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For my Loraine Lovers,

 

Thank you for going on this ride with me!
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Present day, Seattle

 

“Watch it, asshole.” The cab driver lays on the horn, swerving to avoid me as I blindly step into the busy traffic of downtown Seattle. I’m still not accustomed to the weakened reflexes of my mostly human body. Centuries upon centuries of living within the body of one vampire or another has left me unsure of this form’s capabilities and limitations. I’m reminded of where my limits lie every day.

Shaking my head to clear my mind, I return to the sidewalk, but my eyes never leave the woman across the street. Selah, the reincarnation of my soul mate, the reason I fell from Heaven and lost my wings, the woman I’ve been cursed to live without for millennia. She’s sitting on a stool in front of the large bank of windows of a Starbucks in Pike Place, just like she does nearly every morning. Dark hair cascades over one shoulder as she nurses her drink, and, damn it to hell and back, she’s still as painfully beautiful as I remember. My cock hardens as her fingers slide absently across her collarbone. Would that I could taste her skin.

And then the light catches on the fucking engagement ring on her hand. Possessive rage courses through me. I’m going to have to do something about that.

She’s mine.

She doesn’t know it yet, but she will.

“Let her be, brother.” The archangel Gabriel’s voice catches me off guard. I flinch at his words but work to control my reaction. I don’t want him to see how weakened I am. The last body I’d shared a consciousness with had been one of the strongest vampires I’ve known. I never had to worry about my angelic brothers being able to sneak up on me. I’d feel their presence before they spoke, didn’t need food or even exercise to maintain my strength. All I’d needed was blood and sex to feed. But I’ll take the warmth of the sun on my skin and the pleasures of life over speed and bloodlust any day. Now that I’ve been restored to my original self, I can have all that…but most of all, I can have Selah.

My heart gives an uncomfortable squeeze as she fiddles with the bauble on her finger.

“She’s meant for me.”

The archangel rests a hand on my shoulder, sending a pulsing sting along the raised golden ink under my skin. My big brother Michael restored some of my angelic power in the form of grace etched into my back. A slight hiss escapes me as the burn flows through the expanse of the pattern, reminding me of what I stand to regain. My wings and my place in Heaven. And the one thing I’ll lose if I choose to go home—my Selah.

“Sariel, you’ve found her. That doesn’t mean she’ll be yours. She may not want you.”

“She will.” The thought of her not choosing me sends a primal flash of rage through my blood.

“Your focus needs to be on stopping the other Watchers, ending this conflict before it begins, not bedding the woman who caused your fall. She’s only a human, after all.”

That pulls my attention from her. I’m sure my anger is visible as I turn my gaze to him. And all he can do is smirk. The fucker. He’s lucky he can’t die. Brother or not, I’d push his winged ass right into traffic. “She’s not any woman. You know that.”

Heaving a long-suffering sigh, Gabriel begins walking away, his posture the stiff, uncomfortable stance of a being unwilling to learn how to blend in with the natives. I follow. I know this conversation isn’t over and I’d rather feel in control of my choices. When I cast a fleeting glance back at Selah, my heart sinks when all I find is an empty window. Damn.

“You can’t spend all your time watching her. That’s not what we restored you for, and certainly not why we provided you with more than enough funds to live comfortably.”

My hackles rise. I hate being beholden to them. “Go ahead and take back the money. I’ll get a job.”

Gabriel laughs in my face. “Doing what? I suppose you could become a professional stalker.”

“Fuck off, Gabriel.”

He continues to laugh, heedless of the humans around him. Finally, after wiping a tear from his eye, his expression goes back to his usual stony one.

“Has the vampire come to terms with his soul being returned?” he asks.

“Devin. His name is still Devin. And, no. I haven’t told him yet.”

Turning on me, Gabriel frowns. “What do you mean?”

“I haven’t seen him since Michael branded me with this grace. I see no reason to bring Devin and Willow further into this until they’re needed. Azazel is gone. The Watchers have no leader. We can leave them out of it for now.”

A dark chuckle falls from Gabriel. “Have you gone soft? The Sariel I know has always been focused on one thing: himself. But the more involved with these vampires and their women you’ve become, the less ruthless you seem.”

He’s right. Watching as Galen and Devin both found their soul mates has changed me. Maybe I have softened. I could have let them each die, left their souls in purgatory until they were judged, but I didn’t.

“They earned their souls. You know that as well as I do.”

Nodding, he stops in front of the lot where I’ve parked my car for my daily stalking session. It’s laughable, really, to think I’m a fallen fucking angel, reduced to nothing better than a lovesick puppy begging for attention.

“The Watchers aren’t without a leader, Sariel.”

Gabriel’s words send a chill through me. “Who has taken control?”

“We’re not sure, but we suspect it is Lucifer.”

“How the hell are you not sure?”

“You know he’s amassed a wealth of power since he was cast out. As the world becomes ever more faithless, so grows his strength. He’s been able to cloak himself from us, change his form, manipulate those around him, but his skills have improved vastly in the last hundred years. If he doesn’t want us to find him, we won’t.”

Running my hand through my hair, I grip the back of my neck. This isn’t good. I know Gabriel wants to give our remaining fallen brothers a chance to repent, but if Lucifer has them, there’s no going back.

“Sariel, you and I have a lot of work to do. You’ll be better off if you keep your attention on the battle to come rather than on a woman you don’t have.”

I force myself to bite my tongue. He’s picking at me on purpose, knowing I’ll lose my temper and use my power. But I can’t. Every time I give in, I know it takes me farther from Selah and closer to becoming the weapon the archangels want me to be.
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Thousands of years ago, Mesopotamia

 

“Brother, what brings you here again?” Gabriel’s question holds a hint of accusation, and I know exactly why. He’s worried.

I am not certain I should tell him, but in truth, I know he has been watching me closely. He already knows.

Then the woman I cannot force from my mind appears, her long, dark hair coiled high on her head, cheeks flushed from the heat of the day. If I were a human man…

Gabriel sighs and shakes his head. “Do not approach her, Sariel. You know we must remain cloaked unless we are doing Father’s work.”

This warning does little to assuage my need. She draws me to this place. I feel it in my chest. This ache can only be eased by her presence.

“I want her to see me. Every time she looks through me, it hurts. Why do I feel this way? I have never looked twice at a human, but this woman—”

“We are archangels, Sariel. This is forbidden, and you know it. Please do not make me mind you as though you are a child.”

The beauty stares straight at me, as though she can see me. A rush of an unusual feeling courses through my body, making me hot and cold without warning. She tilts her head slightly and narrows eyes so gray, they could be carved from flint. When she begins to close the distance between us, my heart gives an alarming lurch. It is impossible for her to see me, but the way her gaze is trained on my face makes me wonder.

The pressure of Gabriel’s hand on my shoulder pulls my attention from her. He shakes his head, and with a flash of light, we are both transported from the small village we’d been visiting. Now, we stand in a barren desert, nothing but sand to hear our words.

“Michael asked me to reassign you, but I had to see this behavior for myself first.”

“Reassign?” If he does this, I’ll be kept from her. I have to see her in order to feel whole. “No, Gabriel, do not do this. You don’t understand.”

He sighs. “Your attachment to this human is troubling and unnatural. I did not want to tear you from your station, but after I witnessed your reaction to her, I agree that this is the best course of action.”

Squaring my shoulders, I grit my teeth against a wave of anger. How easily he forgets my strength. Sliding away from him, I pull my focus inward until my presence is temporarily hidden from his awareness.

In moments, I stand in front of three women who hold my fate in their hands. I will them to see me as I kneel before them. Collective gasps escape them as I come into view. My luminous wings spread wide, casting a shadow over the women. The three link hands and stand strong even in the face of an archangel, gazes trained on my form.

“Witches,” I command. “I call upon your service.”

The tallest of the three steps forward and nods. “Angel. How may we serve?”

“I require a spell to cloak my presence from all my brothers who seek me.”

She cocks an eyebrow and smiles. “The price will be steep.”

“A gift, then? Knowledge? Power?” I can only hope my desperation isn’t obvious to them.

“What power can you give?”

With a flare of my grace, I manifest a ball of light and pass it into her hands. “Foresight.” I’m walking down a dangerous path, but I need something to shield me from the vision of my brothers…and my Father.

Her eyes dance with excitement as she glances at her companions. “Shall we oblige, sisters?”

The other two nod, and with one short chant, I know Gabriel and Michael cannot find me when I enact this spell, at least until all its power is gone.

Thanking them, I return to the market in my favorite village, but my beauty is no longer there. Disappointment settles atop my shoulders, but I know I will find her again. She cannot be far, and I will not be kept from her.

[image: ]

I should not have done this. I’ve never hidden myself from my brothers. But with every passing day, I know I have to be with her. I can feel her presence as she nears the riverbank. The temptation of her soul pulls me closer, almost without thought. My blood sings the moment she steps around the large tree she so frequently passes the afternoons under. I want to lift the veil between our worlds so I can step into hers and touch the skin I’m certain will be soft and smooth. But I can’t. Temptation is the road that leads to destruction. I have to hold on to my will, my duty, and remember the reason my Father made me. I watch. This obsession is forbidden. But why?

She sighs and dips a cloth in the water before running the rag over her forehead and cheeks, down across her neck and the slightly exposed skin of her chest. Her hands linger over her shoulders as she tips her head, letting her hair fall down her back in a cascade of shining dark waves. A heavy ache takes hold between my legs, making me shift where I stand. What is this feeling? I want to know her the way a husband knows his wife. I’ve never felt this. Never. But now, I want nothing more. Not Heaven, not my wings, not my immortality.

Guilt settles over my entire body as I continue to observe her innocent moments of solitude. She settles at the base of the largest tree and tilts her face up to the canopy of leaves, eyes closed, brow knitted. Something has upset her. Her breathing slows until it’s deep and even, the calm of sleep claiming her. I can’t resist her softness. I need to be touching her, soothing the ache I feel radiating from her. Closing the distance between us, I kneel until I’m inches from her. This is not the choice I should be making, but I want the only expression on her face to be joy. And that joy must be mine to possess.

Reaching forward, I allow myself the barest touch of her hair before I pull back. I know I can’t have her. But deep down, I also know it’s too late.

It is done.

I am already hers.
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Present day, Seattle

 

My back stings with every step as I run the path around Green Lake. Michael’s parting gift to me, the etched tattoo of my long-lost wings, has been hurting more than usual over the last week. Maybe it’s all the pent-up power, or his way of trying to get me to give in and use my abilities. Either way, it’s annoying. My shirt brushes against the raised lines of ethereal ink, itching and burning like a sunburn.

“Damn it all to hell,” I grumble, needing relief from the irritation against my skin.

My breaths heavy from exertion, I find a place to rest, standing under the shade of a large tree as I pull my shirt over my head. In the short span of weeks since I was returned to my mortal form, I’ve struggled with the realization that I need to treat myself as though I were human, because although I’m stronger than a normal man, I can die from injury, even illness.

“Hey, nice ink. Where’d you get that done?” The soft, feminine rasp catches me off guard, making my spine stiffen and my heart jump.

I know that voice better than I know mine. Selah. I’ve avoided my urge to watch her for two weeks since Gabriel scolded me outside Starbucks. But it seems fate has other plans for us. Turning on my heel, I stare into eyes the gray of a storm cloud. A tumble of dark hair falls over one of her shoulders as she smiles at me, her body blocking the bright beam of the sun.

Speak, you idiot, I tell myself, but words won’t form as I stand before her. She looks exactly the same. Her face still holds a gentle softness, full lips the same dusky rose color that seduced me the first time I saw her. Why would God put us in front of each other, in our original forms, if this wasn’t destined to be?

She drops her gaze and twirls her long locks around her fingers as awkwardness settles in the silence. It’s easy to sense her desire to leave, and almost like clockwork, she begins turning her head.

“What did you ask me? I’m sorry. I couldn’t hear you.” I’m practically begging her to believe my lie, hoping her smile will return.

“Your tattoo. It’s so cool. Where did you get it done?”

Again, my heart lurches. She shouldn’t be able to see my wings. Humans can’t see angelic grace unless they’ve been touched by it.

“I…uh…my brother did it.”

Her fingers twitch as she raises her hand and steps around me to get a better look at my back. “Do you mind?” she asks.

Do I mind? She’s going to touch me, and she asks if I mind? I’ve been dying for her hands for what feels like eternity.

I have to clear my throat before I can force the words free. “Go ahead.”

The instant her skin brushes mine, a fire races through me. This body, my body, knows her touch like the melody of a favorite song. Goose bumps break out as I shiver, but she continues tracing the golden lines. I’d give anything to see her face, but I can’t move, my focus on the blades of grass at my feet as I take in the feel of her.

“It’s so beautiful. I’ve never seen ink like this. It shimmers.”

When she reaches the center of my back, the place where my true wings were ripped from me, a lance of pain shoots straight into my shoulders. With a sharp intake of breath, I step forward, unable to stand it any longer.

“Sorry… It’s still tender right there.”

“Oh, it’s new?”

Shrugging, I slip into my shirt and step back under the tree’s shade. “I’ve had it a few weeks. The, um, ink is taking a while to get used to.”

“It’s amazing. Did it hurt worse because of that ink?”

“Almost worse than anything else I’ve experienced.”

Her lips, perfect and plump, twitch as she fights a grin. “You’re a big guy. Can’t take a little needle?”

“Oh, believe me, I can take just about anything, but this was hours upon hours.”

“It is very intricate. Those feathers look almost real.”

She takes her bottom lip between her teeth for a moment, as though she’s biting back a question.

“What? You look like you want to say something.”

“It’s just…a strange tattoo. You know, for a man to get.”

I can’t hold in my laughter. If she only knew how much I hadn’t wanted this, how they’d held me down and spent hours scratching the details into my skin, how I’d somehow managed not to scream when Michael hit bone.

“I have a thing about wings,” I offer.

Her face lights up. “Me too. Well, those and the moon.”

Shock rolls through me as she pulls up the hem of her shirt to show me her side. There, etched in a splash of watercolor, is a stylized wing. Following her previous actions, I raise my eyebrows in question. When she nods, I run my finger over the softness of her skin and instead of looking at the tattoo, I stare into her eyes.

Clearing her throat, she drops the fabric of her shirt and laughs. “Wow, you must think I’m crazy. I don’t usually just start touching strangers and letting them see my tattoos.”

“You can touch me anytime you want.” It leaves my mouth before I can register what I’m saying.

Her breath catches, and a charming pink rises to her cheeks.

“What’s your name?” I ask, even though I know full well who she is. I’ve been practically stalking her for the last few weeks, but she doesn’t know that.

“Selah. Selah Whitfield.”

Nodding, I grin. “That’s lovely. It’s Hebrew, isn’t it? A musical term?” I’ve told her this before…the last time I spoke to her when I was still in Devin’s body. I glance at her left hand, and my heart leaps when I see her ring finger is bare.

“It is. You know, you’re only the second person to ever tell me they know that.”

It’s then that I realize my mistake. When I met her in this life, I was living in Devin, but I gave her my name. I can’t tell her who I am, not without causing serious confusion. I know any second, she’ll expect me to introduce myself.

“I’m…Sam…Messenger.” It’s not a total lie. Sam is closer than anything else I can come up with, and as an angel, I am a messenger of sorts.

“Nice to meet you, Sam.”

The name sounds wrong on her lips. I want to hear the soft rasp as she moans Sariel with the same kind of passion we’d shared in our first life together. Gripping the back of my neck, I squeeze hard to try to bring my focus back to the situation we’re in right now.

“It’s my pleasure, Selah. Not every day I get to spend time with a woman as beautiful as you. I should be thanking you.”

Her cheeks flush crimson as she turns her gaze away from mine. Then, as though breaking a spell, her name sounds from across the path. A smile widens across her lips, taking away that beautiful blush I’d caused.

“Adam,” she calls, her attention stolen from me. She jogs past me, and all I can do is watch as he catches her up in his arms. They begin walking away from me, but she casts a glance over her shoulder and offers me a smile. “Bye, Sam. Take care.”

She’s not mine…not yet. But she will be. I just have to bide my time.
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My arms ache from overuse as I pull myself through the water for one final lap in the pool. I haven’t allowed myself to return to Green Lake since seeing Selah there. With him. For all I know, she could already be married to the bastard. The notion curdles my gut. She can’t marry another man. But if I see her again, I don’t know if I can contain myself. I’ll scare her off and ruin any hope of claiming her.

After pushing my body free of the water at the side of the pool, I get to my feet and snag my towel, wrapping it around my waist before I head into the locker room. A soft gasp followed by a giggle catches my attention. For a moment, I allow myself to hope that fate has intervened yet again and brought Selah to me. My heart sinks when my gaze travels from the cement floor to the source of the noise. Two young women clad in red lifeguard swimsuits stand at the edge of the bleachers. They’re staring openly, hungry expressions on their faces.

The blonde leans closer to her friend and whispers, “See, Heather, I told you he looks like a Greek god. He’s been here three days in a row.”

A smirk turns up the corner of my mouth, but a twinge of worry hits me at the same time. I shouldn’t be able to hear them from this far away. I’ve been trying not to use my grace, but it’s almost an unconscious choice every time I do.

Walking toward them with my focus on the locker room door beyond where they stand, I try to seem as disinterested as possible. I can feel their gazes on me as I move away and turn into the men’s locker room. As soon as I’m out of sight, relief hits me, and I sigh. I may not want any other woman, but my nature draws them to me. Taking the towel from around my waist, I scrub at my dripping hair and head for the shower. As I round the corner, I run straight into the immovable form of Gabriel. His chiseled features are filled with annoyance.

“You got me wet,” he complains, gesturing toward the damp spot on his light-gray shirt.

“Your fault,” I counter. “If you’d just call me like the rest of the world does when they want to talk to someone, this could all be avoided.”

“I am not from this—”

“Just get to the point, Gabriel.” I don’t have time for him right now. I just want to shower, change, and go home.

“Tamiel has shown himself.”

That stops me in my tracks. “What?”

“We think he’s abandoning the other fallen. He may be of use to us.”

“Why would he remove his cloak? He knows we’re looking for the Watchers who are fighting for Lucifer’s cause.”

“He would probably rather spend eternity in purgatory than risk being punished as Azazel was. Smiting a brother, fallen or not, is never easy for me, but I will do it if I have to. Tamiel knows that.”

Gabriel has a point, but I wonder. “Do you think he’s found his soul mate?”

My brother stiffens even more than usual, if that’s even possible. His icy glare is so cold, I fight a shiver. “Stop romanticizing your fall. You have a soul mate, you found her, the others never did.”

“But they had them.”

He shakes his head. “Only a scant few in comparison to the hundreds you took with you.”

Guilt hits me at his reminder of my fall from grace. “Do you know where he is? Maybe I could talk to him and get some information.”

“Get dressed. I can take you directly to him, but be prepared. He may not be so willing to talk.”
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Thousands of years ago, Mesopotamia

 

Sweat trickles down in a line between my shoulder blades as I watch my mother choose yet another dye for the fabric she’s woven.

“Selah, my dove, come over here so I can see you better. These are your wedding clothes we are having made, not mine.”

Sick dread rolls through my stomach at the thought of exactly why this has been commissioned. I am to wed my father’s business partner and then be shipped off to Greece with the hope of building a strong and lasting alliance between our families. It is the last thing I want to do, to be practically sold to a fat old man with deep pockets.

“Whatever you choose will be fine, Mother.”

I can feel the frustration rolling off my mother in waves, encouraging me to wander farther away. But soon she is engrossed in dyes of all color and quality, and I slip away, unnoticed. The market is filled with people, all shopping with their eyes on the best bargains they can find. Vendors sell everything from figs and dates, to fish and handmade pottery. No one spares a glance as I pass through the array of tents. I need time and space to clear my head before my family obligations suffocate me. Cutting through the narrow roads and alleyways I first learned as a child, I make my way to my place. I’m sure it’s no secret, but to me, the patch of land hidden behind a wizened old pistachio tree has always been my sanctuary. The tree greets me like an old friend, offering shade and a place to reflect.

The gnarled and knotted branches reach for the heavens, vivid green leaves spreading across my field of vision as they cut into the blue sky and bright sun. I take my place at the base of the trunk, leaning against the rough bark. Closing my eyes, I listen to the soft babble of the river as it runs across rocks. I take slow, deep breaths as I work to center myself. The warmth of the afternoon sun quickly sends me from relaxed to drowsy, and I’m soon dozing, in a state of semiconscious awareness.

I wake with a start as something soft brushes against my cheek. My gaze connects with the most alarming set of silver irises. Scrambling backward, I try to get away, but the tree blocks my escape.

“Take your hands off me,” I hiss.

His face breaks into a heart-stopping smile, but he does as I ask, removing his hand and rising from the crouch he’d been settled in.

“I’m sorry. You looked so beautiful, I couldn’t resist checking to see if your skin was as soft as I thought it would be.”

Heat rushes to my cheeks at his bold statement. No man ever dared speak to me this way.

“It isn’t,” he says, crossing his arms over his broad chest.

“What?”

“Your skin. It isn’t as soft as I thought. It is softer.”

Getting to my feet, I gather my skirts in preparation to run from this man, but the look in his startling eyes stops me. He stares at me as though he knows me. I want to leave, but I can’t look away. I’ve never seen a being more brilliantly gorgeous than the man standing mere feet away from me. He towers over my small frame, his big body thickly muscled and bronzed by the sun. The sheer size of him should alarm me—he could have me under him in moments without much effort—but his golden hair takes my breath away, pulling me toward him.

“You are so beautiful, my little one.” The deep rumble of his voice sends a shiver of some unknown feeling through me, making my breasts ache.

Remembering myself, I step back. “You are too familiar with me. I do not know who you are.”

He chuckles and ignores my protestations, gripping my hand in both of his. At the contact, my chest tightens.

“Forgive me. My name is Sariel. I came upon you as you slept and could not bear leaving you here alone. Tell me your name.”

“S-Selah,” I manage.

“Oh, Selah, it is my great honor to meet you.” He dips his head and presses his perfect lips to the top of my hand, just brushing my knuckles with the warm softness of his skin.

I tremble.

There’s nothing else I can do at this moment. If he wanted to take me, I don’t think I would be able to make myself stop him. Those molten silver eyes lock on mine as he releases my hand, and all I can do is stare.

“Why are you afraid, little one?”

“I’m not afraid. You are…different from any man I’ve met.”

“That is true.”

“Where do you come from?”

The edge of his mouth twitches into a slight smile, one golden eyebrow rising. “Somewhere you would not know. It is far from this place.”

Anger rises in me, hot and fierce. He may be beautiful, but he isn’t as different as I thought. “Are you being deliberately evasive? I don’t appreciate men thinking they can treat me like a toy or a child who cannot understand things beyond menial chores and making myself pretty.” Turning in a whirl of fabric, I walk away, feeling his gaze upon me as I do so.

Before I get past the large tree and into the clearing, he is in front of me. A truly impossible feat that makes my heart stutter. His warm hand closes over my arm, sending shockwaves through me.

“My Selah, please.”

“I am not your Selah.” I wrench my arm free of his grasp even though all I want is for him to keep touching me. But the speed with which he moves has sent fear catapulting over my nerves. “Are you a sorcerer of some kind? A demon?”

A laugh fills the air as he shakes his head. “I am no sorcerer, I can assure you. And as for your question of demons… Do you believe they even exist? Angels, demons, Heaven, Hell. How do you know they are real?”

“It is a question of faith.”

“And do you have faith?”

Closing my eyes, I take a moment before I answer. “I do. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I am needed. My mother will be missing me.”

“And what if I will be missing you?”

A thrill races up my spine. “That is unfortunate for you, Sariel.”

He steps to the side, letting me pass, but calls out, “When will you allow me to look upon your beauty again?”

“That cannot happen. I am to be wed in a few short weeks.”

He surprises me with a chuckle, making me cast a glance over my shoulder.

“We shall see about that, my Selah.”
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Wiping my sweaty palms across my gown, I veer down the path I shouldn’t be taking, searching for a man I shouldn’t wish to see. But still I continue. Sariel has been there in my dreams every night since our meeting nine days earlier. I cannot keep him from my thoughts, even though I try with all my might. I have avoided the clearing behind the old tree every day, but it hasn’t become any easier. My yearning to see him has only grown stronger.

The evening sun casts a deep orange glow across the sky as it sinks below the horizon. I should not be out this late, not alone, but I have to prove to myself he isn’t waiting for me. Maybe then I can move on and seal away all fantasies of a life I can’t have.

Circling the tree trunk, I fight my racing pulse and guard myself against disappointment. The clearing is empty, as I’d known it would be, but the unmistakable sinking of my heart has me sighing. I lean against the old tree, letting seconds turn to minutes as night creeps in. Closing my eyes, I think of the fat old man my father has chained me to for his own benefit. I try to picture myself happy with him, but I can’t.

“Such a beautiful mouth should not be turned down in a frown.” Sariel’s rich baritone flows over me, sending waves of warmth to places I shouldn’t be thinking of.

Instead of looking at him, I sigh and train my gaze on the ground, letting my hair fall like a curtain in front of my face.

“My Selah, why do you hide your beauty from me?”

His fingers slide along my bare arm, leaving heat in their wake. Without my permission, my body reacts, leaning into him. He cups my chin and turns my face toward him. Then I’m lost in his gaze, and the world around us falls away. Nothing matters but him and me. His lips hover a heartbeat away from mine, his warmth radiating around us.

Blinking hard to clear my head, I pull back. “How did you know I was here?”

A smirk turns up the corner of his mouth. “I’ve been waiting.” He runs his fingers through my long hair. “Watching.” His hand drifts to cradle my jaw, the pad of his thumb trailing along my lower lip. “Hoping to see you here again. For a chance to be close to you.”

My heart is beating so hard, I think it might burst. I can’t breathe because his otherworldly scent makes me feel faint and I desperately want him to kiss me. Never in my life have I felt like this.

“You are certainly close right now,” I sigh.

A chuckle rumbles through him. “Not nearly enough.” His hand snakes around my waist, and in one smooth movement, he pulls me tight to his large body and spins us until my back is pressed against the tree. “Kiss me, my Selah.”

Why is he asking? I could not get away if I tried, and that realization sends a shiver of desire through me. But truly, I want nothing more than to feel the heat of his mouth on mine, to know what this connection will be like if we deepen it. He is not the man I will marry, but I can’t go my whole life dreaming of Sariel and not have at least taken a kiss to remember him by.

Locking my eyes on his, I reach up and run my fingers through his hair. The glimmering blond strands feel like silk under my skin, and his breath hitches as I tighten my grip. Rising up on my toes, I pull him down and brush my lips with his. I just want a light kiss, a way to ease into something I’ve never done before, but as soon as we touch, he groans and his whole body tenses.

“More,” he murmurs against my mouth. His hands, once gentle, now clutch my waist as he deepens the kiss and presses his tongue between my lips.

This is unlike anything I’ve fantasized. My head swims with the overwhelming sensation of him. He covers me with his body, fills me with his scent, his warmth, his need. My nipples harden as a shiver runs through me, and, God help me, I melt into him. When he pulls away, my head is spinning and my body is missing the connection.

“Why have I waited so long to do that?” he asks, wonder in his tone. His forehead is resting on mine, those mercury-hued irises almost glowing as he stares into my soul with amazement shining in his eyes.

I can’t help but laugh. “You have only been in my presence twice. You haven’t waited long at all.”

Grinning, he takes a lock of my hair between his thumb and forefinger, twirling the dark strands as he stares. “Any time without you is too long to wait.”

“Sariel, we know nothing about each other. How can you feel so much for me?”

His expression turns serious. “We are meant for each other.”

The stern set of his jaw and his tight posture make any argument seem thin and unwarranted. He is certain.

I shake my head and take his hand, removing myself from his grip before stepping to the side. “How can I be? In six days, I will be married. I have told you this.”

“Do you love the man?”

Shrugging, I walk slowly along the edge of the river, catching sight of my reflection in the calmly moving water. “I have never loved anyone.”

“You have not met the correct one.”

“And I suppose you think that man is you?”

He stands so close, I can feel his energy buzzing in the small space between us. “I know it.”

He’s not touching me, but my body reacts to his nearness. “How do you—” He dips his head, silencing me in one smooth movement. This time, there is nothing tentative or hesitant—no discovery. He fists my hair and holds me against him. Sariel is hard—everywhere. The length of him pressing into my belly is thick and hard as stone, and the thought of what he might do with it makes me shiver in anticipation. Brazenly, I run my hand down his chest, feeling planes of muscles even under his clothing.

A shudder courses through him as my hand glides over his arousal. Breaking our kiss, he steps away. “What are you doing to me, my Selah? No one has… I’ve never reacted this way.”

Mortification rushes up my cheeks in the form of a heated blush. What had I been thinking? “Forgive me. I shouldn’t have—”

In the time it takes to blink, he vanishes, and I’m left standing alone, breaths ragged, lips swollen, and heart aching for the choice I have to make.
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Present day, Seattle

 

My brother stands in an empty parking lot, illuminated by the light of a lone streetlamp. I can almost see the broken silhouette of his lost wings as I approach.

“Tamiel,” I say, pushing through the uncomfortable lump in my throat.

His head hangs low, dark hair covering his face. “It didn’t take you very long to find me.”

I shrug, trying to appear cool and confident. “Once you lifted your cloak, you stood out to Gabriel and Michael like a beacon.”

A dark chuckle escapes him. “Funny how you’re the one who convinced us there was more to our existence, that we didn’t need to listen to them any longer. But now you are their errand boy.”

“Where have you been? Surely not working with Azazel all this time. You were certain you’d find your soul mate when you fell.”

“Up until the last ten years, I’d been happily draining a small little town in Northern England. I embraced my vampire body. I’d given up hope, realized you’d led me astray. Azazel found me and told me of his plan to reenter Heaven. So, I joined their ranks.”

“He lied.”

Tamiel puts his hands in his pockets and sighs as he nods. “And then I saw her. I saw the one who was meant for me for a fleeting moment.”

“But…where is she now?”

His dark gaze locks on mine. “Dead.”

My gut clenches. I’d been through the loss of the woman I loved. “How?”

“Murdered by Gadriel. It took me thousands of years to find her, then, before I was able to speak a word to her, she was taken from me. I’ve spent twenty-five years without her, a fraction of the time you’ve been without your mate, but I can’t go on like this.”

The mention of Gadriel brings back memories from five years ago. He’d nearly killed Galen in an attempt to get to me. “So you’ve deserted them?”

He nods, and I can see the pain written across his features. “I don’t want to return to Heaven, not with them.”

“But if she’s—”

“You know as well as I do, we won’t get to Heaven again. It’s over for me. I wish I’d never seen her—that I hadn’t fallen. But now that she’s gone, it feels like my soul has been cleaved in two.”

“I know the feeling well, brother.”

His lower lip trembles, just enough to show me how hard he’s fighting to keep it together. “How did you bear it?”

“I didn’t. I went dormant after I couldn’t take it any longer. Tamiel, there’s still hope. She might be returned to you. My Selah is here, reincarnated in this life.”

“How do you know He won’t take her from you again?”

Anxiety settles over me, a cold weight across my skin as his words echo the buried fears in my heart. “I don’t. But getting to love her for any span of time is a gift I’m not willing to sacrifice.”

“I think you’re a fool, Sariel. I only wish I’d seen it before I chose to follow you and lost my wings.”

I step toward him, though I don’t know what I can do to convince him to join with us and stop the rest of our fallen brothers. With the speed only a vampire possesses, he’s gone, leaving me standing alone in the beam of light in an empty parking lot.
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“Sam! I’ve got a grande caramel mocha here for Sam.” It takes a moment for me to register that I am Sam, as the barista continues to call my assumed name.

I’ve spent the last three mornings in this Starbucks, hoping for a glimpse of her. I need to speak to her again, to feel her touch. Especially after talking with Tamiel and sensing his despair. Now that I’ve had just the barest sliver of Selah’s attention, I need more. Like a damn junkie looking for a fix.

I hadn’t been inside a coffee shop since I’d been given back my own body. The scents and sounds overwhelmed me at first. Music and chatter everywhere, bouncing off the walls while the rich aroma of brewing coffee and sugary pastries layered the air. I almost had to turn around and leave, needing a reprieve from the assault on my senses. Then I remembered the sight of her bare ring finger, the feel of her hand gliding over my back, and I got in line, ordered the exact same thing the woman in front of me asked for, and settled in the window to wait—and watch.

“Hey! Tattoo guy.” Selah’s voice flows over me like a healing balm. Finally, she’s here.

Turning in my chair, I lock gazes with her and can’t fight my broad smile. “Hello, Selah. It’s nice to see you again.” I’m impressed with my ability to keep my cool. She’s so near, her heavenly scent eclipsing everything else around us.

She takes her full bottom lip between her teeth and shifts on her feet, but those gray irises never leave mine. “Sam, right?”

My back stiffens, but I nod. This will have to do for now.

“Selah,” the barista calls. “One-pump vanilla latte with an extra shot!”

Glancing over her shoulder, she turns back to me with an apologetic smile. “That’s mine.”

I don’t want her to leave. In fact, what I really want to do is toss her over my shoulder and take her back to my bed. I want to love her until she forgets any other man. “You’re welcome to join me,” I offer.

A grin spreads over her rosy lips, and my heart lifts. “That sounds great. Thanks.”

I watch her body move with a dancer’s grace as she navigates the crowd and collects her cup. Her hips sway with a mesmerizing quality that has my blood rushing straight to my underused cock. Selah has always carried an air of sensuality. It’s just something about her. But this woman has an added confidence, and every man in the vicinity notices. As she collects some napkins from the condiment bar, one of the brown paper coffee sleeves falls to the floor. I have to bite back a groan when she bends to pick it up. Her ass is round and toned, on full display in the tight jeans she’s wearing. Shit. I’m not going to survive her.

Two guys who are seated close by turn their focus to her as well. They’re close enough for me to make out some of their words. My hands grip my knees so hard, my knuckles turn white. But Selah walks past them without a word, eyes only on me. Standing, I pull out a chair for her, and a sense of pride fills me as I stare down the two assholes. They blanch, and both rise, leaving without another word.

“I’ve never seen you here before,” Selah says, turning my attention back to her.

“I recently developed a love for coffee.”

She grins and takes a tentative sip. “It’s heaven in a cup.”

The mention of Heaven sends a pang through me. “I can think of a few things more heavenly.”

“Like what? Name one thing.”

“Oh, Selah. I don’t think you know me well enough for that admission.”

Her cheeks turn a bright pink, but there’s a glimmer of interest in her eyes. My gaze travels to her hand, and my stomach turns to stone at the sight of that glittering diamond.

“You’re engaged?” I ask, hoping she doesn’t notice the break in my voice.

Setting down her cup, she fiddles with the band. “Yeah.”

“I’m not going to lie to you and say congratulations.”

Her eyes widen. “What?”

“Because I haven’t had my chance.”

She tears her gaze away from mine. “I don’t know you.”

“You can’t deny there’s something here.” I know I’m pushing too hard, but damn if I’m going to waste any time.

“I’m not… Sam, you can’t talk to me like that.”

I take her hand, the contact sending a wave of desire through me. I know she feels the connection, because her fingers grip mine. “You weren’t wearing a ring when we met.”

A guilty expression flits across her face, knitting her brow. “I…I forgot to put it back on after washing my hands.”

“Are you sure that’s all it was? He’s not right for you, and you know it.”

Pulling her hand free, she pushes back her chair. The scratch of the wooden legs over the stone floor is loud enough to garner attention from the people closest to us. “You don’t know me.”

“And you aren’t denying anything. Just think about it.”

Defiance burns in her expression as she hitches her purse high on her shoulder and turns, whirling away from me without saying goodbye.
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Thousands of years ago, Mesopotamia

 

The longer I use the spell, the harder it becomes for me to return. And the more time I spend with Selah, the less I want to return to Heaven. So far, Gabriel and Michael seem unaware of my encounters with her, but every time one of them lays eyes on me, guilt stabs my chest.

“Sariel, you seem listless.” Gabriel’s large form fills my vision as he approaches. His blond hair glows in the light of the sun, making me wish I could avert my gaze without him noticing. “Is this about that woman?”

The way he spits out the word woman, as though it were something disgusting he’d put in his mouth, makes my jaw tighten. Selah is anything but disgusting. She’s everything good and wonderful on earth.

“I am fine.”

I roll my shoulders, stretching my wings as I walk. I am listless, he’s right, but I can’t let him know that. My body aches for Selah’s touch, for her lips on mine, her hands gliding over my hips, touching every part of me.

“Your light has darkened. Something has settled over you, and it is not good. Michael has noticed your absences from our collective. I had hoped that would go without comment, but, Sariel, whatever you’re doing, you’re doing it too frequently.”

A chill runs down my spine. So, they can’t find me when I use the spell, but they know something isn’t right. I should have known. “Leave me. I said I’m fine. Leave it at that.”

He sighs and places a hand on my shoulder. “You can’t have her and Heaven. Besides, once you tell her what you are, she will refuse you.”

“She will not,” I snap without thinking.

A sharp intake of breath from him stops me in my tracks. “So, it is true. Sariel, you know this is forbidden. Don’t move forward with her. There’s still time for you to repent and beg Father’s forgiveness.”

I trail a hand through my thick waves and close my eyes against the brilliant light surrounding us. “I…I don’t think I can stop myself.”

“You are stronger than your lust. Don’t give in.”

“Gabriel, she’s my soul mate. I’m certain.”

He shakes his head. “We are not blessed with soul mates. Only humans have them.”

He’s wrong. I don’t know how to explain it, but I feel it deep in my bones. “How can you say that? I know she is mine. If I have her, who’s to say we don’t all have someone out there?”

“Sarie—”

“No. You won’t convince me otherwise.” The others around us have stopped and turned their attention to me, but I don’t care. “She is my soul mate. I will not leave her.”

“Then you’ll have to leave us.” Michael, the leader of the archangels, my brother, one of my closest friends, appears in front of me, his gleaming gold breastplate and brilliant white wings a formidable sight. “You’ll have to choose. Her or Heaven.”

My chest tightens. What if she doesn’t want me? The memory of our kiss burns in my mind. It’s a risk I am willing to take.

“I choose her.”

I say it loud and with every ounce of strength I possess.

Michael’s jaw tightens, and with a nod, he turns away followed by Gabriel and most of the others. Only a few of my brothers watch on as I fall to my knees, my surrounding light dimming as I solidify my choice.

I will fall.

For her.

For love.
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Present day, Seattle

 

I’m dreaming. I haven’t dreamt since I fell, since I became mortal the first time. But here I am, standing on the edge of the River Jordan, cloaked by my grace as I watch Selah sleep under cover of the wide-branched pistachio tree. It’s strange to know this isn’t real but to have lived it once already. She’s as beautiful as I remember, her long hair and olive skin begging me to show myself and touch. Then she sighs and arches her back. Her breasts jut forward, tight nipples pressing against her linen gown.

“Mmm, Sariel.”

The sound of her moan sends a jolt of lust straight to my cock, and I jerk awake. I’m rock hard and ready for her, remembering vividly the first time she caused that reaction. Our kiss—my first instance of so much physical contact. I hadn’t a clue what was happening to me, but the ache in my groin, the desperate need to sink myself deep inside her, and the racing of my blood through my veins had shattered my will. I’d run from her, unsure of what I should do. No, that’s a lie. I knew I should never come back. But I couldn’t resist temptation. If I hadn’t fallen, she would have lived out her days, the Flood never would have happened, and the world would be different. Instead, I’d been selfish and shared everything I’d found with my brothers. I’d convinced them to find their own human women. I’d told them we deserved it all just as much as the humans did.

What a fool I’d been. I don’t regret loving her, but I do regret the consequences.

A sharp burn races through my back, causing me to wince as I stand and pull on a pair of pants. “Dammit, Michael. Let me be.”

The air in the room shifts, and from the corner of my eye I see Gabriel standing in the doorway. “Have a nice nap, brother?” His gaze drifts to the tent in my pants. I’d be embarrassed, but he’s never known the pleasure of a woman. In a way, I feel sorry for him. I never should have let Gabriel rework the protection on this house to allow him and Michael access.

“Nice isn’t the word I’d use to describe it.”

He cocks an eyebrow. “Were you dreaming of her?”

Offering a curt nod, I avoid his gaze and shift my shoulders as the itch and burn of Michael’s call intensifies along my shoulders. “What in hell does Michael need? I think he enjoys torturing me with this godforsaken brand he gave me.”

“He probably does. He has always held tight to his grudges. He’s still angry, Sariel. All the archangels are. You abandoned us, chose her over Heaven. Michael doesn’t understand.”

With a shake of my head, I open my closet, selecting a crisp, midnight-blue button-down shirt. The fabric stings as it slides over my back, but it won’t stick to my skin the way a T-shirt would. “Well, it doesn’t make him any less of a pain in my ass.”

“That could be said about you as well.”

“Why are you here?”

Gabriel leans against the wall, crossing his arms over his chest, the leather of his jacket creaking as he moves. “We have a problem.”

Sighing, I grit my teeth against the need to punch him. “Of course we do. We’ve had a problem for the last six years.”

“Lucifer is making himself known to us.”

My skin crawls at the mention of God’s former favorite. I remember vividly his attempt at swaying Devin’s soul mate. Willow had been stronger than Lucifer, willing to die rather than take his offer. “He’s been toying with us.”

“He’s been getting bolder. We weakened him when we took down Azazel and Gadriel, but he’s going to figure out a way to make up for their losses. We should be prepared for him to strike again soon, but you’re more concerned with stalking your human woman.”

“Gabriel, so help me, if you continue to belittle the importance of my relationship with Selah—”

“I only belittle it because of the absolute lack of importance she holds at the moment. If we do not stop Lucifer from rallying the fallen and charging the gates of Heaven, there won’t be a world for your Selah to live in.”

“Don’t you think I know that?” I snap.

“Brother, you must use your power. That’s why Michael infused it into your skin. You know it will fade if you don’t use it.”

He doesn’t understand why that’s exactly what I want it to do. I want to let this power fade until I’m as close to human as Selah.

“Sariel.”

Heaving a sigh, I turn my gaze on him. “What?”

“Why do you hate being an archangel? What have we done to deserve abandonment?”

There’s real emotion behind his questions. A rare show of his true feelings.

“I can’t have her and remain an angel. I fell for her.”

“But you can return to us. Don’t you understand? You can be—”

“I have spent thousands of years mourning her.”

“And we have done the same for you, and all our brothers you took with you.”

“It’s not the same. This love, this yearning, it’s so strong. It’s unlike anything else.”

His gaze turns hard as he pushes off the wall and strides across the room. “Lust. Selfishness. Sin. We truly love them, not you, not the fallen. If you did, you’d have spent eternity devoted to them. Instead, you chose to follow your cock.”

Rage courses through me, turning my heart to fire, and in an instant, I am across the room, barreling into him with all the strength I possess. He lets out a soft grunt as my shoulder connects with his middle, but after a few steps back, he gives a flare of power, and my back burns like acid. With a scream of agony I drop to the floor in front of him.

“You should know better than to take me on. I’m an archangel at full power, and you are barely stronger than a human.”

The pain dulls only enough to let me get to my feet. “How am I supposed to fight if Lucifer is more powerful?” With a flick of his wrist, a sword, glowing and gold, appears in Gabriel’s hand. I let out a weak laugh. This is it? After all this, he’s just going to send me to purgatory to await the end of days and my final judgment?

“You’re right. You can’t do it alone. This blade will come to you when you need it. You have only to use the power in your wings, and it will appear.” He hands it to me hilt first, but I hesitate. “Sariel, they will kill you before you have a chance to escape. But this isn’t all you will need.”

“What are you talking about?”

“You know. The vampires. Bring them in.”

A burning ache has settled in my shoulders and all the way down to the tips of my wings. As I shift my weight, I hiss in pain as my shirt pulls where it has stuck to my back. “What did you do to me?”

“It wasn’t me. That was a gift from Michael. He thinks you need more power.”

Glancing in the mirror, I see my shirt is covered in blood. “Tell him I said thanks, but no thanks.”

“Sariel. Get them, or he’ll only make it worse.”

He shakes his head and places a palm on my stinging shoulder, sending a pulse of pain through me. As I scream again, the world fades and comes back into focus. I’m standing outside Devin’s home, my body hurt, my spirit broken. Hammering on the door, I give a pulse of my power before Devin can open the heavy wood. The door breaks from its hinges, and I stand in the threshold, meeting the startled gazes of Devin and Willow.

“Sariel. What the fuck?”

Breathing heavily, I drop to my knees and rest my aching head in my hands. “I need your help.”
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“You have to be fucking kidding me. You seriously expect to barge in here, cock-block me, and get me to help you?” Fury burns in Devin’s gaze as he covers Willow’s body with his. “Turn around so my fiancée can get some clothes on, will you?”

I can’t fight my smirk even though my limbs ache and the lines of my wings burn as if electricity is constantly running through them. I’ve seen everything Willow has to offer, but I understand his anger. I wouldn’t be eager for anyone to see Selah in such an intimate moment.

Closing my eyes, I fight the agony in my back and try to focus on anything other than Willow and Devin. I’m shaking with pain, but with every slow movement I make, I send out slight pulses of power, giving Michael what he wants. As my tattoo heals, I heave a sigh of relief, and when Devin clears his throat, I stand. Straightening the cuffs of my shirt, I work to compose myself.

“Sariel, what the hell happened? You look like absolute shit.” Devin doesn’t sound worried. In fact, he sounds pissed off.

“The archangels sent me. Believe me, Devin, the last thing I want is to involve you in any of this again.”

Willow cocks an eyebrow. “Archangels? As in, more than one?”

Nodding, I stride across the room, wincing as the dried blood pulls on my back. “Yes, more than one.”

“Does this have to do with our souls?”

Willow is so much more intuitive than I give her credit for. She’s always one step ahead, and I have routinely forgotten that in the time I’ve known her. “It does.”

Before Devin can utter a word, she’s running her fingers over the bloodied fabric of my shirt. “What the fuck happened to you? We need to get you cleaned up.”

“I’m fine. I just need—”

With a wet ripping sound taking the place of my words, Willow tears the shirt from my torso and gasps at the sight of my ruined back. “Who did this?”

“It’s fine, Willow. I’ll be healed in a few hours.”

“Sariel, you look like you’ve been flayed.”

Sighing, I roll my shoulders and step away from her. “Not flayed. Scored.”

“What do you mean?”

“They’re my wings. Tattooed on my skin as a reminder of the power I could wield if I’d put aside Selah.”

“You can’t have both?” Willow sounds genuine in her confusion, and although I feel like an ass, I laugh. There’s no disguising the bitterness in my heart.

“No. That would be too perfect. I will have to choose, Heaven or Selah.”

Her expression crumbles. “That’s not the God I know.”

“You don’t understand anything about my situation. I spurned Him. Turned my back on everything He wanted from me. He’s my father, and like any parent, He loves me and wants what He feels is best for me. Taking her from me was my punishment. This choice is my consequence.”

“What can we do to help?”

Devin visibly stiffens, his already pale skin going whiter. “You’re kidding, right? I spent five fucking years doing anything and everything for those winged assholes.”

She takes a step back from me and shoots a burning glare at him. “Did you forget what they gave you? You have a soul, Devin. The least we can do is help Sariel.”

Devin runs a large hand through his shoulder-length hair, his bright blue eyes focused across the room, somewhere on the wall behind us. “Goddammit, Willow.”

Her answering smirk leaves me heaving a sigh of relief.

“So, what do you need us to do?” Willow asks.

“I’m not sure. Not yet. But I’ll be in touch.” My back itches as the lines of grace heal and pulse with unused power. Casting a glance at Devin, I raise an eyebrow. “Do you have a spare shirt? Your woman seems to have a thing for ripping clothes from male bodies. Or maybe that’s only when I’m inhabiting the form?”

“Fuck off,” Devin bites out, but he strolls into the bedroom and, moments later, tosses a pale green T-shirt at me.

Holding it up, I shake my head and frown. It proudly states, “Kiss me, I’m Irish.”

“Seems a little childish,” I mutter.

His chuckle only adds to my annoyance. “I bought it for Galen as a joke. Moody bastard never wore it.”

Slipping the abomination over my head, I sigh. It will have to do.

“I’m staying at his house.”

“Whose?”

“Galen’s. Although, I no longer need the protection from the sun, I’m glad to have it. You and Willow may need to come stay with me if things get bad.”

Devin groans. “This just keeps getting better. I hate that fucking dungeon room. Galen was so dramatic when he was a vampire. I don’t understand why he thought he needed to be shrouded in darkness at all times.”

“I’ll let you know when I need you.” I’m done with this little reunion. I spent five years sharing a body with Devin. It was long enough.

After offering my goodbyes, I flick a glance at the door, splintered and barely hanging from its hinges, and shrug. I should probably fix that. But I won’t. Devin can take care of it.

As soon as I’m outside, I realize my mistake. I’m forty-five minutes away by car. I didn’t bring a car. Damn it all to Hell and back. I walk through the upscale neighborhood, looking drastically out of place in my novelty shirt and black slacks. I’m reasonably certain I look a little like a homeless man who just happened upon these random pieces of clothing in a Dumpster somewhere.

An hour later, I’m strolling through the city streets, watching the human population at their best. I used to be so enamored with them and their freedoms. They could do anything, be anything, have everything. All I could do was watch. Now, I don’t care about them. I only want her. And, as if guided by destiny, she stumbles out the doors of McCoy’s Firehouse Bar and Grill and straight into my arms.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she cries, her small hands pressed against my chest as she stares up at me. “Hey, I know you. You’ve got wings.”

Her words are slightly slurred, cheeks flushed, and eyes bright as she smiles under my gaze. “What?”

“Beautiful wings.”

“Selah, what are you doing out here?” A tall brunette stands behind Selah, her arms crossed over her ample chest and a scowl marring what might be pretty features.

“He has wings.”

Selah slides her fingers over my shoulders and along my back. Fighting a shiver of pleasure, I help her to a more stable position.

“Sure, he’s an angel,” her friend offers in a placating tone.

Oh, if only she knew how right she was.

“It’s a tattoo,” I tell her, hoping we can drop the topic.

Cocking an eyebrow, the woman smirks. “And how does she know about your tattoo?”

I can’t resist playing with her now. “She saw it when I took my shirt off.”

Her mouth drops open, and as I’m about to put her out of her misery and explain, Selah moans and falls forward into my grasp. Without a second thought, I collect her, scooping her up in my arms and nestling her head against my chest.

“Oh, damn. I shouldn’t have let her drink that last Irish car bomb,” her friend offers.

My livid expression must not be very well hidden, as the woman takes a step back. “She needs to get home.”

Shaking her head, she sighs. “That’s the last place she should go. Her fiancé will probably be there. He’s the reason we’re out here. The asshole.”

Selah leans her head heavily against me as she breathes slowly. Her beautiful eyes are closed, hiding their beloved color from me, but I don’t care. She’s in my arms. “I’m sorry, Sam.”

Shushing her, I stroke her hair. “Come on, then. Let’s get you taken care of. My house isn’t far.”

“But,” her friend begins, but I stop her with a pulse of power I shouldn’t be using.

“Go inside. Selah went home with a good friend. She’ll be fine.”

The idiot nods and turns on her heel. Raising my hand, I hail a cab and settle the love of my life inside. Excitement builds in my chest as I give my address. As we drive, Selah’s head falls to my shoulder, one arm between us and the other resting on my chest, right over my erratically beating heart.

I have her.

I’m never letting her go.
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Thousands of years ago, Mesopotamia

 

Night after night, Sariel has come to me in my dreams, his golden hair and bronzed skin aglow in the light of the moon. I wake with the feel of his lips grazing my body, his fingers gliding up my thighs, and my sex slick and aching. I should fear him. No human moves as swiftly as he. I know this is true. I am certain he’s not like me. But when I’m with him, the only thing I feel between us is a sense of completion. He is right for me.

Tonight, as I lie in my bed, gazing at the unusually bright moon from my window, I bite my lip at the tickle of excitement in my belly. Maybe he’ll come to me again. Closing my eyes, I will myself to envision our clearing by the river. I drift off, embracing the dream as it takes hold.

The soft babble of the water and the rustle of the leaves in the wind come into focus, and before I know it, his scent envelops me.

“Selah, why have you brought me here?” His words are tight and hold a note of confusion. I look around, but disappointment settles within me when I don’t see him. This is different. In my dreams, he slides between my blankets and holds me in his arms in my bed.

“I… This is our secret place. It is only for you and me,” I say into the wind, wishing this dream would allow him to touch me.

A soft caress glides over my exposed neck, sending shivers of pleasure through me. “Take down your hair,” he commands.

“Why can’t I see you?”

“I don’t want you to.”

Removing the binding at the end of my hair, I shake the braid, and my long locks fall free. “What are you?”

His deep voice sends a bolt of desire straight to my core. “Yours.”

Oh my. His fingers ghost under the neckline of my nightdress. The burn of his lips against my collarbone surprises me. Not being able to see him only heightens my senses. My breath catches as his hand cups my breast, and he rolls my nipple between his fingers. I shouldn’t be letting him do this, but it isn’t real. I’m dreaming.

“Sariel,” I moan.

“Don’t make a sound. Just feel me.”

I bite my lip as his hand leaves my breast, and the whimper that escapes me is pathetic, but I don’t care. I want him touching me.

Blanketed by the inky darkness of a cloudy night, I wait for him to return. He’s still here. His energy surrounds me, but he’s teasing me. And then, warm palms settle against my neck, running over the sensitive flesh under my jaw before his lips are on mine and he’s whole, right there in front of me. My gaze locks on his beautiful silver eyes as he worships my mouth, all while staring into my heart. How can I possibly leave and marry a man I have seen only one time, when Sariel makes me feel this way?

Pulling away, he drops to his knees and slips his hands under my skirts, raising the fabric higher and higher until my thighs are bared to the open air. I know this is a dream, but it feels incredibly real.

With a soft grunt, he bunches my skirt up to my waist and flicks his tongue over my inner thigh. “Oh, my Selah. You are such a treasure.”

My knees tremble as his kisses and licks move closer to the wetness between my legs. “Stop! What are you doing?”

He turns his face up to meet my gaze. “I am touching you in the way a man might touch his wife. The way I’ve wanted to touch you every night since you allowed me to kiss you in the clearing.”

“I am not your wife.”

“You are no one else’s, Selah. You are mine.” His growled response sends need careening through my body.

“I can’t be yours.”

Releasing my skirts from his grasp, he stands and holds my shoulders. “You can. Marry me. I will give you everything I am if you choose to be mine.”

“Do not joke about such things. You know as well as I, that will never happen.” My heart aches for the turn this dream has taken. “Tomorrow, I leave. To do my duty.”

Anger flashes in his eyes. “No. You will be mine, Selah. No matter the cost.”

Cost? “Stop. I shouldn’t be here with you. This cannot happen again. Leave me be, Sariel.”

“As long as I am on this earth, I will not.”

Sighing, I push away from him, even though it’s the last thing I want. In truth, I’d rather never wake and spend eternity in his arms, here under the tree.

“I can’t marry you,” I sigh.

“Why not?”

“I don’t know you.”

He laughs, the sound rich and warm. “And you know the man your father has sold you to?”

My cheeks heat as blood fills them. “No. But he will give me a secure life. I will be cared for. Have everything I could want.”

The pad of his thumb caresses my palm as he takes my hand. “You will not have love. Only I can give you that.”

I shiver despite being so hot I’m panting. “Y-you don’t love me.”

“I am certain you do not understand the depth of my feelings. If you did, you would have no doubt of my love.”

Without giving me a chance to answer, he crushes my mouth with his and pushes his tongue past my lips. A groan escapes me, urging him on as he holds me tight to him. In one smooth move, he lowers us to the ground and pushes up my dress. One hand snakes down my body, and I shudder in pleasure as his fingers slide over my center. And then his fingers press inside, sending tingles radiating outward. Oh, sweet mercy. What is he doing to me?

“Ah, Sariel,” I cry, squirming as he moves his hand back and forth.

“Say you will be mine,” he growls.

“I can’t.” My words come in harsh gasps as something spectacular begins to build in my center.

“Say it.”

“I… I…”

“Now, my love. Tell me you are mine. Tell me I am the only one who will give you this pleasure.”

His thumb strokes tight circles around a sensitive bud I’ve rarely touched. I am so close to something I know I want.

“Please…oh, please?”

“Tell me.”

My breath comes in sharp gasps as my vision blurs. “I am yours, Sariel.”

A wide smile spreads across his lips, and with a flick of his thumb…

My eyes snap open.
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Present day, Seattle

 

Selah stirs as I carry her through the entrance of my home. Looking around, I’m glad I took Galen’s offer to live here. During my time with him as my host, I became quite familiar with this place, and have always been fond of the open floor plan and neutral decor. What Galen thought of as simple and easy to maintain, I find calming and comfortable. Now, with Selah curled up against my chest, all I can think of is getting her upstairs and safely in my bed.

“Sariel,” she moans.

My heart stutters at the sound of my name on her lips. It is pure perfection to hear it after so long. I wonder idly what she’s dreaming, but then it becomes all too clear when she arches her back and squirms as I place her on the mattress.

“Oh God. Yes.” The sound of her moans send desire racing through my veins.

As much as I try to control myself, I’m a man. I harden in an instant, wanting to truly make her cry out under me. She sighs and whimpers as her dream takes her to heights I can only wish for at the moment. Taking a shuddering breath, I force myself to step back and control the raging need to sink inside her. I have to get away before I give in and touch my lips to hers.

Tearing my gaze from her, I head for the door, knowing if I don’t leave soon, I’ll do something she’s not ready for.

“Sam?” Her husky voice catches me off guard. “Where am I?”

I stand in the doorway, trying to stay relaxed, as if this were totally normal. “Your friend abandoned you outside McCoy’s. You’d had too much to drink and I don’t know where you live, so I brought you to my place so you could sleep it off.”

A frown furrows her brow. “That’s…kind of weird.”

“What was I supposed to do? Frisk you and find your address? You were basically comatose on the sidewalk.”

That’s not technically true, but she doesn’t need to know.

“Ugh, my head hurts.”

“You should go back to sleep. I’ll call a car for you in a few hours.”

An ache shoots through my chest at the look she gives me.

“Will you stay?”

“What?”

“The whole reason I went out with Erica was so I wouldn’t be alone. Now, here I am, in a bed, alone. God, I’m so stupid.” A tear slips down her cheek, causing me to rush across the room without concern for what she really needs right now.

Sliding my fingers between hers, I run my thumb over the soft skin at the top of her hand. “What’s made you so upset?”

“Adam.”

His name sends a wave of jealousy through me, and I grip her hand just a little tighter. “What about him?”

“We… I think we broke up. It’s fine, though. He’s a jerk. You were right. He wasn’t the one for me.”

She’s damn right about that. But the wobble in her voice betrays her. She’s trying to hold it together, but she’s more vulnerable than she’d have me believe.

“I don’t know the man, but anyone who makes you feel this way can’t be good for you.”

It’s as true as I can make it. I’m the only one who is right for her.

“So, do you want to tell me why you think you broke up?”

Her cheeks turn pink, bright spots in their centers. “He thought I was cheating on him.”

My eyebrows raise. “Were you?”

“No. Of course not.”

“So, what would make him think that?”

Scooting to the edge of the bed, she stands and lets out a soft curse while wincing.

“Selah, sit down.” I tug on her hand until she does as I ask.

“I said another man’s name while we were…” The thought of him inside her, touching her, taking what’s mine sends red hot rage through me. “Fooling around.”

“That is pretty serious.”

“The weird thing is, I’ve only heard this name once. I met the man by chance months ago and haven’t seen him since.”

My chest tightens. “What was his name?”

“Sariel.”

I want to scream from the rooftops that I am the man she called out for. But I’m sure if I did that, she’d run. “Well, any man would be angry about his woman calling out another name during sex.”

Her cheeks go even redder. “We weren’t having sex.”

Relief floods me. “Either way. I know if you were with me, I’d want to make sure mine was the only name that left your lips.”

“You talk to me as though we’re old friends, Sam, but we barely know each other. I don’t understand why I’m so comfortable around you.”

Shrugging, I try to play it calm and collected. “Sometimes things are just meant to be.”

With a slight shake of her head, she stands again and I follow. “I don’t believe in fate.”

“You should. Your destiny could be standing right in front of you.”

A flare of awareness passes between us, tethering us and tightening as I cup the back of her neck and run my thumb across her jaw. She sucks in a sharp breath when I dip my head to gently brush my lips over hers.

At the last second, she turns her face, blocking my access to what I want the most. My mouth lands on her cheek, but even that contact is cherished.

“Can you call a car for me? I should go.”

Releasing her, I nod and clear my throat.

The taxi is at my door all too soon. As the car drives away, I will her to look back at me. She doesn’t.
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Thousands of years ago, Mesopotamia

 

Panic races through me as I approach the clearing. I haven’t seen Sariel. Except in my dreams. Last night flashes bright in my memory. That dream that left me a quivering mess. He’d told me he wished to marry me. If only that were true.

My fine dress and delicate jewels feel restrictive and heavy as I duck under the low branches of the tree, heart suddenly pounding so hard, I can hear it. Disappointment settles in my chest as soon as I step into the empty clearing. Of course he isn’t here. He had probably only been a figment of my imagination, a phantom sent to torture me as my wedding approached.

I stand at the water’s edge, listening to the babble as the river slides over rocks. My chest aches, and hot tears burn my eyes. Falling to my knees without a care for my garment, I give in and sob as I picture my life with the fat, balding man my father has chained me to.

Large, warm hands slide over my shoulders and pull me to standing. Before I can turn, I’m crushed back into Sariel’s chest. I’d know his scent, his presence, anywhere.

“Hush, my beauty. What could possibly cause you so much sadness?” His words are murmured against my ear, the brush of his lips igniting me like flame set to a pyre.

“I’m to be married.”

His arms tighten around me as his lips trail down my neck. “That is true.”

“I don’t want to leave you,” I admit.

A low chuckle rumbles from his chest and vibrates along my back. “What makes you think you would ever be able to do that?”

Turning in his arms, I stare into swirling silver irises. “Are you soft in the head? I am leaving. Today. To marry.”

The corners of his lips turn up in a grin. “No. You aren’t.”

I can’t believe him. He refuses to acknowledge reality. “The ship is set to sail in a few hours.”

“And you will not be on it.”

“Sariel—”

“We discussed this, my love. Today is our wedding day. You will never love another. Our souls are joined by fate.”

My heart leaps. It wasn’t a dream. I should be afraid of the magic he wields. But all I feel coming from him is peace. The determination in his eyes is fierce and unwavering. “How can you know this?”

“I know many things. Now, come with me. Be mine.”

The lips I dream of every night draw closer until I can smell his inviting scent and all I want is to taste him. With one shuddering gasp, I close the distance between our mouths and give in to my need for him. A growl falls from his throat as he cups my face with both hands and presses us against the tree. That hard length between his legs presses insistent and powerful at my belly. I want it inside my body, filling me, claiming me as his wife.

“Sariel, take me. Make me yours now.” My plea comes out a wanton moan.

Stepping back, he slides his hands down my arms. “Not yet. Not until we are wed.” His silver eyes flash with some emotion I can’t place. “Come with me now, my love.”

He links our fingers, and without fighting, even though it is not the choice my family would have me make, I go. Deep down, I know he is right. There’s so much more between us than this primal attraction. When I’m with him, I am whole.
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I can’t stop staring at Sariel. My husband. We traveled for two days, until we were certain my father’s reach would be exhausted. And last night, we were married. We’ve settled in a small village where no one knows us. Our small home, comfortable and perfect, is situated near the riverbank with a grove of trees, and fields. I can already envision our children splashing in the water, their hair the same gold as their father’s.

He sleeps curled on his side. His golden hair and bronzed skin seem to glow with ethereal beauty, and I wonder, not for the first time, what it is about him that makes him other. His full lips quirk up in a soft smile as he lets out a sigh and opens his eyes. Those startling silver irises, such a contrast to his coloring, find me and send a pulse of need through my body. We haven’t lain together yet. I had thought he’d take me, make me his on our wedding night, but he didn’t.

“Good morning, wife.” The low rumble of his words flow over me like a lover’s caress.

“Husband.”

“What shall we do today?”

I blush fiercely as his gaze rakes over my form. I’m wearing only a thin shift, and my nipples harden into tight buds under the scrutiny.

His smile turns lascivious as he sits up. “Hmm, maybe you don’t need to answer that question. Your body seems to be telling me exactly what you need, my Selah.”

Oh my. With one sentence, he’s just crushed any worry that he wouldn’t consummate our marriage.

“Have you ever taken a woman?” I ask, pushing through the fear in my voice. What if I’m not enough for him?

“No. You are the only one I have ever desired. The only one I would willingly fall for.”

He’s new to this. Just the same as I. We’ll learn each other together. He plants his feet on the floor and rises to his considerable height. The fierce determination in his expression tugs at my heart. His naked body taking my breath away, I force my gaze from his obvious arousal. He is so beautiful, I almost forget he is mine. This man pledged himself to me for eternity.

With shaking hands, I grasp the edge of my gown and lift, baring my body as he steps closer.

“Put your hands on me, my love. I can’t bear you being so near and not feel your softness on me.”

At the sound of his tense plea, I shiver and let myself feel him. His warm skin is bordering on feverish as my hands roam the hard planes of his stomach and chest. With every slight brush of my fingers, he gasps and shifts.

Euphoria rushes through me as I touch him. This man, this formidable being, is completely under my spell.

My nails scrape along his hipbones, and he groans, “Give me your mouth, love. Give me everything.”

The sun bathes us in warmth as he dips his head and takes my lips for his own. I want to discover him, but as our kiss changes from tender to burning, I can’t slow my body. I stand before my husband, naked, vulnerable, and desperate for him to take me. He breaks the kiss, and his gaze slides over my skin, his straining hardness pressing against my belly.

“Sariel, I need you.”

Jaw tense, he nods once and lifts me until my legs wrap around his hips. The tip of his erection slides over my sex, sending bursts of sensation through me and making me cry out and sink my teeth into his shoulder. He lets out a soft grunt, but turns and places me on the bed, his body hovering over me, his length pressing at my opening. Oh, sweet mercy.

“Look at me while I take you.” His command makes my knees weak. But when he cups my face and brushes my lips with his thumb, my heart nearly gives out at the love behind his eyes. “This is what heaven is, you and I, joined together.”

I can’t breathe as he fills me slowly, the stretch and burn of his invasion unavoidable. But even as the pain crests, pleasure runs through me, and I moan softly. His gaze is tender, but tension furrows his brow. He needs to move, needs to sate his lust, and I can give that to him.

“More,” I whisper. “Give me more.”

Pulling back, he nearly leaves my body before sliding deep inside again. This time, it feels like I’m whole. Sensations unlike anything I’ve ever known build and coil within me as his thrusts become more measured, rhythmic, forceful. With each roll of his hips, his body reaches the innermost part of mine. He groans every time our bodies meet.

“Oh, my Selah.” His words are tight with need as he continues pumping his hips, his movements growing more frantic. “I…I can’t…”

Hands in my hair, he slams his lips against mine and thrusts harder, sending an overwhelming explosion of pleasure through me. My toes curl as it washes over me, and I claw at his back, crying my pleasure into his kiss. Releasing a guttural moan, he floods me with his seed, but his sounds of pleasure soon turn to tortured agony as he pulls free of me, his cock still pulsing. Bright, golden light surrounds him, and I can’t contain my gasp as luminous wings burst from his back. They extend before he lets out a scream and the light and massive wings disappear.

He shudders and drops his hands on either side of my head, panicked eyes focused on mine. I should be terrified, but all I see is the man I love.

Sariel is mine.

He is an angel.

And he is in unimaginable pain.

That much is clear as he sits bereft on the edge of our marriage bed. His bare skin is unmarked, but I know he is hurting. Every shift of his muscles makes him groan in agony.

“Sariel, please let me help you. What has happened?”

“They’re gone,” he whispers, disbelief in his tone. “I…I didn’t know it would hurt so much.”

“Why didn’t you tell me what you are?” I try to keep the accusation from my voice, but in truth, I am terrified of the consequences of our actions.

“You would have left.”

“As I should have. Sariel, you are an angel. I saw your wings. This can’t be between us. We can’t be together.”

His molten mercury gaze blazes as he locks on to me. “This is all I have. This is everything to me. If I don’t have you, I have nothing.”

Heart in my throat, I reach out to cup his cheek. My thumb brushes the fullness of his bottom lip as he leans into my touch.

“And what happens when I die?”

He takes my hand and holds on tight, righteous fury burning in his eyes. “I will languish in Hell, comforted only by the knowledge I had the privilege of loving my soul mate.”

I shake my head and pull away from him, wrapping the thin sheet around my naked body as I rise. “No, I can’t let you do that. You’re a good man, kind and giving. I can’t be the reason you are damned.”

Tugging my thin gown over my head, I drop the blanket to the floor before gathering the rest of my clothes and slipping my feet into my shoes. I will not allow him to do this.

“Where do you think you are going?” The sharp snap of anger in his tone has my heart beating a little bit faster.

“I am removing the temptation.”

His large hand encircles my arm, pulling me back into him before I get very far. “You are my wife.”

“How can I be? In the eyes of God, I am cause for punishment. I saw the pain in your eyes, heard the despair in your voice. I am not worth losing your wings.”

“You are worth every instance of agony I’ve endured. I chose to fall because the alternative, not being with you, would be too painful to bear.”

As his fingers release my arm and drift across my hips, my resolve weakens. His firm chest presses against my back, the feel of his heartbeat steady on my skin. Maybe a stronger woman would be able to resist this beautiful being. I am not that woman. His hand slides over my waist and down until his warm palm covers my womb.

“I want to fill you with my children, love you for a lifetime, lose myself in you until I can’t any longer.” Heated kisses trail along my neck, his teeth nipping lightly when he reaches my shoulder. “I want to spend every night we have buried inside your welcoming body, leaving a piece of myself behind as a reminder of how I love you.”

I shudder under his attention, willpower gone. How could I have thought, even for a moment, of leaving him? His palm travels up my body until it rests over my heart.

“Do you feel our hearts beating in tandem, my love? We are joined beyond all else. I will never love another because my heart beats for you.”

I have no words as he turns me in his arms and seals our fates with his lips on mine. This kiss holds none of the tenderness of his words. It is fierce and desperate, as though he wants to prove I am his alone. His tongue dances with mine, soft moans vibrating against my lips as he tangles his fingers in my long hair.

His cock presses hard and ready against my hip, insistent and needy. With a slight roll of my hips, I add enough friction to elicit a hiss from him. Breaking our kiss, I take him in hand. The crown glistens with evidence of his arousal, and I deftly swipe the pearly bead of moisture with one finger before sucking it clean.

“Don’t tease me, wife,” he growls, gripping the neck of my gown. “I’ll have you under me before you can be properly prepared to take me.”

My nipples harden, their outline visible under the fabric. “I want you to take me.”

A wicked grin turns up his lips. “Oh, I will. Now that I’ve had you, nothing will keep me from you.”
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Present day, Seattle

 

Selah was in my damned bed, and I let her leave. Why had I done that? She is destined for me, the other half of my soul, the reason I left everything I’d known. And I let her get into the fucking taxi like it was no big deal. Pacing the floor, I run a hand over the stubble on my jaw, frustrated at the human needs I have still not grown accustomed to. My wings burn and itch, a sure sign Michael is calling, but I ignore him. I’m going to bide my time and use my power to find Selah and see her safe. The time to claim her will come soon, and I’d much rather she want me than be unsure. To make certain that happens, I’ll need to know where to find her.

“Really, Sariel? Does Michael have to send me to you every time he needs something?” Gabriel’s annoyed tone sets my jaw on edge. I hadn’t even felt the shift in the air when he’d arrived. That is how distracted Selah has me.

“I’m busy.”

Gabriel lets out a snort—something between a laugh and a scoff. “You have an agreement with Michael. You serve the greater good. And, Sariel…there’s something you need to know about Selah.”

My spine stiffens as I turn my gaze on him. “What?”

“She may have the same soul, but Selah isn’t the same woman. Her body looks similar, that’s true, but she’s lived a different existence. She won’t ever remember you, or the life you shared.”

Heart clenching, I try to conceal my anger. “Then why give her back to me?”

He tips his head back, eyes on the heavens, and sighs. “She isn’t here solely for you. Truly, she’s not here for you at all. You condemned her when you took her the first time—when you put a Nephilim in her belly.” The memory of Selah, her womb growing heavy with my child, hits me like a sledgehammer. “This life is for her. Our Father never wanted to hurt the women the Watchers took as their own. They were collateral damage. He loves them, as He loves you. Those women have been given second chances over the last thousand years. But, there were only seven fallen who had true soul mates. Those were the last He released.”

My gut clenches at his words. “You mean there are six other Watchers who could find their other halves?”

Gabriel’s gaze flits to the floor. “There are only four others. Armaros and Orus have left us. It was too late for them.”

“Who else?”

Shaking his head, Gabriel shifts and walks to the wide window that overlooks the city. “I don’t have that information. But, as you can see, there is significant cause for our brothers to stop this disastrous mission of theirs. If they know they could possibly find their soul mates, they might be swayed.”

“Then tell them. You found me. Why can’t you find them?”

“They’re cloaked. You know something about how to accomplish that. Those cursed witches will help anyone if they think there’s benefit for them. I’m sure Azazel got his hands on a spell, then spoke with the fallen. It wouldn’t take much effort to get into their minds and convinced them this was the only way to find some kind of peace. Heaven is all they think they have.”

“And what about the others who have no mates?”

“They may already be lost. That isn’t something I can control.” He shrugs, making rage boil inside my chest. How dare he make light of their damnation?

“They fell because they wanted what I had found.” I bite out the words through clenched teeth as guilt swarms my belly.

“They did. And some of them found it. Others found Lucifer.”

“How does giving me this damn sword and power help? If we don’t know who may still be convinced, how can I save them?”

Gabriel sits on the couch, his elbows resting on his knees, fingers steepled in front of him. “You may not be able to. Wouldn’t you rather have some kind of arsenal at your disposal? Or would you rather face Watchers who have the strength of ten men apiece with nothing but your mortal body?”

“Fair point.”
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What the hell is wrong with me? I just broke every single girl’s-night-out rule there is. I got sloppy drunk, nearly puked all over the damn place, and went home with a strange—gorgeous—man. Erica must be worried sick, although Sam had said she’d abandoned me. Maybe she didn’t care that much. She’d probably found herself some entertainment for the evening. There was a distinct reason she’d chosen McCoy’s Firehouse. She’s a little bit of a badge bunny, routinely hooking up with the firefighters who frequent the bar. Adam will not be happy when he finds out what I was up to last night.

Shit.

Adam.

Seriously, what the hell is wrong with me? My poor fiancé is probably sitting at home, waiting for me to walk through the door so we can work things out, and I’ve been in another man’s bed. Granted, I think I may have vomited on Sam, or at least near him. I can’t remember, but that is decidedly not sexy.

After paying my driver, I stand outside the short stretch of sidewalk that leads up to my cozy duplex. It’s a far cry from the sleek and modern home Sam has. Shaking my head, I try to clear the flood of arousal coursing through me at the mere thought of the man. But I can’t. His eyes burned with need as he dropped his lips so close, I could have tasted him if I’d only been a little more brazen.

Turning my key in the lock, I fight a wave of fear at the sharp scent of Adam’s cologne. He’s here. He was waiting for me. Guilt swamps me in heavy waves.

“Where have you been, Selah? I’ve been here for hours.”

I can’t see him from this vantage point. My living room is shrouded in darkness, the soft glow of the digital clock on my cable box the only light in the small space.

“Adam? What are you doing here?”

Light fills the room as Adam turns on the side table lamp. He looks like hell. His usually impeccable hair hangs over his forehead, as though he’s been tugging at it. And the rumpled and disheveled suit he’s wearing speaks of a broken man, not the cool and together presence I know.

“I’m here for you. I made a mistake. I realized that the second I walked out your door.”

The ache in his words makes me want to cry. “You accused me of cheating on you, Adam.”

Standing, he crosses the room and takes my hands. “I know. I know. Shit, babe. I’m so fucking sorry. But…you said some other guy’s name, and then there was that prick at the lake. You were touching him.”

“His tattoos.”

“What are you talking about? He didn’t have any damn tattoos. Besides, it was still his body. You let him touch you.”

Shaking my head, I sigh. “I already apologized for that.”

“How would you feel if it had been me doing that with another girl?”

His gaze is filled with a plea for me to understand. And I do, but the truth is, I think this change between us was a long time coming. “I wouldn’t have been happy.”

I stiffen as his focus drifts across my body and settles on my hair. Fuck. I must look like I’ve been rolling around in a bed. I don’t do sexily tousled. When I get out of bed, my hair is an absolute mess.

“What have you been doing?”

A heated blush creeps up my neck as an unwelcome memory of Sam holding me, his thumb caressing my lower lip. “I drank too much and went with a friend until I could handle getting a cab home.”

His hands slide up my arms, and at the same time, he pulls me against him. As he inhales deeply, his fingers bite into my skin. “What was this friend’s name? And why the hell do you smell like another guy?”

Placing both palms flat on his broad chest, I shove myself backward, out of his grip. “We broke up. Don’t you remember? I can come back to my own house smelling like whomever I choose.”

Anger flashes in his eyes. “No. We decided to take some time to figure things out. That’s not the same. I love you. You just make me crazy sometimes.”

I hate it when he gets this way. Stomping over to the front door, I fling it open and stare at him, defiance bubbling up and making me tremble enough that I have to grit my teeth. “Get out, Adam. Leave your key on the table.”

“Babe.”

Holding up a hand, I fight the adrenaline coursing through me. “No. You were right. We need time apart.”

“Did you fuck him?”

I can’t stop my gasp. “Are you kidding me?”

Taking two long strides toward me, he has me pressed back against the wall, his jealousy a tangible thing. “I’m serious, Selah. Did you fuck him? Did you give it to him without hesitation? Or did you make him beg for it like I always have to?”

Shaking my head, I move to sidle out from his overbearing presence. “The fact that you asked me that question proves exactly why you were right about us. You need to go. I have a lot to think about and I can’t do that with you here.”

Instead of arguing with me, he pulls his hands through his hair and lets out a groan of frustration. “Don’t do this, Sea.”

I repress a shudder. I hate that nickname. “I didn’t do anything this time. This one is all you, Adam.”

In a flash of silver, he pulls my spare key from his pocket and drops it in my hand. “You’ll change your mind. I know it.”

I have to close my eyes to fight the trembling across my entire being. Something about him keeps me coming back, but that pull isn’t enough for me to stay with someone who won’t trust me.

“I don’t think so. Good night. I’m sorry it ended like this.”

“It’s not over.”

Shrugging, I relax slightly as he steps over the threshold and starts down the sidewalk. As I close the door behind him, I slide down the wood until my ass hits the floor.

“What a fucking mess,” I mutter to the empty house.
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Thousands of years ago, Mesopotamia

 

Nausea rolls my stomach as I step out into the heat of the day. A cold sweat breaks out over my skin, my heartbeat racing, and it’s all I can do to keep from dropping the basket of washing I’m carrying and retch all over the clothing. It has been six months since our wedding, six months of my husband spending himself inside my body every night. And by the slight swell of my belly, we have since conceived a child.

I haven’t told Sariel yet, but it won’t be long before I can no longer hide the changes in my form. My breasts are fuller, heavy and aching. My husband will notice, if he has not already. He has taken care to learn my body better than I know it myself.

Taking a deep breath, I will away the need to be sick and let the joy come. We’ve made a baby. He should return from tending our small flock of sheep soon. Tonight, as we share our supper, I will give him the wonderful news.

The thought of eating makes my gut clench, and this time, I can’t contain it. I drop the basket and rush to the nearest bush, coughing and retching.

A warm palm rubs circles over my back, and my husband’s voice is a soothing balm as my shoulders tremble. “Why didn’t you tell me you felt unwell this morning?”

Resting a palm on my stomach, I sigh and right myself. It’s not the most romantic moment to share our news, but the worry on my husband’s face shows me it is the best time.

“I… I’m fine, Sariel. Don’t worry about me.”

He brushes a strand of hair away from my face. “You aren’t. Come lie down. You need rest. Your face is pale. Your eyes are pained.”

Pushing on his chest, I take a step back and grab his hand. “Sariel.” I rest his large palm over my middle and watch as his brows pull together. Those startling irises flit to mine, and the pride shining in them makes my heart squeeze almost painfully.

“Are you…”

I nod, trying desperately to hold back the tears. “I’ve not bled in months. I’m ill most mornings…and…” I run his hand over the small bump before continuing. “I can feel our child growing inside me.”

He drops to his knees, landing on the dusty earth before wrapping both arms around my hips and pressing a kiss to the place our baby is safe and sound. “I love you, Selah. I love you. Thank you for this gift.”

Eclipsed by joy, we stand in the path between the home we made and the river, loving each other, hoping for a future neither of us imagined.
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The night is warm and calm aside from the rain. I should be sleeping with my Selah, but I can’t. Instead, I sit on the edge of our bed, watching her slumber peacefully. Her hand rests over the swell of her belly, our child moving inside making her palm shift along with his motion. My smile is involuntary. Selah can’t possibly know what she’s giving me. It seems a lifetime ago that I was nothing more than an angel, uninterested in humans beyond observing and delivering messages.

A rumble of thunder sends a shiver down my spine. Selah sighs as she shifts and murmurs my name. I want nothing more than to get into bed with her, hold her tight to me and savor the feel of her body tucked against mine. But I know Gabriel waits for me. I feel his presence as though he is in the room. My body may be mortal, but I will always be an angel.

Pressing a kiss to her forehead, I leave Selah with a heavy heart. If Gabriel is here, nothing good can come of it.
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Thousands of years ago, Mesopotamia

 

I wake to the pattering of rain. Incessant and troubling. A chill runs down my spine at the empty place in the bed where my husband should be. Sariel has held me close every night since we ran off to be wed, but tonight, he’s absent. The child in my womb squirms and stretches its limbs. Only a few months to go until we meet him. I’m sure he’s a boy. I’ve had dreams of his beautiful face. Silver eyes like his father’s, dark hair like mine, and the sweetest smile.

Carefully getting to my feet, I pull a shawl around my shoulders and wander our small home. There’s a candle burning on the table, but Sariel is nowhere to be found. Where could he be? Has something happened due to the near month-long rainstorm?

Stepping outside into the torrential downpour, I scan the surrounding fields for any sign of him. The rainwater runs into my eyes, soaking my hair and clothing in seconds. I’m about to go inside, but my heart lurches as I see two men standing under the cover of a large tree in our grove. I shouldn’t be able to make them out, not with the clouds covering the moon, but light surrounds them both. With cautious steps, I head toward them, my toes sinking in the muddy earth beneath them.

“…I fell, I am done with my old life. Leave us be.”

“Sariel, you must abandon them. Hundreds fell because of your choice. Some have begotten children, unnatural and dangerous Nephilim. They’ve grown at terrifying speeds, killing their mothers as they come into the world.”

My husband crosses his arms over his chest and shakes his head. “This child isn’t unnatural, Gabriel. He’s my son. You’ve seen for yourself, the baby grows at a normal pace. I can’t leave.”

“Brother…it is a lost cause. In fourteen days time, there will be a flood beyond any which have ever occurred. All will be washed away. Do you hear me? Nothing will be left standing and no one spared save one man and his family. You are not that man.”

“He won’t take me back. Not now. My weakness caused this.”

My gut clenches. Sariel wants to go back. He thinks he made a mistake, choosing me.

“You could beg His forgiveness. Make retribution.”

Sariel shakes his golden head before running his hands through his hair. “No. I do not regret my time with Selah. I will never ask forgiveness for loving her, and I’ll never beg Him to take me back. Know this, I’ll die with her, loving her, and no matter what my punishment, I will never forgive Him for taking her from me.”

Heart aching with love for this man, I start back toward the house, not wanting him to know I’ve heard. Rumbling thunder rolls across the sky, curiously getting louder rather than dying down. It’s only when Sariel screams my name that I see the bolt of lightning arch overhead. My hair stands on end as the branch above my head is struck. Sparks fall around me in slow motion, and the tree splinters. My body won’t move, and I know I’ve met my end before the ruined wood connects with my head. I have only a moment to be thankful there’s no pain before everything goes silent and dark.
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A sense of utter terror and despair grips me as I rush toward my wife. But Selah is gone before I can reach her. The peaceful expression on her beloved face gives me no comfort. Heart shattering, I use every ounce of strength I have to pull the remnants of the tree off her.

“No, my love, don’t leave me. I…” I can’t continue. The sob stuck in my throat has me unable to choke out anything. Cradling her in my arms, I stare up at the sky, the rain falling mercilessly. I can’t bring myself to look at her, to see the swell of her belly, to feel the crushing weight of losing everything. White-hot rage takes hold, burning up my heart. “Take me now, Father. Punish me, ruin me. There’s nothing else you could do now that you’ve taken her from me.”

Gabriel stands beside me, I know he’s there without even looking. I can feel him. “Brother…”

I shoot a withering glare at him. “Do not speak to me if you are going to tell me you are sorry. Unless you can bring them back, give me the life I wanted, I want nothing from you.”

“Let her go.”

Those three words spear me clean through. How can I? My soul is connected to hers and now…now that I felt the death of her, I’ve been torn in two.

“Where is she? Has he let her ascend? Please tell me she won’t be punished for my misdeeds.”

A sad look crosses his face. “She laid with you knowing what you are. She knew you’d fallen and yet kept you for her own.”

I pull her closer, taking in the softness of her body, unwilling to accept what I know is true. “You can’t mean she is going to burn. She is innocent. Her only crime was loving me.”

“I am sorry, brother.”

Gently cradling her, I rise and carry her to the home we made together. My body feels strange, numb and agonized all at once. I can’t breathe as I lay her on the bed.

Glancing over my shoulder, I ask, “How can I save her?”

Gabriel stands behind me, arms crossed, brow furrowed. “What?”

“You heard me. I’m damned, but she shouldn’t be. How can I give her soul a chance at redemption?”

Closing his eyes, he goes very still. Minutes pass in silence as my heart continues to beat, sending waves of heartbreak through my veins. When his eyes snap open, the expression in them is anguished.

“You can never return to Heaven. You’ll live out eternity cursed to share the bodies of the damned, fighting for control.”

“And Selah?”

“Her soul will escape hellfire, but she will stay in purgatory.”

“Why? She doesn’t deserve that.”

“She’ll be given another chance at life. A chance to redeem her place in Heaven when our Father chooses.”

Anxiety claws at my throat. I did this to her. But if she can have another chance, if she’ll be reborn, I can find her.

I nod, taking her cold hand in mine. “So be it.”

“Brother, I offer you this one kindness. Do you accept?”

Knowing what he’s offering, I tense and kneel by the bed. My heart beats erratically as instinct takes over and I fight the urge to run from coming death. Resting my lips on Selah’s hand, I say, “Thank you, Gabriel.”

Blinding light fills the room and the press of his warm hand on my back makes me flinch. But soon, the warmth is replaced by a jolt and my vision fades as my heart stops.

I’ll find her again.

No matter how long it takes.
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Present day, Seattle

 

My bed still smells of lavender even three full days after I sent Selah home. It’s torture as I lie here trying desperately to fall asleep. All I can think about is her. The Selah from my past, and from my present. There’s no denying she is not the same woman I crashed into love with all those lifetimes ago. But I don’t care. I can feel that same pull, the need to be with her. She is meant for me, beyond any doubt.

Rolling onto my side, I let her floral scent cover me, invade my senses. I don’t resist my body’s instinctive reaction. My cock swells, and I welcome the ache of unchecked arousal. Closing my eyes, I let the need to be with her, to be inside her, take over. My wings flare to life, trapped under my skin. It’s less pain and more heat, as my power unfurls and I let my dream world and reality blend until there is no line between them.

I shouldn’t do this, but I can’t resist going to her. It’s not real—but it is.

She’s sound asleep, one arm draped across her eyes and the opposite leg kicked free of the covers. I almost don’t want to disturb her peaceful slumber, but then she moans, and it’s my name on her lips. The sound sends a pulse of desire through me so strong, I have to bite my lip to keep from rushing to her. If I’m being honest with myself, I really just want to claim her as mine here and now. There’s nothing I want more than for her to come back to me, remembering who we were to each other, who we can be again.

“Sariel,” she whispers in her sleep.

With the amount of power I’m using, I can keep myself from her perception, just as I used to, sharing in our desire without truly consummating our union up until we were wed. All I have to do is touch her and I can join her in her dream. She sighs and shifts, her hand drifting across her thin camisole. My dick is so fucking hard, I ache, and when she cups her own breast and arches her back, I’m done.

Striding across the room, I slide my hand over her exposed leg, and I’m instantly transported to her fantasy.

My heart clenches as soon as I see the pistachio tree. She isn’t supposed to know this place. How can she dream of it? Gabriel had said she wouldn’t remember.

Selah’s soft gasp has me turning toward her. The confusion in her eyes makes me certain she sees me standing by the riverbank.

“Sam? How did you get here?”

Shrugging, I smirk. “I don’t know. It’s your dream. Maybe you have the hots for me.”

Her answering blush sends a jolt of lust straight to my groin. Those beautiful lips of hers turn up in a soft smile as she meets my gaze. “You’re very, um, I don’t know how to describe you.”

“Is that a good thing?”

I take a step toward her and gather a lock of her long hair between my fingers, twirling it slowly.

She doesn’t respond, but her eyes never leave mine. I’ve wished for those beautiful dark lashes and deep gray irises to lock with mine day and night since I lost her the first time. Now that she’s here, I can barely breathe.

“Kiss me, Selah. You know you want this.”

She closes her eyes and lets her head fall back. “I really do. But I don’t know you.”

I can’t help myself, my hand drifts across the silky skin of her shoulder until I’m cupping the nape of her neck and pulling her toward me. “You know me better than you think.”

“Why would you say that?”

Her words ghost over my skin—she’s so close, I can feel the tension radiating from her. “Because it’s the truth,” I force through a throat so tight, I can barely speak.

Working to control my need, I let my gaze drop from hers. My focus drifts down to the plump bottom lip I used to love nipping with my teeth just before I’d bury my cock inside her. I fight a shiver as her fingernails scrape lightly over my collar. Then she adds pressure, her fingers running along my chest and down the tight muscles of my stomach until they find the hem of my shirt. When she slides her hands under the fabric and our skin meets, I groan.

Loving the feel of her body connected to mine, I murmur, “I don’t ever want you to stop touching me.” It’s really a plea, but she doesn’t know that.

“Don’t give me a reason to, and I won’t.”

Tightening my grip on her hair, I pull her face to mine and claim her mouth for the first time in far too long. My chest expands, an astounding pressure filling me as we connect and her tongue parts my lips. Everything is right. Drinking her in, I let her take everything I have to offer, all my attention, my desire, my love. She has me. I’ve wanted this for thousands of years, and it’s better than I could have imagined.

Her nails dig into the small of my back, sending a welcome burn through me that has nothing to do with the marks of my obligation to my brothers. But then she starts trailing her fingers over my wings, and I release her, gripping her wrists and bringing them up and away from the tattoo she thinks I have. In one smooth motion, I place her arms around my shoulders and lift her until she has no choice but to wrap her legs around my hips. I’m certain she can feel my rigid cock against her core, and my suspicions are confirmed as she moans and grinds her center against me.

“I want you,” I murmur against her temple.

“Yes.” It’s only one word, uttered on a needful sigh, but it’s all I need.

Pushing her up against the tree, I shove her panties to the side and sink one finger deep inside her heat. She feels like fucking ecstasy, slick and tight, waiting for me.

“You’re so beautiful, my Selah.”

I trail kisses along her collarbone and shoulder as I move my finger back and forth, opening her. My cock is throbbing with desire, begging for release. With my free hand, I palm my shaft, squeezing in a futile attempt to provide myself some relief.

“This is just a dream, right?” she asks.

Not removing my lips from her skin, I nod and sink a second finger into her. She groans and clenches around me.

“Then fuck me already.”

Oh, for the love of all that is holy. She never spoke to me this way before. My dick jerks against my thin sweatpants at her brazenness. Shoving the offending fabric down my hips, I lick along her throat until my lips and tongue find her earlobe. “Get ready, beautiful little one. You’ll never want another.”

She squirms as I line my cock up with her entrance and press inside, just barely, torturing us both.

“Yes, Sam.”

My blood runs cold at the name, making me pause at the gates of everything I’ve been searching for. And then fire races across my back, my wings burning like molten lava, and with a scream of agony, I fall to the floor. Opening my eyes, I see a pair of black biker boots and legs encased in leather pants. I’m in my bedroom. Damn. And Gabriel stares at me with a frown marring his usually perfect brow. Double damn.

“What have you been up to, brother?” he asks, disapproval in his tone.

“It was just a dream.”

He cocks an eyebrow. “Was it?”
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Holy shit.

My eyes snap open as I’m jolted from sleep. That was the most intense dream I’ve ever had, and it was about Sam. Well, initially it was about Sariel, the man I met once but can’t seem to forget. At first, I’d been angry when he disappeared and Sam took his place in the dream. But that emotion was quickly replaced with desire for Sam. I can smell him on my skin, feel the head of his thick erection penetrating me, just an inch. Not enough.

Of all the times to wake up, I had to do it before I’d been able to at least enjoy an orgasm. Stretching, I sit up and glance at the clock. It’s barely four in the morning, but I know I won’t be getting any more sleep. That’s not how I’m wired. Once I’m awake, that’s it, my day starts. The hardwood floor is frigid at this ungodly hour, sending shocks of chill along the soles of my feet as I stand. It seems such a contrast to the heat of my fantasy world, the warm sun baking the earth, Sam’s hot kisses. Shit. I need to stop thinking of him.

Wrapping myself in my favorite fleece robe, I grab a thick pair of socks from the dresser and slip them over my feet. With a huge yawn, I trudge out of my bedroom and down the hall. Coffee. I need coffee and a shower before I’m functional. As I walk past the chair Adam had been using as he waited for me to return, I wince inwardly. His harsh words, the plea in his eyes, those big hands pinching my flesh, all play out again like they happened to someone else.

I should have listened to my instincts rather than give in to the pull he had on me. But now, what I’d mistaken for love was clearly just attraction. Adam and I don’t have even a quarter of the connection that exists between me and Sam. I’ve only seen the man twice, but I’m dreaming of letting him inside my body without hesitation. If it hadn’t been for my fresh breakup, I’d have let it happen for real only a few hours ago. He’d had me in his bed, at his mercy, and he’d behaved with restraint, respecting me.

“You don’t even know the man, Selah. Stop overanalyzing,” I mutter, tossing a coffee pod into my machine and waiting for it to brew. It takes me a few seconds to realize there’s not a mug under the damn dispenser, and I shout a curse as hot coffee splashes on my robe. Grabbing a cup from the drying rack to my left, I slide it under the stream of caffeine and heave a frustrated sigh.

I have too much on my plate to let a silly sex dream throw me off. Grabbing my phone, I scroll through my calendar for the week. Rehearsal, rehearsal, rehearsal, a day off, more rehearsal. I’ve been a regular dancer for a burlesque troupe for the last five years, ever since a spot opened up when one of the principal dancers ran off without a word. According to my friend Rosie, it was a shame for the show to lose Trisha; she’d been really talented. Everyone suspects she found herself a rich husband and is enjoying the life of a trophy wife. A weight lifts off my shoulders as I realize that’s another thing I won’t have to worry about now that Adam is out of my life. He knows I’m a dancer; he doesn’t know I make most of my money doing burlesque.

Taking my coffee with me, I curl up on the couch and turn on Netflix. I just need a mindless distraction. Eyes the color of mercury flash in my memory without my brain’s permission, and I finally give up after nearly an hour of fighting with myself.

I need a shower and an orgasm—maybe two.
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Present day, Seattle

 

I’d given in and gone to Selah. Almost taken her in the dream. It’s only made the ache worse and the phantom traces of her still linger, if only in my memory. I haven’t allowed myself to invade her dreams again, not after what nearly happened last time. I don’t know what I’d been thinking. Who am I kidding? I know exactly which part of me had been in charge. In the past, it seemed so primal, the instinct to take and claim, but that was largely due to the vampire I shared a body with. Galen’s need for Reese, combined with my misplaced thought that she was my soul mate, had created a nearly unstoppable lust. With Devin, I’d known Willow wasn’t mine. That hadn’t stopped me from feeding, but I’d done that with the sole goal of building my strength so I could take control of him. Now I’ve got my own body, I’m not dependent on sating my lust to survive, and the drive to claim Selah as mine comes from my heart and my humanity.

“You heard me, right, Sariel?” Gabriel’s commanding voice holds a hint of frustration as he snaps me from my reverie.

“I did, but tell me again.”

He sighs, leaning back in his seat at the dockside restaurant. The cries of gulls and the rush of cars meld with the sound of waves crashing against the dock. “You need to be on guard. Our Father has alerted Michael to the increased level of desperation amongst the fallen. They’re abandoning the vampire hosts and jumping from human to human, trying to get to you. You need to stay away from Selah. Every time you’re near her, you put her at risk.”

Panic climbs across my skin in the form of a cold sweat. “How does that protect her? I need to have her with me. That’s the only way I can keep her safe.”

He shakes his head. “You’ve always been stubborn. Why did I think it would be any different this time?”

“Because you never learn?”

“The fallen are converging in Seattle. We’ve been able to trace a few who are not at full power. They don’t have the strength to consistently ward themselves, but they all disappear at this location.” He flicks his wrist, and my phone chirps.

Opening my lock screen, I frown down at the map displayed. “That’s…in the middle of nowhere.”

“Exactly, but we can’t get in. It is hidden from the sight of all angels.”

“Then how are the other Watchers getting in?”

“Brother, you need to ready yourself for the possibility that they are no longer angels. They’ve cast out their grace and have embraced Lucifer. They’re demons now.”

My gut churns. I knew this was coming, but deep down, I’d hoped I could save them. “Fuck,” I whisper.

Running a hand through his hair, Gabriel stands, oblivious to the world around him. We’d kept our conversation quiet enough that the neighboring diners couldn’t overhear us, but the angel is a formidable presence. He’s easily six foot seven and heavily muscled. Add in his penchant for leather and he looks like an alpha male model out on the prowl.

“Be ready for them,” he says, ignoring the two women at a table in the corner. They’re staring like their lives depend on him.

“I’m always ready.”

With a disbelieving smirk, he laughs. “When you’re not trying to sate your lust for your woman.”

He’s not wrong. Glancing around us, I catch the eye of a pretty woman seated at a table across from us. Her cheeks burn crimson as soon as she realizes I’ve caught her, but it’s not me she’s really wanting. It’s Gabriel.

“I think you’ve got a chance to find out what sating lust is like.” I jut my chin in her direction and when he looks at her, she tosses her hair, and her friends giggle.

He snorts and shakes his head at her. “Sex isn’t worth the fall. Especially not with a human woman.”

“My human is worth it.”

“She’s a distraction.”

Maybe if I quench my lust, I’ll be more focused.

“Don’t even think about it, Sariel. I see that glint in your eye. If you take her, you’ll only do more damage. Wait until you’ve earned your wings. You’ll see she was your downfall, not your saving grace.”

I won’t let his words sink in. There’s nothing I can say to change his perception. This is between our Father and me. Truly, only He knows why He gave our souls such a deep connection. I have to believe He wouldn’t do that for any reason other than His plan. I may have fallen, but I still have faith.
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“Girl, what is with you today?” Rosie is only half teasing me as I miss my cue for the third time in as many attempts.

Irritation courses through me. “I know. I’ve done this routine a hundred damn times.”

Her wide brown eyes hold a hint of anger mixed with hurt. “Fine, then do it. Don’t be a bitch about it.”

She sashays across the stage with her shoulders back and head held high. I shouldn’t have snapped at her. It was uncalled for. But I’m exhausted after a solid week of rehearsals, and dress rehearsal is always the most stressful part of any performance. My costume for this number leaves little to the imagination, and my ample breasts are held in only with the help of some serious double-sided tape. Not that I mind. There’s something about the sensuality of this kind of performing that is so freeing. I can be whomever I want when I’m on stage. Hold the audience captive as I move with just a sway of my hips.

But today, I’m just not feeling it.

“All right, ladies. Take ten and we’re running the show from the top,” the director barks across the empty rows of tables and chairs.

Glad for the chance to pull it together, I head toward the dressing room. I need to make things right with Rosie. If I know her, she’ll be holed up back there, scrolling through her social media accounts. As soon as I breach the door, I’m greeted with the familiar scent of hairspray and powder. The hairspray keeps our hair in place, but it also cuts down on static electricity. As I knew she would be, Rosie is parked on the tattered chaise lounge, phone in hand.

“Hey,” I offer, settling in beside her. “I’m sorry about earlier. I’m just tired.”

She gives me the side-eye before one corner of her mouth lifts and blossoms into a full smile. “It’s okay. You still not sleeping after the breakup?”

Shaking my head, I sigh. “I’ve got a lot on my mind.”

I wish I could sleep. I’d give anything for another dream visit from Sam.

“Has Adam been bothering you?”

“I haven’t heard from him aside from an apology text a few days after he left.”

She runs a hand over my arm. “That’s a relief. He was here earlier looking for you. He’s always been kind of intense, but he made me flat-out uncomfortable.”

“What?” Alarm shoots through me.

“Management ran him off. I’m sorry, doll. God, men are such assholes.”

“They are,” I agree. “Absolute dicks.”

We sit in silence, both screwing around online until we absolutely have to change into our costumes for the opening number, but her words ring in my mind. Is Adam out there waiting for me? How did he find out I work here? I’ve been so careful to hide this part of me from him.

When the lights flash three times, we know it’s time to start. Tomorrow we open the show after a one-month hiatus to learn all-new choreography. Nerves always run high the week before we open, and this has been no exception.

“Let’s get it, girl,” Rosie says as she shimmies her cleavage.

Letting out a light laugh, I hook my arm in hers, and we stroll to our positions.

 

The next night, I’m a ball of nerves, as usual, as I apply my final layer of crimson lipstick and finish off my look with long, fake lashes. I’m barely recognizable from the Selah my friends know. Here, I’m Luscious Lily. And tonight I have my first solo dance.

“It’s packed tonight!” Rosie grins from ear to ear. “We’ll get so many tips. I heard there’s some bigwig in the audience too.”

My stomach flips. I try to keep my mind off who might be watching me, and let myself enjoy the show, but when she makes it a point to remind me real people’s eyes are on us, the magic dwindles.

As soon as the music begins, I switch my brain from the real world to the fantasy I’m trying to create. We sway and swing our hips, all taking our positions on and off the stage. Each of us hides our bodies behind fans with feathers long enough to be from angel wings. My costume is nearly see-through, with only the unmentionable bits of my anatomy covered by strategically placed black appliqués. Everywhere the audience looks, they’ll see sparkle and glitter. It’s a wonderland of sensuality.

Cheers and whoops echo through the auditorium as we dance to the seductive beat of the music. I smile and make eye contact with a few of the men, some of the ladies too. You never know why someone is here.

As the night wears on, I’m feeling confident, smiling, and not letting my nerves about my upcoming solo get to me. But, as the number before mine starts, my stomach churns with butterflies. I’ve got five minutes until I’m on stage. Running my hands over the skirt of my costume, I double-check the Velcro fasteners around the waist and stand in the wings, waiting to go on. Taking slow, steady breaths, I scan the audience. My heartbeat picks up when I see him, Sariel, the man I met once at a club but had felt so drawn to. He’s here. The only place I’ve seen him has been in my dreams. Dreams in which the starring role has been replaced by Sam.

The stage manager motions for me to go on, making me shake my head to clear the swirl of emotion. I can’t focus on Sariel right now. I have to show the director I’ve got what it takes to be a principal.

Shoulders back and chin high, I strut across the dark stage and take my position.
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Present day, Seattle

 

“Sariel, you’ve got to lighten up. Have some fun, for God’s sake. Galen used to be my wingman, but thanks to you, he’s off doing the human, married-with-babies thing. The least you could do is come with me and keep me company.” Devin chuckles. “Wingman. It’s funny because you’re an angel.” His words do nothing but annoy me as he leads me along the brick streets of Pike Place and down to the entrance of The Can-Can. “Come on, everyone loves a good show. This is burlesque. Need I say more?”

“You have Willow. Why do you need a wingman? And I’m certain having a fiancée means you’re dangerously close to the very human notion of marriage.”

He lets out a harsh bark of laughter. “I’m not fucking anyone. Willow will be here soon. I’m just picking out our dinner and getting them warmed up so we can feed.”

“So, I’m helping you kill innocent women?”

He frowns. “Are you serious? You know we don’t kill them. I’m not willing to sacrifice my newly returned soul for one long feed, especially when it doesn’t even taste good anymore.”

Relief courses through me. I’m partial to him and Galen both. Sharing a body will do that. “Fine, but I’m not willing to let anyone touch me, understand?”

He cocks a blond eyebrow as he pushes open the door. “Too bad for you. This show is filled with some of the most beautiful women you’ll ever see.”

I don’t want any of these women, beautiful or not. I want Selah.

Of course, Devin has the best seats in the house. Two rows back from the stage, dead center. He says we’ll have a clear view of every performer. I’m hoping we can just keep a low profile. The lights go down in the room, and music fills the air. As the stage is illuminated, three women covered in glittering costumes with big feathered fans stroll across the stage flanked by two well-built men.

The song is all dirty trumpet and sex as they sway and grind all over each other. It’s sexy, sensual, and before Selah, I might have enjoyed watching.

“Damn, Willow won’t want either of those guys. She’s got a thing for blonds.” He rakes a hand through his own long, blond hair. “And I don’t like to disappoint my girl.”

I don’t understand how he copes with seeing Willow’s hand on another man. Even if it is only to feed from him. Just the thought of Selah allowing anyone access to her body makes my blood boil.

As the show continues, Devin keeps checking his phone and laughing to himself.

“Have you found who you’re looking for?” I grumble as two dancers catch my eye. They’re sizing me up, and I don’t like it. “I’m ready to leave.”

“Give me a minute. Willow is almost here. Then you can go.”

The two women smile and wander across the room, hiding their scantily clad curves behind long, sheer robes. Each of them carries a fan, and as they pass, they take turns stroking my legs with them.

“Looks like you’ve got a fan club.” Devin grins broadly and laughs. “I swear, sometimes I think I missed my calling. I should be a comedian.”

I’m about to stand and head for the door, but the lights go down again, and a chill rushes over me when I catch the fain scent of lavender.

“Ladies and gentlemen, for our last performance of the night, please join us in welcoming, in her first solo performance, Miss Luscious Lily.” The spotlight illuminates a figure dressed in ethereal white. Her gown brushes the floor, a waterfall of sparkle and shimmer as the light catches every small rhinestone and sequin. She’s crouched at the edge of the stage, head bowed, hands flat on the ground. As the music starts, she slides her feet behind her, lifting one in a graceful line as she rolls to her side. Her gown creates a beautiful arc of fabric as she moves.

When she comes to standing and looks up, my throat constricts and my mouth runs dry as my cock turns to steel.

I know that mouth, those eyes. She might be wearing a wig and layers of makeup, but the captivating woman moving like every man’s sordid fantasy is my Selah.

“Whoa there, champ.” Devin grips my elbow and pulls me back to my chair. I hadn’t even realized I was stalking toward her.

She twirls on the balls of her feet, sending the dress floating around her hips and offering the audience a glance at her thong-covered pussy and practically bare ass.

Then, as if this wasn’t bad enough, a man dressed in a deep red suit stalks toward her from backstage. My teeth clench and a muscle in my jaw pops as he puts his hands around her waist, pulling her to him and dropping her skirt to the floor.

All I can do is stand there and watch. Not because I’m helpless, but because she doesn’t know me. Not really. Her firm, round ass is on display, and it’s taking every ounce of my control to keep from groaning. A swell in the music ups the intensity of the dance, her posture changing from innocent to assertive. She shoves the man away and pulls a chair to center stage. Turning to him, she slides her body over his, all the way down and back up. The look on his face makes me livid. It should be me she’s touching. And though this is a choreographed performance, that asshole is enjoying her touch. Of course he fucking is.

Shoving him into the chair, she grips his lapels and bends at the waist, her bountiful cleavage directly in his view. Each time he tries to touch her, she slaps his hand. With a swirl of her hips she turns to the audience. A saucy wink at the crowd gets her a round of cheers from everyone but me. And when she wraps one arm over her breasts, her other working at the corset, I know what’s coming, No way in hell is she going to do this,

I stand again, and Devin hisses, “Sariel, sit your ass down.”

Her eyes find mine, shock causing her to momentarily falter. Shaking my head, I will her to stop, to save her body for my gaze only. But she blinks and averts her focus, ripping the bodice free and tossing it at me.

All that’s separating her bare tits from the hundred pairs of eyes is her strategically placed arm. She grins and sashays back to her willing captive. As she moves to drop her arm, giving us a peek-a-boo view of her curves, I groan. I can’t take it any longer.

Without interference from Devin, I storm the stage, pushing aside the bouncer with little effort. The crowd is yelling and Selah’s eyes narrow, but I scoop her up, toss her over my shoulder, and haul her out of the club.
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“Fuck! What the hell, Sam? Put me down!” I screech as the cold night air hits my bare skin.

Sam’s silver eyes are blazing with fury as he sets me on my feet and shrugs out of his coat. He slides the fabric over my shoulders, anger rolling off him in waves.

“What in God’s name possessed you to do this for a living? You want a man? I’m right fucking here. You don’t have to take your clothes off for strangers.”

He’s chastising me. I don’t do well with that. “I’m not doing this to get a man. I’m a dancer. This is dancing.”

“No, this is degrading.”

Rage covers me like a cloak. “It’s only degrading if it makes me feel that way. It’s not about seducing a man. I dance because I love it, because I can escape and just…be.” Shaking my head, I walk back toward the club. “You know what? I don’t have to justify myself to you.”

Before I get farther than a few steps, his broad chest blocks my passage and those warm hands of his are cupping my cheeks. “Your body is a temple, and the only man who should see it is one willing to worship at your altar. One who is willing to sacrifice everything just to be worthy of you.”

Oh, good God. What is he talking about? “Are you for real?” I whisper.

His lips brush across mine, something I’ve felt in dreams but have wanted more than I realized. My knees actually buckle as he deepens the kiss, but he instinctively drops one hand to curve around my waist, holding me against his hard body.

“Sa— Oh, shit. Sorry.” A deep baritone with a Southern drawl breaks through the haze of our connection, and I pull back.

“Sariel,” I whisper.

Sam tightens his hold, a grin spreading his lips until I push away and stare beyond him. The man standing behind Sam wasn’t a figment of my imagination. He’s here. And he knows Sam.

Sariel’s eyes go wide as our gazes lock. “Shit,” he murmurs.

“Devin, why aren’t you inside?” A tiny redhead appears from the club’s entrance and slides her hand across Sariel’s broad chest.

Devin? Looking from her to the man in front of me I fight my frown. I couldn’t possibly have made up that name. Sariel isn’t a name one can mistake for something else. “No. You…you said your name was Sariel.”

It’s only when the redhead glares at me, her eyes raking my nearly nude form covered by Sam’s jacket, that I remember where I am and what I’m supposed to be pissed about.

“Wait, I remember you,” she says, a grin turning up her lips. “She’s the one, Sariel?” The woman isn’t directing her question at the man who belongs to that name. She’s looking straight at Sam.

“Sam? What the fuck is going on here?”

Sam pulls a hand through his tawny hair. “This isn’t the place.”

Frustration sets my jaw and sends me from teetering on the edge of rage to over the damn cliff. How dare he treat me like I’m the one causing a problem. “Look, you’re the asshole who kidnapped me in the middle of a performance, and now you have the nerve to make it seem like my question isn’t appropriate? I’m out here freezing my ass off in my goddamn lingerie with sparkly pasties covering my nipples. Somebody needs to explain to me why she called you Sariel when that other guy introduced himself to me as Sariel months ago.”

My whole body quakes with cold and when Sam…wait, Sariel, puts his arm around me, I don’t fight it. His lips slide over my earlobe as he whispers, “I’m taking you home.”

Dropping the coat to the ground, I shrug out of his grasp even though my whole body screams at me to stay in his arms. He feels good, right, like I belong with him.

“Selah, wait.”

I storm toward the door, self-conscious for the first time since I was in college, as my full breasts sway and bounce. Sariel’s large palm encircles my wrist, and he tugs me backward. “Let go of me,” I grumble.

“No. We’re leaving even if I have to carry you to the car. So, Selah, you can either go change into your own clothes and leave with me, or I can hoist you over my shoulder again.”

“Do yourself a favor and just go with him,” Devin says, amusement coloring his tone. “You don’t know how long he’s been looking for you.”

“What the hell does that mean?” I shoot back, but Devin and his girlfriend are already walking away, his arm around her shoulders and her hand tucked possessively in his back pocket.

Sariel’s deep rumble of laughter vibrates against my back as his hand slides across my waist. “So much fire inside such a small package.”

He’s pissing me the hell off right now, but the sensation of his warm breath against the nape of my neck is doing things to places low in my body…things I’m really going to need to take care of when I get home.

“Are you going to let me get dressed?” I have to force the words from my throat because I honestly don’t want him to stop touching me.

His lips brush the shell of my ear, and I shiver as he whispers, “As long as you let me watch you take it all off as soon as we get behind closed doors.” Then, with a nip of teeth, he says, “I’ll meet you out back.”

Oh, Jesus.

Taking a shuddering breath, I remove myself from his hold and push through the doors. Without allowing myself to look back, I march across the room, eyes trained on the Staff Only door. Rosie meets me in the hallway, eyes wide and a shocked expression causing her red lips to form a little “O.”

“What happened out there? Was that some kind of surprise part of your act?”

My heart is thudding so hard against my ribs, it hurts. Shit. I’m probably about to get fired. “Um…”

“Management fucking loved it, girl. The sexy alpha god saves his innocent woman. Who is he? I didn’t know we hired a new guy. He’s hot as fuck.”

“Um…” I reply again.

Detaching the sparkling red hearts that cover my nipples, I fight a wince at the pull on my oversensitive skin. My breasts are too plentiful to go braless, so after pulling on a midnight-blue sports bra, I tug a pair of yoga pants over my hips and throw on my PLU sweatshirt. Snagging my handbag, I hitch it on my shoulder and stride toward the exit.

“Um, sweetie, don’t you want to at least take off your lashes?” Rosie asks.

Heaving a sigh, I nod and settle in front of the wall-length mirror. Gingerly I peel the falsies off my lids and grab some makeup remover and a cotton ball. Sam…shit, Sariel, can wait. Maybe I should make him sweat a bit. But then, he might just come barreling through the door and make good on his threat to carry me bodily from the building.

Once my face is clean, I head out the employee exit. The light in the alley is burned out, leaving the damp brick walls and cobblestone street bathed in darkness.

An unfamiliar voice catches my ear as I step out into the night. “Oh, you’ve got to be fucking kidding me. Where did you get that, brother?”

I open my mouth to call out, but Sariel’s angry tone stops me. “Don’t make me do this, Tamiel.”

Tamiel? What the hell is it with these weird-ass names? My heart jumps into my throat as a bright light burns my eyes as it illuminates the alley. Sariel stands facing me, holding a fucking broadsword, feet planted in a fighting stance as a smaller man approaches.

“You don’t want to use that on me. Did Michael give you his sword? Poor fallen angel, can’t even use your own power. You can either kill me and end this, or I’ll end your soul mate.” Tamiel’s words are laced with disdain.

“Stop where you are. You don’t have to die.”

Die? Who the fuck is this guy?

“You can’t wield that sword, and you know it. You don’t have enough grace left.”

I have to stifle my gasp as Sariel raises the sword, and behind him, I swear I see a shadow of two huge wings. He brings the blade down with a grunt, and it makes contact with Tamiel. My stomach rolls, but I can’t look away, expecting to see blood and maybe a severed limb. Instead, that same light burns all around the man until he disappears in a pile of ash and blue smoke which swirls as though it has a life of its own.

Sariel hangs his head, the glow from the sword fading until all I can see is his now-empty hands and heaving shoulders. He takes two large steps toward me, and I gasp, making my presence known. As his silver eyes meet mine, I lose all hold I had on my self-control. I bolt.
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Present day, Seattle

 

What was it Galen always said? Right, fucking hell. I see it the moment Selah’s terrified gaze meets mine. This was not how I wanted her to see me. Cutting down my brother, filled with rage, guilt, anguish, but above all, filled with the light that only comes from using my grace. Yeah, fucking hell just about covers it. Tamiel was right, though, and the proof was in his essence leaving his vampire host body. I don’t have enough grace to smite him, even with Michael’s sword. That won’t be the case much longer.

“Selah,” I rasp as I rush after her.

She’s faster than I’d have thought, but her small strides are no match for my long legs. As she glances back at me, her ankle rolls, and, like a scene from a bad movie, her body pitches to the side, falling straight into the street and the path of oncoming traffic.

“Fuck!” I cry, using my power to catch her up in my arms before the taxi speeding toward makes contact with her.

She clutches me, face filled with confusion, and so lovely, my heart races at the contact. She’s washed off all the paint which had been covering her beauty. Now she looks like my Selah. Cradling her close to my chest, I carry her to the safety of the sidewalk.

“Are you all right?” I ask, running my hands over her cheeks, her shoulders, her arms.

“I…you…you were glowing.”

“I was?” I’m an asshole for making her think she’d been seeing things. Her knees buckle as I place her feet on the ground, causing me to lift her one-handed. I shouldn’t be able to do that. I used my grace, and now my strength is returning beyond that of a human man.

Her tumble of dark hair brushes my forearm, and for some reason, that small amount of contact has my cock lengthening. It’s not the memory of the way her breasts bounced as she moved on stage, or the sight of her perfect ass as she’d bent over. It’s the intimate slide of her waves on my bare skin that sends every spare drop of blood I have rushing to my crotch.

“I’m okay. You can put me down.” As soon as her feet are steady under her, I risk a glance around us. The street is relatively quiet, with only a few pedestrians on the sidewalk. A heavy sigh escapes her as I slide my hand around her waist, making me clutch her a little tighter, not ready to let go just yet. I know what’s coming, and it will most likely end with her running—again.

“Sam?” The one word is thick with confusion, and I tense.

“Sariel, baby. It’s Sariel.”

I can feel the panic coming off her in waves, another aftereffect of using my angelic power. If I keep this up, I’ll be reading minds and become less human every day. I can’t do that. Not if I expect to live out my days with the woman I love.

“We’re going to need to talk about what just happened.”

Nodding, I hail a taxi. I don’t let go of her hand as I pull open the door and she slides in.

After rattling off my address, I glance at her. “Unless you’d rather do this somewhere else?”

She shakes her head. “As long as you explain, I don’t care where we go.”

The car parks in front of the house I now call home, and I escort Selah inside. She stands with quiet strength in the dark living room before I switch on the light and allow myself to take in the sight of her. She’s angry. Her jaw is set in that way she always had when we’d disagree over one thing or the other.

“Selah,” I start, but she holds up a hand and glares at me.

“What the hell was that in the alley?”

“I don’t—”

“Don’t you dare give me some bullshit story about you not knowing what I’m talking about. You fucking glowed. You turned that man to ashes.”

“He wasn’t a man. He was a vampire, actually, a Watcher. A fallen angel.”

A harsh laugh falls from her. “Right. And I suppose you’re on some mission from God to rid the world of evil?”

She’s half-right.

“Sort of.” I stare her down, daring her to laugh.

Annoyance colors her features, but as she processes my statement, her eyes widen and she takes a step back. “Oh, I knew you were too good to be true. You’re fucking nuts.”

Anger burns in my chest. If only she knew the lengths I’d gone to find her. “I’m not crazy. Selah, sit down and let me explain.”

“I’m sorry, but no. You and me? We’re done. I’ve had enough crazy in my life for ten people. I’m not adding you to the mix just because you’re gorgeous.”

I can’t fight my smirk. “You think I’m gorgeous?”

“Shut up.”

“Selah, I promise you, I’m not out of my mind. I can explain everything, but you have to have a little faith.”

Crossing her arms over her chest, she locks eyes with me. My throat runs dry at the determination in her stance. “You’ve got one shot. Make it good.”

“Will you sit?” I motion toward the couch, hoping to ease her away from the door.

“Will you stay where you are?”

Rolling my gaze heavenward, I sigh. Give me strength. This woman is testing me. “Fine.”

She strides past me, her hair swinging behind her, trailing her delicious scent in her wake. As she perches herself on the edge of the couch, I try to plan my words carefully. This isn’t like our first time through this. When I’d already had her, heart and soul, and I knew she wouldn’t leave me. Now? She was poised and ready to bolt.

“Okay. I’m sitting.” Her tone is laced with frustration.

Running my fingers over my jaw, I take a moment before launching into my story.

“I’m an angel.”

She moves to stand the moment the word leaves my lips.

“Wait, wait. You promised you’d listen.”

Sighing, she relaxes a fraction. “You promised you weren’t crazy.”

“My name is Sariel. I was an archangel. I’ve been on this earth thousands of years, since before the Great Flood.”

“Uh-huh.” She draws it out, as though trying not to laugh.

“What you saw? That was one of my fallen brothers. He was after you.”

Her brow furrows. “Me? What do I have to do with angels?”

Here’s the tricky part. The moment I tell her our story, she’s going to make her choice. I just hope that choice is me. “You…you are mine. I am yours. It’s been this way for millennia. We are destined to love one another, and it has taken me lifetimes to find you.”

“How do you know?”

She doesn’t move, just stares at me with those gray eyes I’d know anywhere. I have to be with her, near her, touching her. Crossing the room, I drop to my knees in front of her and take her warm hands before pressing them against my chest. I know she feels the hammering of my heart because she drops her focus to the place she’s touching.

“I fell from Heaven to love you.”

Lips turning down, she frowns before glancing back at my face. “You’re serious, aren’t you?”

I don’t know how to get her to believe me without using my grace. It’s a surefire way to show her exactly what I am, but it will take me farther from her in the end. Pulling back from her, I tear my shirt over my head and stand, turning away and giving her full view of my back.

“Do you see this? The wings?”

The light touch of her fingers over my skin sends shockwaves of need through me. My cock goes rock hard so quickly, it hurts. Fuck.

“Your tattoo.”

“It’s not a tattoo, Selah. Those are my wings. Or they will be if I earn them back.”

She’s so close, I can feel her breath whisper over my spine. “They’re beautiful, but that’s a tattoo.”

Closing my eyes against the onslaught of lust rising in me, I concentrate and force just a hint of my power through the intricate lines in my flesh.

She gasps, and I know from the sting in my back, the wings are glowing and shifting as though trying to break free.

“Holy mother of—”

“Exactly.” I turn toward her, hands in my pockets as I work to control my need. She’s pushed every one of my buttons, and now the desire to take her has reached its tipping point. If I don’t give in, I’ll pay for it with pain later, with weakness, with even stronger desire. But if I do? Gabriel told me not to claim her. Not yet. Was there a reason?

Sliding my fingers along the soft skin of her throat until I cup the back of her head, I drop my lips to hers. We’re only a breath away, but I need her permission. I need to feel her mouth on mine and know she wants this. Just a taste.

She lets out a soft moan and her hands are on me, pulling me closer as she takes control and kisses me. Her nails dig into my back, sending bursts of pain down my sides, but I don’t care. I’ll have her right now, under me on the couch, my aching length driving deep inside her welcoming body. I’ll fill her, make her scream, make her beg for more, and then do it all over again.

Unbuckling my belt, I never take my lips off hers, reveling in their warmth and softness. Her hands slide down my bare back and around to trail along the hard ridges of my abdomen. Tingles of desire build into the itch of anticipation when those same hands play at the waist of my boxers.

“Are you really an angel?” Her husky voice only increases the tension between us as she speaks those words against my lips.

“Yes, my Selah. And I really am meant for you.”

And then her hand is on my cock, stroking slowly, making me groan and take her full bottom lip gently between my teeth. I have to have this woman under me, damn the consequences.

The quiet room, so thick with our passion, is suddenly filled with the sound of a fucking harp, the music jolting us apart.

“What the hell is that?” I ask.

She steps out of my grasp and digs in her jacket pocket, producing a phone. A look of worry and something else flashes across her beautiful features as she surveys the screen. She swipes a few times, taps, and closes her eyes before sighing.

“What?” I bite out.

“I’m sorry. I need to go.”

Without another word, she rushes out of my house, her hair flying wildly behind her. “Wait. Let me at least drive you.”

“It’s fine. I called a car. It’ll be here soon.”

“Selah, we need to talk about what happened.”

Turning blazing gray irises on me, she snaps, “No. I can’t do this with you. It’s too much. You’re too much.”

“It isn’t. It is exactly right.”

“No. This was a mistake. Another one in a long line of them.”

The damn car pulls up as her words still hang in the air, and she’s gone. Leaving me with unsatisfied lust, a raging erection, and an aching heart.
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Adam is sitting outside my house when I arrive home. He’s propped up against the heavy wood door, looking pathetic as he fights sleep. His head jerks every few seconds with the effort to stay awake.

“What are you doing here?” I hiss. It’s late. My neighbor already called me to complain about the vagrant loitering at my door. But, truthfully, I’m thankful she did. That phone call stopped me from doing something I definitely shouldn’t have been doing. My cheeks heat at the memory of Sariel’s thick cock in my hand, the sharp gasp of pleasure that fell from him when I stroked him, and the taste of his lips on mine.

As if he sensed my dirty thoughts, Adam stands and crosses his arms over his chest, scowling. “I’ve called, texted, I don’t know what else to do, Sea.” He tugs at his hair, and his powerful gaze meets mine, and there’s something different about him. “I miss you. I’m sorry.”

My heart gives a little tug for the man. He can’t possibly know I was seconds away from letting Sariel have me, but I feel incredible waves of guilt as I listen to the sincerity in his voice. It wasn’t bad between us. Not at all, really.

“Sea, I just want to know you’re mine. It drives me crazy knowing you were thinking about another guy. When you said his name…I thought…I lost you.”

“I didn’t even know what I was saying. It just came out. I never cheated on you, Adam. I thought you knew me better than that.”

I can’t say I don’t know anyone named Sariel. I just had his tongue down my throat and my hand on his dick a mere fifteen minutes ago. Adam’s fingers trail across my cheek, sending a soft pulse of desire through me, but it doesn’t hold a candle to the way I reacted to Sariel.

“Let me in, Sea. Please? We love each other. We can work this out.”

Do we? The longer I’m away from him, the more I doubt us. It wouldn’t have been so easy for me to let him walk out of my life if I really loved him.

“We can’t just go back to how things used to be.”

His jaw tightens. “Why?”

“You didn’t trust me. And…it shouldn’t have taken so little to tear us apart. If you really loved me, you would have fought for me. And I would have fought harder to get you to stay.”

The light rings of gold around his irises flare, changing his gaze from pale green to nearly metallic. “Give me another chance. Let me fight for you now.”

To say there’s nothing between us would be a lie. But I can’t go back to an engagement. Not when the idea of Sariel burns bright in my heart.

“I don’t know.”

“We can take it slow. Ease back into things.” He rests his forehead on mine and presses soft kisses to my lips. “Just let me inside. Let me show you how much you mean to me.”

Suddenly at ease, I unlock the door without really understanding what I’m doing or why. When he touches me again, his palm pressing against my lower back, I forget why I don’t want him and follow him inside. Maybe he’s right. Maybe easing back into our relationship is better than destroying it.

As his fingers twine with mine, a pang of loss runs through me and Sariel’s silver gaze flashes through my mind.

“Don’t think of him, Sea. I’m the man for you,” Adam says, his eyes burning into mine. “You don’t want anyone else.”

My heart lurches. Am I that transparent?

He leans in and whispers in my ear. “You’re mine. I won’t let him have you.”

Part of me screams that he’s wrong, that I don’t want this, but I can’t break through the haze of suggestion. He’s telling me exactly what I need to hear, and I have to listen.

I am his.

I should want to be his.

I don’t want Sariel.
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Present day, Seattle

 

It’s been almost two damn weeks since I last saw Selah, since I’d had her lips on mine and tasted her sweetness on my tongue. I had hoped she would at least allow me to be with her in her dreams, but even there I’ve been shut out. It’s as though she knows I can come to her, that it’s not by chance I’ve appeared.

I take another long drink of the cheap bourbon I picked up after yet another day spent searching for any sign of her. The bottle is almost empty, and I barely feel the effect of the alcohol. Damn. I’d give anything for the oblivion I know comes with drunkenness.

But then another thought hits me. Maybe something is keeping Selah from me. A chill races up my spine at the idea. Is she hurt? Has Michael done something to her?

“Are you in here, Sariel?” Devin’s deep voice breaks through my frantic thoughts, but I don’t answer. “Shit, it’s like a fucking tomb in here. You aren’t a vampire anymore, remember?”

He switches on a light, flooding the room with the bright glow of the lamp, and stands over me. His arms are crossed over his broad chest, a smirk curling up his lips.

“Why are you here, Devin?”

“Don’t give me that. You called me, remember? You left me some rambling message about not being able to reach her. I don’t know. I stopped listening about halfway through because I got bored.”

Did I? Pulling my phone from my pocket, I scroll through my call history and see it, right there on the backlit screen. Maybe the alcohol is affecting me more than I’d thought.

He takes a seat in the armchair across from my position on the couch. “So…are we just going to sit here and make eyes at each other all night, or was there a reason for your call?”

I lean back on the couch, letting my head fall into the cushion as I stare at the small crack in the plaster where the ceiling and wall meet. “I can’t find her.”

“For fuck’s sake, who?”

“Selah, you idiot vampire. I can’t reach her.”

He chuckles, an annoying sound that sets my teeth grinding. “She’s playing hard to get?”

“I don’t know. Everything is wrong. She’s supposed to love me as I love her. She knows the truth. She…she wanted me. And now? I haven’t been able to go to her. I can’t find her, not out in the world, not in her dreams.”

“In her dreams?”

Shit. The bourbon has really done a better job than I’d anticipated. “It’s…a thing I can do.”

“You can invade her dreams?”

Rolling my eyes, I sigh. “Where do you think the incubus legends come from? You think some bored writer came up with it one night after too much wine?”

“Aren’t you afraid of killing her when you…you know, feed?”

“I don’t need to feed anymore. I’m…” I pinch my finger and thumb together, “…this close to human.”

“You’re drunk.”

Standing, I sway in my spot and frown. “You might be right.”

“How are we supposed to stop the Watchers from starting a war if you’re mostly human?”

I circle my shoulders and give a pulse of power until the weight of my sword sits heavy in my palm. “Mostly is the key word there.” Wielding the blade, I point it at him.

Devin’s eyes widen as he backs away. “Watch where you swing that thing, buddy. I’d like to keep all my parts.”

My head is strangely clear, all traces of drunkenness gone. Damn it all to Hell and back. I was enjoying the numbing cloud covering me. Now, even the thought of Selah sends a pain through the center of my chest.

“So, I called because of her. Come with me to the club. Maybe we can find her?” I ask, willing away the weapon in my hand.

“Is there a show tonight?”

I nod. “Yes. She’s supposed to perform.” Flicking my gaze away from him, I mutter, “I called to see if she’d be there. Apparently, she’s a favorite. If I have my way, the only man who’ll be blessed with her beauty from now on is me.”

“Sometimes I think you and Galen came from the same bloodline or something. I swear. Maybe it’s just because you spent a hundred years with him and only five with me.”

“Maybe you just annoyed the hell out of me.”

He smirks. “Mission accomplished, then.”

Straightening my shirt, I tug on my leather jacket and grab my keys. “You coming?”

With a lift of his eyebrow, he laughs. “You have to ask?”

 

The club is filled with patrons, mostly men, and all making my jealousy rise as they joke and laugh, waiting to see my Selah perform. The thought of these jackasses getting their rocks off on memories of the sway of her perfect breasts, the roundness of her ass, her creamy skin… Fuck, I can’t handle it.

“Uh, Sariel? You need to tone it down…like, a lot.”

My gaze snaps to his. “What the fuck are you talking about?”

He gestures to me. “You’re damn near glowing. You should see your eyes.”

Glancing down my body, I see the faint aura of gold surrounding me. Shit. I’m using my power without even thinking about it now. “I can’t be here.” Storming across the room, I burst through the door marked Employees Only and stalk down the hall, searching for her.

“Holy hell, you’re the guy. The guy. Selah’s…whatever you are.” A cute brunette with wavy, chin-length hair and wide brown eyes stares up at me with awe in her expression.

“Where is she?” I bite out the words, trying to contain myself and not scare this woman.

“She’s not here.”

My chest tightens. “She’s supposed to be.”

“No. I haven’t seen her in over a week.” She takes my hand and gives it a squeeze. A surprisingly familiar gesture, but I don’t stop her. The look she offers me is one of pity, and I don’t have the nerve to break contact. “I’m sorry to tell you this, honey. Word is she quit and ran off to get married.”

As if she’s punched me in the gut, all the air leaves my lungs.

Married.

No. This can’t be fucking happening.

She is mine.
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Sariel’s hands glide over my body, sending waves of need crashing through me. The heat of the afternoon sun blankets us even under the shade of the pistachio tree. This is a dream. One I’ve wished for every night over the last few weeks. I haven’t been able to escape the cloud of control Adam has over me for more than a few minutes at a time, but every time is longer, and I’m gaining strength. I don’t understand what’s happening, but I need to get away.

A moan escapes me as Sariel brings me back to this subconscious reprieve. He nuzzles my neck and lowers us to the ground. God, I want him. It feels like we’ve been apart far too long, like we’re coming home every time we touch, like we’re destined.

“Selah, where have you been hiding?” The rasp of his deep voice makes me wonder if he’s been just as desperate for me as I him.

“I’ve been here. Waiting.”

His fingers grip my nightgown and slide the fabric up my thighs as he presses his hips between my legs. “Why?” That one word holds so much emotion, but the one at the forefront is heartbreak.

“Because you’re mine.”

Brows pulling together, he stares at me with undisguised confusion. “Then why would you marry him? Why keep me away?”

I’m not sure what he’s talking about. In the back of my mind, I can see Adam, feel the strange control he has over me as it tugs at my consciousness, but I’m not married to him. As the weeks have passed, I’ve been able to break out of his pull, distance myself, stop letting him do what he wanted to me. Because he’s not Sariel. “I don’t understand. Why would you think—”

“No, baby. Don’t tell me. Just let me have you. Right now, here, in this place, it’s just us.”

Spreading my legs wider, I reach down and grasp his length over the thin fabric of his pants. I want this more than I’ve ever wanted anything. My pussy aches to be filled by him, my breasts swell, and I know if he would only touch me, he’d find me slick with desire.

“Take me. Make me yours,” I almost moan.

Those silver irises flare and brighten as, in one smooth movement, my gown is gone, pulled over my head and tossed aside, leaving me completely naked before him.

“Fuck, Selah. There has never been another who compares to you. Never.”

A bolt of pure lust coils in my center, making my clit throb with the need to be touched.

“Sariel,” I whine, not caring one bit that I’m begging.

Lifting my hips, I attempt to close the distance between my core and his cock, but he pulls back. “Not yet, baby. You’re not ready for me.”

His smirk only adds fuel to the already blazing fire in my blood. He’s right, though. I’m not ready. His cock is long and thick, and I know I need him to prepare me or it will hurt.

“Then stop fucking playing with me and get me ready,” I order.

The growl that comes from his throat makes my nipples harden to the point of pain. Sliding down my torso, he pulls one of the tightened buds into his mouth, sucking, pulling, nibbling. Oh, holy hell. My hips buck involuntarily under his attention, but he stills them with one large palm against my belly. Fingers inching closer to the place I want them most, he continues to focus on my breast with his mouth, and for a moment, I fear he’ll never give me what I want.

“I can smell your desire. Are you wet for me, my love?” The vibration of his words murmured around my nipple takes me from needy to hovering on the edge of release.

“Why don’t you see for yourself?”

Pleasure bursts from my clit the instant his fingers slide over the swollen bundle of nerves. My back arches, and I let out a groan so loud, birds flee the tree above our heads. Still riding out the orgasm, I squirm when he releases my nipple and pulls away. I’m about to protest, but his lips close over my still-pulsing clit and two long fingers slide deep inside me.

The pleasure borders on pain as he sucks and circles, thrusting in and out with his fingers as my walls continue to clench around him. I’m not done coming, but already another orgasm waits on the horizon. “It’s too much,” I cry. “I can’t.”

He releases my clit and rolls his gaze up to meet mine. “You can, and you will.”

I’m about to protest, but he blows a stream of cool air over my pussy before curling his fingers inside me and returning his tongue to my core. Tears spring to my eyes as the pressure of my climax builds. Then he replaces his lips with fingers, rubbing tight circles as his other hand leaves my pussy begging for more. His mouth crashes down on mine while he settles his hips between my spread legs and the tip of his cock presses at the entrance to my body.

“You are mine, Selah. Never forget.” Urgent mercury eyes find mine as he slowly sinks inside.

I bite back a cry at his invasion. Even though he’s prepared me, his size takes a moment for me to accommodate. A small thread of panic hits me as I realize he’s not wearing protection, but as real as this feels, I know it’s a dream. Fingers threading in his tawny hair, I pull his face closer to me, needing his kiss more than I need his words.

As he seats himself fully inside me, he groans against my mouth. His unspoken words hang in the air around us. This is right. This is precious. I am yours.

I don’t know if he’s actually invading my thoughts or if I’m just attuned to him, but I know the words are true. His hips roll as he begins moving, dragging himself out and plunging back in, over and over. I want to be closer, I want to feel his heartbeat against my breast. Wrapping my arms around his shoulders, I cling to him as he fills me, and when he sits back on his knees, taking me with him, I cry out as he sinks as far as my body will allow. My breasts rub against the slight spray of golden hair across his chest, the coarseness making tingles break out over my entire body.

“Sariel,” I groan as he moves me over him.

“I need… Oh, fuck, Selah. I need to give you everything I have.”

It’s a strange way of saying it, but by the tension in his jaw, the trembling of his body as he tries to hold back, I see he means he needs to come. I want him to. God, I want him to flood me with his pleasure and leave his mark on me.

“Yes.” It’s only one word, but he grips my hips so hard, I would worry he’d leave bruises if this weren’t a dream. Pumping into me, he quickens his pace, his thrusts rough and deep until I’m throwing my head back and screaming, lost in my own climax as he stiffens.

“Selah,” he groans, clutching me to him as he spills his orgasm into my body.

My eyes open, core still pulsing with the remnants of pleasure. God, that didn’t feel like a dream. It felt more real than anything I’ve ever experienced. Sitting up, I sigh and stretch. I need to have more dreams like that. No risk. Hot sex. Sariel.

As I stand, a flood of wetness trails down my inner thigh, making me stop in my tracks. No fucking way. It can’t be real. But as I rush to the shower and pull off my nightgown, I see the red marks on my hips where he’d gripped me and the remnants of his desire on my thigh.

No fucking way.

The door to my bathroom opens and closes, sending a wave of dread through me. Adam stands in the doorway, clad only in boxer shorts, looking sated.

What the hell just happened?

I have to get away from this man.
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Present day, Seattle

 

Try as I might, I haven’t been able to meet Selah in her dreams again. I’ve used my power more than I should have to attempt to break through the barrier between us. Now, as I lie in my bed, still unable to go to her, all I have are my thoughts. A week is too long to be without her. My whole body hums as I bask in the memory of her tight heat covering my cock, and I harden, needing her all over. I could spend every moment inside her and it wouldn’t be enough. Not after being without her for so long. The vision of those perfect breasts bouncing with every thrust of my hips sends an ache straight to my balls. Palming my length, I stroke long and slow. Fuck, I could come right fucking now. I can still smell her, still taste her. I need more.

I grip my shaft a little harder, rolling my palm over the crown and back down. I wish it was her hand, her mouth, her tits, maybe even her ass. Biting my lower lip, I let my head fall back into the pillow as my movements become more measured and that familiar rush of pleasure begins to build in my spine.

“Selah,” I whisper, as her gorgeous eyes flash through my mind. Breaths coming in harsh gasps, I arch my back and my legs tense as I reach the pinnacle of my pleasure. My cock jerks and my toes curl as jet after jet of my seed shoots across my belly. The orgasm is good, but nowhere near as mind-blowing as when I’d filled her with my come.

With a sigh, I stand and head to the shower, turning the spray on full blast. I don’t wait for the water to warm, instead opting to stand under the ice-cold stream in hopes the temperature will dull my arousal. My back burns as the wings trapped under the skin begin to shift and press outward, trying to break free even though they don’t exist in a corporeal form. Ignoring the unsettling feeling, I wash my body and work to clear my mind of Selah.

As I step out of the bathroom, towel wrapped firmly around my waist, I stop at the sound of voices in the living room. Who the hell is in my home? Pulling on a pair of jeans, I walk out of my room and find Devin and Willow sitting at my dining room table. Well, Devin is sitting, Willow is draped over his lap, her red hair covering her face as she whispers something in his ear. He chuckles and slides one hand over her shoulder and down her back.

“Did I invite you over, Devin?” I growl, annoyed and frustrated.

Willow sits up and has the grace to look at least a small bit embarrassed. “We came to check on you. Devin said you’ve been having a hard time since Selah…well, since she got married.”

Something inside my chest twists at the reminder. All we have is in dreams. Her husband has her physical body.

“I’m fine.”

She cocks a russet eyebrow and shakes her head. “No, you’re not. But I get it.” Putting herself in a fighting stance, she smirks. “Want to spar? I’m getting kind of rusty. It’d be nice to get some practice in.”

The idea of hitting something doesn’t sound too bad. It might do the trick to pull me out of this rapidly deteriorating mood. Taking a step forward, I’m stopped by the wall of Devin’s body.

“You aren’t touching my girl.” He all but growls the words, his posture defensive and possessive.

“Relax, I’m not going to take her up on the offer. I can’t fight a woman, even if she’s stronger than two of me.”

“Chicken-shit,” she trills from behind the angry vampire between us.

“Realist,” I counter.

The air shifts as Gabriel appears in the corner. He’s wearing a smirk as he leans against the wall and takes in the scene. “Well, isn’t this a pretty picture?”

“Feathers! Miss me?” Devin crows, holding his arms out as though he plans to hug Gabriel.

Heaving a long-suffering sigh, the angel shoves off the wall and moves as far away from Devin as possible. “I missed you as much as one can miss the itch on their backside.”

Devin lets out a bark of laughter. “Still haven’t caught on to the way people talk yet, I see. Adaptation, friend. It’s crucial to survival in the big bad world.”

Gabriel frowns. “I don’t need to survive. I’m an archangel of God, sent to—”

“Yeah, yeah, I get it.” Devin waves his hands, chuckling as he tucks Willow into his arms.

“Why are you here, brother?” I ask, knowing he’ll have something to distract me.

“Lucifer.”

My shoulders stiffen. “Where is he?”

“He’s here. I can sense him, but just barely. He hasn’t come out of hiding in a very long time.”

Willow raises her hand. “Uh, yeah he has. Remember that time he slit my wrists and Devin made me a vampire?”

Gabriel shakes his head. “That wasn’t him at full power. He was barely scratching the surface of what he can do. He hadn’t even manifested a physical body.”

“Wait. He’s more powerful than what I saw?” Willow’s already pale cheeks blanch further.

“He is more powerful than me, Michael, and Sariel combined.”

“Shit,” Devin mutters.

My gut twists at the thought of Lucifer roaming the streets of Seattle. There’s no telling what trouble he has already started. The vampires in the room both snap their attention to the door an instant before the bell rings.

“Who the hell is that?” Devin asks.

“How should I know?” I work to keep the annoyance from my tone.

“Oh, I hope it’s another evangelist trying to help you find God.”

Heaving a sigh, I fight the chuckle that wants to escape. “If they only knew.”

The rare smile I’m sporting freezes on my face the moment I swing open the front door. Selah stands in front of me, a large overnight bag clutched between her fingers, her entire body shaking.

“Selah, what—”

“Please let me in?” The fear is coming off her in waves as I nod and step aside.

Her hair hangs down her back, dripping wet. From the look of her, she walked here in the pouring rain. I can see every curve on her body, her tight nipples pressing against the soaked fabric of her thin shirt. I can’t help it, my cock jerks as she inhales sharply and her breasts jut forward.

“What’s going on, baby?”

She drops her bag on the floor and wraps her arms around her middle as I walk her into the living room. Grabbing a blanket off the back of the armchair, I wrap her in the plush fabric and pull her to me. She’s shivering so hard, her teeth clatter together.

Pressing my lips to her temple, I hold her tightly, willing my body to warm her, to calm her. “My love, I need you to tell me what’s wrong so I can help.”

“I…I can’t go home. There’s something wrong with Adam.”

His name turns my heart to lead. Her husband. But then she looks up at me, her wide-open gaze making my chest swell. She’s left her husband and come to me.

“It’s all right, baby. I’ve got you.”

“Sariel?” Devin’s voice cuts through my thoughts, bringing with it the reminder that Selah and I are not alone. The moment he steps closer to her, murmuring, “Is she all right?” a possessiveness so strong I can’t control it comes over me.

When he reaches out toward her, I growl, “Don’t fucking touch her, Devin.”

“Shit, enough with the alpha-male bull. Between you and Galen, I’m so fucking tired of navigating your mood swings. I could break your neck with one well-placed slap. Don’t forget who is the vampire and who is practically human, Sariel.”

Selah’s face pales and she gasps. “Did he say vampire?”

Damn it all to hell and back.
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“I’m pretty sure he just said he’s a vampire,” I say, trying to keep my shit together. I almost begin to laugh hysterically as I take in my situation. I’m standing in the arms of a fallen angel with a vampire in front of me. My life has taken a turn toward insanity.

“I did, and I am.” Devin’s tone holds amusement, but I can’t handle that at the moment. I’m terrified Adam will come for me, that somehow he’ll find me.

“Devin, get the fuck out of here,” Sariel hisses.

“Fine, fine. I’ll leave you two to…hash things out. Willow and I need to hunt down some dinner anyway.”

I can’t bring myself to let go of Sariel’s shirt, needing the spicy scent of him to help me stay calm. He presses a soft kiss to my temple and murmurs words I don’t understand against my hair. The room is quiet, but a heavy presence looms over us, turning my attention from the broad chest in front of me to the large man standing next to the fireplace. He’s dressed like a biker, but he has the face of…well…an angel.

“Who is he?” I whisper.

Keeping his arms wrapped possessively around me, Sariel sighs. “Selah, meet Gabriel, my brother.”

Brother? For a brief instant, I’m excited to be meeting his family, then I remember what Sariel is. “Gabriel…as in—”

“Messenger of God,” Gabriel supplies. “And you, beautiful Selah, are the reason for this disaster.”

He steps toward me, eyes blazing, jaw set. Oh shit. Sariel moves me behind him before Gabriel reaches me. His hands grip my hips as he takes a protective stance.

“Do not touch her, brother. She is mine.”

Gabriel chuckles. “I am well aware of that. Now, move aside, Sariel. I won’t harm her.”

Strangely, I know he’s telling the truth. A feeling of peace emanates from him. He won’t hurt me. Moving to the side, I close the distance between myself and Gabriel.

“Selah, stop,” Sariel warns, but his brother’s hand is already on mine.

“Tell me, sweet one. What drove you here in the middle of the night, in the pouring rain?”

“I…” My words catch in my throat as his eyes flare. “I can’t explain it. You’ll think I’m crazy.”

His fingers drift to my cheek in a tender touch. “I will not. I can assure you.”

“Adam…my…he’s acting so strange.” I shift from foot to foot, uncomfortable with what I’m about to say. “I think he’s been controlling me. I don’t know how else to say it. I tried to leave, but he wouldn’t let me.” Both angels stiffen and stare at each other as I continue. “He wasn’t keeping me chained up or anything. I just couldn’t make myself leave. I couldn’t remember why I wanted to, why I didn’t want him to touch me.”

Tears spring to my eyes as flashes of him putting his hands on me makes nausea curl in my gut.

“Sariel…can’t you sense it?” Gabriel asks over my head.

Sariel’s warm hands cover my shoulders. “No…this can’t be possible.”

“She’s been controlled by a Watcher. He’s claimed her. I’m sorry, brother.”

Gabriel’s hand rests on my head, and darkness descends as I fall into unconsciousness.
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Present day, Seattle

 

I can’t breathe. I’m blinded by the rage and despair, by the betrayal of a promise I’d counted on. She was supposed to be for me. I can’t understand how any of my brothers could have claimed her. As Gabriel reaches his hand out to her, fear lances my heart.

“No!” I scream, desperate to keep her safe.

She crumples, nearly hitting the floor before I catch her up in my arms. “What did you do?”

Gabriel turns his gaze on me, pity filling his eyes. “She’s heard too much. I’ve sent her to sleep. But I will need to remove her memories. She’s susceptible to the Watcher’s control.”

“You can’t. Not now.”

He scoffs and rolls his eyes. “What would you have me do? Keep her here? Risk her life even further?”

“Sending her out into the world with no knowledge of the danger puts her at more risk. Obviously, she’s already a target. I’m not going to let you do that to her.”

My brother frowns. “You might be right. Fine. I’ll allow her to retain her memory, with the exception of me. But you have to keep her here. And you have to be willing to use your grace if need be.”

I bristle at his words. “I’m not—”

“I know you’ve been trying to stay human. But, brother, you have to do what is right, not what you want.”

Holding her close, I risk a glance down at the thick, dark lashes resting on her cheeks, at the peaceful expression covering her brow. She deserves honesty and safety.

“Fine.”

I make my way toward the stairs, but a flare of power in my wings stops me.

“Sariel…she cannot be claimed by you. Not now.” My ears pop as he blinks out of existence.

Pain wrenches my heart as his warning replays in my head, but I only tighten my hold. She is mine. She has to be. But the longer I think about it, the worse my chest aches as the reality of the situation weighs on me.

Settling her in my bed, I kneel beside her and press a kiss to her forehead. A hum of power curls in my body, making my back tingle and sting. Her clothes are still damp from the rain, and she shivers as she sleeps. Carefully, I pull her shirt over her head, slide the soft leggings down her hips, and peel away the damp cotton panties covering her. A rush of need hits me, but I push it aside as I draw the blankets over her and tuck them around her shivering form.

“Hush, my love,” I murmur as I lay my palm on her chest and let my power unfurl. Closing my eyes, I send a pulse of grace through her body, working to cloak her presence from every angel other than me. It will work for now, but with my diminished abilities, the protection will fade sooner rather than later. She needs to stay safe, even if she won’t be mine.

Giving in to my need, I climb into bed beside her and pull her chilled form against my warmth. She sighs and snuggles close, her trembling stopping almost instantly.

My chest squeezes, and I fight the urge to wake her and slide between her legs.

“Sariel,” she whispers in her sleep.

Why? Why would He do this to me? I love her. I know it like I know Heaven exists. But another fallen has claimed her and that shouldn’t be possible if she’s mine.

I drift to sleep with her in my arms, knowing as the old pistachio tree appears that this is all I’ll have with her. Dreams and stolen moments.

[image: ]

[image: ]

 

I smell coffee…and bacon. Sitting up, I glance around the unfamiliar room. It takes a few beats before my brain catches up to my body and I remember I’m in Sariel’s home. Somehow I ended up in his bed. Naked.

I stand on unsteady legs as I work to process the events of last night. Adam had gone out, left me with a suggestion to be waiting for him in bed when he returned. But, as I’d worked to regain my control, I had been able to put aside his influence and make a break for it. The only place I could think to go was to Sariel.

Glancing around the room, I don’t see my clothes anywhere. I can’t walk around naked as the day I was born in this man’s home. A large, dark wood dresser sits against the far wall. Padding across the floor, I pull open the top drawer and find what I’d been hoping for inside. The soft, blue T-shirt hits me mid-thigh. It’s comfortable, but more importantly, the fabric covers all my parts.

My stomach aches from hunger, and when I’m unable to deny my need for food any longer, I make my way down the stairs. My heart flips at the sight of Sariel, shirtless and standing in front the stove. His golden hair brushes his shoulders, tousled from sleep, and the lines of his wings shimmer under his skin as he moves. Arousal floods my body without permission. It’s impossible to see this man standing half-naked in his kitchen and ignore my desire. When he turns toward me and those silver eyes of his run over my body, I shiver.

“Selah.” His utterance of my name is almost a groan, and it only adds to the need I have for him.

He steps toward me, his jaw set. I need to touch him, to feel his lips on mine. Rushing into his arms, I grip the back of his neck and pull him down until I get what I want. Our mouths meet in a burning, passionate kiss. It sends a fire running through my blood and his answering moan tightens my nipples into hard peaks. Big hands slide along my thighs and under the shirt where I’m completely bare. Oh, sweet mercy, I want this man. When his fingers run up my rib cage and trail the heavy firmness of my breasts, I think I might explode.

“Sariel,” I plead against his lips.

He stops, breaking the spell and moving away as though I’d slapped him. Clearing his throat, he returns to his cooking, leaving me aroused and confused.

“You cook?” I don’t know why I’m surprised. It seems strange that a man—a fallen angel—like him would be doing something so domestic.

“I had to learn quickly once I regained my mortal body.”

“Your…mortal body? You had an immortal one?”

Pulling out a barstool, he gestures for me to sit. “It’s a long story. But, yes. Up until recently, I shared a body with Devin, and a vampire named Galen before that.” He pours me a cup of coffee, adds two slices of bacon to a plate of eggs, and slides both the plate and mug in front of me. “Eat.”

“This is…a lot.”

One golden eyebrow rises as he stares at me. “It’s bacon and eggs.”

“No. Vampires, angels, demons.” I chew on my lip before I add, “Soul mates.”

A look of pure agony crosses his face before he tears his gaze from mine. “Right.”

Tense silence fills the room as he gets his own meal and stands at the other end of the bar, eating without glancing up from his plate. I stare at him over the rim of my coffee mug as I take a long drink.

“Thank you for taking me in last night. I’m sorry for showing up like that. I just didn’t know where else to go.”

Dropping his fork, he grabs his dish and dumps the remaining eggs into the trash. Tension sits between us like a physical being. I can’t let this continue. I need to see the softness in his eyes, the affection, the desire that he’s always shared with me. As he stands at the sink, hot water sending curls of steam into the air, I cross the room and press my body against his bare back. My lips find the space between his shoulder blades, leaving light kisses on the only part of his skin not lined with his wings.

Instead of relaxing into my touch, he stiffens and stops breathing.

“Please…please don’t do that.” His hoarse plea breaks my heart. I can’t give him what he asks for. My need to be with him pulls us together. All I can do is turn my face and rest my cheek where my lips had been only a moment earlier.

“Why?”

Heaving a shuddering sigh, he shuts off the water and takes my hands from around his waist, separating us. “You’re not mine. I can’t let you have any more control over my heart. I was wrong about everything. I’ve been a fool.”

“Sariel…” I start, but don’t know what I could possibly say to show him he’s wrong. I feel it in my bones. He was right about us.

“Selah, just stop. You were with another man. You let him inside you, you let him claim you. If you were truly meant for me…if you were mine, your soul wouldn’t have let you do any of that. He wouldn’t have been able to do it.” He drags his hand through his hair, and I can see him fighting the burden of emotion. “You can stay here, but don’t expect anything other than safety. My heart can’t take it.”

Before I can say another word, he leaves the kitchen, and I swear to God, a piece of my soul goes with him.
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As the days pass, I force myself to avoid her, but that’s nearly impossible when we’re in the same house. I’ve kept my distance with the exception of our dreams. There, I’ve had her every damn night, reveling in the feel of our connection. It probably isn’t helping me to have vivid memories of what her body feels like, but I can’t stay away. I sense her everywhere. Even locked in my office, pretending to be busy doing anything and everything, I hear her moving around. I have to resort to turning up my music to keep myself from listening for her. This is going to be impossible to bear.

Standing at the large bay window behind the desk, I survey the city below. Galen had a keen eye for property, I’ll give him that. This house is perched at the top of a hill, affording a view people pay millions for.

A warm hand slides over my arm, sending tingles racing up my spine and waking a hunger deep inside me.

“Selah, is something wrong?” I don’t turn to face her. I’m afraid I’ll give in to my need for her if I do.

With a click, she turns off the music and hooks her arm with mine. “It’s been days.” She leans her head against my shoulder, her scent invading my carefully constructed wall of defense.

I can’t take this for much longer. If we don’t stop Lucifer and the other Watchers soon, I’ll give in and take her.

“I didn’t marry him.”

My chest tightens with a glimmer of hope.

“Your friend said—”

“That’s Rosie’s token answer anytime one of the dancers doesn’t show.”

Relief races up my spine and excitement burns in my chest until I remember what Gabriel said. She’s been claimed.

“It still doesn’t change the fact that you’ve been taken by another Watcher. You don’t understand…that shouldn’t be possible for another fallen to claim you.”

“He doesn’t have me. I’m here with you, aren’t I?”

Fighting the urge to give in and press my lips to hers, I clench my teeth and remove myself from her grasp. I haven’t told her everything about us, about our past, or the tragic end we’d met. And I don’t plan to. Gabriel warned me that she has my Selah’s soul, but she isn’t the same woman. Now, after all that’s been revealed, I know he was more right than I’d thought. Deep down, I’d hoped he was trying to keep me distanced from her, focused on stopping the fallen so I’d come home. He wasn’t. He’d been telling the truth. She isn’t here for me.

“Please don’t shut me out,” she whispers. “I dream of you every night. I swear to God, I can feel you even when you’re not with me. You said you fell from Heaven to love me. Then do it.”

My resolve weakens at the reminder. Is this what I want from her? To have her even knowing she’ll never be mine completely? As I turn toward her, she crosses the room until she stands before me. She’s so much smaller than I am, but her stance is strong and determined. The desire in her eyes sends my own roaring to the surface. Before I can stop myself, my hand cups the back of her head and I drop my lips to hers.

She tastes better than I remember. When her tongue presses into my mouth, I groan, my blood heating and rushing through my body, straight to my rapidly hardening shaft. I need to be inside her. I need it more than my next breath.

Grabbing her ass with both hands, I lift her and walk us toward the desk. Her fingers dig into my back, sending sparks of pain through my wings—a warning of the consequence of loving her. Settling her on the dark wood, I step back, needing a moment to clear my head. Her busy hands slide down my chest and under my shirt before I can stop her. The sensation of her nails scratching lightly along the ridges of my stomach does nothing to calm my raging need to take her. My cock is harder than it’s ever been, desperate to be touched, begging for her.

“Let me show you how much I want you, Sariel.”

My pulse pounds in my ears as I fight the primal instinct to flip her over and have her, rough and merciless as I pour myself inside her and take what I crave. “Show me, baby.” I push the words out even as she unbuckles my belt and slips her hand beneath my boxer briefs.

When she grips my length and strokes, my eyes roll back in my head, and it takes all my control not to shove my pants down and spread her legs so I can sink into her heat. She places her free hand on my chest and pushes me backward. Frowning, I step away. Why does she want space between us? But then she hops off the desk and sinks to her knees. Anticipation builds all over my body as I stare at her mouth and realize exactly why she’d done this. Those lips are about to wrap around my aching cock.

“I want to taste you,” she murmurs, eyes locked on mine. “All of you.”

“Fuck.” It comes out a guttural groan as she tugs my jeans and boxers down my hips, releasing my rock-hard erection.

Gentle hands run up my thighs, and I’m trembling like a nervous virgin. This woman. She’s got more power over me than anyone ever has.

“Close your eyes, Sariel.”

Without question, I do as she tells me. Her warm, wet mouth encircles my cock, taking me deep and forcing a cry of ecstasy from me. My hands find her hair and tangle in the long waves. As she moves over my length, long, slow slides of her lips and tongue, my climax begins to build. I won’t last long, not with her rolling her tongue around my crown, humming in approval as she sinks back down, occasionally grazing her teeth along my shaft.

“Fuck, baby. Oh, fuck, I’m going to come. You need to stop.” The urgent need to pull out of her willing mouth hits me as she grips my ass and sucks harder. Then I’m gone, spilling into her as pleasure buckles my knees. My hand shoots out to grip the bookshelf nearby as I ride out the orgasm. A loud crack fills the room, but I don’t give a damn. My climax continues as Selah swallows everything I give her and slowly pulls away.

Breathing hard, I grip her arms and tug her to her feet. “You…” I can’t manage much more, my heart is beating so hard. Instead, I pull her against my chest and just hold her there while I wait for my world to stop spinning. Her fingers tangle in my hair as she pulls me down for a kiss that sears my soul.

I can’t stop this.

I can’t deny her.

And I don’t want to.

[image: ]

[image: ]

 

Sariel’s hands are everywhere on my body, and his rough groans of desire nearly send me right back to my knees as he lets me kiss him. I’m aroused beyond measure after sucking his cock and making him come. Knowing I had him at my mercy, that I could make him lose control so quickly, fills me with fierce pride.

“Your turn, my love,” he growls against my lips.

A full-body shiver runs through me at the thought of him filling me. I want him more than I’ve ever wanted another man. In one smooth move, my skirt is over my hips and his fingers are pushing my panties to the floor. Oh, sweet mercy.

“Sit on the desk. Spread your legs for me.”

I don’t protest. Knees spread wide, I wait on the cool top of the desk and watch him take in the sight of my bare pussy. If he only knew the things he’d done to me in my dreams. My whole body clenches at the memory of the dream from just last night.

“You’re so wet, you glisten, baby. Do you want me that badly?”

All I can do is nod. I do. I want him so much, it hurts.

His cock is already hardening again. I can’t believe it. “How are you ready for more?” I ask.

“I’m always fucking ready for you. This is what you do to me, every moment.” He strokes his shaft, biting his lower lip as he closes the distance between us. “I could sink inside you right now and make sure you never forget who made you feel like this. I could fill you with my seed, mark you as mine, and make damn sure his claim is obliterated.”

I squirm, needing him to do exactly that. “Yes, please. I’m yours.”

Positioning the blunt head of his cock at my entrance, he pushes in slowly, and I moan. Already I’m so aroused, I stand on the edge of orgasm. “More, Sariel. Please.”

With a hiss, he sinks farther, his width stretching me and causing a delicious burn. I want more. God, I want it all. “Stop teasing and fuck me,” I cry.

“Selah.” His silver gaze finds mine, and I bite back a sharp cry as the color changes to a glowing platinum.

His cock jerks inside me, and he slams home—hard. Sparks of pleasure burst behind my eyes. It’s frenzied and wild, nothing like the slow, sensual beginnings of our lovemaking in my dreams, and I love it. He takes me with the abandon reserved for desperate lovers.

Long fingers slide down between my legs as he fills me over and over. The overwhelming sensation of his cock inside me while his hand works my sensitive clit sends me over the edge. I’m clenching around him, crying his name, and clawing at his shoulders.

I tangle my fingers in his hair and pull his lips to mine. I wish more than anything we were naked together in his bed rather than mostly dressed and fucking in his office. I want him above me, his bare skin on mine. I want to learn his body.

“Selah, fuck.” He draws the last word out on a groan as his body tenses and his thrusts become frantic.

I want him to come inside me more than anything. I’m not on the pill, not protected, but I don’t care. The risk seems small when it’s him inside me. “Come, baby,” I whisper, taking his ear between my teeth and sighing softly. “Come inside me.”

His molten-silver irises lock onto mine and flare bright again. It’s unsettling, and when a golden glow begins to surround him, I gasp. He lets out a guttural groan as he swells inside me and pulses long and hard.

The light around him dims almost as soon as he finishes, and he kisses me deeply, as though he wants to crawl inside and never leave.

“You’re mine.”

I clutch at him, not wanting him to leave my body yet, but without warning, my vision swims and a headache takes hold behind my eyes.

“Ah, shit.” I frown and lean away, pressing one hand to my forehead.

“What is it, baby?”

Shaking my head lightly, I wince as I try to open my eyes and light pierces my brain like a hot spike. “Headache. Oh, fuck, this hurts.”

He’s speaking, but the words are unintelligible as everything fades from view.

It’s then that I see him standing at the river, his clothes strange, skin an even darker bronze, hair brighter. He turns and smiles at me, love shining in his eyes as he walks toward me.

“How are you feeling, wife?”

I feel strange. Heavy. An unsettling tickle swirls in my belly, making me gasp.

His eyes widen, and he rushes toward me. “What is it?” Warm palms rest on my belly—my swollen belly. The tickling begins again, this time strong enough that I know he feels it as well. “Our little one is strong.” He beams with pride, and I forget to be terrified.

It’s then I feel the first fat drops of rain hit my skin.
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“Selah!” I know the instant I flood her with my release, something is wrong. I fed on her. The pure energy running through my body is proof of that. I’ve gone too far, and now she’s paying some terrible price for my weakness. Shaking her lightly, I search her face for any sign she’s nearing consciousness, but she doesn’t move. Slipping out of her body, I tuck myself back in my pants and scoop her into my arms.

“It’s raining,” she murmurs as I carry her to the bedroom.

“Shh, my love. It will be fine. I’m here. I’ve got you.”

Her big eyes open as soon as her head hits the pillow, and she offers me a sleepy smile. “Sariel.” One hand covers her belly as though cradling it, but she frowns almost immediately. “Where is it?”

“Where’s what?”

“The baby.”

My blood runs cold. “Selah, there is no baby.”

Her expression still holds a dreamy quality as she continues to frown. “Yes, I could feel it moving inside me. You called me your wife. You felt it too. By the river.”

At those words, a memory I’d long since buried comes rushing to the surface. The river. Our child. The rain.

She sighs and rolls on her side, falling back into a deep slumber as I grapple with the loss of my family all over again. I shouldn’t have taken her. This is a warning. I won’t lose her again. I can’t take it.

Dragging my hand through my hair, I force myself to stay calm as I process what just happened. Three things stand out. My need to feed on her energy has returned. I’ve used too much of my grace and am more angel than man. And Selah is remembering our past.

I press a soft kiss to her temple and can’t resist running my fingers along her jaw. She is the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. A fierce need to protect her hits me. I’ll do anything to keep her safe.

Hours later, she’s still sleeping, and I stand in front of the large gas fireplace, staring at the blue flame of the pilot light. She’s remembering us. How can that be? A shiver dances across my skin at the memory of her moaning as I sank deep into her willing body, and my hunger flares to life. My cock hardens at the thought, ready to take her again. Gritting my teeth, I force the desire to recede, needing to harness the control I know I have. When I’d shared a body with Galen, I took too much from Reese, gave in to my hunger without thought for her because I’d been so weak. Devin hadn’t needed to work to control me because I’d known Willow wasn’t mine. But Selah? There’s nothing I wouldn’t do for her. I may want to feed from her, but until I know it won’t kill her, that will not happen again.

“Gabriel. Brother, I need to speak with you,” I murmur.

My ears pop as the air shifts and his presence fills the room. “I see you didn’t take my advice.”

“How can you—”

“Your grace is stronger. You’ve fed, used your power.”

Worry creeps into my mind. “Have I hurt her?”

“Not by taking her. You harmed her months ago. The damage has been done. Now we’re just trying to keep the wound from getting worse.”

“What do you mean, I harmed her months ago?”

He rolls his eyes. “Why do you think a Watcher found her? Do you truly believe whoever this is randomly chose Selah’s fiancé as his vessel?”

Cold, hard truth settles on my chest. He’s right. I refused to accept his warnings, unwilling to believe I could be putting her at risk. My jaw aches from clenching it so hard.

“Because of you, Adam is lost. His soul is trapped as one of the fallen uses his body until it gives out.”

I pace the living room, unable to think of the man she’d agreed to marry. It would be so much easier if he’d always been a Watcher. “I’ll need to continue feeding?” I ask, hoping the answer will be different from the truth I see in Gabriel’s eyes.

“You will.”

“But…I’ll kill her.”

“You know the risks. They’re the same for you as they have always been.”

“Except for children. I can’t give that to her again. You and Michael saw to that.”

His jaw twitches, making me understand he doesn’t appreciate the reminder of the sacrifices I’ve made for the cause.

“You will need to feed. Now that you’ve done it once, the desire will consume you if you don’t sate it. Besides, a battle is looming. You need to be at full strength.”

I hate him. Everything he’s said is true, but I can’t help it if I feel like he and Michael have manipulated me into using my grace. They don’t want me to be with her. They want me back within the ranks of the archangels.

“Brother, you’ve taken her. Enjoy it while you can. I’ve already told you, none of this matters if we don’t stop the war.”

With a flash of light, he’s gone, leaving me alone, feeling vaguely ill. Enjoy it while you can. How is that possible if I know every time I feed, I’m taking her energy, pulling from her strength to build my own? I need a distraction, something to take me away from the pull of Selah, the knowledge of her in my bed—alone.

Grabbing my phone, I enter the bedroom, working to fight the desperate urge to join the beautiful woman between the sheets. I tug my shirt over my head, wincing at the shift of my wings across my skin. The grace infused in the lines is so strong now, I feel it at all times, but this sensation is almost like they are real—like they’re going to burst through into reality.

After dressing in my running clothes, I sit carefully on the edge of the bed and lace up my shoes. I could do this somewhere else, not take the risk of waking Selah, but if I’m being honest, I just want to be near her. A soft touch drifts over my spine as I finish tying my shoes, causing heat to race through me.

“Where are you going?” she asks, her voice sleepy, husky, and sexy as fuck. The sound goes straight to my already hardening dick.

“A run. I…I’ve got a lot on my mind.”

“Can I come?”

I bite back the groan that threatens to escape my throat at the word come. She can come, on my tongue, my fingers, my cock. Oh, fuck. Forcing myself to focus, I push aside the instinct to lay her back on the mattress and fill her hard and deep right the hell now.

“Sure.” I can’t keep the tension from the single word.

“Let me change first. I’ll meet you downstairs in a minute?”

This is the exact opposite of putting distance between us, but the selfish part of me has taken over and I’m not strong enough to keep her at arm’s length.

God help me.
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Sariel won’t look at me as we jog along the path around Green Lake. Measured breaths, the pounding of our feet hitting the cement, the soft coo of doves in the trees, these are the only things we have as our soundtrack. After we’ve made it halfway around, I grip his arm and tug him off the path, unable to take the silence.

“Selah, what are you doing?”

We stand under the shade of a tall pine tree, and I stare him down, not willing to let him give me the cold shoulder any longer. “You can’t be serious. You literally fucked me into a coma, and now you won’t even speak to me.”

His jaw is set, hands shoved into the pockets of his dark blue jogging pants, but I don’t miss the flare of desire in his gaze. “You didn’t just fall asleep. Your body couldn’t handle what we did. It’s part of who I am. I fed on you.”

A laugh bubbles up to my throat until I see the serious look in his eyes. “What, like some kind of vampire?”

“Yes.”

Shaking my head, I lean against the tree and toy with the hem of my top. “I’m going to need a little more than that. You’re an angel, not a vampire.”

“I’m a fallen angel. A Watcher.”

“You tell me that as though I should understand what you mean.”

For the first time since I woke up his expression softens. Taking my hands, he pulls us down to sit on the soft grass. “I suppose for you to truly understand, you have to know the whole story.”

“I’ve got nothing but time.”

He surprises me by wrapping his arm around me and pulling me against his chest. “I was once an archangel. My whole existence was to help those who’ve sinned find a path toward repentance. Until I fell and my brothers followed, wanting what I found.”

My heart squeezes. I know what he found. “Me,” I whisper.

Tightening his hold, he presses a light kiss to my hair and murmurs, “You.” His posture is tense, stressed, and I wonder if he will continue. “You see, I saw you and couldn’t imagine life without you.” A dark chuckle rumbles through his body. “Less than a year later…I lost you. I caused the ruin of the earth. My selfish desire brought the Great Flood upon the world and condemned me and my brothers to an existence only sustainable by feeding on lust. Chained to our hosts, subject to their whims, starving when they can’t feed or refuse, unless we give in and become the demons we’re thought to be.”

Confusion swirls in my head. “But you fell for me. The flood was thousands of years ago. How—”

He trails his fingers over my arm, running them along the inside of my elbow. “Do you remember the dream you had after we were together?”

I frown, remembering the quickening in my belly and the love shining in his eyes. “We were married. I was pregnant.”

“Yes.”

His hand stills on my arm as I take in the gravity of his one word. “That…that was real?”

“I’ve spent my existence searching since then, Selah.”

“I died? The baby?”

“I lost you both.”

Shaking my head, I scramble to my feet. This can’t be happening. “How can I have lived an entire life and not remember it? How can you even be sure I’m her? Do I act the same? Oh…oh no.” A sick feeling grips me as the truth dawns on me. “I look like her. Sariel, do you know how fucked up this is? You probably don’t even think about me when we’re together. You imagine her.” Anger and betrayal fill my head as I stalk away from him, needing to be anywhere but with the man who is using me as a substitute.

He materializes in front of me, a force of nature blocking my path.

“No, Selah. You are her. Your soul is the same.”

His big hands encircle my arms, but I twist away. “No. I’m me. Not a ghost from your past, not a lost love. Me. I have an entire life that doesn’t revolve around you.”

“You want me. You need me, just as I need you. You’re mine.”

No. His last statement sends a chill through me as echoes of Adam ricochet in my head. “Just because you’ve got a big dick and know how to use it doesn’t mean I’m going to turn into the woman you lost. This is too much to take right now. I can’t be her for you. It doesn’t matter if you remember. I don’t.”

“Selah-”

“Stop. I need space to figure this out. I’ve accepted angels and vampires. But you telling me I’ve lived and died with you…it’s too much.”

“You can’t deny this.”

“I can’t deal with it either.”

Agony flashes across his beautiful features at my words. I have to get out of here. Stepping back, I turn away and walk toward the trailhead, leaving him behind but knowing he could appear in front of me in the blink of an eye. He doesn’t. He knows I have nowhere else to turn. I can’t go home, Adam might find me.

Patting my pocket, I find my phone and wallet and heave a sigh of relief. At least I can call a car for myself. I still have some independence.

No one is going to own or control me ever again.
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I don’t know how long I’ve been sitting on the front steps, waiting—watching. She has to come back to me. I know that. She knows that. But her words replay in my head, sharp and cutting. I’ve forced myself to stay away, relying on my senses to ensure she’s all right. It took everything I had to stop myself from throwing her stubborn ass over my shoulder and carrying her home. I was a heartbeat away from proving how much she means to me by worshiping her body in my bed.

Hours later, I give up my vigil and head inside. With every tick of the clock, my anxiety increases. I’m a fucking archangel, blessed with unimaginable power, and I can’t do a single thing to make this woman choose me. Staring down at the amber liquid in the highball glass between my fingers, I watch the light reflect off the edge. I have to figure out what she’ll need from me before she understands our connection.

The click of the door opening and closing has my heart stuttering. I rush across the kitchen, needing to see her before I believe she’s come back.

“Selah, fuck, baby. Are you all right? You’ve been gone hours.” As soon as I round the corner, she’s there, and her beautiful gray eyes lock onto mine, anger and distrust swirling in them.

“I’m fine. I need a shower.” Her words are laced with exhaustion.

“Selah, please talk to me.” I can’t let her shut me out.

Her head is mostly covered by the hood of her jacket. Raindrops have left a sheen of dampness on the light purple fabric. Unzipping, she shrugs out of her coat and shakes out her hair. My gut clenches. The long, dark waves are gone. A sleek cut that doesn’t even reach her shoulders swings as she moves.

“Your hair.”

Her gaze snaps to mine. “Like it?” There’s challenge in her tone. She’s asking me to tell her no. And that would be partly true. I already miss the soft strands that brush against my body when I hold her, but I can tell this is her asserting herself.

“It looks sexy as hell,” I admit.

A slight grin quirks up her lips. “Needed a change.”

I nod but don’t say anything else. Sighing, she passes me on her way to the kitchen, and I fight the urge to brush her arm with mine as she goes. Just a small bit of contact. That’s all I need to tide me over.

“Did you eat?” she asks.

If I’m honest, I’m not hungry for food. Fuck, I’m barely human at this point. “Let me take care of dinner.”

She cocks her hip and rolls her shoulders back before pointing a fork in my direction. “You know what? I’m tired.” Grabbing an apple, she returns the silverware to the drawer and heads for the stairs. “I’m going to bed.”

I want to follow. To make her see why she’s wrong to think I’ve misplaced our connection, but I know this version of Selah better than she thinks. If I push, she’ll push back, and then I risk losing her completely. Her footfalls on the stairs send pulses of anticipation through me. If she’s upstairs, she’s still choosing to be here. That’s at least one small victory.

An hour later, I’m standing at the top of the stairs, trying to keep myself from walking down the hall and through the door to my bedroom where I know she sleeps. I don’t need to feed, I need to be with her. My pulse comes in a heavy rhythm as I fight against everything in me that says we should be together. But then I hear her breath hitch, and a soft sniffle follows. In an instant, I’m pushing open the door. Crouching next to her, I rest my hand on her hip. She’s curled away from me, arms holding my pillow tight to her body.

“Selah, what is it?” I whisper as I trail my fingers through her short hair.

She doesn’t answer, and it’s then I realize she’s sleeping. Shaking my head, I let out a sigh of frustration. I’d needed any excuse I could find to invade her life again. I can’t even do her the courtesy of giving her one night free of me. Standing, I walk silently across the room and into the en suite bathroom. I’ll shower, clean myself of her tempting scent, and pass the night in the guest bedroom.

Slipping out of my clothes, I roll my head from side to side, stretching muscles I’ve spent all day tensing. I catch sight of my back in the mirror and gasp at the vivid, glowing lines across my skin. The feathers are etched in such intricate detail, they look real, as though if I tried to tug one free, it might come out. Forcing my gaze away from the mirror, I open the large, glass shower door and step inside the enclosure. I’ll wash it away, wash her away, and go back to waiting for her to come to me.

I turn on the water, not waiting for the bracing cold to change to warm. Stepping under the spray, I let the icy rivulets sting my skin and chase off the remaining tendrils of desire for Selah. As the temperature changes, my body heats, and I stand with my face under the stream of water. Eyes closed, I relish the sensation of the pounding water and focus only on the moment. Right now, everything is in place, everything makes sense, everything in these short seconds is manageable.

A tinge of awareness slithers up my spine at the click of the shower door opening. Her hands drift across my sides, sliding around my waist and up my chest as she presses her bare breasts to my back, her cheek between my shoulder blades.

“Selah,” I almost groan, utterly at her mercy.

“I can’t stay away. You’re right, dammit. I’m yours.”

My heart flips and shatters all at the same time at her defeated tone. Turning, I cup her face with both of my hands and tip up her chin. “No, baby. I’m fucking yours. You own my heart and soul.”

Those searching gray eyes lock onto mine, causing my chest to tighten and a wash of desire to punch me straight in the gut. I can’t take her again, not so soon.

Her brow pulls together as she frowns. “I don’t understand how this could be wrong. How could loving someone cause so much destruction? I…it was all my fault. So many people died. The world was changed.”

My stomach clenches. This is not what I wanted her to focus on. It wasn’t her, and I need to tell her as much.

“It wasn’t your fault. None of it. I am the one responsible for it all. I’ve paid the price, have lived without you, died alongside you, and spent lifetimes trapped in bodies I couldn’t control. This is our chance to be happy, Selah. He is giving us this. Don’t you see?”

She sighs before taking my hands and twining our fingers. “But do we deserve it?”
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Am I really standing in a shower, naked with this beautiful man? Glancing around, I realize, yes, I am. I’m with him, completely his, and I think I might be in love with him. How is this possible? The bombshell he dropped about me sharing his Selah’s soul still sends a burning pain shooting through my chest, but I can’t ignore how I feel. He is meant for me.

“It doesn’t matter if we think we deserve it, Selah. We found each other.” He unlinks our hands and runs his fingers up my arms until they rest on my shoulders. “Let me spend every one of my days loving you.”

I should be laughing at the insanity of this, but I’m not. I want to believe him. The look in his eyes is so passionate, so genuine, I nearly melt on the spot. Instead, I thread my fingers through his hair and tug his face down to meet mine. Resting our foreheads together, I whisper, “Yes.”

A sweet grin spreads his lips, and something in me cracks. If I thought he had me before, I know it now. His hands slide down my body, sending tingles through me. When he grips my hips, I let out a soft moan. I try to press my mouth to his, to give my body what it craves and kiss him, but every time I get close, he moves away, that same grin on his lips.

“Let me kiss you, please.” I don’t care one bit that I’m begging.

“If you kiss me, you’ll close your eyes. I want to stare into your soul while I take you.”

Holy hell. Take me. He’s going to take me, and damn, I’m going to let him. Nodding, I trail my long nails over the ridges of his chest, scraping his nipple and loving how he sighs. His hard cock presses against my belly, insistent and tempting. When my hand travels past his navel, he steps away.

“No. If you take me in your hand, I’ll lose control. I want to have you against the wall, staring into my eyes, nothing but my name on your lips.”

My skin is on fire for him, but he’s teasing me, barely touching me. “What are you waiting for?”

A wicked look crosses his face. “That. The begging in your voice. Ask me to take you, Selah. Ask me to claim you as mine.”

“Yes. God, yes. Make me fucking yours.”

He cups my ass and lifts me into his arms. I wrap my legs around his hips, the water from the shower making our skin slick. He’s already poised at my entrance simply from the position we’re in, but he doesn’t press inside. The cool tile shocks my senses as he pushes my back against the shower wall and grabs his length with one hand. Running the swollen head around my clit, he shudders as I moan.

“Please,” I beg.

Pushing just the tip inside, he stills and takes slow, measured breaths. “Please, what?”

“Give me everything.”

He shakes his head. “I can’t.”

Squirming, I force him farther inside, and a thrill runs through me at the sight of his eyes rolling back in his head. “You can.” Using my legs, I pull him closer, deeper. “This is what you wanted. Why aren’t you letting yourself have it?”

His silver irises flash with an ethereal light. “I might hurt you.”

“No. You won’t. You’d never do that to me. I can see it in you, Sariel. You love me.”

He nods, his gaze dropping to the place we’re connected. We both watch as he slowly sinks as deep as he can, nothing between us, no sound in the small space but our soft gasps and running water hitting tile.

Moving in slow thrusts, he fills me over and over, his focus returning to my eyes as he brings me closer to the edge with each roll of his hips. His brows are furrowed in concentration, as though he’s holding back. I want nothing more than to break that control and watch him come apart. Pushing myself higher, I cling to him, ensuring my breasts rub against his body and my lips connect with his neck.

“No, Selah. Your eyes. I want to see them,” he growls in my ear.

“Then give me everything you have. You’re hiding behind some kind of wall. I want the real you, not a measured version.”

His thrusts come more forcefully at my words, and when he bites his lower lip, I’m gone. My orgasm rips through me, pulsing from my center all the way to my toes. I cry out, lifting my own hips and sinking back down on him as the pleasure rolls in waves. His groan sends aftershocks of ecstasy through me, but when he tries to pull out, I hold him tighter.

“I can’t…” His protest trails off on a long groan as he fills me with his essence.

Heavy pants and soft moans fill the room as we both come down from our climaxes. His large hand cups my cheek, the pad of his thumb brushing over my bottom lip.

“I do love you, my Selah.”
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Present day, Seattle

 

Selah hums contentedly as she curls into my side on the soft leather couch. We’ve spent days pretending to be normal. Our conversations never straying from the mundane details of typical human life. She loves dark chocolate and raspberries, her favorite movie is The Never Ending Story, and the one sight she wants to see is the aurora borealis. This might be my favorite part of being with her. Being normal, relishing the ordinary before we have to go back to everything that looms beyond the walls of this house. I’m not ready to give up this life with her. It’s like a teasing glimpse into what we could have had.

“Okay, I’ve told you about me. It’s your turn.” Selah’s fingers play up and down my torso, the sensation sending ripples of desire through me.

“I told you. I’m a fallen angel. I spent my existence watching over humans until—”

“That’s not what I mean. You’ve been awake, living since then. Surely you’ve developed some likes and dislikes?”

I furrow my brow, trying to figure out who I am now that I don’t rely on anyone else for my survival. “Caramel mochas.”

She lets out a soft giggle. “Is that all?”

Letting my head fall back against the couch cushions, I close my eyes and take a long moment to think. “Sunrise, the mist over the grass in the early morning, red wine after eating chocolate.”

“Mm, that’s a good one.”

“And poutine.”

Her shoulders shake as she laughs. “What?”

“Poutine. It’s a Canadian dish.”

“I know what it is. My ex-boyfriend was a semipro hockey player in Vancouver, BC.”

My shoulders stiffen at the mention of another man.

“Fries with cheese and gravy. Who would have thought that would be a favorite of a fallen angel?”

“It’s delicious, but not my favorite.”

“What is?”

“You. Your lips, your skin, your smell. If I could exist solely on your love, I would.”

She sits up and turns toward me, her expression serious. “How do you do that?”

“Do what?”

“Say something so incredibly cheesy and make it sound like the most natural statement ever uttered?”

I shrug before running my hand across her jaw and down the long line of her neck. “The truth is always easy when you’re not afraid of it.”

“I think I need more.”

My heart stutters. “I can give you everything.”

Instead of leaning forward, bringing us closer, she scoots back. “I need more of our history. I need to know why I loved you, why you loved me.”

“You were meant for me. Our love was written in the stars.”

“That’s a nice sentiment, but, Sariel, it’s not enough.”

I can’t fathom how that isn’t enough. “I knew you were meant to be mine from the moment I laid eyes on you. My heart beats for yours.”

“But you thought another woman was yours. That’s why you woke initially.”

“It was the beginning, that’s true. But there’s so much more happening. Reese woke me, I was wrong to think she was you, but in my mind, there was no other reason I would be pulled from my dormant state. No one but you.”

“And you took her.” It’s a statement. A jealous statement that makes me equal parts anxious and elated.

“I did. But once I realized she wasn’t mine, things changed.”

“I know I shouldn’t be jealous. I’ve been with other men, but it drives me insane to think you’ve been inside her.”

Ignoring the primal rush of possessive instinct as she mentions, once again, another man, I grip her wrist and pull her against my chest. “I’ve never wanted another the way I want you.”

“Tell me about Tamiel.”

Fuck, this woman isn’t pulling her punches. “He was my brother.”

“But he fell?”

Pain lances my heart at the question. “He did. He and many others followed me.”

“You killed him because he was going to kill me.”

“He wanted to die. He found his soul mate and lost her in nearly the same instant. He couldn’t take it.”

“And the others? Have they found theirs?”

I shake my head as I run my fingers through her hair. “As far as I know, I am the only one who has found my other half. The rest are fighting for something else now.”

“What is that?”

“They want to get back into Heaven.”

“Can they do that?”

“No. Lucifer is leading them into a war with God.” I swallow past the lump in my throat before I can continue. “I have to stop them.”

“How?”

Unease prickles along my skin. “I’m not sure, but I’ve got an idea.”
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I can’t believe she’s still here with me. As Selah sleeps in my bed, wrapped in my arms, I refuse to let myself fall under the spell of my own fatigue. The thought of losing her, of her disappearing if I take my eyes off her, cloaks me in fear. She’s snuggled against my side, her head atop my chest and one arm thrown over my waist. Her warmth makes my heart constrict almost painfully. Frowning, I work to piece together what it is that I’m feeling. As she sighs and murmurs my name, it hits me. Completion. This is what it feels like to be whole again.

I’ve been able to love her without feeding. The primal urge to take from her still sits inside me like a caged beast, but I’ve had the control I needed to keep it contained. Unanswerable questions swirl in my mind. Is this because I’m stronger? Because I’ve been restored to my original form? Or, is this simply due to the fact that Selah and I are fated?

My phone rings on the nightstand. A loud buzzing mixes with the obnoxious ringtone Devin chose when he’d insisted I get one of these devices.

“Shit,” I mutter, trying to extricate myself from Selah’s body without waking her. Pulling the phone up to my ear, I answer with a gruff “Hello?”

“You still have that badass sword and your angel powers?” Devin’s voice holds a note of panic, unusual for the typically cocky vampire.

“What’s wrong?”

I sit on the edge of the bed, gripping the phone tightly.

“I may have bitten off a little more than I can chew.”

“Where are you?”

“The ferry terminal. They’re fucking everywhere, bouncing from human to human. I don’t know what to do. I can’t keep track, and I don’t want to hurt the innocents.”

Damn it all to hell and back. “I’ll be right there.”

After pressing a kiss to Selah’s temple, I throw on some clothes and let myself take one last look at her. She looks so beautiful in my bed. I can only hope she’ll still be there when I return. Using my grace, I home in on Devin and transport myself to his side.

He jumps when I appear next to him. “Fuck, Sariel. That is so weird.”

“Says the vampire.”

A slight smirk tugs at the corner of his mouth, but it’s obvious he’s stressed. “I think there are at least five of them. The only way I’ve been able to keep track is when they look at me. Their eyes. They glow, but it’s not like yours. It’s just a flash.”

My heart sinks at his words. “That’s not the Watcher you’re seeing. It’s the burning soul of the human.”

“That didn’t happen to Willow when Armaros hitched a ride in her body.”

“Armaros wasn’t in it to take control. He was on a mission. It wouldn’t have done much good for him to burn her soul.”

“Thank fuck for that.”

The look on his face takes me right back to those moments when Devin almost lost Willow. Five years ago, I wouldn’t have cared. But now, after watching him fall in love, feeling it right along with him, I can sense the torment racing through him at the memories.

“If they’re taking humans against their will, we’ve lost them,” I say, trying to bring the focus back to our foes.

“Lost who?”

“My brothers.”

Devin straightens his shoulders and shakes his head. “Did you really think you could save them?”

“You thought you could save Galen, and you did.”

“That was different, and you know it.”

“He’s like a brother to you. You did everything in your power to save him. How is this different?”

He shrugs, but his cool, blue gaze never wavers from the crowd of people milling around the terminal. A group of about ten college-aged kids stumble toward the ticket booth, laughing and talking too loudly.

“Saturday night,” Devin mumbles. “Damn.”

It’s then I see it. A woman, tall and polished with sleek blond hair, clad in a professional skirt and blouse, approaches the group with a smile. Her eyes flit to mine, and I see the Watcher lurking behind them. With a sneer, she runs one long, red fingernail over the cheek of the boy nearest her. Her smile slips as her jaw goes slack, and the guy gives a whole body shiver. She crumples to the hard tile floor, eliciting a gasp from a few bystanders. She’s already gone. The moment her body was taken, the Watcher burned her soul and took control.

“There,” I say, jutting my chin toward the group. “We’re going to lose him if we don’t act fast.”

“This is going to be a shit show.”

“You said five?”

He nods. “At least.”

“How’s your night vision?” I ask.

“Vampire, remember?”

Giving a pulse of my power, I wince as the lines of my wings burn. All around us, the overhead lights blink out. People give cries of alarm as darkness envelops the room. It might be pitch black, but I see what I need.

“Shit,” Devin murmurs. “There they are.”

The burning souls of the unwilling vessels for the Watchers cast an eerie glow in the eyes of five approaching forms.

“Round them up, Devin. I’ll take them down.” My hand falls to my hip, and the heavy weight of Michael’s sword lands in my palm. I’m not ready to unleash it. Not yet.

He’s gone in a blur of motion as he takes one of them down to the ground, breaking the man’s legs with a few well-placed kicks. The Watcher struggles under him, weak from the limits of the human body he inhabits. I stand over my brother, not wanting to know who he is, as if ignorance will somehow make this easier.

“I’m sorry, brother,” I say, allowing the glow of my sword to permeate the darkness.

He croaks a weak reply, but I ignore him, unwilling to give him a chance to sway me. With one swing of my blade, his body turns to ash and another piece of my humanity dies.

Adrenaline coursing through me, I turn my attention to the three other figures currently writhing in pain on the tile floor. A shift of air behind me catches my attention as another man rushes me. His shoulder connects with mine, knocking me back a few paces, but with one well-timed blow, I end him where he stands. After dispatching the remaining fallen and sending them to await their eternal damnation, the lights return and people cheer, unaware of the carnage they’d been in the middle of.

“Shit, let’s get out of here,” Devin mutters.

We make our way out the doors and head along the pedestrian path, straight to 1st Avenue. Devin lets out a low oath, and he reaches out to stop me. I stare at him, confused. But then I see it. He’s bleeding freely from a wound across his chest, and his eyes hold a glimmer of exhaustion.

“What happened?” I ask.

Glancing down his body, he toys with the slashed fabric of his shirt. “Bastards got me good. They must’ve been carrying blades.” He eyes me. “Looks like they got one in on you too.”

Running my hands over my own chest, I wince as pain I didn’t realize I should be feeling blossoms in my side. Blood coats my shirt, its slippery warmth making me cringe as Devin’s gaze turns hungry.

“Not going to happen, vampire. Put your fangs away and find somebody else.”

He chuckles, but lets out a pained grunt immediately after. “Fuck. I think mine is worse than I thought. I feel weird.”

Damn it, so do I. Pulling up my shirt, I grimace at the long slash across my side. The wound is tinged with silver edges and pulsing with a deep ache. This isn’t right. I should be healing.

“Sariel, I think we need to get—” Devin’s eyes roll back in his head, and his long legs fold under him as he collapses.

“Shit!”

I lunge for him, but the pain is too strong, and I fall to my knees. “Gabriel,” I call, hoping desperately my brother hears me.

A sinister chuckle rolls through my head. “Too late, brother. He’s not going to help you now.”

Polished dress shoes come into view as a man approaches. He stands next to Devin, and as my gaze travels up his body, a sick feeling takes hold in my gut. Adam looks back at me.

“Have you been having fun with my girl, Sariel? I’ll be taking her back soon.”

“The hell you will.” I bite out the words, half due to the rage burning in my chest, and the other half because I’m in so much damn pain.

“Don’t you think she’s going to want me? After all, when our child is born, she’ll need my help.”

Their…what? No. This can’t be true.

“She is mine.”

He smirks. “Are you so sure? She spread her legs for me, welcomed me into her body.” A dark laugh falls from his lips. “My poor little brother. You’ve always wanted to be so strong, but you could never keep up with me.”

Dread sits on my chest, a heavy weight that makes it hard to move. “Who are you?” I try to break through his barrier, but he’s too damn strong.

“Haven’t you figured it out yet?” His walls come down and I see him for exactly who he is. Lucifer stands before me, his wings spread wide, a triumphant expression on his beautiful features. “I’ll be back for Selah. You can’t hide her away forever. In the meantime, consider this one a little collateral. You can come find him when you’re ready to give Selah back to me.”

Bending down, he places one hand on Devin’s shoulder, and they both disappear.

[image: ]

[image: ]

 

The sun spills in through the split of the curtains, its warm line of gold traveling across the bed. Stretching, I yawn and reach for Sariel, wanting his arms to pull me back under the covers. Instead, I find an empty pillow. The sound of the front door opening drifts up the stairs, and I smile. He must have gone for an early morning run, or maybe he brought us breakfast.

Standing, I cross the room, my feet sinking into the plush carpet as I walk to the tall chest of drawers. I pull out a T-shirt and slip the cool fabric over my nudity. He’s seen every inch of me, but there’s something innately more intimate about covering my skin in something he’s worn. As I descend the stairs, I expect to see him waiting for me in the living room, but the space is empty.

“Sariel?” I call. “Where are you?”

A pained groan draws me through the house and to the entryway. My heart lurches at the sight of him. He’s leaning heavily against the wall, skin pale, face lined with pain. One hand clutches at his side as he works to keep himself upright.

“Oh my God. What happened to you? Is that…blood? Where are you hurt?” My hands flutter uselessly in the air as I take him in.

He moves forward, a grimace marring his perfection, and for a moment, I fear he’s going to fall, but one slow step at a time, he makes his way inside. “I’ll be fine.”

Taking his hand, I put his arm around my shoulders and lean into him, hoping he’ll use me for support. “Sariel, what happened?”

“I said, I’ll be fine,” he snaps. His skin is hot, coated in a sheen of sweat, and as we walk together, his limbs tremble with the effort.

“You’re not. You’re feverish and shaking. You can barely stand. So how about you cut the bullshit and just admit you’re hurt?”

He collapses onto the couch, unable to hide the agony in his eyes. Without waiting for permission, I lift his shirt and can barely contain my gasp. A long gash runs across his side, the wound tinged with silver that seems to be spreading along his skin. It looks partially healed, but even still, it’s a gruesome injury.

“Sweet Lord. How did this happen?”

He winces as I tug on his waistband in an attempt to keep his jeans from pressing on the laceration. “Watchers. They…shit, they got Devin too. I think there was some kind of poison on their blades.”

“Where is he?” Panic hits me hard. Devin is a vampire, and from what little I’ve seen, I’m pretty sure he doesn’t sparkle in the sunlight.

“Lucifer took him.”

“What?” Horror colors my tone while creeping across my skin as the name sinks in. Up till now, I’d ignored the reality of Lucifer. He’d always seemed to be this nebulous…thing. A story told to keep us in line.

Sariel’s hand grips mine, bringing my attention back to him. “It’s Adam,” he says.

Frowning, I try to figure out what he means. “What is Adam?”

“Adam is Lucifer’s vessel. I don’t know how long he’s been there, but he wants you. He’s the Watcher inside Adam.”
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Present day, Seattle

 

Fuck, my whole body is on fire. A restless ache makes me shift back and forth on the bed. The rough, wool blanket brushes against my naked skin. Blinking heavy eyes, I try to focus on my surroundings. Nothing is familiar and yet, everything is. I’ve been in this room before. I spent the best days of my life here. My vision blurs as a wave of pain starts in my side and crests, flowing over me.

“Selah,” I croak. My throat is dry and burning with thirst.

“Hush, my love. I’m here.” Her soothing voice coats me, a healing balm on overheated skin. “Don’t try to move. You’ve been badly injured.”

Her long hair brushes my bare chest, sending tingles through me. But, her hair shouldn’t be long. She’d cut it only a day earlier. Opening my eyes again, I zero in on her. She’s as beautiful as always, her large, gray eyes staring straight to my soul, but this woman isn’t the same. This isn’t the fiery, creature who’d cut her hair just to spite me. This is the Selah I lost.

“How is this…” I trail off before I can finish. Did my body die? Has He seen fit to give me back the life I’d given up everything for?

“You need to feed, Sariel. You’re weak. Let me give you what you need.” Her cool hand slides across my burning chest, avoiding the wound on my side as she travels down.

My breath hitches as her fingers delve under the blanket and wrap around my cock. I let out a strangled sound, something between a groan and a yell, as she moves over my sensitive skin. Her beautiful eyes lock with mine, and gut-wrenching guilt washes over me.

“No. I can’t do this to her. She won’t understand.”

“What are you talking about?”

“She’s not you. You…you’re dead.” I must be delirious, because she frowns as though she doesn’t understand my reaction.

Then, the world around us melts away, bringing me back to my own bed, my Selah next to me.

“I’m not dead, Sariel. I’m right here, let me help you.”

She leans down, brushes her lips to mine, and an ache takes hold in my heart. I can’t let her do this. If she does, I’ll hurt her, I’ll lose the last bit of humanity I have, and I’ll lose her all over again. Then Lucifer’s words replay in my head, and I realize the truth. I’ve already lost her. I can’t keep her safe if I’m weakened and dying. I have to do this—let her feed me.

Giving in, I open to her kiss, filling her mouth with my moans, my tongue, my desire. My carefully constructed barrier between the urge to take her and the need to keep her safe falls. Unchecked lust roars to the surface, making my already hard cock stiffen painfully. She feels it too. I can tell by her soft little moans, the tight buds of her nipples as they press against the thin fabric of her shirt, and the heady scent of her arousal.

“What is happening?” she whispers. She’s never experienced the intensity of my curse. I’ve always held back. But now that I’ve let go, neither of us can deny our need.

“I’ve been keeping it contained, but this is my true nature. I was cursed to feed from sex. My devotion to you has been tested year after year. I forced myself to go dormant for centuries, hoping I’d find you.”

“So…you’ve been starving yourself all this time?”

“Until Galen found Reese…yes.”

A dark look crosses her features at the mention of Reese. “I don’t want to know about that.” She pulls her shirt over her head, revealing those perfect breasts of hers. “I want to help you get better.”

Shimmying out of her panties, she pulls back the sheet and crawls on top of me, her movements measured and careful. I can barely stand it. All I want is to drive myself inside her and take what she’s offering. But my body won’t allow me to do much more than watch as she settles over me.

“I need you to take me into you, Selah,” I groan. “Now.”

Biting her plump bottom lip, she grasps my aching erection and hovers over me. When her heat envelops my straining length, I let out a harsh sigh and arch my back. “Fuck, baby. You feel so right.”

She lets out soft noises of pleasure as she rides me, her tits bouncing enticingly, eyes closed, head thrown back. I need more of her. I want to feel her everywhere.

“Selah, it’s only you. Only this. I’ll never love anyone the way I love you. No matter what happens.”

Her eyes open, and she stills, training her gaze on me. “That sounds very…final.”

Pulling together every ounce of strength I have, I grip her hips, slide my hands up the line of her back, and make her come to me. Her full breasts press against my chest, lips an inch away from mine as she rocks her hips forward and back. I can feel her heart pounding against my body as I hold her tight. Closing the distance between our mouths, I kiss her deep as I try to pour everything I feel for her into the one action. This kiss is the single most intimate moment we could share. A kiss holds all the passion, tension, need, and love between two people. It’s why marriages are sealed this way. As I mold my lips to hers, I give myself, body and soul to her.

It’s with this kiss that I realize she may not be mine, but there’s no doubt in my mind of the truth.

I am hers.

Pleasure crashes over me in rough waves of desire, but I need to tell her. I need her to know. Stilling her hips, I cup her face in my hands and break our kiss. “We can’t know what’s going to happen. I need you to know the depth of my love for you. You. Not the ghost of a woman I lost. Not the hope that you’ll remember the life we had. I want you to know that my heaven is right here, tangled in the sheets with the love of my existence.”

Love shines in her eyes at my declaration. She doesn’t say anything, just takes my hand and presses it over her heart while doing the same to mine with her own small palm. Rolling her hips, she rides me fast and hard, the flush creeping up her neck telling me her climax is close.

“Come, baby. Come all over me,” I tell her through gritted teeth, needing it to be good for her before I take what I have to have.

Without looking away, an almost pained cry leaves her as her walls clench around me and her rhythm falters. I fall over the cliff with her, filling her with my orgasm as I feed.

Shuddering and coated in a fine sheen of sweat, she falls against me, her head on my chest.

“I love you.” Her tone is disbelieving, but I’m still focused on what she’s just said.

I don’t respond. I can’t. My heart has split in two at the knowledge of what has happened between us, of what Lucifer has done. I don’t let myself home in on the life growing in her belly. I can’t. I know if I do, I’ll lose her completely. Right now, I just want to keep focused on this—us. Holding her tighter, I press a kiss to her forehead.

As we drift to sleep, the burn of the grace running through my back becomes a comfortable warmth spreading across my body. My side is completely healed, I’m sure of it. The uncomfortable ache is gone. Eyes snapping open, I glance at the reflection of us in the mirror over the dresser. My skin emanates a gold glow.

My humanity is gone.
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I’ve been staring at Sariel’s sleeping form for way too long. I need to stop, but I’m unable to tear my gaze from the light surrounding him. He’s bathed in an aura of gold. It’s astonishing.

“You’re…beautiful,” I whisper.

My hands trail down his body, dimming his light where they touch the skin. The long cut to his side is gone, leaving behind no evidence he was ever injured. I dip my head and press a kiss to his chest, loving the comforting warmth radiating from him. He doesn’t open his eyes, but I know he’s awake. Instead of speaking, he wraps his arms around me and holds me against him as though he’s afraid I’m going to disappear.

Turning my face up so I can see the sharp line of his jaw, I wiggle in his arms. “Sariel, I know you’re awake.”

“Don’t.” That one word is tight, thick with emotion.

“What’s wrong?”

His hand rests on the curve of my hip before sliding down to rest over my womb. I can feel the trembling in his touch, as though he’s hesitant. He grinds his teeth and frowns before shaking his head.

“It’s fucking true,” he murmurs.

“What?”

“You let him inside you. He filled you with his seed. He fed from you.”

Nausea rolls through me at the thought of Adam. Sariel releases me and sits up before climbing out of bed, his naked skin losing some of the luminous glow. The smooth muscles of his back move enticingly as he pulls a pair of jeans over his hips. It’s then I notice, his skin is unmarked.

“Your tattoo is gone.”

Stiffening, he runs a hand through his tousled hair. “That’s the least of our worries.”

“Why are you angry? We just shared something intense… I told you I love you.”

When he turns blazing eyes on me, the hurt on his face would have brought me to my knees if I hadn’t already been in bed. “It doesn’t matter. Not now. You carry a Nephilim.”

“A what?”

“The child of an angel.”

Again, nausea clutches at my stomach. No. That’s impossible. “I can’t—”

“You can. I feel it inside you.”

Thinking back over the last few weeks, I count the days in my head, and my blood turns to ice as I realize I’m two weeks late. Then, warmth replaces the chill when I remember my dream of Selah from the past, heavy with Sariel’s baby growing inside her, happy, hopeful. My hand drifts to my flat belly, and I smile.

“We’re getting another chance,” I say. I should be terrified. I’m not ready for a child. But the thought of a life with Sariel, a family, it brings me nothing but happiness.

“No, Selah. You don’t understand.”

“You’re the only angel I’ve let inside me.” As soon as the words fall from my lips, they feel like ash as understanding slams into me. Counting back the days, I know exactly what he means. There was someone before Sariel. Someone who makes my skin crawl to think of. “Adam.”

He crosses his arms over his bare chest and nods, unwilling to lock eyes with me. “I can’t keep you safe. Not now. Gabriel and Michael will come for you to…prevent this.”

Fierce protectiveness swells in my chest. “They’re not going to hurt me or this baby. Besides, how do you know it’s Adam’s?”

Sorrow fills his gaze. “I gave up my ability to father children not long ago.”

My limbs are shaking with adrenaline. “So…you’re telling me I’m having Lucifer’s baby?”

“The child has grace, which can come only from an angel. It’s impossible for it to be mine.” An ugly sneer curls his lip. “It has to be his. Have you fucked any other fallen I should know about?”

His words hit me, harsh and unyielding. At first, I’m heartbroken at the knowledge that this can’t be Sariel’s child. Then my heartbreak morphs into hot anger. I was engaged to Adam. We’d been planning to get married, start a life, a family. If I let him inside me, it was because of those plans and before Lucifer. And after? I shudder at the memory of being unable to get my body to do what I wanted as Adam touched me.

“Fuck you, Sariel. I’ll sleep with anyone I damn well please. You don’t own me.”

A muscle ticks in the side of his jaw as his blazing silver gaze burns right through my chest. “You won’t.”

“I might,” I argue, but my voice falters as I try to push out the words.

“After all I’ve done to find you. This is how it ends?” He’s speaking, but the words aren’t truly meant for me. “Fine! I understand. You didn’t make her for me. Do you really have to damn her soul to show me?”

A shiver runs through me. The man before me has a direct line to God, and he’s using it.

Falling to his knees, he closes his eyes and bows his head. “What can I do? How can I show you I’m repentant? I’ll do anything you need to keep her from becoming Lucifer’s plaything. Just tell me, Father.”

Lucifer’s plaything? What is he talking about?

The wings etched into his back appear again, glistening and moving even though he’s still. Turning his face up to me, he reaches out, and I go to him. The tortured look in his eyes makes me forget why I’m angry. “Selah.” He utters my name as though it’s a prayer. He wraps his large arms around my hips and holds me tight. “This is killing me. Knowing he’s done this to you…that it’s my fault. I can’t take it.”

“Wait… How is this your fault?”

“If I’d just left you alone until all this was over. But I couldn’t, and my brother found you. Gabriel warned me, but I’m weak when it comes to you, and just like the first time, you’ll pay the price.”

“What price?”

“You’ll die.”
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Present day, Seattle

 

It’s been three days since Devin was taken, since Selah told me she loved me and all traces of my humanity were eradicated. My need for her hasn’t diminished. If possible, it’s grown stronger. But I’ve resisted. I can’t risk hurting her…and I can’t let myself love her if I’m only going to lose her again.

“How can you have no way to find him?” Willow’s question is frantic and desperate as she paces the kitchen. I risk a glance toward the living room, hoping Selah didn’t overhear. I know Willow is upset. She should be. She’s been searching for Devin night after night with no luck. “I should be able to track him. He made me into a fucking vampire. That gives us a link no one can break.”

“Lucifer won’t let us find him unless he wants us to.” I know my tone holds annoyance and it’s not what she wants to hear, but we’ve gone over this.

“Don’t you know some…I don’t know, witches or something? They could cast a spell.”

She makes a good point. Vampires and demons aren’t the only otherworldly creatures on the planet. The lore had to start somewhere. Even now, in an age of the faithless and fearless, stories of witchcraft still run in whispers through darkened alleys.

At my hesitation, she cocks her head, one perfectly arched red eyebrow rising. “What?”

“You’re damn smart for a vampire.”

Her eyes go wide. “Wait…you know witches?”

Shaking my head, I try to push down the rush of hope filling my chest.

“I haven’t spoken to them in a very long time, but I know where we can find them.”

“Where?”

A grin tugs at one corner of my mouth. “At least one of them is in Ireland.”

Pulling out my phone, I scroll until I find the name I need. It rings twice before I hear the line connect and a muffled “Fucking hell,” reaches my ears.

“Hello?”

“Galen,” I start.

“Sariel?” Galen’s groggy voice betrays the fear I knew he’d feel when he saw my name on the caller ID. “What is it? What’s happened?”

“I’m coming for a visit.”

“It’s five thirty in the bloody morning.”

“You know I wouldn’t ask if it wasn’t important, Galen.”

He sighs before muttering, “You didn’t exactly ask.” I can picture him running his hand through his dark hair as he gives in. “What do you need?”

“Witches.”

A strangled laugh filters over the line. “And what makes you think I can supply those?”

“You can’t. But I know where to find them. While I do that, I need you to keep someone safe for me.”

“Sariel, I just got my family back and settled. You want me to put them at risk…again?”

My chest tightens at the anxiety behind those words. “As soon as I find the witches, I won’t be putting anyone at risk. Galen, he’s got Devin.”

“Who?”

“Lucifer.”

“And you didn’t think to lead with that, did you?” He scoffs. “Of course not. You did what you always do, save the details until you need them, bringing it all in for the kill when you know I can’t refuse. Fine, when will you be here?”

I run my hand through my hair and walk into the living room. My heart lurches at the sight of the woman I’d give my life for. Through all this, Selah has been curled up on the couch, her feet tucked under her as she nurses a cup of tea and stares at the flames dancing behind the glass fireplace. She looks up at me, her large eyes filled with love and a little hurt. I’ve been distant. Only because I’ve had to.

“Sariel?” Galen calls my attention back to our conversation. “When can I expect you?”

Never dropping my gaze from Selah, I say, “Soon.”
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I’m not certain of anything anymore. I thought once I fell in love, really in love, I’d lose all my reservations, inhibitions, fears. Instead, I think everything has gotten worse. Every move Sariel makes sends waves of anticipation through me. As though he’ll stop loving me at any moment, if he hasn’t already. How could he do that? He’s loved me for thousands of years. It’s a love with a bond deeper even than marriage vows. Death hadn’t parted us. His soul searched for mine, always sure it would find me.

As he tucks his phone back into his pocket, I wish, not for the first time tonight, that he would acknowledge me with more than a cold shoulder and pained gaze.

“Sariel—” I start, but I don’t really know where to go with my next words.

“Pack your things. We’re leaving in an hour.” He tears his silver irises from mine. His jaw is set in a hard line as his focus lands on the flames I’d been staring at only a moment earlier.

“Where are we going?”

“Somewhere I can fix this.”

My stomach flips at the anger in his voice. I should tell him I hadn’t wanted Adam to touch me, to take me. Not after the first time I saw Sariel at Green Lake Park. I honestly don’t remember if Adam raped me while I was under his control. Most of our interactions are fuzzy memories at best. But, I distinctly remember waking up with the remnants of his pleasure on my thigh, more than once. The only explanation could be that he’d taken me in my sleep and my mind gave me Sariel in my dreams.

“So…this is how it’s going to be between us now?”

“What do you mean?”

“You. You’re going to ignore me. Make me feel like I somehow wronged you. I’m the one who is going to fucking die.”

His hands ball into fists, knuckles turning white, but he still won’t look at me.

Unable to stay silent, I continue. “I didn’t ask for this. I didn’t want—”

“And yet, here we are. You’re knocked up, and I’m closer to losing you every day. History fucking repeats itself every damn time.” Those blazing eyes finally…finally find mine. “Except this time, it’s not my child in your belly, and that hurts a thousand times worse than anything else. Every time I look at you, it’s unbearable. You’re ripping my heart from my chest with every brush of your skin against mine.”

“Not by choice.” The words come out a harsh whisper. I can’t make myself speak with any more strength because it’s not what he’s saying, it’s what lies beneath.

“You need to pack. We’ll be leaving with or without your clothes.”

I flinch at the flat tone. His dismissive response to mine stings as though he slapped me.

Gritting my teeth against the tears, I storm to the bedroom. I know I have to go with him, but right now, I can’t look at that beautiful face without wanting to punch him in the jaw. Pulling my large overnight bag out of the back of the closet, I rip it open before shoving anything and everything I have inside. I don’t plan to come back once we get this sorted out. I’m damaged goods in Sariel’s eyes, and I deserve more than that from any man who claims to love me. Soul mates or not.

As I zip my bag, overwhelming loss grips my chest, and I can’t keep the sobs at bay. My shoulders shake and throat aches from my attempts to keep the silent cries from spilling audibly into the room. It won’t help anything to let him see how he’s hurt me. But, even as I stand with my hands braced on the dresser’s cool top, his warm presence covers me. Large palms slide up my arms and around me.

“Don’t…please. I never could stand seeing your tears, let alone causing them.”

His reference to our past, a past I remember now in brief flickers, burns like a flame in my heart. Shrugging out of his grasp even though my body cries out for him, I mutter, “Stop touching me.”

“I can’t do that.”

I can’t face him. Not knowing I’ll see that flicker of disappointment in his eyes. “Aren’t we supposed to be going somewhere? I’m ready. Let’s get this over with so we can move on with our lives.”

I don’t mention that we’ll be doing this separately.

He heaves a sigh and takes my hand, but I rip it away. “I said no.”

“Selah, I have to touch you if we’re going anywhere.”

“No, you don’t. The last time I checked, I could walk without your help.”

A low growl of frustration rolls from his chest. “Stubborn woman,” he mutters before taking my hand and tugging me tight to the hard planes of his muscled torso. Fire races through me at his touch, the rush of unchecked desire flooding my senses as his scent envelops me. His lips are at my temple, arms holding me close, and the unmistakable hardness of his own arousal presses into my belly. “Close your eyes.”

I do as he asks, but only because the room begins to fade and nausea clutches my stomach. The air around us changes, a cool, sweet-smelling freshness takes over, and behind my closed lids, light begs for me to open my eyes.

He releases me and steps away, the chill in the air mixed with the sudden absence of his body making me shiver. His fingers trail along my cheek in a painfully tender gesture, making me wish I could go back in time and never return home that night I found Adam waiting for me.

“We’re here,” Sariel murmurs.

I blink a few times as I work to get my bearings. Rolling fields of green, bathed in morning light greet me. “Where are we?”

“You’re in Ireland, at my home.” The deep timbre that answers holds a heavy Irish accent and not a little bit of annoyance. Turning toward the sound, I’m brought up short by the immense figure walking across the grass. He’s tall, broad shouldered, and devastatingly handsome with his dark hair and smoldering gaze. “Sariel, when you said you’d be coming for a visit, I didn’t think you meant in an hour.”

“I don’t have time to waste, Galen.”

Galen’s eyes lock on me causing me to squirm under his scrutiny. He’s not happy about us being here, that much is clear. Jutting his chin in my direction, he stares me down but addresses Sariel. “Who’s this, then?”

“She’s mine.”

His? Now I’m his? My heart can’t take much more of this back-and-forth shit. Stepping forward, I extend my hand.

“She is Selah. I’m not his or anyone’s. Nice to meet you. Galen, is it?”

Galen grins, broad and charming, as he takes my offered hand and shakes. “Aye, it’s nice to meet you as well. Very nice.” He glances at Sariel as he continues to hold my hand. “She’s a great beauty, Sariel. I can see why you’d mistake my Reese for her.”

“Step away from her, Galen.” Sariel’s tone is low and fierce, and the possessiveness in his words sends a thrill through me. God help me, but I want him to want me.

The handsome man with my palm in his steps back immediately. He must know who I am to Sariel.

“You’re still an arse, I see,” Galen grumbles.

“How long have you known each other? Wait…you’re not an angel too, are you?”

Sariel chuckles and places a hand on the small of my back. “He’s no angel. Galen was my vessel for close to a century.”

“No…Galen is a vampire. Unless I’m wrong”—I gesture to the sky—“that’s the sun. He’s not on fire.”

Galen chuckles. “It’s a long story.”

“Devin took me on after Galen was staked by a Watcher. I bargained for Galen’s soul to be restored before I’d move on. Gabriel gave him back his humanity.”

“Well, that sums it up. I guess it’s not so long after all.” Galen shrugs and waves us forward. “Come on, then. I’m certain the rest of the family is awake, and Reese’ll be wanting to meet you, Selah.”

Reese. My spine stiffens at her name. Sariel’s hand doesn’t leave my waist as we walk toward the stone house. I want desperately to tuck myself into his side and inhale his comforting scent, but I know I can’t give in to my desire. If I do, he’ll convince me to let him hurt me.
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Present day

 

The warmth of Galen’s home overwhelms me as we walk through the door. Not because it’s uncomfortably hot. Because the life he has is everything I wanted with Selah. It’s loud, even before seven in the morning. His son, Sean, laughs and runs through the living room with a red cape flying behind him and Superman pajamas covering his little body.

“Daddy! You can’t catch me, I’m Superman!” he shouts, blazing a trail past us.

Galen’s eyes find mine, fear in their dark depths for a fleeting moment, until the child turns on his heels and barrels toward his father. Before he can connect with Galen’s legs, the man scoops his son into his arms and runs around the room helping him to fly. “Now you’re really flying. Let’s go find your Ma and show her.”

As they leave the living room, I take time to truly appreciate the cottage. I haven’t been here in years, and the last time I was, there was blood, pain, and death. I remember it clearly, trying to take Galen from Reese in my desperation to find Selah. And now, all I’m left with is guilt. Selah shifts beside me, her scent flooding me with unshakable need. I haven’t fed in close to a week, but I won’t take from her if I can help it.

“This is a nice place.” Her words are like a caress over my skin. Damn it all to hell and back, I need to get away from her.

“It’s old. Galen lived and died in this town. Over a century of history in one man’s footsteps.”

The familiar scent of vanilla hits me before I see Reese. She’s always been beautiful, but the sight of her now washes away my guilt. Walking into the living room with their baby, Ella, in her arms, Reese’s long dark hair tumbling over one shoulder and a gentle smile on her lips, she is the picture of happiness, until her eyes meet mine. Shock lifts her brows and wipes the smile from her mouth.

“Sariel,” she murmurs.

I dip my chin. “Reese.”

Galen follows close behind her, his posture tense. She turns to him and places the baby in his arms before crossing the room. Standing close enough to me that I can feel her warmth, she stares into my eyes and runs her fingers over my brow, my cheek, my jaw.

“This is how I saw you in my dream.”

A soft gasp comes from beside me, and I can’t help but look at Selah. Hurt and anger war for control of her expression.

“Sariel, you’re beautiful,” Reese says.

I don’t miss the grumble that escapes Galen at his wife’s assessment of me.

“As are you, Reese. Motherhood looks wonderful on you.”

Reese turns her attention to Selah. “He found you.”

“Yep.” Selah’s tone is clipped and hard.

My hand slides over Selah’s back, resting just over the curve of her ass. I want her to know Reese isn’t a threat, but she takes a step forward, effectively shutting me down.

“I was just getting breakfast ready. You two hungry?” Reese offers.

Selah speaks before I can. “No. I need to use the bathroom, though. Where is it?”

After pointing Selah in the direction of the restroom, Reese trains her shrewd gaze on me. “She doesn’t like me.”

I shrug. “She doesn’t know you, Reese.”

“She loves you?”

“Yes.”

“But something is wrong?”

“Lucifer claimed her.”

“How?”

Anger burns in my gut. “He tracked me. Targeted her. She’s…pregnant.”

“But you can’t—”

“It’s his.”

Her eyes widen as the color drains from her face. “And you thought bringing her here would be a good idea?”

“She needs to be safe from him…and the archangels. As soon as she’s settled, I’ll find who I need and have protection put in place for her.”

“And the baby?”

I tense. I have no idea what to do about the child. It’s Lucifer’s, which means it will be an abomination. Maybe the witches can give me something to end the pregnancy? A pang of guilt hits me at the thought of ending an innocent life. But will it be innocent?

“Sariel?” Reese pulls my attention from my thoughts.

“I’m not sure.”

The bathroom door opens from down the hall, and we fall silent as Selah makes her way back to us.

A forced smile on her face, Reese grips my hand and sighs. “Well, coffee’s on, if anyone wants some. Sariel, you two can stay in the room downstairs.”

Picking up Selah’s bag, I lead us down into the lightproof bedroom Galen no longer uses. A shiver runs through her as she settles on the bed.

“It’s cold down here.” She wraps her arms around herself and yawns.

I want to go to her, pull her against me, and offer her my warmth. But I don’t. Instead, I grab a thick knitted blanket from the closet and drape it over her shoulders.

“You should get some sleep. I’ll be upstairs.”

“With Reese?”

She’s jealous. A thrill runs through me at the thought of that. “No. I’m going to ward the house against angels.”

“Aren’t you an angel?”

She has a point.

“If I use my blood, I should be exempt.”

I start up the stairs, but her soft voice calls out my name. Turning, I glance back at her and wonder if she’ll ask me to stay. She bites her lower lip, as though she’s mulling over the words she wants to choose before settling on, “Be careful.”
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The room they’ve put me in is like a crypt, silent, cold, and dark. I suppose I should be happy there’s a bed to sleep in, there’s even a bathroom, though I don’t know why a vampire would need that. My body aches from fatigue, limbs heavy, stomach rolling with nausea. Is that morning sickness? Is the fullness in my belly an indication Sariel was right about my pregnancy? The thought of being pregnant with Lucifer’s child makes my skin break out in a cold sweat. I should do everything in my power to end this, to keep his child from being born. But, what if? There’s a niggling part of my brain that says this could be Adam’s child, not the offspring of evil personified. Adam and I hadn’t been chaste, but we rarely had sex. There was still a chance that, even if it couldn’t be Sariel’s, this baby could be human.

My heart pounds as the beginnings of an anxiety attack threaten. Taking slow, deep breaths, I lie back on the mattress and pull the blanket up to my chin, willing myself to stop shivering. Before long, my quaking body calms and the comfort of sleep pulls me under.

I haven’t been here in a long time. The curled trunk of the pistachio tree greets me like an old friend as I walk across the dry, cracked earth. This place needs a good long rain. My shoes kick up dust all around me until I reach the shade of the branches and the patch of soft grass under the safety of the tree. Sliding my hand over the wood, I marvel at the pattern of the bark under my fingers.

“You’re here, my Selah.” Sariel’s voice catches me off guard, but the rough tone sends desire crashing into me.

I don’t look his way, but I feel him behind me. He’s a force of nature, his aura palpable even without his touch.

“I’m leaving you,” I say, knowing this is a dream, but needing to say the words. “When this is over. I’m done.”

The air around us changes. A charge of electricity sends the hair at the back of my neck standing on end. Dark clouds roll in from nowhere, and the wind licks at my clothes. A crack of thunder right over our heads makes me jump.

“I’m not going to let you go. Not without a fight, Selah. We belong together.” His hands slide under my shirt, the skin of his palms is warm and welcome. “Even now, your body begs for me. Can you deny it?”

No. I can’t. I never wanted to. My nipples tighten to the point of pain, and when he cups my aching breasts, I cry out and arch back into him. His chest meets my shoulders all while he rolls my nipples between his fingers and trails kisses along my neck.

“I want you,” I whisper.

“You’ll fucking have me, baby. If this is the last time, I’m going to make sure you’re ruined for any other.”

His thick cock presses against my ass through our clothes and as he rolls his hips forward, a rush of wetness floods my core. Running his hands back down my ribs, he grips the edge of my shirt and pulls it over my head in one smooth move. Another crash of thunder strikes, this time accompanied by fat raindrops.

Turning in his arms, I find his swirling silver irises and gasp at the glow emanating from their depths. He takes hold of my bra and rips the lace down the center, freeing my breasts as he presses my back to the wide tree behind me.

“It should be mine. You are mine. The only man who should fill your belly with a child is me.”

My heart strains at the anguish in his words, but he closes his eyes and when he opens them again, a feral look replaces the hurt. Rain falls heavy on us even through the protection of the tree as his lips descend upon mine in a clash of tongues and teeth, breathy sighs and harsh groans. I want him to fuck me, to claim me as his, to mark me and leave a lasting reminder that I’ll never love another. Tugging at the wet fabric of his shirt, I pull it over his head and break our kiss. His beautiful body makes my need for him reach drastic levels. If he’s not inside me soon, I don’t know if I’ll implode or spontaneously orgasm.

I toy with his belt, hoping for access to the rigid length hiding behind his jeans, but he stops me.

“No. I’m taking you. Not the other way around. Take off your pants and turn around.”

I do as he tells me and slip out of the yoga pants I’d worn. A growl rumbles through his chest as soon as he realizes I hadn’t worn panties.

“Fuck, baby. Your ass is so damn perfect. Bend over, let me take a look at that little pussy before I ruin it.”

Jesus. Where had this dirty talk been hiding? Placing my hands on the trunk of the tree, I bend at the waist and immediately stiffen when his long fingers slide between my legs and through the lips of my exposed sex. A moan falls from me as he presses two inside and curls them in a “come hither” motion.

“Oh God. Don’t stop doing that.”

He chuckles and pulls them out, making me press my ass back in search of more contact. “You’re wanton. Already dripping for me.”

Our bodies are slick with rain, but I don’t care. I just want him. “Fill me, Sariel. Make me yours.”

I hear the clink of metal as he undoes his belt, and a shiver of anticipation runs through me. His palm runs up the length of my back before he grips my now-short hair.

“You shouldn’t have cut this. Now I don’t have anything to pull while I fuck you.”

Oh yes, I like this side of him. Rough, dominant, and a little angry. The rain runs down my skin, cooling my overheated body but doing nothing to diminish the need boiling my blood. He tugs on my hair, hard enough to cause a sharp pain to rush over my scalp, but I quickly realize he wants me to stand. Before I can stop him, he’s spinning me around to face him, his stormy expression mirroring the dark clouds above us. The length of his belt is curled around one hand while his other slides from my neck, down the valley between my breasts, over my stomach and lower, until he’s cupping me, dipping inside me where I need him.

“Put your hands over your head. Wrists together.” He never stops looking into my eyes as he works my pussy and I do as I’m told. As soon as my hands are where he wants them, he removes his fingers from my body and wraps the belt around my wrists, binding me.

“You’re still dressed,” I whisper, wanting him to put me out of my misery and sink inside me.

“I want you to beg me. I want you to remember there is no one but me. I hate that you’ve shown your body to others. That you’ve let someone else taste your sweetness.” He drops to his knees, both hands encircling my hips as he presses me against the tree and lifts until my legs are resting on his shoulders and his face is buried between my thighs. His strength is startling, but soon, I don’t give a damn. His magical tongue runs over my clit, swirling and licking.

“Ah, Sariel. I need my hands.” I want to bury my fingers in his thick hair and pull so he knows how much I love this.

He shakes his head before sucking my clit into his mouth and nipping gently with his teeth. The pull of his mouth mixed with the rain falling onto my bare breasts and the scrape of the bark at my back is all too much. I can’t hold on to my control. With one well-timed flick of his tongue, Sariel shoves me over the precipice, and I fall into waves of pleasure. My back arches, grinding my sex against his lips as I come, screaming into the storm.

Before I’ve fully recovered from my climax, he’s lifting me off his shoulders and laying me out on the wet grass.

“Spread your legs for me.” His hoarse rasp betrays the tremulous hold he retains on his own control as he stands over me.

I part my knees and open to him, my bound hands lying over my head. I’m his. Completely.

After popping the button on his jeans, he bites his lower lip and slowly lowers the zipper. As soon as the denim falls below his hips, his thick erection springs free, already glistening at the tip.

Kneeling, he grins before he runs his hands over my legs. When he reaches my hips, he crawls toward me, his lips blazing a trail over my waist, ribs, and finally, my breast. The head of his cock nudges at my entrance and it’s all I can do not to scoot forward and slide over him. He’s in charge. This is Sariel’s show.

“I’m going to fuck you, Selah,” he rasps while at the same time driving himself deep inside me.

I cry out in pleasure at the invasion. After so much anticipation, my body is wound tighter than I’m used to with him. His thrusts are hard and fast, pulling all the way out and slamming back inside as though he’s got something to prove. Maybe he does.

One hand palms my breast while his mouth works the other. I hate that I can’t touch him. I want to run my hands over his back, sink my nails into his ass, fuck, I want to hold his face in my palms and force him to look at me while he comes inside me.

“Please, give me back my hands,” I whimper.

He ignores me and continues fucking me until I’m right there again. But then he stops, leaving me on the edge with no relief.

“I need you to understand something.”

My heart races with pent-up desire. Now is not the time for a chat.

“Selah, this body has never lain with another woman. Never. I need you to know that. You are the only one.”

He pulls back and sinks deep in one long roll of his hips. With a harsh groan, he tenses and bites down hard on my sensitive nipple. The pain is almost too much, but as his cock pulses inside me and he fills me with his seed, my own orgasm hits, and I forget the hurt because all I know is euphoria.

The dark sky supplies endless drops of rain along with a soundtrack of thunder rolling overhead as he continues to pour himself into me, and I wonder if the storm in our dream mirrors the one inside Sariel.

Either way, he was right. Even in a dream, he’s ruined me.
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Present day

 

I wake in the bed where Selah should be. She’s gone. There’s only a slight indentation in the pillow where she’d been. Dread floods my chest at the memory of her words in our dream. I’m leaving you. When this is over. I’m done. She’s not gone; she can’t be. This isn’t done, not even close. Besides that, she’s not safe. She pulled me into her dream without warning, and I wasn’t able to do anything other than ward the house. I’d planned to summon the coven of witches I know of and convince them to help. Michael and Gabriel will find us soon. I’m honestly surprised between the archangels and Lucifer, they let her get this far. But Lucifer is crafty, and he more than likely already has a plan to strike.

Pulling on some clothes, I survey the room for any evidence Selah is still here. When I see her bag still sitting next to the dresser, I heave a sigh of relief. I take the stairs two at a time, hoping I can catch up with her, apologize for the way I’ve been treating her. I can’t keep up the facade and maintain my sanity. I’d rather love her in any capacity than have her think I stopped.

My heart gives a pained lurch as I cross the hall and catch sight of her, holding Sean on her lap as he chatters animatedly, hands flying around in an attempt to better illustrate his point. When she sees me, she stiffens, but a soft smile appears on her lips. She remembers the dream.

“I remember you,” Sean says, his big dark eyes wide as he stares at me. “You bit me.”

I’m shocked at his announcement. Not only was he unconscious when I helped bind his grace, I was in Devin’s body. Galen’s shoulders stiffen as he stands at the stove.

Sean blinks up at me and grins. “You looked different, but your eyes are the same. Ma says my eyes sometimes look like yours. She says we should be thankful for you. Else I wouldn’t be here.”

Galen turns and crosses the room. “Sean, when did she say that?”

The little boy drops his gaze to the table and pouts.

“Sean,” Galen scolds.

“In her head. Sometimes I hear her.”

This shouldn’t happen. I bound his grace. The boy should live out a normal life with no worries of his Nephilim grace interfering.

“I thought you fixed this, Sariel.” Galen’s words are tight with worry.

“I did. I bound him. Any part of me that’s inside him should be hidden.”

“Clearly, it’s not.”

“He must be stronger than we all thought.”

“What can we do?”

Taking Sean’s hand, I pull his attention to me. “Sean. You need to make me a promise. Can you do that?”

He nods.

“You must never tell anyone about me or what you can do. It’s like Superman. He doesn’t tell the world he’s Clark Kent. He just uses his power for good and keeps himself a secret.”

Sean’s eyes widen, and, God help me, they flare silver as he nods again.

Selah has gone very still during this conversation, and it’s only when Sean jumps down from her lap that she looks at me. “He’s yours?” she whispers.

Before I can answer, she shoves back the chair and makes for the back door. I let her go, but only so I can tell Galen not to worry. I think Sean has a destiny to fulfill that none of us were aware of.

Stepping out into the bright morning, I scan the fields for Selah, knowing she can’t have gone far. After walking down the gravel driveway a few feet, I see her bent over and retching. Without another thought, I rush to her, rubbing my hand in wide circles on her back.

“You didn’t say you were feeling sick,” I murmur.

She stands and flinches away from my touch. “I’m fine, Sariel. Don’t worry about me.”

A flash of a past conversation, very similar to this one, hits me. In another life, she’d said those same words just before telling me we were going to have a child.

“Where were you going?”

She starts walking toward the town, jaw set in stubborn determination. “Sightseeing.”

“If you want to see Ireland, Galen and Reese can show us around after we’re sure you’re safe.”

“And Reese? She’s…special to you?”

I shake my head. “Not to me.”

“But you’ve fucked her.” The accusation stings. “And you enjoyed it.”

If I say no, I’ll be lying. “I thought she was my soul mate.”

“You’re Sean’s father. You said you lost your ability to have children, but you gave her one.”

“I gave up my grace to bind Sean’s. He’s Galen’s son, I just supplied a small portion of my power. Unfortunately, Sean’s body couldn’t take it, and the fallen wanted him because I wouldn’t join with them.”

“So, the reason we won’t have children is Sean?”

I nod.

She heaves a sigh, and her lower lip trembles slightly. It’s a small detail, but I notice every nuanced change in her face. “Why did you bring me here, Sariel? Did you just want to rub it in my face that you’ve been with another woman? You didn’t have to force me to look her in the eyes.”

That’s not what I intended at all, but I can see how she might think I’d be vindictive enough to do something like that. “No, Selah. I brought you here to keep you safe. To fix everything.”

“Between us?” Her voice quavers as she turns a fierce gaze on me. “Or to fix me?”

I don’t know how to answer. Being with her, loving her puts her at risk.

“Right. Your silence speaks for itself. I’m going for a walk.”

Panic spikes through my chest as she turns away. “You can’t go alone,” I say, reaching for her. Glacial gray eyes greet me as she stops and glares.

“I’ll do what I want. You aren’t my guardian, Sariel. You’re a fallen angel, remember? You may be beautiful, but you’re selfish and disloyal, and I wish to God you’d never fallen for me in the first place.”

I don’t follow as she walks away with my heart in her hands.
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I know I said I’d stay until this was over, but I can’t. He loves Reese. He might not want to admit it, but the way they spoke to each other, the way she touched him, it proved the depth of their connection. And, now knowing he played a part in Sean’s conception. I can’t handle it. I have to get away.

My limbs feel like lead as I walk down the winding road that must lead into town. I wish I could enjoy the beautiful scene, lush greenery, misty fog settled low on the hills, the sun shining through the breaks in the clouds. I can’t. I’m nauseous, heartbroken, and lost.

“I knew you’d be here.” From behind me a singsong voice with an Irish accent catches me off guard and sends me whirling around, heart in my throat. A small, beautiful woman stands in the middle of the road. She’s decked out head to toe in leather, striking and formidable all at the same time.

“I can’t believe he’d leave you alone,” she says as though carrying on a conversation with herself. “He’s lost his humanity. I’m sure his faith in her has been shaken as well. Maybe he’s finally making the right choice.”

Her assumptions send rage bubbling close to the surface.

“Excuse me. Who the hell are you?” I ask, hip cocked and bravado dialed up as high as possible.

A bell-like laugh fills the air. “Sweetheart, I’m Sariel’s worst nightmare. I’m going to need you to come with me.”

Turning on my heels, I run, but instead of finding escape, I gasp as my limbs stop working.

“Don’t fight it. This is for the best.”

She walks in front of me and, with a gentle smile, drops her lips to my forehead and I swear I hear Sariel scream my name as the world turns white and I lose consciousness.
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Present day

 

They’ve taken her. I couldn’t see anything other than Selah as she vanished into nothing. It must be Gabriel and Michael who have Selah. How did they get through the barrier I drew? Selah hadn’t left the property. She should have been safe.

Letting out a growl of frustration, I grip my hair and tug until it hurts, trying to pull myself away from the edge. But the fact remains, my brothers have her and there’s not a damn thing I can do to stop them. I close my eyes against the pain radiating across my back, through my chest, into my heart. She’s gone. Because I was fool enough to let her leave. If they kill her, I’ll tear down the gates of Heaven with my bare hands.

Limbs shaking, I use the power I’ve been trying to control and materialize in Galen’s home.

“Sariel, fucking hell, what’s wrong?” Galen shoots up from the breakfast table.

“They’ve taken her. Michael and Gabriel have Selah.”

Reese gasps and brings her hand up to her lips.

“How? You warded the property against them.”

“I don’t fucking know. They’re stronger than me.”

“What do you need?” Galen asks.

“What I came here for. The witches. I’m going to need your help. Reese, can you spare him? I can’t do this alone.”

She nods and stands, crossing the floor to pull Galen in for a deep kiss. “Just come back to me.”

“Always, a ghra.” After kissing his children, Galen leads us outside and to his waiting car. “Where is the coven?”

“I’ll need to summon them. Do you remember the barn we crashed into?”

He chuckles. “You mean that time I flew through the windscreen and had a piece of farm equipment embedded in my thigh?”

“Yeah, that one.”

“I remember it.”

“I can summon them there. It has to be a place my blood has been spilled, and I doubt you want to relive the moment Gadriel staked you in your home.”

He winces as he starts the car. “You’d be right about that.”

The drive is all of ten minutes through winding back roads, but with every passing second, my panic boils closer to the surface. I need to end this and get Selah back. Even if she isn’t with me, I need to see her safe. Galen pulls the car around to the back of the barn before shutting off the engine and turning concerned eyes on me.

“What’s your plan? Every witch I’ve encountered hasn’t wanted to do anything for free. You’ll need something to barter.”

Cocking one eyebrow, I assess him, knowing he’s going to hate me for what I have to do. “You’re my plan.”

“What the fuck do you mean by that?”

“Galen, you’re a man who was blessed by Gabriel. God returned your soul and your mortal body after you should have been damned to purgatory. I’m giving you to them in exchange for their help.”

His jaw tightens, and he sucks in a harsh breath. “The fuck you are. I’ve got a wife and kids. I’m done with this. You can figure it out on your own.” Throwing open the door, he steps out of the car and begins walking, as though he can get away from me.

With a flare of my power, I stop him in his tracks and pull him back toward me. I need him to do this, and I need his reaction to be genuine if this is going to work. “I don’t think so.”

“So help me, Sariel. Unbind me.”

“I’m sorry it has to be this way, friend.”

“You’re no damned friend of mine. I knew I should never have trusted you.”

His toes drag twin lines in the dirt as I use my grace to force him into the large, mostly empty barn.

The summoning is the easy part. I am, after all, a former angel of the Lord. I’ve still got some clout. After rendering Galen unconscious and propping the hulking Irishman on a hay bale, I set about preparing my circle and begin to call them.

“Helena, Guinevere, Isolt.” I say their names three times each and wait. I’ve known these witches in one form or another for centuries. Summoning them is a risk. They’re cursed to live their lives over and over, never truly dying, but never getting a chance to fully live either. And it’s all because of me. Because they helped me begin my fall. They’ve been the stuff of myths since the dawn of time, sometimes being called enchantresses, but more commonly known as sirens, luring their lovers to horrible ends. Some generations serve the light, fighting for the greater good, if not directly for God. Others…they go dark.

The question is, are these incarnations good witches…or bad ones?

A soft flutter fills the room, and the light of the sun dims momentarily as they appear. Gorgeous beyond measure, with the exception of my Selah, these beauties are dangerous and deadly.

I don’t miss the gasps of surprise that fall from their lips as they see each other. Have they been separated all this time?

Helena brushes a hand over her hair and turns her attention to me.

“Well. If I’d known we’d be summoned by a naughty angel, I’d have worn my hair down.” Helena grins, her full lips red and inviting. “Isn’t that how you like it, Sariel? Long and flowing. Something to hold on to. Like your Selah’s.”

Anger grips my throat, tightening it and keeping my words stuck. How dare she say Selah’s name? Closing my eyes, I breathe deep and force myself to tune her out. She wants to goad me into making a misstep here. Light or dark, Helena has always been a challenge.

“Helena, let the angel tell us why he summoned us. The Bachelor is on, and I don’t want to miss it,” Isolt complains. Her slight build and heart-shaped face have always made her appear sweet and innocent. She’s anything but. The witch holds more power in her little finger than most Watchers.

“What do you want, angel? As you’ve heard, we were busy.” Helena crosses her arms over her ample chest and pouts.

“I need a spell.”

Guinevere giggles, a high-pitched, bell-like sound that fills the barn. “The angel needs a spell. You have to be kidding. I can see the grace flowing through your veins. Your power is back to full strength. Your wings are so close, I can almost see them in your aura.”

“It’s not for me. My Selah—”

“Is dead,” Guinevere interrupts.

My stomach clenches. Guinevere, the seer. She’s never wrong. Never.

“No.”

“Yes. But you know that, Sariel. Your Selah has been long gone.”

Relief hits me like a tidal wave, nearly buckling my knees. “I’ve found her in this life.”

“You’ve found her soul, but you know as well as we that she’s not the same.”

Gritting my teeth against the rush of frustration, I nod. “I’m aware. But, she’s still mine. More importantly, I’m hers, and she’s in danger.”

“Because she carries a Nephilim?”

Guinevere’s abilities have always been eerie, and today is no exception. “Yes. My brothers have taken her. I need you to rid her of the child. It can’t be born, not without risk to her.”

Her eyes go wide, and she lets out a soft gasp. “But…why would you do that to your own flesh and blood, Sariel?”

What? My heart stutters. “It’s not mine. Lucifer has had her. He…he ruined her.”

She walks across the room, her steps so fluid, she appears to float. Taking my face in her small hands, she pulls me down until our foreheads touch. “You know I see all things living. The threads that connect each life, the auras, the possibilities. Yours is connected to her, even now. The child is from your blood.”

I can’t breathe. Staggering back, I run a hand through my hair and try to absorb what she’s said. This isn’t possible. I gave up the ability to father children to save Sean. The archangels don’t make mistakes. “No. I can’t be…this…you don’t understand.” I know I’m not making sense, but the thought of all the terrible things I said to Selah, the talk of getting rid of the baby—our baby. Nausea rolls through me. “I gave too much of my grace. Michael said I’d never father another Nephilim.”

Isolt flicks a glance at Helena. “He can’t be this stupid.”

“Izzy, don’t insult the angel before he’s given us payment.” Helena shakes her head before turning molten bronze eyes on me. “Sariel, your grace has been restored. Did you really think you wouldn’t regain all your, um, abilities?”

Isolt’s cheeks turn a deep shade of pink as she giggles. “Are the stories true? Do you really take women and leave them drained of their energy because you fucked them so well?”

“Really?” Guinevere rolls her eyes. “You know he’s not like the other fallen. He searched for her for centuries before finally giving up and going dormant.”

“I’d always hoped he’d give in and give me a romp in the sheets at least once.” Isolt pouts and bats her long eyelashes at me. “But, no. You had to hold to your devotion.”

“She is my soul mate.” I bite out the words, my growing rage sending my power spilling into the room.

The small woman groans. “Please, spare me the melodramatics.” Pulling a slim phone from her pocket, she glances at the screen and sighs. “Can we move this along?” Her gaze flicks to Galen, who has just started stirring. “Who is that? He is…delicious.”

“Payment.”

She cocks one eyebrow and grins. “So…you do need more from us than just to take the child. I was right. He’s a very…substantial payment. It must be a dangerous job.”

I cross my arms over my chest and frown. I can’t get a read on these three. “First, I need to know where your loyalties lie. Are you light or dark?”

“I can be whatever you want, baby. For the right price.”

Guinevere narrows her eyes as she pushes the littler woman out of her way. “Sariel, what kind of trouble have you gotten into?”

“You should know. Aren’t you a seer?”

“You’re right.” Tilting her head toward the sky, she lets out a soft sigh as her eyes cloud over, the once brilliant and startling bronze now a stormy gray. “A battle between Heaven and Hell. The vampire with a soul is Lucifer’s captive. You need a way to stop him.”

Her chin dips as she lowers her head and closes her eyes. “Yes,” I say, taking her hand. “I need to imprison him before he ends the world.”

“But you aren’t doing this for the world. You’re doing it to have her.”

I shrug. “Why does it matter? As far as I’m concerned, there isn’t a world without her.”

“You have a point.”

Helena slinks across the dusty floor until she’s standing over Galen. Crouching to his level, she trails her long, blood-red nails across his cheek and down his neck. “He is a fine specimen. What I wouldn’t give to have this face between my thighs.” She frowns, then smiles. “Oh, he’s been your vessel. He’s touched by grace…and has lived as an immortal. How unique. Sariel, you’ve brought us a wonderful gift.”

“I thought you’d appreciate him. Now, I need you to find Lucifer before he makes any more progress. And help me with the spell I’ll need for this trap.”

She gives Galen one more lustful glance. I hold on to my hope that he’ll stay down until after I get what I want. If she sees in his eyes, sees that his soul is already owned by another, he’ll be useless to me.

“Let’s get this done,” she mutters. “I want to get our new toy home so we can have some fun.”

Galen moans and blinks. Shit.

The three women join hands in the center of the barn and close their eyes. White trails of light snake out from their chests, converging in the middle of their circle and swirling slowly as they chant in unison. As the spell builds in intensity, so does the brightness of the light, until I have to close my eyes against its glow.

When the room goes dark, we all stand in silence. Even Galen has gotten to his feet.

Isolt walks to me, holding a small ball of light in her cupped hands. “You will need the blood of a fallen returned to grace, a vampire with a soul, and the mother of an angel’s child.”

Dread settles in my gut. I can’t ask this of the people I now consider my friends.

“This is the only way, Sariel. If you fail, the world burns.”

She presses the glowing orb into my chest, and instantly, I know how to find Devin. Sometimes I love witches.

Then as she leaves me, Guinevere shudders and says, “A blood sacrifice will need to be made. One whose loss will be felt beyond measure.”

Chest burning as the spell takes hold until I need it, I let the meaning of her statement sink in. Damn it all to Hell and back.

“Fucking hell. What in the name of God was that?” Galen asks.

Helena smiles at him, a wicked gleam in her eye. “That was your freedom, handsome.”

His jaw drops as he takes her in. “Sariel, what did you do?”

My stomach churns as she crosses to Galen and places her hand on his chest. “Do you know what power a siren possesses?”

“Siren?”

“It’s part of our curse. Never to love, never to truly live. We take what we want and give nothing in return. Not anymore.” Leaning close, she begins to sing softly in his ear. Galen’s big shoulders tense as the spell threads through him, but as her hand travels down his torso to rest on his belt, he grips her wrist.

“Get the fuck off me, woman. I don’t know what you’re playing at, but I’m not interested.”

Shoving him away, she rounds on me. “You. What have you done to him? He’s heard my song. He should be mine.”

“Oh, I’m sorry. Did I forget to mention he’s found his soul mate?”

She focuses her attention on Galen once more and takes his face between her palms, staring into his eyes. I know the moment she realizes my words are true, because a growl tears from her throat. “Then I’ll take payment from you, Watcher.”

I laugh. “You can’t. You know I’m immune to your song.”

“I don’t want your body. I want your protection. For eternity, you’ll come when I call.”

Hesitating, I frown. They never truly answered me when I’d asked which side they fought on.

“Or, I could share your plan with Lucifer. I’m sure he’d be glad to have this information. Maybe he’ll protect us.”

I can’t take that chance. Not when Devin and Selah hang in the balance. “No. I’ll do it.”

A sly grin turns up her lips. “Good.” She saunters to me. “We’ll seal the deal with a kiss.” Her mouth looks like rubies, glistening in the light that beams through the window. With a feral gleam in her copper-colored irises, she fists my hair and pulls my lips to hers. I feel it when the spell winds around my heart. I’m bound to her call now, but it’s worth it if I can save Selah, if I can stop Lucifer and keep her alive.
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Present day

 

“You are a fucking bastard. Do you know that?” Galen hasn’t looked my way during the drive back to his home. This is the first time he’s spoken since the witches vanished.

“You’re fine. Stop whining.”

“You tried to whore me out to them.”

I can’t contain my laughter. How quickly he forgets who I am. “Galen, you saw how she reacted. Helena couldn’t take you because of Reese. Do you think I would have willingly thrown you to her if I’d thought she would be able to actually capture you in her siren’s song?”

“Yes.”

I run my hand through my hair and sigh. “Her song won’t work on someone with a soul mate. I’ve been inside your head, remember? I know beyond a shadow of a doubt that Reese is meant for you. I lived it right along with you. So get over yourself and move on. We have work to do if we’re going to stop Lucifer and save Devin.”

“What about Selah?”

My gut clenches at the thought of her. “If she’s with my brothers, she’ll be safe until we trap Lucifer.”

“Are you sure?”

Now that I know the baby is mine, I can only hope they’ll allow it to live. A Nephilim is still a problem, but there’s a definite difference when that child isn’t Lucifer’s.

“As I can be,” I grumble.

As he pulls the car into the garage, he heaves a sigh. “I can tell you need more from me. Out with it, then.”

“The spell. It uses some…distinct ingredients.”

“Which are?”

“Blood.”

“And that’s a problem?”

I nod, knowing he’ll lose his mind when I tell him what I need. “I think between all of us, we’ve got it covered, but I need the blood of the mother of a Nephilim.”

As I suspected, he tenses.

“Galen—” I start.

“No, Reese has been through enough. That witch said a blood sacrifice. That’s more than a drop.”

“She’s the only one.”

“I said no. That’s final. You can’t take her.”

“Galen, you can’t stop me. You know that. But I can’t take her either. I’ll have to find another way.”

He rakes a hand through his dark hair and gets out of the car, slamming the door as he leaves. I follow, letting my angelic side take over. I’m calm, detached, ready to do what I have to in order to end this.

“Reese! A ghra, get your stuff. We’re leaving.” His voice is panicked as he tears through the house.

I don’t have to see them to know what is happening. She’ll be frowning, one hand on her hip as she argues.

“What are you talking about? I’m not going anywhere. I just got Ella down for her nap.”

“Would you stop fighting me and do what you’re told for one goddamned second?”

“Galen,” she protests, but her words stop in her throat as she sees me standing in the doorway.

“Reese, I’m sorry,” I say.

Galen’s hand rests protectively on her shoulder, and the closer I get, the more tightly he pulls her against him.

“What do you need, Sariel?” Her tone is filled with determined resolve. She’s so damn strong.

“You. Your blood.”

Grabbing a knife, she holds it to her palm, and Galen sucks in a harsh breath.

“A ghra, stop.”

“If he needs it, I’ll give it.”

I move closer and take the blade from her. “It has to be fresh, and I don’t know how much. Reese, I’m not going to ask you to do this. There has to be another way. If you come with me, I don’t know if you’ll return.”

Her face pales. “What? I can’t…I can’t leave my children. And what about Galen? Sariel, you can’t be serious.”

“Exactly. I can’t let you. I have spent my existence selfishly taking what I wanted without worrying about the cost to others. I have Michael’s sword. I’m strong again. I’ll fight Lucifer on my own.”

Her eyes fill with tears as she takes in my determined stance. She blinks once, freeing a single teardrop before she speaks. “No, you said it already, without me, we can’t stop Lucifer. This isn’t just for you. My children won’t have a future if Lucifer gets his way.”

“It’s a risk.”

She tenses, a dark resignation taking hold in her lovely eyes. “When do we leave?” she asks.

Galen’s jaw is clenched so tight, I can hear the grinding of his teeth.

“Now would be good.” I know by the firm line of her mouth, she won’t be swayed.

“No, I told you, she’ll not be going.”

Reese takes Galen’s hand and squeezes, her gaze never leaving mine. “Give me a day. I need to…take care of some things.”

Her husband’s dark eyes widen, and he lets go of her, stepping back with a stormy expression on his face. “So, that’s how this is going to be? I have no say in the matter? I fucking guarantee I’m not going to be sitting idly by and let you leave me.”

Reese opens her mouth as if to protest, but he stops her with both hands on her shoulders. “Reese, this isn’t open for discussion. Call the nanny and get her here to look after the children.”
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My power hums through my body as we materialize in the driveway of Galen’s former home—my home. Galen hasn’t spoken to me or Reese since she told him she’d be helping. But they’re here, and that makes us one step closer to ending this and reuniting me with my family. My throat constricts at the word. She’d said we were getting another chance, but I won’t believe it until I hold her in my arms and stare into the face of our child.

Willow is standing on the porch. The sky isn’t even completely dark yet, and I know she must be in pain. Her expression is tortured as she takes us in. “Where is Selah?”

My heart gives an aching squeeze at her name. “She’s with my brothers.”

“Did you find the witches? Devin?”

I nod, but I can’t bring myself to give her any more details, not with Galen and Reese so close. “Come inside. We need to make a plan.”

As soon as we step through the door, Willow is on me. Her small hands have me up against the wall, and one knee is pressed between my legs.

“It’s been two nights. Two, Sariel. Devin could be dead. Who knows what Lucifer has been doing to him?”

With a flare of power, I push her away. “Don’t test me, vampire. I’m a millimeter away from having the grace of an archangel. I could smite you where you stand without batting an eye. You would know if Devin were dead. You’d feel it.”

Her little fists tighten as she fights the need to hit me.

“If you plan to waste your energy by hitting me, go ahead, but the longer it takes you to pull yourself together, the longer it will take us to get to Devin.”

All the anger melts from her as I watch. “Fine. Get to it, then.”

We settle around the dining room table, each one of us wearing our stress on our faces. “First, I need you to know this isn’t going to be easy…for anyone.”

“No shit, Sherlock,” Willow grumbles.

“The spell doesn’t require much more than blood, willingly given, but we have to get close enough to trap him in a circle drawn with the blood of us.”

“Which means he could easily stop us in our tracks by taking out one or more of us.” Her lips turn down in a frown as she processes the information.

“And, we need the blood of specific beings. A fallen returned to grace.” I gesture at myself. “Obviously, I’ve got that covered. We’ll also need blood from a vampire with a soul, and from the mother of a Nephilim.”

Galen huffs and takes Reese’s hand, threading their fingers together.

“So that’s why Reese is here? Sariel, the humans aren’t strong enough to be put in danger like this.”

“I know.” I don’t have any other response. What could I say at this point? The fact is, we need Reese.

“You’ll just have to be damn careful. I know there’s no changing her mind, but she’s…” Galen’s voice breaks, and he rakes a hand through his hair. “I have no words to describe what she is to me, Sariel. I can’t lose her.”

“I’ll do everything in my power to keep her safe.”

My ears pop and the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end as the air around us shifts. My brothers are here. Hope rises in my chest at the thought of who they could have with them. My family.

All eyes instantly focus on the two archangels standing in the kitchen. Gabriel, always at ease, always fucking arrogant, looks worried. A splinter of fear pierces my heart as he locks gazes with me.

“Where is she?” I force the question through a sandpaper throat.

“What are you talking about?” Gabriel’s answer sends a chill through me.

“Selah. You took her. I don’t know how, but you did.”

Closing my eyes, I try to sense her. We’re connected by more than just our souls now. Selah and I are bound by blood. I should be able to find her wherever she is unless she’s no longer on this earthly plane.

Gabriel disappears and manifests a few moments later. He murmurs something to Michael and casts a sorrowful glance at me.

“Lucifer?” I ask. I don’t want it to be true. If he has her …

Michael shakes his head, and Gabriel steps forward, handing me a deep crimson scrap of lace. “This was left outside Galen’s home. It smells of witchcraft.”

My gut clenches as I slide the delicate fabric through my fingers. Isolt’s calling card. “I hate witches.”
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Present day

 

My head hurts. I don’t know where I am. The room they’ve got me in is small—comfortable, but tiny. It reminds me of the dorms I stayed in during college. I haven’t seen anyone since they took me, but I’m sure someone is nearby. I feel them.

“She’s not even that pretty. Why does he want her?” A female voice with a lilting Irish accent floats under the door, making me sit up too quickly. The room spins, and my nausea returns with a vengeance.

“Izzy, stop. You know she’s his. There’s nothing to be done about it.”

“Hmph. We could kill her.”

My heart rate increases dramatically at that statement. These can’t be the angels.

“He’d only spend the rest of eternity hunting us and searching for her. You’d be better off setting your sights on another.”

Izzy whines. “But he’s…beautiful.”

“She’s awake,” the other one says, and I stiffen. Shit.

The door bursts open, revealing two tiny women, one the fair haired beauty who took me, the other dark. But strangely, they both have startling copper-colored eyes.

“Where is Sariel?” I ask, my voice cracking as I try to push the words out of my dry throat.

The brunette shrugs. “How should I know? Izzy took you, warded you against them, and now you’re ours to play with until Sariel needs us. We haven’t been together in far too long. We’re not giving up this opportunity for vengeance.”

“Sariel sent you?” Disbelief colors my tone. I can’t believe he’d send anyone for me. If he knew where I was, he’d come find me.

Izzy heaves a sigh. “Sort of. Consider yourself leverage. We made a bargain. You’re his soul mate, destined for him, blah, blah. He’ll come for you once Helena makes it known we have you. Unless…Lucifer kills him. Which is a distinct possibility.”

My gut clenches at the thought. “Who are you?”

She drops a curtsey, which would be charming if she wasn’t holding me captive. “Isolt. This is Gwen.”

“Are you…Watchers?”

Isolt laughs. “Oh no. Definitely not. We’re witches.”

Witches. Motherfucker. How the hell had my life gotten so turned on its ass? Only a few months ago, I’d been walking around, blissfully unaware of Watchers, vampires, demons, and now…witches.

“Technically, we’re more than just witches, Izzy,” Gwen says.

“You can’t kill me.” I get to my feet, trying to fight the sickness in my gut. “Sariel will—”

Isolt waves a hand to stop me. “Yes, yes, we know. He’ll take vengeance. We know all about you.”

“Your child is destined to do great things. We can’t stop it.” Gwen offers me a soft smile. She’s eerie, but I think I like her.

“Great…or terrible?” I ask, fearing the latter.

“Why would you think Sariel’s child would do terrible things?”

My chest burns as her words sink in. Sariel’s child. Sorrow grips me as I shake my head. “Sariel can’t be the father.”

“Oh yes, he can, and he is.”

“No. He can’t have children. Besides, not that it’s your business, but we hadn’t been together by the time this child was conceived.”

Gwen laughs and cups my cheek. “He’s an incubus, darling girl. Don’t you know anything about them?”

Frowning, I shake my head again.

“The fallen feed from sex. They use dreams as a way into their partners’ minds and bodies. Tell me, did Sariel visit your dreams?”

Heat rushes to my cheeks as flashes of our trysts in my dreams replay. “Yes.” I distinctly recall the remnants of his pleasure on my thigh after I woke. “That was real?”

She giggles. “It was, and by the color in your cheeks, it was good.”

“Lucky bitch,” Isolt grumbles.

My hand drifts to my lower belly, and suddenly I’m overwhelmed by emotion. A sob rises in my throat, tears prick my eyes, and I can’t stop it. I’m crying in front of two witches who may or may not dispose of me if Sariel doesn’t do what they want.

“Oh, bloody hell. She’s crying, Gwen. Stop her. I swear to the goddess, I don’t know what the angel sees in her.”

“She’s his fated—” Gwen begins.

“Aye, I understand. Stop rubbing it in.”

It doesn’t take long for me to pull myself together. I know I can’t stay here with these insane witches.

“You’re wrong about me,” I say, fighting the rolling of my stomach.

Gwen frowns. “Pardon?”

“He doesn’t love me. He loves the idea of me. Once he realizes where I am, I doubt he’ll come for me.”

“If you think that, you don’t deserve him.” Isolt’s anger bleeds through in her words. “We’ve known him for centuries, seen him as he searched for you, watched as he finally gave in and went dormant. Everything he’s done has been for you. And now you say he doesn’t love you?”

Her eyes flare, and with one flick of her hand, she’s immobilized me. Panic claws at my throat as I realize my entire body is paralyzed. My lungs won’t expand.

“You’ll kill her. Sariel won’t be pleased if you kill his woman and his child.” Gwen’s voice breaks through the haze of gray threatening to cover my vision.

“He’ll be better off without her.”

Oh God, she’s going to kill me. A vicious need to fight through her control takes hold, and I gather every ounce of will I have to push at her with my mind. I don’t stand a chance, but I can’t die like this. Not after everything.

As my heart slows and consciousness fades, I can only hope to find Sariel in the afterlife. But then the pressure is gone, and I’m drawing in deep lungful’s of cold air, coughing and retching as I fight the black spots in my vision. Only Gwen stands before me, Isolt lying in a crumpled heap on the floor, her chest rising and falling in the deep rhythm of sleep.

“What,” I manage to croak.

“She can be a little…unreasonable at times.”

I’d say that’s the understatement of the year, but I’m not entirely certain Guinevere herself is reasonable.

“She’s right, though,” Gwen continues. “You are delusional if you think Sariel doesn’t love you and only you.” Her long fingers brush my hair away from my face. “Your soul has lived two lives, but you can only see one. Shall we remedy that? I can remove the block on your memories. It’s only a simple incantation.”

My heart flips at the thought. But what if I lose who I am now to the memories of who I was? “I’m not… I don’t know.”

She ignores me and begins murmuring softly, her hand traveling across my collarbone to rest in the space where my neck and chest meet. Her eyes are closed as she continues her words, and I wonder whether she’s just toying with me. Until I’m hit with a blinding light and my past rushes to meet my present. A crushing weight settles over me as I finally comprehend the love between Sariel and me.

“So now you see,” she whispers.

I nod, tears brimming in my eyes.

Now I see.
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We stayed up throughout the night, planning our next moves until Galen and Reese began fighting sleep and Willow had to hide from the sun. I’ve not truly needed sleep since my humanity was lost, but now, I lie on my bed, begging Selah to pull me into her dreams.

She doesn’t.

The moment the sun sets, Willow bursts through the door to my room and stands next to me, arms crossed over her chest. “Let’s go. Devin is waiting.”

Galen paces the living room, his brow knitted and jaw tight as I descend the stairs with Willow on my heels. The man’s dark eyes find mine, and I almost flinch at the fear I see in there.

“So, you’re just going to, what? Magic us there?” Willow asks, her tiny body humming with anxious energy.

“Basically. The witches gave me Lucifer’s location. We just need to arrive without being noticed.” Mentioning Helena and her sisters sends a fresh wave of anger through me. I know exactly why they took Selah. Insurance. They need me to hold to my word. And, if I fail, they’ll go to Lucifer and offer her in exchange for protection. Damn it, but they’re smart.

“And how are we supposed to get in without them seeing? Even if it was just you and Galen, you two blend in about as well as a monkey in the Arctic.”

Galen scoffs. “What is she on about?”

I can’t help but give in to the slight grin tugging at my lips. “She thinks we’re not going to be able to blend in.”

“Of course we bloody well won’t. We’ll have to go in fighting.” He sheaths a blade at his hip and tucks two wooden stakes into the inner pockets of his leather jacket.

A smirk turns up one side of Willow’s mouth as she grips the hilt of the katana she’s got slung over one shoulder. “I can do that.”

With shaking hands, Reese slides a dagger into the sheath on her thigh before biting her lower lip and turning her deep blue eyes on me. “Are we ready? No point in dragging it out.”

After walking to the center of the room, I close my eyes and bow my head. With deep, slow breaths, I focus my grace until I can see it in my consciousness. Warmth covers me as the glow grows brighter and spreads from my chest and through my limbs. Spreading my arms, I tilt my head back. An audible reaction from the rest of the group tells me they’re seeing the manifestation of my angelic power as well.

“You’ll all need to be touching me,” I say through gritted teeth. With the level of control I need to make this happen, speaking isn’t easy.

As soon as two small palms grip my hands and Galen’s large one rests on my shoulder, I let go of my control and my grace surges forward. Each of them lets out a noise of alarm as the gravity of my true nature engulfs them. Galen’s fingers dig into my shoulder at the same time Reese and Willow crush my hands with theirs. In one long beat, the flare of power dims and the air around us changes from warm and clean to dank and chilled.

“Oh, good. You’re here. We thought you’d never arrive.” Lucifer’s relaxed tone hits me before I can open my eyes.

The scene before me makes my stomach curl. Willow lets out a strangled gasp even as I’m processing what my eyes are seeing. Devin hangs on an inverted mockery of a crucifix. His long hair, once blond, is now dark with blood, the ends brushing the cement floor.

“What did you do to him, you fucker?” Willow screams. Out of the corner of my eye, I see her reach for her blade, but I grab her before she lunges.

“No, Willow.”

Lucifer laughs as she struggles to pull free of my hold. “I’m disappointed. I’d hoped this would be a little more of a challenge.”

He stands at the top of a platform, all traces of Adam gone from his features. He’s taken his natural form. The most beautiful of the angels, he has led kings to their ruin with nothing more than a quirk of his full lips and a whisper of affirmation. Those large wings, once a vibrant white, now sit blackened by the darkness inside him. They’re tucked behind his broad-shouldered frame, but I can see the blood dripping from the tips of the feathers. It’s fresh.

A sneer curls his upper lip. “Nice to see you again, Willow. You look…well.”

“Fuck off and go back to Hell where you belong,” she snarls.

With a flick of his hand, Lucifer opens the skin along the underside of Devin’s arms. Blood slowly seeps along the gashes. “I don’t know how much blood a vampire can lose before he dies. Should we find out?”

Devin’s eyes open, a wild panic flashing across his face as he takes us in. “Willow, you need to get out of here.” His words are pained as he tries to shift his bound body.

“Oh, sweet Willow. You love him with all your little heart, don’t you? I can see it on your face. He’s spent every waking hour calling for you, begging me to leave you out of this, bargaining with the soul he’s only recently gotten back.”

“No!” she cries.

I echo Willow’s despair. Devin can’t have bartered his soul.

Lucifer rolls his eyes. “Oh, stop with the theatrics. Obviously, I didn’t take it. Who would want to be stuck with him for eternity?” Then, as though he’s realized his own joke, he chuckles. “Oh, that’s right. You do.”

A feral growl rips from her throat. “Would you rather have mine?”

His wicked grin spreads. “Why, yes. That’s exactly what I want.”

Fuck.
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Present day

 

Lucifer clicks his tongue and rolls his shoulders. “Take care of them,” he says, waving a dismissive hand in our direction. “But leave Willow for me.”

What must be twenty pairs of glowing eyes appear in the darkness around us, swarming our small band of warriors from all sides. Vampires…no, not anymore. These are Watchers who have taken control of their hosts. They’re strong and desperate.

“Fucking hell,” Galen mutters as he puts himself in front of Reese and grabs his blade.

“That seems like an apt statement.” I try for light and easy, knowing they need to feel like I’m not fazed by the daunting horde of Watchers closing in on us.

A churning takes hold in my gut at the sight of so many of my brothers, fallen because of me, who’ve chosen to join with Lucifer, to burn for eternity and become demons. Hand at my side, I let my grace take over, and Michael’s sword materializes in my palm. Lucifer growls as the light burns bright in the dark space. Glancing around, I take in the rows of shelving, the forklift in the corner, and the rotting wood pallets. He’s brought us to an old warehouse—abandoned, dirty, and easy to hide.

“I thought you were doing better than this, Luce.” Frowning, I gesture to the surroundings. “Squatting? You should have come to me. I could have loaned you some cash.”

Galen groans in frustration next to me. “Are you really fucking with Satan right now?” he grumbles.

“Don’t give him so much credit. Technically, he’s just a naughty angel who didn’t like Daddy’s rules. He didn’t even fall for a good reason. Think of his fall as more of a tantrum.”

I don’t miss the clenching in Lucifer’s jaw. I hit a nerve there. Good.

“What are you waiting for? Take them out!” he shouts.

The fallen rush us. My focus is erratic as I move to protect the two humans I’ve dragged into this mess. Pain blossoms across my jaw as one of the fallen strikes me with all his strength. If I was human, I would be dead. He’s not going for me, though. As I step back trying to right my footing, the dark-haired vampire races toward Reese. Galen and I both run for him, me wielding Michael’s sword and Galen a stake. The vampire is on Galen in the blink of an eye, breaking the man’s arm with a sickening crack. Galen’s face pales with the pain, but I can’t get to him. In my rush to save Reese, I neglected to pay attention to the five other Watchers who have surrounded me. Eyes on Galen, I wait for the inevitable moment the vampire kills my friend. Reese screams as a vampire pulls her hands behind her and holds her tightly. “Watch your lover die, human,” he snarls as he pushes her toward her husband.

The broadsword glows with power as I raise it above my head. I catch the gaze of Willow as she fends off a vampire who is at least double her size. She kicks him square in the chest before plunging a stake in his heart. As the circle of Watchers closes in on me, Willow leaps across the room, tackling two of them and breaking the circle. I strike, smiting two of my brothers as I tear across the room toward Galen and Reese.

“Willow, you get Reese, I’ve got Galen!” I call even as I close in on my friend.

The vampire who holds Galen pinned to the cement floor shudders and goes still. Galen grimaces and shoves the body off him with his one good arm. A stake protrudes from the chest of the dead vampire.

“Reese,” Galen cries as I help him to his feet. The idiot is trying to use his broken arm to push me aside, but with every attempt, agony blossoms over his face.

“I’ve got her.” Willow’s words are tight, uncomfortable. Her gaze is trained on Devin.

“Bloody fucking hell, this hurts.” Galen’s voice is a pained whisper as we take up a formation, backs to each other, facing our enemies. Willow breaks free of us, smoothly working her way toward Devin with the katana. She beheads Watcher after Watcher without looking back while Lucifer watches. Curiously, he doesn’t stop her as she tears the chains from her lover’s body and pulls him from the cross.

“Go ahead, you can’t escape, and after you watch your friends die, I’ll make Sariel stand helpless as you willingly give me your soul. You don’t have the vaguest understanding of my power.” He extends his black wings, and with a flare of power, summons more of the fallen to his side. “You see, every one you kill can be returned at my will.”

Dragging Devin with her, Willow leaves a trail of blood behind as she goes, but still, Lucifer stands there with an amused expression on his face, a general watching his army, confident he’ll win.

A fallen jumps on Galen’s back, his fangs digging into my friend’s shoulder, producing a roar from the Irishman. Without a thought, I rush to him, but Reese has already staked the vampire through the back, and he releases Galen before crumpling to the ground. As she tends to Galen, I smite every one of the fallen who approach. I had hoped to save them. That hope is gone. Lucifer may have thought I’d be weak without Selah. He was wrong. I’m an avenging angel.

Soon, all there is around us is a pile of bodies and dust.

Walking the injured Galen along the same path Willow took, the three of us make our way around, until we stand in front of Lucifer once more.

“That was…impressive. Too bad it won’t help you,” my brother sneers.

“Won’t it?” I lift my hand and slice open my palm as Reese does the same. “Blood freely spilled. Watcher, soul bearer, mother.” Reese and I join hands and mix our blood as Willow slices her own and places it on top.

“You have to draw a circle in blood to hold me.”

Cocking an eyebrow, Devin rasps, “We did, motherfucker.”

Looking around him, Lucifer roars as he sees the trail of Devin’s blood sealing him in a binding circle. He tests the strength of our spell by pushing his power at the barrier.

“No!” he roars. “This won’t hold me for long. And believe me, Sariel, once I’m free, I’ll come for you and make you suffer.”

His wings extend, and he shoves against the barrier over and over as we stand together. Then, curiously, he stops and cocks one eyebrow. The hairs on the back of my neck stand on end as Reese is ripped out of my hold, a scream tearing from her throat.

Galen and I both rush toward her, but a fallen we’d thought dead has her in his grasp.

“Free him, or I’ll turn her.” His voice is an angry hiss. “She’ll be a Watcher.”

“Let go of my wife, you goddamned bastard.” Galen lunges at the same time Reese plunges her dagger into the Watcher’s throat. The vampire jerks and falls back while Galen thrusts a stake through his chest.

It seems surreal, watching these two humans destroy such a powerful creature. But Reese staggers as Galen pulls her to his side, and I see the blossoming red on her shirt as it spreads across her chest. I know the Watcher didn’t do this. This is fate. Magic. A sacrifice.

“A ghra, where are you hurt?” Galen’s hand slides across his wife’s torso, trying to find a wound that doesn’t exist.

The disembodied voice of Helena fills the room, sending a wave of despair through me. “A blood sacrifice. The prison isn’t complete until the price has been paid.”

“No! She’s done enough. Fucking hell, what more could you want?” Tearing off his shirt, Galen balls up the fabric and presses it to the invisible injury, trying desperately to stop the flow.

There’s nothing I can do to end this pain for him. The air around us changes as the witches appear.

Lucifer groans. “Witches? You had to bring them into this. You little traitors. Why tell me about Willow all those years ago if you were only going to help them trap me?”

Willow sucks in a sharp breath. Hurt flashes across her face, and I know it’s because she’s remembering the deaths of her parents. The end of her normal life.

“Hedging our bets.” Isolt’s voice is a singsong tease. “Besides, it was a vision Guinevere had a hundred years ago. We said she’d be instrumental in your end. Not that you’d stop her.”

Lucifer’s beautiful features twist into an ugly mask of rage. “You little whores. When I break free of this pitiful trap, you’ll—”

“Hold your tongue, fallen.” Helena shoots him a scathing look.

Galen cradles Reese in his arms as her blood pools on the ground. He murmurs soft assurances in her ear while running his fingers through her hair. Her skin is paler than it should be, and soft pants fall from her lips as she struggles for air. She’s dying. Falling to my knees, I do what I can to comfort her, placing my palm over her heart and willing any pain away.

“Helena, why is the blood not mixing?” Isolt cocks her head as she points to the pool of blood that stands a few feet from the circle.

“What?” Helena peers down and throws her hands up. “Bring the woman. Damn, Guinevere was right again. Reese isn’t the right one.”

My heart leaps as Reese’s color begins to return and the rise and fall of her chest evens out. But the instant Selah appears next to Guinevere, I know my world is about to end. Selah stares at me with wide eyes filled with mistrust and hurt as she watches me with Reese.

I jerk my hand away as though Reese has burned me and rush to Selah, hoping she’ll allow me to explain.

Guinevere stops me with a palm to my shoulder. “No, Sariel.” Then, turning to Selah, she takes her hand. “Do you give this blood freely?”

To my horror, my Selah nods. “I do.” Then, turning to me, she breaks my heart with a few words. “I’m so sorry. I have to do this.”

Blood flows from her palms as soon as Guinevere lays a hand on her. Selah kneels and presses her fingers to the floor, the trail of entirely too much crimson immediately traveling toward the circle. As soon as it connects, flames run the diameter, high and threatening. Lucifer writhes and screams, his wings catching fire as the prison seals and he vanishes. Then, only silence, darkness, and the smell of smoke and copper surround us.
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Summoning all my grace, I light the room with nothing but my power. I have to see her. See what she’s done. My gut churns as soon as her form comes into view. Selah lies on the ground, bleeding from invisible wounds, but the blood has slowed to a trickle, and her skin is ghostly white.

“No. No. No. This can’t happen again,” I say, dropping to my knees next to her. I can’t lose her again, I can’t watch it happen and stand, powerless to stop it.

Her skin is cold, and those beautiful steel eyes are closed against my need to see them.

“Selah, please,” I whisper. Then, in a moment of pure clarity, I know what I need to do. Pressing my forehead to the cool floor, I pray to my Father for the first time since I fell.

“I’m sorry. I’m so sorry for my disobedience. Please, Father, I ask for your forgiveness. I ask you to punish me but spare her. I will pay the price, anything, if you’ll forgive me and give her back her life.” Tears tighten my throat. “I was selfish to love her, to keep her even though you forbade it. I see that now. Father, please hear me.”

Warmth envelops me, covering my back as my wings move under my skin. Instinctively, I hear His message. He is calling me home. My wings burst from my back, filling the room with an even more brilliant light than I’d conjured with my grace.

“Fucking hell,” Galen mutters from somewhere behind me.

As I rise, my wings move, stretching and flexing in preparation for their intended purpose. I need to see Selah safe before I go. Her cheeks already hold more color, and as I scoop her into my arms, I can feel the steady rise and fall of her chest and the warm skin I’ve longed for.

“Thank you,” I say, staring heavenward.

In one quick pulse of power, we appear in my bedroom, leaving everything behind. I lay her on the bed, brushing hair from her eyes and taking in the last moments I’ll have with her.
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Present day

 

Soft kisses to my forehead wake me. I half expect crazy-pants Guinevere to be trying to put the moves on me, but then I smell him. Sariel is here. He’s touching me.

“Wake up, my love. Please?” The despair in his tone sends an ache through my heart.

Fluttering my lashes, I blink my way toward consciousness. He’s the first thing I see. Thick strands of his wavy, golden hair fall over his closed eyes as he leans over me. The strong jaw that looks like it was cut from marble tenses as he frowns and sighs. My hands are heavy as I lift them to cup his cheeks.

With a harsh gasp, those bright silver irises lock onto mine. The guilt, worry, and fear in them makes everything that happened between us before seem inconsequential. Guinevere showed me things. She unlocked my memories, and I know now, beyond any doubts I may have had, that Sariel’s love for me is true and endless.

“Selah.” He says my name as though it’s a prayer.

Without warning, my chest constricts and a sob sits in my throat. Lips trembling, I fight the tears stinging my eyes. He brushes them away as they slip down my cheeks.

“I thought you were lost…again.” The last word breaks as he speaks, and I swallow past the lump in my throat.

“I’m not.”

Brow knitted, he closes his eyes and sighs in obvious relief. “I love you, and will for my entire existence.”

With careful consideration, I sit up, expecting pain or exhaustion. I find neither. I feel…normal. “What happened?”

“You don’t remember?”

“I remember seeing you with Reese.” Pain flashes across his features, and he begins to speak, but I hold a hand up to stop him. “I know you were trying to help her. I remember giving my blood. And then nothing.”

“I thought you died. You lost so much blood.”

Taking his hand, I thread our fingers together. “Did we stop him? Is Lucifer imprisoned?”

He nods and smiles. “He is. The remaining Watchers have scattered, but now there’s only a handful left.” Guilt fills his eyes. “I had to smite so many of them.”

“Was there another option?”

“No. They became demons as soon as they willingly allied themselves with Lucifer. There are a few who remained ignorant of Lucifer’s part in this plan. At least three who distanced themselves when they realized the truth. Perhaps they can be spared.”

Unable to resist, I trail my free hand through his thick hair, loving the way he leans into my touch. I don’t want to talk, not anymore. I remember him, I remember us, and we’ve got lifetimes to make up for.

“Kiss me, Sariel. Show me how you love me.”

With a groan, he threads his hand in my hair and cups the back of my head before his lips crash against mine. Pressing me down onto the mattress, he fits himself over me. The feel of his tongue sliding into my mouth sends tingles across my sensitive flesh. I need him.

My fingers run over the line of his back until I reach the hem of his shirt. Tugging, at the fabric, I slide it over his skin until he has to remove his lips from mine so he can pull his body free of the shirt. The sight of his beautiful bronzed skin, shadowed by the ridges of his muscles, makes my blood burn for him. I want him to possess every inch of me. My lips blaze a path along his shoulder and down his chest, tongue flicking over his nipple and rending a gasp the moment I bite down. With one palm on the center of his chest, I push him back so I can run my fingers down his abdomen and into the waistband of his pants. He’s hard, the head of his erection peeking out of the top of his jeans. I want to taste him, to lick the bead of moisture from the tip and make him moan my name. Sitting up, I pop the top button on the denim and pull down the zipper. But he pulls away, staring at me with intense longing. Behind that, I see trepidation.

He has to clear his throat before he can speak. “Are you sure?”

“I’m not fragile. Don’t treat me like I am.”

A flare of unchecked lust in his gaze sends a shiver through me. I’m dying for him to put his hands on me and fuck me like he’s trying to prove something. To my dismay, he climbs off the bed and runs his hands through his hair. Why is he denying me now, after everything? I almost go after him, pull him back to me, but he shoves his pants down his hips and steps close to the edge of the bed.

Freeing his shaft, he strokes the considerable length while watching me. “Stand up.”

My belly flips at the rough edge of his tone. I do as he asks, and he closes the distance between us, one hand cradling my head while the other glides between my legs.

“Take off your clothes, Selah. Let me see all of you.” His words are murmurs against my lips, sending shivers of anticipation dancing across my skin.

I want to rush it, to be bared to him and ready to love him, but until all this happened, I was a dancer. Skilled at the art of the tease. I’ve never danced for him. His hands grip the waist of my pants, tugging roughly as he tries to work them down my hips, but I pull away.

“No. Let me.” Pressing my hand to his chest, I walk forward, pushing him back until his legs find the chair in the corner. “Have a seat. This is what you would have seen if you’d let me finish my show.”

“Selah,” he warns.

Shaking my head, I begin moving, slowly lifting my shirt and baring my skin. His eyes are locked on me as I sway and turn. My back to him, I cast a glance over my shoulder and pull the fabric over my head. My bra is sheer and lacy, perfect for something like this. With a teasing smile, I slide one strap over my shoulder until it hangs across my upper arm. Then I do the same to the other. His groan is enough to flood me with intense arousal when I turn and bend at the waist, my ample cleavage on display. I stand upright before I run my hands over my sensitive, lace-covered breasts and throw my head back. Shimmying my pants down my hips, I turn away once more and bend over, giving him a perfect view of my thin panties.

“Baby, you’re so wet. I can see it.”

With one hand behind my back as he watches, I unhook my bra and let it fall to the floor in front of me. My other arm rests over my nipples, hiding them from view. As I turn around and let my hand fall from my breasts, the flare of need in his eyes makes me bite my bottom lip.

“Selah, if you don’t finish this soon, I’m going to come over there and do it for you.”

I can’t contain my soft chuckle at the rasp of need in his voice. “Better a patient person than a warrior.”

“Now is not the time to test my knowledge of Proverbs.”

“I find them useful in my daily life. Maybe you could learn some—” My words are cut off by his mouth on mine. He’s so fast, so strong. His hand slides down my back until he cups my ass and squeezes. A moan falls from my lips at his touch. I know I’m wet for him, ready and willing. In one smooth move, he’s laid me back on the bed and hooked his thumbs in the scrap of cloth covering me. With one sharp tug, the fabric is gone and I’m completely at his mercy.

“How have I not tasted you yet?”

Anticipation coils in my belly. Heated gaze never leaving mine, he kneels and parts my thighs. He can taste me all he wants. Unbelievable pleasure races through me as his lips close over my clit and he begins kissing the tender flesh. Two fingers slide inside as he licks and sucks, the occasional graze of teeth making my back bow and soft cries fall uncontrolled from me. The orgasm builds unexpectedly, starting as a soft glimmer of possibility and detonating with a well-timed flick of his tongue.

Hands delving into his hair, I pull hard enough to make him grunt against my skin as I cry his name. I can’t take any more, and he must understand, because he backs away, standing and running a hand through his mussed hair, his lips glistening with my arousal.

“Your turn,” I whisper. Getting to my knees, I lean forward and wait, needing this. The blunt head of his cock spreads my lips even wider than I’d already positioned them. I’m rewarded with a shudder and groan from the man who owns my heart as I run my tongue along the sensitive skin at his tip. Sucking hard, I let my teeth graze him before I grip his firm ass and take him as far as I can.

“Oh fuck, baby. Your mouth—” he starts, but when I begin to hum low in my throat, his words are cut off by a groan.

His hands cup the back of my head as he begins thrusting slowly while I take him deeper. My eyes water from fighting the tap of his dick against the back of my throat, but I keep going, needing him to spend himself in my mouth. His length stiffens even further, the pulsing throb against my tongue letting me know he’s close. He moves to pull out, but I dig my nails into his ass and suck harder.

“Selah, I can’t… I’ll come if you don’t stop.”

As I continue to slide over his length with my lips, my hand drifts between his legs to cup his heavy balls. They’re tight and ready, and seconds after I start stroking them, he cries out and my mouth is flooded with his release.

Pulling out, he drops to his knees and cradles me against his chest. His heart pounds hard enough for me to feel the rhythm against my own rib cage.

“Sariel…I need to tell you something.”

He doesn’t release me from his hold; instead, he drops his chin into the crook of my neck.

“I remember,” I say.

That gets him to pull back and stare into my eyes. “What?”

“Every minute of our past. I remember it all. I remember how I love you, that I want a life with you, damn the consequences.”

“You…remember?” There’s awe in his expression, and relief.

“Everything.” I grab his hand and run it down my body, resting his palm over my belly. “And—”

“It’s mine,” he states, surprising me.

“How did you know?”

“The witches. I thought it wasn’t possible, but my grace was restored every time I used my power.”

His dark expression makes my heart sink. “Why don’t you seem happy about this?”

“It’s not that. I just…I can’t stay. No matter how much I want to.” He gets to his feet and turns away, head bowed.

“What? Why? We shut down Lucifer, stopped the fallen. Why can’t you be happy?”

My eyes go wide as light surrounds him and bright white wings with silver tipped feathers burst from his back where his tattoo used to be. He’s not mine anymore. Sariel isn’t even a fallen angel anymore. “You’re…beautiful.”

Standing, I reach out and run my fingers over the thick feathers. He shudders and sighs, as I trace them.

“They’re sensitive?” I ask.

“Yes. I haven’t had them for thousands of years. It’s…strange.”

I slide over the crest at the top of one wing, the muscle and bone heavy and powerful. His breaths come in harsh gasps as I explore his new wings.

“Why can’t you stay, Sariel?”

He stiffens and retracts the beautiful wings before turning around. They disappear as though they never existed. “I’m going back. Home. I can’t risk you paying the price for my selfishness again.”

“But…you’re fallen.”

He shakes his head. “I won’t be tomorrow. My brothers are coming for me in exchange for your safety. I’ll never be an archangel again, but I’ll return to my Father’s service.”

My heart turns to ice. “What will you do?”

Shrugging, he pulls his shirt over his head and covers all that glorious skin. “Watch. But, Selah, I’ll never be far from you. I’ll always watch over you and our child. I just…won’t be able to do it in the way I’d most like to.”

I know there’s nothing I can say to change our circumstance. He’s made up his mind, taken a deal for me. Pulling him close, I press a kiss over his heart, and hold on for dear life.

His name falls from my lips, a soft murmur into his chest, and he holds me tighter as I begin to speak. “If this is my last night with you, leave me with more than this. Make love to me. Let me spend the night in your arms. Love me like we’ve got forever.”
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My heart hurts. It aches as though half of it has been removed. It’s been two weeks since Sariel left. If I can’t take fourteen days without him, how am I going to survive a lifetime? Every night, whether I want to or not, I relive moments of our past and present. The first time we met under the cover of the pistachio tree dovetails to our encounter under the trees at Green Lake. The night we were married. The first time he kissed me. I’d give anything to feel him near me now.

Rosie nudges me with her elbow as we walk side by side along the very path I’d seen Sariel’s shirtless form from the first time we’d spoken. “I think you need to tell me what the hell is going on with you.”

Where do I even start? I’m pregnant with the child of a fallen angel who isn’t fallen anymore. He’s my soul mate, but he left me to keep me alive.

“Nothing.”

“That’s a bunch of crap,” she says. “You’re heartbroken. I know that look. I’ve worn it more than once.”

“He’s not coming back, Rosie. He’s gone. I’m going to have to do this all alone.”

“Do what?”

It’s then I realize I never told her about the baby. With everything that had happened, how could I tell her?

“I’m pregnant,” I say simply. I wait for her wince, or a gasp, but neither comes.

“Congratulations?” It comes out a question, as though she’s putting out feelers to see what the correct response is.

I nod and smile. “Thanks.”

“Adam?”

His name sends a wave of disgust mixed with guilt rolling through me. What happened to Adam wasn’t his fault. It was mine.

“No.”

She cocks an eyebrow. “Hottie with the angel’s face and those sexy eyes?”

The reference to Sariel looking like an angel brings a smile to my lips. If she only knew.

“Yes. His name is Sariel.”

“And the asshole left you? He knocked you up and left? Clearly, he doesn’t know what he’s missing.”

I shake my head, not wanting her to think badly of him. “No, you don’t understand. He didn’t want to go. It wasn’t his choice.” Technically, that’s not true. He did choose to leave me.

Her eyes go wide. “You mean…shit, he’s not in prison, is he?”

I almost laugh out loud. “No. Nothing like that. He was…called…” I trail off, not knowing how to finish this.

“Holy shit, he’s a priest?” Her face is all scandal and amusement. “You fucked a priest, and he knocked you up. That’s amazing.”

I stay silent. I don’t know what else to tell her. Sure, he’s a man of God…kind of.

“Does he know you’re pregnant? Is it a secret baby?” She grabs my hands. “Oh, honey, don’t worry. I’ll be here for you. You don’t need him, and you won’t have to do this alone.”

I let her pull me in for a hug. I’m going to need help, and she’s my closest friend. What’s the harm in letting her think there’s some scandal here?

“Thanks, Rosie.”

“So, how far along are you? Have you been to the doctor yet? Remember, I’ve done this before—twice.”

Her questions are overwhelming. I barely survived locking Lucifer in a cage and losing my soul mate. “I’ve been…busy. I haven’t gotten around to that.”

“What about a job? Since you left the club for greener pastures, I’m assuming you found something else?”

“He, uh, he left me taken care of.”

“A rich, hot priest with a body like a Michelangelo statue. What a damn waste.”

Jealousy burns in my gut. How would she know what his body looked like? “You’ve never seen his body.”

Laughing, she hisses like a cat and shakes her head.

She hooks her arm with mine as we continue our walk. I feel better, if only a small amount, and for the first time since this all started, there’s hope for the future. As soon as we hit the parking lot, that painful tug at my heart returns. Rosie is right, I can do this without Sariel. I just don’t want to.
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Present day

 

I’ve been gone for five months. Gone in Selah’s eyes, but in truth, I’ve spent every spare moment watching over her. She sleeps in my bed, curled around the pillow I used to rest my head on. Her pregnancy has finally begun to show, and as I stand over the bed, I ache to caress her belly, to feel our child move inside her. But I can’t.

I’ve spent the better part of these months watching for dangers from the fallen who remain scattered across the earth. Waiting for them to make a move is torture. But, they’re well hidden and quiet…for now. I’m sure word will get out that my wings were returned and I wonder how many of them will seek redemption of their own.

Selah sighs and shifts, one hand over her womb as she smiles in her sleep. I tense when my name falls from her lips. She can’t see me. My agreement with the archangels has seen to that. The air next to me shifts, and my shoulders stiffen as Gabriel appears.

“I knew you’d be here. It’s been months, Sariel. It’s time to let her go.”

Shaking my head, I ball my hands into fists. “I made her a promise. I’ll always watch over her.”

Sighing, he crosses his arms over his chest and leans against the wall. “You’re truly unhappy. I don’t understand you.”

“She’s my soul mate. I don’t think I can explain beyond that. My soul has cried out for hers since the first moment I saw her. But Father needs this sacrifice of me, and I’ll gladly give it if that means her safety.”

“That’s not what He needs of you.”

Frustration takes hold in my chest. “Then what the hell does He need? I’m not with her. I’ve been trying to trace each of the fallen who are unaccounted for, but have had no luck so far. What else can I do?”

“We’ve found them.”

My jaw drops. “What?”

“I had to smite most of them, but three remain in search of their own soul mates, and their salvation.”

“And what do I have to do with this?”

He gestures at the woman sleeping in my bed. “You found yours.”

“And I can’t have her.”

“You can.” His words send my stomach tumbling. “For a price.”

Rolling my eyes, I sigh. “There’s always a price.”

“Your wings. Essentially, you’d have to fall again. But this time, He’ll give her to you with no repercussions. You’ll retain your grace, your strength, and essentially, your immortality.”

“Essentially?”

“You won’t die, until you choose to return to us.”

I shake my head. “So I’ll have to watch her age and eventually die?”

He shrugs. “All humans do.”

“Exactly. If I’m going to share a life with her, I want to do it as a mortal man. I want to live life. Make me human, take my wings, take my grace, just give me her.”

Gabriel’s mouth falls open, then closes before his lips turn down in a frown. “I don’t understand you, brother.”

“You don’t have to.”

“Fine, but you’ll have to do one other thing for us.”

I can’t contain my bitter laugh. “And here’s the catch to go with the price.”

“These other fallen will come to you, needing your help. Offer it. Bring them back to the fold. Show them redemption is possible.”

Cocking my head, I frown. “That’s all?”

“It is. Father says you’ve earned your happiness. But, when your time on Earth as a mortal comes to an end, your soul is subject to judgment just as any human’s.”

“Do it.” There’s no question. I’ll do what I need to if it means I can love Selah for our lifetimes.

He nods and closes his eyes. “This will be painful.”

Kneeling, I steel myself for what is to come, remembering far more painful things I’ve endured. Nothing had compared to the pain of seeing her lifeless in my arms all those years ago, not even having my wings torn from my back. I heave a steadying breath, preparing for the burn I know will course through me.

Gabriel’s hand settles on the crown of my head, and a slow vibration begins to build between my shoulder blades. Gritting my teeth against the rising hum through my body, I take in slow, measured draws of air. He murmurs in Enochian, ancient words I haven’t used since before the Flood.

The hum turns to a burning as my wings extend behind me, a feeling of complete peace at being whole again taking hold in my chest. It would be so easy to tell him to stop, to keep my wings, to remain an angel. But then Selah calls my name in her sleep and I know I can’t be without her. Bowing my head, I ball my hands into fists and try to hold in the scream of agony as my beautiful wings are torn from my back, pulling every ounce of my grace along with them. When the pain is too much, my vision blurs, and I lose my grip on consciousness.

When I wake, I’m in a strange bed, one that seems familiar but only vaguely.

“He’s awake.” Devin’s smooth Southern accent floats through the open doorway.

Sitting up, I groan as my muscles protest the movement. Everything hurts, even my eyes. Shit, I think I’m dying. Wouldn’t that be the way this all ends? I become human only to die of a damn cold a day later. The room sways as I stand, but with a few deep breaths, I gather my composure and walk stiffly into the hall.

Devin stands at the top of the stairs, his long hair pulled back, a smile on his face. Looking at him, you’d never know he’d been maimed months ago. Immortality has its perks. “Glad to see you’re back with us. How’s it feel?”

“Like I was hit by a truck,” I grumble.

“You might as well have been. Gabriel brought you here two weeks ago. I was pretty sure you’d never be back on your feet.”

My heart lurches. “Two weeks?”

“You were in and out, and mostly delirious. It would have been funny if we hadn’t been so worried about your angelic ass.”

I shake my head, running my fingers through my tangled hair. “I’m not an angel anymore.” As I descend the stairs, I have to keep a death grip on the bannister and Devin walks next to me, presumably waiting to catch me like I’m a helpless child. “I have to find Selah. She’s been alone all this time. Did you tell her what I’ve done?”

“Relax. No one is out to get her. She’s safe. Galen and Reese have been watching out for her during the day since you arrived here, and I check in every night.” He levels his gaze on me, and his expression turns serious. “As for telling her about your choice? No, no one told her. That’s for you to do.”

“I need to get to her. She thinks I’m gone.”

He claps a hand on my shoulder, and I fight a wince as my nerves tingle in pain at his strength. “Oh, sorry,” he says, removing his palm. “I think you need to get yourself cleaned up and accustomed to humanity before you go after her. Right now, if you went to her like this, she’d mistake you for a wild beast or a homeless man.”

Running my fingers across my jaw, I marvel at the rough beard covering my skin. I’ve never grown stubble, never needed to shave or cut my hair. I existed in a state of stasis, never changing. “Can I use your shower?”

Laughing, he nods. “Willow picked up a toothbrush and razor for you a few nights ago. She thought you’d want it when you woke.”

“She’s a smart woman.”

“Don’t I know it.”

Feeling a little more stable, I walk into the bathroom and shut the door behind me. There’s a plastic toothbrush still in its packaging sitting on the counter next to a tube of toothpaste, bottle of mouthwash, a razor, and a can of shaving cream. I need to remember to thank that little redheaded vampire.

My chest constricts when I finally allow myself to look in the mirror. Hair, once a bright golden color that flowed in waves to my shoulders, now lies lank and dark from weeks of remaining unwashed. My beard isn’t that bad, though. It could use a trim. In fact, I might keep it. It gives my face a rugged look, taking away from the chiseled perfection all angels possess. I’m not an angel anymore. I don’t want to look like one. But then I think of Selah, and the man she fell in love with. I do want to look like him.

After shaving my jaw clean, brushing my teeth, then washing my hair and body under the hot spray of the shower, I feel better—refreshed. I’m still not one hundred percent, but at this point, I don’t know what that feels like as a human man. Even at my weakest, I was stronger than a mortal.

When I emerge, both Devin and Willow are draped across the couch, watching Buffy the Vampire Slayer with grins on their lips.

“You look better,” Devin says over his shoulder. “You smell better too. There’s something to be said for basic hygiene.”

Willow’s green eyes lock on to mine. “I know where she’ll be in the morning.”

That’s all I need. Glancing at the clock, I see there’s only an hour or two until sunrise. Soon, I’ll return to my Selah and make her mine again.

[image: ]

[image: ]

 

The soft fluttering in my belly makes my heart flip as I wait for my coffee order to be announced. Warm, richly scented air offers a comforting ambience, but at this point, I can’t feel much beyond the love I have for the little being growing inside me. Everything in my life is clouded by the knowledge that Sariel is here but not here. His presence is all around me, but he hovers like a ghost I can’t see.

“Seal-ah?” the barista calls, butchering my name, as usual.

I’ve been coming here for as long as I’ve been in Seattle, and still, they can’t get my name right. I should start spelling it out for them phonetically—Say-lah. It’s really not hard. A stirring of awareness runs through me as I rise and start toward the pickup counter. Turning my head, I search the crowded coffee shop, hope taking root in my chest. I swear to God I can feel Sariel. But, as I scan each face for the one I want most, disappointment douses the flame of optimism. Wishful thinking and hormones. That’s all this is. My hand settles on top of my round belly as I maneuver my way to the counter.

“Boy or girl?” The barista’s question catches me off guard. He hands me my coffee with a smile and waits for my answer.

“Um, I don’t know. It’s going to be a surprise.”

His eyes light in excitement. “That’s awesome. My sister and her husband did that. We placed bets.”

I want to smile, but jealousy takes hold at the mention of the partnership I should have. “Sounds fun. I’ll keep that in mind.”

Turning to walk away, I fight the tension in my shoulders and force back the crushing wave of sadness. As I walk down First Avenue toward Pike Place Market, I stop in my tracks when a flash of familiar gold hair and broad shoulders catches my eye. Sariel. He’s gone by the time I rush around the corner, but it was him. It had to be.

Panic clutching my heart, I stand in the middle of the sidewalk, casting my gaze in every direction. Where is he? Has he somehow figured out a way to manifest and be with me?

Near to tears, I scan the array of open shops and fight the tingles of anxiety running through my veins. He’s not there. Of course he’s not. Sariel is gone, and I’m hallucinating because I’m so desperate to see him. Shaking my head, I sigh and turn to head back in the direction I came. I was supposed to meet Rosie for coffee and instead, I acted like a crazy person because I thought I’d seen my fallen angel soul mate. I need to get a fucking grip.

My phone chirps from my purse. No doubt it’s Rosie texting me to see where the hell I am. Rooting around in my oversized bag, I grumble when I can’t find the slim cell phone in the sea of papers and lip balms.

“Why do I have so much shit in here?”

A warm hand grips my shoulder, stopping me in my tracks. “I have no clue, but right now, I want nothing more than to find out.”

My heart nearly leaps from my chest at the sound of his voice. It’s him. I can’t bring myself to turn around. The weight of this moment sits heavy on my shoulders, keeping me rooted to the spot. What if I’m wrong and this is just another delusion?

“My Selah, look at me.”

Closing my eyes, I draw in a ragged breath and let his deep baritone soothe my aching soul.

His lips brush the shell of my ear as he whispers, “I fell from Heaven to love you. Let me do it.”

Those big arms wrap around me and turn my body to face him. Soft kisses trail across my forehead, over my closed eyelids, and finally, his mouth connects with mine. Everything stops. There aren’t any sounds of the city, no cars, no buzzing chatter of passersby. It’s just us, our souls reunited.

“Selah, open your eyes,” he says.

I close them tighter and nestle into his chest, inhaling his scent, not wanting this figment of my imagination to disappear. “You might vanish if I do.”

“My love, I won’t.” His fingers caress my cheek. “I’ll never leave you.”

Both hands cradle either side of my face and tip my chin up. Fear, elation, and desire all war for control of my heart as I open my eyes and see his beloved face for the first time in months. The crack in my chest begins to knit closed the instant our eyes meet. He is really here, holding me in his arms.

“Sariel,” I breathe.

“I’m sorry it took so long for me to return to you.”

“Do you have to go back? Are you going to be punished?”

His smile is broad and easy, soothing something in my soul. “No. My Father saw fit to reward me with a choice. Heaven, or you.”

A gasp falls from me before I can stop it. “You’ve damned yourself.”

“No, baby. It’s not Heaven unless I have you. He understands. I gave up my wings, my grace…I’m human.”

My chest tightens as love rushes through me. He gave it all up, twice, for me. This angel…no, this man, was meant for me.

“I love you,” I say, my voice thick with unshed tears. “Don’t you ever leave me again.”

A low chuckle rumbles through his chest. “I spent thousands of years searching for you. You think I’m going to let you go? We’ve got a lot of lost time to make up for.”

Taking his hand, I run it over my swollen belly. “I think we’ve gotten off to a pretty good start.”

The emotions coursing over his face tell me how much this baby means to him. “And after this one comes, we’ll make more.”

I just laugh. At the moment, I can’t imagine being pregnant again. “Until then…we can practice.”

“I’m going to spend my nights wrapped in you.”

“And your days?”

“Thanking God for giving you back to me.”
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Two years later

 

The soft pats on my cheek give way to painful slaps of chubby little hands, rousing me from my lazy Sunday morning sleep.

“Papa.” My son’s sweet voice brings me blinking into the daylight.

Wide eyes, so like mine, stare from his position between Selah and me in our bed. He’s not a good sleeper, not unless we’re close, but Gabe makes up for it in everything else he does.

Selah sighs and rolls over, her lips turned up in a smile even though her eyes are closed. “You’re being paged,” she murmurs.

Sunday is my day to take up the responsibility of breakfast, and Gabe always comes with me. Scooping him into my arms, I snuggle his body close and let the baby-fine hair on his head brush my lips as I press a kiss to his forehead.

“Pancakes?” I ask him as we descend the stairs and wander toward the kitchen.

He nods, a serious expression knitting his brow. I let him stir the dry ingredients with the big wooden spoon as I pull bacon from the fridge. When the sound of Selah’s husky laugh floats to my ears, I turn to find Gabe covered in a mixture of flour, grinning as he digs his hands into the bowl and throws the white powder everywhere.

“He’s a little young to be mixing, don’t you think?” she asks, pulling him away from the mess as I grab the mixing bowl.

“Looks like it.” I can’t help my chuckle. He’s managed to wipe flour dust all over his mother’s face.

As she wipes him down with a damp cloth, I clean up as much of the spilled ingredients as possible.

“You were supposed to be sleeping in,” I scold my wife when she turns back to me. Gabe is propped on her hip, toying with a strand of her long hair.

“I missed you two.”

My heart gives a squeeze. If only she knew how desperately I still want her, how afraid I am that this will all vanish. Crossing the kitchen, I take our son from her and buckle him into his high chair.

“What happens if he starts showing grace?” she asks.

I’ve shared with her all the details of Galen and Reese’s son needing his grace bound, but I’m surprised to hear her bring it up now.

“Why would you ask that? Has he done something?”

“No. It’s just…Sean was almost five when it started affecting him. I want to be prepared.”

Running my hand across her waist before I pull her into my side, I take a deep breath. “Then we’ll call his namesake and ask for help.”

“Will we have to be concerned about our other children?”

I frown. “We don’t have any others.”

She rests her head on my shoulder and tucks in closer. “We will.”

The thought of her carrying another one of my children floods me with arousal. I missed so much of her pregnancy the first time around.

“Do we need to start trying to make Gabe a big brother?”

Selah shakes her head and disappointment settles over me. “We don’t need to start trying.” Her breasts rub against my chest as she turns in my hold and tips her face up toward mine. “We already did it.”

Glancing down at her, I see the smile in her eyes, the eager excitement that can’t be contained. “Are you serious?”

A slight nod is all she gives me before I pull her tight against me and crush my lips to hers. It’s a kiss filled with the same blazing passion we’ve always shared, but now it’s softened by the knowledge that our love isn’t forbidden.

It’s sacred.
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Ending a series is something I’ve never done. With this book I’m saying goodbye to characters I love and closing the door on their stories. I’ve been so lucky to have such a team of supportive family, friends, and readers as The Fallen Angel Trilogy has grown. I couldn’t do it without any of you. I’m sure I’ll forget someone, but here goes.

 

My husband, my children, my parents, and in-laws. You guys have given me time to write, distracted me from the void it’s so easy for us writers to fall into, and supported me in this endeavor. I love you.

 

My editor, Linda. You’ve helped me be a better writer with every book. Thank you!

 

My PR team at Foreword PR. Thanks for everything!

 

Megan Luker, proofreader, alpha-reader, all around bad ass. TREES!

 

Heather and the rest of the ladies at Audio Loves. Your incredible support for the audiobooks in this series helped launch it.

 

My beta readers, you guys are amazing. Every bit of feedback has been insanely important and helpful.

 

My critique partner Jenn Langston, as well as my awesome writer’s group. You are all such amazing writers and offered me a treasure trove of feedback.

 

Also, I can’t end this without thanking the two people who bring this series to life. Will M. Watt and Susan Fouche. You two are the most amazing voice over artists. Thank you for doing these audiobooks and making it such an experience! #dreamteam

 

Finally, to the readers. Your reviews, your messages, your support. These three things mean the world. Thank you for reading my books. Thank you for loving these characters.

 

Until the next one. (I said I closed the door on these stories…I didn’t lock it.)
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