, plunging deep
         into Reseph’s flesh.
      

      
      “No!” She tried to pull Wormwood free, but Reseph was holding it steady. Sweat dampened
         his pale skin, and his teeth were clenched hard.
      

      
      “Fuck you, Pestilence.” Reseph smiled down at Jillian, although it was really more
         of a grimace. “Another centimeter in and we’re both done. You know I’ll do it. Release
         Arik’s soul now.”
      

      
      Reseph’s body went slack, but only for a heartbeat. In another heartbeat, she was
         thrown clear of the vortex, landing hard on the sheet of ice that had formed in a
         thirty-yard circle around them. The demon army had long since disappeared, sucked
         away when the freaky tornado had taken form. Instead, Thanatos, Limos, Ares, Arik,
         Kynan, Tracker, and the two Watchers were standing nearby.
      

      
      They ran toward her, but her focus was on Reseph, who was still inside the cyclone.
         Something seemed to be wrong, though… or maybe right?
      

      
      He was twisting in what looked like agony, grabbing his head and tearing at his hair.
         He yanked Wormwood out of his chest with a bellow of victory, and then the dagger
         was spinning up into the sky. Shrill screeches, like a million crows cawing, erupted
         from deep below the ground.
      

      
      Revenant laughed. “Satan’s forces are coming. The gate is open!”

      
      “Reseph!” she screamed.

      
      Reseph threw himself against the wall of the tornado, over and over, clutching his
         head as the noises grew louder.
      

      
      “Please! You can do this.” Jillian’s voice was a sob now as despair squeezed her in
         its grip.
      

      
      Throwing back his head, Reseph roared. The vortex wobbled, just a little. Another
         roar, and the wobble moved the entire thing several feet. Sections of it began to
         disintegrate, and the wobbling grew more violent.
      

      
      Jillian shoved to her feet. “Reseph?”

      
      He hurled himself out, landing in front of her, his body bruised and bloody. Groaning,
         he twisted around to look at her.
      

      
      With Pestilence’s eyes.

      
      Swallowing her fear, Jillian framed his face in her hands. “I love you. Come back
         to me.” Without thinking, she kissed him.
      

      
      Startled, he pulled back, but she didn’t let him go. She kept her mouth on his, kissing
         him hard, kissing him in a frenzied, last-ditch effort to bring back the Horseman
         she loved.
      

      
      For a beautiful moment, he kissed her back, his lips tender, his tongue a fleeting
         brush against hers. Elation warmed her, fed into her hope that this was it. This was
         Reseph winning—
      

      
      Stinging pain seared her mouth. He’d bitten her lip. She tasted blood, felt her world
         crash down around her.
      

      
      “Jillian.” Reseph’s voice dripped with agony. He reared back, a snarl tearing from his throat.
         “You. Will. Not. Win!”
      

      
      Reaching up, he gripped the two chains around his neck and yanked them hard enough
         to snap the links.
      

      
      As if the air had been let out of a giant balloon, everything went still and eerily
         quiet. The tornado disappeared as if it had never been, the gate closed, and Reseph
         collapsed onto the ice.
      

      
      “Reseph?” She brushed his hair away from his face, willing him to open his eyes. “Are
         you okay? Talk to me.”
      

      
      When he didn’t move, she put her ear to his chest. What if Wormwood had worked? Please don’t be dead… please don’t be dead…
      

      
      He had a heartbeat. Thank God, he was alive, but why wasn’t he moving? “Reseph!” She
         shook his shoulders, and his eyes popped open.
      

      
      An exhausted smile curved his lips. “Hey, babe.”

      
      She threw herself at him. Covered his body with hers and just held on. “Please tell
         me it’s over. Please.”
      

      
      His arms came around her. “It’s over,” he rasped. “I beat the bastard. It was like
         mental arm wrestling, but I did it.”
      

      
      “Are you sure?” Thanatos crouched a few feet away, the broken chain belonging to the
         evil stone dangling from his hand. “Pestilence is contained?”
      

      
      “Yeah. I repaired the vessel.”

      
      Jillian’s breath trembled out of her. “Vessel?”

      
      “Long story.” Reseph looked up at Jillian, his gaze so tender it brought tears to
         her eyes. “It was you, Jillian. I honestly don’t know if I’d have had the strength
         to overcome him, but I couldn’t let him hurt you. And I couldn’t let what he’d done
         keep haunting me and cracking the container.”
      

      
      She buried her face in his neck, not caring about any strange container. What mattered
         was that he’d won. “I knew you could do it. I never doubted you.”
      

      
      “Arik, you got your soul back.” Reseph smoothed his palm up and down her back. “I
         know it doesn’t make up for everything—”
      

      
      “Hey.” Arik cut off Reseph. “I think it’s time we all start over.”

      
      “I agree,” Jillian murmured. “I’m ready for a fresh start.” She pushed up and looked down at her blood-streaked skin and torn shirt. “And
         a shower.”
      

      
      Reseph grinned. “I’m in.”

      
      “Jesus,” Ares muttered. “A whopping two minutes have passed since you nearly started
         a war between Heaven and Sheoul and you’re already getting frisky?”
      

      
      “It wasn’t me who nearly started the war,” Reseph said. “It was Pestilence.”

      
      Jillian tightened her arms around him, relief settling over her in the first pure,
         warm peace she’d felt in a long time. This was truly the first time he’d acknowledged
         that Pestilence had been the source of evil in every event. Yes, she knew he’d always
         harbor guilt for everything that had happened, but the victory today had gone a long
         way toward healing a devastating wound.
      

      
      “And,” Reseph continued, “Do you even know me? Hellooo… I’m naked, with a drop-dead
         gorgeous female lying on top of me. I’m not made of stone, you know.”
      

      
      Jillian’s cheeks heated as a chorus of groans came from all sides.

      
      “Yeah… that’s our cue to leave,” Limos said. She smiled down at Jillian and Reseph.
         “Thanks, Jillian. We all owe you. And Reseph? Good to have you back.”
      

      
      They all offered some sort of thanks and acknowledgment that Reseph was back… except
         Revenant. He looked like he’d swallowed a rotten egg as he flashed away with a snarl.
      

      
      Reaver went down on his heels, taking the malador from Thanatos and tossing Heofon to Kynan. “I’m proud of you, Reseph.” The angel
         squeezed Reseph’s shoulder and brushed the pads of his fingers over Jillian’s cheek.
         “Take care.”
      

      
      And then he was gone, flashing away in a burst of golden light.
      

      
      “I hate it when he takes off like that,” Kynan muttered. He gestured toward Jillian’s
         house. “I’ll handle the Aegis situation and arrange for repairs to your house. You
         two… get a room for the night somewhere. You deserve it.”
      

      
      He tucked Heofon in his coat pocket and strode away. Tracker inched closer, but kept
         his gaze averted. “Mistress, I can take care of the animals and bed down in the barn.”
      

      
      “That’s not necessary—”

      
      “Please.”

      
      Reseph tapped on Jillian’s shoulder, and when she caught his eye, he nodded. She sighed.
         “Okay, Tracker. For tonight. Tomorrow we’ll work something else out.” Looking like
         she’d given him a reprieve from death, he took off at a run. “What was that about?”
      

      
      “He doesn’t know anything else,” Reseph explained. “Slaves in Sheoul don’t know kindness.
         When they get it, it’s always followed by pain. He’s not used to being treated well,
         and it’s making him uncomfortable.”
      

      
      “That’s horrible.” And familiar. She stared after the werewolf, thinking about how
         she’d been wary when men were charming and nice, because inevitably, she’d get hurt.
         It had taken Reseph to change that, and somehow, she’d show Tracker that kindness
         didn’t have to hurt.
      

      
      Sighing, she looked down at Reseph. His eyes were liquid, and on her back, his hands
         quivered. Alarm rang through her. “Hey, what’s wrong?”
      

      
      “Nothing,” he whispered. “Everything’s right. So right.”

      
      “Because of your family? Because they’re welcoming you back?”

      
      “Yeah.” Caging her in his strong arms, he rolled her onto her back, his muscled weight
         a welcome indulgence. The chill of the ice barely registered as he settled himself
         between her legs. “And because of you. A few days ago I had nothing but revenge to
         keep my heart beating. Now I have my family back, and I have you.” He paused. “I do
         have you, right?”
      

      
      “Oh, yes.” She trailed her fingers over his jaw, loving the way he rubbed against
         them. “I said I wanted the Reseph I found in the snowbank, and here you are.”
      

      
      “But I’m not exactly him,” he said, an emotional warble in his voice revealing his
         fear. “So much has happened since then—”
      

      
      “Shh.” She silenced him with a finger against his lips. “Yes, so much has happened.
         You learned you were strong enough to keep Pestilence at bay, and I learned that the
         man I love is willing to fight demons for me. You have me.” She gave him a sultry
         smile and slid her hand between their bodies to palm his erection. “And you can have
         me anytime.”
      

      
      “God, I love you,” he groaned. The next thing she knew, she was in his arms, cradled
         against his chest, and he was opening a Harrowgate. “First, we’re stopping at Ares’s
         place for a hot shower and clothes. Then I’m taking you to the most luxurious hotel
         in the Bahamas.”
      

      
      “Sounds decadent.” Even as exhausted as she was, she could imagine all the ways they
         could enjoy each other. In both places.
      

      
      He hugged her tight. “This is just the beginning for us, and I can’t wait to get started.”

      
      Neither could she.

      
   
      
      Forty-three
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      Reaver didn’t bother to ask permission to enter Archangel Hall. He strode inside with
         an I-don’t-give-a-shit attitude and a smug expression to match.
      

      
      Maybe at some point in his life he’d been in awe of the giant gold columns that pierced
         the endless azure sky and of the crystal rivers that wound through lush grass that
         went on forever. But not now.
      

      
      Now he just wanted answers.

      
      An angel dressed in some sort of obnoxious crimson medieval garb came from out of
         nowhere and blocked Reaver’s path. “Who are you, and why are you here?”
      

      
      “I’m Reaver. I need to see an archangel.”

      
      The male smiled. “Then go through the proper channels with your request.”

      
      “It’s not a request, and I can’t wait years for this.”

      
      Crimson Angel Guy narrowed his eyes. “Go away—”

      
      “Hold.” A tall black-haired male materialized like something out of a Star Trek transporter, all gold and silver sparkles. His Greek-style robe was cinched at the
         waist with a simple brown rope, and his leather boots were nothing to write home about,
         but somehow this angel exuded power and royalty. His raven wings, shot through with
         gold, were probably the envy of everyone he came into contact with.
      

      
      Reaver included.

      
      The newcomer, definitely an archangel, waved his hand, and the angel in the crimson
         getup flashed away in a huff.
      

      
      “Well, well,” the archangel said. “Reaver. Still not one for following rules, I see.”

      
      “Since you seem to know so much about me, how about some reciprocation?”

      
      The male’s smile was cold. “Raphael. Now, why are you here?”

      
      Straight to it, then. Good, because Reaver wasn’t in the mood to mess around. “I want
         to know why my memory was taken.”
      

      
      “I’m sure you do.”

      
      Alrighty then. “I know who I am,” Reaver ground out. “I know my given name is Yenrieth,
         so I might as well have my memories back.”
      

      
      The chilly smile fell off Raphael’s face. “That is… unexpected.” He wheeled away,
         only to pace in a wide circle before stopping in front of Reaver again. “But it makes
         no difference. You don’t get your memory back.”
      

      
      “Damn you—”

      
      Reaver didn’t get to finish his sentence. Pain like a million lightning bolts crackling
         through him sent him crumpling to the ground, blinded and groaning like a green soldier
         who’d taken his first wound. When he could see again… felt like a year later… Raphael was looking down at him, his silver eyes
         flashing like blades.
      

      
      “You do not speak like that to me, nor do you question my decisions.”

      
      By some miracle, Reaver didn’t groan again as he staggered to his feet. “So memory
         loss it is.” His head throbbed like he’d been clobbered by his own halo. “Maybe you
         can tell me why my daughter and sons have a new evil Watcher. Do you know what rule
         Harvester broke?”
      

      
      For a long time, Raphael merely stared, his expression blank. Just as Reaver’s archangel-acute
         migraine started to ease, Raphael said, “She didn’t break any rules. She was taken
         for espionage. For helping the wrong side.”
      

      
      “Helping the wrong side? You mean us?” Raphael had to be mistaken. “How?”
      

      
      “By manipulating events.”

      
      Now it was Reaver’s turn to stare. “I don’t… I don’t understand. She’s the one who
         wrote the note that The Aegis found… the one that Pestilence believed would break
         Than’s Seal.”
      

      
      The archangel inclined his head in a slight nod. “She did it knowing sex wouldn’t
         break Than’s Seal. She did it so a child would be conceived. A child who could end
         the Apocalypse if all went well, and she had faith that the Horsemen would figure
         out how to stop Pestilence.”
      

      
      Reaver’s head spun, which didn’t help the throbbing. “Why would she do that?”

      
      “Because she was a spy.”

      
      “A… spy?” Reaver asked, incredulous. “For how long?”

      
      “Since the beginning.” Raphael said it so easily, as if everyone should have been
         aware of this information. “We fabricated a story about how she’d begun to kill humans for fun, leading to her fall, but in truth, she fell in order to infiltrate
         the highest orders in Sheoul and earn her way to become Watcher.”
      

      
      “But why? Why would she give up so much to become a fallen angel?”

      
      Raphael’s shake of his head and rolling eyes told Reaver what the archangel thought
         of Harvester’s reasons. “She’d been watching over your children since before they
         were Horsemen. She even saved Reseph from a fire that would have killed him. She loved
         them.”
      

      
      This kept getting more and more unbelievable. “Where was I?” Reaver demanded. “Why
         wasn’t I watching over my children?”
      

      
      “It doesn’t matter,” Raphael said, his tone making it clear that Reaver wasn’t going
         to get any answers about his past. “What matters is that Harvester was a spy, and
         she’s done the world a great service.”
      

      
      Reaver threw his hand out to catch himself on a pillar before he fell over. “Why didn’t
         she tell me? Why didn’t someone tell me about her?”
      

      
      “We couldn’t risk anyone knowing. Any slip could have been dangerous.” Raphael’s expression
         became clouded with anger, and a menacing growl rose up in his chest. “Look what happened
         with Gethel.”
      

      
      The time he’d caught Gethel working Harvester over with treclan spikes came back to him, and his breath hitched. “Gethel tortured Harvester. She
         suspected, didn’t she?”
      

      
      “Most likely,” Raphael said. “I’m almost certain it was Gethel who ratted Harvester
         out to the forces of Sheoul.”
      

      
      Ah, damn. Harvester had tried to warn Reaver, had said that Gethel wasn’t right. She
         didn’t mean that Gethel was wrong. She’d meant that Gethel was mental, and maybe playing for the wrong side, if she was torturing Harvester for proof that Harvester
         was a good guy.
      

      
      But had Gethel spoken the truth about anything?
      

      
      “Gethel told me Harvester was Satan’s consort and she fell from Heaven to be with
         him. How does that play into any of this?”
      

      
      Raphael’s eyebrows shot up. “That’s what she told you? Gethel loved messing with your
         head, didn’t she?”
      

      
      “She wouldn’t need to mess with my head if I had my memories,” Reaver growled. “So
         Harvester wasn’t secretly sleeping around with Satan?”
      

      
      Raphael laughed. Actually laughed. “I should hope not. He’s her father.”
      

      
      Father? Holy… shit. Reaver’s voice was slightly strangled when he spoke. “So what
         do we do now?”
      

      
      “We hunt Gethel down and destroy her.”

      
      Gladly. “And Harvester?”

      
      “She is lost to us.”

      
      An unexpected stab of guilt lanced Reaver in the chest. “She’s dead?”

      
      Raphael shrugged. “We lost contact with her when she was dragged to Sheoul. No doubt
         she’ll be tortured for some time.”
      

      
      “Won’t Satan protect her?”

      
      Another burst of laughter from Raphael set Reaver’s nerves on edge. “The only thing
         Satan hates more than a traitor is a traitor in his family. You should have seen what
         was left of one of his sons after he sided with another fallen angel in an argument
         between the angel and Satan.” Raphael shook his head. “No, Harvester will suffer like
         no one ever has for this.”
      

      
      “Then we need to rescue her.”

      
      Raphael waved his hand in dismissal. “She knew the risks when she volunteered for
         the assignment. She understood that it was a one-way trip and that if she was caught,
         we would disavow all knowledge of her actions.”
      

      
      Reaver’s jaw nearly hit the ground. “Are you kidding me? We can’t leave her there!”

      
      “Any attempt at rescue would be an admission of our involvement. They can’t know that
         we arranged for two agents of good to be assigned to the Horsemen. It could start
         another war between Heaven and Hell. Even if it were possible to get her out, she
         won’t be the same innocent young angel who fell. To survive Sheoul and earn a place
         as Watcher, she had to do things that hardened her heart and blackened her soul. Her
         sacrifice is one of the greatest in angelic history, but she is lost to us.”
      

      
      “There has to be a way.”

      
      “Let it go, Yenrieth.” Raphael’s voice deepened, became a booming thunder. “Hear me
         now. You will not make any attempt to rescue her. If you do, I’ll tear off your wings
         myself and toss you into the darkest pit in Sheoul. Do you understand?”
      

      
      Reaver understood, all right. He understood that Raphael was a massive douchebag.

      
      “I’m also taking you off Watcher duty.”

      
      A bone-deep fury welled up in Reaver, scouring his veins as if they ran with steam
         instead of blood. “You can’t do that.”
      

      
      Raphael’s calm was maddening. “I can do anything I please. You are the Horsemen’s
         father, and that knowledge means you can no longer be a neutral party.”
      

      
      “Neutral? Harvester wasn’t neutral, either, if she was a spy, you piece of—”
      

      
      “I wouldn’t finish that sentence,” Raphael warned. “You’re getting off lightly, given
         all the rules you’ve broken recently. Releasing Reseph from Sheoul-gra? Keeping Wormwood
         from Thanatos? Giving Heofon to Pestilence? Shall I go on?”
      

      
      “The rules are bullshit. You broke the biggest of all by sending Harvester to infiltrate hell.
         How dare you accuse me of breaking rules, you overgrown vulture.”
      

      
      “One more word,” Raphael said slowly, “and you will lose what little memory you have,
         and I’ll wipe you from your children’s minds as well.”
      

      
      Trembling with the kind of rage Reaver rarely experienced, he spun and headed toward
         the exit. As he reached it, he flared his wings high and violently, a big, fat, fuck you to the angel watching him leave.
      

      
      It was about time for a vacation, and Reaver had heard that Sheoul was nice this time
         of year.
      

      
   
      
      Forty-four
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      Reseph finished scooping grain into a bucket and popped the lid onto the bin. Impatient
         snorts told him he was moving too slow as he hauled the feed to the stalls at the
         end of the barn, where Sammy and Conquest waited. The two horses had struck a friendship
         that, to be honest, baffled Reseph. Conquest wasn’t the nicest of stallions, but he’d
         taken to the gelding and liked to hang out in the barn with him.
      

      
      “You two are goofballs,” Reseph muttered as he poured grain into their troughs.

      
      He headed back to the house, casting a quick look toward the clearing where, just
         beyond, they were building a cabin for Tracker. The warg refused to live any farther
         away, and despite Jillian’s desire to have him stay in the guest bedroom while the
         cabin was being constructed, he preferred to sleep in the barn.
      

      
      Reseph stomped the snow off his boots on the porch and went inside the house, where Jillian was waiting, curled up on the couch under
         a blanket, two steaming cups of hot cocoa on the table in front of her.
      

      
      “Critters are all fed and happy.” He glanced over at Fang-Doodle, who was dozing in
         his usual spot in front of the fire. “Some of them are a little fatter and happier
         than others.”
      

      
      Jillian narrowed her eyes at him. “I hope you aren’t talking about me.”

      
      Grinning, Reseph sank down on the couch, straddling her on all fours. “What, you aren’t
         happy?”
      

      
      “Jerk.” She gave him a playful swat on the shoulder, but a frown followed on its heels.
         “Are you sure you’ll be happy here? It’s in the middle of nowhere, not much to keep you busy, and we get
         tons of snow—”
      

      
      “Shh.” He brushed his lips over hers. Emotion welled up in him, filling him so completely
         that he could barely breathe, let alone speak. “I’m sure. I spent so much time keeping
         busy and being empty. But out here, with you, I don’t need to be busy. I feel like
         I’m finally whole. I’m five thousand years old,” he rasped. “But the day you found
         me in the woods, that’s when my life started.”
      

      
      Jillian gripped his collar and tugged him down on top of her. “I spent so much time
         worrying that no man would ever be what he appeared to be that I didn’t realize being
         more isn’t always bad.”
      

      
      “So you’re glad I’m not the man you found in the snowbank?”

      
      “Oh, you are that man. But you’re so much more, too.” She rolled her bottom lip between
         her teeth and gave him a hesitant glance. “I feel terrible though… I haven’t had time
         to get you anything for Christmas.”
      

      
      “Are you kidding me? You’ve given me everything. I even have my family back because
         of you.”
      

      
      Now that everyone was sure Reseph could control Pestilence, he and Jillian were welcome
         at his siblings’ houses, and they’d all popped over here as well. Thanatos had even
         allowed Reseph to hold Logan. They still had to work on getting the hellhounds to
         come around, but Reseph figured there was plenty of time for that.
      

      
      “Speaking of which,” she said, “we’re invited to Than’s place for Christmas dinner
         tomorrow. They said if Tracker is back from his pack by then to bring him, too.” She
         sighed. “I’ll bet he’s never celebrated Christmas.”
      

      
      Seriously doubtful. Few human holidays were celebrated in Sheoul. “Let’s pick up something
         for him tomorrow. I know a great electronics store in Tokyo.”
      

      
      “See?” Her hands traveled slowly down his back, massaging as they went. “That’s what
         I mean about being so much more than the man I found in a snowbank. Who else can take
         me shopping in another country in a matter of seconds?”
      

      
      He nuzzled her neck. “Wanna know what else I can do in a matter of seconds?”

      
      Shifting so he settled between her thighs, she arched under him, and her voice went
         deep and husky. “Oh, I’m very well aware of that.”
      

      
      “Yeah?”

      
      “Yeah. And I think I do know what to give you for Christmas.” She gave him a naughty
         smile. “But first, you have to unwrap me.”
      

      
      Oh, how Reseph loved presents. “And then you unwrap me?”

      
      “Mmm. Very, very slowly.”

      
      Jillian followed up on the slowly thing. After he was naked, she spent an hour worshipping
         his body and doing wicked things with one of the candy canes on the tree.
      

      
      As Reseph lay sated and exhausted, tangled with her in front of the fire, he could
         only think that hundreds of Christmases and thousands of presents had come and gone
         for him, but this one, above all others, was the best. The Apocalypse was over, his
         entire family was whole and happy, and he’d been given the greatest gift of all.
      

      
      Love.

      
   
      
      
         
         
            
            
               
               His name is Ares, and the fate of mankind rests on his shoulders.
               

               
               If he falls to the forces of evil, the world falls, too.

               
               As one of the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse, he is far stronger than any mortal,
                  but even he cannot fight his destiny forever…
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         “War is hell.”

         
         —William Tecumseh Sherman

      

      
      
         
         “Sherman was totally my bitch.”

         
         —War

      

      
      Present day…

      
      Ares, also known as War, second of the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse to much of
         the human and demon world, sat astride his stallion on the outskirts of a nameless
         village in Africa, his body and mind vibrating with energy. A battle raged here; two
         local warlords, their brains ravaged by an insect-borne disease, were clashing over
         what little water had puddled in the bottom of the village’s well. Ares had wandered
         the area for days, drawn to the hostilities like a drug addict to heroin, unable to
         pry himself away until the blood stopped flowing. It was a catch-22, though, because
         his very presence ramped up the violence, feeding into the bloodlust of every human
         in a five-mile radius.
      

      
      Damned Reseph.
      

      
      No, not Reseph. Not anymore. The most easygoing and playful of Ares’s siblings, the
         brother who had held them all together over the centuries, had been gone for six months.
         Now he was Pestilence, and with the name and transformation came unholy powers that
         threatened mankind. Pestilence was roaming the globe, causing disease, insect and
         rodent infestations, and mass crop failures with nothing more than a bite or a touch
         of his finger and a thought. As the disasters spread, more wars like this one broke
         out, and Ares was drawn to the battles and away from his most pressing task—locating
         Batarel, the fallen angel who held Ares’s fate in his hands.
      

      
      As the current holder of Ares’s agimortus, if Batarel died, Ares’s Seal would break, unleashing War upon the Earth.
      

      
      Chased relentlessly by Reseph, as well as by any demon who wanted to usher in the
         Apocalypse, Batarel had fallen off the grid, which, unfortunately, left Ares unable
         to protect her.
      

      
      But then, even if Ares found her, his ability to defend her was limited, thanks to
         a fun addendum to his curse, which caused him to weaken in close proximity to his
         agimortus-bearer.
      

      
      The battle before him finally began to wane, and the electric high that had held Ares
         hostage eased, replaced by the usual numbness. Women and children had been slaughtered,
         the few goats that had survived the blight had been taken for food, and fuck, this
         was just one of scores of similar scenes that were playing out on this continent alone.
      

      
      His leather armor creaked as he fisted his pendant, closed his eyes, and concentrated. He should feel a distant buzz through the Seal,
         some clue as to Batarel’s location.
      

      
      Nothing. Somehow, Batarel had masked her vibe.

      
      A hot breeze blew the foul stench of blood and bowels across the parched earth, ruffling
         Battle’s black mane against his reddish-brown neck. Ares gave the beast a firm pat.
         “We’re through here, boy.”
      

      
      Battle pawed the ground. The humans didn’t see any of it, not as long as Ares remained
         inside the khote, a spell that allowed him to travel invisibly around the human world, but the tradeoff
         was that he moved like a ghost, unable to touch them. Reseph had gotten off on popping
         out of the khote to flash humans and freak them out. Unlike Ares, Reseph’s presence hadn’t affected
         humans. Except the females. Reseph had definitely had a way with them.
      

      
      Ares didn’t glance again at the gruesome remnants of the conflict. Instead, he summoned
         a Harrowgate, and Battle leaped through it, bringing them to the entrance of his brother
         Thanatos’s Greenland keep. The ancient castle, shielded by elemental magic that rendered
         it unnoticeable to human eyes, rose up from the craggy, barren landscape like a breaching
         whale.
      

      
      Ares dismounted, coming down on the hard ice. “To me.”

      
      The warhorse settled into Ares’s skin, and he strode into the richly decorated manor,
         waving away the bowing, scraping vampires who had served Thanatos for centuries. He
         found his brother in the gym, beating the hell out of a punching bag. As usual when
         he was home, Thanatos wore black workout pants, no shirt, and a black bandanna over
         his shoulder-length, tawny hair. With every punch, his tattoos danced on his deeply
         tanned skin, from the cracked, bleeding bones inked on his hands, to the various weapons that decorated
         his arms, to the depictions of death and destruction on his back and chest.
      

      
      “Thanatos. I need your help. Where’s Limos?” He frowned at the dark stain on the floor
         behind his brother. “And what is that?”
      

      
      “A succubus.” Than wiped sweat off his forehead with the back of his hand. “Reseph
         sent another one to tempt me.”
      

      
      “He’s not Reseph anymore.” Ares’s voice rang out in the cold air like an avalanche
         breaking loose. “Call him what he is.” Easier said than done, since Ares hadn’t yet
         gotten used to it, either.
      

      
      Thanatos’s pale yellow eyes drilled into Ares’s nearly black ones. “Never. We can
         get him back.”
      

      
      “Seals can’t be restored.”

      
      “We’ll find a way.” Than’s tone was hard, final. He’d always been as uncompromising
         as the death he represented.
      

      
      “We have to kill him.”

      
      All around Thanatos, shadows swirled, moving faster the more agitated he became. He’d
         always been the quickest of the four of them to lash out, but then, thousands of years
         of celibacy would do that to a guy. It was also why he lived in the middle of nowhere;
         a flash of temper could kill every living thing in the human realm for miles around.
      

      
      “Do you not remember how Reseph was always traveling the world to find the sweetest
         apples for our horses? How he never came over without bringing a gift? How, when any
         of our servants were injured or fell ill, he searched for medicine and nursed them
         back to health?”
      

      
      Of course Ares remembered. Reseph might have been an irresponsible playboy with the females, but with those he considered family, he’d
         been attentive and thoughtful. He’d even worried about their two Watchers when they
         didn’t pop in every few months. Reaver, an angel who represented Team Heaven, and
         Harvester, a fallen angel who played for Team Sheoul, hardly needed Reseph’s concern,
         but he’d always been relieved to see them.
      

      
      It had been that way ever since their original Sheoulin Watcher had done more than
         simply “watch” the Horsemen. Eviscerator had suffered for months before dying in a
         manner befitting his name for revealing the material used in the making of Limos’s
         agimortus without permission.
      

      
      “None of that has any bearing on our current situation,” Ares said.

      
      “We won’t kill him.”

      
      There was no point in arguing. Not only did they not have the necessary tools to put
         an end to their brother, but Than would never budge on the issue, and Ares’s jaw still
         throbbed from the last time they’d discussed it. It wasn’t as though Ares wanted to kill Pestilence, but he also wasn’t going to let him lead the charge to Armageddon.
      

      
      “So you would rather see the Daemonica’s prophecy be the one that comes to pass?”
      

      
      The human prophecies, though they varied, still favored humans in the Final Battle
         and left room for the Horsemen to fight on the side of good. Should the demon prophecy
         reign, evil would hold all the cards.
      

      
      And evil dealt from the bottom of the deck.

      
      Than gave the punching bag a final, knockout blow. “I’m not a fool, brother. I’ve
         been hunting Reseph’s minions, and I’ve managed to… convince… one of them to talk.”
      

      
      “Convince, torture, whatever.” Ares crossed his arms over his chest, his armor’s hard
         leather plates cracking against one another. “So what have you learned?”
      

      
      “That I need to find a minion who’s privy to more information,” Than grumbled. “But
         I did find out that Reseph has sent teams of demons to search for Deliverance.”
      

      
      “Then we need to beat him to it,” Ares said.

      
      Thanatos grabbed a towel off the weight bench and wiped his face. “We’ve been looking
         for the dagger since the 1300s with no success.”
      

      
      “Then we look harder.”

      
      “I told you—”

      
      Ares cut off his brother. “Having Deliverance doesn’t mean we have to use it. But
         it’s better to have it and not need it than the other way around. If Res—Pestilence
         locates it first, he’ll make sure we never get our hands on it.”
      

      
      Thanatos strode toward Ares, and Ares braced for battle. It didn’t matter that they
         were brothers; Ares lived to fight, and even now his adrenaline was singing in his
         blood, obliterating that damned numbness.
      

      
      “When we get the dagger,” Than growled, “I hold on to it.”
      

      
      Frustration put an edge in Ares’s voice, because dammit, he wanted possession of Deliverance. It was the one thing that could kill Pestilence,
         was the weapon for the war of wars, and like any good commander, he wanted complete control
         over his arsenal. “We’ll discuss it when we have it.”
      

      
      “What,” came a deep, amused voice from the doorway, “are you two arguing over now?”

      
      Ares whirled to Reseph, who stood in the doorway, his tarnished armor oozing a black
         substance from the joints. He held a severed female head in his gauntleted hand.
      

      
      Ares’s stomach plummeted to his feet. “Batarel.” He fumbled for the coin around his
         neck. Relief that it wasn’t broken collided with fury and confusion and the need to
         kick his brother’s ass.
      

      
      It was a real fun stew of what-the-fuck.

      
      “Obviously,” Reseph said, “since you aren’t sporting shiny new fangs that make all
         the ladies hot, your Seal hasn’t broken. The idiot fallen angel transferred the agimortus to someone else.”
      

      
      Reseph dropped the idiot fallen angel’s head to the floor. Batarel’s body should have
         disintegrated upon her death, which meant that she’d been killed either in a demon-built
         or an Aegis-enchanted structure, or on land owned by supernatural beings.
      

      
      On Ares’s arm, Battle stirred in agitation, his emotions tied to Ares’s. “Where did
         you find her?” Ares ground out.
      

      
      “Cowardly bitch was holed up in a Harrowgate,” Reseph said, which explained why Ares
         hadn’t been able to sense her. “I had to send out spiny hellrats to find her.”
      

      
      Of course. Reseph could communicate with and control vermin and insects, which he
         used to spread plague and pestilence throughout the human population. And, apparently,
         he used them as spies.
      

      
      Thanatos moved toward their brother, his bare feet silent on the stone floor. “Who
         did Batarel transfer the agimortus to, Reseph?”
      

      
      “No idea.” Reseph grinned, a real cat-that-ate-the-canary, revealing his “shiny new
         fangs.” “But I’ll know soon. Maybe after I let rip a few new plagues. The cool kind,
         with boils and incontinence.” He opened a Harrowgate, but paused before stepping inside. “You all should stop fighting me. I have the backing
         of the Dark Lord himself. The longer you stall the inevitable, the more those you
         care about will suffer.”
      

      
      The Harrowgate snapped shut and, cursing, Ares spun, drove his fist into the punching
         bag, and damn, what he wouldn’t give for that to be Pestilence’s face right now. Reseph
         had never been cruel or callous, had lived in fear of succumbing to his evil side.
         And if he was that bad now that his Seal had been broken… Ares was screwed.
      

      
      “Give me your hand.”

      
      Ares swung around to Thanatos, who handed him Batarel’s eyes. Just the eyes. And an
         ear.
      

      
      Ares had stopped being grossed out by his gift a long time ago. Closing his palm around
         them, he let the vision come.
      

      
      “What do you see?” Than asked.

      
      “Reseph’s sword.” The huge blade had filled Batarel’s vision, the last thing she’d
         seen. Ares waited as the visions worked in reverse, until… there. Batarel’s ear vibrated, and audio joined the visuals. “A blond male. Name’s Sestiel.
         He’s screaming. He doesn’t want the agimortus.”
      

      
      “Duh. Who’d want a bull’s-eye on their ass?”

      
      The agimortus wasn’t a bull’s-eye, exactly, but yeah, it did make whoever hosted it a target for
         Pestilence’s blade. Strange, though, that the host was male. Was the prophecy wrong?
         Had it changed?
      

      
      One of Than’s vampire servants hustled to clean up Batarel’s remains, and he bowed
         before Ares. “May I take those body parts from you, sir?”
      

      
      So polite. Of course, most beings were pretty kiss-ass to the Four Horsemen of the
         Apocalypse.
      

      
      Probably wise. No, not probably. Definitely.
      

      
      Suck up now, world, because once the Seals broke, it would be time to bend over.

      
      [image: image]

      
      Nothing good ever came of a knock at three o’clock in the morning, and as Cara Thornhart
         shuffled down the hallway to her front door, she had a very, very bad feeling.
      

      
      The pounding became more urgent, every blow on the wood kicking her heart into a stuttered
         rhythm.
      

      
      Breathe, Cara. Breathe.

      
      “Thornhart! Open the fuck up!” The slurred voice was familiar, and when she put her
         eye to the peephole in the door, she instantly recognized the man standing on her
         porch as the son of one of her former clients.
      

      
      Ross Spillane was also one of the many twenty-something jobless delinquents with six
         kids by six different women. Apparently, the one drugstore in town didn’t sell condoms.
      

      
      Cara shoved up the sleeves of her flannel pajamas and stared at the two deadbolts,
         the chain, and the regular door lock. A flicker of dread skittered up her spine. She
         lived in the country, the middle of nowhere, and while she doubted Ross was an ax
         murderer, she’d always had a reliable sixth sense, and right now, she was sensing
         trouble.
      

      
      Or maybe you’re just being paranoid. Her psychologist had said it was normal to have moments of panic, but that had been
         two years ago. Shouldn’t she be able to open her door without trembling like a frightened
         rabbit by now?
      

      
      “What’s wrong, Ross?” she called out, because she still couldn’t bring herself to
         work the locks.
      

      
      “Open the goddamned door! I fucking hit a dog.”

      
      A dog? Crap. “I’m not practicing anymore. Take it to the clinic.”
      

      
      “Can’t.”

      
      No, of course he couldn’t. Ross sounded drunk, and the town vet just happened to be
         married to the town’s chief of police. The vet was also a corrupt bastard who overcharged,
         took shortcuts with care and materials, and he’d been known to refuse help to any
         animal that was rude enough to be sick or injured after office hours.
      

      
      “Dammit, Thornhart. I don’t have time for this.”

      
      Help the dog. Suck it up, and help the dog. Sweat dampened her temples and palms as she flipped all the locks and opened the
         door. Before it swung all the way in, Ross shoved the pitch-black canine into her
         arms, knocking her back a step.
      

      
      “Thanks.” He started down the porch stairs.

      
      “Wait!” Awkwardly, she shifted the dog’s weight, which had to be a good seventy pounds.
         “You shouldn’t drive.”
      

      
      “Whatever. It’s a mile.”

      
      “Ross—”

      
      “Bite my fine ass,” he muttered, as he headed down her gravel walkway toward his old
         Ford pickup.
      

      
      “Hey!” She couldn’t stop him, she knew that, but he had a passenger, a petite blonde
         who looked like she might still be in high school. “Is your friend able to drive?”
      

      
      He opened the driver’s-side door and tossed the keys at the girl. “Yup.”

      
      As he stumbled around the front of the truck, and the girl climbed out, Cara called,
         “Why did you bring me the dog?” Subtext: Why didn’t you let the dog die on the side of the road?

      
      Ross stopped, hooked his thumbs in his belt loops, and looked down at his cowboy boots. When he spoke, Cara had to strain to hear him. “No
         mutt has ever stabbed me in the back.”
      

      
      Cara stared. Go figure. She’d always been judged harshly by people who didn’t know
         her, and she’d just gone and done the same thing to someone else.
      

      
      Then Ross whooped, slapped the young blonde on her Daisy Dukes, and spat a wad of
         tobacco on the ground, once again reinforcing a stereotype, but hey… at least he liked
         dogs.
      

      
      Cara closed the door, awkwardly locking it, and carried the limp bundle of fur to
         a room she’d shut up tight two years ago.
      

      
      “Dammit.” Her curse accompanied the creak of unused hinges as she wedged open the
         door with her shoulder. The stale air reeked of failure, and no matter how hard she
         tried to tug up her big-girl panties and be brave, her hands still shook as she laid
         the dog on the exam table and flipped on the light.
      

      
      The dog’s black fur was matted with blood, and one hind leg was twisted awkwardly,
         the broken end of a bone piercing the skin. The dog needed a real vet, not her. Not
         someone who healed through vibes that even she sometimes doubted were real. The only physical medical experience she
         had was as a veterinary technician, and that had been eight years ago, when she’d
         been a teen working in her dad’s practice.
      

      
      She did a U-turn before she went too far down that dark road, snapped on gloves, and
         when she turned back around, she recoiled. The pup—at least, it had the rounded, cuteish
         features of a young puppy despite its size—was looking at her. And its eyes were…
         red.
      

      
      Blood, it’s got to be blood. Which didn’t explain the eerie glow behind the irises.
      

      
      “Um… hey, fella.”

      
      The pup’s lips peeled away from extremely sharp, extremely large, teeth. What breed was the thing? It looked like a cross between a wolf and a pit
         bull, with maybe a little great white shark thrown in, and by her best guess, it was
         approximately four months old. Except that it was the size of a full-grown Siberian
         husky.
      

      
      And those teeth. Those eyes.
      

      
      There was a military base nearby, and since the day she had moved to this rural South
         Carolina town, she’d heard rumors of experiments, of strange creatures the government
         was breeding. For the first time, Cara considered the possibility, because this dog
         was not… natural.
      

      
      The pup shifted on the table, yelping in pain at the smallest movement, and suddenly,
         it didn’t matter where it had come from or if it was a lab creation, a genetic mutation,
         or an alien from outer space. She hated seeing an animal in pain, especially when
         there was so little she could do.
      

      
      “Hey,” she whispered, reaching out her hand. The pup regarded her warily, but he allowed
         her to stroke his cheek. And yes, it was a he. She didn’t have to look… she just knew. She’d always been able to sense things about
         animals, and although the vibes coming from this creature were odd… disjointed… she
         was still getting them.
      

      
      Slowly, so as not to startle the dog, she slid both hands down his body. Right now,
         the most she could do was triage, keep him alive until she could get him to Dr. Happs.
         The jerk would only put the dog to sleep if no one would pay for its care, which meant
         that Cara would have to choose between paying the vet bills and paying her mortgage.
      

      
      Her fingers dipped into a puncture wound, and the pup screamed in pain, his body trembling.
         “I’m sorry, boy.” God, it was a bullet hole. Someone must have shot the dog before
         he was struck by Ross’s truck.
      

      
      Whimpering, the pup writhed in misery, and Cara felt his pain all the way to her marrow.
         Literally. It was part of what made her different from everyone she knew, this talent
         that had been both a blessing and a curse.
      

      
      She’d sworn to never use her ability again, but seeing the dog suffer was too much.
         She had to do it, no matter how hard her mind was screaming against it.
      

      
      “Okay,” she murmured, “I’m going to try something. Just hold on.”

      
      Closing her eyes, she placed both hands over his body, her palms hovering an inch
         from his fur. She forced herself to relax, to concentrate until her emotions and energy
         centered in her head and chest. She’d never been formally trained in the arts of spiritual
         or energy healing, but this had always worked for her.
      

      
      Until it had killed.

      
      She shook her head, clearing her thoughts. Gradually, a tingle condensed and expanded
         inside her, until it pulsed with its own heartbeat. She visualized the energy as a
         purple glow that streamed from her chest and into her hands. The pup calmed, his breaths
         slowing, his whimpers tapering off. She couldn’t fix broken bones or ruptured organs,
         but she could slow the bleeding and manage pain, and this poor guy needed everything
         she had.
      

      
      The energy built, vibrating through her entire body as though it was eager to be let
         loose.
      

      
      Just as it had done that night.

      
      The memory tore through her brain like a shotgun blast, hurling her back in time to
         the night when her gift had warped into something sinister and surged not into a dog,
         but a man. His terror-filled eyes had bulged as blood spurted from his nose and ears.
         His screams had been silent, but those of his buddies had not.
      

      
      Stop thinking! Her power cut off, snuffed by her fear. The room spun and her legs wobbled, all carnival
         funhouse. Without the fun. A whine yanked her out of the trance, and she stumbled
         to the antique chest where she kept all the traditional medical supplies that had
         belonged to her father.
      

      
      “Sorry, boy,” she rasped. “We’re going to have to do this the old-fashioned way.”
         She hadn’t gone to vet school, but she’d worked with her father for years, and she
         knew damned good and well that this dog was going to die if she didn’t act.
      

      
      As quickly as her shaking hands could manage, she loaded a cart with tools and supplies
         and rolled it over to the dog, who was lying still, his breaths more labored than
         they’d been just moments before. In the area of the gunshot wound, the flesh was swelling
         rapidly, and when she looked closer, she gasped. Before her eyes, the muscle and skin
         was dying. If she hadn’t seen the progression herself, she’d have estimated that the
         wound had festered for a week. Gangrene had set in, and the stench of dead flesh filled
         the room.
      

      
      “My God,” she breathed. “What’s happening?”

      
      Afraid to waste even another second, she grabbed the scalpel and hoped the dog wouldn’t
         bite, because this was going to hurt.
      

      
      Carefully, she made a small incision at the site of the bullet hole. The pup whimpered,
         but remained still as she mopped up pus and blood and then palmed the forceps. “Hold
         still, baby.”
      

      
      Cara held her breath and prayed for a steady hand. Do it. Do it now…
      

      
      She worked the forceps into the wound, cringing at the squishy sound of the metal
         passing through rotting flesh. Though she hadn’t summoned her power, a trickle she
         couldn’t stop ran down her arm and into her hand. Don’t panic. Somehow, she kept it together until she felt the forceps bump against the bullet.
         Though the dog yelped when she clasped the slug, he didn’t move… or bite.
      

      
      As gently as possible, she eased the bullet free. Odd… it was silver. She placed the
         forceps on the tray, grabbed the bandages, and turned back to the dog.
      

      
      And screeched.

      
      The pup was standing on the exam table, head cocked and tongue lolling out as if he
         had been happily romping in a park and not minutes from death. The only sign that
         he’d ever been injured was blood matted in his fur and pooled on the floor and table.
      

      
      Reeling from the impossibility of the situation, Cara’s legs gave way beneath her,
         and the cold floor rose up to meet her body. Her skull cracked on the tile, and the
         next thing she knew, the pup was beside her, his crimson eyes glowing. His tongue
         slathered across her face and mouth, and oh, yuck, his saliva tasted like rotten fish.
         Weakly, she pushed him away, but he came back and slammed his heavy body down on her.
      

      
      He panted, his breath so toxic it worked like smelling salts, and she gagged even
         as she became alert.
      

      
      “Ugh.” She wheezed, waving her hand in front of his mouth to ward off his stench.
         “We have to do something about your halitosis from hell.” God, she was talking like
         this was real.
      

      
      It wasn’t. Couldn’t be. She was probably still in her bed, and this was a dream.

      
      Suddenly, Halitosis was on his feet, crouched over her, a growl vibrating his deep
         chest. Not a normal growl, either. It was smoky, serrated, something she’d expect
         to hear from a dragon. Or a demon. Freaky.
      

      
      The door burst open in a crash of splinters, and four men filed through the doorway.

      
      A scream welled in her throat, but lodged there, blocked by terror. Not again, not again. Memories of the home invasion that had ruined her life collided with current events,
         and she froze up, so paralyzed that her lungs couldn’t expel her held breath.
      

      
      There was a gunshot, a snarl… and then godawful screams. Blood splattered on the floor,
         the walls, on her… and she broke out of her paralysis to scramble to her feet.
      

      
      Hal slammed one of the men to the floor, his claws—which somehow had extended like
         a cat’s—tearing into the man’s chest as the other two slashed at him with strange
         bladed weapons.
      

      
      Cara scanned the room for a weapon of her own, anything at all. She lunged for a heavy
         glass jar of cotton balls but reeled back at an explosive, blinding flash of light.
         A beautiful blond man appeared in the middle of the room. Flames erupted from his
         fingertips as a ball of fire flipped into the air, bursting into a gold net that fell
         on Hal, who went down in a tangle beneath it.
      

      
      “No!” She dove for the dog, but someone grabbed her from behind. Hal went crazy, a mass of teeth and claws as he struggled to get out
         of the net.
      

      
      Curses flew, and someone fired a shot at the newcomer, who took the bullet in the
         chest with no more reaction than if he’d been stung by a bee. He scooped up the net,
         Hal with it, and in another flare of light, he was gone.
      

      
      The man tightened his arms around Cara, and one of the men limped toward her, his
         left arm dangling, his face mottled with rage. “What are you?”
      

      
      She blinked. “W-what?”

      
      “I said,” he snarled, “what are you?”

      
      “I don’t understand.”

      
      His hand lashed out so fast she didn’t see it until her cheek stung from the blow.
         “What kind of demon are you?” he screamed, his spittle spraying her face.
      

      
      Oh, God, these men were crazy. This whole situation was crazy. This was Crazyland,
         and she was the queen.
      

      
      “Why…” She sucked in a ragged breath and tried to stay calm. It wasn’t easy when the
         man holding her in a vise grip against him was squeezing the air out of her lungs.
         “Why would you think I’m a demon?” Maybe they were religious fanatics, like the ones
         who had accused her of practicing witchcraft before she learned to hide her healing
         gift.
      

      
      Her theory was blown out of the water when the third guy, the one who had been kneeling
         next to the dead man on the floor, stood and picked up the bullet that had been lodged
         in the dog. He held it out to her. “Because,” he said, in an eerily calm voice, “only
         a demon would heal a hellhound.”
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      The Introduction

      
      One of the most common questions I hear is, “How did you come up with the idea to write
         about the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse?”
      

      
      Well, put simply and vaguely, it just popped into my head. No, really. I can’t remember
         any kind of trigger, like an article or a TV show or even the sight of four horses
         standing in a field. I just remember that several years ago, before I’d even sold
         the Demonica series, I wanted to do something with the Horsemen.
      

      
      I just didn’t know what.

      
      It wasn’t until I was writing Ecstasy Unveiled that I had the glimmer of an idea of what to do with them. I could create a brand-new
         series with a brand-new world… or I could incorporate them into the Demonica world.
      

      
      But how?

      
      The answer came during revisions to Sin Undone.
      

      
      See, I wanted to stay in the Demonica world, but Underworld General needed some time
         to recover from five books of mayhem. I also needed a little space, but at the same
         time, I didn’t want to stray too far from my beloved hospital and characters.
      

      
      Enter the Horsemen. On horses. With deadly weapons and nerves of steel and bodies
         of solid muscle. These boys were meant to fight. Except, oops, one of them was female.
         Limos tossed a wrench into my plan. She’s mischievous that way.
      

      
      So the Horsemen were born, and oh, the possibilities for their stories! Right away
         I envisioned some of the big events, while others came during the course of writing
         and revising. But all the while, I had a specific arc in mind, one that would keep
         our Demonica characters front and center and then take us right back to Underworld
         General.
      

      
      As the Demonica/Lords of Deliverance world expanded, so did the need for another compendium.
         There are more characters, more species, and more supernatural abilities to keep track
         of. And, of course, there’s a short story to give you more background into how it
         all began. “Eternal Damnation” will take you back to the Horsemen’s very roots, when
         they were but a twinkle in Lilith’s evil eye.
      

      
      Read on, Riders, and enjoy!

      
   
      
      
      The Key Players

      
      
         Born of a match between good and evil, four siblings stand between hell’s minions
               and everything they want to destroy. They are the Lords of Deliverance, and they must
               live their lives walking a line between two prophecies, one set forth by the Bible,
               and one penned by the prophets of the demon holy book, the Daemonica. Two prophecies,
               both ushering in Doomsday, but whether the Horsemen fight on the side of good or evil
               is yet to be determined…

      

      
      First Horseman of the Apocalypse: Reseph aka Pestilence—Born to the evil succubus Lilith and the angel Yenrieth and given up as an infant
         to an Akkadian princess who believed herself to be a goddess. Reseph was spoiled,
         given everything, anything, and anyone he wanted. Though he had a rude awakening when he learned the truth about his origins
         and was cursed to be a Horseman, he never truly lost his carefree attitude or playboy
         lifestyle. He lives to have fun. His favorite things include country music, margaritas,
         women, and vacationing anywhere it’s warm.
      

      
      
      Height: 6'8"
      

      
      Hair: Very light blond
      

      
      Eye color: Ice blue
      

      
      Location of home: Caves in the Himalayans Mountains
      

      
      Personal weapon/symbol: Bow
      

      
      Tattoos/identifying marks: Stallion glyph on right forearm
      

      
      Horse’s name and description: White warhorse named Conquest
      

      
      Agimortus (trigger for breaking Seal): An event defined in prophecy
      

      
      Weakness: Drawn to scenes of great disaster and disease
      

      
      Armor: Plate metal armor that must be fed blood in order to stay strong
      

      
      Most memorable historical event: The Black Death
      

      
      Daemonica Prophecy: She of mixed blood who should not exist, carries with her the power to spread plague
            and pestilence. When battle breaks, conquest is seal’d.

      
      
      Second Horseman of the Apocalypse: Ares aka War—Raised to be a warrior from the moment he was switched at birth with a human child,
         Ares lives to fight. The curse brought down upon him and his siblings that turned
         them into Horsemen made him even better at warmongering… and it also causes humans
         to become agitated and violent when in his presence. Because of this, he has lived
         apart from humans and keeps his distance when forced to deal with them. He is a fan
         of classical music, Greek food, and ouzo.
      

      
      
      Height: 6'9"
      

      
      Hair: Brown with reddish highlights
      

      
      Eye color: Black
      

      
      Location of home: Private island in Greece
      

      
      Personal weapon/symbol: Sword
      

      
      Tattoos/identifying marks: Stallion glyph on right forearm
      

      
      Horse’s name and description: Blood bay stallion named Battle
      

      
      Agimortus (trigger for breaking Seal): Death of person as defined in prophecy
      

      
      Weakness: Drawn to scenes of large scale battles; close proximity to his agimortus-bearer dulls
         senses, strength, and weapons, softens armor
      

      
      Armor: Leather made of Gerunti demon hide
      

      
      Most memorable historical event: The Battle of Hastings
      

      
      Daemonica prophecy: An angel’s mistake shall bring about War, and her death shall break his sword. But
            be wary, a hound’s heart may yet defeat.

      
      
      Third Horseman of the Apocalypse: Limos aka Famine—Limos, the only female Horseman, is also the only one of the four to be raised by
         the mother that gave birth to them. Brought up by Lilith and betrothed to Satan, Limos
         became an expert at deception and lies. When she left Sheoul, the demon realm known
         as hell to humans, she found and united her brothers. She is a girly-girl to the core,
         preferring to dress in ultrafeminine, bright-colored clothes. Her favorite color is
         pink, she loves fruity drinks and flowers, and painting her nails is practically an
         obsession.
      

      
      
      Height: 5'8"
      

      
      Hair: Black
      

      
      Eye color: Violet
      

      
      Location of home: Secluded island in Hawaii
      

      
      Personal weapon/symbol: Set of weight scales
      

      
      Tattoos/identifying marks: Horse glyph on right forearm; set of scales on shoulder; navel piercing
      

      
      Horse’s name and description: Black hell stallion named Bones
      

      
      Agimortus (trigger for breaking Seal): Tiny cup
      

      
      Weakness: Drawn to scenes of any mass shortage, usually food; unable to give herself to any
         man
      

      
      Armor: Croix viper–skin, Samurai-style tunic and breeches
      

      
      Most memorable historical event: Irish potato famine
      

      
      Daemonica prophecy: A Horseman, should he drink from the Cup of Deception and Lies, will loose Famine
            to ravage the Earth.

      
      Fourth Horseman of the Apocalypse: Thanatos aka Death—Of all the Horsemen, Thanatos was the most changed after he was cursed. Raised in
         a peaceful pre-Druidic clan, he grew up happy and well adjusted. When cursed as the
         Horseman who is fated to become Death upon the breaking of his Seal, he sank into
         an abyss of misery and pain. With the help of his siblings, he adjusted, but his inability
         to control his anger leads to death and destruction, requiring him to live a solitary
         life. The things he has done torture him, and the only escape is to have his emotions
         “transferred” to his skin in the form of tattoos. A serious bookworm, he has an extensive
         library and spends his spare time hunting for rare, ancient tomes to satisfy his thirst
         for knowledge—and his father. He loves classic rock, Mountain Dew, and pineapple upside-down
         cake.
      

      
      
      Height: 6'8"
      

      
      Hair: Shoulder-length blond, usually braided at the temples
      

      
      Eye color: Pale yellow
      

      
      Location of home: Castle in Greenland
      

      
      Tattoos/identifying marks: Entire body is covered in tattoos, layered on top of each other, but each distinct;
         most prominent tattoos are stallion on right forearm, scorpion on neck; both nipples
         are pierced
      

      
      Horse’s name and description: Pale dun stallion named Styx
      

      
      Agimortus (trigger for breaking Seal): Believed to be his virginity
      

      
      Weakness: Drawn to scenes of mass causalities; armor loses strength as it loses souls
      

      
      Armor: Bone plate armor that collects the souls of those he kills
      

      
      Most memorable historical event: Construction of the Notre Dame cathedral
      

      
      Daemonica prophecy: Behold! Innocence is Death’s curse, his hunger his burden, a blade his Deliverance.
            The Doom Star cometh if the cry fails.

      
      Arik Wagner—Soldier in the U.S. Army’s Ranger-X Regiment, which is responsible for dealing with
         supernatural phenomenon and demonic activity. Also brought into The Aegis as a middleman,
         allowing for exchange of information and cooperation between the two agencies. Brother
         to Runa.
      

      
      
      Height: 6'2"
      

      
      Hair: Short, dark brown
      

      
      Eye color: Dark brown
      

      
      Profession: Soldier
      

      
      Species: Human
      

      
      Cara Thornhart—Formerly a veterinary assistant with a supernatural ability to both communicate with,
         and heal, animals, Cara is now married to Ares. She bears Ares’s agimortus, meaning that if she dies, his Seal will break. Fortunately for her, she is bonded
         to nearly all hellhounds in existence, and their life forces have given her immortality.
      

      
      
      Hair: Sandy blond
      

      
      Eye color: Blue-green
      

      
      Species: Human
      

      
      Conall Dearghul—Vampire paramedic at Underworld General Hospital. Mated to Sin.
      

      
      
      Height: 6'5"
      

      
      Hair: Blond
      

      
      Eye color: Silver
      

      
      Species: Vampire

      
      Decker Cready—Like Arik, Decker is a soldier in the U.S. Army’s Ranger-X Regiment and a member
         of The Aegis.
      

      
      
      Height: 6'1"
      

      
      Hair: Short, blond
      

      
      Eye color: Gray-blue
      

      
      Profession: Soldier
      

      
      Species: Human
      

      
      Eidolon (EYE-duh-lawn)—Head of Underworld General Hospital, a medical center he built with brothers Shade
         and Wraith. All Seminus demons possess gifts meant to aid them in seduction and reproduction,
         but these gifts can also be used to heal. Eidolon’s gift allows him to heal most physical
         injuries with little more than a touch.
      

      
      
      Height: 6'4"
      

      
      Hair: Short, dark brown-black
      

      
      Eye color: Dark brown
      

      
      Profession: Physician
      

      
      Species: Incubus
      

      
      Breed: Seminus demon
      

      
      Tattoos/identifying marks: Tattoolike symbols extending from tips of right fingers to shoulder
      

      
      Personal Seminus symbol: Set of scales on throat
      

      
      Gemella (Gem) Endri—Half-demon doctor at Underworld General Hospital. Sister to Tayla. Married to Kynan
         Morgan.
      

      
      
      Hair: Length and color changes frequently; usually shoulder-length and black with streaks
         of blue, red, or pink
      

      
      Eye color: Green
      

      
      Profession: Physician
      

      
      Species: Half-human, half-Soulshredder
      

      
      Tattoos/identifying marks: Pierced tongue, eyebrow, ears, navel; long-stemmed rose tattoo running the length
         of her left leg; dragon tattoo on her abdomen; tattooed Celtic bands around ankles,
         wrists, and neck
      

      
      Gethel—Formerly assigned as the Horsemen’s Heavenly Watcher. She is now assigned as an Apocalypse
         angel… a small group of angels whose duties include investigating apocalyptic signs.
      

      
      
      Hair: Blond
      

      
      Eye color: Green
      

      
      Species: Angel
      

      
      Harvester—Assigned as the Horsemen’s evil Watcher. Before her fall from grace, she was an angel
         of justice.
      

      
      
      Hair: Black
      

      
      Eye color: Black
      

      
      Species: Fallen angel
      

      
      Idess—Ex-angel of the Memitim class, falsely believed by many—including by Memitim—to be
         the only class of angel that is born, not made by the hand of God. Mated to Lore.
         Father is Azagoth, the Grim Reaper. Her ability to speak with the dead has made her
         invaluable as a staff member at Underworld General, where she helps guide trapped
         souls to their final destination.
      

      
      
      Hair: Brown
      

      
      Eye color: Honey
      

      
      Kynan Morgan—One of twelve Aegis Elders who lead the demon-slaying organization. Joined The Aegis
         after being injured by a demon while on a mission as a United States Army medic in
         Afghanistan. Married to Gemella Endri. Keeper of Heofon, a necklace bearing a piece
         of Heaven. As the Keeper of Heofon, he was charmed as a Marked Sentinel by angels,
         giving him immunity to harm from anything except an angel.
      

      
      
      Height: 6'2"
      

      
      Hair: Short, spiky, dark brown
      

      
      Eye color: Navy blue
      

      
      Profession: Aegis Guardian
      

      
      Species: Human
      

      
      Tattoos/identifying marks: Gravelly voice from vocal-cord damage; scarred throat
      

      
      Lore—Half-brother to Eidolon, Shade, and Wraith. Twin to sister Sin. Half-breed Seminus
         demon and former assassin who now works in the Underworld General Hospital’s morgue.
         As a cambion, a human-demon half-breed, his Seminus gift went awry, leaving him without
         the ability to heal, but to instead kill everything he touches with his right hand.
      

      
      
      Height: 6'6"
      

      
      Hair: Short, black
      

      
      Eye color: Dark brown
      

      
      Species: Half-human, half-Seminus demon
      

      
      Tattoos/identifying marks: Tattoolike symbols extending from tips of right fingers to shoulder
      

      
      Personal Seminus symbol: None
      

      
      Reaver—Heavenly Watcher to the Horsemen. A former fallen angel, he has no memory of anything
         prior to the event that caused his fall thirty years ago. His angel status was restored
         following a battle in which he helped save Heaven from being invaded by demon masses.
      

      
      
      Height: 6'6"
      

      
      Hair: Shoulder-length, pale blond
      

      
      Eye color: Blue
      

      
      Profession: Watcher
      

      
      Species: Angel (of the Battle Order)
      

      
      Regan Cooper—Aegis Elder. Born to a human mother and a father who was possessed by a demon at
         the time she was conceived, Regan possesses special abilities that make her both valuable
         and dangerous to The Aegis. With limited psychometry, she can read emotions and sometimes
         see visions by touching ink on skin, including parchment. She also possesses the ability
         to wrest the soul from any living thing. Unfortunately, she cannot control the soul
         once it is free of its body, and it will seek the nearest body to possess. The results
         are deadly. Her abilities have made a normal life impossible, and she was passed around
         by several Aegis families as she grew up, until she finally went to Aegis headquarters
         to live and complete her training.
      

      
      
      Hair: Brown
      

      
      Eye color: Hazel
      

      
      Species: Human
      

      
      Runa (RUE-nuh)—Mated to Shade. Brother to Arik Wagner.
      

      
      
      Hair: Shoulder-length, caramel brown
      

      
      Eye color: Pale champagne
      

      
      Species: Werewolf who, because of military experimentation, can change at will instead of
         only during the full moon phase
      

      
      Serena Kelley—Mated to Wraith.
      

      
      
      Hair: Long, blond
      

      
      Eye color: Brown
      

      
      Profession: Treasure hunter
      

      
      Species: Vampire
      

      
      Shade—Paramedic at Underworld General Hospital. Brother to Eidolon and Wraith, half-brother
         to Lore and Sin. Mated to Runa. His Seminus gift allows him to control a patient’s
         organ functions.
      

      
      
      Height: 6'3½"
      

      
      Hair: Shoulder-length, dark brown-black
      

      
      Eye color: Dark brown-black
      

      
      Profession: Paramedic
      

      
      Species: Incubus
      

      
      Breed: Seminus demon
      

      
      Tattoos/identifying marks: Tattoolike symbols extending from tips of right fingers to shoulder; pierced left
         ear
      

      
      Personal Seminus symbol: Eye on throat
      

      
      Sin—Only known female Seminus demon. Half-sister to Eidolon, Shade, and Wraith. Twin
         to brother Lore. Mated to Conall Dearghul. Like her brother Lore, she’s a cambion,
         so her Seminus gift was mutated into something different than what her purebred brothers
         possess. Instead of healing, she causes disease. In fact, by causing a werewolf plague,
         Sin inadvertently caused Reseph’s Seal to break, turning him into Pestilence.
      

      
      
      Hair: Black
      

      
      Eye color: Dark brown
      

      
      Species: Half-human, half-Seminus demon
      

      
      Tattoos/identifying marks: Tattoolike symbols extending from tips of right fingers to shoulder; tattoo on the
         back of her neck
      

      
      Personal Seminus symbol: None
      

      
      Tayla Mancuso—Regent of a New York Aegis cell. Mated to Eidolon, sister to Gemella.
      

      
      
      Hair: Red
      

      
      Eye color: Green
      

      
      Profession: Aegis Guardian
      

      
      Species: Half-human, half-Soulshredder
      

      
      Wraith—A freak combination of Seminus demon and vampire. Works with brothers Eidolon, Shade,
         and Lore at Underworld General as an acquisitions specialist. Mated to Serena. A charm
         bestowed upon him by Serena has left him impervious to harm except at the hand of
         a fallen angel. His Seminus gift differs from his brothers’ in that he can access
         the mind instead of the body, controlling thoughts and projecting images.
      

      
      
      Height: 6'5"
      

      
      Hair: Kept between chin and shoulder length, bleached blond
      

      
      Eye color: Blue
      

      
      Profession: In charge of acquisitions for UGH
      

      
      Species: Incubus
      

      
      Breed: Seminus demon
      

      
      Tattoos/identifying marks: Tattoolike symbols extending from tips of right fingers to shoulder
      

      
      Personal Seminus symbol: Hourglass on throat
      

      
   
      
      
      The Four Horses of the Apocalypse
      

      
      The Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse are intimidating all by themselves. But with their
         massive stallions, they gain not only a big boost in height, but powerful weapons
         between their thighs. (Oh, come on… you knew I had to go there.)
      

      
      The horses are also vital for transportation. Yes, the Horsemen can use portable Harrowgates
         to move around, but there are some places where gates can’t be opened. Also, you don’t
         want to summon a gate anyplace where you might accidentally slice someone in half
         when it opens. The stallions allow for the Horsemen to gate themselves into a remote
         area and then ride where they need to go without risk of killing people.
      

      
      Plus, horses are just cool.

      
      But who are these horses? Let’s start with Battle, whom we first see in Sin Undone.
      

      
      Battle, a blood bay warhorse, is Ares’s mount. He’s a little grumpy, but then, he’s
         had to live with Ares for thousands of years. Battle does have his own quirks and
         sense of humor… sure, it’s a sick and twisted sense of humor, but he has one. For
         example, he thinks it’s hilarious to rip the wings off demons. And he likes sugar
         cubes. Well, he likes sugar in general. He once broke into Ares’s kitchen and stole
         an entire bag of sugar.
      

      
      Limos’s stallion, Bones, makes Battle look like a cuddly kitten. Bones was a gift
         from Satan. He’s a jet-black hell stallion with a nasty temper and a nearly uncontrollable
         nature. Oh, and he’s a carnivore. Bones is not a nice horse. Limos keeps him happy with dried meat treats. He prefers elk and hellrat
         jerky.
      

      
      And then there’s Styx, the dun beast belonging to Thanatos. Styx is quiet, watchful,
         and when you aren’t looking, he’s protective of those who can’t protect themselves.
         He’s playful and mischievous, taking great pleasure in whipping his favorite toy,
         a bubblegum-pink horse ball around Thanatos’s keep… and aiming at Than’s servants.
         His favorite treat is beer, preferably cheap beer. No one knows why the horse doesn’t
         have more sophisticated tastes. Thanatos is particularly disturbed.
      

      
      Reseph’s sleek white steed, Conquest, is a rambunctious, good-natured animal. Before
         Reseph’s Seal broke, Conquest was impish, with a penchant for nipping people and running.
         Of all the horses, he was freed the most often (the horses exist as glyphs on the
         Horsemen’s skin when not in physical form). He loves rubdowns from pretty women, sweet
         molasses grain, and an exhilarating race with the other Horsemen’s stallions once
         in a while. He likes the races more than the others, because he generally wins.
      

      
   
      
      
      The World

      
      The Lords of Deliverance series takes place in the Demonica world, which is filled
         with as many species of demons as there are animals in the human realm. In addition,
         the world is populated by vampires, shapeshifters, were-beasts, and angels.
      

      
      But where the Demonica books focused mainly on Underworld General, the Lords of Deliverance
         series takes readers all over the world and underworld… even to a pub in the bowels
         of Sheoul called, wait for it—The Four Horsemen.
      

      
      The Four Horsemen pub, located in Sheoul’s Six-River region, was founded over two
         thousand years ago, named because as a pub known only as “the hole,” it was the favorite
         hangout for the Horsemen and their groupies. Limos only made hit-and-run visits, because
         she couldn’t afford to be found in Sheoul lest her Prince-of-Demons fiancé caught
         her.
      

      
      Gradually, The Four Horsemen pub expanded—financed by the Horsemen—into a less scroungy
         place with back rooms for pleasurable… uh… activities. It never lost its “old world”
         charm though, and still boasts straw on the floors, skeletons hanging from chains,
         and some unidentifiable black slime oozing from the walls.
      

      
      The Four Horsemen is a must-see for anyone on a tour of the underworld.

      
      Your tour might also include a layover at Limos’s Hawaiian paradise, where the party
         never stops. Her werewolf and wolf-shifter servants are very accommodating, and the
         full bar in her party house will keep the fun going. If you’re hungry, there’s usually
         a suckling pig roasting in a pit (though sometimes, if the guests are particularly
         evil, you might find a skullboar in the pit instead). Don’t miss a game of beach volleyball—there’s
         always one going on. But a word of caution: Never play with Oni demons. They hate
         to lose and are notorious for using the winners’ heads in their next match.
      

      
      Another fun must-see is Ares’s Greek island in the Aegean Sea. You won’t be able to
         get inside his sprawling white manor, but who needs to? There are miles of beaches
         to enjoy, vineyards to stroll through, and hellhounds to play with. Ares is rumored
         to be starting up a small winery, and everyone is waiting with bated breath to see
         what the label will be called.
      

      
      There are literally millions of sights in the supernatural world, so try not to gape
         if you come across some of the more fantastical settings and beings. Most people don’t
         know what to do with themselves when they see an angel, for example. It’s also advisable
         to carry an extra set of underclothes. You never know how your bowels will react when
         you come face-to-face with a Soulshredder.
      

      
      
      Regions in Sheoul

      
      Sheoul, like the human realm, is divided into hundreds of regions with their own characteristics,
         populations, and climates. The largest region includes Sithbludd, Dread, Six-River,
         and Horun. The smallest, Soyl, is a hundred-mile-long, three-hundred-mile-wide chunk
         of uninhabited fire swamp. The most popular is Carnage, which, with its endless stretches
         of black-sand beaches along the River Acheron, is a favorite vacation spot.
      

      
      
      
      Weapons You Might See in Use

      
      
      Gargantua-bone dagger—Very, very rare, and coveted by pretty much everyone. Once the dagger’s blade tastes
         the blood of an enemy, its aim is always true when used against that enemy.
      

      
      Heavenly light—One of the most power weapons an angel can possess. The light shoots from an angel’s
         pores, destroying nearly all evil beings within a certain radius (radius depends on
         how powerful the angel is). While this is a very lethal weapon, it has extreme limitations.
         It can only be activated in Sheoul, and because it uses up most of an angel’s energy,
         it’s often invoked only as a last resort.
      

      
      Hellfire—As nasty as it sounds. Most often used by fallen angels, hellfire can be streamed
         into a thin rope of molten lava, it can be hurled as a ball, or it can spray in a
         fan of flames. A very versatile weapon of midlevel power.
      

      
      Hellhound saliva—Good luck getting a hellhound to give up his saliva, but if you can, it is one of
         the few known substances that can neutralize a Horseman by temporarily paralyzing
         him or her.
      

      
      Holy fire—This is an angelic weapon, used on low-level evil only. Angels possess an arsenal
         of low-level weapons that vary depending on each angelic order. Battle angels, for
         example, are the most well armed and have the widest variety of weapons available
         to them.
      

      
      Infernal fire—Known as “underworld napalm,” infernal fire is extremely powerful, burning everything
         it touches. Fire spirits infest the flames, hunting down every living thing within
         range of the fire’s heat. Forbidden to use in the human realm.
      

      
      Qeres—Aegis potion that can be used to coat weapons for use against fallen angels. It was
         originally developed by the ancient Egyptians, but the recipe has been lost, and what
         little there is… is all there is.
      

      
      Scythe—Signature weapon of Memitim angels and Thanatos. In use in Sheoul for thousands of
         years before it made its appearance in the human realm.
      

      
      Shear-whip—This is a whip with a white-hot scourge. Angel weapon forbidden to use against another
         angel.
      

      
      
   
      
      
      The Demons

      
      
         List of demons taken from the Demonica: A Demon Compendium, and updated with new demons discovered in the Demonica/Lords of Deliverance world.

         
         Note: Most demons are invisible to humans unless they want to be seen, the humans
               are trained to see them, or the humans possess either magic or some inherent ability
               to see them. The notable exceptions to the invisibility rule are ter’taceo—demons who, by nature, look like humans, or who can take on human appearance. Seminus
               demons, for example, are ter’taceo.
         

         
         When any non-ter’taceo demon dies in the human realm, it disintegrates within moments unless it dies in an
               area specially designed to prevent disintegration, an area built by demons, or some
               underground locales.

         
         Most demons spend the majority of their lives in Sheoul, the demon realm deep inside the Earth. When demons die, their souls are sent to Sheoul-gra, which is, in essence, a holding tank where souls wait to be reborn. Sheoul-gra is also where evil human souls are sent to either serve demon souls waiting to be
               reborn, or to be reborn themselves… as demons.

         
         All demon species and breeds can be classified by their Ufelskala score—a number ranging from one to five on the scale of evil, with a score of five
               being the evilest. It is important to note that the Ufelskala judges “evil” by a species or breed’s love of pain, suffering, and death, as well
               as on its self-awareness of its own behavior. So a demon animal that eats its prey
               alive, causing great suffering, may only score a two on the Ufelskala, while a demon that doesn’t kill, but instead merely torments for fun, might score
               a four.

         
         Humans, for the most part, are unaware that demons walk among them, and that is the
               way most demons—and most humans—like it.

      

      
      
      Acid sprite—Delicate, rat-size, moves faster than a human eye can track. Winged and colorful,
         they can be seen by human children who believe the sprites are fairies. They inhabit
         very dense, very wet European forests, where they hunt small rodents and make the
         most of their mischievous natures by tormenting human travelers. A favorite game is
         to ensure that campers and hikers become lost in the woods. While rarely fatal, an
         acid sprite’s bite is toxic to humans and is often mistaken for a spider bite. Ufelskala score: 2

      
      Alu—Rare, ghostlike demon who appears to humans in the shape of a black dog. They have
         been known to carry diseases such as bubonic plague and leprosy. Usually found haunting
         graveyards. Ufelskala score: 4

      
      Angelgoth—Fallen angels who have done something to earn being turned into winged, skeletal
         monsters. Living in a constant state of misery in hellish dungeons, angelgoths serve
         Satan with ruthless abandon when they are called to do his bidding, for an assignment
         means a respite from their prisons. Ufelskala score: 5

      
      Baruk—Wrinkled, white-skinned creature that feeds exclusively on Umber demons. They inhabit
         caves worldwide, where they can hibernate for centuries until an Umber demon moves
         in. Though humans rarely encounter the baruk, when they do, the results are… messy.
         Ufelskala score: 3

      
      Bathag—Mine dwellers, violet eyes, pale skin, silver-white hair. They possess power over
         the Earth and can cause earthquakes, volcanic eruptions, mine collapses. They like
         to live deep in gem and mineral mines, where they cause minor accidents to feed off
         the energy of those in pain. Ufelskala score: 2

      
      Bedim—Very attractive, sensual humanoid race. Dark skin, dark hair. Males keep females
         in harems. When harems grow too large for one male to service alone, harems are often
         shared with friends or “rented” out in order to keep females sated and calm. Ufelskala score: 1

      
      Bone devil—Three feet tall, carnivorous. Lives in forests all over the world. Eats its prey
         (usually deer) alive. One of the few demon species that exists exclusively in the
         human realm and never enters Sheoul. Ufelskala score: 2

      
      Charnel Apostle—A race of demon born into the Charnelist religion that celebrates pain, violence,
         and bloody sacrifice. All Charnel Apostles top six feet tall as adults. Gray skin,
         black eyes, and hair composed of porcupinelike quills that extend down their back
         and along their broad, flat tail. They make their home high in the Mongolian mountains,
         using their magic to conceal their existence from humans. Ufelskala score: 5

      
      Croix viper—Giant demon snakes with horns. They exist exclusively in Sheoul unless brought above
         ground by another demon. Ufelskala score: 2

      
      Croucher—Three-eyed, scrawny creatures. The size of a small man, they live near dwelling entrances,
         waiting to pounce. Though they are invisible to humans, as most demons are, they are
         capable of powerful evil. They harm by bringing bad luck to a house, thereby causing
         illnesses and accidents, from falling down stairs, to sudden death. Ufelskala score: 4

      
      Cruentus—Skeletal chests, thorny fingers, blunt, hairless snouts. Extremely vicious race that
         feeds only on fresh meat. They will hunt anything, including each other. Ufelskala score: 4

      
      Daeva—Harmless to humans unless threatened. Thin, tall, and pale with lidless, glowing
         eyes, they appear more frightening than they are. They exist mainly in the darkest
         reaches of Sheoul, and come aboveground to the human realm only at night, to gather
         trash for food and entertainment. Ufelskala score: 1

      
      Darquethoth—Very large, ebony-skinned demons with glowing orange eyes, mouths, and thick slashes
         in their skin. They live in the hot, inner regions of Sheoul, feeding off prey species
         who also reside there. A warrior race, they can be hired for any job that promises
         violence. Ufelskala score: 4

      
      Dhampire—A rare hybrid of vampire and werewolf, dhampires both feed on blood and change into
         wargs during the full moon. Males are prone to blood addiction if they feed from the
         same female too often, ultimately leading to the female’s death. Though dhampires
         are immortal, they can be killed. When a dhampire dies, if his or her body is returned
         to clan soil, he or she will rise as a vampire with certain extra immunities, such
         as resistance to holy water and sunlight. Ufelskala score: Varies

      
      Dire mantis—Human in appearance until they’re ready to kill. In preparation, they develop an
         extra row of sharp teeth and grow long claws. The female’s bite is paralyzing, allowing
         her to render her victims helpless as she eats their heads. Males, lacking the paralyzing
         agent in their saliva, must rely on brute strength and their sharp claws and teeth
         to kill. Ufelskala score: 3

      
      Drec—Hunchbacked creatures with slimy gray skin and long tails. Loners, they live near
         lakes and streams, where they can easily catch their main source of food: fish. They
         are extremely cowardly, making them perfect minions for more evil demons who capture
         and force them to labor as slaves. Ufelskala score: 1

      
      Drekevac—Spindly, long-limbed, oversize head, fangs as long as a human’s forearm. They enter
         buildings through open windows and sicken humans with their breath. Ufelskala score: 4

      
      Fallen angels—Fallen angels fall into two categories: those who have entered Sheoul, and those
         who have not. Angels expelled from Heaven face two choices—they can enter Sheoul and
         become the most powerful of demons and lose all hope of ever returning to Heaven,
         or they can reside in the human realm and pray to someday earn the opportunity to
         return to Heaven. Ufelskala score: Varies except for those who have entered Sheoul—these fallen angels
            are ranked as a 5

      
      False angels—Males and females alike are flawlessly beautiful. Highly sexual, they enjoy pleasures
         of the flesh, but they are very particular in their choice of sex partners, and will
         only engage in sex with the most attractive humans and human-appearing demons. A cunning
         and easily bored species, they make life interesting for themselves by tricking humans
         into thinking they are true angels, and then leading the humans astray from their
         chosen religion and into another. Ufelskala score: 3

      
      Gargantua—Massive, rare demons that live in the deepest ocean trenches and come onto land once
         every hundred years to mate. Mostly, they scavenge the carcasses of large mammals
         and fish that sink to the ocean floor, but they have been known to hunt squid and
         octopus, as well as to sink ships and devour the crews. Ufelskala score: 2

      
      Gerunti—Thirty feet tall, Tyrannosaurus rex jaws and claws as long as a man. Only a handful
         are believed to still be in existence, a result of long gestation periods and high
         infant mortality rates. They live underground in mountainous regions in the human
         realm, coming aboveground to gorge themselves on humans and animals once every fifty
         years. Ufelskala score: 3

      
      Ghastbat—Demon bats that feed on living flesh. Their sharp teeth and claws can penetrate the
         toughest hides. The spikes on the ends of their leathery wings are often used to pry
         off scales of larger creatures with plated armor in order to get to the soft flesh
         beneath. Ufelskala score: 1

      
      Grim Reaper aka Azagoth—Very little is known about Azagoth, except that he lives in a realm of his own, inaccessible
         to most. He is the father of all Memitim angels and is rumored to be the Four Horsemen’s
         father as well. Ufelskala score: Unknown

      
      Griminions—Servants to the Grim Reaper. Believed by some to function for demons as angels do
         for humans… escorting the souls of dead demons to Sheoul-gra. Ufelskala score: Unknown

      
      Guai (gwah-eye)—An Asian species, approximately four feet tall, stocky, and resembling a wild boar
         on two legs. Omnivores, these demons hang out near rice paddies, where they raid rice
         fields and eat the occasional snake or rat. Ufelskala score: 1

      
      Harpy—Best described as a “winged woman,” or as a cross between an eagle and human female.
         Human-size, harpies have the legs and talon-tipped feet of eagles, and wings instead
         of arms. Clawlike hands extend from the tips of their wings. Harpies are social creatures,
         living in groups in large wilderness areas, feeding on demon prey species. When females
         reach maturity at the age of one hundred, they can take human form once every ten
         years to mate with a human male. She will then lay a single egg, which will hatch
         two years later. The eggs, believed to impart immortality if eaten, are highly prized
         by some demon species, and have become a black market commodity. Ufelskala score: 1

      
      Hell stallion and hell mare—Black, horselike creatures the size of Clydesdales. These demon equines are carnivores
         that spit fire and kill with razor-sharp hooves. Few species can tame and ride hell
         stallions and mares, but once these horses give their loyalty, it is given for life.
         Ufelskala score: 2

      
      Hellhound—The size of a buffalo, hellhounds are massive black canines with paws the size of
         dinner plates, glowing red eyes, and a mouthful of bloody teeth. Unlike Earthbound
         canines, hellhounds have catlike retractable claws, which they use to devastating
         effect. Their main method of killing involves first raping their prey, and then disemboweling
         it and feasting while it still lives. Notoriously hard to control, hellhounds must
         be handled only by a professional—hellhounds are known to turn on their handlers with
         terrifying frequency. Ufelskala score: 3

      
      Huldrefox—A seasonal and social demon that emerges from Sheoul in the fall to raid farmers’
         fields ready to harvest. They especially enjoy gourds. They are a fragile, nonviolent
         breed, but with six-inch fangs and clawed hands and feet, they are capable of defending
         themselves when necessary, and are extremely protective of their young, flossa, which emerge from eggs after six months. Ufelskala score: 1

      
      Imp—Around three feet tall, these demons are the worker ants of the underworld. By far
         the most common demons, they are treated more like beasts of burden than equals. They
         are thin, hunched over, with big heads and eyes that are disproportionately large
         for their faces. They eat anything they can put into their mouths. They breed like
         rats, giving birth to litters of four to eight young, most of which will not survive
         to adulthood, as they were considered a prey species by many demons. Harmless to humans.
         Ufelskala score: 1

      
      Isfet—An unusual race of demons, all of whom are enslaved by the Neethul. A tall, thin
         species with unusually large eyes and long fingers, their skin changes color in reaction
         to their environment. They are unique in that they are incapable of learning the complexities
         of any language but theirs, and no one can speak their language fluently. Ufelskala score: 1

      
      Judicia—Justice demons. Humanoid in appearance, with dark hair, green skin, and white antlers.
         Males always wear long beards. Females shave theirs. Some justice demons work within
         the Sheoul penal complex. Others are summoned by private individuals or species and
         breed councils for matters of justice. Justice demons possess the power of mind to
         inflict painful punishment as they see fit. Ufelskala score: 1

      
      Khilesh devil—Looking like a cross between an alligator and a gorilla, this predatory species hunts
         in packs, often killing more than necessary. Their favorite food is Umber young, but
         they will kill any helpless demon unlucky enough to cross their paths. Khilesh devils
         live in Sheoul, but usually hunt in forests aboveground. Ufelskala score: 3

      
      Khnive—Summoned demon tracker bound by its master to do his bidding until the spell times
         out. They smell strongly of decay, and resemble giant, skinless opossums. When not
         being forced to track, khnives roam Sheoul in packs, scavenging for other species’
         leftover kills. Ufelskala score: 1

      
      Lava beast—Elephant-size demons that live within volcanoes. They are the only known species
         that can survive exposure to hot lava. Orange-red and black in color, they can blend
         into cooling lava flows. Thought to be the physical incarnation of evil humans killed
         in natural disasters, lava beasts feed on the negative energy produced by a volcano’s
         destruction. Ufelskala score: 3

      
      Leonine beast—Believed to be the first demons created as a cross between humans and animals. Some
         demon scholars are certain leonine beasts are the result of a failed attempt at creating
         lion shapeshifters. Whatever their origins, they resemble lions, but are capable of
         walking upright. None exist in the wild—these creatures are kept only as pets by the
         most wealthy and powerful demon lords. Ufelskala score: 2

      
      Mamu—An Australian desert-dwelling species of man-eating, shapeshifting demon. These tall,
         pointy-headed ugly demons hunt for solitary humans. They can disguise themselves in
         many forms, from animal, human or inanimate object. Crude clubs are their weapons
         of choice. Ufelskala score: 5

      
      Mara—Humanoid demons that can reside in either the human or demon realm. Voracious carnivores,
         these demons are responsible for negatively impacting the human realm’s animal population
         through massive poaching. When threatened or hunting, they sprout an extra set of
         sharp teeth, and their jaws unhinge for greater bite damage. Each Mara is a carrier
         of a disease unique to that individual… which means that the antidote resides with
         him as well. Ufelskala score: 4

      
      Moraki—Spiderlike demons the size of a small car. Their bodies consist entirely of bone
         and teeth, and the clacking noise they make is said to drive some demons mad. Their
         bones are coveted as weapons—a club made from a Moraki’s leg can fetch top dollar
         at any demon market. Being struck by a Moraki-bone weapon renders most victims temporarily
         confused to the point that they will attack their own allies in battle. Ufelskala score: 3

      
      Nebulous demon—These rare, malevolent spirits suck souls out of humans. They are shapeless, appearing
         as patches of fog or steam. Some breeds take only the souls of those who are comatose,
         while others prey mostly on children, the mentally ill, and the elderly, leaving them
         alive, but with no sense of right and wrong. The human souls are stored within the
         demon, providing it energy for as long as the human body lives. The souls can only
         be freed by killing the demon. Ufelskala score: 4

      
      Neethulum—An extremely intelligent and cruel race who breed, raise, train, and sell other species
         as slaves and food. Their uncommon beauty has given rise to the rumor that they are
         descended from fallen angels. They reside wherever they want to within the vast confines
         of Sheoul. Ufelskala score: 5

      
      Nightlash—Humanoid, with clawed feet and sharp teeth. Very tall, often topping seven feet.
         They will eat anything they can catch, and they hunt in family packs, mainly because
         they are all inbred. There are no social taboos with these demons. They reside only
         in Sheoul, usually the colder regions, but they consider all of Earth their hunting
         ground. Ufelskala score: 4

      
      Null—The rarest of demons, void of life and souls. They exist as shadowy creatures with
         gaping maws and jagged teeth. Often bound to demon holy places, there is no known
         weapon against them. Ufelskala score: 4

      
      Obhirrat—Among the most hideous, vile demons in existence. At around seven and a half feet
         tall, these snouted beasts have foot-long claws they click together when agitated,
         beady, red eyes, snakelike tongues. Their skin is transparent, revealing their primary
         means of defense: flesh-eating maggots that squirm constantly beneath the skin. Few
         can look upon an obhirrat without becoming nauseous. Ufelskala score: 3

      
      Oni—These rather stupid demons are troublemakers. The party animals of the underworld,
         they eat, drink, and have sex to excess. Onis may live in the human realm or the demon
         one, but they are always present at the sites of natural disasters, and they love
         to hang out in places where diseases reach epidemic proportions. Ranging in size from
         half that of a human to three times the size, they also vary in color, from pale peach
         to bright pink to blue. Their three fingers and toes on each hand and foot end in
         sharp talons. They boast three eyes, a flat face, and a gaping mouth full of fangs.
         Ufelskala score: 3

      
      Ramreel—Rumored to have been created from human and goat stock, these burly, small-eyed demons
         with curled horns tend to make their living by hiring themselves out as guards. As
         small kids, they train with blade weapons, giving them a head start in the crowded
         but lucrative security market. Ufelskala score: 2

      
      Rusalka—Freshwater species that can shapeshift into fishes and frogs. Rusalkas are female,
         pale green in color, with green hair. They are perpetually lonely, and they lure human
         men into the water to mate with them. Unfortunately, their partners always drown after
         they give up their seed, leaving the Rusalkas lonely once more—that is, until their
         eggs hatch nine months later. Despite the fact that they always kill their partners,
         Rusalkas are not evil; they never intend to drown their partners, and they always
         forget that it happened, so they can’t learn from their mistakes. Ufelskala score: 1

      
      Seminus—A rare, specialized breed of incubi. Members of the breed are exclusively male, with
         the exception of a half-breed named Sin, who is the only known female Seminus. As
         a ter’taceo species, they appear human. As incubi, they are always attractive, and their sexual
         pheromones can loosen up even the most prickly females. At one hundred years old,
         Seminus demons gain the ability to shapeshift and impregnate females of other species
         through a maturation process called s’genesis, which also causes them to lose any sense of compassion and rationality unless they
         are bonded to a life mate. Because individual Seminus demons are raised by different
         species, their Ufelskala scores vary wildly. Ufelskala score: Varies

      
      Sensor—Ter’taceo demons who live and work with humans in order to seek out and destroy the infant
         half-breed offspring of humans and demons. Though their natural form is humanoid,
         their skin begins to deteriorate after too much time in the human realm. They must
         return to Sheoul every six months to endure a two-week regeneration ritual. Ufelskala score: 2

      
      Shapeshifter—Shapeshifters (as their own distinct species, as opposed to a demon who can shift
         his shape) are human-animal hybrids and differ from weres in two main ways: 1) Shapeshifters
         turn into true animals, not human-beasts; 2) Shapeshifters can shift at will and are
         not affected by the full moon. All true shifters have a telltale birthmark, a red,
         star-shaped mole behind the left ear. According to the Daemonica, the demon bible,
         shapeshifters, like turned weres and vampires, have human souls. Ufelskala score: Varies

      
      Silas demon—The mercenaries of the underworld. These pale white, eyeless demons live in Sheoul,
         in large communities where no other species is allowed. They sell their war services
         to the highest bidders as groups, not individuals, and they will destroy anything
         and anyone they are paid to kill. Their clothing is made entirely of the hides and
         skins of their victims. Ufelskala score: 4

      
      Skullboar—Named because this carnivorous piglike creature’s head resembles a skull covered
         by only a thin layer of gray skin, the skullboar is a favorite game animal in the
         soggier forests of Sheoul. Its body is protected by inch-long quills that, if used
         as weapons, will burrow deeply into the victim’s flesh until they reach a vital organ.
         Killing and dressing these creatures requires skill—and protective armor. Tastes like
         chicken! Ufelskala score: 1

      
      Slogthu—Apelike demons with long, tufted ears. They often have exaggerated underbites, overgrown
         lower fangs, and patchy fur. A cold-weather species, they live high up in mountains
         or in icy regions of Sheoul. They are extremely dexterous, famous for their finely
         woven garments and rugs. Omnivores, they prefer their meat cooked. Ufelskala score: 1

      
      Sora—Red-skinned, attractive, black hair and tiny black or white horns that change shade
         with their mood. Often described as looking like cartoon devils. Very sexual beings,
         they rarely form pair-bonds and usually have multiple partners composed of several
         species, though they can only breed with their own kind. Ufelskala score: 1

      
      Soulshredder—Both feared and respected throughout Sheoul, Soulshredders are vicious even by demon
         standards. They feed off pain, misery, and terror. They rarely kill outright, instead
         spending years, even decades, haunting and torturing their victims. They resemble
         skinned gargoyles, with membrane-thin wings, serrated talons on red, scaly paws, and
         barbed penises. Ufelskala score: 5

      
      Spiny hellrat—Similar in size to muskrats, these scavengers populate Sheoul by the millions. Supposedly
         tasty, they are considered by many demons to be food only “poor demon trash” would
         eat. Their spines, about as long and thick as a hedgehog’s, are venomous, as is their
         bite. Ufelskala score: 1

      
      Trillah—A sleek, catlike species. Tall, toned, and graceful, they have bronze skin in the
         summer and a velvety coat of golden fur in the winter. One of the few non-ter’taceo species visible at all times to humans, they were forced into Sheoul when the human
         population grew too large for Trillahs to remain out in the open. Though Trillahs
         are not evil, they resent mankind for their banishment to Sheoul. Ufelskala score: 1

      
      Umber—Humanoid bodies with gray skin, charcoal hair, and gunmetal eyes. Very gentle, cave-dwelling
         species. They are good judges of character, having a natural ability to sense evil
         and good inside someone, and depending on their level of skill, Umbers can lessen
         or even remove the darkness-guilt that weighs an individual down. Ufelskala score: 1

      
      Vampire—It is believed that vampires were created from fallen angels. Any vampire may turn
         a human into a vampire, but after a population explosion in the Dark Ages, followed
         by a vampire civil war, the Vampire Council was formed, and rules were created to
         regulate not only turnings, but behavior in general. Many of the popular vampire legends
         are true, but vampires do not believe that their souls are doomed. They live with
         the belief that if they willingly walk into the morning sun, their souls will be carried
         to Heaven for judgment before God. However, any vampire killed in any other manner
         is doomed to suffer eternal torment in Sheoul-gra. Ufelskala score: Varies

      
      
         
         	Subspecies: Daywalker—The existence of vampires who can walk in the daylight has not been confirmed, but
            reports of these vampires have been increasing, most notably since Pestilence’s Seal
            broke. RUMOR ONLY.
         

         
      

      
      Vapor wraith—Ghostlike demons whose origins and habitats are unknown. They are never seen except
         when bound by a spell to an object, usually Harrowgates. Their height can vary from
         twelve feet tall to fifty feet and they have a mouthful of shark-sharp teeth and claws
         that can grow up to seven feet in length. Ufelskala score: 3

      
      Viper ghoul—Ill-tempered, nasty, man-size reptile that resembles a cobra that has been dead for
         a month. Viper ghouls are easily controlled by sorcery, and are often summoned by
         humans who play with black magic without fully grasping its power. The results can
         be deadly. Ufelskala score: 2

      
      Were-beasts—Weres are humans who shift only during the three nights of the full moon. They turn
         into large, two-legged, furry beasts with both human and animal features. Only a few
         species of were-creatures are known to exist: werewolves (who call themselves wargs)
         werebears, and wereleopards, though werewolves are the most common. There are two
         classes of were-beasts; those who are born weres, and those who are turned after being
         bitten. Born weres, especially wolves, tend to live in packs, while turned weres usually
         lead solitary existences. There are rumors of a rare breed of werewolves called feast
         wargs, who change during the new moon instead of the full moon. It’s said that feast
         wargs were bred by demons to hunt regular wargs. Ufelskala score: Varies

      
   
      
      
      Q&A with Larissa

      
      
         I love getting questions from readers, so when I decided to put together this compendium,
               I asked my readers what they wanted to know. Here are some of the questions I get
               asked the most, as well as a couple of curveballs!

      

      
      
      
      What was the hardest book to write and why?

      
      That would be a tie between Ecstasy Unveiled and Lethal Rider. Ecstasy Unveiled got off on the wrong foot and required a complete rewrite, so that was definitely
         a difficult book to write (and write again). Plus, I had to do much of the work during
         a move from Virginia to Wisconsin. My husband drove while I sat in the passenger seat
         with the laptop! Lethal Rider put me through the wringer in part because, with so many ends to tie up and there
         was so much going on in the book, and in part because I had a very difficult relationship
         between the hero and heroine to deal with.
      

      
      
      
      How often do you change your hair color? Do you have a hobby or interest not related
            to books or animals?

      
      I change my hair color whenever I get bored. Which is a lot! As far as my hobbies,
         I love role-playing video games of the Dungeons & Dragons sort. I also like to bowl,
         watch movies, and camp (as long as my husband does all of the work, like cooking).
         Oh, and I love to travel! Hubby and I are planning a month-long European vacation
         after he retires from the Coast Guard. I can’t wait!
      

      
      
      
      How did you come up with the Demonica and Horsemen symbols?

      
      The Demonica symbol came about because I wanted something similar to the medical caduceus
         that’s familiar to people worldwide. But since the symbol would be used for an underworld
         hospital, I needed it to be a little more… sinister. Enter author Amy Knupp and her
         fabulous husband, Justin. He designed the caduceus according to my specs, and voilà,
         we had a symbol! For the Horsemen symbol, I went to my husband, who, besides being
         an officer in the U.S. Coast Guard, is a talented artist with publishing credits of
         his own. He based each of the four horse heads on each of the Horsemen, and though
         the design was simplified for publication purposes, it still made it onto the covers.
         I’m very proud of him!
      

      
      
      
      Would you consider writing a book featuring the Demonica kids as they grow into teens?

      
      Tempting, very tempting! Actually, I have thought about how it could be done… writing
         books for them when they become adults. Right now, it’s just in the processing center
         of my brain because I need some time away from them (they’re still babies to me) but
         you never know!
      

      
      
      
      What is your favorite book you’ve written?

      
      Ooh, it’s a three-way tie here! I adored writing Unleashing the Storm, my Sydney Croft (with author Stephanie Tyler) alter ego. When authors say that a
         book “writes itself,” I used to scoff. (And maybe curse them a little.) But Unleashing the Storm really did write itself. I can’t believe how fast we wrote it and how well it came
         together. The other two favorites are Passion Unleashed and Rogue Rider. They were just really easy to write. I’ve discovered that writing men who are scoundrels
         creates a very pleasant author experience!
      

      
      
      
      Which of your female leads is your favorite? Who is your favorite heroine and why?

      
      Hard question, because I genuinely love all my heroines when I’m writing them, though
         some are easier to write than others. Kira from Unleashing the Storm is a favorite because she’s such an animal lover, and I also love Sin and Limos a
         lot. I’ve found it interesting that those two heroines (plus Tayla) who I loved writing
         the most, are the ones that many readers like the least!
      

      
      
      
      What is your all-time favorite book and why?

      
      Eek! This is a hard question, but after much consideration, I’m going to go with The Eye of the World by Robert Jordan. It’s genius. Dark and scary, and yet fantastical and fun. The entire
         Wheel of Time series is amazing, and I re-read it every time a new one comes out.
         I love it so much that I’ve had to buy The Eye of the World several times because I keep loaning it out and never getting it back!
      

      
      
      
      I’m curious about your writing process. Do you write the main plot points down first
            and then go back and fill in between, or do you usually write a book straight through,
            start to finish?

      
      Sometimes I think I’m the only author in the world without a process. I really don’t have one. I write every book using a different process.
         In general, I write the scenes in my head that are calling to me, and then I fill
         in around them. I start out with an outline, but I’m terrible at plotting, and the
         book never turns out like the outline says it should!
      

      
      
      
      How do you handle criticism of your work?

      
      I’ll be honest… it’s not always easy. It was worse in the beginning, but thankfully
         I’ve developed a thicker skin. In the past, a bad review would paralyze me for days.
         Now I’m over it in a couple of hours, if that. Unless the review is special in some way—sent to me with the intent of hurting my feelings/is
         a personal attack/is from a reader who has previously loved the other books but is
         now disappointed (I hate disappointing readers!), et cetera. But for the most part, I cope by not reading
         them. As a new author, I read all the Amazon reviews, all the blog reviews, I pored
         through Goodreads… yeah, not healthy at all. Lesson learned, and for my own mental
         health, I stay away now!
      

      
      
      
      Even the animals in your stories have strong personalities. Why is that?

      
      Because I’ve never met an animal that didn’t have a unique, strong personality. I
         grew up on a farm, and I learned that even animals like cows and chickens are individuals
         in their own ways. People think a cow is a cow is a cow, but the more time I spent
         with them, the more I saw the personality differences in each one. And in many ways,
         what I learned growing up on a farm helped me understand the demons in my Demonica
         world better. Just as humans tend to see cows as just cows, so do demons see humans
         as just humans—to many demons, we not only all look alike, but we act alike.
      

      
      
      
      What inspired you to write about alpha demons and give them the noble, loving personalities
            and sex appeal that we all drool over? Most writers make them a bunch of nasty beasties.
            Why did you choose a different route?

      
      I went a different route for exactly the reason you just mentioned: because most writers
         make them a bunch of nasty beasties. Yep, I wanted to do something different. Of course,
         I was a little behind the curve, because by the time Pleasure Unbound came out, there were these other amazing authors, like Gena Showalter and Kresley
         Cole, writing these loving, cuddly demons. Okay, “cuddly” is probably more accurately
         stated as “hot as hell,” but you know what I mean!
      

      
      
      
      How do you come up with the types of demons from your series? Their names and the
            way they look? Are they from your imagination?

      
      I’d say that 40 percent come from mythology—demons from various cultural and religious
         backgrounds. The rest are from my imagination. My scary, scary imagination…
      

      
      
      
      How do you go about picking, or making up names for your characters and is there a
            meaning, or purpose behind the names you choose for them?

      
      The names I choose for the main characters usually have some sort of meaning or purpose.
         When the names aren’t made up, there’s generally something behind them that makes
         them special. For example, Eidolon, Shade, and Wraith are all linked by the fact that
         their names are real terms that identify some sort of ghost or spirit. I tend to do
         a ton of research when it comes to names, demon species, and terms like Maleconcieo, which is an organization representing every demon species… basically, the U.N. of
         the demon world. The word combines malus (Old French mal based on Latin for “bad”) with concieo (Latin for “incite, assemble”). I’m very picky when inventing a term or name, and
         although they may be made up, they must still have a basis in something, be it a language like Latin, a place, or a historical event.
      

      
      
      
      Are you ever going to make the Demonica series into a movie or TV show?

      
      I would love that! Unfortunately, I don’t have the resources. It takes a Hollywood-type
         person to express interest in order to get something like that going.
      

      
      
      
      How can I find out about appearances and book signings?

      
      You can check my website. I list all upcoming events in the right sidebar of my blog
         at LarissaIone.com/Blog/Blog-Home.
      

      
      
      
      Will Sin and Con finally bond the way male Seminus demons do, and will they have kids?

      
      Sin isn’t even sure she can bond the same way male Sems do, but she and Con might
         try someday. Right now, after being enslaved by and bonded to others for so long,
         she and Con are both content to take things slow, which includes having kids. When
         and if these things happen, I’ll be sure to write scenes for inclusion in Demonica:
         Overkill, which is where I update readers on the lives of the Demonica cast and crew:
         LarissaIone.com/Blog/Books/Demonica-Overkill

      
      
      
      Will the Sem brothers come through for Lore and Idess as sperm donors, and how will
            that be possible?

      
      Yes! And I even know whose little sperm is going to be the winner! As for how it would
         be possible, given that Seminus demons not only must have a partner to climax, but
         once mated, they can only be with that partner, well, let’s just say that our boys and their mates will have
         to be a little… creative in collecting the samples. And if all else fails, there are
         always medical methods.
      

      
      
      
      Where do you get your ideas?

      
      Everywhere! Sometimes things just pop into my head. Other times they’ll come from
         the news or from a movie or book or TV documentary. For example, the Demonica series
         came to me when I was watching an episode of Angel, and Angel got hurt. He needed a hospital, but as a vampire, he couldn’t just head
         to the nearest emergency room. Clearly, there was a need for an underworld hospital,
         and UGH was born!
      

      
      
      
      What’s next after the last Lords of Deliverance book?

      
      After Reseph’s book, we’re heading back to the Demonica world. Rogue Rider will kick
         off a book for Reaver, which I’m super excited about. For updates about what’s coming
         next, please feel free to sign up for my newsletter at LarissaIone.com/Blog/News.
      

      
      
      
   
      
      
      The Legend

      
      
         So this is what the legend, immortalized through thousands of years of storytelling,
               says about the origins of the Four Horsemen:

      

      
      
         
         Her name was Lilith, and she was an evil succubus. His name was Yenrieth, and he was
            a good angel.
         

         
         After hundreds of years of seducing humans, Lilith got bored. So she set her sights
            on Yenrieth, the ultimate challenge. He resisted. She pursued. He resisted some more.
            This went on for decades, until the inevitable happened. She was, after all, beautiful,
            and he liked his wine a little too much.
         

         
         No one knows what happened to Yenrieth after their night of passion, but nine months
            later, Lilith gave birth to four children, three boys and a girl. She named them Reseph,
            Ares, Limos, and Thanatos. Lilith kept the girl, Limos, with her in Sheoul, and she
            planted the males in the human world, switching them out with the infants of wealthy,
            powerful families.
         

         
         The boys grew into men, never suspecting the truth about their origins. At least,
            not until demons rose up, spreading terror and seeking to use Lilith’s sons against
            the humans. Limos escaped from Sheoul, found her brothers, and revealed the truth
            about their parentage.
         

         
         By this time, the brothers had seen their lands and families destroyed by demons and,
            blinded by hatred and the need for revenge, Lilith’s children encouraged (manipulatively
            and forcibly, sometimes) humans to help them fight violent, never-ending battles against
            the underworld abominations.
         

         
         This didn’t go over well in the heavenly realm.

         
         Zachariel, an Angel of the Apocalypse, led a legion of angels to Earth, where they
            met in battle with demon hordes. When the earth and waters ran red with blood, and
            humans could no longer survive on the poisoned land, Zachariel struck a deal with
            the devil.
         

         
         Lilith’s children were to be punished for slinging mankind to the brink of doom in
            their selfish bid for revenge. Because they had nearly brought about the end of days,
            they were charged as the keepers of Armageddon. Defenders or instigators; the choice
            would fall on their shoulders.
         

         
         Each of them was given a Seal, and with each Seal came two prophecies. Should they
            protect their Seals from breaking until the prophecy laid out by the Bible came to
            pass, they would save their souls—and mankind.
         

         
         But should they allow the Seals to be broken prematurely, as written in the Daemonica,
            the demon bible, they would turn evil, and would forever be known by the names Pestilence,
            War, Famine, and Death.
         

         
         And thus were born the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse.

         
      

      
      Awesome, right? Lilith was bored… humans are so vanilla… and Yenrieth resisted for centuries until she caught him one night all shitfaced
         on some crappy wine. Well, not so fast. Read on, dear reader, because here’s what
         really happened…
      

      
   
      
      
      Eternal Damnation

      
      Lilith was horny.
      

      
      As a succubus, horny was her default state, but there had been something different
         about her level of need lately. She’d been edgy, achy, and oddly picky about her partners.
         She’d shunned females, ugly males, and any male with fur. Or scales.
      

      
      Well, scales had always been a deal-breaker anyway.

      
      Now she found herself seeking specific qualities in a male. She wanted beauty. Ruthlessness.
         And wings. Definitely wings.
      

      
      She shivered in lustful anticipation. She loved wings. Leather ones, feathery ones,
         even the ones that were nothing but skeletal frames. A good, strong set of wings on
         a male stirred her like nothing else, except maybe a huge cock.
      

      
      So that was how she found herself perched on a boulder and covertly watching an angel
         bathe in a sparkling crystal pool.
      

      
      The male was… magnificent. He’d disappeared below the surface a few seconds ago, and
         she held her breath as she waited, her body tightening, her tongue dry. The waterfall
         on the far side of the pool churned the water into a froth and when he surfaced, the
         bubbles swirled around him, caressing his perfect skin and driving her mad with envy.
      

      
      He rose up out of the water like a god, his flaxen mane cascading over the broad expanse
         of his shoulders, glistening water droplets streaming in the valleys between slabs
         of thick muscle. His thick arms flexed as he looked up at the heavens and slicked
         back his hair. When his tongue flicked out to catch a shimmering bead of water on
         his lower lip, Lilith breathlessly licked her own lips.
      

      
      Closing his eyes, he turned his face to the sun, which bathed him in a golden glow.
         And then, to her utter wet-between-the-legs joy, he flared his wings high. They were
         as white and flawless as virgin snow, spanning wider than he was tall. They hadn’t
         developed color yet, which meant he was young. Virile. Full of stamina.
      

      
      Now if he would just move to the shallow end of the pool, she could see what he had
         going on below his trim waist.
      

      
      Not that she hadn’t already seen it. This was the third day in a row she’d spied on
         Yenrieth, and today, she’d decided, would be the day she approached him. Today was
         the first time he’d been here without the female angel who doted on him like a groveling
         cur. Yenrieth seemed to be oblivious, but to Lilith it was blatantly clear that the
         stupid bitch was both in lust and in love with him. She was just too shy or uppity
         or just plain daft to do anything about it.
      

      
      Lilith wasn’t any of those things, and she was definitely going to do something about
         it. No, not the love part. The sex part. Yenrieth didn’t know it yet, but he was going
         to help her relieve the deep-down ache that had been driving her mad.
      

      
      Oh, yes, this demon was going to finally get a little angel in her.

      
      Someone was watching him.

      
      Yenrieth grinned as he eased toward the shore, moving slowly to give whoever was watching
         a show they wouldn’t soon forget. Verrine would cluck her tongue at him and tell him
         he was too vain for his own good.
      

      
      That was probably true.

      
      He looked around for his fellow angel, wondering where she was. They’d been assigned
         the most tedious duty any angel could be given, and for two years they’d spent their
         nights patrolling the nearby forests for hellrats.
      

      
      Hellrats.

      
      The assignment was supposed to be some sort of training to teach them to develop their
         skills with holy fire. Hunting hellrats was fledgling work, and Yenrieth had progressed
         beyond that a decade ago. Unfortunately, his superiors didn’t agree.
      

      
      He strode up onto the bank and donned the plain white robe that was standard issue
         for all novice angels. As he slipped into his calfskin boots, a rustling from the
         forest caught his attention. He waited for a sense of evil to alert him about the
         nature of whatever was skittering through the underbrush, but nothing struck him as
         odd.
      

      
      But then, sensing evil was Yenrieth’s weakness, even though he didn’t admit that to
         anyone. His skills with holy fire couldn’t be topped, so did it matter if he was a
         few seconds slow when it came to identifying evil?
      

      
      A gray shape flickered in his peripheral vision, and he whirled, catching sight of
         the spiny hellrat as it darted toward the pool for a drink. In a flap of an angel’s
         wings Yenrieth summoned a hot stream of holy fire and turned the demon rodent into
         a pile of ashes.
      

      
      “Impressive.”

      
      Yenrieth whirled, his hand burning in preparation for hurling another blast of fire
         at whoever had snuck up on him. Instead, when he saw the black-haired, violet-eyed
         female standing at the edge of the water, her curvy body wrapped in a sheer purple
         sheath, his palm cooled and his body heated.
      

      
      He reached out with his angelic senses for a telltale vibration that would alert him
         to evil inside her, but he didn’t get as much as a tingle. She must be human.
      

      
      “Who are you?”

      
      Her gaze dropped, taking a long, slow ride over his body before she met his eyes again.
         “I’m Lilith.”
      

      
      He had to tread carefully. He wasn’t getting a malevolent vibe off her, but if she
         was human, she didn’t seem to be particularly bothered by the fact that he’d just
         ashed a rat with fire from his hand. It was possible that she belonged to The Aegis,
         a ragtag group of humans who had recently banded together to fight demons. Or she
         could be some sort of priestess who practiced mystical arts.
      

      
      Yenrieth was going to lay odds on the latter.

      
      “You’ve been spying on me, Lilith.” He returned the measuring look—measuring her for
         a hole in the ground if she was an enemy, or a bed if she wasn’t. “Why?”
      

      
      Lilith shrugged and padded on bare feet to the pool. “I find you to be… intriguing.”

      
      Casting a sultry look over her shoulder, she waded into the water. He swallowed a
         sudden lump in his throat as she went deeper, until tiny ripples were lapping at her
         chin. Her lustrous raven hair spread out on the water’s surface, and when she started
         to emerge, it molded to her shoulders and back, draping her in a mantle of silk. Her
         purple wrap, now soaked, was completely transparent and skintight, revealing high,
         round breasts tipped with firm nipples, rolling abs, rounded, wide hips, and a shadowy
         V between slim, endless legs.
      

      
      “That wasn’t much of a swim,” he said, for lack of anything cleverer to say. This
         female had scrambled his brain.
      

      
      “I needed to cool off,” she purred. “It has been far too hot for comfort.”

      
      Yenrieth casually dropped his hand and shifted to hide his rebellious manhood.

      
      She took her lower lip between her teeth, and he swore she undulated as if under a
         male, engaging in sensual foreplay. “What about you? Have you been… hot?”
      

      
      Hot? He was on fire. Steam coursed through his veins instead of blood and his skin
         had practically melted to his muscles. With effort, he pushed aside his lust long
         enough to regard her with a critical, if not appreciative, eye. She was clearly a
         sexual woman, perhaps a kept consort for one of the local royals. Kept or… paid.
      

      
      “Are you a whore?”

      
      Her deep, throaty laughter rolled through him in another wave of lust. “Some may say
         so.” She smiled wryly. “But they don’t say it twice.” A breeze rustled the bushes
         near the spot where he’d incinerated the hellrat, and Lilith’s smile widened, as if
         she approved of what he’d done.
      

      
      “How is it that you weren’t surprised by what you saw me do?”

      
      One dainty shoulder rolled in a shrug. “I have bedded men who have shown me many things.”

      
      A vague answer, but one that made sense. She very well could have bedded someone versed
         in magic, or an Aegis warrior, or even a demon.
      

      
      He nearly curled his lip at the thought of bedding a vile spawn of Sheoul. Not only
         was sex with a demon a violation of heavenly law, but there were always consequences.
         No, as an angel, he was required to limit his intimate play to angels and humans,
         and even then, there were strict rules.
      

      
      “Are you married?” he asked, and once again, she laughed.

      
      “Never.” She moved toward him, her hips swaying hypnotically. “Do you want me?”

      
      More than he’d ever wanted anything. “No.”

      
      “Truly,” she murmured, reaching out to trail her finger along his jaw and down his
         neck. Pleasure blazed along the path she drew. “Then I’ll leave you with this.”
      

      
      She went up on her toes, and without thinking, he dipped his head to meet her welcoming
         mouth. In an instant, the fire inside him turned into an inferno, scorching him. This
         female was lightning wrapped in shimmering skin.
      

      
      He dragged in a ragged breath, taking in her scent, seeking a sign that she might
         be fertile, because it was forbidden for an angel to breed with a human. But all he
         got was a rich, spicy aroma, as if a flower had bloomed in a field of cardamom.
      

      
      Her lips were velvet against his, her tongue silk. She arched, pressing the length
         of her remarkable body into his. Her breasts flattened against his chest, her nipples
         rubbing, and he wondered how they’d taste. Her core met his hard staff, and he hissed
         at the contact. He felt her smile, and then she stepped back, breaking away from him
         so abruptly he nearly lost his balance.
      

      
      Which only made sense, since this female had him off balance since she’d arrived.

      
      “Farewell,” she murmured. “I’ll return on the morrow, if you’d care to join me.”

      
      With that, she strolled into the forest, disappearing before he could so much as catch
         his breath.
      

      
      Tomorrow. Maybe once his head cleared, he’d decide it was a bad idea to meet her,
         but right now he was wondering how to make the sun rise faster.
      

      
      Lilith was in dire need of sex by the time she arrived at the shack she shared with
         her sister, Sabbet. She hated living in the human realm, but until a succubus of her
         species became pregnant, she couldn’t make a proper home in Sheoul. And the bitch
         of it was that her species wasn’t fertile until somewhere between their five hundredth
         and one thousandth year.
      

      
      She found Sabbet midcoitus with a half-demon male who had serviced them for decades
         when they were too lazy to find a human male to fuck. Sabbet continued to ride the
         male, Ashan, who was on his back on her pallet, as Lilith entered the shack. The scent
         of sex drove Lilith mad with want, and she clenched her teeth against the desire to
         either shove Sabbet off the demon or go back to the pool to see if Yenrieth was still
         there.
      

      
      She would do neither. Just a few days ago, she’d have spent hours with Ashan, but
         she was saving herself for Yenrieth.
      

      
      Saving herself? She shook her head to clear it. Why in the name of all that was unholy
         would she save herself?
      

      
      Frustrated, she snarled, kicking the demon as she strode past, seeking the flagon
         of wine they kept on their rickety wooden table. She drank deeply, hoping the liquid
         would ease the fever in her body. Yenrieth’s kiss had stirred her into a frenzy, and
         it had taken more self-control than she’d ever needed to keep from palming his cock
         while they kissed. Visions of dropping to her knees and taking him in her mouth had
         filled her head. She took almost as much pleasure from watching a male come as she
         did from coming herself, and she instinctively knew that Yenrieth’s climax would be
         nothing short of remarkable. His hard body would strain, and all that magnificent
         vitality and strength would be unleashed inside her.
      

      
      Finally, the sounds of sex reached the peak, and a moment later, Sabbet joined Lilith
         at the table, wrapped in a sheer robe. Ashan dressed quickly and scurried out the
         door.
      

      
      “Where have you been?” Sabbet asked.

      
      “I was seducing an angel.”

      
      Sabbet went taut, her eyes narrowing into angry silver slits. “Yenrieth?”

      
      Interesting. “Yes. Why?”

      
      Sabbet’s hiss sprayed droplets of spittle. “I want him for my heat.”
      

      
      “Your—” Lilith sucked in a breath.

      
      Heat. Dear dark lord, that was what was wrong with her. It also explained why she’d walked away from him instead
         of pressuring him into copulation. A breeding succubus needed a male to be as worked
         up and fertile as possible when she took his seed.
      

      
      Her fingers fluttered to her belly, which, if things went right, would soon be swollen
         with an angel’s baby. And oh, giving birth to the offspring of an angel would take
         her far in Sheoul. She could use the child in so many ways to bring herself power
         and glory.
      

      
      Smiling, she brought the clay flagon to her lips, but Sabbet knocked it away, spilling
         wine the color of blood down Lilith’s chest.
      

      
      “Stay away from him,” Sabbet growled. “He’s mine.”

      
      Fury twisted Lilith’s heart, wringing out every drop of affection for her sister.
         Now was not the time to play fair. This was Lilith’s future at stake, and the angel’s
         passion would secure it.
      

      
      Spinning, she grabbed one of the knives hanging on the wall and brought it down in
         the soft spot between Sabbet’s neck and shoulder. Her sister screamed, then screamed
         louder when Lilith plunged the dagger into her abdomen. Sabbet staggered backward,
         tripping over her pallet and crumpling to the ground. Lilith fell with her, stabbing
         over and over into her sister’s belly, reveling in the grotesque, squishy sounds.
      

      
      When her sister fell silent, Lilith stood, bathed in blood. Oh, how she’d love to
         get Yenrieth here to fuck in the slippery warmth. Not that he would. Angels, by all
         accounts, tended to be prissy.
      

      
      Lilith licked the blade as she hovered over what was left of her sister. Oh, Sabbet
         would recover in time, but it would be a decade, at least, before her ruined womb
         could support a child. By then, her heat would have passed and she’d have to wait
         another couple of centuries for another. In the meantime, Lilith would become a force
         to be reckoned with, and Sabbet wouldn’t dare challenge her once she arrived in Sheoul.
      

      
      Oh, yes, Lilith had it all figured out. If all went according to plan, she would become
         a legend in Sheoul, practically godlike… perhaps she could even take a place next
         to the dark lord himself.
      

      
      All she needed was Yenrieth. And tomorrow she would have him.

      
      Yenrieth spent the longest day of his life in the forest hunting hellrats with Verrine.
         She’d noticed he’d been distracted, and she kept asking what had happened and if there
         was something she could do to help. How could he tell her that the only thing on his
         mind was wicked, raw sex with a woman who all but oozed sensuality?
      

      
      No, Verrine, who hadn’t yet been intimate with a man, would have no understanding
         of the pleasures of the body. He’d asked her once why she’d never bedded a male, not
         even during the maddening cycle of maturity when an angel grew his or her wings. Sex
         could hasten the painful process… or in the very least, take one’s mind off it.
      

      
      But Verrine had simply shrugged and said she was waiting for the right male. She was
         an angel of justice in training, so Yenrieth figured that maybe she saw consequences
         more clearly than others. Possible, he supposed, since, as a battle angel, he was
         much more prone to hard living, ruthlessness, and rash actions.
      

      
      And true to his nature, he’d acted rashly and he’d kissed Verrine. Today. In the forest.
         He was still kicking himself for that. But when she’d touched his cheek with the greatest
         of care, asking him what was weighing so heavily on his mind, he couldn’t tell her
         the truth. So he’d kissed her.
      

      
      It had been the sweetest kiss he’d ever shared with anyone. For a few heartbeats,
         Verrine had wiped Lilith from his thoughts. The desire that had been coursing through
         his veins all night and into the morning had shifted into something less frantic but
         no less heated.
      

      
      Then Verrine had torn away from him, her eyes wild, her entire being wrought with
         distress. Before he could apologize, she’d flashed away, leaving him feeling like
         a brutal clod. She’d been waiting for the right male to take her to bed… what if she’d
         been waiting for the right male for her first kiss too?
      

      
      Ashamed, he thought about going after her, but he doubted she’d be receptive to his
         apology right now. Or ever.
      

      
      Yenrieth cursed himself for a fool and flashed to the pool, needing a distraction.
         Lilith would be perfect for that.
      

      
      Sure enough, the moment he caught sight of her, his rashness with Verrine melted away,
         leaving his focus narrowed on the naked female swimming with leisurely abandon. He
         remained at the edge of the clearing, his heart pounding in a nervous, erratic rhythm.
         He was never nervous, especially with females, but this one left him dangerously off
         kilter.
      

      
      Frankly, it pissed him off.

      
      Lilith floated to the shallows and gracefully eased out of the water and onto the
         shore. As she walked toward a blanket spread in the lush grass farther up the bank,
         she squeezed her hair, creating a stream of water that trickled down her breasts.
         Yenrieth wanted to lick her dry.
      

      
      Then lick her wet.

      
      Droplets on her skin shimmered in the sunlight as she sank down on the blanket and
         poured a cup of wine from the vessel beside her. She brought the cup to her lips,
         and as she drank, she looked directly at him.
      

      
      Caught.

      
      His heart beat faster. Harder. The throbbing pulse went all the way to his sex. In
         an almost dreamlike state, he moved toward her, his gaze fixed on hers, his mouth
         practically watering in anticipation.
      

      
      Smiling, Lilith shifted, letting her thighs fall open to reveal her smooth female
         flesh, the delicate pink center glistening. His body reacted to the sight, hardening
         and buzzing with every step.
      

      
      “I wasn’t sure you’d come,” she said, patting the blanket.

      
      “I wasn’t sure I would.”

      
      Her knowing smile said she knew he was lying. “Sit.”

      
      Her command, softly spoken, brought him to a stop. He didn’t like being ordered around,
         least of all by a human.
      

      
      Again, she seemed to have intimate knowledge of his thoughts, and she reached out
         to him. “Please. I meant no offense. I simply can’t wait to have you next to me.”
      

      
      He took her hand, marveling at how soft it was, and allowed her to pull him down.
         Her remarkable eyes darkened, and he swore that for a moment her entire body did the
         same. She held the cup to his lips.
      

      
      In a husky voice, she said, “Please. Take what is mine.”

      
      Yes. He already felt like he’d imbibed a barrel of wine as he allowed her to tip the cup
         up, spilling the sweet nectar into his mouth. A tiny rivulet dribbled down his chin,
         and she leaned forward to trace the stream with her tongue. He barely held in a moan
         as she followed the trail of wine to his lips, and then inside his mouth.
      

      
      Unbidden, his hand came up to one of her breasts. That one touch undid him. In a powerful
         surge, he swept aside the wine flagon and cup and pushed Lilith onto her back. They
         both groaned as he covered her, her legs coming up to clench him around the waist.
         The next moments were a flurry of hands and tearing cloth, their desperation to get
         him as naked as she was all consuming.
      

      
      Strange urges wracked him, desires to take her in ways he’d never indulged. Wicked,
         sinful ways. She knew, encouraged him. Time became a blur as he brought her to dozens
         of peaks, and somehow, he found the willpower to hold off his own climax. Or maybe
         he held off because she’d squeeze his sack at precisely the right moment, preventing
         his seed from spilling with only a touch and an odd trickle of heat from her palm.
      

      
      “Not yet,” she kept whispering.

      
      This time, when she cupped his balls while he was buried in the heat of her mouth,
         he rebelled.
      

      
      “Not again,” he growled, pulling out and flipping her onto her back. Her eyes shot
         wide, and he resisted smiling at her dismay.
      

      
      He mounted her, settling over her toned body, and when his shaft rubbed against her
         mound, she undulated, the raw hunger in her expression replacing her surprise at his
         defiance. As he dipped his head to suck a berry-red nipple into his mouth, he ground
         his hips, sliding the tip of his cock through her slit, drawing a cry from her sweet
         lips. He was so sensitized now that he had to pant through a near climax, because
         while he was so very ready, he would be inside her tight sheath when he spilled.
      

      
      Pushing against her opening, he lifted his head to watch her as he slid slowly inside.
         He hissed as her inner walls clenched around him. Sweat broke out on his skin, and
         then she was tonguing his neck and tilting her pelvis to take him deep.
      

      
      “Yes,” she breathed. “Give yourself to me.”

      
      Surrounded by the rush of the waterfall and the rough slap of skin against skin, he
         pumped into her, the throbbing pressure in his shaft building beyond what he’d ever
         thought he could endure. White-hot pleasure seared him, and the sight of her full
         breasts bouncing with every thrust took him over the edge.
      

      
      Ecstasy took him harder than anything he’d experienced before, penetrating to what
         felt like his very soul. He roared with the force of it, his seed filling her, flowing
         in a nonstop rush that made him dizzy. Lilith cried out in what sounded like a combination
         of pleasure and triumph, and suddenly, the bliss coursing through him morphed, tinged
         with an edge of darkness. Of shadow.
      

      
      His head swam as he collapsed on top of her, dazed, a little confused by what had
         just happened. How could the best orgasm of his life turn into something that left
         him feeling not only exhausted, but… wrong?
      

      
      Lilith pushed him aside, easily, as if he didn’t weigh twice as much as she did. Instead
         of being wrung dry, she seemed to be energized. Glowing.
      

      
      Her smile was sensual but satisfied as she went to her feet, leaving him sprawled
         almost helplessly on the blanket.
      

      
      “Thank you, Yenrieth,” she murmured. “Your angelic gift is going to take me far.”

      
      Bewildered and still fuzzy, he watched her saunter away and disappear into the woods.
         And wait… Yenrieth? Angel? She’d known what he was?
      

      
      Wobbling, he sat up. His palm came down on the spot where she’d been, and now that
         he was no longer vibrating with lust, a new vibration traveled up from his hand to
         his soul, a soul that seemed a little soiled now.
      

      
      Demon. He was sensing a demon.

      
      No. Oh, sweet Heaven, no.
      

      
      Fury and anguish welled up from deep inside him. Lilith had seduced him, tricked him,
         used him. Sickened, he staggered to the pool, desperate to wash her touch from his
         skin.
      

      
      He would never be able to wash her from the wreckage that was his soul.

      
      As he scrubbed his body with an urgency that bordered on crazed, all he could think
         about was Verrine, and how right she’d been to run away. He was filth, and he wondered
         what the consequences of his actions would be… and who would pay the price.
      

      
      Verrine spent several minutes vomiting, her heart aching. She knew Yenrieth wasn’t
         celibate—no battle angel was. Unlike some angels of other Orders who weren’t allowed
         to—or couldn’t—have sex, sexual need seemed to be part of the battle angel genetic
         code.
      

      
      But to see him with a… succubus… especially after the kiss he’d shared with her, had
         torn Verrine wide open.
      

      
      Nausea twisted through her again, but she fought the urge to spill what little was
         left in her stomach. Maybe this was her fault for not telling him how she felt about
         him. Maybe she should have confessed that she’d wanted to feel a male’s body against
         hers.
      

      
      But not any male. She wanted Yenrieth to be the one to show her the wonders of making love.
      

      
      And maybe she shouldn’t have run away from him like a frightened rabbit. She’d sent
         him straight into that female’s arms.
      

      
      She wanted to scream.

      
      When she’d come upon the pair in the final throes of ecstasy, it had been horrifyingly
         clear that he didn’t know the female he was releasing into was a demon. Damn him!

      
      Verrine had warned him that his undeveloped ability to sense evil would get him into
         trouble if he didn’t work on honing the talent. Instead, he concentrated on learning
         to fight and turning holy fire into a powerful weapon—all admirable undertakings,
         but he’d neglected to develop other important skills.
      

      
      And because he was a male, his reproductive instincts were blocked by a succubus’s
         charm, and he’d missed the most crucial fact about the demon: She had been fertile.
      

      
      Trembling fiercely, Verrine had followed the demon to a Harrowgate, and just before
         the succubus stepped inside, Verrine had gotten close enough to feel her life force…
         and the four angelic life forces inside her.
      

      
      The succubus was pregnant.

      
      Verrine collapsed onto the ground, closing her eyes to the horrible reality. No one
         could learn about this. Yenrieth’s punishment would be severe, and Verrine loved him
         too much to let that happen.
      

      
      She also loved him too much to tell him about the succubus’s pregnancy. Not now, while
         he was still a novice. She knew him well enough to know he’d scour Sheoul to find
         the female, and as a novice, he wouldn’t survive down there for an hour.
      

      
      No, this was something she’d keep to herself. He might wonder what, exactly, the demon
         had stolen from him—succubi stole lives, souls, energy, and seed, often a combination
         of any of those—but with any luck, he’d believe energy alone had been her goal. After
         all, he was still alive, and he’d have changed if she’d stolen his soul. The seed…
         well, Verrine would just have to pray he was so drained from the sex that he’d believe
         the succubus had been after nothing more than the power she’d gain from his angelic
         life force.
      

      
      Oh, Verrine would tell him the truth, but not yet. When, she didn’t know. What she
         did know was that she would move Heaven and Earth herself to find his children. She
         would make sure they were safe.
      

      
      “Yenrieth,” she whispered. “I swear upon my heart that I will protect your children
         if I have to go to hell to do it.”
      

      
      Somewhere nearby, thunder rolled, as if the heavens had heard her oath.

      
      Inside, her stomach rolled, because somehow she understood that both she and Yenrieth
         had just been set on a course that would change their lives forever.
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      Glossary

      
      The Aegis—Society of human warriors dedicated to protecting the world from evil. See: Guardians,
         Regent, Sigil.
      

      
      Agimortus—A trigger for the breaking of a Horseman’s Seal. An agimortus can be identified as
         a symbol engraved or branded upon the host person or object. Three kinds of agimorti
         have been identified and may take the form of a person, an object, or an event.
      

      
      Camborian—The human offspring of a parent under the possession of a demon at the time of conception.
         Camborians may or may not possess supernatural powers that vary in type and strength,
         depending on the species of demon inhabiting the body of the parent at the time of
         conception.
      

      
      Daemonica—The demon bible and basis for dozens of demon religions. Its prophesies regarding
         the Apocalypse, should they come to pass, will ensure that the Four Horsemen fight
         on the side of evil.
      

      
      Fallen Angel—Believed to be evil by most humans, fallen angels can be grouped into two categories:
         True Fallen and Unfallen. Unfallen angels have been cast from Heaven and are earthbound,
         living a life in which they are neither truly good nor truly evil. In this state,
         they can, rarely, earn their way back into Heaven. Or they can choose to enter Sheoul,
         the demon realm, in order to complete their fall and become True Fallens, taking their
         places as demons at Satan’s side.
      

      
      Guardians—Warriors for The Aegis, trained in combat techniques, weapons, and magic. Upon induction
         into The Aegis, all Guardians are presented with an enchanted piece of jewelry bearing
         the Aegis shield, which, among other things, allows for night vision and the ability
         to see through demon invisibility enchantments.
      

      
      Harrowgate—Vertical portals, invisible to humans, which demons use to travel between locations
         on Earth and Sheoul. A very few beings can summon their own personal Harrowgates.
      

      
      Khote—An invisibility spell that allows the caster to move among humans without being seen
         or, usually, heard.
      

      
      Marked Sentinel—A human charmed by angels and tasked with protecting a vital artifact. Sentinels
         are immortal and immune to harm. Only angels (fallen included) can injure or kill
         a Sentinel. Their existence is a closely guarded secret.
      

      
      Quantamun—A state of superaccelerated existence on a plane that allows some supernatural beings
         to travel among humans. Humans, unaware of what moves within their world, appear frozen in time
         to those inside the quantamun. This differs from the khote in that the khote operates in real time and is a spell rather than a plane of existence.
      

      
      Regent—Head(s) of local Aegis cells.
      

      
      Sheoul—Demon realm. Located deep in the bowels of the Earth, accessible only by Harrowgates
         and hellmouths.
      

      
      Sheoul-gra—A holding tank for demon souls. The place where demon souls go until they can be
         reborn or kept in torturous limbo.
      

      
      Sheoulic—Universal demon language spoken by all, although many species also speak their own
         language.
      

      
      Sigil—Board of twelve humans known as Elders, who serve as the supreme leaders of The Aegis.
         Based in Berlin, they oversee all Aegis cells worldwide.
      

      
      Ter’taceo—Demons who can pass as human, either because their species is naturally human in
         appearance or because they can shape-shift into human form.
      

      
      Watchers—Individuals assigned to keep an eye on the Four Horsemen. As part of the agreement
         forged during the original negotiations between angels and demons that led to Ares,
         Reseph, Limos, and Thanatos being cursed to spearhead the Apocalypse, one Watcher
         is an angel, the other is a fallen angel. Neither Watcher may directly assist any Horseman’s efforts
         to either start or stop Armageddon, but they can lend a hand behind the scenes. Doing
         so, however, may have them walking a fine line that, to cross, could prove worse than
         fatal.
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