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“Put your dick back in your pants and come with me, you horny vampire bastard.”

Nothing kills a hard-on like the messenger of God poofing into existence just as a gorgeous woman is about to take your dick into her mouth.

With a touch of his finger to her forehead, Gabriel sends my partner for the night into a deep slumber, and I tuck myself back into my pants.

“Dammit, Feathers. Things were just getting good,” I groan.

The asshole smirks and leans against the dresser. “Sorry. Oh, wait. No. I’m not. You should be used to this by now. Besides, you should know that you won’t be able to … reach completion unless she’s meant for you.” He frowns, distaste clear in his expression. “That one is not yours, or Sariel’s.” With a sneer, he turns his face away from the sleeping woman. “We’ve found traces of the Watchers in your old stomping grounds.”

“I’m over two hundred years old. My old stomping grounds could be anywhere on the fucking planet.”

He rolls his eyes and lets out a long-suffering sigh. “Seattle. There seems to be quite a few of them gathering in Seattle. Let Sariel out. I need to discuss this with him.”

I let out a breath and run my fingers through my hair. I can’t believe it’s been almost five years since I agreed to this mess and allowed a fallen angel—incubus, Watcher, whatever you want to call him—to take up residence in my body.

I’d been so fucking naive to focus only on getting to use my cock for more than just decoration. Being a vampire has a lot of positives, but impotence is not one of them.

There are other good things that go with this deal, I’m sure, but I was really only thinking below the belt. Two-hundred-plus years without an orgasm is really unfair. And now, I’m walking around with Sariel in my head, a cock that works but won’t let me come, and I’m functioning as a one-man army against legions of the fallen. Somehow, I think I got the raw end of this fucking deal.

“Sariel doesn’t want to come play. He’s pouting at the moment because I haven’t been able to feed him … for almost five fucking years.” I sound tense, and for good reason. The angel gets cranky when he’s hungry, and me feeding on blood doesn’t do it for him the way sex does. I rake my fingers through my sandy-blond hair and try to find him in my consciousness. I’d much rather he take over and deal with Feathers. No dice. The moody Watcher is MIA.

“So, what are the minions of Satan doing in Seattle?” I fight the urge to sigh as Gabriel stands and begins pacing the floor.

“We think they’re converging in order to launch an attack.”

“An attack on who? It’s not like they can just storm the gates of Heaven from the top of the Space Needle.”

Cocking an eyebrow, the smarmy angel stares me down. “They’re gaining strength. Their numbers have grown rather than dwindled. You haven’t been doing your job.”

“Hey, I’m just one man. I’ve taken out hundreds of Watchers, but they keep coming back. Immortal beings … remember? The vampire might die, but you can’t kill a fallen angel. They’re kind of like herpes.”

A rare smile quirks the corners of Gabriel’s mouth. “Speaking from personal experience?”

“Shut up, or I’ll shove your damn halo up your celestial ass.”

“You need to get to Seattle by tomorrow. I’ve already contacted Galen. He’ll meet you there. The home he owns in the city is warded against the Watchers and should keep you and Sariel cloaked.”

My stomach clenches at the mention of my friend. I haven’t seen him since I took Sariel from him. I suppose I should be grateful to Sariel for that. The Watcher’s shift from Galen’s body to mine should have killed Galen. Instead, I had waited in awe as the fallen angel went up against an archangel, demanding my friend be saved and his soul returned. Now my friend Galen is a human, happily married, with a four-year-old son I’ve never met.

“He shouldn’t be involved in this. He’s human. You’re going to get him killed and leave Reese a widow.”

“He knows what he’s doing. Besides, the Watchers aren’t after him anymore, but his son is another matter.”

“What are you talking about?”

“The boy has been manifesting … unusual qualities.”

Sariel stirs in my head. That little nugget of information perked him up.

“What kind of qualities?”

“Grace. He has a trace of Sariel’s grace.”

Immediate, blinding pain grips my skull as Sariel charges forward and my world goes dark.
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“Yeah, you’d better run, you sons of bitches!” The groans of pain coming from the stupid punks who’d tried to mug me make me want to jump for joy as I watch them stumble away. I may be small, but I’m a sandan black belt, and I know how to defend myself. Those assholes may have thought I’d be an easy target. They were wrong.

Smiling to myself, I pick up the bag of groceries I’d dropped as I’d roundhouse kicked one of them. The plastic had ripped, and now my apples are scattered across the pavement.

“Damn.” As I gather the runaway fruit, I frown when I see bruises marring the red skin. They were all I’d gone to the store for, and now they’d been sullied, all because of a couple of jackasses.

After tucking the fruit into my backpack, I hitch the bag high on one shoulder and make my way toward my apartment. Rain mists the air, coating my skin and hair in a fine sheen of frizz-inducing moisture. Thank fuck I’m almost home. I’ve got a pint of Death by Chocolate ice cream waiting in the freezer, and I feel a Sons of Anarchy binge coming on. I need a bad-ass biker to distract me from the rest of my shitty day.

I’m distracted, my mind wandering back to the potential mugging I’d avoided, as I fish my keys out of my pocket, stepping off the curb and into the street without looking—like a fucking idiot. The squeal of tires has me turning and staring at the bright headlight and chrome rims of a Harley-Davidson. The tire is so close, I can feel the vibration of the engine against my leg.

“What the hell are you doing?” The man on the bike stares me down. His eyes burn a vivid blue in the light of the streetlamp.

My heart flutters like a godforsaken teenage girl as his gaze travels over my body. I’m sure I look like a hot mess in my workout clothes with my hair piled high on my head in a messy bun. But the way he’s staring makes heat coil low in my belly, and I have to clench my thighs together to keep from squirming as the arousal crashes over me.

“Are you going to get out of my way?” His question holds a hint of amusement, making me snap out of my lust-fueled stupor.

“Oh, sorry. Thanks for not killing me.”

As I step off the road and onto the sidewalk, I expect to hear his engine rev. Instead, a hand grips my wrist over the thick fabric of my sweatshirt. Instinctively, I turn, reaching up to grab his shoulder. In less than a second, I’m stepping around before I sweep his legs out from under him. Hovering over his big body, I breathe heavily, adrenaline coursing through me.

“What the fuck?” His eyes are wide, disbelief coloring his features. “How did you do that so fast?”

I let him go and take a step back, not wanting to give him the chance to get his hands on me again. “Don’t come any closer, asshole.”

He slowly gets to his feet, hands held up and a placating expression on his handsome face. My keys dangle from his left hand. “You dropped these.”

Oh my God. Mortification sets in and I can feel the heat of a blush flood my cheeks. So, I may have overreacted a bit. Closing my eyes in a long blink, I let out a frustrated sigh. “Shit. I’m sorry. It’s been the worst fucking day, and I’m a little on edge.”

Arching a blond eyebrow, he smirks. “A little?”

“A lot.” I hold my hand out for my keys. As his fingers touch mine, a sizzle of electricity runs through my body. Skin to skin makes a hell of a difference. I suck in a breath, trying to avoid his gaze, but I can see the tension between us isn’t one-sided, as his shoulders stiffen.

He pulls his hand away and shoves it in the front pocket of his jeans. “What’s your name?”

“Willow.” I don’t know why I’m giving him my real name. No one has called me that in almost six years—except for Alanna. I’ve been lots of different girls over the years, but my most recent name has been Lorelei. That’s what people know me as here in Seattle. And when I move on again, I’ll choose a new name.

The man looks me over, a darkness in his eyes that sends a shiver of anticipation through me. “I’m Devin.” He doesn’t hold his hand out, and I have to say, I’m a little relieved.

Squaring my shoulders, I look up at him and nod. “Nice to meet you. Sorry I kicked your ass to the ground. You should learn not to sneak up on people.”

A laugh falls from his lips … his full, playful lips that I want to suck on. “No problem. It’s not often I get schooled by a gorgeous woman half my size.”

I try to ignore the fact that he just called me gorgeous, but my traitorous nipples harden as the word flows through my head like a caress. Thank God I’m wearing a baggy sweatshirt … and a bra. He bites his lower lip and pulls a cigarette out of his pocket, twirling it between his fingers before, curiously, putting it back.

“Smoking will kill you, you know.” My scolding tone makes him smirk.

He chuckles and shakes his head in response. As I turn and begin walking away, I can’t help but look back over my shoulder. He’s watching me, an intense fire burning in those bright blue eyes. Raising his chin, he nods in my direction and starts back toward his bike.

Shivers run down my spine as I turn the corner and head up the stairs to my apartment. My body is ablaze with need as flashes of his eyes, lips, broad shoulders, and the rough baritone of his voice replay. I said I wanted a hot biker. I guess I should be careful what I wish for.
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I adjust myself for the millionth time in the last hour as I walk the streets of Seattle, looking for someone to feed from. All I can think about is Willow. Her slight frame and pouty red lips. What those lips would look like wrapped around my aching cock. How it would feel to slowly sink inside her wet and willing pussy.

Oh Jesus. Of course, it wouldn’t do me any good to do any of that since I can’t fucking have an orgasm. I’m hoping Sariel hears me, that maybe he’ll apologize or do some kind of fallen angel magic and help rid me of my five-year case of blue balls. But no. The fucker is staying hidden. I know it’s in part due to the fact that the other Watchers can sense him when he’s in the forefront of my being, but damn it, I need someone to yell at.

Muttering to myself I wander into a club. It’s a veritable smorgasbord. A buffet of beautiful women, all ready and willing for me to rock their worlds. All I have to do is choose. A curvy blonde catches my eye and slinks across the dance floor, her lips shining with gloss. She’ll do.

“Hey, stranger. You look like you know how to give a girl a ride.”

I almost laugh. She’s brazen and practically serving herself up on a platter. “That isn’t far from the truth. Are you sure you know how to handle someone like me?”

Her lips twitch as she bats long fake eyelashes. “I’m sure I can learn.”

Taking her hand, I fight the skin-crawling discomfort her touch incites and lead her toward the darkened hallway. I’m not fucking her, not here and certainly not while I’m thinking of Willow. All I need is this woman’s blood to sustain me, at least for the next few days. The woman rubs her hand over my crotch, pouting when she finds me soft.

“If this is all you’ve got packing, I think we’re done here.”

I growl low in my throat, pressing her against the wall and staring deep into her eyes. “We’re done when I say.”

She smiles, and I feel sick. “I see, you like it rough before you can get to business. That’s fine. Do you want me to struggle?”

I just want to get this over with, but my damn fangs aren’t descending. I can feel them, their presence in my gums a constant reminder of what I am. Why isn’t my cock threatening to punch through my jeans like it was a mere hour earlier? All I’d needed was the slight brush of my fingers across Willow’s and my dick was throbbing. Taking a heavy breath, I step away from her, shaking my head.

“Get the fuck away from me.” I spit the words in her direction without meeting her gaze.

“Are you for real?”

I don’t answer. Instead, I storm out of the bar, frustration clouding my already tense mood. Throwing my leg across my bike, I start her up and peel out onto the street. Galen’s house is close by. Maybe I can clear my head before trying to hunt again.

As I pull into the underground garage, I immediately catch sight of Galen’s shiny black Range Rover, and a grin spreads across my face. I take the stairs and am bombarded by the scent of humans. Tiny ones.

“It smells like shit and baby powder in here,” I announce as I enter the living room.

Galen’s hand rises as if to shush me. The absolute gall of the man has never ceased to amaze me. He’s resting on the couch with a little pink-and-white bundle on his chest. She’s sound asleep, but every time he moves, she frowns and lets out a whimper.

“Another one? Can’t you keep your dick under control?”

He grins and shakes his head as Reese, his wife, walks into the room. She shoots me a concerned glance before scooping the baby off her husband and bouncing gently as she walks away.

“What’s with her?”

Galen sits up and runs a hand through his hair. He looks older, lines around his eyes, stubble on his jaw, and I’m fucking envious. “She’s stressed about the bloody Watchers, Devin. And … Sariel. We thought we were done with them after everything. Now they’re after little Sean.”

I nod, and Sariel stirs in my head.

As my friend surveys me, I recognize the look in his eyes. He’s worried. Standing, he moves toward me and clenches his jaw. “You look like absolute shite. Haven’t you been feeding?”

“I have.”

“The Watcher?”

Shaking my head, I let out a long-suffering sigh. “It seems there’s been a little snag in my fuck-my-brains-out plan.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean I can get it up, but I can’t finish, so Sariel can’t feed.”

A chuckle escapes the bastard Irishman, and I want to punch him in the throat. But, if I do that, I’ll kill him. Vampire strength versus mere mortal always equals death or serious injury. “I’m sorry, bloody hell, I’m so sorry. Do you know why you can’t … uh…” He gestures toward my waist.

“She has to be meant for him.”

Galen frowns and cocks an eyebrow. “Reese wasn’t meant for him.”

“You know what I mean. It doesn’t work on just anyone. Believe me, I’ve tried.”

“Fucking hell, that’s … very unfortunate.”

I roll my eyes. He has no fucking clue. When he’d had the Watcher, his dick homed in on Reese and they’d screwed like bunnies. It was disgusting. And I was so jealous, I thought my head might explode. But me? I took the stupid angel willingly and just got an aching dick in return. “Unfortunate” isn’t strong enough a word.

“So, Feathers said something about your boy having some of Sariel’s grace. I thought the kid was yours?”

Galen’s eyes darken. “He is mine.”

“Okay, okay. Still testy, I see.”

“It’s been five years. Why are they after him now?”

“How the fuck should I know? I’m as surprised as you are. All I know is I’ve been trapped in a seemingly endless war against these fuckers, and I can’t even reap the benefits of having a working cock. If it weren’t for you being alive and happy and all that bullshit, I’d have offed myself and let Sariel find a new body years ago.”

Galen smirks. “Is it really that bad?”

“Oh yes. You don’t know. You were able to keep your dick wet from the moment it came to life. I’m dying over here.”

“And Sariel? What’s he been doing in all this?”

“Staying out of the way for the most part. He’s holding up his end of the bargain. I live my life without interference from him, and he only pops in when we’ve got a Watcher to dispose of. But, in about six months, he’ll take over and I’m done.”

Crossing his arms over his chest, Galen tries to appear domineering. When he’d been a vampire, it might have worked. Oh, who am I kidding? Galen has never been able to out-alpha me. Not on his best day. I’m older, stronger, faster, and much better looking.

“I know I can’t change your mind, Devin, but I think you’re being a complete fool by agreeing to that.”

I wave my hand and walk away. There’s no convincing him he’s wrong. Stubborn bastard.
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I wake with my heart hammering, breaths coming in sharp pants, and my clit throbbing with arousal. Shit. It’s been a long time, but I don’t remember ever feeling this needy. I need to get off in the worst way, and I blame it all on Devin. His ice-blue eyes haunted my dreams all night. Glancing at the clock on my side table, I groan. It’s two in the morning. I’ve been fighting with sleep all night, and I still have hours to go until sunrise. Running my hand down my naked belly, I close my eyes and let Devin’s face take over my fantasy as I relive our encounter hours earlier. Only this time, things play out a little differently as my fingers glide between my legs.

In my fantasy, he grins at me from the pavement as I hover over him. His amused smile turns heated when, instead of stepping away, I move closer as he stands.

“Where do you live?” His rough voice sends chills over me, straight to my core.

“Just around the corner. Do you want to come up?”

He continues moving forward, pushing me back until my shoulders hit the wall behind me. “I do. But first I want to taste your lips.” Breath hitching, I let his mouth brush mine, that spark between us igniting a fierce lust.

As my fingers fly across my clit, I let my imagination take me further, bringing us to my bed, where he spreads my legs and pulls my panties to the side before pressing two thick fingers deep inside me. Then he rips the thin cotton to shreds, baring me. His cool breath ghosts over my swollen, wet pussy as his fingers continue to pump in and out with delicious slow strokes. I tremble in anticipation as he lowers his mouth to my center, and the moment his tongue makes contact with the rise of my clit, he rolls those piercing eyes up to stare at me.

Crying out in my quiet apartment, I come so hard, my knees shake and a rush of wetness coats my hand. The pleasure crests over and over as I moan Devin’s name until finally I fall asleep.

Something wakes me before the sky even begins to brighten. It’s kind of like a tugging at my brain, telling me something isn’t right. Pulse racing, I stand, shuffling across my small bedroom to stare out my window at the empty street below.

Except, it isn’t empty.

Devin stands outside, his handsome face illuminated in the streetlight, gazing up toward my room. I should be freaked the fuck out, but as I take in his mussed blond hair, leather jacket, and that lit cigarette in his hand, my belly clenches with need. His eyes meet mine, and a zing of electric arousal courses through me. Closing my eyes for a beat, I take a breath and unlock my window, ready to shove it open and invite him inside. I’m not afraid. I’m turned on as hell. But, when I peer down at the sidewalk, he’s gone. All that’s left to greet me is a cigarette butt in the spot he’d been standing.

Fuck. I must be seeing things. I’m so sex starved that I’m hallucinating. Pulling myself together, I pad through my quiet apartment, knowing there’s no way in hell I’ll be able to get back to sleep. With a sigh, I turn on the coffeepot and the television, grateful for the noise. As the morning news anchors blather on about nothing important, I slip into my running clothes. As tired as I am, I also am painfully aware that I need to exercise. If I don’t stay fit, I won’t be able to run when I need to.

If I need to.

Who am I kidding? I always need to run.




[image: ]

[image: ]

 

 

[image: ]

 

I can feel the sun rising even now as I pull my bike into the garage. I don’t know what possessed me to go to Willow, but I spent the better part of the night watching her window. Knowing she was sleeping just beyond the wall as I stood outside somehow made me feel … like a fucking obsessed freak. What the hell is wrong with me? I should just move on, find someone to feed on, get her off my mind. But damn it, when I heard her moaning, heard my name fall from her lips as I’m sure she was pleasuring herself, I thought I’d come in my pants. I couldn’t leave after that, so I waited. Then I saw her.

The need to be near her claws at me, and I don’t fucking like it. “Sariel! Come on, you freeloader. It’s time to get some shit done.”

I shout the words aloud, not caring if Galen or Reese hear me. They’ve been through this Watcher stuff before. They’ll understand.

Growling in frustration at the Watcher’s silence, I shout his name again. This time an annoying buzzing takes hold in my brain, and I know he’s coming. Sometimes he charges forward, head-splitting pain and blackouts in his wake. Other times he’s more conscious of me.

I’m trying to let you be, Devin. That was our agreement.

“Well, it’s time to come help me out. I’m acting like Galen, and I don’t fucking like it, so come claim your soul mate and make this feeling stop.”

What are you talking about? I haven’t felt her anywhere near me.

“Have you been living with your head in a hole in the ground? She’s all I can fucking think about.”

His laugh rolls through my mind, and I wish, not for the first time, that I could punch him in the junk.

Just feed from her and be done with it. She’s not my soul mate. That I can tell you.

Thinking back to Galen and Reese, I let out a snort. “Really? You expect me to believe that? You were certain Reese was yours until you realized you’d made a mistake.”

Anger flares from him, sending heat through my brain. I’d been dormant for one hundred years. Galen’s reaction to her woke me. Of course I thought she was meant for me. I thought that was the only way to wake me. I know better now.

I run my hand through my hair. What I wouldn’t give to have Willow’s fingers tangle in the shoulder-length strands. Fuck me, I’m hard just thinking about her. I’d let her tug and pull until it hurt if that was what she wanted. Maybe she’d get off on having the control, or maybe she’d want me to dominate her. Either way, I’d be fucking fine with it. As long as her legs were wrapped around my hips.

Even as I make my way to the lightproof bedroom in Galen’s house, the sun begins heating the blood in my veins. Closing the door behind me, I let out a resigned sigh when I fall to the bed. My cock throbs, but I know there’s nothing to be done about it. Damn it. If I could just feed, I’d get at least a little relief. But it’s too late now. I’ll have to settle for a cold shower.

Standing under the icy spray of water, I try not to think of her. But every time I close my eyes she’s there. Her auburn hair, the slight spray of freckles across her nose, the fucking amazing curve of her ass.

“Fuck.” I draw the word out on a long groan as I fail to force her from my thoughts. Everything south of my hips is rigid and needy.

Palming my shaft, I squeeze. The fucking tightness in my balls is bordering on pain. As Willow’s scent invades my memories, I begin to stroke my length, rubbing over the head and all the way to the base. I can picture her as she must’ve been only hours earlier, back arched as she gave herself an orgasm with my name on her lips.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” I hiss as pleasure begins to build along my cock. Am I going to come? Oh, holy fuck, I am.

Rolling my hips, I fuck my own hand as I continue thinking of the way she must’ve looked. She wanted me inside her, that much was obvious. Did her breath catch in her chest as the waves of euphoria washed over her? Did her nipples harden? Oh, fuck. Did she bite her lip and buck her hips before she called my name? As I relive the sound of her moans, it hits me. My balls tighten even further, and my knees buckle as my body is flooded with unreal levels of pleasure.

“Fuck, Willow. Oh God.” My words are forced through the groan I can’t control as I pulse in my hand, spilling my seed for the first time in over two hundred years.

Knees shaking, I turn off the water and just stand, one hand braced on the tile wall, as I breathe deeply and try to figure out how the fuck this just happened. Sariel has been wrong before. Maybe Willow is his soul mate. Either way, if she can make me come this hard in a fantasy, I can’t wait to have her under me for real. I’ve only got a few months left before I have to honor my deal and let Sariel take control forever. Until then, I’m going to make every night end with Willow screaming my name.

[image: ]

[image: ]

 

I haven’t seen Devin again since our first encounter. It’s been weeks, and I want to kick myself every time I hear the rumble of a Harley, because my body tingles with arousal at the thought of him. Tonight is a costume bar crawl. It’s one of my favorite events because I get to pretend to be someone else without feeling like a liar. The streets are busy, bustling with life as college kids fill the sidewalks dressed in costumes, drinking, and partying without a care in the world. I envy them.

As I step foot out of my apartment, I lock the door behind me and shiver as the chilly air runs down my spine. I mean, I guess I’m asking for a permanent case of nips in this getup. Tonight, I’m dressed as an angel. My thin white dress hits me midthigh, the fabric hanging loose and hiding the wooden stake I keep strapped to my body at all times. My phone rings from its hiding place in my cleavage, making me roll my eyes.

“Bitch, I’m not even late.”

“Come on, Will, you probably haven’t left your place yet.” Alanna is laughing, the sound of heavy bass and maybe Justin Bieber filtering through the phone.

“Where are you? I thought we were meeting up before we hit the clubs?”

“I’m just around the corner. I knew you’d be late, so I stopped in for a prefunk cocktail. I found us a couple of hot guys.” Her tone is playful, but I can sense the anxiety in her words. Hot guys is her code for creeps.

“Okay, I’ll be there in a second. Don’t go anywhere with them.”

She hangs up without saying anything else, and I shove my phone back in my bra before booking it down the stairs. In minutes, I’m walking into the club, the same song is playing, just finishing up, and I catch sight of her. She’s dressed as a devil, her bountiful breasts almost falling out of the fitted crimson dress. Smirking, I shake my head as I approach and snatch the plastic pitchfork out of her hand.

“Hey! Don’t steal my torture device. I might need that later.” She’s smiling, but I don’t miss the way her eyes flit to the men next to her.

They’re both handsome, one blond and the other a graying brown, a little old for us maybe, but something about them doesn’t feel right. I’m glad she called me to give me a heads-up. “Sorry, boys. This one’s taken.” I wrap my arm around her possessively.

“That’s all right. We don’t mind sharing.” The blond leans in and leers. My skin crawls when I realize what it is about him that I don’t like. He’s a vampire.

Taking her hand, I pull Alanna with me until we’re safely out of sight. “How is it that you attract the worst kind of men?”

She shrugs and hooks her arm with mine. “It’s probably the boobs. God blessed me with them, but He knew they’d be a cross to bear as well.”

Stopping at a Starbucks on the corner, I take a deep breath. “Hey, I left something back at the bar. Can you wait here for me? Grab a coffee, and then we can get our dance on?” I have to go back to that club. I can’t leave other unsuspecting women vulnerable to the blond guy. Vampires are the worst sort of stain on humanity. I’ve spent the last six years tracking down every last one I could find and putting them down.

Alanna nods, and I turn back, adrenaline racing through my body. It never gets easier. I remember so vividly the night I came home to a house filled with the scent of blood and the lifeless bodies of my parents. The fucker had waltzed out the back door as I’d stood over their corpses and cried. He’d flashed his fangs at me and smiled.

Palming the stake through the skirt of my dress, I step through the doors to the club and scan the crowd for Mister Blondie. He’s gone. Fuck. It’s going to be hard to find him on a night as busy as this. I jump when a cool finger runs up the bare skin of my arm, that not-unwelcome tingle of need starting in my belly.

Turning, I see the cold blue eyes I’ve been fantasizing about staring back at me.

“Devin,” I croak.

His lip twitches. “So you remember me?”

Instinctively, I take a step toward him. “You’re hard to forget.”

“So are you … Willow.”

His tongue darts out to lick his lower lip, and my whole body lights up with desire. I want that tongue on me. Eyes filled with hunger, he looks me over before shaking his head. “You’re an angel.”

I frown, confused. “What?”

He flicks at my feathered white angel wings, and I can’t help but laugh. “Oh, right. Bar crawl. Drinks are free when you dress in costume.” Assessing him, I have to fight the urge to moan when I see he’s encased in leather pants, a black fishnet shirt, and his long hair is framing his face. “Who are you supposed to be?”

That devastating grin turns up his mouth, and I wish I could kiss it off his face. “I’m the vampire Lestat. Rock god, brat prince, sex lord. Take your pick.”

Hearing him utter the word “sex” makes lust roar through me. “Lestat wasn’t a sex lord.”

“No? I thought all vampires were. Isn’t that what they’re known for?”

“Sensuality, maybe. But, just between you and me, I think vampires are actually impotent bastards who get off on killing people because they can’t get it up.”

His eyes go wide, and he takes a small step backward. “That kind of killed the mood.”

Laughing, I try to rein in my crazy. “Sorry. I’m just not a vampire fan.”

He locks eyes with me and runs a hand over my arm. “Would you believe me if I said I’m not so fond of angels?”

“What? Everyone loves an angel.”

Shaking his head, he chuckles. “Clearly, you’ve never met one.”

I don’t know how to respond to that. Opening my mouth to change the subject, I stop when I catch a glimpse of Mister Blondie out of the corner of my eye. He’s walking down the hall with a girl wrapped in his arms as he flirts. As he rounds the corner and heads out of sight, I suck in a breath. Oh no. This is not happening tonight. Placing my hand on Devin’s chest, I push him back.

“Excuse me for just a minute.”

He stares at me, shock clear on his fucking beautiful face as I turn away from him and walk toward the vampire asshole.

The walking corpse looks up from his prey as I approach. He’s got her pinned against the wall, a look of excitement in his dead eyes. I want to shudder with revulsion but put on my best innocent, horny-sorority-girl act.

“Oh my God. I’m so glad I found you. Listen, I’m sorry I was rude before, but believe me, I saved you from my friend. She’s got a raging case of crazy, and you don’t want that.” His lips spread in a smile, and he releases the girl he’d been talking to as I sidle up to him. “Anyway, I was hoping maybe you’d be interested in hooking up? I give the best blow job on campus, and you look like you’re packing.”

“Oh, baby, you’ve got no idea what I’m going to do to you.”

I do. I have every idea. Working to control myself, I let him take my hand and lead me outside. I know I have to time this just right. If I pull out the stake too soon, he’ll snap my neck, but if I wait too long, I’ll be drained and dying in the filth of this back alley.

Taking the lead, I push him up against the wall and run my fingers over his body. I know he’s not hard. I wasn’t kidding when I’d told Devin vampires were impotent. “Are you ready to see what I can do?” I ask, batting my eyelashes.

He smiles, and I see a flash of fang. Shit. Hand drifting down my leg, I grip my only weapon and ready myself, but a fucking cat jumps out of nowhere, yowling and startling me.

“What the fuck?” He growls at me, gripping my arms tightly as I drop the stake to the ground.

And, here it is. The end of my life, all because of a mangy cat. Fuck.
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What the fuck just happened? Willow just flirted like a champ and then took off. I’m pretty sure I still have game. I mean, I’ve taken home married couples before. Married. But no, she doesn’t like vampires, and apparently, I’m so uninteresting, she got distracted by a shiny object and left. Meanwhile, I’m over here hard as a fucking rock and pining like a hormonal teenage girl. This is not okay by any stretch of the imagination.

Following her scent, I stalk down the hallway and find nothing. Just a back door that I’m sure leads to an alley. I hear the wail of what sounds like a cat before the distinct noises of struggling fill my ears. Shit. Is that her? Throwing open the door, I rush outside and stop with my jaw slack as I watch her take down a man at least twice her size.

“What was it you planned to do to me, asshole?” Her words are laced with venom, and fuck is she ever hot.

She’s got blood on her lip, and my fangs instantly extend, but the moment she plunges the stake in the guy’s chest, my veins run cold.

Holy shit.

She’s a hunter.

Backing away, I pray she didn’t see me as I slink into the shadows. Her breaths come in harsh gasps as she stands over him, waiting and watching as he finally flakes away to nothing. I can’t believe what I’m seeing. I knew she was tough—just the fact that she’d gotten the drop on me and knocked me on my ass when we first met proved that. But I’ve never met a hunter in all my years on this earth. They’re rare—kind of like urban legends. Now, here I am, my body desperate to claim her and never let her go. Wait, what? No. I just want to fuck her—over and over until she doesn’t know her own name.

Damn it, things are getting way too serious in my head. As she straightens her dress and picks up her stake—her fucking weapon of mass vampire destruction—I step farther back into the darkness and wait until she’s inside. As fast as I can, I blur around the building until I’m standing in relatively the same spot she’d left me. How the hell am I going to handle this? Obviously, she doesn’t know I’m a vampire. Or does she? Is she going to try to lure me with her amazing curves and the sweet smell of her pussy, only to drive that stake through my heart instead of my cock into her body?

My chest constricts when she comes into view. She’s typing on her phone with a smile on her face, as if she didn’t just slay a vampire two minutes ago. She’s so damn beautiful, but then I notice the spot of blood that darkens the otherwise pristine white of her dress. A warning. She’s beautiful, and she’ll kill me.

“Hey, sorry about that. I, uh, I had to, um … talk to someone.”

Shifting in place, I let my gaze land anywhere but on her face. “Yeah, whatever. It’s fine. Look, I’ve got to get out of here.” I don’t even know what I’m saying, but I can’t be around her and feel this way. I’m so torn.

Her small hand drifts across my chest. The feel of her skin brushing the mesh of my shirt makes any sense of self-preservation shatter. “What’s your plan for the night? My friend Alanna and I are going to a costume party. You want to come?”

Do I want to come? Fuck yes. In more ways than one. Biting my lip, I make a pained noise before shaking my head. “No. I’ve got to go. I’ll see you around, Willow.”

I turn and stride out the door, wishing I could go full speed to my waiting Harley. If I did that, she’d definitely know what I was.

“Really?” Her voice stops me in my tracks. She’d followed me outside.

Tensing, I turn to face her. “Yeah.”

She raises one eyebrow as she cocks her hip. “So, we’re just going to do the heavy-breathing-and-fuck-me-eyes thing?”

Holy hell, her mouth is like sin itself. Maybe she’d be worth the risk? As long as I got to come inside her at least once, dying wouldn’t be so bad. I was planning to basically live out the rest of my existence in a dormant state anyway. I could die with a smile on my face.

Stepping closer to her, I let my gaze roam her body. Her nipples press outward through the thin white fabric of her dress. Without a thought, I shrug out of my leather jacket and hand it to her. “You look cold.”

She laughs and shakes her head. I’m momentarily grateful she didn’t take my coat. If she’s a hunter, she’ll notice lack of warmth inside the jacket. “I’m fine. Besides, my wings are in the way.” A dark look fills her eyes, and she purses her full, pouty lips. “I know another way we can keep warm.”

I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from pushing her up against the wall and shoving my tongue in her mouth. Clearing my throat, I murmur, “Oh yeah? How’s that?”

Smiling, she takes my hand and pulls me down the sidewalk. “Dancing.”

“Are you trying to scare me away? It’s not working. I’m a fucking awesome dancer.”

“I thought you might be. You know, dancing is the best aphrodisiac there is. I always want to screw after a night at the club.”

Jesus. This girl. If she knows what I am, she’s not making it easy for me to tell. I need to be on my guard in case this is her way of trapping me. At the crosswalk, we stop and she turns to face me with a questioning look.

“What?” I ask.

She takes a harsh breath and rises to her tiptoes, warm skin pressing against my cool chest. Her hand slides behind my head, and our lips connect. I wrap my arms around her, heedless of the people now crossing the street as my tongue delves inside her mouth. God, she tastes like heaven. Her hips grind against mine, sending waves of arousal pulsing through me at the friction. I need inside her. I have to feel her body clenching around mine as I claim her. At the very thought of claiming her, Sariel pushes forward, wide awake now, but I’m not letting him get control.

He’s noticed my body’s reaction.

He wants to feed on her.

She’s fucking mine.
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Devin’s body is hard—everywhere. As our kiss continues to escalate, I realize we’re going to either have to take this inside or tone it down. A wolf whistle helps me decide, and I pull away, staring into his eyes. He looks different, his irises now a silvery blue rather than the bright ice blue I’d remembered them as. Maybe it was a trick of the light, or the raging lust between us. I’m sure I look like a wild mess. His hands had been tangled in my waves, and my lips, so carefully made up earlier, feel swollen from his kisses.

“We should get going.” I stumble through the words but manage to pull myself together enough to start across the street.

His hands never leave me, and I’m pretty sure if I suggested we find ourselves a bathroom so we can fuck until we’re both satisfied, he wouldn’t say no. But that’s not how I want this. Oh, I want him inside me, but this man is worth a lot more than a frenzied screw in a dirty bar. I want to watch him stroke himself before I take him in my mouth. To lick every inch of that muscled chest, tangle my fingers in his long blond hair, and pull until it hurts as he sinks deep inside me. Damn, the very thought of him is turning me on more, and all we’re doing is walking.

“So, dancing, huh? Are you going to dance with me, or will I need to fight off other men for your attention?”

I chuckle. “Baby, you’ve had my attention since you almost ran me over on your Harley.”

He smirks and slides his hand inside the open back of my dress. Tingles race up my spine, making me shiver.

“We’re going to have to heat you up somehow, Angel.”

I can’t help it, the nickname makes me melt into a puddle. I don’t think I’ve ever been willing to let anyone give me a stupid nickname, but his voice is a caress over my skin and I just want more. He can call me whatever the fuck he wants as long as he makes me feel like this.

Alanna is standing outside the club, two coffees in her hand, mouth hanging open as she takes in the sight of Devin.

“Hey. Sorry it took me so long.” I can’t hide my grin as her eyes bug out of her head. She’s practically drooling over the man next to me. “Weren’t you going to wait at Starbucks?”

She ignores my question. “You said you forgot something. I didn’t realize it was your own personal Greek god.”

Devin laughs, shaking his head. “Thanks, but I’m not Greek, and I’m a vampire, not a god.”

Squaring her shoulders, she stands a little taller. I don’t miss the way she pushes her breasts toward him.

“Are you hungry, vampire?”

The way she’s flirting makes me itchy. He’s not here for her. “Okay, that’s enough of that. Find your own man. This one is mine.”

Pushy? Yep. But I don’t have a single fuck to give. There’s something between Devin and me, and I want to find out what it is.

As we navigate the throng of sweaty, costume-clad people, I feel Devin’s fingers trailing a line up and down my spine. The music is dirty, sexual, and the bass line makes me want to grind my hips against Devin’s. I lean back, pressing my ass into his crotch, smiling when I discover his hardness. His cool lips feather over my neck, settling on my shoulder as he sucks and nips my skin.

“I’m going to get a drink!” Alanna yells over the music. “Do you want one?”

Devin and I both shake our heads, and I close my eyes, reveling in the sensation of his mouth on me. His hands drift across my belly until they grip my hips and pull me tight while he moves against me.

“Are you going to let me fuck you, Angel? Can I taste your sweetness before the sun rises and the spell breaks?”

Oh, sweet Jesus. Yes, he can do all that and then some. But, I want to make him work for it. He knows I want him, but it can’t be so easy. “Maybe,” I tease. “You’ll have to show me you’re worth the effort.”

He bites my neck, a little harder than comfort allows, and thrusts his rock-hard erection against my ass. “Does that feel like it would be worth your time?”

It certainly does. He’s large even hidden in his pants. I suck in a breath and turn to face him. “Oh yes.”

We dance together, never losing contact. Either his hands are on my body or mine are on his as the music morphs from one song to the next. Soon, I’m overheated, out of breath, and so fucking horny. I want to take him home or have him take me to his place. Now. But first, I need to sit, drink some water, and figure out the right time to proposition him.

Pushing away from him, I offer a sweet smile and cock my head toward an empty table. “I need a rest.”

He nods and follows, pulling my chair out for me like a gentleman, which is a little surprising. “I’ll get us some drinks.”

“Water?” My chest warms as he gives me a wink and a grin before turning away. God, I really like him. That’s not part of the plan. Attachments don’t go with my life—never have. More often than not, I end up packing up my shit and bolting without warning. But when he glances back at me from the bar and that damn smile of his crinkles the corners of his eyes, I fall a little harder.

Until a gorgeous woman walks between us, her long, dark hair falling all the way to her waist. His eyes flash—they actually fucking flash in the multicolored lights—and he follows her with his gaze. He must know her. I expect him to look back at me, but he pushes off the stool and stalks after her, leaving me without a word.

Asshole.
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It’s her. Selah. I can’t believe it, but as I follow behind her, I know it’s the truth. I can feel her connection to me, as if a thread is sewn into her soul and mine. Now that I see her, I have no clue how I could have mistaken anyone else for the woman in front of me. Devin fights with every step I take, but I can’t let her get away, no matter how weak I am. She’s only a few feet away from me, her hair swinging in long chocolate curls down her back. I can smell her fresh, clean-water scent, and I ache to hold her. She’s mine.

“Selah, wait,” I call after her, but she doesn’t turn. I try again. “Miss. Excuse me.”

This time, she turns, and I swear my heart gives a hard squeeze in my chest. Wide eyes the color of slate make contact with mine, and it’s like looking into the past. She’s here. She’s really fucking here, right in front of me. I must look like a crazy person, since the expression on her face is confused, and a little frightened.

“I’m sorry, do I know you?”

I can’t contain my excitement. “We … we knew each other long ago. In another life.”

Amusement makes her eyes twinkle as she assesses me. “That’s one I haven’t heard before.”

She smiles and turns to leave, but I catch her by the arm. “Selah, wait.”

Her eyes widen in confusion. Of course. Her name wouldn’t be the same, thousands of years later. But then she says, “H-how do you know my name?”

A thrill runs through me at the realization that I got her name right. But, in this life, she wouldn’t know me. How could I be so stupid? “I…met you years ago. You probably don’t remember.” I lowered my voice. “I could never forget you.”

Frowning, she shakes her head. “You’re right. I don’t remember. I’m sorry, but I’m not in the habit of talking to men I don’t know.”

“I’m Sariel. Nice to meet you. There, now you know me.”

“Sariel? That’s an odd name.”

I shrug. “I’ve heard weirder.”

She lets out a soft laugh, the sound covering me like a warm blanket. “True.”

Rocking back on my heels, I try to appear light and easy, rather than the emotional wreck I am on the inside. “So, I’ve introduced myself. Won’t you do the same?”

She smiles at the gesture. Even though it’s clear I know her name, I can tell she appreciates being given the opportunity to share it with me. “I’m Selah.”

“That’s beautiful. It’s a Hebrew musical term, isn’t it?”

Her eyes widen. “No one ever knows what my name means.”

“I’m a student of theology. I doubt there’s a name in the Bible I haven’t heard.”

Cocking an eyebrow, she grins. “Really?”

“I can even name every single one of the fallen. Want to grab some coffee somewhere less crowded and quiz me?”

I stiffen as a strong arm slides around her shoulder. That arm is connected to a tall, handsome man who looks like he wants to end my life here and now.

“Sea, is this guy bothering you?”

She puts her hand on his chest and smiles, shaking her head. “No. He thought I was someone he knew. Sariel, this is Adam. My fiancé.”

Rage burns in my chest as I stare at the man. Her fiancé? No one else can have her. She is mine.

He offers me a hand, but I sneer and turn my gaze on Selah. “You’re making a mistake. You are meant for me.”

I know I sound insane, but the pull I feel for her is too strong. I can’t control the rising panic.

Adam places a firm hand on my shoulder and pushes me back. “That’s enough. I don’t know who you are, but she’s definitely not yours.” Holding her closer, he looks into her eyes. “Come on, baby. Let’s get out of here.”

As they walk away, I try to follow, only to be assaulted by a splitting headache. The last thing I see is my soul mate walking away in the arms of another man before darkness takes hold.
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Motherfucker.

Sariel hasn’t been any trouble for almost five full years, and now he’s hijacking my body, and I’m pretty sure he just cock-blocked me. As soon as I’d been able, I took back control and slammed a wall between his consciousness and mine. I’m not as powerful as he is, but it’ll hold for a while. A hard tapping on my shoulder grabs my attention, making me turn around.

Willow looks like an avenging angel as she stands before me, her eyes blazing with anger. What the fuck had Sariel done?

“Are you serious?”

“What?” I can’t help but ask, even though I have a sinking feeling something very wrong just happened.

“You couldn’t even wait until I wasn’t in the room before you set your sights on someone else?”

Shaking my head, I try for a relaxed attitude. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

She stamps her foot and huffs. “That woman you followed. The one your eyes were locked on from the moment she passed you. Tell me that wasn’t what I thought it was, because it sure as hell looked like you’d found a better option.”

Oh no. He’d found his soul mate. No way was I letting him take over before our five years was up, not after I’d finally found Willow. “Oh, her? She’s my cousin. I haven’t seen her in years.” I’m such a terrible liar, and I’m sure she can see it written all over my face.

Pursing her lips, she stares me down. “Cousin, huh? Is she a second cousin? You looked like you wanted to do a lot more than catch up.”

Damn. I’d probably looked like I’d seen a ghost and wanted to fuck her. “Well, I didn’t. I haven’t seen her in a long time. I was surprised to run into her here.”

She rolls her eyes and bites out a terse “Whatever. I’ll see you around, Devin. I don’t have time for shit like this.”

Pushing past me, she storms toward the door, and panic grips my chest. She can’t leave. I need her. My whole being physically hurts at the thought of not being near her. Shit. I am turning into Galen. He was exactly this way when he’d met Reese. Crazy. Possessive. Obsessed. But that had been Sariel’s influence. Hadn’t it?

Willow stops about ten feet from me and turns around, stalking back in my direction. Hope flares in me until she gets closer and doesn’t even glance at me. To my surprise, she heads straight to the dance floor and grabs a man in a firefighter costume. He’s not ugly, unfortunately, and he definitely seems to like what he sees. Rage bubbles up in my chest as she lets him put his hands on her. My fangs descend, making me aware of my hunger. I’m going to kill him, rip his throat out right here in front of every last person in this club. But then Willow would know what I am. She’ll kill me before she has a chance to fall for me.

Clenching my fists, I work to control myself.

I will not commit murder.

I will not commit murder.

I will not commit murder.

The fucker just slid his hands over her hips.

I will not commit murder.

Then she looks at me. Fucking looks. And runs her fingers through his hair before pulling him close and pressing her lips to his. God-fucking-dammit! Taking measured steps, I close the distance between us, push the asshole a little harder than necessary, and toss Willow over my shoulder.

“Hey! What the fuck do you think you’re doing, Devin?” She kicks and claws at me, but I’ve got the upper hand. I know she’s strong, but I’m stronger, and there’s no way I’m letting anyone but me put their hands on her.

Willow is mine.
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“Devin! Put me down!” I scream at him, hoping someone will stop this as he strides through the doors of the club with me on his shoulder. No one bats an eye. Rape culture at its finest.

“Stop screaming. I just saved you from making a terrible decision.”

“I am a grown woman. I can fuck whoever I goddamn choose.”

He finally sets me on my feet when we reach his bike where it’s parked in the darkened alley. I fight the urge to knee him in the balls. Eyes burning with jealousy, he pushes me up against the brick wall. The cold stone is jarring on my heated skin.

“You’re not fucking anyone unless that man is me.”

His forehead is resting on mine, one hand trailing down my cheek, over my jaw, and then along my neck. An involuntary shiver runs through me at his nearness. He smells like leather, and as mad as I am at him right now, all I want to do is run my tongue along his neck. So I do. The groan he lets out makes a pool of desire collect between my legs. I need control of this situation. But he doesn’t seem to get that as he shoves his knee between my legs and lifts me so my thighs wrap around his waist. One hand skims my bare leg, running up higher and higher until he reaches the sheathed stake I’ve hidden there. Pulling it free, he holds it up and grins.

“Fighting vampires tonight, Angel?”

With a nervous laugh, I shift against him, fighting a moan when my core comes in contact with the hard length of him. His lips crash down on mine as I hear the sound of wood clattering on pavement. He’s tossed aside my only weapon. I should be shoving him away, collecting my stake, and leaving him behind. Instead, I let his fingers push past the barrier of my panties. An ache begins to build between my legs, a need to be filled. His fingers push deep inside me, and I cry out against his lips.

“That’s right. Let me make you come. Let me show you that I’m the only man you want.” His fingers move, curling and thrusting, coated in my wetness. Dipping his head, he bites down gently on my neck and trails kisses along my shoulder. “Fuck, Willow. I want to sink my cock inside you. Tell me yes. Tell me you’re mine.”

Right now, I’m pretty sure I’ll let this man do anything he wants as long as he lets me come. “God, yes, Devin. I’m yours. I’m so fucking yours.” Then, as if he’s punishing me, he removes his fingers and sets me down. “No,” I whine, hating how weak I sound. “Why did you stop?”

Linking our fingers, he pulls me toward his motorcycle. “You’re coming home with me so I can taste you properly—in my bed for the rest of the night.”

He hands me a helmet, forgoing one himself, and I climb on behind him, wrapping my arms around his waist and resting my head between his shoulders. I breathe in his scent and fight off the wave of arousal threatening to send my hand diving down the front of his leather pants.

“Hang on to me, Angel. We’ll be there soon.”

The engine rumbles to life, and we pull out of the parking lot. My mind is racing as the wind whips my dress around, my angel wings fluttering behind me as we fly down the street. Clearly, Devin isn’t interested in following speed limits. In what seems like minutes, we park in an underground garage. Looking around, I take in the shiny classic cars, the Range Rover, the Ducati. Shit, the man must be loaded.

“Are all these yours?”

He chuckles. “No. Just the Ducati and the Harley. I’ve got an Aston Martin back at my place too, but I like to feel the wind in my hair and the power of the engine between my legs.”

“You should wear a helmet. I’m surprised you haven’t gotten pulled over yet.”

Taking my helmet, he smirks. “I get pulled over all the time. I’m just highly skilled at talking my way out of tickets.”

“So, who has the car fetish?” Please don’t say girlfriend.

“My friend Galen. He spends most of his time at his home in Ireland with his wife and kids, but he keeps this house for visits. I get the added benefit of being a sort of permanent house sitter … when I’m not working out of state. I’ve got a place about forty-five minutes away too. This is just more convenient.”

“What do you do?”

He takes my hand and leads me to a stairwell. “I guess you’d call it … freelance. I go where I’m told. Sometimes the job is quick and easy. Sometimes I spend the better part of a year trying to get it done.”

I don’t know how to feel about that. He’s like me, a nomad. Although, I’m sure he doesn’t hunt and kill vampires. Instead of commenting, I stay silent, breathing him in and hoping he’ll put his hands on me. He’s exactly what I need. No strings attached. Just the fuck of my life before we both move on.
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Sariel is pushing at the wall I’ve put up. He’s trying to take control, and I’m not going to give in. I need to have Willow before he takes her from me. Or takes me from her.

“Do you know how much longer you’ll be in Seattle?” Her expression is unreadable, as though she’s working to cloak her emotions. This woman is a puzzle, and I’m dying to solve her.

I shrug noncommittally. “Until I get my next orders. But, I’ve only got six months left until they can’t tell me what to do anymore.”

Her eyebrow rises, and I can see the questions forming in her head. I don’t want to offer any more answers. Opening the door to my room, I pull her to me and crush my lips against hers. I can feel her pulse rushing through her veins as my hands slide over her body.

“Can we take off these damned wings now, Angel?”

Her soft laugh sends tingles of awareness over me. “Yes, please. But, only if you lose the vampire getup.”

Irony at its best. Closing the door behind us, I toss my jacket on the floor and pull my shirt over my head. Her eyes are on me, scoring my bare chest with hungry anticipation. When she takes her bottom lip between her teeth and lets out a little moan, my dick goes right back to the aching fullness it’d had in the alley.

“You’re so … built.” Her gaze lands on the muscled V at my hips. I know she wants to touch me, but this needs to last. This first time is going to forever be burned into my memory.

As she reaches out, I back away. “Not yet. Take off the dress.”

A small frown creases her brow before she slides the straps down her shoulders and lets the white fabric pool on the floor. Standing in front of me in only a lace bra and matching panties, she’s a vision. My cock gives a jerk beneath my pants, and I have to fight the urge to throw her on the bed and tear that scrap of lace off her.

“Now the bra.” The barely restrained growl surprises me.

She shakes her head. “Your turn. I’m pretty sure it’s called tit for tat.”

“So far I haven’t seen any tit.”

“Oh, you think you’re cute? Come on. Pants. I’m down to my underwear. It’s only fair if you are too.”

I hold back my laugh as I unbutton my pants and lower the zipper. Her eyes flash when she sees the bare skin underneath. “I’m not wearing any.”

A softly uttered “Shit,” leaves her mouth.

“Come here.”

“No. You come to me.” She stands her ground, feet planted, arms across her chest, warring for control. Damn, it’s fucking sexy as hell.

In my need, I give in, taking two steps toward her, relishing the satisfied smile on her lips. It doesn’t matter anyway, pretty soon I’m going to fuck her into oblivion and she’ll be begging me to dominate her.

Her hand inches toward my chest, making me wait as she decides where to touch me. Fingers hovering over my sternum, she finally presses her palm against my skin. I thought it would be light and tender, but she curls her fingers, nails raking over my tight abdomen until she reaches the light dusting of blond hair that trails down to my open fly. A pulse of arousal runs through me at the sight of her—the feel of her.

“Take what you want, Angel.” My voice is rough as I try to push through the tension radiating in my body.

Dropping to her knees, she slides my pants down my hips, freeing my aching cock. Her hands run up my thighs, over my hips, touching me everywhere but the one place I need her to fucking touch. God, she’s a tease. It figures. Then, her nails trace the length of my dick, sending sparks through me, and I kick my hips forward involuntarily.

“Eager?”

“So damn eager. I can smell you. You want me just as badly.”

“Close your eyes, Devin.”

Her husky whisper makes my balls tighten, but I do as she says. And then her warm, wet mouth covers me, and pleasure explodes down my cock. “Fuck.” The word is more of a hiss than anything.

I want to come, already, but there’s no fucking way I’m going to let that happen. Not yet. I need to be inside her. As she continues sucking me, my orgasm hovers on the edge, and I know that with just the right flick of her tongue, she could tip me over. That familiar coil of euphoria builds at the base of my spine, and before she can bring me to release, I pull out of her willing mouth, breathing heavily.

“Stop. Oh, fuck me, but that felt amazing.”

She rolls her beautiful eyes up to look at me, and a rush of emotion that has nothing to do with my need to come washes through me. “I didn’t give you permission to open your eyes.”

“Fuck your permission,” I growl, grabbing her arms and pulling her up, her skin against mine.

Reaching behind her, I unhook her bra and let it fall to the floor. Her amazing tits sway in the slight space between us until I cup them in my hands. Their full, heavy weight in my palms just adds to my raging need.

“Wrap your legs around me, Angel.” She does as I ask, the only thing between her slick pussy and my cock the thin barrier of white lace. As she grinds herself on my throbbing dick, I can feel her wetness through the fabric. “You smell good enough to eat.”

“Promises, promises.”

I toss her on the bed and have to brace myself as Sariel breaks through. Take her, Devin. Feed me.

Fuck. Do I really want to let him feed? I don’t want to share her with anyone. Then the gorgeous creature on my bed slides her hand between her legs and shimmies out of her panties. The moment her fingers delve into her wetness, I’m lost. My reservations about Sariel are gone. Crawling over her, I kiss my way up her legs until my lips find her femoral artery. Immediately, my fangs descend, and I’m tempted to taste more than her pussy. I want to sink my teeth into her and feed on her blood before I feast on her body.

“Jesus, Devin. Stop screwing around and fuck me. I love some foreplay, but if you don’t let me come around your cock soon, I’ll have to take care of myself.”

Laughter falls from her lips as I look up her body with a pout. “Where’s the romance in that?”

Her gaze turns heated. “I’m not looking to fall in love. Now come over here and fuck me like you mean it.”

“As you wish.”
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Honestly, I don’t want Devin to stop anything he’s doing to me, but things are getting a little too intense between us. I’m having … feelings. I can’t afford feelings. I just want him to take that long, thick cock of his and fuck me. Is that really too much to ask?

His lips continue blazing a trail across my body, over my stomach, and up to my breasts. As he sucks one nipple into his mouth, his fingers slide through my slick pussy, rubbing my swollen clit and sending delicious waves of pleasure through me. I’m ready for him. The wetness between my legs should be indication enough. Lining up the crown of his shaft with my entrance, he begins to push forward. The heated stretch of his invasion makes me pant in anticipation. But, like cold water thrown in my face, a feeling of dread crashes down, ruining the moment.

“Wait!” I cry. “Protection. W-We need a condom.”

He stills and releases my nipple. “Fuck. Hang on.” Pulling back, he sits on his knees and smiles.

My heart stops when his fangs flash in the light. Fangs. He’s a fucking vampire, and I almost let him inside me. Oh my God, I practically served myself up on a platter. Eyes wild, I search the room for some kind of weapon I can use against him, and of course, I have nothing.

His shrewd gaze finds mine, concern etched on his chiseled features. “Willow? What’s wrong?”

“Please tell me those are part of your costume, Devin.”

Confusion colors his face, and he reaches out for me. Instinctively, I scramble away, knowing I’m no match for a vampire in my current state. “Don’t fucking touch me! How did I not see this?”

“See what?” His innocent attitude makes me wonder if I’d been seeing things.

“Open your mouth.”

Doing as I ask, he parts his lips, and all I see are normal human teeth. No fangs. But they could just be tucked away wherever he keeps them. Gathering my clothes, I start pulling them on, not caring how put together I look. I need to get out of here.

“What are you doing?” There’s a slight hitch in his voice, maybe a note of panic.

“I need to go. This isn’t going to work.”

“It seemed like it was working pretty fucking well until just a minute ago.”

I shake off the desire to give in. Really, I just want him to hold me and kiss away any worries I have. But that would put his possible fangs very near my vulnerable skin. “I’m sorry. I just … I can’t do this. I’ll call a cab.”

As I search the floor for my phone, anxiety swells every second I’m in the room. Where the fuck is it?

Devin clears his throat. He’s wrapped a sheet around his waist and is holding my cell in his hand. “Looking for this?”

I take a deep breath. If he touches me, I might cave. I don’t know if I can handle that. Holding my hand out, I stare him straight in the eyes and pray he’s not what I fear he is. Slowly, like a cat on the prowl, he crosses the room, gaze never leaving mine.

“I don’t understand why you’re leaving.” He drops the phone into my outstretched palm but doesn’t stop walking until I’m backed against the wall and he stands a breath away.

Those penetrating blue eyes of his search mine. All I have to do is lean forward and we’ll be connected. “I don’t know you. I shouldn’t be here.”

He’s not touching me, but he might as well be. My nipples harden as he licks his bottom lip and his gaze drops to the tops of my breasts. One finger trails the line of my throat before his hand cups my nape and he pulls me against him. Fireworks erupt behind my closed eyes as his tongue presses into my mouth and he groans against my lips.

“Willow, let me in.” It’s just a whispered plea as he pulls away, but I’m gone. Lost to this man’s hypnotic stare and the promise of what he’ll do to my body.

The sheet covering him drops to the ground, and as soon as I nod, he rips the lace away from my skin and lifts me, sheathing himself inside me in one powerful thrust.

“Oh, fuck, Willow.” His groan makes me clench around him.

When he begins to move, I throw my head back, hitting it on the wall and not giving a fuck. His slow, shallow hip rolls drag the head of his cock across that spot, over and over. My toes curl, breaths come in gasps, and I dig my hands into his hair, loving the length as my fingers tangle in the strands.

His hands clutch my ass as he begins to pound into me, harder than I thought I was ready for, but damn, I love every movement.

“Kiss me,” he whispers in my ear.

I stiffen when his tongue licks a line down my throat, and he nips my neck before returning to my lips. As he moves deep inside me, my pleasure begins to climb, so close to the edge. I moan, grinding my hips against his so hard, he bottoms out inside me. “Holy fuck,” I cry, the sensation too much. “I’m coming.”

He growls in response and increases his pace, chasing his release with me. “Say my name, Willow. Tell me who makes you feel so fucking good.”

The waves of my orgasm hit me as soon as he lowers his head and covers my nipple with his mouth. The pleasure is so intense, taking me under as I scream his name. My eyes roll back in my head, and I swear I see stars. He swells inside me and pulses, long and deep, his knees shaking as his thrusts become erratic.

Releasing my breast, he draws lazy circles around my nipple with his tongue as we both come down from our high.

“That was …” he starts, but then just rests his forehead on my breastbone. “I don’t think I can describe what that was.”

“Earth-shattering comes to mind.”

“Life-affirming,” he offers.

“Hot as fuck.”

He nods. “Yes. Hot as fuck just about covers it.”
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Willow is still clutching my shoulders as I walk us back to my bed. I hadn’t meant to feed on her, but I knew if I was discreet, I could taste her and give her the best orgasm she’d ever known. I hadn’t been wrong. My own heart is racing, hammering against my rib cage in a way I hadn’t experienced since I was human. She buries her face in the crook of my neck, our bodies still joined, and my senses overwhelmed with her.

As I lay her on the mattress, I slip myself free of her and rest my shaky limbs next to her on the bed. I can smell her hair and feel her warmth. Without a second thought, I pull her to me, wrapping her in my arms. I’m fucking spooning. Shit. I don’t spoon with anyone. But the idea of letting her go makes my chest ache.

“Devin, you didn’t use a condom.” She states this in a slow, even voice.

Pressing soft kisses to her shoulder, I close my eyes tightly. Fuck. Did I just knock her up? Sariel makes everything work, and I mean everything. In my lust-induced stupor, I’d forgotten that having him banging around inside my head makes me an incubus. How could I have been so stupid? My raging need to sink inside her had eclipsed every other care I had.

“I’m sorry. I got so caught up in you. I’m clean. I swear it. I’d never do anything to hurt you.” What the hell is falling from my lips? I sound like a pussy-whipped fool. But fuck, it’s all true. The idea of hurting her makes my stomach twist.

She sighs and nods. “I’m clean too. I’ve always used protection, and I just got checked last month when I renewed my birth control.”

Something inside me breaks when she mentions being with another man. I knew she wasn’t a virgin, but hearing it and knowing it feel very different. I don’t want anyone else to fucking touch her—ever. I pull her tighter to me and run my nose along her neck, breathing in her soft, sweet scent.

“Then we’re good? We’re both healthy, and you’re on birth control. Nothing to worry about.”

“Sure.” Her voice sounds distant, as though something else is on her mind. I shouldn’t care. I’ve sated my lust and my hunger tonight. I should be done with her, but all I want is to hold her and hear what has made her heart heavy. Goddammit.

Shifting, I put some space between us as I roll to my back and thread my fingers together behind my head. I need to stop touching her so I can clear my mind and move on. Getting attached won’t do me any good. I’ve got an expiration date. But then she rolls over and rests her head on my chest as she slides her arm across my waist. Unable to resist, I free one hand and run it through her dark red tresses, sending the juniper scent of her shampoo into the air.

“I should go,” she whispers.

Stilling my fingers, I tense. I don’t want her to leave, not now. “Stay.” What the fuck am I doing? No. She can’t stay here. I’ll be dead to the world in little more than three hours. Where am I going to spend the day, in my fucking closet?

She shakes her head and moves to get off the bed. “No, I … I don’t do sleepovers, Devin.”

“Who said we’d be sleeping?”

Her long hair cascades down her naked back, painting a beautiful picture that I commit to memory.

Glancing at me over her shoulder, she smirks. “We’d sleep eventually.”

“At least let me give you something to remember me by?”

Rising to my knees, I wrap my arms around her shoulders and pull her back against my front. I’m hard and ready to bury myself in her heat again. She shivers and lets out a soft sigh as my hands cup her breasts.

“Just once more, Willow. Let me make you scream before you leave me.” It’s a little too close to pleading than I’d like, but I can’t let her leave without making love—fucking—one more time.

Standing, she turns to me, and her gaze falls to my throbbing erection. One eyebrow rises before her eyes flick to mine. “Wow, that was fast.”

I grab her hand and draw it toward my cock, needing some kind of contact. “It’s what you do to me. I need you to fix it.” It’s the truth. I need her.

Smiling, she pushes me down on the bed and crawls over me. Her mouth finds mine as she straddles my hips. A slow, sensual kiss makes my heart do unfamiliar things as her core grazes my shaft. Tingling begins in my mouth, signaling the oncoming descent of my fangs. No. I can’t let them come out, not now. Squeezing my eyes shut, I will them to stay concealed as I push her lips away from mine.

“I want to watch you ride me, Angel. I can’t do that if you’re distracting me with that beautiful mouth.” Oh yeah. I’m real smooth. A regular fucking Casanova.

In answer, she grasps my cock and lowers herself down inch by inch, moaning softly until I’m fully seated inside her.

“Condom, Willow.” I bite the words out, the sensation making my toes curl.

“It’s okay. I’ve got an IUD. It would take a miracle for me to get pregnant.”

As she rides me, the selfish part of me wants nothing more than to let her keep going. But the closer I get to spilling my seed, the stronger my sense of foreboding. Fuck. I can’t come inside her again. If Sariel feeds from her again so soon, it will hurt her. I promised I’d never hurt her.

“Oh, fuck, Devin. I’m close.” Her breathy groans and the tightening of her pussy around me have my balls tightening and my own orgasm building.

“Willow. You have to stop. I can’t—”

“Stop. Talking.”

Planting her hands on my chest, she moves over my cock with abandon as she closes in on her pleasure. Her eyes are on me, an expression of wonder in them as she begins to give in to the sensation. I see it the moment her climax reaches her. Eyes widening before taking on an almost pained look, she cries out my name in a harsh whisper. I can’t take it. I have to finish. Rolling us over, I brace my arms on either side of her and thrust deep into her body while she rides out the last waves of pleasure. I pound into her until I feel my release racing through me, and at the last moment, I pull out of her and stroke my length.

“Oh my God, Devin.” Her gaze is locked on my glistening cock as I begin to pulse in my hand and my orgasm spills onto her belly.

I groan and shudder, not able to look away from her as she watches me come.

As much as I loved finishing inside her, witnessing her as she stares down at the evidence of what she does to me might be the single most satisfying thing I’ve ever experienced.

In this moment, I realize I don’t want to let her go.

Ever.
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I feel like a creep as I sneak out of Devin’s room and search for the door I know will lead me back the way we came in. He’d fallen asleep with his arm draped across my hip, and as much as I want to stay, trace the lines of his face, and memorize the shape of his mouth, that’s not what this is supposed to be. So, as quietly as I could, I slipped out from under him and readied myself for the walk of shame.

The sun has just begun to rise, turning the sky from a deep, dark blue, to a blanket of soft violet and gray hues. A shiver runs through me in the predawn chill, and I wish I’d planned better and brought a jacket. I shake my head against the complaint, knowing the car I’d ordered would be here soon enough. I will myself not to think about Devin’s body, strong and steady as he moved over me, into me—or how he shuddered and his eyes changed to that silvery blue as he came, a wonderful tenderness taking the place of his usually cocky smirk. Damn, now I’m horny and wishing I hadn’t left him.

My Uber pulls up, and with one longing glance back at the house, I get in. I’ve got too much on my plate for a distraction like the beautiful man inside. Even if he’s got a magical cock and a body I want to cover in chocolate and lick like an ice-cream cone. Stop it, Willow! I shake my head to clear my mind of him and focus on the day ahead.

I’m surprised when the driver pulls up in front of my building after only a few minutes. I’d assumed we lived farther apart, but I could have just walked home and been here in less than half an hour. My body is sore in all the right ways, and as I unlock my door, I debate taking a shower or a nap.

I stop. Do I really want to wash Devin off me? I can almost smell his skin on me. No, I need to rip the bandage off and move forward. There will be no pining, no aching need to be with him, no heartbreak. Pulling at my clothes, I drop them in the laundry basket, realizing I’ve left my stupid angel wings at his house. I suppose they’ll be my parting gift. Something for him to remember me by.

As I stand under the spray of water, running my hands through my tangled hair, I wonder what he’s doing. Maybe he’s still asleep, or he might be looking for me. I wouldn’t have minded a round of sleepy morning sex before we called it good on our one night. Ugh, my nipples are hard and my breasts ache for his hands—and his mouth. I lather the shampoo in my hair and rinse, applying a thick coat of conditioner in hopes of taming the frizz. While I wait for it to soak in, I add some soap to my hands and begin scrubbing my body. He’d come on my belly. That thought sends a jolt of need straight to my clit. The visual of that moment is burned in my memory, the sounds he made as he pumped his cock and emptied himself onto me. I shiver, and this time, it has nothing to do with being cold.

My fingers drift over my abdomen and up to my breasts, lingering, caressing, and wishing Devin were here. A deep pain blossoms as I touch my hardened nipple, shocking me out of my haze of arousal.

“What the fuck?” As I stare down my body, my stomach turns as I see two pinprick-sized puncture wounds, almost healed and so small I wouldn’t have noticed them if it hadn’t been for the pain.

“Motherfucker.”

But how? I’d slept with him. He was a fucking vampire. Vampires can’t have sex. But somehow I’d let him inside my body. And he’d fed on me.

I’m going to kill the asshole.
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“This is ridiculous, Galen. Sariel’s turned me into a fucking girl!”

Galen, the damned bastard that he is, just stands in the kitchen and laughs. I mean, really laughs. He’s got tears in his eyes and his stupid face is turning red. I hate him.

“I’m sorry. Oh, bloody hell, who am I kidding? I’m not fucking sorry at all. After all the shit you gave me about Reese, I’m more than happy to watch you languish.”

“I don’t know what to do. It’s been a week since I’ve had her, and I can’t stop thinking about her. Jesus, just the smell of your damn wife’s hand lotion makes me think of Willow.”

Galen’s eyes narrow. “What about my wife?”

“Her fucking lotion smells like juniper.”

“I’m well aware of that.”

“Willow smells like juniper. I get hard every time I smell the damn scent.”

That makes him stop laughing. “Reese?” he calls. She breezes in, that scent carrying with her, and I can’t help my reaction. My cock lengthens as my thoughts land on Willow’s firm tits in my mouth and hands.

“What’s going on?” She’s got the baby strapped to her chest in some kind of flower-patterned carrier.

“Throw away your lotion.”

“Why? I like it.”

He kisses the top of her head and wraps an arm around her. “We’ll get you something new. You know how much I love it when you smell of vanilla, a ghra.”

“I thought you didn’t like it when I smelled like a cookie. You said you didn’t want to spend all day wishing you could eat me.”

He nuzzles her neck, whispering in her ear. Trying to tune them out, I focus on twirling the cigarette I just pulled from my pocket. Reese’s cheeks turn pink as she giggles and swats his hand away. And now I want to puke. Shoving away from the island, I start toward the door. “Okay, show’s over. Thanks for the chat.”

I’m out of the house and breathing in the fresh air faster than I need to. Technically, I probably don’t need to breathe more than every few minutes, but it’s an important behavior and something people notice. If I sat across from someone who was even remotely observant, they could tell if I wasn’t breathing. Once, on a subway, I’d leaned back, closed my eyes, lost in thought, and forgotten to fake it. A helpful paramedic had started administering CPR before I could stop him. Not the most comfortable way to meet someone.

I opt for a walk rather than taking my bike tonight, needing to slow everything down so my head and heart can start working together instead of fighting. As I roam aimlessly through the city, I find myself standing outside a karate dojo, a wide bank of windows spanning the second floor. She’s there, heading up a class filled with adults. Well, that explains her ability to knock me on my ass.

She moves with the practiced grace that can only come from strength and focus. My heart gives a pained thud as I observe her, the serious expression on her face making me wish I could be giving her reason to smile. Then her eyes are on mine from across the street. The fury behind her gaze doesn’t match the way I’m feeling. Surely she can’t be looking at me. I turn to glance behind me, but no one else is on the sidewalk at this time of night in the middle of the week. Everyone is at home, eating their dinner, bathing their children. When I look back, she’s gone from the window and the class is breaking up, people gathering their bags and shoes, chatting amongst themselves.

I’ll just wait here. She’s bound to come out, and then I can kiss the frown off her face and replace her anger with desire. But minutes pass, and she’s nowhere to be found. The lights go off in the dojo, and a man leaves, locking the door behind him. Where the fuck is she? The woman is like a damn cat; she needs to wear a bell.

A flash of deep red hair catches my eye as she jogs away. She’s clearly dressed for a run. Tight jogging pants hug every curve of her toned legs, and I can make out an armband holding her phone. I don’t want to scare her, but she’s running fast, like she’s trying to escape something. I pick up my pace as I follow her, needing to hold her in my arms. Her scent fills my head, and without being able to touch her, my need escalates, causing my cock to strain painfully against my fly.

“Willow,” I call, hoping she’ll turn and smile when she realizes I’m here. Instead, she stiffens. Oh, she heard me all right, but with a quick glance over her shoulder, her face pales and she breaks out into a full-on sprint. Fuck.
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The vampire bastard is following me. Just what I need. A stalker with a big dick and fangs. Why did I have to love his body so much? I know he could catch me easily if he wanted to, but I run as fast and hard as I can in hopes that I’ll be able to get away instead of having to fight him now. I’m tired. My body aches from a full day of classes and sleepless nights spent dreaming of him. He must’ve used some sort of hypnosis on me, because I’m not afraid, just fucking pissed off. I’ve got a stake tucked under my shirt, though, and I’ll use it if I have to.

I’m so close to my building, only a few feet away from the stairwell. I can make it, although nothing will stop him if he really wants to get to me. The sound of his footsteps as he gains on me sends a thrill and a tremor through me at the same time. Am I excited that he might want me, or worried about having to fend him off because he’s decided to kill me?

“Jesus, Willow. What the fuck’s going on?” His hand grips my shoulder, and the asshole is actually pretending to be winded. I want to punch him.

Pulling the stake out from under my shirt, I round on him, shoving him into the darkened corridor. He stares, wide-eyed, as I press the sharpened wood against his chest, directly over his heart.

“What are you doing? Willow … what the hell?”

“Oh, don’t play innocent. You’re a fucking vampire. I saw your fangs, and you fed on me while we were fucking.”

He’s infuriatingly confused as I continue holding him in place. I know he could snap my neck right now, but he’s not even trying. Why isn’t he trying? Doubt creeps in, and I take a steadying breath. Stepping away, I release him. He lets out a sigh of relief until I pull out a small pocketknife. As he watches, I run the blade across my forearm, dark red blood welling immediately. It hurts like a son of a bitch, but I know it’s the proof I need. His eyes dilate and fix on the wound. He’s shaking with the effort of holding back.

“Open your mouth, Devin.”

“Why are you doing this? Can’t you see things with us are different?” His voice is rough, but his gaze never leaves my arm. “Willow, I’d never hurt you.”

Anger blooms in my chest. “What about all the other people you kill? Show me your fucking teeth!”

Closing his eyes, he does as I ask, and my stomach sinks when I see the long, sharp incisors.

I was right.

Without warning, he grabs my hand and presses the stake to his chest. “Go ahead. I’ve only got a few more months left anyway. Just end it now.”

What the hell? He’s suicidal? That’s a new one. Something feels off about this whole situation. Every vampire I’ve ever encountered killed with abandon, didn’t care about anyone other than himself, and lusted only for blood. But Devin? He’s tender, he fed from me without hurting me or draining my blood, and it’s clear his body functions very differently from the others.

With a grimace, he groans and clutches his head. As soon as he opens his eyes, I realize something is very wrong. The beautiful ice-blue irises I’ve dreamt of over the last few weeks are gone. In their place are eyes so silver, they almost glow. His posture is different as well. Devin holds himself with a rakish swagger, but this creature standing before me is almost regal.

“What are you?” I ask.

Smirking, he lifts his chin with a haughty air. “Put your stupid little stick down, Willow.” His voice is different. Rather than the relaxed baritone with just a hint of a Southern drawl, all traces of a sexy accent are gone. This man’s diction is crisp and clean, almost textbook.

I square my shoulders and press forward, the point of the stake sinking a little deeper.

He laughs. The asshole laughs. “You’re not going to kill him. He’s precious to you, I can tell. Now put the damn stake down before I have to hurt you. Devin said he wouldn’t harm you, I never promised anything.”

His silver eyes flash as he walks forward and grips my throat with one hand. The stake clatters to the ground as I give in. He smiles and releases me.

“Thank you, Willow. Let’s take this somewhere less … obvious. We need to talk.”
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I should just kill her right now. I could easily push her down the stairs after snapping her neck. Devin hasn’t yet realized the reason for his desire for this fierce little woman, but I know. I can feel the pull of his heart, the connection between them. I’ve felt it before, between Galen and Reese. She is meant for him.

I can’t let him have her. That wasn’t part of the deal. Five years to sow his oats, to fuck everything he could until he’d fade into oblivion and I was free to use his body for my own purposes. And my Selah is here, alive and so close. I can’t let him spend the rest of Willow’s existence in control. If I do, Selah will be long gone and I’ll have missed my chance. I’ll have lost the woman I’ve been searching for over the last two millennia.

I won’t let that happen.

She stands outside the door to what must be her apartment, her shoulders tense as she slips the key into the lock. Her hand pauses on the knob, and before she opens the door, she rounds on me. “Just so you know, I’m not in the habit of bringing vampires home. I’m completely prepared to kill you, but I hope you won’t give me a reason.”

I can’t help but laugh. “If you wanted to kill me, you should’ve done it when you had the chance. Now, let’s go inside, little one.”

Her eyes narrow and her jaw sets. I’ve hit a nerve.

“Don’t call me that.”

“Oh, that’s right. What was it Devin called you? Angel?” I run my hand over her shoulder and can feel Devin fighting for control. He doesn’t like it that I’m touching her. “If you give me a chance, I’ll make your toes curl and your thighs quiver so hard, you forget his name.” I couldn’t do it, actually, but I need to push her away from him. I can’t do that if she thinks he needs saving.

A hard glare lands between my eyes as she opens the door. “Okay, what the fuck is going on? You’re clearly not Devin, but he was here a minute ago. Is this some Doctor Jekyll and Mister Hyde thing?”

“You might want to sit down.” I gesture inside. “This might take a while.”

Posture stiff, she refuses to sit, instead leaning against the couch, eyes never leaving me. “Speak or get out.”

“Are you religious at all?”

“What does that have to do with anything?”

A bitter laugh escapes me. “It has everything to do with this situation.”

“Fine. I was raised in a Christian home … until they were killed.”

Nodding, I sit on the ratty old armchair across from her. “Okay, short answer. I’m a fallen angel. My name is Sariel.”

Her jaw drops, but she recovers quickly, gathering her composure before motioning for me to continue.

“Devin is my willing vessel.”

“Why would he choose that?”

“He had his reasons. But I suppose a big part of it was that he’s in search of redemption before he dies. His soul is trapped in purgatory, awaiting judgment. He’ll tell you it was so he could use his dick, but I know what’s in his heart. He wants to earn his place in Heaven.”

She frowns. “But he’s a vampire. Aren’t they damned by definition?”

“Oh, you humans and your black-and-white morality. Everyone can be saved as long as their soul isn’t owned by Lucifer. Devin didn’t choose to become a vampire. His soul wasn’t forfeit. As soon as he realized he could be redeemed, he stopped killing and sacrificed his body to save his friend.”

“What do you mean, sacrificed his body?”

“I fell for the love of a human woman, my soul mate. God punished me by taking my wings, making my body mortal, and sending the great Flood to claim us all. Selah was lost to me, but while my body may have died, I am an angel. I can’t be killed. I’ve been existing inside the bodies of vampires for the last two thousand years, moving on when I had to, waiting for Selah’s soul to return and wake me.”

Cocking an eyebrow, she gives me a dubious look. “You seem pretty damn awake right now. And I can guarantee you, I’m not your fucking soul mate.”

I laugh at the venom in her words. “Believe me, little one. I know. But Devin made a deal with me. He cannot be distracted by you. I’ve found her—here in this lifetime—but he’ll fight me for control because of you. I need you to promise you won’t let him deny me.”

“Why? So you can kill him? That’s what he made it seem like.”

Sadness takes hold in my heart as I lower my guard and let Devin hear the words I’m about to say. I haven’t shared this with him yet, but they both need to know the truth. “For the sake of his immortal soul, he has to follow through with our agreement. If I have to move to a new body before we accomplish our task set by my Father, Devin will die and his soul will descend to Hell.”

Devin stops fighting me. His shock runs through my head.

You fucking bastard.




[image: ]

[image: ]

 

 

[image: ]

 

I hate angels. There, I said it. Nothing but trouble comes from dealing with them. As I sit on the edge of the pier, my feet dangling over the ice-cold water, I try to process everything I’d just learned. Sariel holds my soul in his angelic palms. I have no guarantee of salvation. And the worst revelation—I’m falling in love with a woman I can’t have. There was no way Sariel would let me love her beyond the remaining few months of our bargain, and if I tried, he’d take over and destroy me. All he needs is a willing body to transfer himself into. I’ll die and burn in Hell while he continues his search for his lost love.

The air pressure changes behind me, making my ears pop. Rolling my eyes heavenward, I let out a long-suffering sigh. Gabriel.

“What do you want, Feathers? I’m not much for conversation at the moment.”

“I want you to do your job. You seem to forget your purpose.”

“I didn’t forget, but I wouldn’t be lying if I said I’d hoped you’d forgotten about me.”

The pompous angel laughs. He fucking laughs at me. “You’re needed.”

Getting to my feet, I turn to face him, wishing I could run from everything, take Willow with me, and escape.

“I see the fear in your eyes, Devin. You can’t hide from this.”

Raking my hands through my hair, I take a steadying breath. “Where do you need me to go?”

“Home.”

A sinking feeling takes hold in my gut. “Home, where?”

“To Galen’s house. We need to collect their child.”

“I can’t do that. I’ve never even seen him. They’re keeping him away from me. Reese thinks if Sariel sees him, something will happen.”

Mouth thinning to a firm line, Gabriel crosses his arms over his chest. “We need access to him, but I can’t get inside. Warding the house against angels means all angels. Sariel is the only one who can get through because of the boy’s connection to him.”

“I’m still not clear on all this. You told them Sean was Galen’s son. Why did you lie?”

Shrugging, he takes on a haughty expression. “I didn’t lie. The child is Galen’s as well as Sariel’s.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

“Sariel made it possible by infusing his grace into Galen’s blood. They became one and the same while Galen played host and Reese is descended from the same bloodline as the current incarnation of Sariel’s soul mate. It might be confusing for your tiny brain, but this child is as much Sariel’s as he is Galen’s.”

“And you just let them ride off into the sunset, thinking they’d be safe and free of all this shit?”

“I thought it would end for them. Most Nephilim don’t manifest any powers. Sean has, and the Watchers sensed it.”

“You said it yourself, the house is warded. Why would I take him anywhere that might put him in danger?”

“Devin, you don’t seem to understand the urgency of this. Without our help, the boy will be a target until this war is over. Do you know how long this could take? He can’t spend his entire life locked in a house. He needs us to bind his powers and shield his grace. If his powers get out of control, he’ll be hurt.”

I shake my head, starting forward and pushing past him. “Galen and Reese will never let me take him. They’ve never even let me see him.”

Without warning, my chest tightens and fire races through my veins as the angel hits me with his full power. I’m immobilized as a bright white glow fills the dock. “You will take him with or without their consent, Devin. If you do not, I will smite you where you stand and bottle up Sariel without hope for release.”

Fuck. My whole body hurts, and I know he’s not kidding. I’ve seen him smite before. It’s not pretty, and it doesn’t look like fun. Letting out a cough disguised as a laugh, I force a response through the pain. “Fine, you winged asshole. But, you’d better promise not to hurt the boy. He’s innocent.”

The world around us darkens as he backs off and the pain recedes. “You have seven nights. Get him outside in one piece, with or without his parents. I promise, no harm will come to him. You forget, we are first and foremost protectors of God’s creatures.”

I shrug, and malice colors my tone. “Sure, that’s why you leave them to the wolves day in and day out. That’s why you let them fight wars in the name of God.”

“He gave them free will, Devin. Not us. If I had control over their actions, no one would die by violence, but that is out of my hands.”

“Yeah, well, it’s fucking shitty.” A pang of loss shoots through my chest as I recall a long-buried memory of smiling blue eyes just like mine, chubby little hands, and curling blond hair. Her soft voice calling out to me. “Daddy! I missed you.”

I have to press my hand to my chest to stop the ache. Not now. I’ve kept her away for the last two centuries. I can’t afford to be thinking of her now.
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I’m such an idiot. I let him leave. I can’t believe I let Devin leave without so much as a warning for him to stay the fuck away. In all honesty, I think I didn’t have any say in what happened after Sariel revealed himself to me. Fucking angels. I’ve got enough to worry about without heavenly bodies joining the mix.

As I stare at my computer screen, eyes burning from the hours of research, I’ve come to realize one thing. I’m in deep shit. My mind continues to wander, and I wish things were different, that Devin was just a hot biker rather than the very thing I’ve sworn to extinguish from this earth. Especially when the idea of killing him makes my chest burn with the urge to cry. I don’t want to hurt him. The thought of never again seeing those penetrating blue eyes as he smiles at me makes my throat tight.

Slamming shut my laptop, I shove at the stack of books on my desk. “Goddammit!”

Why do I want him so much? Even now, as I wander to my bedroom window, I’m hoping to see his figure standing under the streetlamp. It’s been two days since I let him go, and all I want is to see him. I’m a traitor to my family and to their memory. The sidewalk is empty, save a lone cat licking itself clean on top of the mailbox. Lucky bastard. All he has to worry about is finding his next meal and staying out of the way of traffic. Rolling my shoulders, I pace my room until I can’t take it any longer.

I shove my phone into the pocket of my coat and pop in my earbuds, turning on my most upbeat playlist. I need to run this shit out. The moment my feet hit the pavement, I feel better. Everything fades away as my sole focus becomes the cadence of my breaths, the feel of the ground under my feet, and the cold night air whipping my cheeks.

I run until my lungs burn and my muscles start to shake. Turning back when I can’t take it any longer, I walk and allow my mind to wander. Where is he now, and what would I do if I saw him? My nipples, horny little assholes that they are, tighten at the simple thought of Devin. I swear to God, I can smell him in the breeze as I round the corner to my building. And then I realize why.

He’s there.

Standing under the fucking lamppost.

And I want to kiss him and kill him all at the same time.

Instinctively reaching for my stake, I approach him cautiously. “What are you doing here?” I hate how breathy my voice is.

He raises his hands in the air, innocence wrapped in a sinful package. “Willow, I’m not going to hurt you.”

“Maybe not me, but you’re still a killer.”

His face darkens with some expression, and if I didn’t know better, I’d say it was hurt. Then an arrogant mask takes its place, covering the vulnerability. “You still want me to fuck you. I can smell it on you. You’re dripping for me.”

Damn it, he’s right. Squeezing my legs together, I try to fight the pulse of need that rushes through me, straight to my core. “I can want to fuck you and still need to drive a stake through your heart.”

Taking a step toward me, he pulls his lower lip between his teeth, and I fight a shiver of desire. “As long as you let me inside you …”

He licks his lips. “One.”

His hand snakes around my waist. “More.”

His lips hover over mine. “Time.”

And I’m gone, tipping my head up and letting him have me.

I’ll kill him later.

When his hips press hard against me, I can feel his thick erection as he pushes me backward, into the stairwell. Our kiss grows heated, deepening as he thrusts his tongue into my mouth and lifts me until I can’t help but wrap my legs around his waist.

“Why do we always end up like this?” I ask as he trails his lips over my jaw.

“Because I can’t keep myself away.” His breath comes out in a shudder. “I need you.”

Oh, he’s a swoony fucker. But something in his tone sends a stab of something uncomfortably stronger than lust straight to my heart. “Then take me.”

I press my breasts forward until they’re crushed to his chest, and if it weren’t for my thick jacket, he’d know exactly how aroused I am.

“Oh, Angel, I’m going to have you all fucking night.” Gripping me tightly, he starts up the stairs, and without the need to hide his true nature from me, we’re there in seconds. “Give me your key. I don’t want to let you go.”

I do as he asks, not wanting to break contact either. We’re inside and on the bed before I can say a word.

He pulls the zipper down on my coat, peeling it from my body with careful movements. I’m clad in a sports bra and running tights, and when he lowers his head to lick my collarbone, I squirm. Shaking his head, he unhooks the holster holding my wooden stake from its place around my waist. “We won’t be needing that.”

I know he’s right. I couldn’t kill him even if I wanted to, not now, not with him worshiping my body like a dying man receiving his last meal. His cool fingers brush the band of my sports bra, sending goose bumps over my skin.

As he frees my breasts, a fire burns behind his eyes. “You’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, Willow. I could spend eternity lost in you.”

Oh Jesus. The man is some kind of mind reader. He seems to know exactly what to say to make my panties melt. “Can you start eternity right now?” I need him to put his hands on me.

His tongue traces my nipple before he pulls the tightened bud into his mouth and sucks. A delicious tingle runs through my breast, shooting all the way down to my swollen clit. I buck my hips toward him, desperate for some kind of friction.

“Not yet,” he murmurs around my breast. “Not until you’re so worked up, you’re begging me to let you come.”

“I’ll beg you right now. But I want your cock inside me. I need you, Devin. Please?” I am not ashamed of myself in the least. The only thing that will satisfy me right now is him, and I’m not going to deny myself the pleasure only he can give me.

Thrusting his hips, he grinds himself over my pussy. I toss my head back on a groan, loving the sensation of him, hard and thick against my aching core.

“Take off your clothes, Devin. I want to touch you.”

With a slight nod, he pulls his shirt over his head, muscles moving enticingly on his bare torso. There’s something to be said for a sculpted male torso, and that something is: yum. My mouth waters as he pops the button on his jeans and lowers them to the floor. His cock juts forward, so long and, just fucking huge. It’s intimidating, even though I’ve experienced it.

I move to my hands and knees, my bottom half still clothed. His fingers grip my hair, and I know what he wants.

“Tell me, Devin. Tell me what I can do for you.”

A harsh growl comes from low in his throat. “Suck me. Bring me to the fucking edge, make me forget everything but your mouth.”

The moment my lips engulf his throbbing shaft, his grip tightens and his whole body tenses. A moan falls from his lips as I slide over his length and take him as deep as I can. Wrapping my hand around his base, I stroke in time with my mouth until his dick pulses and swells even further. He’s close. That much is apparent. A hiss escapes him when I grab his balls and begin rolling them in my hand as my tongue tickles the head of his cock.

His strong hands in my hair pull my head back, but I resist, taking him all the way to the back of my throat and sucking hard. “Fuck. Shit. Stop, Willow.” I ignore him, flattening my tongue and pressing it against the underside of his beautiful length as I run my teeth across the sensitive crown. His breath comes in sharp pants, and when I roll my eyes up to see his face, I’m distracted by the taut, defined muscles of his abdomen. They’re tense, and his whole body is trembling.

“Willow, I’m fucking coming.” I think he realizes I’m not backing away, so he moves his hips in shallow thrusts as I massage his tight balls and sink down as far as I can take him. The long, guttural groan that fills the air makes arousal burn through me. Then he’s pulsing, the taste of his orgasm filling my mouth as I swallow everything he offers me.

He strokes my hair and murmurs something I don’t understand as I pull free of his softening cock. Sitting back on my heels, I offer him a shy smile, because this is tender Devin. He’s put aside the swagger in favor of his true self. And when he looks at me, I see so much more than desire in his eyes. I see the man he has hidden under layers of defense and solitude.

I don’t care that he’s everything I shouldn’t want. I don’t care that I’ll have to give him up in order to save his soul. All I want is to make him look at me like that for as long as I can.
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I’m still reeling from the mind-blowing orgasm Willow gave me with her luscious mouth. I tried to hold it together, to keep myself from coming, but she looked up at me like I was her fucking world and licked me like a damn lollipop. I’m only a man, vampire or not. Now, she’s sitting there, grinning at me as though she’s got a secret.

Gently pushing her backward on the mattress, I crawl over her, kissing her forehead, her eyelids, the ridges of both cheekbones, everywhere but her lips. She’s sighing, following my face with hers as I avoid the one place I know she wants me. I brush my tongue along the shell of her ear and whisper, “You are the most erotic woman I’ve ever known, Angel. Let me make you come.”

She arches her back, offering her breasts to me. “Yes, please.”

Her hands drift down her belly, to the top of her pants, but I stop her. “No. I want to do that.”

My palms slide over her tits, down her stomach, and with one smooth motion, I remove her leggings and panties and toss them behind me. She’s bare, her creamy skin glowing faintly in the dim light of the room. Parting her thighs with my shoulders, I kiss the spot just above her neatly trimmed pussy. I can smell how much she wants me, and my cock hardens even though I’ve just spent myself only minutes earlier.

Gliding my fingers through her folds, I groan as I find her slick, hot, and needy. She’s swollen and so fucking ready. Placing one hand on each of her toned thighs, I fit my shoulders between them and nip at the protruding bone of her hip. Her knees are shaking, and when I look up to find her eyes on me, hooded and dark with desire, I know I can’t tease her any longer. I part her with my fingers and touch my tongue to the rise of her needy little clit. Her hips buck and twist, as though she thinks she needs to get away from me.

“No escape. I’m going to make you scream.” Before she can answer, my tongue is on her, and I press two fingers deep inside her.

A strangled moan rips from her throat, and her tight heat clenches around my fingers. I’m desperate to sink my cock into her and fuck her so hard she sees stars and my name is the only thing she knows. Sucking the sensitive bundle of nerves into my mouth as I pump my fingers in and out, I start humming my approval as she becomes wetter and surprised gasps fill the air. She’s closing in on her pleasure, her knees shaking and feet sliding along the bed.

I pull back, forcing myself to take my mouth off her. I promised her I’d take her to the edge, and that’s what I intend to do.

“Why? Oh, Devin. I was so close.” Her frustrated whine is exactly what I wanted to hear.

I trail one finger over her, barely touching the sensitive flesh as I watch her face. Her eyes roll back, and a sigh falls from her lips. Then, her fingers are in my hair, and she’s shoving my face back down with a growl. Raising her hips, she grips my hair so tight it hurts, and I can’t help but groan at the force behind her need. I can’t deny her any longer, not with the taste of her in my mouth and the soft pleas she’s making. I don’t think she even realizes she’s begging. My cock strains, and I want desperately to be inside her. Tightening the focus of my tongue on her pussy, I concentrate solely on her swollen clit. A sharp cry echoes off the walls, which turns to a groan as I sink two fingers deep into her body. She’s squirming, her hands fisting in my hair, and then, with a fucking sexy as hell cry of my name, she’s coming on my tongue, on my fingers, and my dick throbs against the bed.

I continue licking and sucking even after her orgasm has crested, because, damn, she tastes so fucking good. Her hands in my hair tug as she pulls my head up toward her.

“Stop. Oh God, please stop. It’s too much.”

I can’t help the smirk turning up the corner of my mouth. Sariel pushes, begging me to feed. “I need inside you, Willow. Are you ready?”

She shakes her head, rolling over and opening her side table drawer, producing a gold foil package. She hands the packet to me with a stern look furrowing her brow. “You’re not getting me pregnant with some crazy vampire baby. I learned a lot about Watchers after meeting Sariel. There’s no way that”—she gestures at my raging erection—“is coming near my pussy unless it’s got a raincoat covering it.”

Cocking an eyebrow, I let out a low chuckle. “You’re on birth control.”

“No deal. You’re lucky I’m not making you double bag it. I’m not the mothering type.”

Sariel roars in my consciousness. I can’t feed like that.

He’s going to have to deal with it. If she doesn’t want to risk it, I’m not going to force the issue. We’d already been careless the first time. The last thing I want is to saddle her with a child I won’t even be around to take care of. I turn the condom over, assessing.

“What?” She sits up and slides a hand up my leg.

Embarrassment floods me. “I … um … I’ve never used one of these.”

Her jaw drops, and at first I think she’s going to laugh at me. A slight burn of hurt runs through me, but I don’t think she truly realizes how long it’s been since I’ve been in a position to need anything like this.

“But … you’ve had sex before me. You’re too good at it to have been a virgin.”

I am good at it—fucking amazing if her moans and screams are any indication. “Of course I’ve had sex. I just … I haven’t had an orgasm in over two hundred years. Condoms weren’t readily available when I was human.”

“Wait. You haven’t orgasmed in two centuries?”

Shaking my head, I stare hard at the pattern stitched into her quilt. “Not until you.”

“You’re not serious?”

Without understanding why, I reach out and press my palm over her heart. “There’s so much more here. You’re meant for me. I don’t know when I realized it, but it’s true. The pull between us—you feel it just as much as I do.”

This could go either way. She could laugh in my face, reject me, and run for the hills, or she could admit the truth. When she rises onto her knees and cups my cheek in her small hand, I know she chose the latter. She’s mine.

“I do. I feel it. I hate that I want you so much, but I can’t deny it either.”

My shoulders release all the tension they’d been holding. “I don’t want to let you go, but I can’t always control Sariel. He needs to feed, and I don’t know if it’s safe for you.”

“How is his feeding different from yours?”

“You said you did your research. How do you think it happens?”

She blushes, the rush of blood to her cheeks making my own hunger come to life. My fangs threaten to descend, but I force back the urge. No use pissing her off and reminding her exactly what I am.

“Sex? But how does that work?”

“Well, when a man and a woman love each other very much—” As soon as the words leave my lips, I wish I could take them back. She takes in a sharp breath, pulling her bottom lip in between her teeth and staring at me.

“Has he fed from me before?”

I thank God for her not so subtle detour. Our conversation had been on a course for serious admissions that I know we aren’t ready for. “He has. Once. But, when it’s spaced out, there’s no risk to you.”

“Except for pregnancy?”

“Right. There is that.”

She lets out a nervous giggle. “I can’t be pregnant. I mean, it was just the once.”

“It’s doubtful.”

“Right.”

The room is tense, and all the heated passion between us has fizzled as she looks down at the condom in her hands. “Devin?”

I move off the bed, heading to my crumpled pants on the floor. Without a word, I grab my phone and turn on some music. “Lie down, relax. That’s enough talking for tonight, Angel.”

She doesn’t fight it. Instead, she curls up on her side and lets me slide in next to her. Her juniper scent fills the air around us, and I breathe it in, committing it all to memory as I pull her body in close. Slowly, her breathing becomes deep and even as I stroke her hair and just … watch. I count the constellation of freckles on her arm, connecting the dots and creating the Pleiades with my finger. She sleeps, snuggling back against me and humming softly, a happy little noise that sends a pulse of adoration through me. Holding her tight, I kiss her hair and close my eyes as I fight a wave of dread.

I can’t let anything happen to her.

Not Sariel.

Not me.

[image: ]

[image: ]

 

Devin is in love. Though he hasn’t realized it yet. Damn it all. I watch from my prison inside his head as he worships at Willow’s altar, stroking her long, flowing hair, kissing her, and most of all, cherishing her. No. This wasn’t supposed to happen. I know what I need to do. Find him during a weak moment and use all my strength to overpower him. I’ve taken over once already, and that was before I’d fed. I’m stronger now, just biding my time until Devin’s guard is down. As he continues to focus solely on the woman in his arms, I realize that this is the time.

His eyes are heavy, the comfort of being with Willow making him feel the desire for sleep—however unnecessary. I use a small pulse of my energy to suggest he rest, that he fall into a sort of twilight slumber. As his grip on control weakens, I coil all my power, ready to spring as soon as he’s gone.

“I don’t want this to end, Devin.” Willow’s voice is clear as day when I take control. Her body has lost that boneless weight of sleep.

Fuck.

Devin is locked away, probably still unaware I took control at all. Tensing, I scramble to figure out what to say. In the end, I know I can’t let him have her. Selah is out there. Granted, she’s with another man, but I’ll remedy that as soon as I get the chance.

“I have to go.” I put on my best Southern drawl and slide out of her bed, making a mad dash for Devin’s clothes.

“Are you serious?” Hurt colors her voice, and I wish it didn’t have to be this way. But she’s not for me. This is so different from Galen and Reese’s situation. Then, I’d thought Reese was mine. I’d tried to keep her for myself. Willow is not mine by any stretch of the imagination. She’s Devin’s soul mate, and I’m the selfish bastard who’s going to keep them apart.

“This was … fun. Thanks. I’ll see you around, Willow.”

I can’t look back at her. As much as I want to feel nothing for this woman, I live in Devin’s body. His heart is crying out for her, and I know I’m breaking her to pieces.

“Devin, don’t you fucking walk out that door right now.”

My gut clenches, but I stiffen my shoulders, remaining silent, and reach for the knob.

“You are such an asshole. Fine. Go. But, I promise you, the next time you see me, you’ll have a stake sticking out of your goddamn chest.”

As I pull open the door to her room, I feel the air shift beside my head as something flies at me. A shoe hits the doorframe with a hard crack. Once I’m free of her bedroom, I blur out the front door and into the night. I can’t be near her and risk discovery. If she figures out that I’m not Devin, she’ll forgive him. I can’t take that chance.

I have to find my Selah and prove myself to her.
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Standing outside Galen’s house, I listen to the noises of a family settling in for the end of their day. High-pitched giggles assault my ears, working their way into my heart. Through the wide window, Galen’s tall frame appears, a broad smile across his lips as a dark-haired little boy clings to his father’s back. He’s happy. Truly happy.

“All right, little man. It’s time for bed. You heard your ma. You should have been asleep an hour ago.”

Sean only holds tighter, laughing hard as Galen pretends to shake him off. “Da, I need a story.”

“Fine. One story, but then it’s to bed with you, understand?”

Sean nods his head and climbs down from his dad’s back. He looks so much like Galen, there’s no question of his parentage. A pang of hurt lances me at the thought of the child Selah and I should have had together. The baby we lost. Would he have had my eyes? It isn’t fair to know I gave Galen and Reese their son when my own was taken. As Galen takes his boy’s hand and leads him out of the room, I find myself following, searching for any way to keep them in view. I don’t want the spell to break. I don’t want to face the reality of my situation.

“What the hell are you doing?” I don’t recognize the deep voice coming from behind me. “You’re pathetic, Sariel.”

Turning on my heels, I ready myself to fight, but the sting of a needle in my neck and the burn of something being injected into my bloodstream stops me. The world blurs, tilts, and goes dark before I can utter a single word.

[image: ]

[image: ]

 

What the actual fuck just happened? The last thing I remember was drifting off enveloped in Willow’s beautiful scent, with her warm body against mine. Now I’m lying in a fucking ditch, my blood burning as the sun begins to rise. Trying to get to my feet, I realize quickly that I’m bound in chains. Had Willow done this? Was it all just a ploy to hunt and kill me after all? No. I’d seen deep inside her heart the last time we’d been together. But, how did I get here?

“Shit!” No one is around and I have no fucking clue where I am. Out in the open, that’s for damn sure.

As my skin itches and tingles, panic sets in. I can’t die like this. I have a job to do, a soul to save, and a woman I don’t want to leave.

“Sariel!” I shout the name into the hazy gray morning.

He doesn’t answer. I can feel his presence, but only faintly. He’s quieter than he has been the last five years we’ve been together. Something is not right. And considering the fact that I’m about to be vampire barbecue, I’d say, multiple somethings aren’t right.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck.” I twist and work my limbs as I try to break through the metal holding me. If I can get free, maybe I can find some way to hide from the sun. I’ll bury myself in the damn ground if I have to. But I’m not able to move. I’m weak, and I don’t understand why. My head is pounding. My eyes feel gritty and heavy.

I call out Sariel’s name again, pleading for some kind of assistance. Nothing. Not a single pulse of energy from the lazy ass. If the Watcher won’t help, I’ll have to call my least favorite angel.

“Gabriel!” I feel like an idiot, shouting the name of the messenger of God into the lightening sky, but I’m desperate. I think I’ve been drugged. “Oh, come on, Feathers! Please! This is my hour of fucking need right now.”

I heave a sigh of relief when my ears pop as the pressure changes in the air. Craning my neck, I look behind me to see Gabriel standing over my bound form, his arms crossed, a confused expression on his face. “How?”

I shrug to the best of my ability. “I just woke up like this. I don’t know what the fuck happened.”

“Where’s Sariel?”

The sun is cresting over the hill. It’s the last line of defense before I’m toast, and if the heat on my skin is any indication, I have to get the hell out of here, like, five minutes ago.

“Not to be ungrateful or anything, Gabe, but I need you to poof me out of here and to a dark space before I go up in flames.”

His eyebrows rise as he clearly realizes I’m right. It’s disorienting. One moment his hand is making contact with the crown of my head as I feel a sickening tug in my belly, and then I’m safe, unbound and in my own room, in my own apartment. The smell of something burning fills the air around us, and when I look around, I realize it’s me. My skin is an angry red, curls of smoke rising around me.

Gabriel clears his throat, an obvious attempt to get my attention, because he doesn’t do human very well. Small things like breathing and blinking tend to be the last behaviors he remembers.

“Thank you,” I grumble. God, he’s such a pain.

“That’s not what I want. I need to figure out how this happened.”

Shaking my head, I sit on the edge of my bed, exhaustion weighing on my shoulders. “I have no clue.”

Then the fucking angel grabs my wrist and slashes it open in one swift movement before he takes a taste of my blood.

“What the fuck, man? Angels don’t drink blood.”

“I’m not drinking it. You have fed from the dead. Why would you do that?”

I drank dead blood? When the hell had that happened? “I’m not stupid. I’d never willingly drink dead blood.”

But it explains why I feel this way, why I’m weak. Dead blood has none of the properties contained in the blood of the living. The essence of life is what feeds us. Not drinking from the dead is one of the few rules we have to abide by.

“Willingly. I think that’s the key word.” He places his hand on my head and closes his eyes. “Sariel is weakened as well. But his damage is deep inside. He’s been bound. The only one who could do that is an archangel.”

“Awesome.” The sarcasm is thick in the single word. “So, which one of your brothers is working against us?”

Frowning, Gabriel shakes his head. “None.” He runs his hand over his face and looks up. “Rest. I will return when I have more information. I think it would be best if you stay here for a few days. Someone is obviously after you.”

“Wait. Can you unbind Sariel?”

“I can, but before I do, I need to make sure it wasn’t Sariel himself who did this. You said you don’t remember. Is it possible that he took control? Has he tired of your vessel?”

That doesn’t make any fucking sense. Sariel and I have a deal. Why would he destroy the body he’s waited to take full control of for so long? We’re months away. But, he might have hijacked my body for his own devices. Selah comes to mind.

Gabriel puts his hand on my head again, and I can’t do anything other than sit uncomfortably as he pokes around inside my mind. Pressure fills my head, until I feel the wall separating Sariel from me crack and then crumble.

“He had control, but it wasn’t him who made you drink.”

“Well, then, who the fuck was it?”

“Lucifer.”

Oh, shit.
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Had that really happened last night? I swear I’d been in the afterglow of lovemaking with the most beautiful man I’d ever met, both of us feeling a lot more than we’d expected, and then, he walked out my door. He’d told me it was … fun. Asshole. A small part of me wonders if Sariel had anything to do with Devin’s behavior, but he hadn’t sounded or felt any different. This is why I don’t get attached, right here. Now, instead of focusing on my class, I’m torn up over Devin—a fucking vampire.

Squaring my shoulders, I widen my stance. My sparring partner, Brent, is on it tonight, landing way too many strikes for my liking. As I work to give him a run for his money, I’m finally able to leave Devin’s hurtful dismissal behind. Right now, I need to have my head in the game to avoid a fist to the face. We both bounce on the balls of our feet, dodging and striking over and over as we demonstrate for the class. Typically, teaching is my favorite part of the day, but I can’t be happy and enjoy it today.

Glancing up at the clock, I smile inwardly when I realize there’s only five minutes before class ends and the studio closes. All I want is a hot bath, a big glass of alcohol—any kind will do—and maybe a session or two with my vibrator. Just because I’m mad at Devin, that doesn’t mean I’ve forgotten his amazing tongue and thick, long cock.

Pain blossoms across my lip and jaw as my opponent’s foot connects. I fall backward, unprepared for the blow. The room goes silent as the students all seem to collectively hold their breath. Wincing, I roll my head from side to side and bring my fingertips to my burning lower lip. It comes away bright with blood.

“Shit,” I mutter as I ignore my partner’s offered hand and get to my feet. “Okay, so that’s a good example of why you need to stay focused.” My face throbs, the swelling in my jaw already causing stiffness in the joint. “I think it’s time to close up. Have a good week, everyone.”

“I’m sorry, sensei.” Brent has been a student at the dojo for a long time, and we’ve sparred countless matches. None of them where Brent got in a hit on me. Until today. Fucking Devin.

Waving a hand, I shake my head and start for the door. “I wasn’t paying attention. You were just doing what we’ve been taught. I’m the one who let my face get in the way of your foot.”

“You want me to get some ice?”

“I’m going home. I’ll take care of it. Besides, I’m sure it looks worse than it is.” I’m lying. It hurts like a motherfucker, but the last thing I want is for Brent to think he needs to care for me.

He shrugs and walks with me until we leave the studio, locking up and parting ways. My phone chimes with an incoming text, and I sigh. I don’t want any distractions tonight, especially now.

Drinks at McCoy’s. You coming?

Oh, Alanna. In all honesty, if I didn’t have a split lip and a jaw that might or might not be dislocated, I might take her up on it.

Can’t tonight. Split my lip. Need to ice and rest. Be careful and have fun.

I know she’s going to be disappointed. I barely spent any time with her at the bar crawl, and haven’t seen her since.

I see someone you know.

She sends me a photo message immediately after. It’s Devin, his long hair combed and tied back at the nape of his neck. He’s wearing a leather jacket over a dark shirt, and my nipples stand at attention at the memory of his body.

Alanna sends me another text.

Come on. You know you want to. He’s been sitting here, nursing a beer, looking like you kicked his puppy. I thought you two were sort of a thing.

Examining the photo again, I can see dark circles under his eyes. His face is drawn and paler than normal. He looks hungover, which I know is impossible. My heart gives an uncomfortable squeeze at the idea of him being distraught. Is that over me? Or is something else happening, something sinister enough to upset a vampire?

As soon as I arrive home, I strip and step into the shower, washing away a day’s worth of sweat, and now some blood from Brent’s well-placed kick. Devin’s face keeps flashing in my mind as I shampoo my hair. Then I’m filled with the fire of righteous anger.

He’d cast me aside like a booty call. I am not a fucking booty call. Towel drying my hair as quickly as possible, I twist it into a high bun and inspect my lip. It’s swollen, but not terrible. There’s a shadow of a bruise on my jaw, but it’ll look worse tomorrow. Tonight, with a little help from the concealer I bought at Sephora, I’ll be able to camouflage and minimize the damage.

By the time I’m ready, dressed in a tight-fitting top with a plunging neckline, and low-waisted skinny jeans, my stomach is in knots. He’s probably already gone. I send Alanna a message, asking if she’s still at McCoy’s. Her response sends a thrill through me.

Yes. And so is he.

Hailing a cab, I make it to the firehouse-themed bar in only a few minutes. I straighten my shirt, make sure my tits are on full display, and walk through the door, smiling through my turmoil. I catch sight of him instantly. But my heart drops when I see him smiling, with a blond-haired beauty sliding her hand over his thigh. He’s giving her the look. The one that says, baby, I’m going to rock your world if you say yes.

Stalking to the bar, I order a beer and make my way to Alanna. She’s seated on the other end of the bar from Devin, her beer is half-empty, and she’s clearly got her eyes on someone.

“Who’s the lucky guy tonight?”

Jutting her chin forward, she directs my attention to the table in the corner. Two handsome men, all broad shoulders and kind eyes, wave at us. Perfect. If Devin thinks so little of me, he won’t mind if I find entertainment elsewhere. Orgasms are like currency: some people are charitable and giving; others make you work for it. I’m feeling rather giving tonight, and I think this new guy is in need.

“Well, come on. Let’s get over there.” I think I surprise her when I say this. I’m not one for the overly predatory gestures.

“Uh, okay.”

We take our beers with us as we approach the two men. Both offer us wide, beaming smiles. I slide into the seat next to the one named Alec, while Alanna sits by Drake. After only a few minutes we learn that they’re both marines, stationed across the water in Bremerton. Marines. That explains the shoulders—and the muscles.

The hairs on the back of my neck stand up, and a chill runs through me.

“You okay?” Alec asks, his arm going around me and pulling me closer. “It’s kind of cold in here with that door open.”

Devin is staring at me, I don’t know how I know, but I do. I can feel his eyes like daggers on me. Snuggling closer, I turn and whisper, “I don’t mind the cold as long as you’re here to keep me warm.”

Alec chuckles, and I see his gaze drift to the valley between my breasts. “I’ll keep you warm all night long, baby. Just say the word.”

A firm, cool hand grips my forearm, and I turn, face-to-face with the man who holds the power to break me.

“What do you want, Devin?” Acid coats every word that falls from my lips.

“You’re kidding, right?”

He does look terrible—and beautiful. Those icy eyes are blazing with fury, and they snap from me to Alec’s hand as it tightens on my shoulder.

“Get your hands off what’s mine.”

I laugh, a harsh and bitter sound. “Yours? Now I’m yours? I don’t think so, Devin. Go back to your snack. I’m busy here.”

I know I’m flirting with disaster at the moment. Devin’s jaw clenches as I lean closer to Alec’s warm body, and I swear, my blond-haired vampire lets out a feral growl low in his throat.

Alec puffs out his chest. “Back off, man. Lorelei, do you want to get out of here?”

Lorelei? Shit, right, I’d given him my alias. Devin laughs, his self-satisfied smirk sending rage through me.

“Oh, I see. Fine, Lorelei, have your fun.” He walks away, shaking his head.

“What the fuck was that?” Alanna breathes the words on a sigh. She’s flushed and flustered.

“That was a wolf trying to mark his territory.” I can’t help but flick a glance Devin’s way. The blonde is gone, and he’s back on his stool, facing me now. His intense gaze is locked on me, following every move I make, until he pulls his phone from his pocket and begins typing. A grin lifts one corner of his mouth as my own cell begins chiming. Text after text light up my phone.

You can’t even give him your real name. How do you expect him to make you come?

I can make you scream around my cock so many times, you see stars.

I can sink myself inside your body so deep, I touch parts of you no one else can reach.

A heated blush races up my cheeks as the visual of exactly what he’s talking about flashes before my eyes. Clenching my thighs together, I shift in my seat. And another text comes through.

You’re wet right now. Because of me.

“Excuse me,” I mutter, shoving my phone in my pocket and heading for the bathroom in a rush.

As soon as I round the corner, Devin is there, locking the bathroom door behind him. He pushes me up against the wood, his hands caging me in. His lips meet mine in a desperate kiss, teeth and tongues, breaths coming harsh and unbridled as his hand finds my breast.

“You’re mine, Willow.”

I stiffen at the words before I knee him in the balls and unlock the door.

“Fuck off.”
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Pain unlike anything I’ve felt in a very long time grips my balls, runs down my legs, and coils in my stomach in the form of nausea. I let out a grunt because it’s about all I can muster as I collapse to the floor. I attempt to get to my feet and follow the little spitfire who holds my heart in her hands, but any movement sends waves of misery through me. Taking short breaths, I work to push the pain away. My recovery period is blessedly short due to my nature, but I’m still weak, still suffering the aftereffects of drinking poisoned blood.

Hobbling through the bar, I glance at the table where Willow had been letting that douche paw her. Empty. Fear lances through me, eclipsing the dull ache in my crotch. She’s mine. I’ve told her as much. There is no way that man is getting inside her, and the fact that she’d consider him leaves my heart hollow and cracked.

As the cold outside air hits my skin, I’m revitalized, and my focus sharpens. She’s near. I can smell her in the air. My cock threatens to rise, and a momentary flash of panic hits me. I’m recovered, but not ready for that. A soft giggle floats on the air, turning my head and drawing me in. Picking up my pace, I run toward her. My chest tightens when I see them. His hand cups her pert ass, fingers delving into the back pocket of her jeans, but she’s uncomfortable. I can see the hesitation in her posture. Her friend is loving the attention, tossing her blond locks and flirting shamelessly with the other guy, but my Willow is leaning away, trying for space.

I stand in the shadows, watching and waiting. Willow is pissed at me, but I don’t know why. I’m sure Sariel did something when he took control of me. Hoping I can explain and get her to trust me again, I tell myself she’ll come around.

“So, what happened with Devin?” Willow’s friend, I think her name is Alanna, asks the question in a singsong voice.

Alec tenses and removes his hand from Willow’s pocket, thank Christ. “That guy is unhinged. He’s not your husband or something, is he?”

Shaking her head, Willow crosses both arms in front of her and sighs. “I don’t want to talk about him. He was just a mistake I made a few times. It didn’t mean anything.”

Red colors my vision. Didn’t mean anything my ass. It meant fucking everything, and she knows it. I want to storm over to her, scoop her up, and bury myself inside her against the building just to prove how much it meant. Fuck. This woman is going to be the death of me.

“He seemed pretty upset,” Alanna says.

Yeah. Pretty fucking upset. I like this Alanna chick. I think she’s on my side.

“I don’t want to talk about it, okay?”

Alanna shrugs. “Fine. Let’s go dancing.”

Her date pulls her closer and nuzzles her neck, while Alec tries to do the same to Willow. But my girl deflects, stepping away and not letting him get his hands on her.

“Come on, baby. Don’t be like that. I thought we were going to have a good time tonight.”

He kisses her before she can react, and my hands ball into tight fists. I want to fly over there and rip his still-beating heart from his chest. But I can’t. Willow is independent, and clearly, she knows how to defend herself. A loud crack fills the air as she slaps his cheek. Yeah, she’s fine. She’s fucking amazing.

“You bitch!”

She pulls herself into a fighting stance as he fumes and raises a hand to lash out. Oh, no way is that happening. In the space between heartbeats, I’m there, gripping his arm and twisting until I hear the bone creak with strain. A scream rips from his throat as I hold steady.

“Move one fucking muscle, and your bones are going to be poking through that pretty tattoo on your arm.” My words come out on a raspy growl. Glancing at Willow, I ease off just a bit. “You okay, Angel?”

She nods, placing a hand over mine. “Devin, let him go.”

It takes me a few seconds, but eventually I do as she asks. No use wasting any more of my energy on this guy.

Alanna’s eyes are wide, and I can tell she’s trying to figure me out. “You guys had better get out of here,” she says to the two men. “Sorry, Drake. Your friend is a little too rapey for me to be comfortable with.”

They don’t argue, instead choosing to run like the scared little shits they are. Their platoon would be ashamed.

A cold ache takes up residence in my gut as we stand together, Willow’s hand still on me, Alanna standing beside us.

“Devin, are you all right? You look sick.” Willow’s voice holds a warm, affectionate concern. I know she feels for me. She was lying when she said I didn’t matter. She had to be. Her palm cups my cheek, and I can’t help but lean into her touch. “You’re burning up.”

I sway in my spot and cough, spitting out blood.

“Jesus, Devin!”

I try to walk, but crumple to the ground. I need to feed.

“Shit. Alanna, help me get him into a cab.”

The world around me is filled with black spots and gray edges as consciousness threatens to disappear. I’m held up on either side by these two angels, and all I want to do is hold Willow tight as the darkness closes in.

When I wake, I’m on her bed, in a dark, empty room. Soft murmurs flow in from the living room, making me tense. If Alanna is still here I won’t be able to talk to Willow. Shuffling through the doorway, I see that the noise is coming from the television. Willow is curled up on one corner of the couch, a blanket around her legs and a bowl of popcorn in her lap. She’s watching some show about ghost hunters with rapt attention, but when she hears me, her head snaps toward me and those luscious lips turn up in a weak smile.

“Hey. You’re up. I’ve been checking on you every thirty minutes since we got here.”

“Thank you.” My voice is a hoarse scrape over gravel.

“What’s wrong with you? Vampires don’t get sick.”

My whole body aches with the desire to sit. Gesturing to the free spot on the couch, I raise my eyebrows in question. When she nods, I gladly sit. “Someone poisoned me. Made me drink blood from the dead.”

“Who? When did this happen?”

I shrug. “I don’t know. The last thing I remember is holding you while you slept. Then nothing until I woke, chained and out in the open as the sun rose.”

“What?” Her shock and concern make a tendril of hope bloom in my chest. Maybe she hasn’t tossed me aside completely. “Who would do something like that? How did you survive?”

“You said you’ve met Sariel. How much did he tell you?”

“That you want to save your soul. You agreed to take him so you could save your friend. That he’s searching for his soul mate.”

“There is so much more to this situation, Willow. I think I need you to know, because I have a feeling you’re a part of this whether you want to be or not.”

Her hand finds mine, and that tiny bit of hope grows. “Then tell me.”

“I will. But first, I have a favor to ask.”

“What?” Her tone is dubious.

“I need to feed. The reason I haven’t recovered yet is that I haven’t fed.”

“Why didn’t you feed? You had your pick in the bar.”

“I can’t. Not anymore. I tried at the bar, but … my body only reacts to you. I need you to tell me it’s okay to take your vein.”

“You’re kidding, right?” She backs away, snatching her hand from mine.

“I’m not.”

“I can’t let you bite me. What if you kill me?”

Reaching up, I run my fingers across her cheek. “Angel, I would never hurt you. I’d rather die.”

“Do you promise you won’t take too much? I don’t want to die, and I don’t want to become a vampire.”

The thought of damning her soul makes my blood turn to ice. “I promise.”

“Fine. But if it hurts, I’m stopping you.”

A small smile begins to spread across my face. “It’s not going to hurt. Tell me where you want it.”

Pulling her hair to the side, she bares her neck. “If we’re going to do this, I suppose straight Bela Lugosi is the classic option.”

Chuckling, I lean in. My fangs descend and pierce her flesh.
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“Oh, holy fuck.” Pleasure runs from my neck straight to my clit as he sinks his teeth into my skin. The pull of his mouth as he sucks me sends wave after wave of orgasm through my body, and I’m just a quivering mass of euphoria. I’m sure my panties are drenched and my nipples are pulled so tight, they hurt. I understand now why vampires have been immortalized in literature as sexual beings. This is fucking amazing. I could die right now and never see it coming.

As my head begins to swim from the overwhelming sensations, he breaks his hold on me and sits back. Through the haze of arousal, I see him bring his thumb to his mouth before he sweeps the pad of it over my neck. A faint sting covers the place he’d fed from.

“Are you okay, Angel?” His voice sends shivers down my spine.

I nod drunkenly. “I’m so good. How about you?”

He looks better. In fact, he looks good enough to fuck. With clumsy hands, I shove my pajama pants down my hips and kick them free.

“What are you doing?”

I let out a giggle and yank my shirt over my head. “I’m too hot.”

His eyes blaze with a need I’m all too familiar with. He wants me. Standing now, I’m naked in front of this beautiful man while he just watches me.

“Touch yourself, Willow.” The heat in his words makes goose bumps flow over my body.

Running my fingers over my breasts and down my belly, I rest them over my aching pussy. Eyeing him. Wanting more direction.

“Slow and steady circles over that lovely little clit of yours.”

I do as he says, tingles of pleasure race through my body as soon as I brush the oversensitive bundle of nerves.

“Does it feel good?”

I don’t so much answer as I moan a soft “Yes.”

“Keep going. Tell me how good it is. Tell me you want me.”

“Oh, Devin. I want you … so much.”

He’s standing before I can process his movement, pulling off his shirt and wrapping his arm around my waist. One hand fists my hair and pulls to force my face up. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t like it a little rough. But the frantic look on his face has me concerned. Moving my hand away from my pussy, I focus on him. The burning desire behind his blue irises is clouded with apprehension.

“Look me in the eye. Look at me and tell me I don’t mean anything. Tell me I’m a fucking mistake.”

The hurt in his eyes knocks the wind out of me, sobering and honest. A tear falls down my cheek, and his expression changes immediately. He loosens his hold on my hair and cradles me against him, pressing soft kisses to my head.

“You’re not a mistake,” I whisper. “You mean everything, and it scares the shit out of me. But the things you said after our last time together … they were harsh and they hurt.”

“That wasn’t me, Angel. Like I said, the last thing I remember, I was stroking your hair as you slept and I drifted off myself. I’m sure Sariel took control. The rest of the night, I was locked away.” Tipping my chin up, he claims my mouth in a heated kiss. “I’ll never leave you.”

My chest feels like it might burst. Fumbling with his pants, I free his erection. It’s hard as steel, and I can’t wait to sink down on him. With a gentle shove, I push him to the couch, straddle his hips, and lower myself over his length. A loud groan falls from him as I work myself down, taking him all the way inside until he’s pressing up against my womb. “You’re so deep.” I have to breathe in short gasps because every movement runs his blunt head over me as we balance between pain and pleasure.

He stills my hips and locks eyes with me, one hand sliding from my sternum up to grasp my throat. I should be scared. He’s so strong, he could crush my windpipe with just a twitch of his hand, but the adoration on his face makes me tremble for a completely different reason.

“It’s my favorite feeling in the world, my cock inside you.” His voice is a needful rasp as his hand slides from my throat down to press over my heart.

I moan long and breathy as he shifts and thrusts up just enough to help me remember we are supposed to be moving. “Oh God, do that again.”

He does. Again, and again, until I come around him, thrusting my breasts into his face as I curl my arms around his head and hold him to me. He takes one nipple into his mouth and for a moment, I think he might feed again. I couldn’t care less. I just want him to continue making me feel this way.

Shuddering, I pull myself together, riding his cock and relishing the sounds he’s making. I can feel him swelling even more inside me, his already impossible size stretching me wider.

“Fuck. Willow, oh Jesus. I’ve got to pull out.” His voice is strained with panic, but I move away from him, unsheathing his rock-hard length from my pussy, and I drop between his spread thighs. He’s pulsing, just a breath away from orgasm as I run my tongue around his sensitive head. Hips kicking forward, he hisses when I take him as far as I can. His hands grip my shoulders as he comes with a hoarse cry, and when I pull away, staring up at him, his eyes flash with molten mercury.

Sariel has come to play.




[image: ]

[image: ]

 

 

[image: ]

 

The look Willow gives me could kill a weaker man. Lucky for me, I’m not a man, and I can’t die.

“You really need to give us some warning before you barge in here.” Her anger is palpable, and I can actually taste it in the air.

“You didn’t let me feed. I’m weak, just like him. I need you.”

She raises one eyebrow and steps away from me, pulling a blanket around her nude body. “You were strong enough to take over.”

“Only because he’d lost all ability to function. That’s what happens to a man who’s getting sucked off to completion. His brain was on a straight dopamine-induced ride.” As I speak, I button my pants. I can’t get hard for her, not with Selah within my reach.

Her cheeks darken as blood rushes across her skin. How sweet, I’ve embarrassed her. “You were watching?”

“It’s what I do. Watcher, remember?”

“So what you’re saying is that angels are really just a bunch of voyeurs who get off on seeing humans fuck?”

“If it were only that simple.”

She chews on her lip for a moment as she gathers her discarded clothes. “Can Devin see us now?”

I shake my head. “He can’t. I’ve put up a wall between us for now. I need you to do something for me.”

“Why the hell would I do anything for you?”

“Because I can move on without Devin. I can kill him and find another vessel without any issues. You don’t want that.”

Crossing her arms over her chest as she sits, she narrows her eyes and glares. “So? What the fuck can I do for you that will bring Devin back?”

“I need you to agree to let me feed. There is a battle coming, and I have to be ready. You’re the only one. Devin’s body won’t allow me to feed from anyone else.”

“Fine. You feed off sex. What’s stopping you?”

“You.”

She huffs and rolls her eyes. “Um, I’m pretty sure I just rocked Devin’s world not two minutes ago. You should know, you were watching the whole thing.” Under her breath, she mutters, “Creep.”

“No, Willow. That’s not how it works. I can only feed if my host spills his seed inside the woman. Part of my curse is the need to procreate.”

“You’re fucking kidding, right? You want me to willingly let you drain my life force while attempting to knock me up?”

I can’t help but laugh at the incredulity in her voice. “You’re on birth control, right?”

“Yeah. But you’ve got magical angel sperm. I doubt a few hormones will stop your swimmers from conception.”

“If you’re taking precautions, my swimmers have the same chance as any man.”

“Hmm.” She stands, blanket still tucked around her, and pads into her bedroom. A few minutes later, she emerges dressed and frowning. “What happens if you don’t feed?”

“I’ll take from Devin. He’s willful, but I am a higher being. My power eclipses his. If I have to take from Devin in order to defeat our mutual enemy, I will.”

Her gaze darts toward the door, body tensing, ready for an attack. “What enemy?”

“Lucifer is leading an army of my brothers. I don’t think they know they’re puppets or that he’s the one pulling their strings, but that’s beside the point. They think if they storm the gates of Heaven, our Father will let them return. But they’re wrong, Willow. Should they breach the gates, Lucifer will launch a full-scale attack and begin the apocalypse. I’m sure he’s just biding his time until the fallen are strong enough to make their move.”

“Shit,” she breathes.

“They want me, but I’ve made a deal with the archangels. All I want is my soul mate to return to me. I gave up Heaven for her once. I can’t lose her again. If I help, if I fight my brethren and stop them, she is my reward.”

Her eyes are wide as she takes it all in.

Taking her hand, I continue. “I need you to help me. You fed Devin when he’d been weakened. Feed me as well.”

She shakes her head. “I can’t do that to Devin. Sleep with you willingly. I can’t cheat on him.”

“It is him.”

“No. You’re in control. That means you’re who I’d be choosing to sleep with. There’s something bigger between me and Devin. I can’t explain it.”

“I can remove myself from the equation as long as you agree. You’ll have to convince him. The stubborn vampire refuses to do anything that may harm you. I promise, if you allow me to feed, I’ll keep my presence to a minimum, and I won’t intrude on your time together.”

It’s obvious she’s mulling it over.

“And what do I get aside from the orgasms?”

This woman is shrewder than I gave her credit for. “Aren’t orgasms enough?” The look she gives me tells me that was a stupid question. “You have the man your heart wants.”

“For a limited time. Don’t think I forgot your earlier warning. Isn’t there a way around your deal?”

Shaking my head, I frown. “Devin will die if I find a new vessel. It’s that simple. I can’t just choose not to kill him when I leave.”

“I’m not going to live forever. Can’t you let us be together until I’m gone?”

I let my fingers trail across her cheek. “Little one, you’re destined to live out your days for many years to come. If Selah weren’t here, alive and waiting for me, I might have considered doing just that. But this is my one chance to have her. I can’t sacrifice that for the love between you two.”

“Love? Who said anything about love?” The panic in her voice almost makes me laugh. Why humans are afraid of love, I’ll never understand. It’s the most powerful emotion, followed closely by hate.

“Okay. Forget I said that. But, I know she’s my soul mate, and there’s nothing that’s going to keep me from winning her back.”

“So, how long do I have with him?”

“Five months.”

“And you’ll stay out of the way?”

“Unless I’m needed.”

“As long as I let you feed?”

“Correct. But, Willow, he’ll try to fight me when the time comes. You’ll need to convince him there’s nothing worth fighting for.”

She bites her lower lip and nods, not bringing her gaze to meet mine. “Fine.”

Hoping she’ll hold up to her end of the deal, I sit back, close my eyes, and take down the wall I’d thrown between Devin and me. He’s angry, barreling forward, intent on taking back control. With a sigh, I relinquish and fall back to my sequestration.
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“What did he do? Did he hurt you?” I run my hands over Willow, searching her body for any sign that the fallen asshole had forced her to feed him.

She shakes her head, sadness in her eyes. “He didn’t. We talked.”

“Talked? What the hell about?”

“You didn’t tell me about the other Watchers. That you’re fighting them.”

“I was going to. We got … distracted.” I smirk, knowing it’s the wrong thing to do, but remembering the feel of her riding my cock makes my lips twitch with the need to smile.

A charming blush creeps up her neck as she works to control her own grin. “Fine. But you need to let him feed, or he’s going to have to take from you. Then your body will be weak, and how can you fight? I know a thing or two about combat, remember? I might be small, but I’m a hunter. I’ve killed my fair share of vampires over the years.”

“Willow, you know how he feeds. What if you end up pregnant? What if it weakens you?”

Staring me directly in the eyes, she takes my face in her hands. “It’s a risk I’m willing to take. Sariel says my birth control should work the same as it does for human men. I promised him we wouldn’t deny him.”

The thought of another man inside her makes my stomach churn and my jaw clench. No one else gets to be with her. She’s mine. “Did you use condoms with them?”

“With most of them. I had a long-term boyfriend when I was twenty. We … we were going to get married. I got on the pill, and we stopped using condoms.”

Again with the sick twist in my gut. She’d loved someone who wasn’t me. “Why aren’t you married now?”

Her gaze drops as she pulls away from me. “He died. Six years ago.”

Shit.

“So, when Sariel talks about losing his soul mate and how he’s found her again, I can’t deny him that second chance. I’d give anything for another chance.”

A pain rips through my chest as though she’s staked me. She might as well have, because her words pierce my heart.

“I see.” My words are clipped. I don’t know what else to say at the moment. Clearly, I’m not on the same page with her at all.

“Devin, I don’t mean it like that. It’s just, I lost everything that day. My entire life as I knew it.”

Holding up my hands to stop her, I stand. “I get it. You loved him. You lost the love of your fucking life, and you feel bad for Sariel. You don’t need to spell it out for me.” Jealous fury burns in my chest as I start undoing my pants. “You want to fuck so we can feed him? Fine, take off your damn clothes and let me get it over with so I can get on with my life.”

Resting her fingers on my hands, she looks up at me with tears swimming in her eyes. “Stop it.”

As I shove my pants down my legs, my erection springs forward, and I grab her arms. I pull at her clothes, unable to meet her eyes but still desperate to be inside her. “Take off your clothes, Willow. You need to meet your … obligation to Sariel.”

“Devin,” she says. “I said, stop it.”

I freeze at the anger in her words. Good. I’m glad she’s pissed off. Now we’re a matched pair. I let out a harsh sigh as I pull up my pants and fasten them. I need to get out of here. Running my hand through my hair, I walk away from her.

“Where are you going?”

“I can’t be here. Sariel can fucking starve for all I care.” My fingers are gripping the door handle, but I can’t make myself leave. Fuck. Turning to face her, I force myself not to stalk across the room, unsure of what I’m doing.

She’s flying at me, her eyes blazing with challenge. “You think this is how to handle things? To run away?”

The nerve of her. I’m the one being treated like a fucking dildo. She doesn’t want me for more than a release, and I’m over here like a lovesick fool. She’s making an idiot of me. “I’m not running. I’m leaving. There’s a difference. I made you come, you made me come, now I’m walking out the door. I’ll see you the next time Sariel needs a fix.”

“Ugh, you’re such an asshole!” Her hand sweeps through the air toward my face, but I dodge with an easy sidestep.

“Asshole?” I try to disguise my sadness with arrogance, but my voice betrays me. “You just told me you were going to marry someone else. That you lost your whole life when he died. I’ve only felt that way once in my long-as-fuck existence, and I never thought I’d feel it again. Until now.” My chest fucking aches as the weight of my confession hangs from one precarious thread. “It feels like the beginning of a slow death every time you walk away from me. It’s killing me.”

“Is that supposed to be romantic? I’m killing you, and that means you want to be with me?”

“No. I’m fucking this up. Look, when I woke as a vampire, all I wanted was blood. I was ravenous for a year. I didn’t care. I’d take men or women, no attraction necessary. And then, one day I remembered all the things I’d lost. I remembered the little girl with the curly blonde hair and bright blue eyes who called me Daddy and loved me no matter what. And I wanted someone to live for again. But after all this time, I haven’t been able to find it. And now, I can’t fucking have it.”

Her face changes from defensive to shocked. “You have a daughter?”

My heart splinters. “Had. She died a long time ago.”

“Tell me about her.”

That crack in my heart grows at the thought of remembering Mary. I can’t. “No. I … I’ve spent all this time trying to forget her. She lived her life, had a family, and died. That’s all you need to know.”

“Fine.” She walks away, shoulders tight as she stands in front of the window.

“Willow—” I have to clear my throat before I can get the words out. “I didn’t tell you that to make you feel sorry for me. I said it because I need you to understand.” I clip that thread, and my confession comes crashing down to either kill me or free me. “You’re my something to live for. I’m dying every time you kiss me because you take a piece of my heart with you. I’m falling in love with you, and I can’t stop myself.”

She whirls around, her eyes shining with fear. “No. You can’t. I don’t want you to love me.”

Goddamn this woman. I take three large steps and close the distance between us, gripping her by the waist and pulling her against me. “If I want to love you, I’ll fucking love you.” Crushing my lips to hers, I feel that break in my heart begin to mend as she sighs and kisses me back.

Breaking the kiss, she looks up at me. “Everyone I love dies, Devin.”

I cup her jaw and wipe the tears from her cheeks. “Everyone dies whether you love them or not.”
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Six years earlier

 

“Mark! Mark, are you in there? Why aren’t you answering your phone?” I knock on his apartment door, not caring if I disturb the neighbors. They’ll be mine in a few months; they’d better get used to me. “Mark, come on. I can hear your music playing. We’re late for dinner with my family. Let me in.”

The door cracks open, but no one is on the other side, and it’s then that I notice the broken lock. I rush inside, expecting to find broken glass or signs of a burglary. Instead, I see streaks of blood along the walls, the floor, and splashed across the back of the white couch. I call his name, tears burning my eyes. He’s there. Lying in a pool of his own blood, the gaping wound at his throat making it clear he’s gone. My soft-spoken, caring, loyal Mark is gone.

Hands shaking, I pull out my phone to call the police, but it rings as I begin to dial.

“Mom, I …”

“Willow.” Her voice is a panic-laced whisper. “Don’t come home. He’s here.”

My stomach twists. No. This can’t be happening. I hear a clatter and a thud before the line goes dead. With one last tortured glance back, I take a harsh breath and race from the apartment, trailing bloody footprints all the way to my car.
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“What are you thinking?” I stroke her hair as we stand together in front of the window.

Turning her face to meet mine, she blinks unfocused eyes before locking them on me. “I … It’s nothing. Just a memory.”

She’s thinking of him. I can feel the lie in the air. “Tell me the truth, Willow.”

Taking a deep breath, she presses her lips in a tight line. I think she’s going to refuse me, but then her brows soften and she takes my hand, leading me to the couch. “I killed him. I killed Mark and my parents.”

Shock rolls through me. There’s no way this is true. Opening my mouth, I begin to form those very words, but she stops me.

“Let me finish.” When I nod, she continues. “In the eyes of the authorities, and of both our families, I killed them. But it wasn’t me. It was a vampire.”

Of course. Every hunter has a reason. This is hers.

“I found Mark. Then I found them. The police questioned me at the scene of my parents’ murders. It wasn’t hard to match the tread of my shoes, the blood on my hands and clothes to Mark’s. As soon as I realized they were going to pin it on me, I escaped. I ran and never went back. I haven’t been Willow Collins for a very long time. Because I can’t.”

“So, you stalk the night for the vampire who killed them? Like an avenging angel?”

She smirks, the despair in her eyes not matching her lips. “I like to think more like Batman, or Buffy.”

Humor as a defense mechanism. I’m all too familiar with that tactic.

“Right. So, have you found him?”

Shaking her head, she focuses on the brightening sky in the window. “Not yet. But I will.”

My blood begins to tingle as the last few minutes of the night ebb. “I have to go.”

“Stay.” Her voice is small and sweet.

Smiling, I give a small shake of my head. “I can’t.”

“I’ve got a walk-in closet. You can shove a blanket under the door, and you’ll be safe.”

As tempting as it is, I need to be home. I have more to take care of than just my relationship with her. Like kidnapping Galen and Reese’s son. Pressing a soft kiss to her forehead, I inhale her scent and stand. “I have to get home. But I’ll be back for you. This isn’t done between us, Willow. I need you to know that.”

With a soft sigh, she nods and follows me to the door. “Devin,” she whispers, making me turn. “I’m falling in love with you too. And it scares me to death.”

One last kiss to her lips turns to passionate moans, and her leg hitches around my hip. God, I don’t want to leave. Her firm breasts press against my chest, and I can feel the catch in her breath as arousal takes hold. Fuck, I can smell it. Sariel begs me to take her even as I press her up to the wall and grind my cock along her center. With a glance behind us at the sky, I know I have to stop, or maybe I can pull her into the closet with me and fuck her all day. No, the time for fucking has passed.

The next time I’m inside her, we’ll be making love.
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There’s a vampire in my closet.

I stare at the closed door, and I swear I can feel him behind the wood. I know I can’t open it, not even to check on him, but God, I want to see his handsome face. Every few minutes, a pang runs through me as I let my mind drift to him.

He’s in love with me. I’ve tried to let it sink in, to understand what that really means for us, but every time I think about it, my heart aches, knowing we don’t have long. Even if he loves me, I can’t let him risk his soul to stay with me.

Exhaustion weighs heavy on my limbs as I stare blankly at my bed. Devin and I stayed up all night, and now I’ve spent hours pacing, worried about my plans for the day, about leaving him alone. What if someone breaks in and goes for the closet? Would Devin wake and be able to defend himself? Jesus, I never thought I’d be worried about protecting a vampire from death. That’s not my typical behavior. I come from the school of “stake them and let them turn to dust.”

Checking my locks—again—I finally allow myself to crawl into bed. I need at least a few hours sleep if I’m going to be able to keep up with him when the sun sets. And I plan to. We still have to feed Sariel. My clit tingles at the thought of what we’ll need to do in order to take care of the angel’s needs. As I lie in my bed, I’m tempted to run my fingers over the little marble of arousal between my legs. But I still my itching fingers. I want to reserve my orgasms for Devin. From now on, he’s the only one who can make me scream.

I fall asleep easily, my eyes so tired, they can barely stay open as soon as my head hits the pillow. There’s something so strange about sleeping during the day. No matter how long or short your rest, you still wake feeling groggy, fuzzy, and vaguely ill. It’s the same for me now. I know I’ve slept the day away, but I feel like I just closed my eyes. The dark sky out my window tells me different. And the dipping of the bed as the man I’ve been dreaming of crawls up the mattress and begins licking away between my legs solidifies that night has fallen. Pleasure races through me as his tongue finds my clit while he fills me with his fingers.

“Jesus,” I cry, arching my back and digging my hands into his hair.

He pauses and rolls his eyes up to meet mine. “Devin. My name is Devin.”

I laugh but quickly choke on the sound when he nips my sensitive flesh and adds a third finger. “Devin, oh my God.”

“There it is. That’s much better.” His murmured words against my pussy vibrate in a delicious way.

I’m already close, but I don’t want to orgasm yet. I want his cock inside me when that happens. I’ve been waiting all day for him to sink into me.

“Don’t make me come. Not yet,” I beg.

He stills. “You don’t want to come?”

“Not until you’re fucking me so hard, I see stars.”

His eyes go hard as a flash of something fills them but leaves immediately, replaced with that playful glint I’ve come to love. “Then, by all means, let’s get to business.” He’s naked. A detail I overlooked in my current state of writhing on the bed in pleasure. “On your hands and knees, little hunter.”

A shiver runs down my spine. I’ve never let a man take me from behind. I couldn’t give up control, and letting someone hold me in a position that wouldn’t allow me to see what was happening always made me panic.

“I don’t think I can.”

He kisses my shoulder and gently turns me over onto my belly. His palm runs along the length of my back, followed by soft presses of his lips to my skin. When his mouth reaches my ass, he bites down, hard enough to make me yelp, but not so forcefully that he draws blood. I’m a tangled combination of terrified and so turned on, I’m shaking.

“Hands and knees,” he orders again.

I do as he asks, and with a knee between my own, he spreads my legs. His palm flattens between my shoulder blades as he pushes me down so that my rear is offered to him high in the air.

“I love your ass.” His hand runs in circles around one cheek. “One day, you’ll let me fuck it.”

I move to protest and tell him the fuck he will, but his hand connects with my skin in a sharp smack. Stinging blossoms over my flesh, but as soon as it begins, he’s entering me in one solid thrust. The mixture of pleasure and pain is overwhelming and I’m thrown over the edge, eyes wide with shock. No one has ever had the nerve to spank me either. But I fucking like it.

“Again,” I groan even as I’m still coming around him.

His hand connects with the other cheek in time with his next deep thrust. My toes curl as the sound fills the room and his answering grunt of pleasure rolls through me. “Fuck, Willow. I love you. I fucking love you.”

Thrusting over and over, he brings me to the brink, and I fall more times than I can count as his hand heats my ass and his cock owns me. Then, the motion of his hips becomes erratic as his hands grip my waist.

“Rise up on your knees, Angel.”

I do. His palms slide across my rib cage and up until he’s got each of my breasts in his hands. Thrusting forcefully, he takes my earlobe between his teeth and murmurs, “I’m fucking coming, and it’s only for you. Oh God, Willow.”

He shudders behind me and fills me, his long groan in my ear sending me spiraling into my own release along with him.

I know Sariel is feeding, but I’m focused on Devin. His kisses trail down my neck and shoulder, hands still holding me to him as he lays us across the bed.

“Willow?” His voice is soft in the darkness.

“Mm-hmm?”

“Thank you.”

“For what?”

“Letting me love you.”

My heart sinks. I know he loves me, but I’m reminded once again of our end date. One day soon, I’ll have to let him go.
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Sariel is stronger. I can feel his power running through me, almost as if he’s sharing. Isn’t that nice of him? The idea that he had any part of Willow last night makes me want to scream. I can’t handle knowing he’s felt her along with me, and what’s worse, I know I’ll never get to be with her without him.

Don’t complain too much, Devin. You wouldn’t have gotten a taste of her at all if it weren’t for me.

I hate it when he does this. Now that he’s stronger, I can’t block him out like I want. “Shut up. This is great for you. You get to feed, and fuck, and you know Selah is waiting for you.”

I’m sure I look like a crazy motherfucker as I walk down the street muttering to myself, but this is Seattle after midnight, so I’m probably safe.

Remember, I only get her after we complete our obligation to the archangels. If we fail, we all die. We have to keep our lines of communication open until then.

“Yes. I remember.” My voice drips with annoyance. “Speaking of communicating, are you going to fill me in on your joyride last week? You remember, the one that ended in me poisoned and left to fry in the open air of morning?”

I don’t want to discuss it.

“Really? Fuck you, Sariel. Feathers said it was Lucifer who bound you. As in the fucking Devil. So I think we need to talk about it.”

I went to see Galen and his boy. I … needed to know what we’ll be taking from him. Then, I’d planned to go after Selah, but someone got to me and injected me with dead blood. After that, most of it is hazy. I remember seeing flashes of Lucifer’s beautiful face, but I can’t recall the details of it. His wings, they made me ache to spread my own again. He promised me I could have them back, that I could have everything I wanted if I’d join them and give them my grace. When I refused, he bound you in chains and bound me with spells. The next thing I remember is Gabriel freeing me.

I rake my fingers through my hair and roll my eyes up to the clouds. What a fucking mess. Pulling open the door to the Starbucks on the corner, I take in the scent of roasted coffee beans and steamed milk. I wish I could enjoy it. Something tells me, if I could, I’d be a fan of the caramel mocha. I always had a sweet tooth.

My gaze sweeps across the room as I search for my target.

Galen sits in the back corner, his hands around a disposable cup, eyes focused on the paper in front of him. He looks up as I pull out my chair and take a seat.

“Devin, what’s this about? Why couldn’t we meet at the house?”

My gut churns at the thought of what I have to tell him. “It’s about Sean.”

Galen’s dark eyes lock on mine. “What of him?”

“I need to take him.”

His fingers grip his cup so hard, I worry he might crush it. “What the bloody hell are you talking about? He’s not going anywhere. He belongs with us.”

“He needs to be with the archangels. They need him, to keep him safe.”

“He is safe. The house is warded.”

I shake my head, needing my friend to see reason. “His powers are only going to grow. The angels can bind him, seal his grace, and make him normal. The Watchers only want him because he has a piece of Sariel in him.”

“There’s nothing wrong with my son, Devin.”

“No. But, eventually, those powers he has are going to begin to hurt him, maybe even kill him. Please, Galen. I don’t want to have to take him from you without permission.”

The hurt and betrayal in Galen’s eyes make me angry. I’m pissed at the angels, at the Watchers, and at myself for being in this situation. But Gabriel will make good on his promise to smite me. I’ve seen him do it. That’s not how I want to go down, and he might be an asshole, but he’s not a liar.

Running his hands through his hair, Galen sighs, looking resigned. “When?”

I swallow past the lump in my throat. “Tonight.”

“Fucking hell.” His brows furrow as despair fills his eyes. “What am I going to tell Reese?”

“The truth. Sean will be fine. Gabriel has promised he won’t be hurt.”

A flash of the vampire he’d been crosses his face. “He’d better not fucking be. I will rip the wings from Gabriel’s back if one hair on my boy’s head is harmed.”

“Okay, calm your tits, Galen. You’re scaring the natives.” Standing, I shove my hands into the pockets of my jacket. “Let’s get this over with. Hopefully, we can do it without ever waking Sean. Maybe they can suspend him in a dream or some other angelic shit.”

We walk in silence to the car Galen has parked around the corner. I’m honestly waiting for him to punch me or something, and I’d let him. This has to be gut-wrenching for him. It hurts me, and I’ve never spoken to the kid. As we pull into the garage at the house, he sits as still as a statue while the engine cools, a faint ticking sound filling the air.

“Let me talk to Reese. Don’t go anywhere near Sean until I tell you it’s okay. This is going to shatter her.”

All I can do is nod and watch as he heads inside. Following a few minutes later, I head straight to my room. They’re going to need privacy, and I don’t want to be in the middle any more than I have to. Unfortunately, I can hear everything. Shouting, crying, Galen shushing Reese as she sobs. It breaks my heart. Then the sound of footsteps coming down the stairs toward my room has me on my feet.

“Devin, you asshole. What the hell is this?” Reese is all blazing fury and defiance. Her cheeks are shining with tears, and her eyes burn with hatred.

Galen is on her heels, his hand sliding over her shoulder as she nears me. She shrugs out of his grasp with such anger, he takes a step back. “A ghra—”

Spinning around to face him, she closes the distance between them and hisses, “Don’t you try and Irish charm me. This is our son. Our son, Galen. And he wants to take him from us.” His hands go back to her shoulders, but she jerks out of his hold. “No, you don’t get to touch me. He wants to take him, and you want to let him.”

“Reese,” I start, but I don’t really know what else to say.

Rounding on me again, she gives me a look that could kill a lesser man. “You don’t get a say in this, Devin. This is my child. You can’t possibly understand what it’s like to have to give up your child to the unknown.”

That hurts. It stabs straight through my chest, and I swear, my soul cries out all the way from its place in purgatory.

“A ghra, don’t speak of things you don’t know about.”

“No, Galen. She’s right. I didn’t leave my child in a situation where I couldn’t see her. I watched her grow and live her life. Reese, all I can say is that I trust Gabriel. He won’t hurt Sean, and you’ll get him back. That’s more than I got when I had to leave my little Mary. You’ll hold your son again, get to breathe in his sweet scent and know he’s yours. I won’t see Mary ever again, unless, by the grace of God, I get my soul back and can one day go to Heaven and meet her.”

“What? Devin.” Reese’s eyes shine with tears, and I know they’re for me. “You never mentioned you had a family.”

I shake my head. “Not a family. It was just Mary and I. Her mama died in childbirth. We were on our own, making our path in the world. And then, one night I woke up a vampire. I had to leave her, but I watched from the shadows for her whole life.”

Reese pulls me into the warmth of her arms, sending waves of love through me. Not romantic love, but the love of someone you’ve shared challenges with, the love of a friend you know will always be there.

“Reese, we need to call Gabriel.” I hate to have to break this moment, but time is running out, and Sean needs to be safe. “I need you to bring Sean to me.”

She stiffens in my arms but nods, releasing me from her hold and stepping back into the circle of Galen’s embrace. Murmuring in her ear, Galen kisses the top of her head and leaves. Reese and I stand in silence as we listen to the sounds of his footfalls above us. When he returns, he’s holding a sleepy Sean against his chest.

“Where?”

I jut my chin in the direction of the backyard. “Just outside the walls.”

Wrapping a thick blanket around Sean, we all journey outside, Galen clutching his son tight to him and pressing kisses to his dark hair.

Before his name leaves my mouth, Gabriel appears. His wings are on full display tonight, unusual for him. I can’t help but stare at the blindingly white feathers, some as long as my forearm. Each one is tipped in shimmering gold, and I can’t be sure, but I think his whole body is emanating a glow.

“Reese, Galen, I’m assuming Devin has explained what needs to happen?” He’s keeping his tone light and soothing. Smart man.

“Aye.” Galen steps back, unease written all over his face. “When will he be returned?”

Gabriel shrugs. He fucking shrugs. As if this isn’t the hardest thing Galen and Reese will ever have to endure. “I can’t say for sure.”

“I want to go with him,” Galen says.

Reese lets out a pained cry but doesn’t protest.

“Do you understand that you may never return if we don’t win the fight?”

What? That wasn’t part of the deal.

Galen flicks a glance at Reese as she links her hand with his and nods. “Take care of Sean, Galen.”

Galen’s gaze turns his focus back to Gabriel. “I understand. But, I can’t leave my son alone.” He looks to me with a plea on his lips. “Devin—”

I hold up a hand to stop him. “Stop it, you moody Irish bastard. You’ll be back because Sariel and I are going to win. In the meantime, nothing will happen to Reese or little … what’s-her-name.”

“Ella. Jesus, Devin. You don’t even know her name?”

I bristle at the tone of his voice. “It’s not like you’ve let me near them.”

“Can you two get this over with? I’ve got other things to take care of tonight,” Gabriel huffs.

Putting one hand on Galen’s shoulder, I give a squeeze. “Go. I’ve got them until you come back.”

With a fierce kiss to Reese’s lips, he steps forward, and Gabriel places a hand on his head as well as Sean’s. And they’re gone. No dramatic music, no whirling wind or flash of light.

Just gone.
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My heart is shattering as I watch through Devin’s eyes. Now that I truly understand how Reese woke me, I realize I’ll always have love for her. She’s dejected, falling to the ground in a heap as her son and husband vanish, and I’m to blame.

“Devin, let me take control. Please. I need to go to her.” I plead with him as though my life depends on it. She needs something he can’t give.

Devin relents, and I take over, rushing to her and pulling her into my lap as I sit on the lawn and let her cry. I stroke her hair and rest my cheek on the top of her head as her heart continues breaking.

“Hush, baby. You’re okay. It’s going to be all right.”

She turns her face to meet mine, and I see it the moment she realizes it’s me. “Sariel?” Her voice is thick with tears. At first, I’m worried she’ll reject me, but as she looks into my eyes, her own shine with moisture, and she buries her face in my shoulder. “What if they don’t come back?”

Fuck. How can I answer that? I don’t know. I have no clue what tomorrow will bring, what the angels will do. If they can’t bind Sean’s grace and keep him protected here on Earth, they’ll keep him where no harm can come to him. So I lie.

“They will. I know it.”

She clings to me, her arms so tight around my neck, I can feel her pulse. “Promise me.”

“I’ll do everything I can to make it happen.”

Standing, I carry her inside as she shivers in my arms. Her teeth chatter, and when I look her over, I realize she’s only wearing a thin shirt and pajama pants. Turning on the fire to warm her, I grab a blanket from the couch and wrap her in it.

“I’ll get you a hot bath ready. You’re nearly frozen.”

She nods and pulls her knees to her chest. I walk to the bathroom with my heart in my throat. Turning on the tap, I begin filling the tub, adding soothing jasmine oil to the water. The scent blooms in the warm steam as I move around the room. As I leave, I catch sight of her on the couch, bundled up, pale, and tearstained.

“Come on, baby. The tub is ready for you. Let’s get you warmed up.”

I avert my eyes as soon as we get into the room and she begins removing her pajamas. Pulling the shower curtain closed so she’ll have privacy, I glance toward the living room. “I’ll leave the door open in case you need me. Just call.”

Her hand shoots out between the gap in the curtain, grasping mine and sending shock through me. “Thank you, Sariel.”

I leave her, wandering aimlessly around the house as I try to come up with some solution that will bring her family back sooner. A high, thready cry breaks through the silence as Ella, Reese and Galen’s newest child, wakes. Following the sound, I walk up the stairs and into the bedroom where a little red-faced infant waves her tiny fists in anger. Scooping her into my arms, I inhale the softness of her baby scent and smile, remembering what I could have had with Selah. If things had been different.

She settles as I bounce and walk through the house, humming softly in her ear. The water sloshes in the tub, alerting me that Reese must be finished bathing. She’ll want her baby, and possibly some time alone, but I can’t leave her now. Not with Galen and Sean gone. She wanders out of the bathroom, steam curling up from her pink skin, wrapped in a fluffy white towel. Her eyes go wide when she sees me with the baby, and then a soft smile takes the place of her momentary shock.

“Did someone wake up?” she coos at the little one in my arms.

“She was very cross.”

“Oh, she’s hungry. Something only I can do for her.” Taking her baby, she murmurs and speaks nonsense as she settles in an armchair and offers her breast. Her gaze flicks to me. “Oh, sorry. I guess I should have covered up or something. I’m just so used to feeding her whenever I need to without worrying who’s around.”

I shake my head. “Feeding a child isn’t sexual. It’s natural.” Sitting across from them, I stare into the flames burning in the fireplace. “Selah was pregnant when I lost her. It would have been our first child. She was overjoyed, and then terrified … and then it began to rain.”

Her breath came in a soft gasp. “The Flood?”

All I can do is nod. “Did Galen tell you I’ve found her? She’s here in Seattle, of all places. I’ve been searching for five years with Devin, and she’s been here all along.”

“You’re sure it’s her? You thought I was her once upon a time.”

“I’m positive. I only thought you were her because you share the same bloodline as her incarnation in this life.”

“What? What do you mean?”

“She must be somehow related to you. A distant cousin, perhaps.”

“Sariel, that’s amazing. What are you doing here? Go after her. Find her and be with her.”

I shake my head. “I can’t. Not yet. I still have work to do, and Devin has five months left until our agreed-upon time is up and he goes dormant. He’ll let me have complete control, and if this war isn’t over, I’ll finish it.” Picking at my nails, I sigh. “He’s fallen in love.”

A bark of laughter escapes her, startling Ella, who’d fallen asleep. “Devin?”

“He has. She’s his soul mate, Reese.”

Her face turns serious. She understands better than anyone. “What are you going to do?”

“What can I do? He’ll die if I move on. I’ll lose Selah if I don’t go after her now.”

“Oh, Sariel.”

I stand and walk over to her. Pressing a kiss to her forehead, I smile down at the two of them. “I’ll get them back for you. If it’s the last thing I do, I promise.”

She offers me a weak smile. “Thank you.” As Ella lets out a huge yawn, Reese does the same.

“Go on to bed. I’ll keep watch tonight. You’ll be safe here.”

“What about Devin?”

I shrug. I have no fucking clue. “Tonight, it’s me. Tomorrow, we’ll see what happens. He’s strong, and he wants Willow. I won’t be able to break him easily.”

Her sweet face turns hard. “You can’t do that to him, Sariel.”

“I will if I have to.”
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I will not cry for this man. I will not.

My eyes say otherwise, as hot tears burn and tremble at the precarious edge of my eyelids. I don’t want to let them fall because that means he’s hurt me. But then the image of him holding that beautiful woman in his arms, looking down at her with so much love as she clung to him in his living room, hits again. I shouldn’t have been spying, but I’d rung the doorbell and no one had answered. All I’d done was glance in the window. I wish I hadn’t. Or maybe I’m glad I did. This is going to make leaving him that much easier. When the time comes.

I promised Sariel he could feed. And in turn, he promised to stay away. In the back of my mind, I remember him saying he’d return if needed, but this looks much more like a lover’s embrace than being needed. After all, the war between the Watchers and the archangels was imminent, and according to Sariel, he was an integral player on the side of good. And the sex is amazing. I can lock away my feelings, just give in to the pleasure. Shaking my head, I know I’m lying to myself. I might have told Devin I was falling, but the truth of the matter is, I’m gone—fallen so far I couldn’t claw my way back if I wanted. I thought he felt the same, but there’s no way he can look at her that way and feel even a fraction of what I feel for him. The heart doesn’t hold that much love for more than one person.

As I walk down the street, swiping at my traitorous eyes, a cry of fear catches my attention. Pulling my stake from its confines, I rush toward the sound. Adrenaline kicking in, I push aside all thoughts of betrayal, hurt, or love. There’s a woman cowering against an alley wall. Her whole body trembles as a man looms over her, his fangs extended and a feral glow in his eyes. As I rush toward them, my heart pounds even as my blood runs cold. The dim light casts part of his face in shadow, but the closer I get, the more certain I am of the man standing in front of me. His smile, all too friendly, makes the single dimple in his left cheek appear, and when he steps forward, I gasp.

“Mark?”

I can’t move. It’s him. The man I was supposed to marry is standing in front of me, fangs fucking extended as he prepares to rip out the throat of an innocent woman.

“Willow? Fuck, is that you?” He looks me up and down with an appreciative grin. “Damn, you look good enough to eat.” Then he laughs at his own bad joke, which makes my stomach churn.

“Get away from her,” I finally get out.

Hand around the woman’s throat, he rolls his eyes and chuckles. “Oh, you want a turn? I’m pretty fucking hungry. Let me take care of this one, and then you can be dessert.”

Shaking my head to clear the wash of memories, I charge forward, ready to take him down. He lets go of the shaking woman as we clash, my foot connecting with his jaw, pushing him back a few steps. But then a sharp burn starts in my scalp as my hair is pulled nearly out of my head. I scream as the ground comes out from under my feet and I hit the pavement. My world goes black and my ears ring as I fight to stay conscious.

“It’s her. She’s the one Sariel’s vessel wants.” Motherfucker, it’s the woman who is speaking. She’s close, her breath on my neck as she speaks. This was a fucking setup.

“Of course it is. Why the fuck do you think I’m here? She wouldn’t have been distracted by some random vampire.” Mark sounds amused and his voice draws nearer as he inspects my body. “Azazel has been after her for the last six years. He sent Dominic, but of course the idiot just ended up killing me and her parents.”

“But you’re not dead.”

“Thank you, Captain Obvious. Dom came back and turned me, gave me his Watcher.”

My heart splinters as those words fill my head. I really did cause their deaths. Through the fog of pain in my skull, the name Azazel pushes to the forefront. I know that name. Fallen angel, Watcher, demon. Why would Azazel want me enough to spend six years searching? To kill everyone I loved? My head pounds as I work to calm myself. They’ll sense that I’m conscious any second. Gripping the stake tightly, I swing, letting instinct guide me. The wood connects, sinking deep into the chest of the woman. I kick and flail as Mark tries to subdue me, but it’s too late for him. I’m pulling the stake free and shoving it into his chest even as he grips my neck. His eyes go wide with shock, but I see a flash of bright green and a smirk turn up one corner of his mouth. With disturbing strength, he pulls the stake free and yanks me to him.

Whisper-quiet, he says, “Nice move, little human.”

Then his teeth pierce my neck, and I let out a harsh scream. Burning pain rips through me, but he doesn’t feed. Mark dies, even as he holds me tight. Still, the burning continues, racing through my veins and into my heart and finally, my mind. Everything goes blank as I crumple to the ground in agony.
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Sariel is quiet after I wake. It’s only been a few days since he last fed, but I’ve always thought of him as more of a glutton than he’d like to admit. Something is off since I’d let him have two nights of control.

“Sariel, what’s going on?”

He stirs and pushes back, not wanting to talk.

“I’m serious, man. I’m getting some fucking weird vibes from you.”

I don’t know if I can save them.

“Who?”

Galen and Sean. Even if the archangels bind Sean’s powers, he’ll still be a target for the Watchers. They will do anything to hurt me. Hurting them will achieve that goal.

I clench my teeth. I was afraid of this. There’s always something they don’t divulge until it’s too late. Damn.

“Then we have to win even more than before. Has Feathers been back? Any word on where we need to go to kick these assholes into purgatory?”

My ears pop, and I sigh. Speak of the … angel.

He’s dressed head to toe in leather, his posture relaxed and wings hidden. The ease of his stance doesn’t match his words. “They’re all over the city, but they’ve been switching bodies, making new vampires. It’s nearly impossible to pin them down.”

“So, what am I doing here? Just playing with my dick until something happens?”

He cocks an eyebrow. “I don’t think it was you doing the playing. Besides, you shouldn’t be complaining. You got what you wanted.”

“Gabe, cut the shit. How do we win this and get my friend and his kid back where they belong?”

“We need to cut them off at the source of all this. Lucifer.”

I laugh. He’s insane. “Um … you want me to take on the fucking leader of Hell? He’s an archangel. All he has to do is smite me.”

Shaking his head, he pushes away from the wall. “No. He lost the power to smite when he fell.” He runs his fingers across the dust covering my dresser. “But, he can imprison you in chains and burn you alive for all eternity if he wants.”

My stomach twists. “Yeah, there’s that. And what can I do to stop him? I can’t kill him. He’ll just come back.”

“We have to bind him.”

“And then what? Kill all the Watchers?”

Shaking his head, he sighs. “I hope it doesn’t come to that. I never take pleasure in the demise of one of my brothers. It’s my hope that we can convince them of their own goodness. Maybe if they see how Sariel has changed, how he’s searching for his mate, they’ll come around.”

“Do they all have soul mates?”

“No. But many do. They’re angry and despairing. If they see that Sariel has a true chance to find her, they might give up the fight. Join our side.”

I scoff. “That’s a fucking long shot.”

Gabriel looks hurt, which wipes the disbelieving smirk off my face. “Would you so easily condemn Galen to eternity locked in a prison of flames?”

Letting out a heavy sigh, I run my hand through my hair. “Okay, so we find Lucifer, lock his ass up, get Sariel back with his woman, and then what? Parade them around town for the other fallen to see?”

“You have a better plan?”

“No, but I was hoping angels would be smarter than me.”

A bark of laughter escapes him. “We are. Believe me.”

A sudden, sharp pang of worry hits me square in the chest. “Gabriel?”

“Oh no, you’re going to ask me for a favor, aren’t you?”

“How do you know that?”

“You never use my true name unless you want something.”

Fighting a chuckle, I nod. “You’re right. I … I need you to make me a promise.”

“What? I owe you nothing. You’re getting back your chance at salvation. What more could you want?”

“Willow. I know you’ve seen what’s been going on. I love her. I love her, and I know I can’t stay. Please promise me you’ll watch over her after Sariel takes control for good.”

He purses his lips and rolls his eyes upward, muttering, “Oh, Father, give me strength.” When he looks back at me, his expression is serious. “I’ll do what I can for her, but, Devin, she’s not exempt from the perils of life. I can’t interfere with her destined path.”

That’s not good enough, and I’m about to say so when Sariel flares to life. Leave it at that. Save his favors for when you really need them.

Grumbling under my breath, “Fucking angelic jackasses.” I pull my leather jacket over my shoulders and step into my boots. I need to see Willow. More than anything.

“Where are you going?” Gabriel asks.

“Fucking out. Call me when you need me.”

He doesn’t say another word as I head outside. When my bike rumbles to life, I close my eyes and take a cleansing breath. Pulling out my phone, I call Willow, hoping she’ll be home, ready and waiting for me.

“Devin?” Her voice sends a wave of ice through me. She sounds sick—and afraid.

“What’s wrong?”

“I … I don’t know. I’m—” The rest of her sentence cuts off as her phone clatters to the floor. I hear footfalls running away from the phone and the unmistakable sound of vomiting.

I’m on the road and headed for her apartment without another word. Dread takes hold in my gut when I park and sprint for her building. As soon as I clear the stairs, I hear the sobs. Gut-wrenching cries seep through her door. Thank fuck she left her apartment unlocked. I’m kneeling beside her as she’s sick again and again, my hands rubbing wide circles over her back.

Once she gathers control over herself, she leans back, trembling in my arms. Her skin is pale, slicked with sweat, and her beautiful hair has lost its luster. Something is draining her.

“Devin. Oh, God. Something is inside me.”

Now I’m the one who feels sick.

Fuck.

She’s pregnant.
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Everything hurts. I can only remember bits and pieces of the last two days, and I think my stomach is trying to crawl out of my body. But my mouth tastes … minty. Someone helped me brush my teeth. That someone must’ve been Devin. He’s the only consolation to my miserable state, but then I remember him looking longingly at that woman in his living room.

“Angel, wake up. You need some water.” Devin’s hands are in my hair, brushing it back from my face.

I’m lying across his lap. I don’t recall how I got there, but I don’t want to move. He’s not wearing a shirt, and I’m pretty sure that should be an illegal form of coercion. Every time I even think about shifting positions, my body screams no, so I listen.

“No, thank you.” It might seem polite, but I’m mustering all the disdain I can.

“You’re dehydrated. If you’d like, I can throw you over my shoulder and cart your stubborn little ass to the emergency room.”

Bringing my sore body to a sitting position takes everything I have, but I do it. I don’t want him touching me anymore. That’s a lie. I want him to touch me so much, I’m basically vibrating. But no. He’s full of pretty words and rainbows when he’s here, but what about all the time he’s gone? “I’m fine. You can go.”

“Jesus, Willow. You’re not fine. Have you seen yourself in a mirror? You’re sick. And you said … Willow, I think you’re pregnant.”

My stomach lurches, making me gag. Waving away his ridiculous hypothesis, I take slow, even breaths to control the need to vomit. I’ve got nothing left to purge anyway. “No. Not pregnant.”

“You said there was something inside you.”

I let out a bitter laugh. “Yeah? Well, not anymore. I’m pretty sure I’ve got a concussion. I sort of remember having an … altercation with a couple of asshole vamps a few days ago. I cracked my head pretty hard on the concrete.”

“Are you serious? Why didn’t you call me?”

Standing, I force my stiff limbs to move as I walk to the kitchen sink and get myself a glass of water. I don’t want anything he gives me. “You were busy.” It’s hard to disguise the acid in my tone, but I think I do a pretty good job of it.

“Why are you mad at me?”

Damn. Maybe not.

“I saw you.” The words come out before I can stop them, and they tremble with betrayal. “With her. You were holding her, looking at her like you loved her. I thought … when we said … what we said to each other—that meant more. Obviously, I was wrong. I’m glad I found out now, before it got too intense. Falling in love isn’t the same as being in love.”

He’s off the couch and next to me even as I try to step away. Damn vampire and his preternatural speed. And damn my loft apartment for not having a wall between the living room and kitchen. His hands cup my face, and I have to fight the shaking in my lower lip. Don’t cry. Don’t fucking cry.

“Willow, what the hell are you talking about?”

“I went to your house, two nights ago. I saw you in the window. There’s no use hiding it. She was beautiful.”

“That must’ve been Reese. Galen’s wife.”

“Are you two sharing her or something? That’s a little extreme. You looked like she was your moon and stars.”

He shakes his head, that blond hair brushing his shoulders and catching my focus. I want to grab it and pull, partly because I’m pissed, and partly because I want to fuck him. Wait, what? No. I don’t want to fuck him. I’m pissed. Seriously pissed. But he’s so close, and his lips are right there, looking like they’re waiting to be on my skin. What’s wrong with me?

“It was Sariel with her.”

“No. He told me he wouldn’t take control unless he had to.”

Devin nods. “The angel Gabriel took Reese’s son along with Galen to a safe place. She was distraught, and Sariel had control. He loves her. In a very different way from Galen, but it’s there. I’ve let him have control until tonight because she needed something I’m not able to give her.”

I cock an eyebrow. “Really? What’s that?”

“Devotion. I’m only devoted to you.”

My heart does a little flip-flop at those words. As I stare into his piercing blue eyes, my pain starts to dissipate and the nausea is all but gone. I wonder idly if he’s hypnotizing me or something, but I’m overtaken by a fierce hunger. I need his body—badly.

“Devin?” My skin is on fire, breasts swelling, pussy clenching at the thought of his hands on me.

He steps away, a wary look on his face. “Willow?”

“I need you.” I pull my shirt over my head and toss it in the direction of the couch.

“I’m right here.”

“No … I need you.”

It dawns on him, and his eyes widen before darkening with lust as I run my hand across his hard abdominals. “Oh.”

Sliding my fingers under the waistband of his jeans, I brush the tip of his erection, making him suck in a harsh breath.

“But, Willow, you’re sick.”

I shake my head. “I feel amazing. So fucking horny, Devin. Please don’t deny me.”

He bites his lower lip, considering me. “But—”

“No. This is what I need right now. I’m telling you. It’s exactly what the doctor ordered.” I’m so fucking wet for him, all I can think about is his cock making me come over and over. But then, Sariel flashes in my memory. No. He doesn’t get to be here for this. “Tell your Watcher to take a hike for this round, will you? I’m yours, and I don’t want him anywhere near us.”

Closing his eyes, he groans as I pop the button fly of his jeans with my free hand, grip his length, and stroke. I can tell he’s talking to Sariel, and when he opens his eyes, there’s so much love behind them, I think I might burst.

“Done. He doesn’t need to feed, and you’re not at full strength. I wouldn’t want to risk it.”

My legs tingle with anticipation, making me hop from foot to foot. I need him to shut up and fuck me. “Can we curb the conversation until after you make me come?”

“Fuck, Willow. You’ll get no argument from me.”

He scoops me into his arms and starts walking toward the bedroom, but those twenty feet seem so far away. “Stop, lay me across the table, and sink inside me, now.”

Shrugging, he grins and lays me across the table, pulling my shorts over my hips and down while I free his straining erection. In the space between our heartbeats he’s lined up, my shorts are on the floor and his cock is pressing at my slick entrance.

“Don’t you want some priming first? I should get you ready.”

“I’m so fucking ready. Come on.” I wrap my legs around his hips and use all my strength to pull him forward. Pure bliss races through my body as his thickness spreads me, pushing all the way inside to the hilt.

“Jesus, Angel. You’re going to kill me.”

It’s not enough. This clawing need begs him to move, hard, fast, and deep. I squirm with him inside me, desperate for some friction.

“Devin, if you don’t start moving, I’m going to really kill you. Like stake your ass and go get one of my battery-operated boyfriends.”

Fire burns behind his eyes. “The fuck you are.” He grips my hips hard and begins to thrust. Rolling his pelvis, he hits all my special hidden places, making my toes curl.

I can’t contain my moans as my back arches and my nipples tighten so hard, they hurt. His fingers trail across the pebbled skin, pinching the sensitive nubs and making my moans turn to cries for relief. As my hips begin to circle while he thrusts, his hand inches downward toward my aching clit.

“Yes, please touch me.” My voice is so breathy, I barely recognize it.

“My pleasure.”

He rolls the bundle of oversensitive nerves between his fingers before beginning a rhythmic slide over and over. A ball of pleasure begins to build at my core. The combination of his cock hammering into me and his magical fingers playing at my clit all culminates into something more intense than I’ve ever been able to experience. It’s so close, my breaths come in shallow pants, as though I’m afraid to let it happen.

“Come on, Willow. Let go.” His whispered words send me over the edge, and my body bursts, limbs twitching as the pleasure crests in harsh waves. It’s not fucking stopping, and my eyes are brimming with tears as I’m overwhelmed. He’s shouting his own release even as a second orgasm crashes over me, this time sending my consciousness beyond my body. I’m hazy and dazed, and so fucking blissed out.

Until I see Devin. His eyes are wide with shock.

He pulls out of me, stepping back as though I’ve bitten him before he says, “Willow … your eyes.”
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I can’t believe what just happened. Willow’s usually pale green irises had flashed emerald. Not just green, but glowing, like fucking kryptonite. My limbs feel strangely heavy, as though I’m wading through the ocean wearing clothes.

“What’s wrong, Devin?” she asks, pure innocence and concern in her voice.

“Y-your eyes were fucking glowing.”

Shaking her head, she laughs. “No, they weren’t. Shut up.”

“I’m not kidding.”

“Well, I don’t have glowing eyes. I think I’d know.”

Raking my hand through my hair, I pace the floor, trying to make sense of it. Maybe I’d just been so caught up in everything I’d been feeling, my brain was on overdrive, sensations making me hallucinate. “You’re right. Shit. It’s been a rough week. I must be seeing things that aren’t there.”

Her stomach growls, the sound so loud it fills the space between us. With eyes her natural shade, she locks gazes with me and grins. “I’m about to start hallucinating from hunger. You don’t mind if I eat, do you? I mean, since you don’t …”

“The only thing I enjoy eating is your sweet pussy.” I can’t help myself, if there’s an opening to a dirty joke, I take it—every time.

Her cheeks turn from pink to red, but she takes that lush bottom lip in between her teeth and squirms from her place on the table. “Maybe later?”

And I’m rock solid in a fucking instant. “Absolutely.”

I have to pull myself away from her, fasten my pants, and force my feet to walk in the opposite direction as she hops down from the table and slides those tiny cotton shorts over her ass. If I let myself watch the way her tits bounce and sway while she collects her shirt, I’ll have her on her back as I fuck her senseless again. But it’s too soon. She doesn’t recover the way I can. She bends and opens a cabinet, grabbing a bowl and mixing spoon before pulling a box of pancake mix from her pantry. Pancakes? She’s going to make fucking pancakes right now?

My heart pounds in my ears as I fight the near-uncontrollable urge to touch her. What the hell? It’s always been intense between us, but this is out of control. My blood tingles with an almost magnetic pull to her. Taking shallow breaths, I work to focus on anything other than her scent. Then music fills the air, a sensual, smooth beat pulsing through the room. The song is all sex and no innuendo. If she’s trying to ratchet up the mood, she’s succeeding.

Unable to take it any longer, I turn to face her from across the room. She pours the batter on a griddle, and sighs, raising her arms over her head in a long stretch as the food cooks. My hands grip my own elbows, keeping my arms crossed over my chest. Fuck. She’s dancing as she pours chocolate chips into a saucepan and stirs. Her shapely ass is barely covered by those shorts, and she moves like she knows I’m watching. This certainly falls into the category of inhumane torture techniques. Maybe even a war crime.

She’s not looking at me as she sways, but the woman is uninhibited, wild, and dancing like she needs a fucking pole. I’m not complaining, but it seems strange. She’s not been this bold before, not in this way. Bending again, she comes up with another bowl and pours in the contents of the saucepan.

Clearing my throat, I catch her attention, and my gaze falls straight to her hard nipples, poking out from under her top, begging for me to suck on them. “Are you trying to slowly kill me?”

A throaty laugh falls from her lips, and her expression changes from innocent to predatory in the blink of an eye. She flips the pancakes onto a plate and grins. “Don’t you like it when I dance?”

Her lips turn down in a pout even as she dips her finger into the melted chocolate she’d prepared. I groan as soon as that candy-covered finger slides between her lips. She sucks, her cheeks hollowing and eyes closing in an exaggerated demonstration. “Oh, that’s so good. I wish you could have a taste.” Her finger trails down her neck until it hits the deep neckline of her top. “I wonder how it would taste on you?” She cocks her head and smirks before beckoning me to her.

I can’t resist, not anymore. She’s going to lick melted fucking chocolate off my body. Maybe even my cock if I’m lucky … and I hope I am. “Are you sure you’re ready? It hasn’t been long.”

Her eyes flash with lust as she nods. “For some reason tonight, I’m insatiable. I don’t think you’ll ever be able to keep me from wanting you.”

Collecting the bowl of melted chocolate, she grabs a spoon and takes my hand.

“Willow, what about your food?”

Casting a glance at the plate of pancakes she’s left cooling on the counter, she shrugs. “They’ll still be there when I finish my dessert.”

If I wasn’t already in love with her, I would be now. She can do whatever the fuck she wants to me. I’m at her mercy, and I fucking love it.
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Devin is sleeping. Either that, or I somehow fucked him into a coma. Do vampires sleep? I always thought they just sort of rested until the sun went down, but it’s only midnight. He should be awake.

Standing next to the bed, I take a moment to appreciate his gorgeous, toned ass, only half-covered by the bedsheets. God, he is everything I’ve fantasized about. Better, if I’m honest.

“Devin,” I say, my tone hushed, simply because I don’t want him to startle awake and vamp out on me. When he doesn’t move, I call his name again, louder. Still nothing. Fuck, he’s not even breathing. Does he need to breathe?

Lifting my foot, I poke his exposed butt cheek with my toe. Shit. I think I killed him. How do you resuscitate a vampire?

One blond eyebrow arches as he opens his eye. “What the hell are you doing?”

Relief courses through me. “I thought maybe I killed you.”

A low chuckle rumbles through his chest as I take a seat next to him on the bed. “You thought you screwed me to death?”

A heated blush warms my cheeks. “Maybe. I didn’t think vampires slept.”

“We don’t.” He rolls to his side, that glorious chest on full display. “Except during daylight. And even then, it’s more like death. We can stay awake, but it’s hard on our bodies.”

“So, what was that?” I gesture toward him lying on the mattress.

He rubs his chin before running his fingers through his hair. “A sex stupor?” As he sits up, he groans, pinching the bridge of his nose. “Shit.”

“What?”

Shaking his head, he takes a heavy breath. “My head hurts. I’m fucking dizzy as hell. Did you drug me or something?”

I would be offended, but I’ve threatened to kill him multiple times now, so I can’t blame him for being suspicious. “No.” Reaching out, I rest my palm on his forehead to find his skin cooler than usual and coated in a clammy sweat. “You look sick. Your eyes have dark circles.”

He chuckles lightly, but I hear an edge of nerves behind the laugh. “I don’t get sick. Unless I’ve been poisoned. I know you didn’t poison me.”

“Do you need to feed?”

A frown creases his brow. “I shouldn’t.”

“Maybe you’ll feel better if you do.” I hold my wrist out in front of his lips. “Here.”

Even though he doesn’t feel well, he smirks. “You just want me to make you come again.”

Rolling my eyes, I shrug. “I’m not going to lie. It’s a perk.”

As soon as his teeth pierce my flesh, a wave of ecstasy flows over me. I’m moaning and trying desperately not to writhe on the bed. But he pulls free all too soon, his frown deepening.

“What?” I ask, a sense of dread overtaking the diminishing euphoria.

His lips move, but he doesn’t make a sound. Like he’s having a silent conversation I’m not privy to.

Without warning, his ice-blue eyes snap open and swirl with silver as his strong hand encircles my throat. His voice is a harsh growl. “When the fuck did you get a Watcher?”
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The name Armaros rolls over in my mind again and again. She’s been infected. Willow—my Willow has a Watcher inside her. How the fuck did this happen?

“Tell, me, Willow. When?” The fear in her eyes shatters me, and I regain control from Sariel, taking my hand from her throat.

“What the hell are you talking about?” She flies off the bed. I can hear her heart thrumming like a caged bird. “I don’t have a Watcher.”

“You do. Sariel tasted it in your blood. He said Armaros.” I stand and wrap my naked body in a blanket. My legs wobble, making me suddenly aware of my weakness. “I saw your eyes change. I was fucking right. They glowed.”

Horror fills her features. “No. This can’t be happening.” All the color drains from her cheeks. “It was Mark,” she whispers as tears shine in her eyes. “I didn’t remember before, but now—”

“What? Who the fuck is Mark?” Jealousy, hot and untempered, flares inside me.

“Oh God. That’s why you’re sick. I’ve been feeding from you. Devin, I could have killed you.”

“We need to circle back to Mark. Why were you with another man?”

With a sigh, she sits. “My fiancé.”

An overwhelming pain grips my heart but is quickly overtaken by confusion. “Your fiancé is dead.”

She nods, then shakes her head before dropping it into her palms. “He was … is … It’s all my fault. Azazel made them turn him. He gave Mark a Watcher.” The heartbreak in her voice nearly takes me to my knees. “I staked him. But he bit me before he died. His eyes flashed green, and he bit me.” As she brings her hand to her neck, I see the nearly healed skin. “He said Azazel has been after me for the last six years. Why? Why would he want me?”

Because she’s yours. Sariel’s voice echoes in my head.

“When the fuck did this happen?”

Her hands are balled into fists as she clenches her teeth. “A few days ago. After I saw you with Reese.”

Shit. I have no clue how to handle something like this. She looks the same, just like the woman I ache to be near every moment of the night. But, I feel violated somehow. Like she’s a double agent and I don’t know if I can trust her if the Watchers have access to her. These Watchers have been looking for a way in, for some path to Sariel. The path was me. This is my fault.

Pulling on my jeans, I search the floor for my shirt before I remember I left it in the living room. “I … I have to leave. I’m sorry, Willow.”

I see the moment she shuts down. Her face becomes a blank mask, but disbelief and hurt lurk behind her eyes.

“Fine. Get out. I’ll … I don’t know what I’ll do.” She turns away, her shoulders tense and posture hostile.

Fuck. I’m an asshole. But she’s fed from me at least three times if it works the same way it does with me. I come, Sariel feeds. Is that how she feeds? By me spilling my orgasm inside her? Or does she feed from her own pleasure? If I’m an incubus, that must make her a succubus. My head is a jumbled mess of confusion as my thoughts race from one conclusion to the next.

Reaching for her, I let my hands hover over her thin shoulders, not allowing myself to touch. If I touch her, I’ll pull her against me, and then I won’t be able to walk away. But, she’s everything. How can I leave her? Then I feel the air around us change. An undeniable wave of need washes over me as pheromones fill the room. My cock pushes against the denim covering it, and my fangs descend as lust rushes through my system. Fuck. I can’t want her again.

“Devin?” She sounds like she’s in pain, like she needs me to ease some deep ache. As she turns toward me, I notice the faint glow in her irises before she’s on me, her mouth crushing against mine, tongue delving deep, twining with my own in a passionate dance. She’s got me backed up and sitting on the bed before I can protest. Her legs are wrapped around my hips, hands tangled in my hair, and I can feel the press of her hard nipples against my chest as she clings to me. Breaking the kiss, she presses her cheek to mine and murmurs, “It’s not enough. I need more. Everything hurts. What’s happening to me?”

Panic sets in, making my stomach turn to stone. I search for Sariel, hoping he’ll give me some idea of how to help her, but he’s locked himself away, clearly not wanting anything to do with the Watcher inside my Willow.

Her hot little hands slide over my chest as she continues to lick and kiss along my jaw, down my neck, sending fire racing through my blood. I’ll give her everything she needs. Grinding her core against my straining erection, she moans and bites my neck, hard enough that, were I human, she’d have drawn blood. I let out a soft grunt of pain and buck my hips.

Pushing me until my head hits the bed, she stands and slides my pants over my hips and down my legs. The glow in her eyes is brighter with every moment that passes, but the pleading look she gives me makes my heart cry out to help. She needs me. I can give this to her. I’m stronger than a human. She can’t kill me like this. I hope.

Her shorts fall to the floor, and I expect her to mount me without ceremony, but she takes her bottom lip between her teeth and balls her hands into fists.

“Don’t fight it, Angel. Take what you need from me. I’ll be okay.”

She shakes her head even as she’s reaching for me. “It made you sick. I might kill you.”

“Can’t die, remember?”

Sadness fills her eyes. “Everything dies eventually. You should know that better than anyone.”

Her words hit me like a punch to the gut. “Yeah, you’re right. And, I’m pretty sure if you don’t get a handle on your Watcher, you’ll die sooner than the rest of us. So come over here and take what I’m offering. Then we’ll figure this out.”

The emerald glow in her irises increases until I know she’s not Willow any longer. A sick feeling takes hold in my stomach as a wicked grin spreads across her face.

“You think she’ll get a handle on me? Oh no, vampire. She’s going to be nothing but a shell when I’m through with her.” Her voice has taken on a haughty tone, so unlike my Willow. “It’s been a long time since I was able to truly feed, but now that I’m in her body, I’m going to have fun draining you of your essence. I see why Sariel wants so badly to find his mate. Sex is so much more satisfying than blood.”

My chest aches. Sex or blood. Those are the only ways a Watcher can feed. The first fills them, the second only sustains them temporarily. Sort of like Thanksgiving dinner versus a salad. Willow is human. She has only one way to feed her Watcher. Me.

“I see your mind working. She won’t last long, you know. Her little human body will fade quickly unless you keep me happy. Of course, what I truly need is Sariel to join with us. If he does, I can promise you she’ll be taken care of.”

She shudders, blinking hard a few times before looking back at me. “Devin, you have to leave. Get out of here before they get what they want.”

Her eyes flash again and a snarl rips from her throat. “Don’t move a muscle. She is disposable. Keep that in mind. I can find another vessel easily, but if I do, she dies. You’ll provide me what I need if you really love her. I see it in you, that spark. You won’t let anything hurt her.”

Gut clenching, I stand and pull up my jeans. “Do I love her? Are you so sure?” Leading with my hips, I back her up against the wall. “Maybe I just wanted a good …” I nip her lower lip. “Hard …” I slide my hand between her legs and cup her heat. “Fuck.”

She shudders and moans, still affected by me. “Yes,” she breathes.

With my fingers deep inside her, I grip both of her hands in my free one and trap them. There’s a robe hanging on the wall, and without giving her time to react, I pull my fingers from her body, snag the belt, and tie her wrists.

“What are you doing?”

Smirking, I scoop her into my arms. “Nothing gets my blood flowing like a little light bondage. Maybe I’ll take your ass tonight like I promised. Will that feed you, or do I need to come inside your pussy?”

As I toss her on the bed, she moans. “I need your essence.”

Lifting her hands over her head, I thank God her headboard is made of wrought iron bars. With a few tugs of the belt, I secure her wrists above her on the sturdy bed. She looks so fucking sexy like that, bare and glistening for me. But then I remember why. She’s not herself, not now.

“Devin.” Her panicked voice makes my heart jump. “There’s a box of restraints in my top drawer. This tie isn’t going to hold.”

I want to tease her for having a BDSM streak, but the fear in her eyes changes my tune. I nod and find the box. She wasn’t fucking kidding me. Chains, handcuffs, rope, and more wooden stakes fill the heavy metal container.

“Use the cuffs. My legs too.” She’s fighting for control, her limbs shaking as I approach.

Grabbing a pair of leather-lined cuffs with a heavy chain linking them, I secure her ankles and slip the key into my pocket. Then I return to her wrists, doing the same and attaching them to the headboard once again.

A vicious laugh falls from her lips, sending a shiver down my spine as I realize I’ve lost Willow again. “Oh, you naughty boy. You think you can contain me here? I’ll make your woman suffer until you give me what I want.”

“Fuck off, Watcher. You kill her and I’ll make sure Gabriel smites your ass.”

I’m bluffing. If Willow dies, I don’t think I’ll recover enough to do a damn thing.

Walking out the door, I fight to keep my shaking body under control. There’s no way to keep Willow safe when the danger is inside her. I have no idea what to do. But I’ve got as close a direct line to God as I’m going to get, and if Gabriel doesn’t have an answer for me, I don’t know where else to turn.

All I know is, Willow has to be saved before my time with Sariel is up.
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I’m done with this asshole in my head. He … she … it needs to realize I signed an eviction notice about ten seconds after I realized it was here. Over and over, my body continues to be stolen from me as I wait for Devin to come back. I don’t know what he’ll do. I’m not sure he can help me at all, to be honest. There’s a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach, and I’m pretty sure it means this only ends one way. With me in a pine box.

That’s not true, little human. There’s another way out.

Finally, the Watcher speaks. It’s weird to hear my own voice in my head when I’m not the one using it.

“What way?”

Let me call my leader. He can save you. You can be with Devin again.

I’m not an idiot. These are the bad guys, that much is abundantly clear, but if I can figure out a way out of this with my life intact, I’m open.

“What’s the catch?”

No catch. Aside from you letting me get a head start out of town. I don’t like your vessel. There’s a reason the fallen chose vampires over humans. Your little bodies can’t withstand the force of our grace.

“If you’re fallen, how do you even have grace?”

We lost our wings, but our grace is like our blood. The blood of the fallen may be weaker, but it is still strong enough to burn up a human from the inside out.

I shudder at the visual. “Aren’t you a guy? Why are you inside me?” Before the Watcher can answer, I chuckle. “Oh … you’re gay. I get it.”

Anger snaps in my head, making me wince. I can choose any vessel I wish, but it’s true, I’d have preferred to take a male host. I find fucking a woman so much more pleasing, and the feeding is … more effective.

“What do you mean?” My skin crawls at the thought of him using me to feed on Devin.

A woman’s body is so different from a man’s. The ability to create life, for instance, takes its own special magic. We are able to feed on that when we spill our seed inside a woman. Here, inside you, I’m starving all the time. You can take from him, but he can’t sustain a life like a female can. He has less power for me to feed off, and Sariel takes from you even as I take from Devin. To keep this up, we’ll have to drain him dry just to survive a week.

My stomach twists. I don’t want this. I don’t want to have an intruder in my head, calling the shots, making me hurt Devin.

“Fine, call your leader. I want out.” I couldn’t care less who he calls as long as I can get this over with.

The Watcher laughs, and my ears pop as the air around us shifts. The most beautiful man I’ve ever seen stands before me. His benevolent smile and soft gaze eases my worry.

“Hello, Willow. It looks like you’ve gotten yourself into a bit of trouble.”

I nod. I have no words for this being. I just want to stare at him and bask in his aura.

“And you, Armaros. What is wrong with you? Why would you take a human? You could have easily turned her before letting go of Mark.”

Suddenly, my mouth is speaking words I have no control of. “She staked him. I had just enough time to get inside her before I’d have been sent to purgatory. Please believe me.”

The beautiful man shakes his head, staring down sadly at his feet. “I really didn’t want it to end like this. Purgatory is the best place for a fuckup like you, Armaros.”

Calm washes over me as I realize he’s going to send the Watcher away. I’ll be free. Things can go back to how they were. Until his eyes harden and he extends dark black wings tipped in crimson liquid. With a quick flick of his wrist, my bindings come undone, but I can’t move. My arms flop uselessly by my sides as he slashes the length of my forearms with two sure strokes of an invisible blade. They bleed immediately. He’s cut me deep. Panic starts to build in my chest, but he rests a hand on my forehead.

“Hush, darling. It will be over soon. I can save you if you wish. Join me and live. All you have to do is swear your loyalty. You can have Devin, you can have your vengeance, you can even live forever if you want. Just say the word, and I’ll give it all to you.”

In that instant, I know who he is. I know what he wants. And there’s no way I’m giving it to him. With me gone, Devin will fulfill his bargain and his soul will be saved. With me gone, he won’t be distracted and they can win their war. With me gone, he stands a chance at redemption.

I’m already so weak, my lips can barely form the words. Lucifer leans in, his chiseled face close to my mouth as I whisper, “Go to Hell.”
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“Willow!” I smell the blood, thick, coppery, and plentiful, as soon as I step through her door.

Something isn’t right, and as the air shifts, a sense of despair cloaks me. Angels. Someone is here, with her, hurting her.

Running to her room, I stop and fight the bloodlust rising as I see her. She’s still breathing, her chest rising and falling in shallow pants, but her skin is so pale.

“Who did this? Willow? Talk to me, Angel. Who?”

She’s trying, her lips move, but no sound comes out. All she can do is shake her head as she bleeds freely from her wrists. I race into her bathroom, grabbing every towel I can find to stanch the bleeding. Pressing the fabric to the precise cuts while I tear at the skin of my wrist and hold it to her mouth, I pray for the first time in a very long time. She frowns, moving her mouth away from my offering.

“No,” she manages.

I pull her into my lap and press my wrist to her again. “Willow, you have to drink. You’ll die if you don’t.”

Shaking her head again, she seals her lips.

“Fuck, Willow! Come on. You can’t leave me. Not now. I just found you.”

But she’s stubborn, refusing me with the will of a warhorse, and I’m crumbling. The only thing I can give her to keep her going is soaking into the floor along with her life. Her pulse has slowed to a nearly imperceptible rhythm now. It’s only a matter of a few short minutes until she’s gone, and I can’t do a fucking thing about it.

“Gabriel, please!” I scream his name, not caring about the neighbors, or the time, just needing his help. I’d spent hours calling for him tonight as I roamed the city with no results, and now, with nothing left, here I was begging for his attention. “Answer me this time, you fucking winged asshole!”

“Oh, Devin. What have you done?” Gabriel’s voice makes me cringe. He sounds almost amused at my plight as I sit here while the woman I love dies in my arms.

“It wasn’t me. One of you did this. I felt it.”

His eyebrows rise in question. “I assure you, none of my brothers did this. We don’t need to kill her.” He reaches out and places a hand on her head. “Oh, but she has a Watcher inside her. I see. Lucifer always was the twisted sort.”

My vision runs red as waves of rage course through me. “Lucifer did this?”

“Most likely. She must be strong, to refuse him.”

“Fix her.” The tightness in my words betrays my slim margin of control.

He shakes his head and sighs. “I can’t. She’s a breath away from Heaven either way. Her body can’t handle the Watcher for long. He’ll burn up her soul as he uses her body. And when she dies, her Watcher will be sent to purgatory.”

“Fine. Thanks for nothing.” Gritting my teeth, I look at her. I might be a selfish prick, but there’s no way I’m letting her die. Even if she hates me for eternity, at least she’ll still be here. Tilting her head back, I open her mouth. She’s not fighting me now, because all the fight has left her. I break the skin of my wound again and let my blood trickle into her mouth, willing her to swallow.

“Devin. Stop this.” Gabriel’s voice holds the barest hint of warning.

“No. She can’t die. Not now.” A tear slips down my cheek, and I want to scream in rage and frustration. She can’t leave me. I won’t allow it.

“You’re condemning her soul to purgatory.”

“But she’ll be alive. She’ll be with me.” But then it dawns on me. Sariel. The transfer of a Watcher from one host to the next typically happens during the process of making a vampire. Is this going to kill me? I don’t fucking care. If I go down saving her, so be it.

She already has a Watcher, Devin. I have nowhere to move on to.

It doesn’t matter anyway. As I hold my wrist to her mouth, desperation claws at me with every second that passes. She doesn’t move, doesn’t swallow or latch onto my skin.

She’s gone.

I’ve lost her.
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My mouth tastes funky. Like, really funky. What the hell happened last night? Looking around my room, you wouldn’t know anything was out of place. Everything is as neat as though a stager came through and set it up for a showing. But these aren’t the clothes I was wearing earlier. This quilt is my spare, and I can smell blood somewhere in my home.

Someone is watching a talk show outside my door. I can hear it so clearly, they must have the volume up way too loud. I’m sure I’ll get hit with a noise complaint. Standing, I expect to wobble a bit as my body wakes up, but I feel strong, as if I’ve had my morning shot of caffeine and just finished an exhilarating run.

I roll my head from side to side, expecting some aches and pains, but find none. It’s then that I hear voices, clear as day, through my fucking floor.

“Are you going to talk to her about all the yelling? Last night was ridiculous.”

“Honey, I don’t think she gives a shit.”

“Well, if you won’t be a man and go say something, I’ll do it.”

A door slams, and I can hear the footsteps come up the stairs and down the hall before stopping at my apartment. I’m out of my room and opening my front door without thinking about it. What the fuck?

“What?” I snap.

I can hear the woman’s heart beating in her chest. Her pulse sends a vein jumping under her skin, and my mouth waters with hunger.

No. No. No.

This can’t be happening. But I’m so hungry. Sharp teeth descend from my gums, and I reach for her, but Devin’s hand lands on my shoulder, stopping me from ripping the woman’s throat out. He slams the door in her face and grips me tightly.

“It worked. It fucking worked.” Disbelief colors his tone as he crushes me against his body.

“What did you do?” I push him away, unable to hide the horror in my voice as the memory of what happened hits me. I died. Lucifer killed me because I wouldn’t swear loyalty to him. “I should be dead.” Holding my bare arms out in front of me, I search for the long, deep lacerations that should have resulted in my demise. My arms show nothing but smooth, creamy skin. “Devin? What the fuck did you do to me?”

Guilt crosses his face, changing the rugged beauty to a tragic mask. I know the truth. I don’t want to admit it, but I know. He turned me. He fucking turned me.

“I’m—”

“No! Fuck! You didn’t … don’t say it, Devin. Don’t tell me you made me into the one thing I hate more than anything else in the world.”

Squaring his shoulders, he juts his chin out in defiance. “What was I supposed to do? Let you die? You can’t leave me. I can’t exist in a world where you aren’t breathing.”

Ignoring the squeeze in my chest at the way his voice catches on his last statement, I latch on to the rage still burning bright. “Yes. You were supposed to let me go. That’s how this life thing works. We’re born, we die. End of story. Besides, you’re not going to be around long enough to miss me. I was going to be the one to lose you. I still am, except now I have eternity to grieve.”

He runs a hand through his hair before turning away from me and walking down the hall. “I’m not giving him control.” His words are just a breath, so soft I almost can’t make them out even with my newly heightened senses.

Not willing to let this go, I follow him into the living room. “What did you say?”

“You heard me. I’m not going. I never thought I’d find a reason to stay, but I did. Why should Sariel get his soul mate and not me? Don’t I deserve to be happy?”

My stomach clenches. No. He can’t do this. Not with his soul up as collateral. “He’s not going to give up. You know that.”

Shrugging, the handsome idiot smirks. “He can try to fight me all he wants. I’m not changing my mind.”

I want to rage at him, but hunger takes control of my brain. I need to feed on someone. My Watcher stirs in the depths of my mind, begging me to sate its need as well. Head spinning and body tingling, I feel lust combining with betrayal, overtaking sense as Devin’s gaze locks on my breasts. I’m not wearing a bra, clad only in a thin tank top, and I’m sure it’s obvious. Tingles run across my nipples as they harden, and desire rushes through every nerve ending. I’m on fire.

“Fuck,” he mutters, licking his lips and closing the distance between us in two large strides. “You need me. Admit it.”

He keeps walking until I’m backed up against the kitchen counter. I shake my head, and shove him back. My newfound strength sends him crashing into the island, cracking the wood cabinet beneath. The asshole grins and shakes it off, sauntering back to me. I’m so angry, but I want him so damn bad. He knows exactly what he does to me. Wrapping his hands around my waist, he lifts me easily and seats me on the counter, pulling my top over my head.

“You want me. I can see it all over your body. The way your nipples tighten, the flare of need in your eyes, the sharp breaths you’re trying so hard to control. I bet you’re wet for me. Fucking soaked and ready for my cock.”

“I don’t want you. I’m angry.” I spit the words at him before my open palm makes contact with his cheek. The crack sounds through the room, and his eyes flash silver.

His fingers slide up my inner thigh until they rub across my pussy, covered only by the thin fabric of my pajama bottoms. “Liar, liar. You’re so wet, I can feel it through your little shorts. I could sink inside you now without any preparation. Just bury myself to the hilt.”

I can’t help it, I lean forward, letting my breasts brush against his chest. I do want him. The fury churning in my heart only amps up my need. “That’s not me. It’s my Watcher. Don’t you know the difference?”

It’s a low blow, and I know it hurt, but I’m pissed. I am so mad I can’t see straight.

“Then let’s get your Watcher taken care of so you can fuck me because you want it. I promise, before I’m done with you, you’ll forget about anyone other than you and me.”

Wrapping my legs around his waist even as I shake my head, I grind against his rigid cock. “I hate you.”

A flash of pain crosses his face. He tries to hide it with a smirk, but I saw. “You love me.”

I do. I love him. But he betrayed me when he made me into a monster, and that fuels my anger more than anything else. Even as my body burns for him, my heart is broken for the damage he’s done, and for the promise he’s planning to break. “Shut up.”

Shoving my hand down the front of his pants, I grab his length, stroking and squeezing just to get him to stop talking. He hisses as I twist lightly over the crown before sliding back down to the base.

“Fuck me, that feels amazing.”

His fingers trace the outline of my mouth, eyes filled with love stare at me, and I groan. Not in ecstasy but in frustration.

“I don’t fucking care if it feels good for you. This is not about you, Devin.” I don’t want sweet and tender lovemaking. I need a rough fuck. A way to say good-bye. If I don’t leave him broken and betrayed, his soul will never be redeemed. He’ll fail to follow through on his promise to Sariel in order to stay with me. I can’t be the reason he loses everything he’s wanted. Especially since I’ll never be able to forgive him for this.

Shoving him away, I hop down from my place on the counter and step out of my shorts before turning and leaning over the worktop. Ass pressed against his crotch, I wiggle and roll my hips, making him suck in a harsh breath.

“Take me from behind. I don’t want to see your face. Make me come so hard, I forget how much I hate you.”

He lets out a growl, and I hear the distinct sound of a zipper, followed by his pants hitting the floor. Using his foot, he kicks my feet apart, spreading me open for him.

“Fine. You want it dirty? I’ll give you dirty, Angel.”
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She’s so pissed at me. I can feel the anger rolling off her in waves, but I know Willow wants me—needs me. I’ll never willingly deny her, and now that I can have her for eternity, I’ll never have to. In one hard thrust, I’m buried inside her slick body. The groan she lets out sends a rush straight to my balls as I grip her hips. I have to stop myself from pounding into her over and over, because I don’t want this to finish too quickly.

Swirling her hips, she grinds that delectable ass against me and looks over her shoulder through a curtain of red hair. “What are you waiting for?”

Need coils in my belly as I stare into the green eyes that completely own me. Digging my fingers into her skin, I roll back and forth, slow and deep, waiting for the hatred in her gaze to cool. Her lashes flutter closed on a sigh, and she tosses her head back, long hair cascading over creamy skin. She wants dirty and hard, but I can’t. Something in me makes this feel like if I don’t take my time, I’ll lose her.

“Damn it, Devin. Stop being gentle.” She begins pushing herself along my length, slamming back and pulling away, giving herself what she wants.

I still her with my hands, sliding them up her taut belly to cup her tits. I have to look at her, to see her face change from the mask of fury into the truth—she loves me. Pulling out of her, I crush her body to mine, hands roaming the swells of her breasts, across her ribs, down to her needy pussy.

“Let me take my time. I want to make this good for you.” I murmur the words against her neck before running my nose up to her ear and nipping the sensitive lobe.

She jerks and sighs when my fingers slide over the rise of her clit. “It’s always good. Oh God, it’s so good.”

Spinning her in my arms, I lower my mouth to hers and part her lips with my tongue. Tasting her. The sharp points of her fangs graze my lip, bringing blood to the skin. She sucks in a harsh breath even as I fuck her mouth with my tongue. Oh, the things I’m going to show her. The bond between us now that I’ve changed her is deeper than anything else. She’s my heart, my soul, my entire being.

Breaking our kiss, she sucks on my lower lip and finds my eyes with hers. They blaze with desire and bloodlust. “You taste so good,” she moans.

My cock jerks at the sound. “Let me make love to you, Willow. I want to give you everything you need. Take my blood, my body. Just don’t leave me.”

Sadness creeps into her eyes, but she blinks and it’s gone as quickly as it came, replaced by a feral hunger I’m all too familiar with. Scooping her into my arms, I take her to the bedroom. This will be intense, and I want to be able to focus on her rather than keeping us upright.

Splaying her across the bed, I stare at her beauty. Her hair splashes across the quilt like flames, and the blazing green of her eyes stops my heart. I’ve never loved anyone this way.

She moans as I stand over her. Her legs slide back and forth, she’s clearly restless and frustrated. “Devin, please …” Her words send me over the edge, and I can’t wait any longer to be inside her.

“Spread your legs for me. Show me that beautiful pussy.”

Biting her lower lip, she does as I ask, and the moment she’s revealed herself, I crawl across the bed, hovering over her with my hands braced on either side of her head. Positioning the straining head of my cock at her entrance, I take her chin between my fingers and feel a pang of loss when she won’t look me in the eye. “Willow, I love you. More than anything.” I need her to say it back. I have to hear the words, even though I feel them hanging between us, still unuttered on her end. “Tell me you feel the same. Please.” I hate that I’m fucking begging for her to love me.

When she opens her eyes, the tears shining in them make my heart turn cold. She’s not going to say it. “I … Devin, I’m so sor—”

Sinking deep inside her, I shut her up. I can’t bear to hear her tell me she’s fucking sorry. She’s sorry she doesn’t love me, sorry I’m a fool, sorry she’s breaking my heart. I crush my lips to hers just to avoid letting her see the agony I’m feeling. She wanted a rough fuck, but I wanted to love her. I can’t do both for her right now. Not with my heart ripped from my chest and turned to ash in her hand. Pounding relentlessly, I wish I had just let her have her way in the kitchen. I wish I’d let it go instead of forced the issue. Because now that I’ve turned her, I’ll never be free. She may not want me, may never love me, but she’ll always be part of me. I’ll know where she is, if she’s alive, if she’s happy for the rest of our very long existences. I’ve doomed myself to an eternity of unrequited love.

She cries out as her walls begin to clench around my cock, and I focus on her face, on the beauty who has the power to ruin me. Relishing the fact that I can make her feel this, I pick up the pace and grip her hips as I sit back on my heels and pull her astride me. I’m so deep in this position, kissing her womb with the tip of my cock with every thrust.

“Take what you need, Willow.” Turning my head, I expose my throat so she knows exactly what I mean.

“But … aren’t you … dead? Won’t that poison me?”

Shaking my head, I grit my teeth to hold off the release I can feel tightening my balls. “Not dead, just different.”

Licking her lips, she kicks her hips forward, eliciting groans from both of us. Then, her mouth is on my neck, her fangs pierce my flesh, and I’m coming harder than I’ve ever come in my long life. “Oh, fuck, Willow.” My cry is almost panicked as my vision goes white and my body trembles with overwhelming sensation.

On the heels of my pleasure, I hear her whisper, “Don’t look for me. I don’t want you. I hate you for what you did.”

When I regain consciousness, she’s gone.
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Willow did it. She left him a broken mess, and I love her for it. As soon as he realized she’d gone, I felt his will crumble along with his heart, and I lifted my walls to take control. Honestly, I don’t know if he’ll recover, but I can’t allow myself to care. I need to finish this fight once and for all and get my Selah back. The asshole she’s with isn’t worthy of the ground she walks on.

I need to see her. Even if it’s just for a moment. Revving the engine of Devin’s Harley, I ride down the streets of Seattle, searching aimlessly, letting my heart make my decisions. Everything stops when I see her. Selah stands in line outside the same jazz club Reese used to work at, arms crossed, a slight frown on her face. Parking the bike in the alley, I stride toward the crowd of people, stomach rolling with nerves. What am I going to say to her?

As soon as I see her, jealousy takes hold. She’s not alone. My heart stutters as she smiles up at Adam. What kind of name is that? The kind an asshole has. If I had the power, I’d destroy him where he stands. I see her lips form the words, “I love you,” and I nearly fall to my knees in the middle of the sidewalk. Before she can see me standing there staring, I turn and head back to the bike. How can she love him? She’s meant for only me. We are fated.

Heart aching just as badly as Devin’s, I speed away through the night on a search for some purpose. Maybe I can find and stop Lucifer here and now.

Or maybe you’ll end up killing us both.

“I thought you were licking your wounds, vampire?”

She hates me now, but forever is a long time. One day, she’ll come back.

“Devin. You have months left. You know I can’t let you have control again after we’ve reached the end of our agreed-upon term. Not if I’m going to be with Selah.”

It doesn’t look like you’re going to get her. She’s happy. Why would you want to fuck that up for her?

He has a point. But then I remember the feel of her hand in mine, the slight hitch of her breath when our eyes connected. She knows I’m something special. I can’t give up. This is the only chance for us.

“I’m sorry, Devin. I didn’t want it to work out this way.”

Devin’s anger is a dull throb in the backs of my eyes. Pulling over, I pinch the bridge of my nose. I expected this. Not so soon, but I did know it would happen. A pang reverberates throughout my chest, starting in my heart and pulling me toward an unknown destination.

“What is this?”

Devin pushes for control. Willow. I can’t leave her to fend for herself. She’s not able to manage her hunger.

“She doesn’t want you.” Working to keep my panic at bay, I try to remain neutral. “She hates you. You ruined her.”

A stab of pain races through me, and I know it’s Devin’s hurt I’m feeling.

She might hate me, but I’m responsible for her. Now, let me have my body back so I can take care of this.
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My chest hurts. I can’t breathe. Why does this feel so awful? It’s as if the farther away he gets, the worse the ache becomes. Is this some kind of punishment?

Throat burning with hunger, I stalk through the crowded club. I need to find someone to feed on. But I can’t do that. I know I won’t be able to stop. I’ll kill whomever I feed on … unless it’s Devin. Ugh, just the thought of him makes my clit throb with need. Now I’m hungry and horny. Shit.

A dark-haired man with a goatee and an eyebrow piercing catches my eye from across the room. Maybe he’ll do. If I can lure him to the bathroom, I can feed and no one will know. I won’t even have to dispose of the body.

Fuck. What am I thinking? Body? I can’t murder the poor guy. Damn it, I hate Devin. But the man smiles at me and crosses the dance floor, his lower lip pulled between his teeth as he slicks back his hair. Oh, he’s a handsome devil, and he’d probably be a good fuck, but my fangs descend and the pull of his blood is almost too much to bear. I can’t focus on any need other than the hunt.

“Hey, baby. You look lonely over here. Can I get you something to drink?”

My gaze zeroes in on his neck, the steady beat of his pulse making his carotid artery flutter rhythmically. I can smell the sweetness in his blood, like … cotton candy.

“I need you to take care of something for me.” I force the words from my lips even as I’m mesmerized by the thrum of his blood.

“Yeah? What’s that?”

Standing, I walk in the direction of the restrooms, knowing he’s following like a horny puppy. The moment we’re safely behind the door, he’s on me, pushing me against the wall and kissing me harder than I’d like. But then, the world fades away as he shifts and his neck meets my eager lips.

Fangs slipping deep into his neck, I drink deep. His sweet blood coats my tongue, a cloying candy-like flavor, filling me, making me powerful, but at the same time leaving me feeling sick. His pulse hammers in my ears as I continue to drain him, slowing gradually. Until the sweetness turns bitter and my stomach churns, but I’m so hungry I can’t stop. Somehow, I manage to find the willpower needed to stop before he dies. He’s smiling, eyes closed and happy. The massive wet spot on the front of his pants proves my bite is just as orgasmic as Devin’s. Guilt washes over me. Was this like cheating? Surely Devin can’t be the only one who would feed me.

Without warning, my whole body heats, tingles racing through me as my head spins and a wave of lust crashes over me like a tsunami. Vision blurring and head feeling foggy, I run my hands over my curves. Damn, my skin is hot, and I’m turned on as fuck. My nipples ache as my pussy floods with arousal. What the hell? Stumbling through the crowded club, I hold on to anything I can to help me stay upright.

“This is not normal,” I mutter under my breath as I sway in my spot. I’m so close to the exit. If I can get outside, into the fresh, clean air, maybe I can clear my head.

As soon as I breach the door, I discover I was wrong. Need slams into me, so strong my knees buckle and I have to grip the brick exterior of the building. What is fucking going on? I fed my Watcher. I fed my bloodlust. I shouldn’t be feeling like this, should I? Is this what vampires experience all the time? If so, no wonder they turn into crazed murderers. I lean heavily on the building as I try to get my bearings. This can’t last forever. If it does, I have no clue how I’ll manage.

A handsome man stands on the corner, eyeing me. I feel like I should know him, but my world is spinning, and I can’t focus. Squinting, I assess him as I walk closer. He’s tall, dressed in leather, with his arms crossed over his chest as he leans against the lamppost. Oh, fuck. Through my addled brain, I put the jumbled pieces of this picture together.

“Leave me the fuck alone, Devin. I told you. I. Hate. You.” My words are slurred and I sound like I’m on the verge of laughing, or maybe crying.

“Willow, what’s wrong with you?”

Waving my hands around makes me feel like I’m swimming through the cold air. I giggle and slump without warning. But his hands catch me by the waist. “Whoa. What’s going on?”

An involuntary moan escapes me. “Oh, shit, Devin. Stop touching me.” I lean in, the feel of his fingers as they dig in at the small of my back sends ripples of sensation straight to my clit. “Or never stop. Your hands feel so good.”

I’m shameless as I press against him, my hands tugging at his shirt, searching for skin and muscles, and … Devin. Then he licks me. His tongue slides over the line of my neck, and he inhales. I want to pull his dick free and ride him like a bronco right here in the middle of the sidewalk.

He sighs, but not in a way that makes me think of arousal. This sounds like the sigh a parent might give a child who’d just made a terrible decision. “You’ve fed from someone.” There’s a serious edge to his voice. He’s not happy I sank my fangs into some random guy, and I can’t say I don’t like knowing he’s jealous.

“A girl’s got to eat.”

“You can feed from me.” Shaking my head, I move to push away, but he pulls me tighter. “No, Angel. Your dinner for the night was laced with ecstasy. You’re high as a fucking kite. I’m not letting you go anywhere.”

Ecstasy. Huh, if I’d known this was how awesome I’d feel, maybe I wouldn’t have been so against drugs. Then again, I probably would have ended up dead in a ditch somewhere. Shrugging, I giggle again. Instead, I ended up a vampire. And now I remember why I hate Devin.

Shoving at his chest, I try to get away, but the bastard holds me tight. “Let go of me.” He only pulls me closer. I can feel his erection pressing into my belly, and damn it, my core clenches.

“You’re coming home with me.”

“No.” Stamping my foot, I try to break free, using every ounce of my strength and all my martial arts knowledge. Unfortunately, mind-altering substances and coordination do not go hand in hand. Eventually, I go for the classic head butt. Rearing back, I slam my head forward, but Devin moves his body just enough, and I end up slamming into his shoulder, sending blinding pain up my nose and making my knees give. Stunned and dazed, I try to break through the haze of pain, but I’m airborne, head hanging behind him with my ass in the air as he tosses me over his shoulder.

“I said you’re coming with me. Now shut your mouth before I have to gag you.”

Giving in, I let him cart me away. His fingers keep grazing my inner thigh as he adjusts his grip on me, and I don’t want the feeling to stop. I want to let him make me come again and again. We can do that if I go with him.

I can always leave again tomorrow.
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Fuck. How the hell am I supposed to handle Willow right now? She’s horny. Unbelievably turned on, and all I want to do is screw her until the high wears off. But then she’d probably stake me for taking advantage of her. Staring at her as she strips naked in my bedroom, I have to fight the urge to throw her on the mattress and bury my face in the sweetness between her thighs.

“Devin, I need you to either fuck me or leave me alone. Pick one.” Oh, sweet Jesus, she’s crawling up my bed, spreading her legs and sliding her fingers down … down … down. My cock threatens to punch through my leathers and drag me over to her.

Raking my hands through my hair, I grit my teeth and close my eyes. I can’t keep looking at her. Then she moans, a long, low, breathy sound, and I know I’m fighting a losing battle. Shucking my clothes in mere seconds, I cross the room and stand over her as she pleasures herself.

“No one can make you feel as good as I do, Willow.” My voice holds a note of desperation. I need her to understand what her leaving me has done. A chasm has opened between us. “Not even you can make yourself feel what I can.”

Her gaze connects with mine, desire burning in the green depths, but her Watcher isn’t present. Must be the drugs in her system, suppressing the angel’s power. “You’re all talk and no action.”

“Are you wet?”

She nods and slips a finger deep inside her pussy, then brings the digit up to my lips. I suck, rolling my tongue across her fingertip and making her gasp. Her hips buck, and those rosy nipples pebble. “Oh God. Why is everything so intense?”

“It’s the E. Not long now, though. The effects should start wearing off soon. Your body won’t hold on to it like a human’s does.”

Sitting up, she grips my rock-hard cock, pumping as she licks her lips. “Then you’d better get things going. This feels too good to waste.”

Before I can answer, her lips are around my crown, tongue rolling over the sensitive flesh, sending shock waves down my length. As much as I want her to continue, this isn’t going to ease her need. But, I let her suck me just a little longer, because I’m a selfish asshole. When her teeth scrape along the head of my cock, I shiver and pull away.

“As much as I’m enjoying this, you need relief. Lie back and let me make you scream.”

She’s so worked up, her gaze might set me on fire if I let her stare at me for too long. Pressing my hand to her chest, I push her backward, loving the way her russet hair tumbles across my sheets. I drop to my knees beside the bed, take her legs in my hands, and pull her toward me until her pussy is a breath away from my mouth. Hitching her legs over my shoulders, I run my lips across her inner thigh, relishing the shudder that courses through her body.

“Tell me you want me, Angel.”

Watching her face from my place between her thighs, I grin as she squirms. She grits her teeth, but her eyes roll back in her head when I bring my lips closer to the swollen bundle of nerves I know needs attention.

“Say it.”

I can’t help but laugh when she tries to move forward, to get my mouth to connect with her pussy.

“God damn you, Devin.”

“Close enough.” I lick once, and she screams her pleasure.

Before long, her hands are tugging at my hair as I suck her clit and make her come over and over. My fingers delve into her tight body, and I wish it was my cock. But I know better. This is what she needs, and it’s what I’ll give her. I’m not getting inside her again until she’s in her right mind, and has admitted she loves me. That might make me sound like a girl, but I don’t fucking care. I gave her everything I had, and she destroyed me.

The saddest part is, she probably will again, and I’m helpless to stop her.
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I’m naked. Why the fuck am I naked? As my eyes adjust to the unfamiliar surroundings, one thing is very clear. I have no clue where I am, but Devin is in bed with me. Naked. And hard. Instinctively, I reach behind me and slide my hand over his thick length. He groans and snuggles closer, burying his face in my hair as he palms my breast. His lips ghost over my shoulder and up my neck, soft kisses that speak of so much more than sex. And my heart breaks to pieces.

I left him because I love him, but the stubborn ass won’t let me go. He kidnapped me and took me to his … lair? I can’t be with him, but here I am, naked and ready to let him own me—again.

Maybe I could have him just once more?

Swiveling my hips, I grind my ass against his cock and shiver at his sharp intake of breath. I’m slick from wanting him. Without a word, I shift and line him up against my core. He thrusts with a pained sigh leaving his lips, pressing the wide head of his cock inside me. But just as quickly as it began, he’s gone, leaving my body aflame and my heart racing.

“No, Willow.”

Anger burns in my blood. “So that’s how it’s going to be?” I can’t keep the disdain from my voice. “You change my life forever, ruin my soul, and now you won’t let me have the one thing that makes me forget?”

I won’t turn to face him. If I look into his eyes and see the hurt I know I’ve caused, I’ll bend, maybe even break.

“I’m sorry.” It’s just a pained whisper, breathed across my bare back.

Sitting up, I search for my clothes, needing to get away from him. What the fuck happened last night? My pants are across the room, bra tossed across the understated wingback chair in the corner, and … where the hell is my shirt? Rolling my gaze upward, feeling my cheeks heat as I realize my shirt is hanging from the ceiling fan. And I can’t find my panties.

Sliding my jeans over my hips, I snag my top and bra before covering myself. “What are you staring at?” I snap.

He sits on the side of the bed, hands gripping his knees, knuckles white. Standing without saying anything, he crosses the room to the dresser, and I get a full view of his toned ass. Lust comes roaring back with a vengeance, but I’m able to control the wash of desire. I should leave now, while he’s stepping into a pair of pants, but I don’t, and when he turns to face me, my gaze rakes over his body. I can’t help but look into those icy blues. Just like that, I’m crushed. I want to go to him, hold him tight and kiss away all the hurtful things I said.

But Sariel’s warning rings in my ears. No. I can’t do this to him. I can’t be with him. If I can keep hold of my hatred a little longer, maybe I can convince him I’m not worth him throwing away his soul. But here he is, chipping at the thin wall I put up.

“Where are my panties?”

He stands, leaning against the dresser with his hands in the front pockets of his jeans. All he does is stare. He doesn’t speak, doesn’t move, doesn’t react.

“Dammit, Devin. Where are they?”

Shrugging, he strides silently out of the room.

“Fucking asshole,” I mutter.

“I heard that.”

Sighing, I shake my head. Of course, now he speaks. Being here with him, I can almost forget that I’m a vampire. Everything feels so normal because he’s the same as me. But I’m reminded the moment I head for the front door and end up moving so fast I can’t stop myself from crashing into his chest. He’s faster … of course.

“Where the fuck do you think you’re going?”

Hands on my hips, I size him up. I could take him. I’ve brought him to the floor twice before, and that was when I was human. My knee is feeling a little twitchy, like it needs another date with his balls.

“I’m leaving. I told you. I hate you. I don’t want to be with you. Leave me the fuck alone.”

Lies, lies, lies.

“You can’t leave.”

Now I’m just pissed on principle. “Yeah, I can. Watch me.”

Sliding my hands across his chest and up into his hair, I pull him close enough to wedge my foot between his legs. He licks his lips before allowing himself to lean in a little closer. And then I strike. My knee should connect soundly with his crotch. Instead, he spins me around, knocking me off-balance and to the floor. As I fall, I grab him and bring his big body down on top of mine.

“You got me once, but I can assure you, Angel, that’s never going to happen again. You don’t even know how to hunt without getting drugged.” His eyes blaze with fury and determination. “You are mine. So stop fighting me.”

I hate that the possessiveness radiating from him turns me on. “I’m not yours.”

His hips pin mine to the hardwood as he cages me between his arms. “You are. I made you. You’re mine until the end of fucking time. Whether you like it or not.”

“Yeah, well, I don’t like it. Get off me.” I squirm under him, achieving the opposite effect and just wedging myself further under his hold.

“Do you even remember what happened to you last night?”

Not really. But I don’t want him to know that. “Yes.”

He cocks an eyebrow. “Really? So, you remember feeding on some asshole who was high? You remember nearly stripping me in the street and fucking me for the world to see?”

Shit, really? “Yes.”

A smirk turns up one corner of his mouth. “Then you must remember my mouth on you, yours on my cock, and the things you told me as I was making you come.”

I suck in a sharp breath. Oh no. What had I told him? There’s so much I could have said that would ruin my lies. I nod, unable to speak at this point for fear of my voice not working.

“You love me. You know it. I know it. Stop trying to run.”

Damn. If I really said that, there was no way he’d let me go. Staring into his eyes, I see a flicker of worry mixed with a lot of doubt. He’s lying. Motherfucker.

“I …” I slide my hand between us until my fingers find the wiry hairs that lead from his navel to his cock. “Fucking …” Breaching his waistband, I brush his hardening dick. “Hate you.”

My fangs extend, and I release his length, grabbing his balls in a tight grip that makes him grunt and wince.

When he doesn’t move off me, I twist, but all he does is breathe in harsh gasps as the asshole works through the obvious pain. He likes it. And the feel of his hardness sliding beneath my palm sends a rush of desire through me. Then, his lips are on mine, tongue thrusting inside, and my hard grip turns gentle and sensual.

Dammit. But, I can feel my Watcher taking control even as Devin grinds his erection against my core. Breaking the kiss, he breathes heavily. “We can’t keep doing this. I want you all the time, but we’re going to kill each other if you don’t get your Watcher under control. Sariel has blocked himself off from me for now, but he’ll need to feed soon.”

“I guess there are worse ways to go.” I move to free him from his pants, but he stands and walks away. “What the hell?”

“It might surprise you, but I’m not here to be your sex toy. I don’t typically fuck people who hate me.”

I snort. “Could have fooled me.”

He turns on me, fury blazing in his bright eyes. “I’ll take care of what you need to keep you healthy, but I don’t think you understand what it does to me every time we’re together.” Heaving a sigh, he grips the back of one of the dining room chairs and stares down at the floor. “Knowing that all you want me for is to get off, that you don’t feel the same way I do, leaves me gutted every time. I don’t get to lie around and bask in the afterglow. I try to pick up the pieces of my heart so I can help you when you need me.”

God, this is hard. I hate seeing him hurt, even if it’s for his own good. I almost cross the room and wrap my arms around him. Everything in me is begging for that one simple action, but then I force myself to recall how easily he damned my soul, and how truly angry I still am.

“Yeah? Well, maybe you should have thought about that before you sent my soul to purgatory for your own selfish reasons.” Heading back to the front door, I pull it open.

His jaw clenches as he grinds his teeth together. “I can’t change it now. But, I’m trying to help you. Shut the damn door and get back over here. You’ve got too much to learn and are a fucking liability at the moment.”

“Liability? You’re kidding me, right?” My hand is still on the knob as I step over the threshold. Devin moves quickly, pulling me backward before I can stop him. He spins me away from the door even as he slams it shut. “Would you stop with the superpowers already?”

His ice-blue gaze stops me in my tracks as he moves forward. “You’re not going anywhere until we set some ground rules. I’m responsible for you. Sit down, shut up, and listen so you don’t get yourself killed.”
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I’ve spent the last five nights under Devin’s watchful gaze. Five nights of pure torture because he’ll barely look at me, let alone touch me. Our days are spent safely tucked away in his bed, but even there, he refuses contact, remains fully clothed, and flinches if I brush his body with mine before we both lose our battles with the day.

My Watcher has been pushing for control, trying to catch me at a weak moment so I’ll let my guard down. Whispering fills my head, making my body heat with need every time Devin is in the room. And he knows it. He may not want to touch me, but he spends a good amount of his time thinking of ways to torment me by displaying his delicious body every chance he gets.

The object of my frustration waltzes into the room as though we haven’t been denying our need to touch for the better part of a week. He looks like a fucking dream, his hair tousled and damp from a shower, water droplets still standing on the bare skin of his chest, and an obvious bulge straining at the thin fabric of the towel wrapped around his waist.

“Do you really have to walk around like that?” I try for disgust, but I’m pretty sure my words come out more needy than anything.

He ignores me, instead choosing to run a hand through his long locks, flexing his well-muscled chest. I don’t know how much more captivity I can take. I’m hungry, and my Watcher is too. If Devin keeps this up, I’ll attack him. Piercing blue eyes find mine as he stops in front of me, and for a second, I think he’s going to give in and touch me. A heavy sigh escapes him as he tears his gaze from me and walks into the bedroom, dropping the towel and giving me a full view of his toned ass before the door shuts.

I’m on my feet, reaching for the doorknob and ready to pounce in an instant. If he’s going to tease me, I’m going to make him suffer as well. Striding inside, I brush past his naked form without sparing him a glance. Two can play this game. I strip … slowly. Starting with the oversized shirt I borrowed from him.

“What are you doing?” My nipples tighten at the hunger in his voice.

Looking at him over my shoulder, I let the T-shirt fall to the floor and slide my pants over my hips and down my legs. My bare breasts sway with every move I make. His gaze is locked on them, sending a rush of excitement through me. Ready to deal the killing blow, I turn to the side, giving him a view of my profile as I reach up and remove the clip that was keeping my long hair up. The waves of red I know he loves to feel brush his body tumble down. Arching my back, I shake out my hair and run my fingers through the strands.

Devin lets out a pained noise, but I refuse to look his way again. If I see the love and hurt in his eyes, I’ll lose the battle and tell him how I feel.

He clears his throat. “Willow?”

Steeling myself, I start past him. “I’m taking a shower. Then … I’m going to find someone to feed on.”

A disapproving noise rumbles in his chest. “I told you, you’ll feed from me.”

“I don’t want to feed from you. I’m tired of this. Unlike you, I can fuck and feed from whoever I want.”

I swear, I can hear his teeth grinding.

“No. You can’t. You might have to feed from humans now that we’re both vampires, but you and I both know you won’t get wet for anyone but me.”

“How do we know that? I think I might need to test the theory.” Flipping my hair over my shoulders, I make my way toward the bathroom. I don’t need a shower, but I do need to get away from him.

Take him. He wants you.

I shake my head, working to put up the block I know will keep my Watcher at bay. If I let it feed, I’ll lose control of my body. A hand grips my arm, sending waves of desire through me. He’s touching me. It seems insignificant, but to feel Devin’s skin on mine after so many days of no contact is the same as if he’d pressed his lips against me. The fact that I’m completely nude and he’s tenting the front of a pair of sweatpants doesn’t help contain my arousal.

“You’re not fucking anyone other than me, Willow. Ever.”

And then the anger takes hold, pushing my lust to the side. He’s right. I’m bound to him, my heart, my body, and my fucking soul. He’s claimed me without even giving me a choice.

“And that’s why I hate you. Get your fucking hands off me.”

Shock flashes across his face, and he releases my arm, taking a step back before letting his arrogant mask slip back into place. “Well, you’re stuck with me. So get used to it. I’m not capable of letting you go, and I seriously doubt you’ll be able to make yourself wet for anyone else.”

Storming back to the bedroom, I rifle through the clothes Devin brought for me from home, and select a nearly see-through top and tight jeans. I opt to go braless just to piss Devin off, and as I walk with a determined step through the house, I feel his gaze on me. Tension sizzles between us. Like two magnets, we’re pulled toward each other, even though we’ve both been resisting.

“You can’t be serious.”

“What?” I ask with feigned innocence. I know exactly what he’s talking about. Straightening my posture, I press my breasts forward just a little more and see the flare of need in his eyes.

“You look like a whore.”

I shake my head, tutting. “Slut shaming won’t get you very far.”

“It’s not slut shaming if it’s the truth. I can see your nipples.” He crosses the room, a feral look on his face. His penetrating stare hits me straight through the heart. “They’re hard as bullets.”

“Don’t flatter yourself. I’m cold.”

My Watcher is knocking at the door in my head, begging me to feed.

“You’re a vampire. You don’t get cold. Try again.” His hand snakes around my waist.

I’m so tired of this. I do want him. I want him so badly, my body aches. He’s not going to let me go, and truthfully, I don’t want him to.

“Oh, just fucking kiss me already.” I sigh, giving up. I can’t take it anymore. I need him. I want his touch, his kiss, his cock.

With his lips crashing against mine, shivers break over me as he groans into my mouth. He kisses me like he’s never going to see me again. Without a second thought, I run my hand down the planes of his abdomen and under his pants, stroking the velvety skin while marveling at how hard he is.

“Fuck, Willow. I want you so badly.”

“Then have me. I’m yours.”

“You’re not. That’s the whole point.” He’s gone in the blink of an eye, across the room and running his hands through his hair.

A sense of wrongness fills me as my body cries out for his. My heart aches as I see the trembling of his shoulders and arms. He’s trying to hold it together, and I’m the one causing him this pain. I want to go to him, but he stiffens and shakes his head the moment I start to move.

“Gabriel. I need you.”

What is he doing, calling in reinforcements? This is a private fucking moment. I cross my arms over my chest in an effort to hide my rock-hard nipples. If I’m going to meet the messenger of God, I don’t really want to be nipping. The air shifts, and a man appears from out of nowhere. His gaze burns into mine from where he stands. Platinum irises catch the light and shine. I can feel my Watcher stir and react. It’s afraid.

“Devin. What do you want now?” He’s annoyed. Good. I’m glad I’m not the only one.

Devin gestures in my direction. “Fix her.”

“Um, excuse me?” Devin just keeps pissing me off.

“I can’t change her back.” Gabriel doesn’t even acknowledge me.

“You changed Galen,” Devin insists.

They continue to talk over me, like I’m not even here. Gabriel shakes his head. “Galen was dying. Do you know how much energy it took for me to restore him? I needed days to recover. I can’t do that again. Not when we’re so close to the final battle.”

“How close?”

“Lucifer is becoming bolder every day. It’s only a matter of months.”

“Can’t you at least cast out her Watcher? Keep her safe from all this?” The desperation in Devin’s voice nearly makes me cry.

The beautiful angel strides to me. Taking my face in his hands, he drops his lips to mine. Devin growls behind him. But I can feel Gabriel searching for my Watcher. He breaks the kiss and steps back.

“Armaros won’t leave willingly. I could cast him out, but she would die.” He turns his silver eyes on me again. “Is that what you want?”

“No!” Devin’s voice fills the room before I can answer. “Don’t even fucking think about it.”

“They’ll use her against us, Devin. She is your weakness, and they know it. Why do you think Lucifer went after her in the first place? You’re destined. He knows it. He knew you’d turn her. That you’d do anything to save her.”

“There must be something you can do,” he rasps.

“I’m sorry.” Turning back to me, Gabriel puts a hand on my head. “Close your eyes, Willow. This will only hurt for a moment.”

Fear grips my chest, but I know I’m doing the right thing.

“Gabriel, no! You can’t take her from me!” Devin screams as he comes between us, shoving the angel’s hand off me. “Please. I’ll let her go. I won’t fight anymore as long as I know she’s safe.”

Gabriel shoots him an angry glare. “You chose to do this to her. Your selfishness ruined her. She’ll never be safe again.”

He shoves Devin so hard, the wall cracks as he slams into the plaster. Gabriel’s hand rests on my head again, and I close my eyes, ready to accept my fate.

“Bind her Watcher! For fuck’s sake, give her a chance. You said only an archangel can bind one of the fallen. Bind Armaros.”

Heaving a sigh, Gabriel takes his hand away and clasps my shoulders. “Do you understand what he’s asking of me?”

Honestly, I’ve got no fucking clue what they’re talking about. “Not really.”

“I can do this. I can bind Armaros, but there is a chance you won’t survive. If you do, my brother will live on inside you. Your consciousness will be his eternal prison.”

Devin stiffens but doesn’t speak.

“Will I still have to feed him?”

Shaking his head, Gabriel smirks. “As much as I’m sure you’d find that enjoyable, no. A Watcher who is dormant has no need to feed.” Cocking an eyebrow, he chuckles before adding, “But, you’ll still have … desire.”

“Will he ever wake?”

“Unlikely. Unless his soul mate is walking this Earth. But, bound, he wouldn’t be able to find her anyway.” He purses his lips. “Actually, this is a fitting punishment. Much more fitting than purgatory.”

Nodding, I flick my glance at Devin, who is standing with an anguished expression on his face. It hurts too much for me to bear. I close my eyes again. “Okay.”

Gabriel’s lips are inches from mine as he whispers, “This will hurt.” Then he kisses me again, and indescribable pain slices through my entire being.
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Willow has been unconscious for hours since Gabriel bound her Watcher. He left with a sigh of frustration, and a warning for me to remember my promise. As if I could forget. I can’t stay. Now that she’s been saved from the fallen, I have to give up my fight to stay with her. Running my fingers through her beautiful hair, I feel my heart heavy with love. I’ve done all I can to make up for my betrayal. Hopefully, she can see past it and grant me the last few months we have together.

She shifts her head from where it rests on my lap, making my chest tighten with worry. Is she going to leave me again? Crush me and throw me away like I deserve?

A soft hum escapes her lips, but her eyes remain closed. “Devin.” My name is a breathy sigh. She’s coming back, but she’s not quite here yet. “I’m sorry.” A tear slips down her cheek, causing me to instinctively wipe it away with the pad of my thumb.

“It’s okay, Angel. You don’t have to apologize for a damn thing.”

Then she opens those startling green eyes and stares at me before whispering, “I don’t hate you. I love you.”

My breath catches in my throat. I can’t move. Frozen in place by the weight of her words and the gravity of our situation. Star-fucking-crossed.

Throat burning, I swallow—hard. “I love you, Willow. I’m sorry for everything.”

Slowly, she sits up but doesn’t scoot away from me. Her hand links with mine. “Thank you for fighting for me. I wasn’t ready to die.”

Just the mention of her dying has panic clutching at my chest. “I’ll do everything in my power to keep you safe.”

“And I’ll do the same for you.”

Cupping the back of her neck, I pull her face to mine until our foreheads touch. “You know this is going to end badly?”

“I do. But, I don’t think I could spend another second without you. I’d rather my life be made up of a collection of nights with you than years having never known you.”

“Oh, thank fuck. I mean, I enjoy the hate sex as much as the next man, but I really wanted to spend the rest of my time making slow love to you.”

“Not too slow I hope.” A hint of a smile turns up her mouth. “Sometimes fast and furious is necessary.”

Shaking my head, I tangle my fingers in her hair. “Never fast. Wild, passionate, fucking frenzied, definitely, but fast would be a crime.”

She nods and leans in, pressing her lips to mine in a soft, tender kiss. We’ve never shared a kiss like this one. Behind it is love, deep and powerful, and it scares the ever-loving shit out of me. I’ve got so much more to lose now.
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I’ve always had a fantasy where I went to a sex club. Now, as Willow and I glide down the stairs at an underground kink club, I’m a little giddy. We both need to feed, and as much as I want to be the only man she sinks her fangs into, I can’t. We can’t survive without living human blood, and since binding her Watcher, we’ve both gone weeks feeding only on each other. We’re weakening, and that isn’t smart. If she was a human, she’d be my single source of nourishment. She’d be all I’d need. A part of me burns for what I lost by turning her. But, it’s better than the alternative.

“Oh, what about them? They look fun.” Willow juts her chin at a couple who are making out in a corner booth.

I smile and nod. They’re exactly what we need. Caught up in each other, but clearly wanting to venture out of their comfortable lives. “Go get them, Angel. I’ll be waiting over here.”

She gives me a wary look. “We’re not going to kill them, right?”

I draw an X over my heart. “Promise.”

“And we’re not fucking them?”

Irrational rage runs through me. “No. We’re definitely not fucking them. Unless you want me to kill someone.”

Watching Willow hunt might be the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen. She’s bright, flirty, and since I know she’s hunting for both of us, my jealousy is a slow simmer rather than a boil. The guy sizes her up, lust in his gaze, making my hackles rise. Shit, maybe I’m not okay with this. I don’t think I can do it. But Willow takes the woman’s hand, whispers in her ear and makes the little blonde blush as they both walk toward me.

“Devin, this is Lyla and her husband, Max. They’d like to join us this evening.”

Max frowns at me but extends his hand. “Just so you know, I’m strictly into women.”

I want to laugh in his face. Sure, I’d feed from men, but I’ve always loved pussy way too much to venture very far from it. “Me too, man.”

“We’ve got a room reserved. You and your girl ready?” His gaze sweeps over Willow and again, I’m rolling in jealousy.

“Give me the key,” I order, pulsing a bit of compulsion over Max. He hands the keycard over without even blinking. Weak-minded human. Gliding my hand over Willow’s ass, I squeeze and pull her tight against me. We’re in a sex club, for God’s sake. I’m going to take advantage and put my hands all over her every second we’re here. She smiles up at me, but I can see the flicker of need in her eyes—she needs human blood, and I can’t give it to her.

“Let’s go,” she whispers in my ear.

Nodding, I lead the way. Max and Lyla follow behind us, giggling, and when I look back over my shoulder, Lyla’s staring at him with more than lust. This girl loves him. But Max’s eyes are trained on Willow’s ass. Fuck. This isn’t going to work. I’ll end up killing him before Willow can feed.

As we pass the dance floor, couples writhe, practically fucking to the music. All I really want is to push Willow up against the wall and have my way with her. But her hand is on the door to our private room, and we’re inside with the couple who will be our prey for the night before I can make any move to stop her.

Max and Lyla follow me inside. He’s got Lyla against the wall as soon as the door shuts, but his eyes keep landing on Willow. I can’t fight my frown. Bastard has the same plan I do. Lyla moans and wraps her legs around him while I watch, willing myself to feel anything other than uncomfortable. Something about all this makes me twitchy, and not in a good fucking way.

Soft kisses pepper the back of my neck as Willow sneaks behind me and runs her hands up my torso. Her breasts press into my back, making me harden immediately. “Let’s get this over with so we can go home and take care of you.” She runs her hand down and over my erection.

Hissing in a sharp breath, I let her linger until I can’t take it anymore. “If you keep that up, I’ll take care of both of us right the fuck now.”

Lyla’s moans fill the room, bouncing off the dark walls and calling our attention to her and Max. He’s got her bent over the back of the couch, skirt shoved up to her waist as he palms her bare ass. A sharp crack sounds as his hand connects with her skin.

“Okay, let’s go. Remember to stop before the heart does. You should feel it slowing before it’s too late.”

She nods and takes her lower lip between her teeth. Leading her across the room, I settle on the couch, running my hands over Lyla’s hair and neck while Max continues her punishment. I can feel Willow’s eyes boring into my head as I bring my lips to Lyla’s ear. Rolling my gaze up, I have to fight off the urge to stop when I catch sight of Max, his erection tenting his jeans as Willow turns her focus to him. She’s touching the bastard. It’s just a brush of her fingertips over his neck, but I don’t think I can fucking handle it. It’s only when she glances back at me, I realize what she’s doing. She’s toying with me. And it’s fucking working.

“Time to stop playing games, Angel.” My words are clipped as she pulls Max’s body against hers. Fuck. He’s grinding against her.

Smirking, she runs her nose along his neck and sighs. Goddammit. This is not going the way I’d planned. If she wants to fuck with me, I’ll give it right back. Licking the column of Lyla’s throat, I let out an exaggerated groan before sinking my fangs into her neck. She moans and writhes from her position across the back of the couch as I feed. Her hot blood is nearly tasteless, giving me strength but none of the satisfaction I crave. My vision never falters as I stare at Willow, her face a stony mask. Glaring at me, she kisses Max. Fucking kisses. I pull my lips from Lyla’s neck, a growl rumbling in my chest as his hands slide up her thighs and under the short skirt she’s wearing. No fucking way. She is mine.

Before he can move his hands any higher, she breaks the kiss and has him against the wall, her teeth in his neck. His eyes roll back in his head as he twitches in pleasure. Anger burns in my chest while I watch them, helpless to stop her. I want to be everything she needs, and I can’t. This asshole has the one thing I don’t.

His hands fall limply from her waist, the action making my ears immediately tune in to his pulse. It’s slow. Too slow, and she’s not stopping.

“Willow.” She doesn’t respond. “Angel, you have to stop.”

I drape Lyla across the couch cushions. She’s out cold with a smile on her pretty face. Crossing the room, I grip Willow’s arm and tug. She releases him, glaring at me with a possessive anger burning in her eyes.

Taking her face in my hands, I lock gazes with her. “Angel, he’s almost at the point of no return. Let him be.”

“I need … ” Her nipples are hard against the fabric of her top, her cheeks are flushed, and the scent of her arousal engulfs me. Her Watcher may be bound, but she’s still affected by lust.

“You want to fuck him?” My voice breaks as I force the words out. I don’t want it to be true.

“No.” Her expression sobers instantly. She stares at me, a swirl of emotions in her eyes, and I know instantly I’ve said the wrong fucking thing.

Without another word, she’s on her feet and out the door, hair flying behind her like a glossy red cape.

“Shit.”
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Devin’s hands ghost under the hem of my shirt as he walks us up the stairs and out of the club. I can see the outline of his cock pressed against his pants. He’s hard as stone, and only an hour ago, I would have loved to take him right here in one of these rooms. But now? After … that, I don’t want anything to do with him.

Feeding from a human, one who wasn’t high out of his mind, had been so different from taking from Devin. I liked it, but I didn’t. The guy tasted … off. Like he was spinach and Devin was an ice-cream sundae with a cherry on top. I know I need one to keep me healthy, but I love the other.

“You’re pretty serious over there, Angel. What’s going on inside your head?”

Shrugging, I try to avoid answering. I don’t want him to know how unsatisfying feeding was. The burning hunger for his body and blood gnaws at me. What was he thinking, pawning me off on that guy? I hated having his hands touching my skin. We’re going to need to find a different way to take care of my blood needs in the future.

A cold lump of grief settles in my stomach. We don’t have a future beyond a few months. What am I going to do when Devin leaves me? How am I going to go on when his body is here but his mind is obliterated by Sariel? Clenching my teeth, I let my grief turn to anger and point it directly at Devin. He’s the one who made this deal. It’s his fault.

Slinging my leg over the back of Devin’s Harley, I hang on to his waist over his leather jacket, not giving in to my desire to feel his body under my fingers. As the wind whips through my hair, I close my eyes and let the sensation take hold. I’m flying, not damned for eternity, not about to lose the man I love, not destined to be alone.

The drive that should take forty-five minutes if we’re following the speed limit ends in less than thirty, and I’m off the bike and in the house without a word. Panic claws at me. My clothes are stifling, making it hard to function, because every move I make sends Max’s scent to my nose. I tear at the fabric of my shirt, ripping it over my head and leaving the remnants discarded on my way to the big walk-in shower. The rest of my clothes end up in tatters on the ground as I rush to the only thing I can do to get this smell off me. Locking the door behind me, I turn the water as hot as it will go and fight the rising sobs making my chest ache.

I step under the spray, shivering and trying desperately not to give in to my need to fall apart. Grabbing the soap, I scrub and scrub until, were I still human, my skin would be raw. The bathroom door rattles as Devin’s fist hammers harder with each minute that passes. He could just break the lock, knock down the door, come barreling in without a care for my privacy, but he doesn’t. Damn it all to fucking hell. I don’t want to feel this way. I’m heartbroken before I need to be.

Sliding down the tile wall, I hug my knees to my chest and finally let the sobs come. I know he’ll hear me, but I can’t stop them now. Sure enough, his big body engulfs mine in seconds, fully clothed and soaking wet as the shower rains down on him.

“Willow, what the fuck?”

I can’t. I just fucking can’t. My chest feels like there’s a boulder sitting right in the center, keeping my heart from beating and my lungs from breathing.

He shuts off the water and pulls me onto his lap. “What’s going on?” The worry in his voice makes me turn away. He can’t comfort me when he’s the one breaking me.

Pushing out of his arms, I stand and grab a towel. “I’m fine.”

“No, you’re fucking not. That was the least fine I’ve ever seen.”

I storm out of the room, needing space that he clearly doesn’t want to give me. His hand encircles my elbow, and I’m tempted to knock him on his ass again, just like I did the first time we met, but I can’t. As much as it hurts to know he’s leaving, it’s more painful to see the worry in his eyes.

“Willow, stop. Tell me how to fix this.” The plea in his voice has me stepping closer than I should. Pulling free, I keep my back to him as I dress. But as soon as my body is clothed, he grips my shoulders and turns me, not giving me the chance to shut him out. His eyes soften as he whispers, “Please?”

“How could you do that to me?”

He takes a step back, brow furrowed. “Do what?”

“Let me feed from him? Let me kiss him and touch him. You just … watched. As though having him all over me didn’t bother you.”

Strong fingers grip my chin and tilt my face up so our eyes bore into each other. “It fucking ruined me. But you need to feed.”

My heart flutters to life, but then I’m brought back to a reality where he’s leaving me. “The point is, you set me up to have to experience that for the rest of my unnaturally long life. You’ll be gone in just a few months. Then I have to go through that. Knowing you won’t be here to wash away the scent of the man I feed on.”

“Will—”

“I need to go.”

He nods, releasing my chin from his grasp. “I get it. I’ll give you some time.”

“No. I need to leave. I can’t keep doing this. I know I said I’d rather spend as much time with you as possible, but I can’t take it. Every night feels like part of me is dying because I know you’re almost gone. I’m sorry, Devin.”

Anger flares in his icy gaze. “You don’t get to walk away from this. We’re connected. We’re meant for each other. Even the fucking angels know it, Willow.”

Shaking my head, I let out a shuddering sigh. “It doesn’t change the fact that you signed up to leave me before we had a chance. Please, let me go.”

His shoulders slump as if he realizes I’m not backing down. He knows me well enough by now. Shoving his hand in his pocket, he pulls out a key. “Go to Galen’s. Your Watcher is bound, so you should be able to get past the wards. You’ll be safe there. I won’t bother you. I won’t come for you. But at least I’ll know you’re okay.” With shaking hands, I take the key. He grabs my wrist as I pull away and tugs me against his body. “You’re breaking my heart and shattering my fucking soul, Angel.”

I can’t move or speak as his piercing blue eyes shimmer in my vision. His lips crash down over mine, and before I can stop him, his hands are in my hair, gripping painfully and desperately. Breaking the kiss, I push gently at his chest. He doesn’t meet my eyes and I’m thankful. I don’t think I’ll be able to leave if he looks at me again.

My hand is on the door when I hear him whisper, “I’m lucky to have gotten to love you, Willow. So fucking lucky.”
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I can feel her even though she’s miles away. Willow’s blood sings in my body, a sweet, torturous melody that threatens to tear me apart. Tugging at my hair, I pull until my scalp burns. The pain is a welcome distraction from the emptiness in my chest. She’s been gone two weeks, and every night, I hope she’ll realize she can’t be without me and walk through my door.

I’m weak. I haven’t fed since the night she left—I haven’t wanted to. But two weeks is pushing the line of safety. If I go any longer, I’ll be a danger to my donor and to myself. I’m just hoping my fangs will descend, that without Willow around, I’ll be able to … perform. Staring at myself in the mirror, I’m taken aback at the hollow shell of a man reflected in the glass. For the first time, I wish that old bit of vampire lore were true. I don’t want to see myself. I knew I looked bad, but this is worse than I thought. Dark circles ring my eyes. My irises have always been bright blue, it’s one of the things that draws in the ladies, but now they’re almost gray. So dull and lifeless, you’d think I was suffering a terminal illness. Then again, maybe I am.

As I pull on my shirt, the sound of feet moving across hardwood catches my attention. Heart in my throat, I race out into the living room, desperately needing Willow to be standing there. Instead, Gabriel stands in the middle of my fucking house, his arms crossed and a smug expression on his angelic face. I should have known it wasn’t Willow, but I was so caught up in wallowing, I couldn’t even be bothered to pay attention to my surroundings.

“What the fuck are you doing here, Feathers?” My voice emerges weaker than I intend, but there is no way to disguise my heartache. “I’m not in the mood for company.”

His shoulders tense. Good. I hit a nerve. At least my nickname for him still brings me a small bit of pleasure.

“Your presence is requested.”

It’s times like these I wish I could drink alcohol. I’d be three sheets to the fucking wind and bordering on alcohol poisoning if I could. “Yeah? Well, sorry. I’ve got four weeks left until my time is up and nothing to live for, so you can take your request and shove it up your glowing robed ass.”

He glances down at his black leather pants and boots. “I’m not wearing a robe.”

“Fuck, man. Can’t you just let the stereotype roll? You’re killing my insults.”

Frowning, Gabriel strides across the room and stands directly in front of me. “What is wrong with you?”

Running my fingers through my hair, I walk away from him, not stopping until I stand at the bank of windows that overlooks the Seattle skyline. Closing my eyes, I home in on her. I can sense her and know she’s alive. That alone makes my anxiety lessen. “Nothing.” Training my gaze on his reflection, I scowl. “Now, why the hell are you here?”

“We need Sariel. So we need you as well.”

“For what?”

“The boy.”

Dread takes hold in my gut. “Sean. His name is Sean.”

“He’s fading. We can’t contain his grace.”

“What do you mean?”

Sighing, Gabriel rolls his eyes. “Exactly what I said. He’s not going to survive the binding without Sariel.”

Thoughts of Galen flood my brain as I process what he’s said. Sean is not even five years old. How could this happen?

“What do you need me to do?”

“Let Sariel take control. We need him with us.”

Shit. I’ve got nothing left to lose, in all honesty. “Fine.”
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My palms itch with unease. Devin seemed more broken now than he was when he thought Willow hated him. I should be rejoicing. I’d won without having to fight. Instead, sorrow tugs at my heart. Damn. I’ve grown to like this cocky vampire asshole. As Gabriel hovers, frowning at me from his towering height, I fight the urge to punch him in the gut. What would he do? It probably wouldn’t even faze him.

“Okay, I’m here. What do you need?”

He rests a hand on my shoulder, and without warning, we’re in a large white room.

“Devin?” Galen’s voice rings in my ears, calling my attention behind me.

As soon as I turn, he stiffens. “No, Galen. It’s Sariel.”

He’s out of his chair and clutching at the collar of my shirt with both hands, despair brimming in his eyes. “They say he’s not strong enough. He’s wasting away before my very eyes.”

“Where is he?” I don’t know what I can do. I’ve never had the privilege of being a father. That opportunity had been taken from me along with Selah. But I can imagine his pain.

Galen walks to a door at the end of the room and opens it slowly. Following him inside, I see the small boy laid out on a table. His skin is waxy and pale, breaths coming in shallow gasps. Is this what my grace does? My heart lurches as I look at his face. He’s a perfect blend of Reese and Galen. His jet-black hair and strong brow mirror his father, while his full lips and slightly upturned nose are similar to Reese’s.

“How long do they think he has?” I can barely get the words out.

Galen only shakes his head as he runs his fingers through the boy’s hair.

“And they think I can help?”

His dark eyes find mine. “Aye. They know it.”

A voice I never thought I’d hear again fills the room, sending the hairs on the back of my neck standing on end. “You are the only one who can help him, brother.”

Turning, I see him. Michael, the archangel, the leader of God’s army, stands behind me. “Things must be serious for you to get involved. I can’t imagine Father would send his general to deal with something so trivial.”

Galen snarls. “Trivial? This is my son’s life. There’s nothing bloody trivial about it.”

Ignoring him, Michael smiles and takes my hand. “Sariel. It has been so many years. But Gabriel has kept me well informed of your dealings. You seem to be an anomaly amongst the fallen. One we hope can change the course of our brothers’ fate. But you know that already.”

“Yes. I do. Now, what needs to be done for Sean?”

Shaking his head, Michael places a palm over Sean’s chest. “He’s fighting so hard, but his little body isn’t prepared for the binding. He doesn’t have enough of your grace for us to bind without tapping into his soul.”

My mind races as I search for some sort of solution. “I don’t understand how I can help.”

“You need to share your grace with him. He needs enough for us to separate and bind.”

A sick feeling twists my gut. “But … that will weaken me. I have to fight.”

“Right now, it is more important to hide him from the Watchers … from Lucifer.”

“Fine. How do you want me to do this?”

Michael’s face is impassive. “A bite should do it. Just focus on transferring your grace and stop when I say.”

Glancing at Galen, I can’t deny him this. He’s suffering as he watches his boy die, and I can stop the pain. No father should have to watch his child die. I know this more than anyone. A memory of my Selah, heavy with our unborn son or daughter, hits me at the thought.

Sitting next to the boy, I take his limp arm in my much larger hands and lean toward his wrist.

“Oh, there is one small detail,” Michael begins.

Annoyance rolls through me. Of course there’s a detail. “What?”

“After you’ve given that much of your grace, you’ll have to sacrifice certain abilities.”

“Fine.”

“Sariel … you won’t be able to father any Nephilim.”

My gut turns to stone. “What did you just say?”

“In order to save your child—”

“He’s my fucking son!” Galen shouts.

“Hold your tongue,” Michael snaps. “This boy is your child, but he is also Nephilim. There is nothing you can say or do to change that, Galen.”

Sean lets out a soft whimper, and Galen is at his side in an instant, shooting me a pleading look.

“As I was saying,” Michael continues. “To save your child, you’ll have to give enough of yourself that he can be bound. You will no longer possess enough grace to transfer it to another child. Which means your ability to procreate will be gone.”

I can’t do this. Pacing the room, I work to control the raging frustration. Save the boy, lose the family I want so badly to have with my Selah. How can I condemn her to a childless existence to save a child that isn’t truly mine?

“I’m sorry, Galen. I can’t do this.” My words are a harsh whisper, but he hears me. His pitch-dark gaze burns as it lands on me.

“You fucking bastard. You did this to him, and now you’re leaving him to die? I should have known. You only care about your own bloody agenda, just like I always thought.”

“What do you want me to do, Galen? I’ve found her. Selah is here, in this time. This is my one chance to have what I lost. And I should throw away my hopes for a family? If I do this, I’m taking from her just as much as from myself.” The notion of never holding a child Selah and I create in my arms tears at my heart. How can I do that to her?

“Yes. That’s what I bloody well want. You’re seriously asking me if I think the life of a child, one who is right here in your presence, is more important than the possibility of children in the future? Of course. I’m not asking you to kill your children. I’m asking for you to save one. You heard them, I know you did. Devin told me, Sean is as much mine as he is yours.”

No. Damn Galen and his morality. He’s fucking right, but how can I make this choice?

“Brother, we need you to do this. For all of us.” Michael’s voice is low and controlled, as if he’s talking me off a ledge. Maybe he is.

“Why does it matter whether he lives or dies?”

His gaze darts toward Galen, and the angel shakes his head, almost imperceptibly.

“Oh, you need him. You aren’t done with the poor kid. It’s always this way with you fucking archangels. There’s always some hidden agenda.”

Galen’s head whips toward us, tearing his gaze from the form of his son. “What are you talking about?”

“Nothing you need to concern yourself with,” Michael warns.

I see it the moment Galen decides to fight back. I spent long enough inside his body to recognize the signs. “Galen. This is not something you can win.”

“Make your choice, then, you coward,” he says. Hurt echoes off the walls with every word.

“I’ll do it. But not without something in return, Michael.”

My brother raises an eyebrow. “What?”

“A favor. Anything I want that I can redeem at any time.”

Michael’s jaw clenches. “You take too many liberties for that.”

Closing my eyes, I sigh. “Fine. Send me back. I’m sorry, Galen.”

“No! You can’t let him leave, Michael.” Desperation colors Galen’s tone.

“Oh, all right, Sariel. One favor. Now, come over here and do what is required of you.”

Turning my gaze heavenward, I close the distance between myself and the boy. I take his small wrist in my hand and bite down, my heart breaking for the gravity of this sacrifice, for the future I can’t have, and for the pain I know this will cause Selah.
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Where the fuck am I? Shit. My whole body hurts. Did someone fucking poison me again? Blinking through eyes that feel like they’re full of sand, I sit up and whimper like a little kid. But, God help me, the pain is palpable. Rolling my neck from side to side, I stretch and glance around the room. My heart jumps as I take in the familiar sight of my dresser, my bed, and Gabriel.

“What are you doing here, Feathers?”

“Making sure you didn’t die on the way back.”

“Back?”

He chuckles and inspects his fingernails, an annoying air of nonchalance surrounding him. “From the in-between. Limbo, if you like.”

“Is that where Galen and Sean are?”

“Not anymore.”

“What happened?” I stand, then gingerly move across the room. Is this what being old feels like? It must be.

“They’ve all gone back to Ireland. Safe and sound, no longer needed by the fallen. Sean’s grace has been bound.”

“Will he remember?”

Shaking his head, Gabriel leaves the room without a word. We really need to work on his social graces. I follow, biting back a frustrated comment.

“You only have a few weeks remaining, Devin.”

His words hit me like ice water. I’ve known it was coming, but I’d stopped focusing on the time, instead trying to get my affairs in order. “I know.”

“Are you going to hold up your end of this deal you made with Sariel?”

“You know I am. I promised.”

“Promises are worth little in a world full of liars and thieves.”

Anger burns in my chest. “I’m no liar. I gave Sariel my word. I won’t go back on it.”

“And what about Willow?”

“She … She left.”

“You know she would be a strong asset to our fight.”

“No. No fucking way. I’m not bringing her into this.”

He frowns, picking up a paperback romance novel Willow left on my end table and flipping through the pages. “She’s already in it. Honestly, Devin, I thought you were smarter than this. The question is, are you going to leave her alone, unprotected, with a bound Watcher that Lucifer could easily release? Or will you be a man and get control of your emotions to bring her in to fight for our side?”

Fear sits in my chest, cold and unforgiving. By letting her leave, have I really made her an unprotected target? Lucifer got to her once before. “She’s safe at Galen’s.”

“No.”

Nausea claws at my stomach. “What do you mean, no? Her Watcher is bound. She should have been able to get past the wards. Please tell me she’s not been wandering the city night after night.”

“She has been safe at Galen’s. But after binding Sean, we had to have the wards lifted. The house is just a house. Anyone can get in, and Lucifer will come for her as soon as he figures out what we’ve done.”

Dragging my fingers through my hair, I let out a growl of frustration. I’ve brought her nothing but heartache and trouble since we met.

“I promised I wouldn’t come for her.”

Gabriel lets out a long-suffering sigh and rolls his eyes. “Now you decide to be noble and worry about what she wants? This isn’t the time. She might not want to see you, but she’ll be a mindless minion of Lucifer if he gets to her. All it will take is unbinding Armaros. He’ll break her mind, and the Watcher will take control. You’ll lose her, and she’ll lose her soul.”

“What do you suggest I do?” Anger burns in my words.

For the first time, Gabriel’s emotions betray him. His nostrils flare, his eyes flash a bright silver, and I swear I can see an aura in the shape of wings spread behind him. He’s fucking pissed. “Get off your ass and go get her.”

Anxiety makes my heart ache. I don’t know if I can handle seeing her. She keeps leaving me, breaking me. But I can’t leave her vulnerable to attacks from the other Watchers. Even if she’s not mine.

“Fine. I’ll get her. I can’t promise she’ll come with me.”

“Make her.”

I laugh so loud, it startles the angel. “She’s not the kind of woman who’ll do what she’s told. I used to be able to sway her with orgasms. That’s not going to work this time.”

A disgusted look crosses his face. “Do whatever you need to. She can’t get in the hands of the fallen.”

“Fine. I’ll fucking toss her over my shoulder and chain her to the bed. Happy?”

“I don’t care how you get her here. Just do it.”

If I murder an angel, I’m pretty sure I won’t get my soul back. But he can’t die anyway. Maybe I’ll feel better if I pummel him a little bit. Pursing my lips, I think back to the moment he turned my mentor, Andrea, to dust. Better not.

“Gabe, I’m going to need you to get the fuck out of my house now.”

He’s gone in a flash of light, and with a disbelieving laugh, I notice he took Willow’s romance novel with him.
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This isn’t working out like I thought it would. I’ve been without Devin for weeks and I don’t feel any better. I haven’t healed, haven’t moved on, haven’t stopped thinking about him. If I could dream, it would be of him. The swoony bastard isn’t even here where I want him to be. I’ve tried so hard to avoid him, even gone hunting, but chickened out. Even the idea of sinking my fangs into another man’s neck makes me sick. The only time I’ve ever been able to feed without Devin was the first time. And then I hadn’t known what I was doing and got myself drugged. Damn it, but I think I need Devin to help me through it. I need to know he’ll be there to wash away the scent of my prey.

I’ve decided to stop using Galen’s house as my daylight hideaway. I hadn’t been able to take waking up smelling Devin on the sheets for one more night. So, I’ve spent the last two nights in my apartment, creating a lightproof room in the same walk-in closet Devin spent the day in once upon a time.

Loud hammering on my front door startles me from my project. My senses on high alert, I listen before heading to the door. The crackle of static, the shuffling of feet, and the thrumming of two nervous hearts have me panicking. Police. What the fuck are the police doing outside my apartment?

“Seattle Police Department, open the door. We have a warrant.”

Shit.

If I answer, I may have to kill them. But, fuck, I can’t do that. Just because I’m a vampire now, that doesn’t give me carte blanche on murder and mayhem.

“Willow Collins, open the door or we will break it down.”

How did they find me? I’ve been careful, never staying in one place too long, never sharing my identity with anyone … except Alanna. But she’d never betray me. Biting my lip, I sigh and work through my options. I could escape out the window, but then I can never come back here. If I answer their questions, go in with them, probably get arrested for murders I didn’t commit, maybe I can convince them I’m innocent.

As I open the door, my heart races. “What’s this about?”

They don’t waste any time. The two men exchange a glance and nod. “Willow Collins, you’re under arrest for the murder of Mark Langley, Yvette Collins, and Terrance Collins.”

The sound of their blood rushing through their veins drowns out the rest as they read me my rights and slap a pair of handcuffs across my wrists. I chuckle as I think of how easily I could break the metal. Giving the bindings a cursory tug, I wince in pain. What? I should be able to break out with no problems. But then reality rears its ugly head. I haven’t fed in three weeks. Devin told me two was the longest he’d ever been able to hold out, but by that point, his strength had dwindled to almost human proportions. Oh, sweet Lord. I just offered myself to the police, willingly put myself in restraints, and I have no way to get out.

They push me toward the stairs, and fear takes hold in my chest. If I don’t get this taken care of in the next four hours, I’ll be toast. Quite literally.

An hour later, I’m sitting in the interrogation room. The walls are dingy with grime and chipped paint, and the chair wobbles every time I move. Why didn’t I feed? If I had just given in, told Devin I needed him to help me, maybe I wouldn’t be in this predicament. Unease grips me as I run through every cop show I’ve seen. This is strange. Why haven’t they taken my prints, offered me a phone call?

The door opens, and a surly officer fills the frame. He’s staring me down like I’m a dangerous criminal. I suppose in their minds, that’s exactly what I am. A woman who brutally murdered both her parents and her fiancé in cold blood.

“We’ve been looking for you for a long time, Ms. Collins.”

“You’re looking for the wrong person,” I admit. No point in lying. “I didn’t kill them.” Except I did kind of kill Mark, at least, I killed the vampire version of him.

“Your prints were all over the bodies. You left a trail a mile long. So, why don’t we stop all this and you can tell me why you did it.”

“I didn’t. Just like I told the officers years ago, I found Mark in his apartment. My mom called me and told me someone was in their house. When I got there, the man was leaving. He was white, with a shaved head, a dark hoodie, and jeans. His mouth was covered in blood.” My stomach churns as I relive that horrible night. “I didn’t kill anyone.”

“The marks on their bodies were consistent with repeated puncture wounds. The ice pick you used to kill them was on the floor next to your father’s body. It had your prints all over it.”

“I didn’t kill them.” I keep repeating it, but he’s not listening. The excitement of being the cop to catch me seeps from his pores.

“That will be decided in court. For now, we’re booking you unless you can post bail, but I’m damn sure you won’t be able to afford it.”

I try to muster up the same kind of vampire hypnosis I’d seen Devin use, but all it does is make my eyes water. Fuck. I’m done. As soon as the sun rises, I’ll go up in flames. Unless I get a cell with no windows. As I walk into the small room, I curse. No such luck. There’s a goddamn skylight. What kind of asshole puts a skylight in a jail? The vampire-hating kind.

At least he removes the cuffs after the bars are slammed shut. My wrists hurt from the metal. As the hours pass, my panic turns to full-blown terror. Am I really going to die right here? Like this? Up in fucking flames in a jail cell?

A loud crash fills the air, followed by screams. My heart lightens. Devin. He’s here for me. He’s not going to let me die. But the man who strolls down the short hall of cells sends a bolt of fear through me. His eyes blaze a fiery gold.

“Ah, little Willow. There you are. This is quite the mess you’ve made for yourself.” His smooth British accent slithers over me in a wave of discomfort. “Don’t worry about them.” He gestures down the hall. “Such weak-minded humans. Easy to control. Easier to dispose of. They’ve served their purpose and got you here. I don’t need them any longer. I’ve cleared all record of your name in their files. No one will know you were here.”

Tensing, I step back, not wanting him to touch me. “Who the fuck are you?”

He cocks his head before gripping the bars and pulling the door from its hinges. “My name is Azazel. I’ve been looking for you.”
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Terror grips my heart, sending me on a mad dash through Galen’s house as I search for Willow. I know she’s not here. I can’t feel her presence. Fuck. I can’t feel her at all. I should be able to sense her no matter where she is. Unless she’s …

No. She’s fine. I can’t entertain the idea that Willow is anything other than fucking fine.

Tearing through the room she should have used, I search for any kind of clues that might lead me to her. No clothes litter the floor, no shoes, or even a hairbrush stand out. It’s as if she wasn’t ever here. I pluck the pillow from the bed and crush it to my chest, inhaling deeply. There it is, juniper. Her scent is the only indication she was here.

Sitting on the end of the mattress, I rest my head in my hands. If anything happens to her, I don’t know how I’ll forgive myself for letting her go. My pocket starts vibrating as my phone comes to life against my thigh. Who the fuck is calling me? No one calls me, not even Galen.

Pulling the damned thing free of my pants, my heart lurches when Willow’s name flashes across the screen.

“Willow? Where are you?” My voice breaks as soon as I begin speaking, the desperation impossible to hide.

A low masculine chuckle comes through the line. “Try again, vampire.”

“Who is this?”

“I suppose we haven’t been formally introduced. My vessel’s name was Camden, but you will probably be more familiar with my true name.”

“Stop fucking monologuing and tell me.” I let out a sigh, trying to pretend I’m not affected by this asshole.

“Azazel.”

My blood runs cold as soon as the name hits my ears. No. If he’s got her phone, he’s got her. “What have you done to her?”

The asshole laughs. “Nothing … yet. But she’s a fighter. I knew she was tough. It takes some serious balls to go after vampires as a pitiful little human. She hid so well for so long too. I’m almost sad to have found her. I honestly wouldn’t have caught up to her if I didn’t have the police under my thumb. And of course, your constant need to be near her put a target on her back. Did you enjoy your time at that den of sin? Max and Lyla were quite upset when they filed the police report after you two assaulted them. Why, I’m sure the police would never have found Willow if not for that.”

“Why can’t I sense her?”

A heavy sigh filters to my ears. “So suspicious. Fine, do you need proof?”

I expect to hear her voice, have her plead for me to stay away. Instead, a text message comes through, and I’m brought to my knees by a photo of her, bound, gagged, bleeding, but definitely conscious. This is my fault. I let her leave.

“What do you want?” I bite the words out, clutching at the remaining threads of my self-control.

“I thought that was obvious. Bring us Sariel. Then you and she can be together.”

Sariel flares to life, a warning pulse of energy. No. Don’t you fucking dare, Devin.

I can’t leave her to them. Gabriel warned me about this very thing. “Where?” I ask Azazel.

“Green Lake. Be there in one hour.”

The line goes dead, and my phone falls from my shaking hands, hitting the ground with a startling clatter.

Motherfucker.

Rushing back to my house, I gather the things I’ll need. If I’m going up against Azazel, I don’t want to be caught without a few weapons. Tucking a short blade in my boot, I assess my arsenal. With two wooden stakes in the hidden inner pockets of my leather jacket and my katana holstered across my body, I’m ready to draw any weapon I’ll need. I’m going to take down this asshole if it’s the last fucking thing I do.

“Gabriel.” I shout his name, waiting and hoping he’ll grace me with his presence. I need the big guns for this. As much as my weapons will help, Feathers has to be ready to intervene, and I don’t want to waste time calling him when shit gets hairy.

“What now, Devin?” He’s draped himself over my couch, and he’s … reading. “I’m busy. This novel is so enthralling.”

“You’re reading a fucking romance novel. The world is falling apart, and you’re lying there, reading smut.”

He sets the book on his chest and cocks an eyebrow at me. “Smut? I’ll have you know, they’re in love. It’s not smut if they love each other.”

I can’t tell if he’s joking, but from past experience, I doubt it. The angel wouldn’t understand a joke if it bit him on the ass. “Willow is in trouble. I need your help.”

Sitting up, he rolls his eyes. “Why is it that you’ve gone years without needing or wanting anything from me, but now, you call me every few days?”

“Azazel has her.”

His face turns to stone. “I warned you. They’ve got her now. She’s lost to you.”

Rage has my fists clenching. “No. She’s not lost. I’m meeting him in less than an hour.”

“Devin—”

“Shut up and listen. In one hour, I’ll be at Green Lake. I’ve got a plan. It might be a stupid one, but I need you to be prepared to jump in. And … if something happens to me, you need a vessel ready for Sariel.”

“I can’t just serve up a willing host. I might be an angel, but I’m no magician.”

“Just be ready. I’m not letting them have her. And, Gabriel?”

His eyebrows lift.

“Save her soul, not mine. In the end … hers is the one that matters.”

The angel looks conflicted, confused, and maybe a little sad, but he nods. “I understand.”

Then he’s gone. I’ve done everything I can to prepare. As I head toward Willow, I’m positive that I’m doing the right thing. Even if I don’t come out of this alive, she’ll be saved.
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“Load her into the car. We’re leaving.” Azazel tosses his instructions over his shoulder as he leaves the room of the house where he’s keeping me chained to a chair.

My heart trips an erratic beat as two vampires approach, men with glowing eyes and feral smiles. They want to hurt me, but for some reason, they won’t. A sick feeling claws at my belly. Maybe it’s because once my mind is broken, I’ll be just like them. I’ll be an asset.

“You get the chains off her, I’ll take care of putting on the zip ties. But for fuck’s sake, leave the gag on. She talks too damn much.” The taller man stares at me with murderous glee in his eyes.

Hope peeks its head out at the word zip tie. I can escape those. I’ve done it countless times as practice for self-defense demonstrations. It’s hard, but I know it can be done.

“I don’t see why she needs so many fucking chains. She’s tiny, and weak as shit. Look at her eyes. She’s starved.” The one with eyes the color of honey kicks me in the shin before leaning down to unlock my chains.

I’m going to kill him first.

The instant the heavy links of metal lift off my body, I heave a sigh of relief. I’m not strong enough to escape these two, not while they’re focused on me. The idiots restrain my wrists in front of my body rather than behind, and I send up a silent prayer of thanks. This just makes it easier for me.

Tall guy grabs me by the elbow, wrenching me from the chair and shoving me forward so hard, I fall flat on my face.

“Azazel said not to hurt her. What’s wrong with you?” Honey eyes has his hands under my arms and is lifting me with ease before I can force myself to my feet.

“She tripped.”

Honey eyes shrugs. “Your funeral.”

Before we reach the door, my vision goes dark as a black hood falls over my head. Panic threatens to take control as the space closes in on me. But, closing my eyes, I take a few deep breaths, willing myself to calm down. I keep my eyes shut tight as we walk. Gravel crunching under my feet, the sound of the wind rustling leaves, and the whicker of a horse catch my ears. Where are we? Breathing deep, I try to catch the scent, commit it to memory. If I get out of this, I’m coming back and burning this motherfucker to the ground.

A car door opens, and I’m shoved inside without ceremony, falling onto supple leather seats. I’m not alone. I can smell Azazel. The bitter scent of sulfur and wood smoke burns my nose. Another scent fills the car as we begin to move, and it sets my stomach growling with need. Blood. With a groan, I shift in my seat.

“Hungry, love?” Azazel’s voice sends a curl of rage through me.

“No. I’m fine.”

The hood slides off my head, and I catch sight of him. His chiseled jaw and shocking eyes would be attractive if he wasn’t such an evil bastard. I can’t keep my eyes from his throat as he takes a long drink from the wine goblet in his hand. Thick blood stains his lips.

“You don’t look fine. You look ravenous. Why haven’t you been feeding? Surely Devin wouldn’t deny you.”

“Why are you trying to learn anything about me now? You’ve got what you want. Why am I even still alive?”

He chuckles, a dark and ominous sound. “You have no idea how powerful you could be. I’ve been trying to find you for years. Now that you’ve been wiped from the records of your boyfriend’s and parents’ murders, there’s no reason for you to hide. We can use you to your full potential.” He claps his hands, grinning. “When Lucifer comes back, he’ll be so pleased with me.”

Cocking an eyebrow, I let myself play along. “Will he?”

“Yes. I can hand him Sariel, and then there’s you. You will be his most treasured conquest. Gabriel knows how special you are. That’s why he’s been trying to keep you from us.”

“How special am I?”

His eyes widen. “You really don’t know?”

Oh, if my hands weren’t bound, I’d strangle him. “No. I really don’t fucking know.”

“Oh, sweetheart. You still have your soul.”
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The park is deserted as I race over the trail, heading in the direction my heart is pulled. Willow is close. This magnetic draw of her essence to mine is the only thing keeping me sane. I can sense her, and that means I can breathe. She is alive. Azazel must have had her somewhere warded against me so I couldn’t track her.

As I round the trail, I see them, standing out in the fucking open, a goddamned pyre erected as if he’s planning to burn a witch. My stomach sinks as soon as the thought flicks through my mind.

No.

He’s not going to get a chance to hurt her.

“Good to see you, Devin.” The sound of Azazel’s voice sends disgust tickling along my spine. “I don’t think we’ve been formally introduced.”

Turning to face him, I expect him to be holding Willow since her presence is so near. But he’s alone, a snide smile on his face.

“Azazel,” I say, trying to keep my tone calm. “I thought you’d be taller.”

Looking down his long body, he grins. “Really? This is my favorite of all the vessels I’ve had. He was a promising actor, on the cusp of fame when I found him and changed him. Pretty face, weak mind. It didn’t take much to destroy his consciousness.”

“So, you’re vain and an asshole.” I shrug, trying hard to hide my anxiety. “Why does that not surprise me?”

He chuckles and shakes his head, gesturing forward. “After you. I’ve got something you’re going to want to see.”

“Where is Willow?” I clench my jaw after the words escape as my anger burns through every fiber of control I have left.

“Oh, she’ll be here soon. There was a lot of … setup involved. Besides, we need to talk first. You can go ahead and remove your weapons. You won’t need them if you want her to survive.”

“I’m not coming up against you without protection.”

His eyes blaze. “You think you can stop me with a few stakes and a sword? I am second in command to Lucifer himself. I’ve led armies of angels.”

“But you’re afraid of letting one vampire near you with weapons?”

“Not afraid, but not stupid either. You could get a lucky break, and then I’d have to wait in purgatory for Lucifer to bring me back. It wouldn’t take long, but he wouldn’t be pleased.”

“Yeah, I’m not getting rid of a damn thing.”

Shrugging, he pulls out his phone. “Fine.” His fingers fly across the screen, and from across the field, I hear a bloodcurdling scream.

“Willow!” I start toward the sound, but the fucker stops me.

“Drop the arsenal and come with me. That was just a taste of what we’ll do to her. She’ll heal … eventually.”

“You son of a bitch.”

“Such nasty names. And here I was hoping we could be friends.”

Dropping my leather jacket and katana in a pile, I follow him. “Sorry, my dance card is full.”

He raises one arm in a wave as we reach the pile of wood set around a platform. My chest loosens a bit when I realize there’s no post, nothing to tie someone to.

“Ah,” he says, clapping his hands. My heart stops when I see her. Hands bound in front of her body, skin pale and eyes tired. She had needed me, and I hadn’t been there. I shouldn’t have let her go. “Here she is. The lovely Willow. Don’t you two make a beautiful pair? Such a shame. Although, Devin, I’m sure we could strike a bargain that will allow you to keep your form and rid yourself of Sariel.”

“Does that bargain involve my soul? Because it’s not for sale.”

“So high and mighty. I should remind you, I have your woman, not the other way around.”

I want to attack him here and now, but I need to wait for the right moment. Willow isn’t safe. She’s flanked by two Watchers, and from the looks of them, they’re ready for a fight.

“You seem tired, Devin. Haven’t been feeding lately?” Azazel’s voice grates on my nerves. He’s not wrong. I haven’t fed since the last time Willow and I were together.

“What makes you think that? I fed last night. Hot little blonde. She couldn’t get enough of me … until I got enough of her.”

Willow winces, but I know if I can make him think she’s not so important, he might let her go. Or, it could all backfire and he’ll kill her. Fuck. I really need to think before I speak.

“You really are an idiot if you think I believe one word of that. I can see the hunger in your eyes. She’s just as starved as you. This is how it works with soul mates. It’s rare that a vampire ever finds its human mate. But once it is done, the vampire can’t feed on anyone else. Why do you think vampires aren’t able to fuck without a Watcher? If vampires were able to go around fucking whomever they chose, it would be so much more likely they’d find their other halves. Eventually, the species would starve itself from existence.”

“What do you mean?”

“If the only food you can eat has an expiration date but your life will continue well past that, how long do you think you could survive?”

“But Willow and I have both fed from others.”

“Now that she’s a vampire, you have to. You know as well as I that vampires need human blood. But tell me, how did it taste? Like ashes in your mouth?”

Willow’s gaze flicks to mine, making my chest tighten, but I don’t answer.

“Like I said. You’ll both never be satisfied by anything other than each other, but you’ll wither without human blood. Given time, you’d figure out a balance, feed on humans together. But she’s your soul mate, and you’ve both been weakened because you haven’t been feeding. Honestly, I should thank you. You’ve made my job so much easier. It’s as if I’m dealing with pitiful humans rather than vampires. All I have to do is restrain you.” Nodding at the two Watchers who still had their fucking hands on Willow, he grins. “Boys, you can go ahead and light the fire, then leave us. We won’t be a minute, and she won’t be any trouble.”

Willow’s head hangs low, her knees wobbling. Is she really so much worse off than me? Maybe because I am older, I have more residual strength. Damn.

“Now, come on, Devin, give Sariel up and meet your maker with dignity. Or … you can do what Willow refused to do and join with us. We’ll even let you keep your little pet.”

I’m so done with his shit. Balling my hand into a fist, I throw a right hook that connects with his jaw so hard, he stumbles backward. Pain blossoms across my knuckles, but I move through it with a jab to the nose. Blood sprays across the grass as Azazel lets out a breathless laugh.

“Oh, you want to fight? I’m at full strength with Lucifer behind me. I don’t need to feed off sex like my sad brother Sariel. Lucifer keeps us all going with his power alone. All you have is a depleted, lovesick angel and your pathetic excuse for vampiric strength. Come at me. I’ll pummel you into the fucking ground while your woman watches.”

He’s right. I barely have time to move before he’s got me on my back. Pain explodes across my body as blow after blow lands on my face, my sides, my ribs. I can’t just let him take me out, not with Willow in danger. As I grind my teeth, I thrust my fist against his face, and the bastard laughs. Actually laughs.

Renewed anger fills me as I lunge for him again, but this time, he slams his fist in my stomach, causing me to double over as the pain becomes too much. Not a second passes before his fangs rip through my throat as I try to move away. Burning agony stabs through me as he feeds, and I know this moment might be my last.

I tried to defend her.

I tried to prove how much she means to me.

I tried …
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There’s only a flicker of Devin left as I take control, willing him to hold on. I’m just as weak, but I’ve got grace on my side. Raising my hands, I grip Azazel’s shoulders and wrench his fangs from my skin. The blinding pain is second only to the feeling of having my wings ripped from me.

Blood drips from his chin as he backs away, staring down at my wretched form. “Good luck recovering from that, Sariel. Your vessel is damaged beyond his ability to heal. He’ll die as the sun rises.”

I try to roll to my side, to make my body get up, but I can’t. All I can do is watch as Azazel straightens his blood-soaked tie. But in a streak of red, Willow flies across the field and launches herself at him. Her hands are still bound, wrists bloodied as though she’d been trying to break through the plastic. She’s clinging to his back, legs wrapped around his waist and arms over his head, wrenching his neck to the side.

Her fangs pierce his skin, and she drinks deeply, his screams echoing in the dark like music to my ears. As her strength returns, she breaks the bindings around her hands and digs her nails into his chest. Anger contorts his handsome face as he reaches blindly behind his head, fisting her hair and pulling her off him.

“You little bitch. You’ll pay for that.”

She looks healthy and strong, her eyes twinkling as she glances my way. “Yeah? I’m fresh out of cash right now. Can I pay you with a good old-fashioned ass kicking?”

He darts toward her, weakened but still fast. She’s quicker, lighter on her feet, and so well trained. In seconds, she’s got him on his back, ripping into his flesh again as she takes more from him. I close my eyes against the scene in front of me. All I can do is wait and pray as I use every ounce of my energy to heal Devin. The longer it takes, the more I think Azazel was right. Devin is too injured.

“You killed him. You motherfucker!” Willow’s screams bounce off the trees surrounding us.

My eyes fly open at her screech. The flames of the pyre cast everything in glowing orange as Azazel gets his feet under Willow’s hips and pushes her off. She goes flying so hard, she hits the trunk of an evergreen, causing a loud crack to resonate across the area. Dazed, she attempts to stand, but Azazel stops at Devin’s discarded weapons. Picking up the katana, he twirls it and chuckles.

“Oh, this is just too easy.”

Ramming the blade through her abdomen, he pins her to the tree. She sputters, blood spilling from her lips as she grips the handle of the sword and tries to pull it free.

Sauntering back to the leather jacket lying on the ground, Azazel pulls out the stakes. He glances at me with a wicked grin before focusing on Willow again.

“I don’t care if you’ve got a fucking soul or not. You’re too much trouble.”

My mind rages as Devin pushes at me. He’s somehow found his strength, his reason to stay. As we combine our will, I stand, collecting every ounce of energy we have between us. Running at Azazel, I barrel into him, shoulder first. Devin takes control as we rush headlong into the blazing bonfire. Azazel’s stake pierces Devin’s chest even as the flames lick at the Watcher’s form.

Falling back, Devin gives up, and I take over once again. Azazel screams as the fire quickly burns his vessel, reducing him to a weak, agonized husk.

“Are you serious? This is how you planned to keep her safe?” Gabriel’s voice fills my ears as I try to keep the stake from nicking Devin’s heart. It’s millimeters away from killing him, but my hands rest over the wood as I try to pull it free slowly and gently.

“Azazel,” Willow calls. I can’t see her, fearing that any movement I make will push the stake in farther.

Gabriel crosses to the nearly unrecognizable form of Azazel. He’s groaning and writhing in pain as the angel stares down at him. “Brother, it didn’t have to come to this.”

“Fuck off, Gabriel. You stopped being my brother the moment you started hunting me.”

A sad expression crosses Gabriel’s face. “No. Even now, I’d rather save you than smite you.”

“There is no saving me, or any of us. You know that as well as I do.”

“You’re wrong. Sariel is proof of that.”

“Bullshit. Father will never love us as much as he loves them. And I won’t stop until we’ve taken Heaven and thrown the world into flames.”

Gabriel sighs. “So be it, then.”

Placing his hand on top of Azazel’s charred head, Gabriel closes his eyes and, with a flash, Azazel’s body falls limp, eyes open and vacant, but most of all, a bright blue rather than gold.

Finally, when the stake is free and the danger has passed, my breath wheezes and bubbles as I try to talk through lungs filled with blood. Devin is barely hanging on, but there’s a chance he can be saved.

“Sariel, you need to move on. Devin’s body can no longer sustain you.” Gabriel’s words send a wash of panic over me. “I’ve preserved Azazel’s vessel, but it won’t hold for long. You need to abandon Devin.”

Willow falls to the ground beside me, blood pouring from the wound in her belly. She must’ve gotten herself free, but I hadn’t seen. Pain colors her features and tears of grief fall down her face as she sobs over Devin.

“No. You can’t. He’ll die,” she cries.

Sitting up carefully with Gabriel’s help, I cough, clearing my throat as I play the card I had been saving for myself. As much as I want to have an archangel in my back pocket, I can’t take Devin’s chance at happiness. Azazel said as much earlier. A vampire finding his soul mate is rare. “You know that favor I asked of Michael?”

Gritting his teeth, my brother sighs. “Why should I save him?” he asks.

“He’s spent the last five years fighting. He’s earned more than a tragic death.”

“Fine. But, this is going to be painful for both of you.”

“It can’t be worse than trying to heal third-degree burns over most of my new body.”

Resting his palms on Devin’s head and Azazel’s vessel, Gabriel closes his eyes and says, “Yes, it can.”

Blinding golden light engulfs us, heating my body, radiating from my consciousness. I don’t scream. Not because it doesn’t hurt. I don’t scream because my mind can’t come up with a reaction to express the pain coursing through my body.

When I wake, I blink my eyes and test my new limbs. My head feels curiously light as I grow accustomed to my new home. Searching for the presence of the vampire I’m sharing a body with, I suck in a harsh breath as I realize I’m alone. Sitting up, I expect pain from the burns, but a glance down at my hands shows me smooth olive-toned skin.

“Gabriel?”

“He’s gone.” Willow’s voice is a choked whisper. “Sariel, please help us?” She’s cradling Devin in her arms as he continues to bleed. “We need shelter from the sun.”

She’s right. The sky is already turning a soft gray. I sling Devin over my shoulder and we rush as fast as we can to his home.

“He’s going to be okay, right? Gabriel said he’d save him. Why is he still bleeding?” Her voice is laced with panic.

“I don’t know what will become of him, but I think he’ll recover slowly. He’ll need to feed.”

She’s already opening her vein as she settles him in his bed. I pace the lightproof bedroom. I can’t believe this happened. I’m free. I have no one to answer to, no vampire to fight with. For once, I’m not slave to the will of another.

Glancing down at my singed clothing, I rest a soft hand on Willow’s shoulder. “I’m going to shower and change. If you need me, I’ll only be a room away.”

She nods as I step inside the bathroom. Closing the door, I shuck the tattered remnants of Azazel’s three-piece suit. Turning to the mirror, I expect to look into the face of the man Azazel had taken. My heart stops as I catch sight of a face I haven’t seen in millennia.

My face.
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Devin hasn’t moved a muscle since we got him safely hidden from daylight. That was three nights ago. I don’t know what to do. Sariel says we have to wait, but I can’t just sit and watch him stay the same as I get stronger. My injury has healed, and my physical abilities aren’t at human levels anymore. After feeding on Azazel, my strength returned, not one hundred percent, but better than before. Unfortunately, my blood hasn’t done much for Devin his wounds were too severe.

A soft moan drifts from across the room, and I’m at his side in an instant, stroking his hair away from his face and watching for any sign I didn’t imagine the sound.

“Devin? Are you listening, you swoony bastard?” I lean closer, pressing kisses to his jaw before whispering in his ear. “Don’t abandon me. I promise, I’ll never leave you again. I love you.”

His fingers twitch against my thigh, making me jump. Ice-blue eyes flutter open as a soft smirk turns up one corner of his mouth. “I knew you couldn’t stay away for long.” His raspy voice sends mixed emotions running through me.

“Don’t be cute. Not right now. I don’t think I can take it.”

My gaze wanders over his ravaged throat. The wound is still raw and bleeding slowly. It’s healed some, but not fast enough for my liking. I know what he needs, and I can’t give it to him. Running my fingers through his hair, I stand and murmur, “I’ll be right back.”

With shaking hands, I pull out my phone and call Sariel. We’ve planned for this. It will be fine.

“Willow?” His new voice is so strange, so commanding and strong—just like his new face.

“He’s awake. Can you bring her?”

The line clicks as he hangs up, and I can only imagine that means he’s on his way.

Walking back into the room, I brace myself for the conversation we’re about to have. Devin offers a weak smile that doesn’t reach his eyes.

“You need to feed on—” I start.

“Willow, you’re not strong enough.”

My stomach clenches. It will be fine. “I know. You can’t feed from me. I’ve tried. Sariel is bringing Alanna. She’s agreed to … give you what you need.”

“Alanna?”

“I filled her in. She’s known what we are for a few weeks.”

“That’s dangerous.”

“Devin, Alanna has been my only confidant since I lost my family. She’s trustworthy.”

The door opens, and Sariel walks in with Alanna trailing behind him. Her eyes widen when she sees Devin.

“He’s not going to kill me, right?” she asks.

“No,” I say.

“Probably not,” Sariel offers at the same moment.

“Whoa, hold on. Who the fuck is this guy?” The alarm in Devin’s weak voice has me pressing him back into the bed. He doesn’t have enough energy to get worked up.

“It’s Sariel,” I offer. “We don’t know why, but he’s … himself.” Running my fingers through Devin’s hair, I stare down at him. “Right now, you need Alanna.”

Alanna’s gaze lands on Devin. He just shakes his head and glances at me. “Are you sure you’re okay with this, Angel?”

Swallowing past the lump in my throat, I nod. “You need to heal. I’ll be right here the whole time.”

Settling Alanna on the bed, I take a seat on the other side. Holding her hand across his body and running my fingers through Devin’s hair. “It’s okay,” I assure him. Alanna leans down, placing her throat at his lips. He bites hesitantly. Her hiss of breath as his fangs puncture her vein sends a wave of jealousy over me, but then I watch the color return to his cheeks as he feeds. Holding on to my hand for dear life, she lets out a soft moan as he continues to feed. I can tell she’s trying to keep her face neutral, but I know exactly what Devin’s bite does to a woman. A shudder runs through her, and her hand falls lax in my grip.

“Devin, you need to let her go,” I whisper into his ear. His neck is almost completely healed, and I know he won’t want to kill her.

With a groan, he releases her, letting her fall back into Sariel’s waiting arms. Panic ripples through me as I tune in to her slowly beating heart.

“She’ll be fine.” Sariel’s confident words ease my fears. “I’ll get her set up in the guest room. She’ll sleep the day away and be good as new.”

As the door clicks shut behind him, Devin and I sit in tense silence.

“Thank you, Willow.” His voice breaks down the walls I’ve had up since I left him.

Tears flood my eyes, spilling down my cheeks and falling onto his sheets. I can’t stop them, can’t speak, can’t look at the face of the man I almost lost.

“Hey, no. Don’t cry for me. You fucking saved me.”

“You saved me too.” I hate my wobbly chin and cracking voice. I spent all this time not crying, and now here I am, losing my shit.

His arms wrap around me, pulling me down to the bed and nestling my face against his firm chest. “Thank you, Angel. I never wanted to leave you. I need you to know that. The only thing going on inside me was figuring out how to stop him from staking you.”

I hold him tighter, not wanting to let go. “You couldn’t have stayed away from the stake yourself?”

A deep chuckle rumbles through his chest. “That would have been too easy. Go big or go home, right?”

A smile tugs at the corners of my mouth. I want to be mad at him for nearly dying. But I can’t. “I wouldn’t expect anything less from you.”

We lie there together, not saying anything. I listen to the comforting beat of his heart as he runs his fingers over my arm in long, slow strokes. The only sound in the room is the ticking of the large clock on the wall.

“Willow?” The hoarseness of his voice betrays the fear in that one word.

Turning my face up to look at him, I offer a small smile. “What?”

“Things are going to be … different between us now.”

Sitting up, I frown. “What do you mean?”

“I don’t have Sariel.”

“And? How does that change us?”

His cheeks turn pink, and I immediately realize what he’s talking about. He can’t have sex. Ever. Disappointment settles in my chest, but I push it back, knowing that’s not what he needs right now. “It’s fine, Devin. You give me everything I need.”

“Not everything. You have to feed off other men, and now I can’t even fuck you senseless anymore.”

“Yeah, you’ve got it so rough. God forbid you should be happy that you’re still alive and aren’t sharing your body with a fallen fucking angel.” Maybe I should be more sensitive to his fears, but anger blossoms in my belly. Standing, I cross the room and head for the shower, needing to distract myself. “I can live without sex. Can you?”

I slam the door, feeling a little better when the mirror rattles with the force of my actions. Slipping out of my clothes, I stand naked in the bathroom. I almost go back to him, but decide against it. I need time, and so does he. Turning the faucet, I let the water heat and fill the small space with steam. Doesn’t he know that I want him for more than just sex?

Stepping under the spray, I let the water wash away the tension of the last few days. We’ll get through this, because this time, I’m not running.
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As Willow slams the door behind her, I’m caught somewhere between shock and anger. I’ve just lost the ability to love her the best way I know how. Sex with her is the ultimate form of adoration, and I’ve grown addicted to being inside her. She can live without sex? I don’t want either of us to have to.

Tossing back the blankets, I get to my feet, expecting to feel weak from days and nights spent trying to heal. But Alanna’s blood gave me the strength I needed, and as soon as I realize I’m not going to fall on my ass, I head to the bathroom. Steam envelops me as I breach the threshold, coating my body in a layer of damp, warm air. I’m a fucking mess. My shirt is torn and bloodied, the skin of my neck is tight with dried blood, and I’m pretty sure my hair is matted as well. Pulling at my clothes, I drop them to the floor and pull back the shower curtain.

“What are you doing in here?” Willow’s surprised shout has me grinning.

“I’m dirty.”

She fights a smile, and loses. “You are.” Stepping out of the water, she trades places with me, letting the hot spray wash away the blood. “I’ll help you clean up.”

My chest tightens. If I still had the ability, I would already be sinking inside her, fucking her until all she could do was let out harsh screams. I let her run soapy hands over my shoulders and neck, rinsing my hair and relishing the feel of her fingers as they brush across my chest.

“Fuck, Angel. I wish I could—”

She stops me with her mouth on mine. Her tongue parts my lips as she deepens the kiss. I skate my hands up the line of her back until they cradle the back of her head and my fingers tangle in her long ruby hair. God, how I fucking adore this woman. And then it hits me. I get to have her, for eternity. I don’t have to leave. We don’t have a ticking clock hovering over us. We don’t have anything standing between us.

My tongue catches on one of her fangs, drawing just a hint of blood. Her answering moan says it all. She needs to feed. She’s been tending to me and not taking care of herself for too long. Breaking our kiss, I cup her face in my hands.

“Go ahead. Let me give you what you need.”

Her pupils flare as the bloodlust kicks in, and she kisses me again before sliding her lips down my jaw and to my throat. “Are you sure you’re healed enough?” she murmurs over my vein.

“Yes, Willow.” It feels so fucking good to have her skin on mine, to know that I can provide something for her. “God, please …” My limbs are trembling in anticipation. “Bite.”

The woman is a tease, licking and nipping my skin, breathing along my neck, so close to giving me what I want. “Willow,” I groan through clenched teeth.

Then her fangs pierce my flesh, and I’m lost in a wash of pleasure. My hands cup her ass, grinding her hips against mine as she feeds. Tingling rushes down my spine, all across my body, my balls tighten, and my cock lengthens and swells as the orgasm claims me.

“Holy fuck.” My words are just a harsh whisper as pulse after pulse of release spills between us.

She backs away, licking her lips and staring down at the evidence of what she did to me. “But … I thought …”

“I don’t have a fucking clue how, but I’m not complaining.” Kissing her deeply, I taste my essence on her tongue and my half-erect cock hardens again.

Spreading her legs, I lift her until she’s wrapped around my waist, the heat of her wet pussy cradling my length. “I’m going to fuck you until you beg me to let you come. And I’m going to do it right the hell now, Angel.”

“Yes,” she breathes against my lips.

Raising her hips, she sinks down over my aching arousal, and it’s all I can do not to fall to my knees. It feels so fucking good. I walk us to the wall, where I brace her against the tile and thrust deeply. The moan that falls from her lips nearly undoes me, but I need to make good on my promise. This is about her pleasure.

I move slowly, deep inside as I cage her between my arms, leaning my head down to capture a nipple with my mouth. She arches her back, thrusting her breast closer, and my fangs descend. I’m not going to feed, even though I know she’ll come. I want to make her scream with my hips and cock, not with the aid of whatever it is about my bite.

Sucking and laving my tongue around the stiff peak, I release one braced hand from the wall and slide it down to brush over her swollen clit. I know what she needs. As I move my fingers in tight circles, her breathing becomes shallow pants. She’s right fucking there, on the edge of pleasure. Releasing her breast, I watch her face. She pulls her bottom lip between her teeth as she furrows her brow, eyes shut tight.

“Please, Devin, let me come.”

I shake my head. “Not yet.”

Rolling my hips, I pull out, almost completely, before sliding all the way in again and again. She’s shaking with need, and I’m perilously close to losing it right along with her. Her fingers dig into my back, scratching long lines across my skin as I keep us there, hovering on the cliff.

“Goddammit, Devin. You said you were going to fuck me, not torture me.” The plea in her voice is enough to break me. I kiss her hard, pumping steadily until I can feel her clenching around me and she cries out against my mouth. Her moans turn to high, keening cries, and then to screams. Orgasm rushes over me at the sound, and I lose the fight against it. My thrusts become frantic, erratic, and I’m filling her as my vision blurs and my brain focuses solely on riding this wave.

As we come down to Earth, her eyes find mine in the postorgasmic haze.

“Devin?” she whispers.

Pressing my forehead to hers, I kiss the tip of her nose. “Yeah, Angel?”

“I love you.”

My chest feels like it might burst. Closing my eyes to fight the onslaught of emotions, I take a deep breath. “I love you too. So much it hurts.”
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Devin and Willow haven’t left his room once in the last two nights. He must’ve gotten the little gift I’d left him when I moved on. It had been my grace that helped his body … perform to its full potential. I couldn’t leave him with his soul mate, only to spend eternity without the ability to make love to her. Besides, I’ve already given up enough of my grace that I won’t be able to father children. What’s a little more to help the vampire who’d willingly taken me on?

As I rifle through the clothes in Devin’s spare room, I can’t help but shake my head. The man has more leather jackets than any one person could ever need. My gaze lands on the only non-leather item in the closet. It’s a navy-colored, three-piece suit. When would Devin ever wear something like this? Never. That’s when.

I spent five years in his body, and the man either walked around barely clothed, or covered head to toe in animal skin. Sure enough, after fishing around in the pockets, I find a dry cleaning receipt with Galen Turner scrawled across the bottom. A fleeting question of why Galen would keep a suit at Devin’s house runs through my mind, but I brush it off. I don’t really care.

I feel so different this time around, and as I change out of the borrowed sweats and T-shirt which are too short for my long legs, and too tight around my shoulders, I fight a roiling stomach and pounding head. It’s as though my new body can’t handle having me in control. Like it’s rebelling against me even without another being living inside.

I’ve avoided stepping out the door of Devin’s place, needing time to acclimate, and to make sure he was going to pull through. But now that those two are where they should be, it’s time for me to claim what’s mine. Selah is out there, and I’m not going to let her ride off into the sunset with anyone but me.

Another wave of nausea hits me as I button the suit jacket and step into the wingtip shoes. I need to feed. I know I won’t be able to take from a woman sexually, but perhaps I’ll put these fangs to good use.

Snagging Devin’s keys, I slip into the driver’s seat of his rarely used classic Aston Martin. Over the last few years, Devin watched a lot of James Bond, and I have to admit, I liked it.

The engine starts without trouble, and I’m headed down the street, with no particular destination in mind. Since I’m dressed rather dapperly, I figure the usual haunts in Pioneer Square are out. I’ve never done this on my own before, but it seems an upscale club would be best. The glowing red sign in front of me draws me in, making a smile spread over my lips. Of course. This is the same jazz club Reese had worked at when she’d first woken me. How fitting to come back here and start my own venture toward my soul mate.

Parking the car, I stroll confidently to the hostess. She looks me up and down, blinking a few times before swallowing.

“Um, I’m sorry, we’re at capacity.” Her voice is husky and soft. She’ll do just fine. I don’t even need to get into the club.

I put on a fake accent, knowing how much most women love a sexy British guy. “That’s all right, darling. I’m not terribly fond of jazz anyway. I’m really looking for someone to welcome me to the city. Think you’re up for the job?”

Her cheeks flush a deep crimson as she takes her bottom lip between her teeth. “I … I’m supposed to watch the door.”

Leaning in close, I take her hand and turn it over, pressing my nose to her wrist. Inhaling her perfume, I hum softly. “It is you who smells so delectable. God, that scent was driving me mad. I don’t think I can go another moment without knowing what your lips taste like.”

Her eyes are all starry and dreamy. This is too damn easy. Aren’t women supposed to respect themselves more than this?

“Okay, but just for a minute.”

Apparently not.

She takes my hand and pulls me to a back alley, where I can hear the filtered noise of a jazz combo playing their set. Her lips are on mine in a flash, and I fight the urge to push her off me. I just need to do something about this raging hunger, and that has nothing to do with sex. Grabbing her chin, I turn her face away from mine and slide my tongue over her neck. A shiver runs through her as she moans. Readying myself to bite, I wait for my fangs to make their appearance. But nothing happens. Damn. Am I doomed to starve until Selah lets me take her? I nibble the woman’s sensitive flesh and make her squirm. Still nothing.

“What are you doing, brother?” Gabriel’s voice booms from behind me, sending a wave of embarrassment and frustration through me.

Discarding the girl, I turn to face him. “I’m trying to sate this hunger.”

“How? By licking her to death?”

“What do you mean? You know exactly how this works.” I hear her annoyed huff and wave her away. “That’s quite enough from you, darling. Run along now, I’m sure you’ve got work to do.”

“If you’re hungry, why don’t you just eat?”

I roll my eyes to the sky. “That’s what I was trying to do.”

“Sariel, you’re not a vampire. You don’t need to feed on blood.”

My stomach turns to stone. “What?”

“I thought you knew. You’ve been granted your original form. You’re a mortal man … albeit with angelic powers and strength, but you are as you were before the Flood.”

“No. That’s not …” Possibilities rush through my brain as I think about what this could mean.

“You must come with me. It has been too long since you were at full strength. We need to ensure you recall how to best utilize your power. And … Michael has something to give you.”

“What does he have?”

Gabriel shakes his head. “That is not for me to share. Come on. We have a great deal of work to do before we can go up against Lucifer. Stopping Azazel was a big step, but this is far from over.”

My stomach sinks. “Selah.”

“Sariel, you must stay focused on the goal. Father has only promised her to you if you succeed. You can’t go after her until Lucifer has been stopped. If you do … if you claim her, everything will change.”

My heart lurches. She’s engaged to marry another man. I can’t let her go. Not now.

“Brother, trust that what I say is true. It’s for her safety that you need to do this. There will be no world for her to live in if Lucifer gets his way.”

Damn. He’s right.

“Fine. When do we start?”
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Two months later:

 

The sun sets on the sixtieth day of life without a Watcher, and my eyes open to see the long red waves I love so intensely. I love the rest of Willow’s body too, but that hair is something special. She’s like the little mermaid or something, except she can’t sing to save her life. Scooting her ass back against me, she squirms and lets out a soft sigh. Fuck yes. In seconds, I’m sinking into her slick heat and moving slowly, back and forth, making us both moan.

“I love you, Willow,” I murmur against her shoulder.

“I … I … Oh God, I love you too.”

“We’ve been over this before, Angel. My name is Devin.”

She giggles and kicks her hips backward, sliding me deeper inside her. Never mind, she can call me whatever the fuck she wants as long as she keeps letting me make love to her. I thrust lazily, wanting to draw it out as much as I want to chase my release. But before long, she’s clutching the sheets and calling my name, begging me to bite her. My fangs graze her shoulder before sinking into the most tender part of her neck, and I drink deep. Riding the pulse of her pussy around my cock as we come apart for each other.

As we both slip down from our orgasms, a satisfied sigh escapes me. “I fucking love waking up like this.”

“Me too.” She sits up, then walks naked across our bedroom, her perfect ass on display as she grabs her robe. She turns her head and glances at me over her shoulder “So, now that we’re not fighting the minions of hell, what should we do with the rest of our lives?”

I hadn’t really planned on doing this naked, but I doubt there will ever be a better opening than that. “We could get married.”

She laughs. “Yeah, I guess we could do that. I was thinking more … short-term.”

The woman thinks I’m kidding. My inner caveman is ready to grab her by the hair and pull her to the altar. “I’m serious, Willow. I think we should get married.”

“But … we’re vampires.”

“And?”

“And … can we even legally do that?”

Now it’s my turn to laugh. “Yeah, I think we can.”

“Who would care if we got married or not?”

I stand, slipping a pair of boxer briefs over my nakedness, and close the distance between us, pulling her to me. “I care. I want you to be mine in every fucking way possible. I want your body, your heart, your soul. You.”

“Really?”

I can’t help but chuckle. I threw myself on a stake for this woman, and she doubts me? “Really. Marry me, Willow.”

A smile spreads across that delectable mouth of hers, making her eyes shine. “Okay. Why not?”

I pull her close, planting a searing kiss on her lips as she grips my hair and tugs. Breaking our kiss, I hold her against me, taking in the scent of her. “When do you want to do it?”

Her brow furrows, and suddenly, my confidence evaporates.

“What?” I ask, almost not wanting to hear her answer.

“You mentioned my soul.”

“What about it?”

“Did you know that I still have it? That’s what Azazel told me.”

Shock radiates through me. “He must’ve been lying.”

Shaking her head, she takes my hand and presses it to her heart. “No. I feel it. Inside. I’m not missing any part of me.”

“But …”

“That’s not all. Devin, you’ve been different since Sariel left. At first, I thought it was because of him moving on, but I think it’s more. I think you have your soul too.”

I want to laugh. That’s the most ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard. But then I stop, take note of everything I’m feeling, everything I’ve been feeling for the last two months. “Something is … different.”

Taking my face in her hands, she stares deep into my eyes. “It’s your soul. I can see it.”

Letting my eyes shut, I tip my face toward Heaven and let myself believe her. If she’s right, then I’m whole. Was what I’d dismissed as transitioning from having a Watcher to being alone really more than that? I can’t bring myself to hope. I link her fingers with mine and refuse to meet her gaze, not wanting her to be disappointed in me.

“My soul has been languishing in purgatory since I was made a vampire, Willow. What you see isn’t my soul, it’s what you do to me. You make me whole. I don’t need anything else.”

Kissing me, she sighs and steps back. “You’re wrong. But I’ll let you figure it out on your own. In the meantime, fiancé, I’m going to take a shower. Want to join me?”

The look in her eyes takes me from everything else as she backs away, barely holding the robe closed and flashing a generous helping of thigh. “Fuck, yes. Are you sure you don’t want me to dirty you up a bit more before we get clean?”

She bites her lip and dashes past me, calling over her shoulder, “Only if you can catch me.”

I’m on her in the blink of an eye, pushing her to her back on the cool leather of the couch. I don’t think I’ll ever stop wanting her.

“Oh, Devin, I love you.”

My cock is hard and aching even though I’ve just had her. “I love you too.”

Spreading her legs, I position myself, ready to press inside. A loud crack sends us both scrambling as we stare at the front door, now hanging off its hinges. Sariel stands in the doorway, battered, bloody, and breathing heavily.

“Sariel? What the fuck?” My words are mixed with anger and concern.

He drops to his knees, head in his hands. “I need your help.”


Sneak Peek: Releasing the Watcher
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“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.

Shaking my head to clear my mind, I return to the sidewalk, but my eyes never leave the woman across the street. Selah, 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 Starbucks, just like she does nearly every morning. Her 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. 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.” Gabriel’s voice catches me off guard. I’m not used to the diminished senses being mortal leaves me with. After thousands of years living like a parasite inside powerful vampires, I’d grown accustomed to certain heightened abilities. But, I’ll take the warmth of the sun on my skin and the pleasures of life over speed and bloodlust any day.

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. The burn flows through the expanse of the pattern, reminding me of what I stand to regain. My wings. My place in Heaven. My Selah.

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

“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 Watchers, ending this conflict before it begins, not bedding the woman who caused your fall.”

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. When I cast a fleeting glance back at Selah, my heart sinks when all I find is an empty window. Damn.

“Has the vampire come to terms with his soul being returned?” Gabriel asks as I catch up with him.

“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 you told me I wasn’t a vampire any longer. 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’s 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 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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This series started out as a simple short story, something I was writing for fun, but once Galen’s story got started, I couldn’t stop, and Devin insisted he get his own book. I took a leap of faith with Waking the Watcher and am so thankful for your support as readers.
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