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Praise for Soul Avenged 
(Sons of Wrath, #1)
“Keri keeps you on your toes and just when you think you know where the story is going to go, she throws you off the trail with a great plot twist. Her characters will make you laugh and piss you off. This is one of the best paranormal reads I have read in a long time.” -Bitten by Paranormal Romance
 “Soul Avenged was a great debut to what seems like a promising series. This book was really graphic and somewhat violent, which was a refreshing change of pace that made me realize how often these elements should really be in a lot of paranormal romance …” -Gravetells News & Reviews
“It’s truly a treat to grab up an indie author’s work only to find out that you’ve come across an amazing writing talent, and that’s exactly what happened when I read this first installment of Keri Lake’s Sons of Wrath series.” -The Autumn Review
“This is the kind of book you wish you’d picked up years after release, fell in love with, and devoured the next five or six within a single week, skipping meals, losing sleep – all for a bunch of demons for hire. Ones who will be with you LONG after you’ve finished their stories.” -Terri Rochenski, author of Pool of Souls series
“Soul Avenged is an impeccable start to the Sons of Wrath series. Ms. Lake’s world of evil lycans, sexy demons, twisted villain and a kick ass heroine had me turn the pages nonstop.” -Under the Covers Book Blog
 “Paranormal romance is my absolute favorite genre and this is a prime example of why I read it. This book has it all: very hot vengeance dealing demon brothers, a very hot sexy lycan and a death dealing kick butt heroine.” -The Jeep Diva
 “This book is a wonderful read that makes you yearn for more. It has a very good story that keeps your interest throughout with not a single “slow” moment. For me, it ended too quickly. I will be in line to get the next book by this author.” -Bitten by Books
“A fierce heroine, a forbidden romance and non-stop action…a must read for urban fantasy lovers!” -Romancing the Dark Side
“Keri Lake’s Soul Avenged is an action-packed, fast-paced, emotional roller-coaster that will have you begging for more.” -Book Lovin’ Mamas
 


 “I was never insane except upon occasions when my heart was touched.”
~ Edgar Allan Poe
 


Gratitude is recognizing that there are others, without whom, reaching for a dream becomes a solitary struggle. This book is dedicated to you, my beautiful readers. Thank you for reaching back …


GLOSSARY
Abyzz: A potent, hallucinogenic drug of the demon realm; dangerous to humans
Alexi: An army of soldiers bred to slay lycans
Amec: An intense emotion, stronger than human love, of deep affection and loyalty
Amegation: The illegal impregnation of an un-bonded female
Berserker: Violent genetic mutations as a result of failed human Lywa trials 
Brozszius: A demon advocate for prisoners of Obsidius, willing to endure half the punishment
Brutesz Demons: Boorish hit men of the underworld; shady and untrustworthy 
Cartazmus: An ancient book of demon history, which resides within a crypt in Orcosia
Catatones: Ghouls who inhabit the catacombs of the Wrath Demon manor; guards
Demortis: The metal of the gods; the only known element that can kill a demon; not commonly found in the human realm
Divine Matrons: Governesses to children born of demon princes
Elysia: A strong demon liquor
Enforcers: Bounty hunters of the underworld
Eradis: The binding of souls, after which, the couple becomes tazschla and servosx
Feshjule: Demon equivalent for ‘fucker’
Gambis Demons: Demons whose most notable talents are thieving and gossip
Gaszla: Black arts witch
Halfling: A recently bitten human awaiting the full change to lycan
House of Bereavement: A tomb for the grieving; found in the underworld; demons call it Mortuadium.
Imprinting: The transfer of a victim’s memory to another following a lycan bite.
Incubi: Breed of male demon that feeds off sexual energy; they have the power to erase short-term memory
Lamb: The derogatory Alexi term for weak human beings (those who do not carry the antibody to lycan venom)
Lenovidus Demons: Pimps assigned to succubi at a young age; collect souls for the underworld
Lycan: A supernatural species that can take the form of any animal; most common form: wolves
Lywa Antibody: A powerful concoction designed by biochemist, General Jackson Wade, which confers resistance to lycan venom after a bite
Mortuadium: House of Bereavement
Obsidius: Underworld prison for the damned
Orcosia: The underworld realm, otherwise known to humans as hell
Orcosii: Council of Elders in Orcosia
Renoshza: Sexual maturity of a succubus after her first orgasm with a victim.
Sanctuary: A bar and casino in downtown Detroit owned by the Wrath Brothers
Sanctisz: A plea of innocence 
Sang: Short for Sangexzha
Sangexzha: An ancient species of the underworld, extinct for centuries, with an appetite for blood
Saevious Demons: Violent sexual predator demons
Savidon: A demon male’s sexual prime, wherein he’s forced to choose a mate for life
Scelius Demon: Violent breed of demon that roam in packs and pick up women to share among themselves
Semptresz: A seamstress to royalty in the underworld
Servosx: Male demon mate
Shine: A hallucinogenic drug popular in the underground scene
Stygius: The realm of absolute death for the damned.
Succubi: Breed of female demon that feeds off sexual energy and, at one time, were bred as sex slaves to demon lords; often prostitutes; typically mother many children from different fathers; avoided by most male demons
Sudesz: Suicide; a punishable crime of the underworld
Szexus organ: An organ in mature male demons responsible for bonded sex
Tazschla: Female mate
Trolls: Employed by demons as security guards
Underground: Parties held in the basements of abandoned buildings in Detroit
Verbrizh: The most painful form of punishment in the underworld, carried out with a specialized whip designed to inflict severe injury.
Vitiusz Demons: Potentially violent demons with severe facial deformities
Wrath Demons: Warriors of vengeance; sons of the demon prince, Wrath; punishers to those who’ve wronged; each specializes in a form of mental or physical pain
Zshula: Midwife for lost souls; she brings them back from the otherworld.
 


PROLOGUE
Numbness is a bastard son’s shield. 
Mine was forged the day my mother tried to rip me out of her womb with a wire hanger. Not that I remember that shit. Most kids, even demons, grow up never knowing how close they came to being nothing more than a pool of blood on the kitchen floor. 
For me? It became my fucking bedtime story as a kid, told over and over again until, eventually, not even it’s horrific truth could penetrate my barriers. 
A super-fucking-hero, that’s what I became every time she tried to remind me why I didn’t deserve to live. Invincible. 
Not like she didn’t try to finish the job after I was born.
Nightmares—the kind that take most kids under, drown them, and spit their lifeless bodies back into reality—couldn’t reach me. Stronger, thicker, my shield hardened until gashes and bruises on the surface faded to invisible memories.
Scars. 
Weaknesses, deep inside my bone, strengthened and calcified under the weight of the bullshit I was forced to carry. 
Wolff’s Law.
Like a shark that cuts through the water, it’s only instinct to survive, my life became nothing more than intervals of staying alive, and all that emotional shit passed right over me.
Being untouchable gives you power. It incites fear. It keeps them out. 
Flames of hell couldn’t get its long and eager claws past the steel I’d spent my entire life casting and molding. In fact, I’d come to enjoy the challenge of blades picking and scraping at my exterior with a craving to devour my insides. The world’s best attempts at sticking me with its pain and suffering thwarted by my indifference. 
My shield was impenetrable. Impenetrable.
Thing about not being able to feel is, you lose that connection which separates the living from the dead. The magic of fingertips trailing over flesh disappears into the ghostly sensations of a thousand pins and needles, none distinct enough to reach deep within, to where the soul waits to be reawakened. 
Resurrected. 
Touch, the antithesis to numbness. Tangibility. Proof that something exists, that it’s real and has the power to affect you—to break you, if it wants, just because it can. Not just physical touch, either.
I never believed in love. Mostly because love never believed in me enough to break through my shield. Why believe in something that’s never touched you? 
Fuck blind faith. That’s for preachers and old, church ladies, with their self-righteous, finger-pointing bullshit. 
Love doesn’t protect a boy from cigarette burns in his flesh and the stench of innocence being robbed by wandering hands. Love isn’t the medicine that keeps a boy from puking his guts out after he’s been fed rat poison in his morning cereal. Nor does it stop a blade from breaking the skin, spilling blood, leaving another scar to fill the gaps between the hundreds already marring the body.
For some, love is a myth. A fairytale for little girls to chase after, and fall into depression when they finally grow up and realize it never even existed. Love is a word that carries on the wind and fades into nothing. Nothing. 
Everything eventually becomes nothing in the end. Including love. 
The absence of emotion, of touch, of being.
Numb.
Numbness kicks love’s ass and sends its pussy-whipped tail back into the land of fantasy. It blankets a boy on cold nights when the gnawing sensation of hunger reminds him that there is no god—at least, not one that gives a fuck about him. 
Numbness protects. It holds back those who think they’re strong enough to penetrate its thickness. It can’t be swayed or tricked. It keeps touch as an illusion, all while convincing that it’s too real to be trusted. 
Numbness is my shield. My faith. My reality. 
More real than the idea that love will ever touch a bastard son, like me. 
 - Logan


CHAPTER 1
Some lives just weren’t worth the trouble of saving …
The dark room swallowed Logan, as he lay sprawled on his bed—just as he’d been left after ditching his date with death. A stomach-turning sensation of thickened skin and tingles swathed his body, closing in on him, phantom sensations crawling over his flesh that kept him awake. Every five minutes or so, he willed an arm or a leg to move. No go.
Shadows danced across the wall on the occasions that one of the Catatones guarding the mansion passed through the floodlight below his window. He focused on them only because his neck had been propped in that direction and he had no choice. Good thing, though. She had been assigned to watch over him and slept somewhere beyond his periphery, the reminder heating his blood every time her sleepy moan drifted across the room.
The fury could’ve split him right down the middle.
Her blood ran through him—pumping in his veins, feeding his heart, keeping him alive. 
Calla’s.
The woman who’d gotten him stabbed with Demortis, the only element capable of taking down a demon, now swam through his body as the only element capable of saving him. Her blood. Pure. Probably the closest he’d ever come to being righteous.
The irony was enough to leave him scratching his own eyeballs out of his head—that is, if he could reach the damn things. Like a bitch slap from the gods, who probably sat around drinking beers over the shit, poking fun at him. 
The side effect of returning from the dead?
Feeling like the fucking dead.
Logan tightened his lip, wishing he could kick his own ass for being so stupid. Not like he’d had to save her or anything. Hell, being a demon meant being the exception to human rules. 
And being a son of Wrath meant never having to play by any species’ rules.
Yet for some reason, one lodged so deep inside his brain he couldn’t even begin to explain, he’d felt the need to intervene. Not so much for her sake, but because the little prick trying to rape her had taken a jab at the psychopath buried in Logan’s bones. Taunted him. 
Then finally tripped his kill-switch.
Yeah, that’s what Logan told himself, anyway, because no other excuse could possibly justify why he couldn’t stir a single muscle in his body for anything having to do with her—Calla. The girl they’d picked up at some underground party, so high on Shine she’d have probably let every one of the brothers have a go at her if they’d been the ravaging bastardly types. 
Lucky for her they weren’t.
“Should’ve walked away,” he muttered, his voice the only part of his body he could control. 
A zing of pain shot through Logan’s feet, flexing them into an unnatural, paralyzed position. “Ah, shit!” Hadn’t his feet been numb just seconds ago? 
Not even forcing his muscles to relax shook the sting away, one like a strike to the level of his bones, as if they shattered with impact. 
He held his breath and clenched his teeth while the pain crept up his leg. “Motherfucker!” He spoke past gritted teeth, keeping his voice low to keep from rousing his babysitter, but damn, his back arched like one of those tetanus-infected bastards, his eyes squinting so hard they could’ve popped backward into his brain. 
Black smoke curled behind his lids, and a deep laughter mocked him as the agony reached his spine. Trembling in the bed, Logan clamped his mouth shut and allowed the convulsions to run through him. 
In silence.
He’d known pain—gut-turning, put-me-out-of-my-fucking-misery pain. Nothing compared to what wracked him at that moment, as if nightmares could invade the body and inflict injury. The burn, like molten lava oozing in his veins, seeped into his every cell, searing him from the inside. Sweat trickled down his temple at the same time as a chill burst deep inside his bones and swept through his limbs, leaving behind a wake of nausea.
That black smoke carried the familiar sensation he’d felt once or twice in his life—from the quick witted son of a bitch that brought the toughest demon males to their knees: absolute death. Stygius. The place in the underworld from where no soul ever returned.
With shallow panting breaths, he allowed the blackness worming its way into his mind to take over as something dark and wicked laid claim. 
All Logan could do was let it take him.
Intense brightness filtered into his eye sockets and broke his preoccupation. He opened his eyes. A shimmering crack split the wall across the room.
What the …

Did something go wrong when he returned from the dead? Had Stygius come to reclaim his soul? 
The crack burst open to a blinding light that forced Logan to shield his eyes. 
’The hell?
For a brief moment, he thought himself dead, until the light faded and his dark and dreary room expanded through the wall, mirroring a pale purple room, like that of a young girl’s. 
Logan rubbed his eyes but paused. 
Wait … I can move?
Had the gaszla drugged him? 
He scanned the room for Calla. Lucky for her, she was nowhere in sight, though something told him that wasn’t necessarily a good thing. Less than a minute ago, he’d heard her moving around, meaning the whole scene had shady written all over it.
Grunts drew his attention back to the purple room. Quiet. Guttural. Undeniably lycan. 
He crawled forward, off his bed, reveling in his newfound muscle control, and came to a stop in front of the glowing opening of his wall. He looked upward, his gaze trailing the flickers of light down to the left side of him. Would it seal him on the other side? 
A tearing sound brought him back to focus, and Logan stepped into the purple room. Like a stealth predator, he crouched low and stalked around the end of the bed. 
A bloodied foot, thin and unmistakably human, caught his eye, trapped beneath the back haunches of the beast—lycan as he suspected—that bent forward, straddling the much smaller body. It’d been way too long since Logan last took down one of the bastards. He could almost feel its backbone cave with the imagined swift kick. 
Adrenaline coursed through Logan’s veins at the thought of meat encasing his bare foot and the impact of his heel busting right through the rib cage to the other side. Ah, the twisted pleasures of killing. He raised his foot, positioned it along the wolf’s spine and stomped down.
Logan stumbled forward as his foot passed through as if through a ghost but caught himself.
A muffled scream came from beneath the wolf. Long locks of blond streaked with blood fanned out from below the beast’s bowed head while the attacker quivered alongside the chafing of its teeth against its victim’s spine.
Logan’s hands crossed over one another in his reach to tear the wolf away from the girl. 
What the fuck? A hallucination? Was he dead?
As if he’d become nothing more than a spectator to the grisly attack. 
He tilted his head, the disbelief of what lay before him teasing his senses, as thoughts battered his skull yet formed no reasonable explanation other than sheer insanity.
Or really good drugs.
His muscles tensed with each outcry from the victim. Odd. Maulings typically didn’t tug much empathy from him. 
Red creeping across the pale brown carpet grew a deeper shade with each pull of flesh. The sloppy nature of it all was enough to kill whatever fascination he might’ve gotten from watching, knowing he couldn’t stop it.
“Hold still, now, darlin’,” a voice said from behind. “No need to be loud and feisty. Shit, nothing like waking up the whole goddamn neighborhood this early.”
Logan twisted to find an older man, vaguely familiar, with smooth dark gray hair and a leather jacket, approaching with the kind of calm that raised an eyebrow. The Alexi patch he wore on his shoulder and the accent served as reminders from a previous encounter—Logan had once again, come face-to-face with General Wade.
The girl’s body spasmed. “Please!” Her words gurgled as if fluid had gotten trapped in her throat. “Get it … away!” As she coughed, her legs jerked with a rough, tearing movement of the beast. “Oh … God!” A spray of blood shot up into the air.
Logan’s hands balled into fists at his side.
“I’m not here to hurt ya. I’m here to save ya.” Wade set a silver case on the floor and knelt beside the beast, stroking the girl’s hair without interrupting its mutilation of her back, as if he waited for it to finish off the meal—as if the wolf wasn’t fazed by his presence. “You’re safe now, sweetheart.” The soft tone of his voice scraped at Logan’s bones.
How did killing her help the girl?
“My … brother?” she asked, as though unaware the beast still sat hunched over her, working at her spine like it’d scored the tender meat.
“He’ll be fine. Just fine.” Wade cleared his throat. “You just sit tight. I’ve got some medicine here. Might burn a little at first.” Fangs slid beneath his top lip with a slight turn of his head toward the beast. A crack of his fist against the lycan’s bloody maw sent the wolf flying backward with the girl’s flesh within the grips of its mouth, still attached to her back, that zipped free down her spine and tore away. 
Logan skirted to the side, his hand passing right through the thrown beast’s body. 
Wade rose to his feet only a second before the glint of his pitched dagger flashed past Logan’s eyes and pierced the wolf dead center in the chest. He pounced on the beast and, with fluid movement, gripped its hackles, yanked the dagger from its chest, and dragged the blade across its gullet. 
A yelp rose and died in its throat.
Even if Logan hated the asshole for what he’d done to Ayden, he couldn’t deny the guy had a sort of finesse for killing lycans. Impressive.
“Lousy piece of shit,” the man muttered. He threw the black tar-seeping head of the beast onto the floor. “Can’t wait ’til I don’t have to deal with you fucking mongrels anymore. Like lettin’ the rats have run of the goddamn pest control lab for the day.” 
Logan’s gaze returned to the girl lying on the floor. Her back had been torn open, chewed to unrecognizable strands that would take a master surgeon and some choice fucking prayers to piece together again. Her nightgown lay in shreds at either side of her. Bone peeked from beneath the red, grizzled flesh. Her blonde hair, matted and soaked in blood, covered her face. 
Wade squatted beside the girl, brushed her hair out of the way, and as he leaned into her ear, Logan bent closer, palms resting on his thighs. “Welcome to the Alexi soldiers,” the General whispered. “Your sweet and”—his eyes trailed down to her exposed backside—“… innocent ass is going to help pay for a lot of research, little girl. I hear you’re humanity’s one-way ticket to freedom from these goddamn supes. We’ll gitcha fixed up in no time,” he said, falling back onto his heels. “Shame to have to sacrifice such a pretty little ass, though.” Shady bastard’s fingers snaked across her bottom and disappeared between her legs. His eyes rolled back. 
Logan curled his lip. Ayden had said a number of times the guy had a thing for young girls. For reasons he couldn’t understand, Logan’s fingers twitched with the urge to pummel the fucker. He exhilarated in the thought of breaking his nose and crushing his cheekbones. If only his fists weren’t likely to pass through the asshole and punch his own face instead.
Logan tipped his head, eyes riveted on the girl who must’ve only been about fifteen or sixteen years old, judging by the baby-faced boy-band posters pinned to the bedroom walls. Long, lowered lashes reached the top of her cheeks, as if she’d finally passed out. Drops of crimson spattered the creamy white of her skin. She lay perfectly still as the gray-haired male pierced her butt cheek with a needle he’d taken from the silver case beside him. 
Logan knelt down to get a better look at her face. The sight that met his eyes at the new angle knocked him back on his ass as haunting familiarity swept over him.
Calla. Goddamn.
Frowning, he reared back. 
How was she humanity’s one-way ticket to freedom? For what, exactly, had she been sacrificed? 
Logan’s bones stiffened as the pain train struck his muscles and crawled up his body. Burning in his veins intensified, as if he’d disintegrate from the inside out. He held still, limbs spread, fists clenching, eyes shut and jaw aching with the tension—no doubt in his mind.
Something had gone wrong during the resurrection of his soul.
As a demon, he shouldn’t have been susceptible to human pain. Yet, when Logan opened his eyes and anchored his stare on Calla, her tense and shivering body mimicked his own reaction as Wade removed the needle from her backside.
As quick as the scene had materialized, it faded, sucking him once again into the blackness. 
***
Twenty-eight hours earlier … 
General Jackson Wade stared at the symbol, the ingenious logo that concealed one of the city’s darkest secrets. If he had any thoughts that there might be a more conniving human mind than his own, he’d just witnessed it in the patterns that made up Penwell Pharmaceuticals seemingly heartfelt marketing scheme.
With a shake of his head, he stepped inside the mineshaft elevator and pressed for the third floor. At a crawling sensation slithering across the back of his neck, he slapped his nape. Fucking place gave him the creeps. No doubt, someone in the hellhole just got a laugh, watching his antics on camera. Every inch of the building was wired—particularly the mines.
The elevator jerked and made a slow descent, gears and pulleys creaking outside the cab as if the damn thing would bust off and drop him to a painful death. Not so much from the impact of the car hitting the bottommost level of the mineshaft, but whatever hell took place in that lowest pit made the Berserkers back at the Alexi compound look like big purple dinosaurs ready to break out in song. Hairs bristled as the elevator finally came to a stop and opened. 
Bright white met his eyes, blinding, and he shielded his face against the stark change in light, while stepping out onto the cleanest white tile floor he’d ever seen. The overwhelming smell of bleach damn near singed his nose hairs as the slam from behind signaled the elevator had left him there. 
A solid door stood before him. He’d always imagined the small room as something akin to what purgatory might be like. Nothingness aside from the one door ahead and the elevator shaft behind that could easily divert him straight to hell.
Wade strode up to the door, bent forward a little, and widened his eyes. A panel lifted, distorting the perfect white wall into a small box of black and gray electrical wires. A camera ejected from the panel and a red beam flashed one quick sweep over his eyeball. It punched forward a stroke before retreating back into the wires and disappearing behind the perfect white wall again.
Damn that thing. Always made him jump at that last little circus act. Like the bastard might poke him in the eye with a needle. 
Hinges on the door clicked and the white wall slid smoothly to the side, unveiling more whiteness and sterile smells. 
Wade took two steps inside the anteroom. Stainless steel shelving units displayed personal protective equipment: goggles, white jumpsuits, shoe covers, respirators and gloves. Christ in a prom dress. He hated suiting up in the shit. Never bothered to wear the stuff in his own lab. 
He pulled items from the shelves and donned them over his clothes.
At the final zip of his jumpsuit, the door opened—further confirmation of the cameras. Made him wonder what would happen if he didn’t bother to dress? How long would they let a man stand there like a dipshit before the floor opened up and swallowed him? 
Wade chuckled, his eyes scanning the glass enclosures to the left and right as he passed through a corridor. Inside them, lab techs shuffled like drones, with test tubes and samples, peering into microscopes, never paying him mind.
Grunt work. Being discharged from his position in the military lab had been the best thing that could’ve happened to him. At least he didn’t answer to anyone like those sorry pricks.
Politics and horse shit.
To the right, a body lay sprawled on a stretcher as the lab rats circled it like vultures. Wade could only make out limbs overhanging the edge through the clusterfuck surrounding the poor sap. An arm. A leg. Both a sickly shade of pearl-white and withered enough to be either gender. 
Unbeknownst to the general public, human trials were a pretty common practice. Stupid lambs were worried about makeup on monkeys. If they only knew what twisted research and torture came with the blue pill to ease their constipation, they’d probably shit without it. 
He finally reached another door and allowed the eye scanner to have its onceover, his muscles tensed to keep from jumping back.
The door slid open to yet another anteroom. The President has fewer levels of bullshit.
Wade huffed, doffing the clown suit he’d put on only a hundred yards back, and tossed the equipment into a receptacle built into the wall.
With a slide-glide of the last door, he entered a somewhat regular-looking office-like setting. Who the hell would’ve thought such a thing existed on the other side of the wall? 
Like leaving truth and entering the realm of lies. 
Artificial sunlight filtered in, as though the place wasn’t perched a couple thousand feet below the surface. A cute little brunette sat behind a desk, primped like she belonged on a magazine rather than an underground coffin with two bat-shit crazy bosses.
He nodded her way.
“Mr. Penwell will be right with you.” Her silky voice brought Wade’s dick to a stand.
Wonder which one you’re fucking? Wade silently sneered at the thought of her riding atop of ole Penwell senior, since it was ninety eight percent likely that junior was a fuckin’ cock-jockey. “Thank you.” He smiled and took a seat across from her, where he could easily ogle those slender legs sticking out from beneath the desk.
The door to the left flew open and a gray-haired man, much like Wade, wearing a pin-stripe suit approached him, hand outstretched. Penwell senior carried himself like a crime boss—all business with an air of confidence that told a man no one would ever find the body. A decent looking guy, for an asshole who had more money than God. “Mr. Wade. Good to see you again, my friend,” he said, giving a firmer handshake than necessary. 
Mister? The Alexi soldiers back at the compound always referred to Wade as General. 
Penwell senior led him inside his office and to a seat beside a much skinnier and younger version of himself. For some reason, Wade couldn’t help but imagine junior with a mouthful of dick every time he saw the kid. He curled his lip, sliding the chair away from him before taking a seat.
“So, time is money and I haven’t much to waste. Where’s our girl?” Penwell senior asked, falling gracefully into his oversized chair.
“Straight for the gullet. I like that.” Wade shifted, preparing himself for the anal-prodding he expected from the meeting. “I, uh … thought you wanted her trained.”
“Whatever would we need her trained for?”
“Girl’s gotta defend herself, right?”
“Mister Wade, I’m a man of little patience.” Senior’s nostrils flared as he sucked in a deep breath. “I feel as though you’re being wishy-washy here. And, quite frankly, it’s beginning to piss me off. We agreed to have her remain in your care for the series of injections. Five years we’ve waited. She’s received the last injection, has she not? She is thus considered fully immune.”
“Straight for the gullet with the sharp blade.” Wade chuckled and swiped at his nose. “She’s on a mission. At the moment. I expect her back real soon.”
“Mission?” Senior sat forward and entwined his fingers. “What kind of mission?”
“Had to have her go undercover for me.” Wade held up his hands. “Now, don’t go worrying, it’s not dangerous. Just had her go underground. A stakeout.”
A clearly fake smile slid across old Penwell’s face, like devils peered out from his too-shiny tooth enamel, poking their forked sticks into Wade’s gut. His brows came together as he said, “Let me make sure I’m understanding this correctly. You sent our prized possession on a mission to an underground party?” He shot a glance toward his son and back to Wade. “What are the odds that she suddenly becomes … impure in this endeavor? Or worse yet, killed? It is the utmost importance that she remains untouched.”
“Zero. I give you my word.” Wade tilted his head to the side, cracking his neck. “That Calla, she might look fragile, but she’s a pistol.” He sneered. 
Penwell senior’s lip tightened. “Pistols tend to get themselves in trouble, if left to their own devices. And what are the chances that you’d just stumble upon another beautiful, virgin Alexi female in your travels?”
Wade shifted back in his chair. “Kids these days? Ha! Ain’t like when we were young, playing Spin the Bottle. Nowadays they’re shovin’ the bottles up their asses and recording the shit on YouTube. Sick society we live in.” He shook his head. “I can assure you, I’ve kept her as pure as freshly fallen snowflakes.” Wade cleared his throat. Truth was, he hadn’t upheld the deal to keep her pure, particularly the last few weeks, after the request for additional funds had been turned down by old man Penwell himself. Pissed Wade right off when the letter came through with the bastard’s signature scrawled across it. “I got a recon team keeping an eye on her.” Bullshit, of course. Though he had made an honest attempt to get her back from the Wrath demons and failed. Miserably. Had no idea where to find the much sought-after demon lair now.
“Recon team? Then, we’re not talking lycans here?”
“Uh. No, sir.” Wade swallowed a gulp. Focus. The events of last evening must’ve still had his mind scrambled. First the meeting with the demons, followed by the desertion of his second-in-command, Draven. “We’ve got ties … a nephilim who has given us some information on some demons.”
“Demons.” Senior spoke in a flat tone. “We’ve been quite patient with you, Mister Wade—your escapades with the lycans, to which we’ve kindly turned our cheek. You wanted to go out on your own, in spite of the dream team staff we offered here. And we supported you on that. But I’m afraid you’ve squandered a very pricey investment. And you have the nerve to request additional funds from us? Your entire program remained in our good charities based on the girl.”
“I can assure you—”
“You can assure nothing but risk.” Penwell cleared his throat. “You were chosen based on your creativity. You have a brilliant mind, no doubt. But your reckless behavior makes you an unsound investment. And I’m beginning to see no benefit in this venture. Perhaps another expert is in order. We’d like you to hand over the girl immediately.”
Wade sat forward in his chair. “Now wait—”
An alarm, like an air raid, blasted through the intercom. 
Lights flickered. 
Penwell’s palms flattened against the desktop, his eyes so wide they damn near bulged from their sockets. “Not another one.”
Wade twisted in his seat. “Where the fuck’s the fire?”
“No fire. Escapee,” Junior said and clutched the arms of the chair, knuckles white.
The way Penwell senior squirmed had Wade’s asshole puckering. The usually stoic expression on the man’s face morphed like he might curl up in the fetal position at any moment and start sucking his thumb.
“What …”
Wade’s question trailed off, as a flash of white whipped past Penwell senior and grabbed him up from behind. It materialized into the creepiest bastard Wade had ever seen. A network of veins pulsated beneath translucent skin. Where there should’ve been white in its eyes, blood red filled the space, its pupils so dilated they damn near swamped the red. Its arm dripped crimson, flesh and fibers hanging from a bloody stump as if its arm had been ripped right from the shoulder. 
A scent filled the air, crinkling Wade’s nose. Pungent. Like rotted meat and a piss poor attempt to cover it up with some sterile shit.
“What the hell is that thing?” Wade asked as two scientists burst through the door, one holding a syringe cocked and ready for stabbing.
With another flash of white, a second creature appeared behind them. Long white fingers with browning nails wrapped around the armed scientist’s neck and the beast bit down. Bursts of red shot back at the creature, spattering against the white like blood on snow. The veins enlarged beneath its translucent skin with each suck from the poor bastard’s neck.
The second scientist backed up against the wall and took off running.
A paralyzing chill climbed Wade’s spine as the thing chewed at his victim’s throat, the scientist waving his syringe around the other side of his arm. Like a big white spider injecting its poison into a fly. Futile. 
“What kind of messed up shit …” Wade muttered.
A silent scream threw open the scientists mouth, agony and pleading clear in his large, widened eyes. While the beast feasted on the wound gaping across his throat, the man’s hands lowered as though void of strength.
“No!” Penwell junior lurched forward beside Wade.
Wade swung his gaze back around, as fangs slid from the mouth of the white beast still holding Penwell senior captive. 
“They’re … unstable,” Junior spoke out of the corner of his mouth, his voice quaking.
“What the hell is it?”
“A virus? We don’t know exactly. It craves blood.”
“You gotta be shittin’ me.”
Wade drew his Glock and shot two bullets in its head without so much as a blink, and the beast dropped to the floor behind Penwell. Crossing his arm over his chest, he pointed the gun at the second beast, but it threw down the scientist’s limp body, disappearing before Wade could take the shot. 
As guards piled into the office, Penwell senior held up his hand, glancing down at the fallen bloodsucker. “It’s okay.”
“Great timing, boys. D’ja take the fuckin’ choo-choo train to get up here?” Rolling his eyes, Wade turned back to the beast he’d shot. Clear fluid with golden flecks spilled among a very trace amount of red blood that oozed onto the floor beside its head. “What’s that shit coming out of the bullet hole?”
“Ichor.” Senior wiped a kerchief across his face and behind his neck.
“Ichor?” Wade drew back. “Pus?”
“As in blood. Immortal blood.”
Wade sneered. “He don’t look so immortal to me.”
“Mister Wade, I thank you for your quick thinking.”
“Wasn’t a lick of thought involved in that. I shoot on instinct.” He gave a quick nod. “What the hell happened to its arm?”
“We’ve had so many escape entirely. They find new and innovative ways of breaking out of their confines.”
Wade bent forward to get another look. “You tellin’ me this son’abitch chewed his own arm off?” He chuckled. “Innovative’s right. That’s pretty downright desperate there.”
“So, it would appear.” Penwell fell into his chair and blew out a breath. “At least I can rest easy knowing one of them is contained.” He looked past Wade toward the guards standing limp-dicked behind him. “Escape team. ASAP. If by some miracle you find this one, kill on sight and bring it back here.” A sharp nod followed and the shuffle of boots signaled the guards’ retreat.
“Mind telling me what we got going on here? Say a … life-saving perk?” Wade snorted then glanced back at the sound of more scuffling.
Three lab rats dragged the lifeless bodies out of the office. Penwell senior waved them off before leaning forward again with that penetrating Goodfellas stare, like Wade’d just earned himself a pair of cement shoes. “Mister Wade, the creature you just witnessed has the potential to wipe out a demon. Which is why it is imperative that you continue your work, and that we get that girl.” 
“A bullet to the head and it drops? ‘Fraid you’re gonna need a more hearty supe to rival those demon pricks. Pardon my French.” He thumbed his chin. “Not knocking your work here. It’s that whole food chain business that I’d like to break with a pair of cutters.”
Penwell gave an un-amused stare. “They’re weakened at the moment. Centuries of extinction will do that, I suppose.” He sat up straight and adjusted his tie. “Once we figure out the infecting organism’s structure, with some time and a little help, they’ll be a force like no other. Therefore, no one must know what you saw today. Forget the mutts. We’re running out of time.” He crossed his arms over his chest. “Now, tell us where we can find the girl.”
A grin stretched wide across Wade’s face. “I’ll talk to this nephilim. Get her back to you straight away.” 


CHAPTER 2
Present-day …
ABANDONED HOSPITAL IN DETROIT GOES UP IN FLAMES
The headline flashed on the TV screen while Marg Penderbaum’s head bobbed silently beside it. Footage revealed firefighters working to control the flames that licked upward toward the darkened sky. The hollow blackened building looked almost unrecognizable from just a couple hours prior, when it still housed the Alexi soldiers and their twisted leader, Jackson Wade.
Gavin fell into his chair, kicking his feet up on the desktop. A smile tugged at the corner of his lip, recalling the look on Ayden’s face when she’d finally defeated her enemy, bringing an end to the Alexi regime. All the Alexi soldiers had escaped, left to wander the streets of Detroit. Better? Worse? Who the hell knew? All those kids had played a part in Wade’s sick ploy to build an unstoppable army.
He swirled the Elysia liquor in the scotch glass and sipped it. 
What a night.
Nothing topped the evening, though, quite like getting himself enslaved by a succubus for his brother, Logan. 
No doubt, a toddler could probably get into less trouble than the youngest of Wrath’s sons. Seemed everywhere Logan went, a black cloud loomed overhead, itching to wreak havoc on anyone stupid enough to stand close by.
Still, being indebted to a succubus seemed a small price to pay for saving his brother’s life.
Gavin stared into the amber fluid as it whirled in the glass like ebbing waves of flames, his thoughts drifting to the first time he’d ever been enslaved on Logan’s behalf.
The most horrific torture he’d ever known in all his centuries of living.
Tipping back the liquor, Gavin sipped the last of the Elysia. He squinted at the burn coating his throat, as the fluid seeped into his chest like a sip of hell’s fire, before pouring another glass.
It’d never been easy with Logan, who lived recklessly and never by the rules. Kid had a hard-on for death and Gavin always imagined if he went face to face with the reaping bastard, Logan would probably throw down first. It wasn’t until he actually saw his brother laid out on a bed that he realized even strongest and darkest souls could fall. 
The buzzer nearly knocked Gavin backward off his chair. “Son of a bitch!” He swiped at the liquor that’d dripped down his shirt.
“Sir.” The haunting, mutilated voice spoke over the sound of ghostly conversation, like something out of a Poltergeist movie—one of the Catatones, the ghouls that guarded the estate and kept trespassers scared shitless. “Please come take a look at what we’ve found.”
Gavin set what was left of his drink on the desktop and rose from the chair, brushing one last time over the wet spot on his shirt. He made his way down the hall until he reached a door. A creak bounced off the walls as he gave a heave to the panel, the frigid cold from below blasting his face. Beyond, sconces lit the way down the spiral staircase into the catacombs of the mansion. 
He didn’t have to venture far into the dungeon before coming upon the small group of ghouls standing around a white object lying on the stone floor.
Gavin frowned as he approached, tipping his head to see around them. “What’s this?”
“Trespasser.” The head of security stood from his crouch. His tattered clothes barely clung to his body as he shifted his weight and crossed his arms over his chest. “Found him snooping around outside the gates.”
“How’d he get like this?”
“Tried to get past the gates,” the ghoul said with a grin. “He’ll be properly disposed of but wanted to give you a peek at him. Not seen a supe like this before.”
Gavin bent down and balanced himself on one knee, examining the gaunt and withered body spread out on the cement. Its skin had turned a sickly shade of white, almost gray and translucent, a network of veins branching beneath. The arm opposite Gavin had been torn off right to a stump.
He nodded toward it. “You do that?”
“Nah. Was like that before we got to him.”
A hand seized Gavin’s arm and fangs penetrated his skin. 
Gavin jerked back and pounded his fist into its face. Over and over he hit the pale white flesh, sprays of fluid flying up from its mouth and nose, until sparks glinted from beneath Gavin’s arm and the struggle ceased. 
After dislodging the fangs, Gavin threw the head to the ground and gave the ghoul beside him a sharp nod.
The ghoul replaced a dagger in his holster. “Knew I shoulda ripped the fucker’s head off before calling you down here.”
Clear fluid erupted from the bite marks on Gavin’s wound as it began to seal, glistening in the candlelight. “What the hell is this thing?”
“We hoped you might be able to tell us.” The ghoul swiped at his mutilated nose then jerked his head back toward the catacombs. “Got an acid bath waiting for it, though.”
“Wonder what it wanted here.”
“Damn … s’pose I should’ve asked that first, huh?”
Gavin lifted the lip of the severed head, where fangs made a slow retraction back up into the gums. Pooling on the floor, the gold floating in the clear fluid almost sparkled, and a scant amount of dark crimson seeped into what looked like some kind of plasma. “As if there’s a whole separate circulatory system,” Gavin muttered. “The body structure suggests it was human at one time. Looks almost emaciated.” He scooted back to avoid the expanding pool of fluid. “That sure as fuck isn’t human blood, though”
“Wonder if that’s real gold.” 
Gavin glanced up to find the ghoul’s eyes fixed on the fluid, and shook his head. “You want to pick through this shit, be my guest. But do me a favor and clean it up when you’re finished.”
“Will do, chief.” The ghoul saluted with his ragged limb.
“Nice job.” Gavin’s lips tightened as he rose up from his crouch. “But I think we’re going to need to up our security. First that little shit who broke in earlier and now this.” Gavin met the lifeless, black orbs of the ghoul’s. “I’d wanted to avoid this, but I think it’s time to call on Xander.”
The ghoul’s shoulders slumped and he rubbed a mutilated hand down his face. “Ah, hell, boss. Sure about that? I mean, with all these ladies you got staying here.”
“We know nothing of these creatures. Xander is a loose cannon, but I know whose side he’s on. Let’s not forget it was a nephilim who armed our trespasser earlier. Until we find the kid, our security is at risk.” Gavin raised his brows. “Time to fight fire with a goddamn blowtorch.”
“Sir, nephilim at least have human motivations. The fallen …” The ghoul swallowed a harsh gulp. “Well they’re worse than demons. No disrespect to ya, boss.”
“I understand. But right now, I have two brothers overseas and one out of commission. Having him here will only be temporary.” Gavin pointed at the ghoul. “And you’re still head of security.”
“Yessir.”
“Prepare the others.” Gavin huffed, his gaze trailing over each of the ragged-out looking ghouls surrounding him. “This place is about to get shaken and I’m not looking forward to sharing the news with Ben. Nothing spells a shitty night quite like a pissed off troll.” 


CHAPTER 3
Logan’s muscles seized and his eyelids flipped open. He stared up at the Greek mythology painted across his ceiling through a blur, exhaling shaky breaths. The sharp pain that had burned through him had subsided, replaced by a miserable, dull ache, and his mental command couldn’t lift his arm from where it lay beside him.
Still numb.
His gaze fell to the wall across from him, perfectly sealed without any disturbing evidence that he’d had access to a young girl’s bedroom at any point during the night.
Just a hallucination.
Calla’s blood must have been the cause for seeing things. Feeling things. The waking from the dead shit seemed to come with a whole slew of irritations—like part of her soul had taken up residence in his body. 
Whatever shit haunted Calla would likely become his little merry-go-round of hell, if that was the case. Hallucinations would probably be one of the more minor side effects.
 “S’all I fuckin’ need right now,” he muttered. “Pissed off Hello Kitties chasing me through the streets to bubblegum pop music bullshit.”
As the pounding of adrenaline slowed, he took a deep breath. At least he could still breathe.
“Logan?” A quiet voice drifted across the darkness, tickling his senses. 
His muscles twitched, wanting to attack. Instead, he lay helpless, unmoving on the bed. He growled, nostrils flared. “Who’s there?”
“It’s okay.” Nervous vibrations innervated his muscles as she spoke. “It’s just me. Calla.” 
Calla. He’d forgotten his babysitter slept in the room. Damn, if the sound of her name didn’t rouse every bit of rage inside of him. At the same time, it left him curious to see her face. To see if she’d healed from the gore of her abuses he’d just witnessed. 
“I … your brother … Ayden asked me to look out for you.”
“I don’t need a babysitter.” He needed to get his ass up off the bed and chase her out the door.
Calla stepped into his line of view. The blonde in her hair almost glowed in the darkness. Nothing like the dream he’d seen, fanned all over the carpet, coated in blood and bits of her own flesh. Her cheeks carried a soft rouge that made her blue eyes sparkle. “They just wanted me to stay in case you needed anything. You called out my name a couple minutes ago.”
Christ. “I don’t. Get out.” A burning sensation traveled beneath his skin, accompanying faint vibrations, like he could sense her trembling and somehow feel it deep inside of him. 
“They told me to—”
“I don’t give a shit what they told you. Out. Now!” His command thundered and bounced off the walls. Pins and needles sliced through his veins like pings of electricity had been pumped into him. Grunting at the sensation, he squinted his eyes shut, willing it to pass.
The sound of her breath hitching was the last thing he heard before the door clicked shut.
* * *
Asshole. 
Calla ambled swiftly down the hallway.
Don’t cry. Don’t you dare cry.
Laughter from one of the rooms stopped her in her tracks. When Zeke’s voice rose above it, she continued on.
Soldier up. 
She’d been through worse. Not like being an Alexi soldier had been an easy life. Still, part of her wanted to leave. The mission was over. She didn’t need to stay any longer since Wade wouldn’t be hunting her down anymore.
Where do I go?
Sure, she could get by on the streets without money, but eventually she’d need weapons. And no way she’d ask the demons for a handout. The eldest Wrath demon, Gavin, had been nice enough to let her take his bed the last couple of nights, without laying so much as a finger on her, but no doubt another woman had taken her place already. After all, the males had a reputation of womanizing. Calla refused to be passed around the mansion like some kind of demon groupie. 
Damn Logan.
She reached the staircase and, as flashbacks from earlier in the night tormented her thoughts, she dropped down onto the first step and buried her face in her palms. 
So stupid.
The way she’d fallen all over Logan after he’d been stabbed. Singing and crying like some kind of mental patient. Ugh. The mere memory of her behavior made her cringe. What the hell had that been all about? In front of all his brothers, no less.
Exhaustion weighed down on her muscles. She’d spent most of the night imagining her brother’s horrific death, plotting her vengeance against the wolves and Draven. 
Jake. Anger seeped into her bones as her mind crafted visions of him lying stiff and cold beneath earth flecked with shards of glass from liquor bottles and broken needles. 
Remember his face, she told herself, as if she’d forget so soon. The roundness of it that made him appear childlike, despite his eighteen-year age. She wished she had a picture of him, something that would prove he’d once been a part of her life. Only scattered memories remained of the last five years, everything beyond that robbed by the Mindslating she’d undergone during her Alexi transition. 
An ache bloomed in her heart at the thought that he might still be alive if she’d never left, if she’d never taken the assignment and simply refused Wade. 
Who was she kidding? 
No one refused General Wade. The bastard possessed some of the most sickening, unnatural tactics of keeping the Alexi in line. 
What was the last thing she’d said to Jake? 
Stick with Draven. The other males of the Alexi compound had liked to give Jacob crap for having the faintest levels of antibody. If not for Draven, Jake would have been the center of their cruel pranks more often than not. Last she saw him, her brother had seemed paler and thinner, a result, Calla feared, of his incessant teasing, though asking him would’ve been futile since Jake always brushed aside her concerns as babying him. 
Calla could stab her own heart out for saying the words that’d surely sealed her brother’s fate. She’d have traded any one of their cruel pranks for the vicious mauling that Jake suffered instead. 
According to Draven, he’d been ravaged by lycans after they’d fled the Alexi compound together. Jacob’s arm had been torn off and his stomach ripped open. Anger wound in her gut. Draven knew damn well he’d be at risk. It was Draven’s fault her brother had gotten attacked in the ambush.
Kill.
Yes, Draven would be the one to die by her hands. Just as soon as she ditched the stupid Mary Poppins nightmare.
Jacob’s killer roamed the streets, and there she remained stuck, babysitting some psychopath who hated her guts. Okay, she was the reason Logan had gotten stabbed with the Demortis and, yeah, he did keep her from enduring the lifelong humiliation of being robbed of her virginity by Draven, right there on the hallway floor. But she couldn’t possibly be more sorry. And she did offer up her virgin blood to the male—a sacrifice that ultimately brought him back from the dead.
Didn’t that make it even? Couldn’t he just cut her a break?
The succubus who saved Logan’s life had said he’d probably be paralyzed for the first few days. How sweet of her to commit Calla to the task of nursing his grouchy hide back to health.
“No way I’m doing this for the next three days,” she muttered, her gaze falling on the front door. Where would she go, though? 
The compound had burned to the ground, according to Ayden, and all the Alexi would surely be long gone. Not that she’d go back there. 
Also, by some miracle, Draven managed to escape the demon mansion and the ghouls–which meant he’d undoubtedly be after her if she left. 
Good.
Vengeance coursed through her blood like razor blades, ready to slice right through her skin and unleash hell. 
The need to transition her mind to more important matters—like killing some wolves and the asshole who buried her brother in a dirty, abandoned building—tugged much stronger than the ungrateful demon who made The Hulk look like a nice guy. 
Ayden survived the streets. You can, too. You’re a trained Alexi.
Time to act.
She straightened from the top stair.
“Sweet child, what are you doing out here?”
The voice sent Calla flying backward, stumbling down two steps before she caught herself on the banister. 
Annabelle, the demon housekeeper, reached for her hand. “Oh, oh, I am so sorry, miss. Didn’t mean to startle you!”
Calla sat back down on the step, stifling a disappointed groan in her throat. Escape plan thwarted. “I’m sorry, Anna, did I wake you?”
“No, no. I was up earlier. Like to have a cup of tea, sometimes, in the evening. Plus I heard Master Kane and Miss Ayden return from outside.” She leaned in. “I hear they spent the evening inside the property cave.” Anna placed a hand over her mouth as she chuckled.
Calla smiled at the gossip. Ayden, a fellow Alexi and client of the demon brothers who also happened to be staying at the mansion, had told her that Anna’s species of demon were known for spreading rumors and thieving. Though she couldn’t steal anything, thanks to a hex that Gavin had placed on the house, the female still gossiped. 
“What are you doing out here all by yourself, love? Did Master Logan need something?”
Calla shook her head. “No.” Perhaps the first time someone hadn’t needed her. As ridiculous as it was, the idea spurred a shine in her eyes as thoughts of Jake surfaced once again. 
Tamp it down.
“I don’t know if I’ve ever felt so alone in my life.” As soon as the words slipped from her mouth, Calla straightened and cleared her throat, suddenly wishing she could take them back, hoping Anna hadn’t heard her.
Arms wrapped around her. Warmth and comfort, like a blanket. Resist. The Alexi soldier inside of her wanted to strike out against the embrace. Let go of me! her inner voice screamed. Instead, she took heaving breaths. The warmth of Anna’s hug had her muscles sagging and eyes pooling again. Before a brimming tear could spill onto her cheek, she sniffled and rubbed it away. 
“I don’t know what to say to you, child, to ease the pain of your loss.” Anna gave a soft pat to her back. “How about we find you a nice comfy bed. Your own. I’ll warm some milk to help settle your nerves. It should help you sleep, too.” She kissed the top of Calla’s head. “You’ve been through so much this evening.”
God, could Anna be more wonderful? Calla choked back the tickle in her throat and pulled away from the embrace. Swiping at her eyes, she mustered a smile. “Yes, I’d like that.” She’d figure everything out the next day, after a few hours of sleep.
Hell, she’d never been a stranger to living on the streets. In fact, she found comfort in the abandoned buildings and decay, had been trained to survive in them. In some ways, she welcomed the idea of being out there, living by her own rules with no Wade to answer to anymore. For one night, though, she’d take advantage of having her own bed, at least once, before sleeping among the rats and rot. It’d let her focus on a plan of attack, instead of having to keep her guard up, waiting for one to fall on her in the middle of the night.
The dark black orbs of Anna’s eyes that overpowered the hazel should’ve been frightening and cold—like a doll’s eyes–but somehow they put Calla at ease, as Anna stood and reached down to her.
Hesitating for only a second, Calla grabbed her hand and followed behind the hobbling old demoness, through the halls and down another short corridor—one she’d not yet ventured. The surroundings looked much the same as the others, until Anna opened the only door to its room beyond.
Calla gasped as she took a step inside.
As if she’d walked into the forest itself, lush greenery captured her attention in the murals painted on the walls. They emerged and came to life in the few plants scattered about the room, giving almost a three-dimensional look to the artistry.
“This was originally Miss Ayden’s room. A gift from Master Gavin. Apparently, it held too many … er, memories for her. So, here it sits, unoccupied.”
The intricacy of leaves and golden trim stole Calla’s breath. Animals, so lifelike, stared back at her from around trees and hidden in shrubs. The gold trim on the leaves glistened like ribbons across the ceiling and walls. So beautiful, as if golden fireworks had been thrown into air. The room itself carried so much energy it moved through Calla’s body, making her want to dance in it. In the corner of the room stood a large marble sculpture: a woman, kneeling beside a fawn, arrow drawn. Her wild hair drifted behind her as if a gust of wind blew past.
“Who is she?”
Anna tipped her head and clasped her hands together. “Diana. Artemis in Greek mythology. She is the goddess of the hunt.”
Beauty and strength encased in the solid form of the sculpture. “Diana,” Calla echoed. “Do the demons have books on her?” 
Anna shuffled over to the bed and pulled back the covers. The green sheets resembled a patch of soft grass that Calla could hardly wait to curl inside and fall asleep. “Diana? I suppose Master Gavin may, in his library. He’s quite fond of mythology.” She coughed. “So I hear. Would you like me to fetch it for you?”
“Yes. I’d love to know more about her.”
“I’ll look in the morning, love. Now let me get that glass of milk. You settle in here.”
Calla nodded. “Anna? Thank you.”
Anna smiled back at her. “Since you and Master Kane arrived, I feel so much more useful. So, thank you, miss.” She shuffled from the room, turning off the light before closing the door. 


CHAPTER 4
Runoff from the alley where Draven stood trickled between the cracks and pooled at his boot. Darkness swarmed in the space between that and the building opposite, emphasizing the silver rays pouring down from the sky, reflecting in the puddles of water. The outside of the seemingly-abandoned building he stared up held no scars, no hints, no evidence of the horrors that took place on the inside—ones conducted by nephilim. 
Slow and cautious, Draven approached the oversized, cast-iron door. Hinges clicked before his knuckles even hit the face of it, and the door slid to the side.
A tall male with small but defined muscles and black hair about his shoulders filled the doorway. Chains covered most of his chest; leather donned his bottom half. 
Not that Draven looked at males that way, but damn. 
Sapphire eyes met his and the male tipped his head, giving Draven full view of the fang marks covering his neck like heroin tracks on a junkie.
Slave. He stifled a shiver. Visions of being at the mercy of a nephilim for hours gave him the goddamn willies. Rumor had it that vile shit went down behind their bedroom doors, like something out of a snuff film.
After a moment of them staring at each other, Draven raised a brow. 
The slave stepped aside and allowed him passage.
Corridors inside the building were just as dark as the alley, worse with no moon to light Draven’s way. Hairs stiffened on his skin. Fucking nephilim.
Was there a species worse than the fallen? Of course there was. But nephilim had a quality about them akin to black spiders—creepy freaks that lurked in shadows and pounced on prey. Not to mention, they hated humans despite, in most cases, their mothers being mortals. 
Screams bounced out from somewhere ahead. Christ, it had to be three in the morning. Did the terrors in the place ever cease? 
Light streamed in at the end of the hall. His heart galloped, like a horse trying to warn its rider of the dangers ahead. That light didn’t promise good things. Draven had seen some shit that’d make Leatherface piss his pants, but nothing compared to what the fallen considered good, wholesome fun. He swallowed a gulp and ignored the tremors spreading through his body. 
The dark passage opened to the main part of the building. The auditorium. It’d once been a great theater back in the day. Lately, the sport that took place beneath its ruined dome was enough to make him vomit bile—the place where supes tortured each other for their sick and twisted entertainment. Not like boxing or cage fighting. Not even hardcore BDSM shit that’d make a Dom queasy. The place had no rules. Contenders were made to do whatever the crowd yearned for and paid big money to see. Mutilation, rape, fighting. It all went down there by request. 
Try as they might, the cops couldn’t bust it. Nephilim had powers no other species possessed. A cop looking to investigate might just be enchanted into volunteering himself to be laid out on a cement table while his tormentor went to work on him for the crowd. 
Goddamn, the place gave Draven the creeps. 
Torture and beatings had always been common in the Alexi compound, but at least General Wade had some purpose behind it. To harden soldiers. Make them tough. 
The nephilim entertainment held no reason.
A few scattered supes occupied the seats throughout the auditorium. Draven didn’t dare stare too long at them for fear they’d work their charms. A bastard could be suckered without even knowing and end up behind a dumpster, giving some shady supe a blowjob before becoming its meal.
An enormous cage sat smack in the middle of the auditorium. From the top, an enormous pendulum hung motionless. Like some dark Poe tale come to life. Another scream hit the air, echoing through the mostly empty room, and Draven’s gaze fell on a man, stretched out across a slab of concrete. His carver had taken his time, etching small designs into his flesh, the man’s innards spilling out of wounds.
Human? Draven couldn’t tell from where he stood. Didn’t know if the guy had volunteered for the gruesome act or had the misfortune of simply being at the wrong place, wrong time. Some nutzoid humans considered it a privilege to be abducted by supes. Like they’d been chosen by the angels. Torture. Death. All in the name of dying for his fellow man. If only they knew how many angels roamed with black wings and malicious intent. 
A gurgling sensation churned in Draven’s gut.
“He’s the best. Straight out of Obsidius.” 
Draven jerked back. The voice came from his left. Ryke. The nephilim he’d come to see. With a forced breath, Draven took a seat in one of the dilapidated chairs beside him. “You guys are a bunch of sick fucks.”
“Are we?” A daunting charm laced his voice, like intoxicating poison. All nephilim carried that distinct angelic quality, as if he could sing a beautiful dirge while slicing your throat open. “Perhaps you’d let him do the honors?” Ryke turned to face him, and his sapphire eyes swirled like they’d suddenly come to life. 
“Stop. Please.” Draven squinted and forced himself to look away. 
Ryke’s chuckle bounced around the empty room. “Weak humans. Had we not whores for mothers, we’d never know the fears of man.” He turned back toward the torture in the cage. “But then this wouldn’t be near as fun to watch either.”
“I’ve killed him. One of them.”
The nephilim’s eyes lit up, though with more excitement than the sorcery of a moment before. “Which?”
“Logan. I stabbed him in the chest.”
“With Demortis?”
“Yes. The other wasn’t there.”
An earnest darkness swelled in the neon blue of the nephilim’s eyes. “Are you sure it was Logan?”
Draven’s thoughts reverted back to the hallway in the demon mansion, Calla on her knees, bent over the demon, begging him. ‘Stay with me Logan. Please don’t die.’ His lip curled at the memory. “Yeah. Logan. I’m positive it was him. He tried to kill me—” Draven caught himself.
“Why?”
Could nephilim read minds? 
With an arc of his brow, Ryke tipped his head. “What mischief provoked the demon?”
“It was nothing.”
“And yet, I’m curious. Such hatred and aggression toward a female.”
Shit. He could read minds.
“Only human thoughts.” Ryke winked.
“Yeah. He walked in on me and … a woman.”
“Who is this female?”
“Some bitch staying with them.” Draven damn near choked on the words. Like supernatural terrorists, nephilim looked for any possible ties that could be used to their advantage. “No one important.”
“Logan sticks his head out for no one.” Ryke stroked his chin. “Does she stay there now?”
Draven shrugged. “I really don’t know. I left her ass there.”
“You’re lying to me about this female.”
Draven’s muscles tensed ready to snap; he needed distraction, something that would allow the conversation to simply pass. What did she matter to him, anyway?
“No matter.” Ryke smiled and nodded, giving Draven both a moment of relief and anxiety. “My man, you are useful for something. Congratulations on your first demon kill.”
“His brother, Gavin, will be after me. For Logan, and for the fact I know where they live. I wondered if you might offer… protection?” The words struggled past his lips. Asking for protection from the shady motherfuckin’ nephilim was like asking to hide out in the mouth of a Great White Shark.
“For any other human—”
“I’m not human.”
Ryke smirked. “You’re not as human as that poor bastard”—he nodded toward the cage—“but you are, in fact, human. However, since you, by some miracle, managed to take down a Wrath, you’ve earned a much higher rung on the food chain.”
“Will you help me, then? I suspect they’ll hunt me down.”
“Yes, which would actually make you a very sweet trade. Lucky for you, the bastards come equipped with a conscience.” He chuckled. “My help comes at a cost.”
Fuck. Draven’s stomach lurched. “Which is …”
“It seems the old Alexi compound went up in flames last night.” A scream hit the air, loud and crackling from below, and Ryke hissed, his eyes sliding shut, as if lost to a moment of ecstasy. “Gods, I love that sound.” He shifted on the chair, his silken black hair falling across his face. His hand emerged from the shadows in front of him and he ran it through the fallen strands.
Blood trickled down his wrist as if …Sick bastards. Got off on pain. 
Draven pushed aside the visuals of Ryke mutilating his own cock beside him and focused on the conversation at hand. “Burned?” Ayden and one of the Wrath demons had gone to pay Wade a visit; that he remembered from the confrontation at the demon’s mansion the night before. 
What happened to Wade?
“I will offer you some protection on the condition that you track down every one of your Alexi brothers and sisters until you find the Lywa antibody.” He sucked in a breath. “Kill off the weak ones. And I want you to bring the strongest Alexi, along with the antibody, to me.”
“You’re assuming that they have the Lywa antibody.”
Ryke smiled. “They do.”
Roiling in his gut had Draven placing a hand over his stomach. Crooked flashed in his head like a marquee. Kill off Alexi soldiers? His brothers and sisters? 
They’ll die, anyway, he justified—because no way Draven would survive the demons without some help. Sides, the other Alexi didn’t have the knack for survival that he and Ayden possessed.
“I’ll do it,” he said.
“This female you mentioned. She no longer trusts you, after you hurt her.”
Draven cleared his throat and sat forward, entwining his fingers. “She … I guess …” His voice trailed off. Why did he keep asking about her?
“A curiosity is all.” Ryke waved his hand through the air as if to dismiss the conversation. “Should you find the antibody, perhaps I’ll be willing to strike another deal with you.”
Draven nodded. The idea of making too many deals with a nephilim was dangerous, though. He’d have to keep track of who owed whom lest he’d find himself subject to performing some favor like the poor chump who’d greeted him at the door with chains and fang trails. He shuddered at the thought. 
 “By the way, you look like shit.”
Draven’d already assumed as such. His torn leathers had been sliced open by the wolves. Dirt and blood covered every inch of his skin. The back of his calf where the hellhounds of the demon mansion had mangled his leg had stiffened, as if the scars from the wounds had healed wrong. 
“Follow me.” Ryke zipped up his pants and rose from the chair. “I want to show you something.”
The idea of following him anywhere made Draven want to bolt in the opposite direction. Fortunately, the nephilim had tasked him with something, making his life slightly more valuable than it’d been when he first arrived. 
They descended the stairs, advancing closer toward the cage. The sight of the mutilated human lying open and bleeding on the concrete summoned the acids up from his stomach and stamped out the hunger of not having eaten a thing in two days. The tormentor, wearing a bull’s mask and brown leather pants to match, paced inside the cage. His hands flew to his head and he whimpered. Judging by the way the human didn’t move, limbs hanging over the side, entrails stringing from his opened belly, the torturer had gone too far. 
The bullhead paused, bulging muscles twitching from beneath the straps that crossed over his otherwise bare chest. The mask turned in Draven’s direction and the wearer charged toward him. Before Draven could react, a hand shot out between the bars, clutching his jacket, and slammed him up against the cage. 
“Motherfucker!” Draven kicked against the metal, pushing himself away to break from bullhead’s iron grip. Laughter bounced inside the room. Onlookers.
Ryke turned around, his lip curving into a smile. Those sapphire eyes focused beyond Draven. Not a word spoken. The grip around Draven’s throat slackened and a thrust from behind knocked him forward a step, where he stumbled over himself, falling onto the front row of chairs. 
More laughter. 
Draven rubbed his throat where he’d been handled. 
“Watch your back.” Amusement bled into Ryke’s words. With a jerk of his head, he urged Draven to follow. 
Keeping his distance from the cage, Draven continued on.
Through a door at the opposite end of the auditorium, lights burst into the darkness, so bright they almost blinded Draven as they walked a narrow hallway. He imagined it’d been used as a back entrance for actors and actresses at one time. 
To think there’d once been innocent entertainment in the place. 
Ryke stopped in front of a door and drew out a stick of white chalk. An old, decaying star hung loosely against the panels. Below it, a fading nameplate had Ethel Barrymore scratched into it. 
Placing his tool against the wall, Ryke drew an enormous circle around the door before resting his hand in the center of it. As he spoke a chant, the entire wall within the circle opened to some kind of dark tunnel. Ryke entered without a glance back. As if nothing seemed even remotely fucked up about the wall dissolving to expose what could be another dimension.
Draven took a step forward, but hesitated. 
Could it be any worse than where he’d just come? 
Blowing out a breath, he stepped into the dark passage. 
* * *
Logan groaned, his throat burning for even a single sip of water. Not happening. He’d already sent his nursemaid away, the mere thought of her hanging around him all day like a jackhammer against his skull. Did his brothers think it was a fucking joke? 
If not for her, that little prick he’d come across trying to rape her wouldn’t have stabbed him. “Should’ve left it alone,” Logan mumbled. As soon as the paralysis wore off, he’d be after that little shit. What’s his name?
And how the hell did he get his hands on Demortis, anyway? 
Worse yet, who’d invited him into the mansion? 
As if lamenting over his own stupidity wasn’t enough to make him wish for something sharp to fall from the ceiling and pierce his chest, guilt loomed like a shitty waitress, waiting to serve up a tasty dish of enslavement to Gavin. By a succubus no less, whose claws were just itching to get a piece of Logan’s brother after he’d fired her earlier in the week. Bitch must’ve jumped at the opportunity to resurrect Logan and secure Gavin a ticket straight into her twisted playground of hell.
Nothing in the world could possibly be worse than owing a succubus. There had to be a way to get Gavin out of his commitment to her. Once Logan could feel his limbs, he’d see to it that she take him prisoner instead of his brother, who’d already paid a hefty price of blood and gore on Logan’s behalf once. Gods be damned if he’d let him do it twice. 
Not like it’d make much difference, anyway.
Being imprisoned must’ve been coded somewhere in Logan’s DNA. First by his mother the moment she birthed his sorry ass into the world, then the most feared demon prison of the underworld, Obsidius.
Damn his to-do list that stretched far too long for him to be lying useless. The matter of hunting down the cocksucker who’d stabbed him still remained at the top of it, but before any of that, he had to find a way to get that girl out of his house, because it seemed wherever she roamed, trouble followed.
Hell, if he needed more trouble in his life.
The click of the door broke Logan’s thoughts. “Who’s there?”
“Just me, Master Logan.” Anna’s face came into view. “On my way to the kitchen. Can I get you anything?”
“Water,” Logan’s gritty, abused voice hardly carried across the room.
“Of course.” She adjusted the sheets over him. “Master …” 
Logan waited a moment. “What?”
“Oh. Nothing. It’s nothing, I suppose.”
“What?” His flat tone held about the same enthusiasm as the apathy he felt, knowing what she’d say.
“If I may speak candidly, sir.” Anna cleared her throat and sat down beside him. “Miss Calla meant well. She’s been through a very traumatic evening. Lost her brother to a pack of lycans. Perhaps you might … go easier on her. Sir.”
Go easy on her? Was she not part of the reason he lay unable to move on the bed? And she cried for the son of a bitch who’d tried to rape her!
“From what I’ve gathered,” Anna said, “it was this boyfriend of hers that was responsible for his death. Draven.”
Draven. Lightning cracked against his spine, and a jolt of fury rumbled inside of Logan, tensing his muscles. The little shit’s name that he’d heard earlier in the day. 
“Anyway,” Anna continued, “I just thought you should know.”
Logan didn’t say a word. Why should he? He didn’t owe Calla anything. 
Anna turned from the bed. “I’ll go get you that water, master.”
“Thanks.”
The click of the door indicated she’d left the room. Calla. His thoughts drifted momentarily back to the hallucination earlier—her lying in a pool of her own blood. Helpless. How different she looked as she peered down at him when he’d awakened. 
Vibrant and full of life. Yeah, okay, beautiful, too.
He sucked in a deep breath and his stare fell down his paralyzed body—to where the sheets had tented above an obvious hard-on his numb body wouldn’t let him sense. “You got to be fucking kidding me?” 
From her? Hell, no. As if his entire body mocked him. “Masochistic son of bitch. You’re just glutton for punishment, aren’t ya?”
Goddamn, the cadaver bullshit needed to pass soon so he could get back to his life. 


CHAPTER 5
As the eldest of the Wrath Brothers, everything fell on Gavin’s shoulders: business, brotherhood, enslavement to a woman who hated his guts. His sigh echoed in the shower as he rested his head against the tiles and allowed the warmth to trickle down his back. 
Damn.
He’d be subjected to the succubus for as long as she fancied the idea of having a slave. 
His brother, Logan, was alive because of her, though. 
She could have turned him down when he’d come asking her to save Logan’s life. Even with the prospect of enslavement being the payment for such a request, she could have let Logan die in retaliation for Gavin having fired her earlier in the week. 
That’s it, Gavin. Think. Fucking. Positive.
“I suppose I should be the one to drive her home,” he muttered before lifting his head back into the water. 
Gavin finished showering and, as always, took his time getting dressed. Looking good was just as important as making sound decisions in the business world, and as the head boss of Sanctuary, it was his job to set the example for his brothers, who, aside from Calix, would probably show up in leathers and T-shirts everyday like some reject punk band.
As Gavin strolled down the stairs, Ben slid Sabelle’s coat over her shoulders. The expression on her face made it clear she was neither accustomed nor comfortable with being helped. Her children, Thomas and Jane, with their spongy blond curls, giggled as Anna kneeled before them and poked and tickled them. Sabelle clasped her hands, smiling as the old woman incited a cacophony of laughter from the two. 
“Ben,” Gavin said on the approach, “I’ll take her home.”
The smile on Sabelle’s face vanished, and her eyebrows came together in an expression of discomfort as she grabbed the hands of her children, who immediately quieted. “I can call a cab. You don’t—”
“Nonsense,” Gavin said. “I’m heading to the casino. It’s no trouble.”
Sabelle nodded, keeping her gaze cast down toward her children. As twins, they were both about the same height with many of the same features. Aside from the hair color, the emerald green of Jane’s eyes matched her mother’s. Thomas’s eyes were a deep cerulean—like Gavin’s brother, Calix, who was also part incubus. As the son of a succubus, Thomas was destined to be just as physically attractive as Calix—a trait designed to attract their victims. Succubi also sought out victims, but much less aggressively than their male counterpart.
“So …” Gavin crossed his arms over his chest and tipped his head, “Thomas and Jane, how did you sleep?” he asked, highlighting his lack of experience in toddler conversation.
Both children tucked their faces into their mother’s coat. She nudged their hands, still clasped in hers. “Now, say thank you to Mr. Gavin for allowing us to stay in his nice home.”
Muffled ‘thank you’s came from both children. 
Gavin smirked. “We’re happy to have you here.” He glanced up at Sabelle and huffed. “Shall we?”
“Yeah.” She followed behind as he led her to the Mercedes parked in front of the mansion. After arranging the children in the back seat, buckling them securely, she slipped into the passenger seat beside Gavin. “Can you … please not drive as crazy as you did last night?”
Gavin smiled. “It was a matter of life or death last night.”
“You doubted me?”
He fired up the car and caught a glimpse of her staring at him. “A little.”
Sabelle nodded. “Honesty. Wow. Never thought I’d appreciate it so much.”
“What can we expect? Full recovery now?”
“He should be fine, assuming the blonde’s blood was pure. Though she might find herself in an interesting position once he gains his strength.”
“Interesting?”
“Their souls are bound now. Her blood runs through him. Do the math.”
Interesting indeed. Who the hell knew what that might mean for a detached personality like Logan? Poor Calla. After having shared blood during their torture in Obsidius, the Alcatraz equivalent for demons, Gavin knew firsthand what it felt like to be tied to his livewire brother—something akin to being dragged around by a rabid Pit Bull on a leash. She’d been through so much with her own brother and the abuse she’d endured at the Alexi compound. 
Gavin frowned, suddenly feeling like a bastard for offering her up to save Logan, who surely wouldn’t be gracious about it, before glancing at Sabelle again. “Thank you for saving his life.”
“Not a big deal.” Sabelle turned her attention toward the window. 
Thomas and Jane remained silent in the backseat. Were all children so behaved? No. He’d had many experiences during social events with business acquaintances and their unruly children that made him yearn for a stiff drink. 
These kids were as angelic as their faces. 
Gavin pulled curbside to Sabelle’s rundown home on a shitty corner of the shitty side of Detroit. How she could come home to the place every night baffled him. Part of him wanted to tell her he was sorry for firing her, since the whole enslavement detail still loomed. “So about payment.”
“Look, can we talk about this later?” She gave a swift look over her shoulder. “Maybe when my kids aren’t in the back seat?”
Gavin twisted to check behind. The two sat with gazes downcast and hands in their laps, as quiet as ever. “Sure,” he said, turning back to Sabelle. “Forgive me. Just call the casino when you’re ready to discuss it. I’d like to begin right away. I’m not particularly fond of debts.”
She nodded. “I’ll be in touch.” 


CHAPTER 6
The wall opened up to the alley Draven had arrived via the night before. The Shine he’d taken left him a little unsteady on his feet as he stepped out into the sunlight and turned to see the hole sealing Ryke’s butler on the other side. 
The supernatural shit gave him the creeps.
An ache throbbed in his muscles, courtesy of the brunette he’d jack-hammered most of the night—a gift from Ryke for having taken down Logan—as he glanced around at the overflowing dumpster and trash-littered alley. No humans. Of course not. The supes probably snatched them up like feral cats chasing rodents on a farm. 
He’d have to stay out of sight. 
Though the demons weren’t known for coming out much during the day, they had good reason to consider it in his case. First time in his life his sorry ass was worth something. Killing one of them had placed Draven on their top ten most wanted list. Out in the open, he felt exposed, his muscles one quiver from snapping as if the whizz of a dagger would fly out of nowhere and pierce him where it counted.
He pulled his hoodie up over his head and tucked his hands into his pockets, shivering the sensation away and tightening his muscles.
The hunt for the other displaced Alexi had begun. Draven already had a good idea where he’d find most of them—probably clustered together and relying on the strongest of them to stay out of danger. The perfect opportunity for Draven. He’d long been recognized as a top-ranking soldier and their minds weren’t primed for anarchy. Even Draven himself, with the anger he harbored for Wade, would’ve stayed if Calla hadn’t been the pawn in question.
He’d be viewed as a savior. One the other Alexi would trust. 
The very thought made Draven want to throw up. 
Though, if he succeeded, perhaps the nephilim would help him with his own request: get Calla back—and God help his fellow Alexi and whatever twisted purpose they’d serve for Ryke.
* * *
Calla buried her face in the pillow. 
Final moments of her dream played like a reel in her head:
“I won’t leave you here, Jake.” 
A sharp inhale through her nose and she turned her head to the side, tears pooling in the silk sheet beneath her cheek. 
Somewhere in Detroit, her brother lay frozen in the cold, winter ground—Draven never said where he’d buried him. 
With no other resources, Calla had two choices.
One perfectly executed slice across her wrist could end it all; she stared down at the white scars reminding her she’d tried once before. 
Or she could turn the sadness into hate. Hate and vengeance. Kill Draven. Kill the wolves. 
Avenge her brother.
Adrenaline coursed at the thought of dragging her blade through the furry flesh of the beasts. Yes. And Draven, too. How gratifying that would be, to watch the last glimmer of life bleed with his wounds.
“No more tears, Jacob.” Long velvet drapes at the windows shielded any shred of sunlight, yet she caught the flicker of gold spindling on the walls, in the dimly lit room in which she’d spent the night strategizing a plan. “I promise I’ll find him and the wolves that hurt you. But no more tears.” 
Sadness would swallow her whole, if allowed. Death had only delayed its grip the first time the wolves had attacked. If not for the motive of vengeance, no other attachments would keep her from surrendering herself to the reaper’s blade.
Why not go out with blazing guns instead of wounds that only spoke of a frail mind with no other answers?
Her gaze swept the room again, falling on the statue of Diana. What was it about the figure that she found so intriguing? 
Calla rose from the bed. Someone had deposited clothing on the chair across the room at some point during the night, probably Annabelle. Black leather pants, T-shirt and jacket lay folded and draped over the arm of the chair—the same outfit Ayden always wore. Black boots had been slid beneath them. 
It’d be nice to get out of the skirt she’d worn all week. Even though the maid had cleaned it once or twice, it still carried the grotesque memory of her mission, the one that sent her into that underground party to seek out the demon brothers and seduce them. 
She shook her head. Like some kind of cheap whore.
“Never again,” she vowed, pulling on the clothes.
Time to put her face on—the one she’d gotten so accustomed to wearing over the last couple of years. For Draven, when he asked about her nightly disappearances into Wade’s office; for Jake, when he’d ask if things would be all right; for random strangers she’d encounter, with their happy lives and families. The mask of smiles always hid the truth: shame, fear, the sadness that remained cloaked in the darkness of her soul. 
Calla left the room and headed downstairs to the kitchen, where she found Annabelle polishing silver, while Ayden pulled food from the refrigerator. Their conversation ended the moment she approached.
“Good morning.” Calla gripped the back of a kitchen chair.
Ayden gave her a onceover. “Nice threads,” she said with a smile.
Calla returned the smile. “Thanks to Anna.”
“Just temporary, love,” Annabelle said. “At least until we get an idea of your style.” She winked.
“No. I like this. It feels good. ’Sides, I’m not … planning to stick around … forever, or anything.” Calla dodged Ayden’s quizzical eyes. “Ayden, I’d like to come tonight. On the hunt.”
Ayden paused in the midst of making a sandwich. “I … I don’t know if that’s a good idea, Calla. It’s dangerous. Not like casing a house, or anything, after an attack.”
“I can handle it. I’ve been through training.”
“It’s incredibly dangerous. I’ve risked my life—” 
“Please. I need this.” Calla looked down to her hands, where energy burned inside her skin, desperate to take life. “I just need to get out and hunt again. I’ll be fine.”
Ayden nodded. Perhaps she recognized the desperation in Calla’s eyes. “I’ll talk to Gavin. If he’s okay with it, then it’s a go.”
“Thank you.” Calla turned back to Annabelle, as Ayden left the room carrying a tray piled high with food. “Say, Anna? When you get a chance, I’d love to read that book.”
Anna winked. “Absolutely love. Be finished up here in a moment and I’ll fetch it right away.” Over at the sink, Anna washed her hands then patted them dry with a nearby towel. “Sleep well in that room?” 
Calla sighed. “Yes, much better, thank you.” She plopped down in the wooden chair.
The demoness hobbled across the room and sat beside Calla. “He can be quite fierce, can’t he?”
Calla studied her hands as she rubbed them together in her lap. “That’s an understatement.”
“You probably wouldn’t believe me if I told you that somewhere in that fierceness is a vulnerability that would crumble his walls to pieces.”
“Probably not.” Trying to imagine Logan guarding a vulnerability almost seemed laughable.
“Logan does a fine job of making himself difficult to reach. He is a violent one. Has been as long as I’ve known him.” She leaned forward. “It’s taken a great many years to get beyond his nasty remarks and, quite frankly, crude personality. But I’ve seen him sometimes. When he thinks no one is noticing.” She smiled. “Those moments when what’s inside of him flickers through for one brief moment. He’s mastered the art of keeping himself hidden behind a very frightening mask. Makes him rather hard to ignore, don’t you agree?” 
“It’s getting easier for me.”
A chuckle had the plump female’s upper body jiggling. “With all due respect, miss, the two of you are more alike than you think.” She rested her head on her palm. “Would it be presumptuous of me to hope one of you might let down your guard to see the other?”
“Very.”
Anna let out a chortle and slapped the kitchen table. “We Gambis demons like to tread where we’re not wanted.” She shook her head. “Much as he can be a pain in my ass, I wish for him to know love and be happy someday. Forgive me.”
“It’s okay, Anna. I think I’m better off staying away from him.” Aside from that, Calla had much more important topics on her agenda than to be worrying about Logan. “If I had to guess, I’d say he’d prefer it that way as well. Sorry that puts caring for him back on you.”
“Ah, no worries, dear. Taking care of these boys is what I’m here for.” She sighed. “Though, I must admit, they don’t make it an easy task.” Anna folded her arms, resting them on the table. “May I ask, what is it about this book of Lady Artemis that has you so intrigued?”
Calla cast her gaze toward the table, the tug of a smile curving her upper lip. “I’m just curious, is all. Seems like such a strong female goddess.”
“Very brave. Master Gavin always likened her to Ayden.” 
“I’ve always admired Ayden’s strength, too.” Calla glanced up to see Anna’s eyes, fixed on her. “She’s so hardened. Like nothing can touch her. She keeps her emotions hidden well.” Thoughts of sobbing the night before resurfaced and turned Calla’s stomach. The mask, she reminded herself.
Anna’s eyes softened with a smile. “Sweet child, wherever did you learn that hiding your pain makes you strong?” She tipped her head. “If you ask me, it takes incredible strength and bravery to reveal your true self to others. Vulnerability and weakness are two separate entities, Miss Calla. Where one exposes you to pain, the other allows you to be consumed by it.”
“Thanks, Anna, but I’ve come to consider them one in the same.”
“Perhaps in time.” The demoness winked and leaned in. “Let me go find that book.”
* * *
Logan’s muscles seized as the bedroom door opened without any introduction. 
Zayne. If there was one brother who made Logan feel on edge, it was the Goth-brooding S.O.B. who always wore black—a drug-addicted time bomb since his mate, Shey, had died. Yeah, Zayne was Logan’s brother, like any of Wrath’s bastard sons, but anyone who walked around as miserable as he did over a dead female deserved to have the bitch slapped right out of him. 
Like a storm cloud, Zayne strode over to the bed, the silver piercings of his eyebrows, lip and ears glistening like a warning. “How goes it?” 
Logan’s lip tightened. “Fucking peachy. Hey, can you tell me if I still have a cock tent going on down there?”
Zayne’s jaw twitched like he tried to stifle a smile. Couldn’t even laugh if something seemed remotely funny. “I’m not here to dick gaze. Perhaps I should fetch that blonde for you?”
“No!” Logan cleared his throat. “I’m fine.”
Zayne cocked his pierced brow. “Touchy.” 
“She’s the reason I’m laid out like a goddamn pig on a spit.”
“You look pretty comfy to me.”
“Piss off, Zayne. What do you want?”
He scratched his jaw before folding his arms over his chest and sitting on the bed edge. The tired blue in his eyes struck like a shot of depressants straight to the system. “I want to know what it’s like.”
“What?” All Logan could summon from his body was a frown. “What the hell are you talking about?”
“To die. What was it like?”
“If I could kick your nuts up into your throat right now, I would.”
Zayne tipped his head. “Was there anything on the other side?”
“Yeah. Yeah there was. A dozen virgins who wanted to ride my cock. And Elvis. Pretty sure he wanted to ride my cock, too.”
Zayne’s jaw flexed. Glowing red swallowed the blue in his eyes, sending a rush of adrenaline through Logan’s body, until the glow softened back to blue. He offered a slight smile and rose from the bed. “Elvis.” He leaned forward and gave a light punch to Logan’s arm. Damn the numb sensation. “Glad you came back,” he said before he trod out of the room.
A frigid sensation traveled down Logan’s spine, like ice, and his body shivered. Cold? Hairs on his arms bristled and Logan raised his hand. “I can move. Thank gods.” While sensation seemed to have returned to both arms, his legs remained stiff and numb when he tried moving those. “Motherfucker, come on!” 
Logan froze at the sound of rustling beneath the bed. Head snapping back and forth, he searched for the source, a red haze filtering into his vision as he hissed a warning. To the left, something black emerged from beneath the bed. Darkness obscured its form, until it came into view—a black cat.
It prowled toward the center of the room, where it turned and sat. Lifting its paw, it licked the fur.
What the … “How the hell did you get in my room, cat? Blondie let you in?”
The cat lurked toward him and leaped up onto his legs. 
Logan waved his hands to shoo it away. “Get off of me, shithead, before I slam you into the wall.” He’d have kicked the damn thing across the room if his legs’d obey.
The dumb feline remained perched on Logan’s shins, yellow eyes following the wave of the demon’s hand before it batted a paw toward him. 
Logan stretched down as far as he could but his stupid hands only reached his kneecaps—still too far away from the cat that licked its paws as if mocking him. 
Throwing himself back against the headboard, he crossed his arms over his chest. “What do you want?”
A graceful nature about the animal, very feminine, yet wily, accompanied its steps as it pranced along his shins and curled up on the sheets covering his feet. 
Logan rubbed both hands down his face and scratched his head, catching sight of the glass of water Anna had brought him on the nightstand. Moving only his arm and fingers, he lifted the glass and tossed it at the cat. 
The cat hissed and leaped from his lap like Logan’d struck its ass with electricity. 
“Ha! Take that, fucker.” 
The black figure shook the water off before prowling across the room toward the window, where it jumped onto the curtains. The sound of tearing piqued Logan’s ears. 
“No, no, no!” He leaned to the side and swiped an arm to grab at the cat, but the sheer black curtain behind the heavy drapes tore away, and a glaring blaze of sunlight blasted through. 
“Ah, shit!” Logan jerked back and flung an arm up—toppling over the mattress to face-plant the floor.
Logan pushed up onto his elbows, his legs twisted beneath him, and sent a growl in the direction of the cat, but the stupid animal just stared down from the windowsill as if it hadn’t a care in the world.
 Groaning, he glanced down at himself. Only a pair of black boxer briefs covered his lower half. 
Where the hell are my clothes?
A fleeting thought of Who …? crept in but he pushed it out as fast as it arrived and twisted back to the feline. “You’re on my shit list, cat.” He prodded the air in its direction. “Soon as I can walk, your ass is gonna meet my carving knife.”
Rolling in an attempt to get his paralyzed ass up from the floor, Logan caught sight of something under the bed. Black. Leather. Brimming with nightmares he’d sooner forget. 
Still, he reached over his legs and pulled the box onto his lap. Rest eternal, written in the old Demonic language, had been etched into the grainy leather, and as his thumb brushed over the grooves, he fell into a memory.
Moans echoed from the bed directly beside him. 
The boy scrunched his eyes closed and hummed a monotonous tune in hopes of drowning it out. His mother had somehow suckered another client. A fat fuck, it seemed, based on the squeals of the bed. 
Gods, he hated nights when he woke up from her sounds. 
In the small one-room apartment, there was nowhere to hide. His body jostled when one of them hit the small cot where he slept. Keeping his back to them, he shielded his ears with a pillow and willed sleep. 
Or death. 
Neither came.
His pulse raced as his mother’s fervor heightened. Always the same shit. She sounded as if she was being beaten, followed by long, tortured moans like death had claimed her, until a final collapse and all was quiet again. 
He yearned for that silence.
His mother turned tricks and was, what she considered, a lucky bitch to land a high-ranking demon in the underworld. Not a prince, like the boy’s father, but one who would surely give them the much-needed cash to keep the heat on for one more month. 
At just fourteen years old, the boy knew more than he should’ve for a kid. 
Sweet quiet finally came, in the thick of heavy breaths and that scent he’d come to loathe—the distinct smell of sex. The boy only hoped the man would leave like most, after an hour’s sleep, or sometime in the morning.
Eyes clamped shut, he whispered prayers in his Demonic tongue, hoping for sleep.
After what seemed like only minutes later, a shake to his shoulder jolted him awake. He opened his eyes, the blur of the clock’s face slowly coming into view.
“Logan,” his mother whispered, “wake up.” 
The boy groaned and turned to see his mother standing over him, a smile on her face. He puzzled the new expression. His mother never smiled. Never paid him much attention. Never called him anything but ‘bastard’ and, yet, he’d awakened to his name. He looked past her to the man, who sat, still naked, at the end of the bed. 
“Logan, he asked to spend some time with you.” His mother bit her lip.
Comprehension still escaped the boy. “What?”
“He’s willing to throw in an extra hundred bucks if he can spend a few minutes with you.” She stroked his head. “It’s all right, darling. I promise he won’t hurt you.”
Darling? Logan shook his head. “No. No, I won’t.”
The familiar harshness in her eyes returned. “You know we need this. We need the money. You need to eat, don’t you?”
“I’ll work extra hours at the station.”
She pursed her lips. “You don’t have time. Remember, it was you who decided to go back to school. The only child in the world who’d choose school over money.”
“I’m no child.”
“Then, prove yourself a man. Do what you have to do to care for your home. For your mother.”
Logan’s eyes burned red. “No.” His tone remained flat and unyielding.
Cold cinched his wrist followed by a click. 
As he tugged on the cuff linking his arm to the radiator, his mother locked his other wrist before he had the chance to fight her off. 
“No! Don’t do this! Don’t do this!”
A wicked smile danced across her face and she stood up from the bed. Her silhouette faded to darkness as she left the room, closing the door behind her.
Logan’s teeth ground together so hard his skull ached. His hands trembled as he opened the case. 
Dusted bones, mixed with diamonds, twinkled like white sand—the way all mothers who’d birthed sons of a prince were honored. Crushed diamonds represented her soul. Ordinarily the mothers of Wrath demons were buried in ornate sarcophaguses in Wrath’s private tomb. 
Wrath had wanted nothing to do with Logan’s mother. 
To toss the bones would be a disgrace, though. Besides that, the box fueled his anger and served as a reminder for why, even as he lay strung up like an old fucking ragdoll, nothing would make him go back to where he’d been.
The black cat curled onto his legs, nuzzling them—Logan hadn’t even seen it approach. He closed the box and shoved it back under the bed. After swatting the feline off, he hefted himself onto the bed until he sat on the edge, and lifted one leg up after another. 
Like a fucking invalid.
Goddamn, it felt gross. 


CHAPTER 7
Calla pulled her long hair back from her face, tying it away with a rubber band. Energy coursed through her body, the way it did before every fight. 
She craved the sensation—welcomed the distraction that would keep her from drowning in the pain of missing Jake. 
No time for that now.
Ayden entered her room carrying a black duffle bag, which she tossed on the bed. “If you’re coming along, best to suit you up for the fight.” She unzipped the bag and dumped the weapons. 
Guns, daggers, a chakra, throwing stars, katanas, and something else that caught Calla’s eye.
“May I?” Calla brushed a hand over the black wrist crossbow.
“Sure. Though, I don’t know how practical that weapon’ll be for you. You’d have to be a good shot. And we hit the underground scene quite a bit.” 
A waist quiver filled with small silver arrows lay beside it. Calla examined the bow for a moment, and slipped the fingerless leather glove attached to the metallic frame over her hand. 
So lightweight.
She held her hand level. The trigger button could be palpated on the palm of the glove. Pulling back the taut crossbow string, she cocked it in place and rested a sharp silver arrow on the track. 
“Be careful, Calla,” Ayden warned. “Gavin will shit himself if you ruin his walls. They’re kinda irreplaceable, ya know—painted by an early century artist.”
Calla stepped back and aimed the bow at the box-spring of the bed. She pushed the button and a powerful thrust knocked her back a step. The arrow shot like a missile and pierced the bed, leaving only the nock sticking out. 
“I’ll take this one.” Adrenaline spread through her body, inciting a smile.
“Here.” Ayden held out a hand. “You’ll still need a dagger for close-range kills.”
Calla slipped the dagger into a hip holster and admired her new weapon.
“So, I take it you were kicked out?”
Calla paused for a moment and set down the bow. “Yeah.” She shook her head. “The guy straight-up hates me.”
“Logan’s a tough one to crack. Don’t let him get to you.” Ayden ran a hand through her hair. “By the way, I’m supposed to let you know, Gavin’s got a new security guard on the property. If you see him, stay away. Seriously. Don’t go near him.”
“What is he?”
“Fallen. Shady bastards. And they have a thing for human females so I wouldn’t go off wandering around here by yourself.”
“What’s he doing here?”
“Gavin felt he needed to up security. They’ve had a few breaches lately. Said it was something he hadn’t seen before.”
“Something breached security? Here?”
“Well, not before the ghouls got to it.” Ayden shrugged. “But Draven’s still out there. Gavin’s not taking any chances. The fallen are natural watchers and supposedly Xander’s the best at … well, taking care of business.”
The sound of Draven’s name shot a spasm through Calla’s muscles. “I’ll stay away.” Calla caught a glimpse of a white scar peeking out of Ayden’s sleeve. “What’s it like? All your memories. Back.”
Ayden glanced away, her brow furrowed. “Great. I’ll see you downstairs. We leave in ten.” 
“Got it.” Ayden’s curt response made it clear Ayden had no interest in chatting about anything personal. “Any idea where we’re going?”
“Gavin received a tip earlier today. Some guy named Marrick. Claims to know where to find Draven.”
“Who is he?”
“Gavin doesn’t know. Supposed to meet up at Moonshines, which is owned by Ryke, who’s on Gavin’s shit list for the Demortis. So Gav assumes he must be in with Ryke, somehow. Kill two birds with one stone kinda thing—look for Ryke, and see what this guy’s about. No doubt, the place will be swarming with wolves.”
Perfect. Exactly the kind of place she needed to blow off some steam.


CHAPTER 8
Burning trashcans lit the night sky as Draven sat crouched behind a building and watched the five Alexi warming themselves by it amid the bums. Easy targets—idiots hadn’t even removed the patches from their coats. Shit, he’d have all of them rounded up by the end of the night at that rate.
When the biggest in the group broke away, a hulking kid about the age of twenty, or so, Draven recognized him as one everyone called Deuce. Lycans had taken down his entire family, including three brothers who’d been just as big. He’d come to the Alexi compound about two years prior, and had proven to be a pretty good fighter, though he wasn’t much for a tactical survivalist. 
He rounded the back of the building and stood with his legs spread apart. Pissing. His head tipped back until, at last, he finished and tugged up his leathers. 
Draven sprung from his hiding spot and skulked toward the kid like a shadow, sneaking up from behind. He wrapped an arm around Deuce’s neck and covered his mouth, taking him down to the ground. Fighter or not, Deuce was no match for Draven’s agility and strength.
As Deuce wriggled and kicked, struggling with his arms pinned behind his back, Draven leaned into his ear. “Relax, man, it’s Draven.” He removed his hand from Deuce’s mouth. 
Deuce froze and craned his head to the side. “Draven? What the fuck, man? Where you been?”
Draven let go of Deuce’s arms, allowing him to totter onto his back. “Hiding out. We need to form a group. There’s some nasty shit going down on these streets.”
“Yeah, no shit.” Deuce sat up, pulling his knees in. “Had a freak-out moment with Zach earlier.”
“What happened?”
“Didn’t look right. Just seemed crazed, like he’d seen something real bad go down. Said something was after him. After all of us. Then he took off. There a new drug underground?”
Draven shrugged. “Where’re the others?”
“Scattered. All over the damn city. Zach said he’d come from the dock. We seen them head that way when we left the compound.” He tipped his head. “What happened to your crew?”
Draven had rounded up a decent-sized group of Alexi willing to flee the compound with him—all of whom perished when the wolves attacked. 
The same slaughter that’d taken Jacob.
“Killed,” he said. “All of them … just gone. Demon bastards ambushed us.”
“Demons?” Deuce’s eyes narrowed on him. “I heard it was ly—” 
“You heard wrong. Wade wanted you to believe they were lycans. He’s been using us to pit the wolves against each other. A goddamn war, and he threw us in the middle of it. All this time, we’ve been fighting the wrong enemy. The demons are our true threat.”
Deuce sat quiet for a moment before shaking his head. “Just don’t make sense, man. Demons ain’t never been on our shit list.”
“That’s cos Wade had us all brainwashed. How many came with you?” Draven rubbed his hands together.
“Four others. Jenna, Tiff, and then Rowan and Paul.” Deuce brushed a hand over his short-cropped hair. “Fuck, man, everything burned. Ayden and those demons …”
“You see? They’re out to destroy us.”
He frowned. “But Ayden was the one who told us to leave the compound.” 
“They’re sport killers. Out here? We might as well stick a skewer up our assholes and throw ourselves on the flame. At least the compound offered some protection.”
“Man, the shit they did to Wade and all those wolves … crazy.”
“Do you have the antibody?”
“Nah, Paulie said he heard someone took Wade’s journal, though.”
Paul was smart. Too smart. Draven had never cared much for him. Ryke’s words echoed in his ear: Kill off the weak ones. And I want you to bring the strongest Alexi to me. 
“We’ll have to leave the weak ones behind. They’ll slow us down. Endanger us.” His eyes bored into Deuce’s. “Rowan and Tiffany can come with us. The other two are on their own.”
Deuce shook his head. “I can’t … I promised I’d protect them. I was the one who formed the group when everyone scattered. Can’t just leave them behind. Paulie’s smart. And Jenna’s a decent fighter.”
“Quit talking with your dick. I know damn well why you want to keep Jenna around, and it isn’t for her fighting skills.” Damn, Draven almost sounded like Wade.
Deuce stood from the snow until he towered over Draven. “They come. Or I don’t come.” 
Deuce would prove to be a powerful force in taking down other Alexi soldiers and forcing them to come along. Even if Draven would have to brainwash him, somehow. Draven nodded. “We’ll be going after the other Alexi. You know what can happen if the lycans get their hands on that antibody.”
Deuce nodded. 
Draven pushed up beside him. “Shit’s not going to be pretty. We may have to kill our brothers and sisters if they refuse to turn it over. The more we get on our side, the better our chances of survival. So, you in?”
Brow furrowed, Deuce nodded, lips tightened. “Yeah. I’m in.”
“We’ll try to convince the stronger ones to come with us. They’ll prove useful.”
“Useful for what?”
“Killing demons. What else?”
“Man, I don’t know. Shit’s bad enough just trying to survive out here. Those fuckers are vicious. They can take down a dozen of us in one sweep.”
“We grow our numbers. Knock them off one by one. For our fallen Alexi.”
Deuce huffed and gave a sharp nod. “For the fallen.” 


CHAPTER 9
Praise the gods, Logan had finally regained some strength in his legs. 
He limped down the staircase on his one good leg, grappling along the handrail as he went. Zeke, Gavin and Calix stood gathered in the library. When he entered, he glanced to the right, where Ayden stood beside a blonde twin wearing the same black leather pants and jacket. 
Calla.
He growled inwardly at the sight of her—mostly because his body tingled at her slick killer appearance. Like his psycho was having silent conversation with hers.
Her eyes shied away from his. 
Logan hobbled right up to Gavin, who welcomed him with a tight embrace. 
“Good to see you walking again, Brother.”
Calix patted his back from behind. “Scared the shit outta us, bro.”
Eyes fixated on Gavin, Logan cast his no-bullshit stare. “I’m coming with you.”
Gavin stood back and crossed his arms over his chest, his no-bullshit stance. “You can barely walk.”
“I’m not staying in that goddamn bed with that fucking cat another minute.”
“Cat?” Gavin frowned. “What cat?”
Logan looked over his shoulder at Calla. “She must’ve brought it with her.”
Calla’s eyes widened before her brow furrowed. “I didn’t bring any cat. I’ve no idea what you’re talking about.”
“You’re the only one, besides Zayne and Anna, who’s been in my room.”
Gavin scratched his jaw. “When did you first see it?”
“It crawled out from under my bed this morning.” Logan waved his hand dismissively. “I don’t give a shit about the cat. I want to find that little prick.”
“Draven is my kill,” Calla said from behind. 
Logan swung around, lip curled. “Did he stab your heart with a knife?”
“My brother is dead because of him.”
Shaking his head to blow her off, he turned back to Gavin. “I’m locked and loaded. Ready to go.”
“Sorry, Logan. I can’t. You’ll be a liability in your current state. And let’s not forget, you’ve still got a bounty hunter on your ass.”
“You’ll let her go?” Logan pointed back at Calla. “She can’t hunt worth shit. You’ll be carrying her ass home.” Another look over his shoulder showed Calla staring down at the floor.
“Hey, back the hell up, bro,” Zeke said.
“She’s an Alexi.” Gavin’s voice was flat as his stare. “Her ties will help us track down this Draven kid. And where we find him, we find the antibody. She’s stronger than you give her credit for. Stronger than you are in your current state.” He flinched.
A brother groaned from behind.
Red glowed in Logan’s periphery. 
What-the fuck-ever. Like he needed permission. He’d just leave, anyway. On my own. Logan turned to leave. “Yeah, well, I’ll see you assholes later, then.”
“I’ve already taken care of that, too,” Gavin said from behind. “Ben’s been instructed not to let you out of this house.”
“Fuck Ben.” Logan left the office and stalked toward the Wreck Room.
He needed to punch something. Hard. 
* * *
Much as Calla didn’t want to admit it, Logan’s words stung, left her itching to find a dark corner and punch the living hell out of something.
“Let’s go,” Gavin said, slipping his gun into its holster. 
Kane entered the library and all focus fell on him. He wore a black T-shirt, dark jeans and packed some pretty intimidating weaponry across his broad chest. 
Damn.
The lycan tiger, in his human form, sported twice the muscle mass as the night before. 
Ayden left Calla’s side and sidled up next to him, looking smaller than before, as if he could crush her bones just by hugging too hard.
“My man!” Zeke punched Kane’s shoulder. “Good to see you alive. Ready to kick some lycan ass?”
Kane smirked and his gaze fell on Ayden. 
She gave a nod.
“Where’s Zayne?” Calix straightened his collar and smoothed a hand over his jaw.
Zeke’s shoulders slumped and he shook his head. “Fell to the Abyzz. Passed out in his room with the goddamn needle on his lap again.”
Groans filled the air. 
“Shit’s gotta stop. I know he misses Shey, but damn, Brother is messed up,” Zeke said. “He won’t listen to me. Just keeps shootin’ up the bullshit.”
Calla leaned into Gavin. “Abyzz?”
“It’s a drug in the demon realm. Made of some pretty divine elements. Has the same effects as heroin, but would kill a human.” Gavin sighed and shook his head. “You wouldn’t believe how many junkies die off the shit.” Side-stepping Calla, he headed toward the door, but halted beside Kane and held out his hand. “Good to have you on the team, Brother.” 
Kane returned the handshake. “Thanks. Brother.” Even his voice sounded deeper, huskier than before.
“Let’s roll.” Gavin slipped into a long leather trench and exited to the foyer with the rest of them trailing behind.
Winter air beat against Calla’s skin as she stepped outside, seeping to the bone. She squinted her eyes, stamping out the visual of Jake’s body freezing beneath the dirt, and instead focused on the excitement of an impending ass kicking in his honor. 
They piled into two vehicles—a sleek Bentley and a Land Rover. Calla headed for the bigger vehicle with Zeke, Ayden and Kane, while Calix and Gavin took the Bentley.
Zeke opened the door, allowing Calla to hop into the passenger seat. “Damn, baby, might I say you are looking fine this evening.” She could just imagine him eyeing her ass as she climbed inside. “If you’re not sitting baby Brother tonight, maybe we can meet up later for a night cap?”
 “Zeke, leave her alone,” Ayden said, saving Calla from having to respond. “She’s had a rough couple of days.” Ayden slid in the back beside Kane and stretched her arms across the seat’s rear.
“That’s cool. I’m thinking of ditching the vengeance biz and starting my own brand of therapy. Ride your worries away.” He winked at Calla. “A shot of vitamin Z and you’ll be feeling hella good. You’re not under contract, right?”
Ayden snorted. “You’re such a man-whore.”
Zeke grinned and slammed the passenger door, making his way around to the driver’s side. Once in, he fired up the SUV, revved the engine and led the way toward the gate with J. Cole droning a rhythmic beat from the speakers. Rap—Zeke seemed to be the only brother who listened to it.
“Why do you have to be such a cock-block all the time, Ayden?” Zeke peered at the rear view mirror. “When have I ever gotten between you and your men?”
“Zeke—” Ayden started to say, but an outcry cut off her words.
Calla twisted in her seat to see Kane’s head slam back against the seat. 
“Shit!” The arch of Kane’s back brought a grimace to Calla’s face. So distorted and pained, he writhed on the seat, as Ayden slid to the floor, leaving him more room.
“What’s going on?” Calla whispered to Zeke.
“My man’s ready to hunt.” Zeke glanced over his shoulder. “Hope he doesn’t bust out of his fucking clothes while we’re driving.”
“This is normal?”
“Still a newbie lycan. Hasn’t learned how to control his change yet. When night falls, his body’s ready.”
“Is he dangerous? I mean, the tiger?”
Zeke shot her a smile, and swung his attention back toward the road. “No worse than staying overnight in Logan’s room. You’re a brave woman.”
Calla diverted her attention to her fidgeting hands. “I don’t feel so brave around him.”
“Did he take a swing at you? Fucker has night terrors, or something. Fights in his sleep.” Zeke leaned to the side, propped his thumb beneath his chin, and gave Calla a onceover. “I’ll kick his ass if he tried to hit you.”
“No …” She hesitated. “No punches.” Called my name twice in his sleep, though.
“Must’ve been an off-night for him.” Zeke chuckled. “Ben’s had to patch the walls a few times in his bedroom.”
“What’s his deal? Why’s he so … mean? I mean, what makes him this way?”
Zeke sucked in a deep breath. “No one except Gavin knows that. He’s been through some tough shit, from what I’ve gathered, though.”
“Like what?”
“I don’t know, exactly. Rough time as a kid. Did some time in Obsidius.” 
Zeke glanced up toward the rearview mirror at another cry from Kane.
“What’s that?” Calla asked.
“What’s what?”
“Obsidius.”
“It’s like a prison in what you call hell. Never been there, but I hear there’s some pretty messed up stuff that goes down there.” Zeke shook his head. “Gav once told me that Logan was tortured in ways that would make a stronger supe piss himself.”
“Like … what?”
“Look at you, asking twenty questions.” That signature grin with the deep dimples stretched across Zeke’s face. “You like my brother, or something?”
Calla scowled. “Absolutely not.”
He stroked his chin. “Isn’t as pretty as I am, is he?” Zeke winked at her.
In truth, all the brothers were gorgeous. As gods. Flawless skin that’d make a beauty queen slit her wrists, and bodies that looked like a master sculptor had taken a chisel to them. Logan had a virility about him, though, like the Spartan warriors she’d read about. Ruthless and fierce. All male.
Were they assholes to women, too?
Calla snorted and stared out the window.
The SUV pulled curbside along a stretch of boarded-up storefronts. The eight-mile strip used to be bustling in its heyday, reduced to nothing more than abandoned businesses, shady-looking pawnshops and strip clubs galore, which stood out amidst all the wreckage. Hookers trolled the streets like deer in the rut.
“We’ll stay back,” Ayden said from behind. “The packs will be looking for Kane now. We’ll case the neighborhood. Make sure the bastards don’t have anything up their sleeves.”
Zeke twisted in his seat, resting his hand on the back of Calla’s. “You guys aren’t going to do any kinky shit on my seats, are you?”
Ayden rolled her eyes. “You’ve probably got this thing wired with cameras from every angle, Zeke.”
“Just the back seat,”—Zeke’s smile widened—“where you’re sitting.”
A smile accompanied the shake of her head, and Ayden turned her attention toward Calla. “Keep these guys out of trouble.”
“We’re about to enter a sausage fest. I think it’ll be the other way around.” Zeke chuckled. “Watch out for swinging dicks,”—he pointed to Calla—“and try not to look anybody in the eye. That’s a ticket to mate for some supes.”
Calla’s lip curled at that. “Got it,” she said, opening the passenger door.
“This ought to be a fucktastic good time,” Calix grumbled, strolling up the sidewalk toward where Calla joined Zeke, with a swagger that seemed to come natural to the male. 
The bar they were visiting happened to be owned by Ryke, the brother of Calix’s most prized obsessions, Ava. From what Calla had learned, the shady nephilim, according to the brothers, had sicced a bounty hunter on Logan after the two kicked his ass—payback time for an ambush Ryke had played a part in. Ryke also had some ties to Draven and was the reason he’d been able to break into the demon mansion the night before. 
“I see that asshole tonight,” Calix said, “the lycans won’t be the only ones getting their heads severed.”
“Relax. Ryke is all about appearances.” Gavin slid his hands into fingerless black leather gloves, straightened his leather coat and slammed the door of the Bentley. The demon hardly had to try—he carried a lethal grace about him—a smooth killer that a victim likely couldn’t help but admire before dying at his blade. “He doesn’t want to announce to all his patrons that he’s got any beef with Wrath. Still, he has it in for you because of Ava. Lay low.” He cleared his throat. “Should he find himself in the back-alley with no one around, though, feshjule better watch his nuts. I got a new blade that I’m just itching to break in.”
 “Feshjule?” Calla asked, lacking the eloquent roll of the tongue of Gavin’s pronunciation.
“Gavin’s just trying to be polite in front of the ladies.” Zeke gave the signal to follow as he fell into step behind Gavin.
All the brothers carried a dark aura—a brood of supernatural crime bosses, but with much more stealth and class.
Calla glanced up at the building; it boasted an ominous, shadowy exterior except for the bright silver crescent moon and the Moonshine’s sign lighting the sidewalk from the top of the structure. The door remained hidden against the black—a ‘keep out’ vibe like the owner didn’t want the entrance easily located. It threw off an abandoned look, which likely kept most humans out and screamed trouble—a place where supes could easily get away with bad deeds. Thanks to the two brawny demons flanking either side of her, the rush that flowed through Calla’s veins carried more an edge of excitement than fear. 
Calix pulled a black hoodie up over his head and led the group to a door camouflaged in black paint. The anteroom bled a bright red, almost blinding, as it swung open. The bouncer at the door stood equally intimidating in his black leather vest, like some kind of rogue biker, though even he shifted as the brothers piled into the small space behind Calix. A few quiet words exchanged between Calix and the bouncer, and the door clicked, the bouncer gesturing their admittance. 
A flash of a smile peeked out from Calix’s hoodie as he glanced back. “Dipshit must’ve forgotten that I had any part in whooping his boss’s ass last week.”
“Man, I gotta get some of that shit. That memory-erasing thing is the secret to lifelong mates.” Zeke casually put his arm around Calla. “I’m telling you, the Incubi are on to something.”
Gavin shook his head and expelled a forced breath. 
The delicious smell of the Brothers’ colognes faded into the overpowering scent of wolf. Every Alexi hunter had been trained to pick up even the most subtle hint of it. 
Red lights of the anteroom merged with those inside the main barroom as they stepped through. 
Packed. 
Bodies congregated in areas that left the main drag fairly open but tight. Through the haze of smoke, Calla focused on the white glow beneath the bar stools casting shadows onto the brick floor. Large archways gave the room a churchy atmosphere, along with the black cast iron detail. Off to the right, a room, one step down, opened up to a sectional couch that spanned the circumference, with candles and sconces illuminating the walls. To the left, an exceptionally large dance floor; a protrusion rose from the center of it and appeared to be some kind of electronic device for changing up the lighting. No sooner had she realized it, the strobe cast a blinding seizure of light that forced her to look away. 
The deeper they ventured into the club, the stronger the sensation tugged at Calla’s insides. Kill. Wolves disguised as lambs, mingling amidst the flock. Wade’s words drifted through her mind: Only the shepherd wields the spear.
“Looks like the usual clusterfuck,” Calix said over his shoulder. 
A force from behind yanked Calla’s body backward, stealing her breath. An object whizzed past her head and crashed into the bar. 
The statuesque bouncer, with his dark sunglasses, suddenly lurched into motion, heading in the direction from where the bottle had been thrown. 
Zeke’s wink met her quick glance upward and she exhaled a sharp breath. “Thanks.”
His arms released her shoulders. “Keep your eyes peeled for flying objects in this hellhole. Wolves get crazy when they drink.”
“This place is full of them.” She noticed the humans, real bona fide humans, were few and dressed like they’d just been snatched off the eight mile strip. 
“Sometimes. Tonight’s our lucky night.”
“How’s that so? Why haven’t you guys burned this place down already?”
“You shittin’ me? Makes our job easy! Like putting out an ant trap. All we gotta do is follow them.”
“But you’re not killing all of them. You could wipe out at least two dozen of them tonight.”
“Too many humans. And this place isn’t the underground scene, babe. Our faces would be all over the news. It’s easier to track them. ’Sides, this is the one place we know we’ll find them. We burn this shithole down and we’re out chasing them in the streets.”
Yeah, it made sense, but didn’t keep Calla’s need to kill something at bay. Her hands trembled as a tall and pierced muscle-head passed by giving her carnal eyes. His smell invaded her nose and strummed a murderous chord. 
Lycan. 
She blinked hard, willing away visions of blood spurting from his neck as she dragged a knife across his throat. 
Images of one tearing into her brother’s stomach surfaced and Calla angled her gaze toward the floor to keep the wolves from seeing the glowing gold of her eyes. The need to kill something had her hands balled into fists. One stupid move could ruin her first hunt with the demons and a tip to find Draven.
Keep it in check.
Through the crowd, they made their way to the opposite side of the bar, where a large booth took up most of the back wall. Empty. Calix stood off to the side, allowing Calla to slide in first. One by one, the Brothers piled in: Calix, Zeke and Gavin, sandwiching her in the middle. 
A young, skinny girl with bleach-blonde hair and a biker hat, half her breasts poking out of a cut-off like some Hooters wannabe, walked up to the table and pulled out a tablet of paper. Her eyes scanned the booth and a smile crept across her face. “Well, what’ve we here?” She ended the appraisal with a long stare at Calix before her gaze trailed back to Calla. “Mind if I squeeze in with you, honey?” She winked.
“No need. I’ve got a seat right here.” Zeke patted his thigh where it stuck out of the booth. 
The waitress bit her bottom lip and sat down on his lap. “Now, what can I get you fine looking folks?”
Zeke’s gaze trailed down the woman’s back, landing on her ass. “I want something hard that’ll have me crying like a pussy later.”
The waitress turned and smiled. “I’ve got just the thing.” She raised a brow, eyeing Gavin. “How ’bout you, handsome?”
“I’ll take a beer.”
“Same here,” Calla said.
Calix held up a finger, signaling the same.
The waitress stood from Zeke’s lap and ran a hand down his cheek before walking away. 
“She’s got potential. Killer ass.” Zeke twisted back to the group.
 “Zeke …” Calix shook his head. “I think you get more ass than I do in a week and I’m half incubus.”
“That’s because you pine after one ass, Brother. Broaden your horizons a little.”
“I’m curious.” Calix leaned back and rested his elbows on the table. “Say you were stranded somewhere, in an avalanche, or some shit. Just you and one female. No chance of rescue. Your last fuck ever. What kind of girl do you want to spend your last moments on earth with?”
Zeke threw back his head and laughed. “You’re shitting me. Like I couldn’t barrel through a pile of snow, take my little snow bunny’s ass back to a ski lodge, and find three others to join me in a hot tub orgy.”
Calla rested her head on her palm. “You’ve never given thought to the type of woman you’d want to spend the rest of your life with?”
“Never.”
Gavin entwined his fingers. “My man Zeke is going to be one miserable motherfucker when his Savidon hits.” 
“Savidon?” Calla tilted her head. “What’s that?”
“End of days,” Zeke said, sinking down into the booth. “You tell me how that goes, old timer.” He knocked Gavin in the shoulder.
Gavin sighed. “The Savidon is when a demon goes through some physical changes. It’s designed to encourage him to find a mate.”
“Encourage?” Zeke chuckled. “Who you kidding, Brother? You’ll be like a bloodhound for a piece of ass, and wherever your nose leads you is who you’re stuck with.” A frown slipped across his face. “For eternity.”
“I’m not getting into this with you again, Zeke.” Gavin turned to Calla. “How’s it going with Logan?”
“Oh. Uh …”
The waitress brought the drinks and set them out on the table. As she turned to leave, Zeke grabbed her arm and tugged her toward him, whispering something in her ear. She bit her lip and smiled, stealing another glance as she sashayed away from the table. Zeke lifted his bottle up to her and tipped it back.
“Now what if something better comes along tonight?” Calix held his beer to his mouth. “You just committed yourself to that one.”
“I didn’t commit shit.” Zeke leaned forward. “That’s how you play the game, my man. Leave all options open. ’Sides, there’s plenty of room in the SUV if I happen to pick up more than one.”
“We’re here to hunt. Not play.” Gavin cleared his throat and sat back, stretching his arm behind Calla. “You were saying? About Logan?”
“I’m pretty sure he hates my guts.”
Tilting his head toward her, Gavin spoke low. “Did I mention he’s an ass?”
Calla smiled. 
“Good evening, gentlemen.” 
All three brothers and Calla turned their attention to the man standing before them. Calix shifted forward, Gavin jerked beside Calla, stopping him no doubt. The whiff of lycan danced past Calla’s nose and gnarled her lip.
“What do you want?” Gavin’s tone came across as business.
“My name is Marrick.” He offered his hand, only to lower it to his side when no one bothered to shake it. “My apologies for interrupting your evening out with the … beautiful lady there.” He bowed his head and gestured toward Calla. 
Marrick equaled lycan? Fucking hell. Gavin frowned. “You’re the one that contacted me about Draven?”
Marrick bent slightly forward. “I understand the Alexi compound went up in flames. I’d first like to take the opportunity to thank you.”
Zeke’s arms crossed over his chest and, leaning back, appeared nearly as tall as Marrick standing near him. “What makes you think we did it?”
Marrick sniffed and straightened. “I have my sources. You’ve done us a great service by ridding the world of that sick fuck.”
The sick fuck could only be Wade. As the leader of the Alexi warriors, he’d become a natural enemy to the lycans, even more so than the demons, with his reputation of torturing and taking prisoners simply for the pleasure of mutilating them slowly. 
At least the demons were quick about their kills. Aside from Logan, anyway. As Calla had come to understand, his kills could be classified as something of an art.
“I also understand that this young Alexi, Draven, has infiltrated your fortress. My guess is that you wish to find him.”
“Well, how’s that for fuckin’ fast traveling news,” Calix said. 
“Do you know where to find him, or not?” Gavin’s voice, always business, held less amusement.
“Again, it pays to have very reliable sources. We would partner our efforts with yours, in exchange for protection and loyalty.”
“Dogs are loyal to masters, asshole.” Zeke sneered. “Not the other way around.”
“You indicated that you had knowledge of the kid. Where to find him.” The irritation in Gavin’s voice had become increasingly apparent in his tone.
“I’m sorry, I happen to know you’re quite selective in your contracts. It was the only way I felt you’d agree to meet with me.”
“You lied.” Gavin scratched his jaw. “Contracts are established through mutual trust. Lycans cannot be trusted. Therefore, I cannot honor this request.”
“Would you have met with me otherwise?”
“Probably not. We’re not exactly going out of our way to build an alliance with your kind.”
“Perhaps in time. I can assure you it wouldn’t take long to find this young man.”
“Thanks, but no thanks.” Gavin’s flat tone accompanied the crossing of his arms.
“I thank you for your time. And my apologies for interrupting your party. I’ve another, somewhat urgent, matter to attend. Have a good evening.” Marrick bowed a second time and strode off.
“What the fuck was that? You ever see a lycan speak so prim and proper?” Zeke belted out a hearty laugh. “My apologies for interrupting your pahty,” he mocked. 
 “What a complete waste of time that was.” Gavin shook his head. “Watch him,” he warned, nodding his head in the direction Marrick had left. “He’s still Fatman’s tip.” 
“Whoa. Can’t.” Zeke’s eyebrow shot up and Calla turned to see what had captured his attention. A redhead sauntered through the bar, her eyes undressing Zeke as she passed him. “I’m seeing red.”
“Jesus, man. One night.” Calix shook his head. “Can you go one night without letting your dick guide you?”
“My dick’s never steered me wrong, Brother.” Zeke craned his neck as red passed him, her skin-tight dress having silent conversation with any who stared. “’Sides, isn’t it some kind of nutritional requirement, or some shit, for an incubus to have sex every night? Talk ’bout calling the kettle black.”
“Hey, wake up.” Gavin nodded after the redhead. 
She sidled up to Marrick, who stood among a group of brawny males that could only be lycan with the way they huddled together like some reject football team. 
“No shit. Don’t do it, babe,” Zeke muttered, and threw his hands in the air. “So much for standards.”
“Impressive, Zeke. I didn’t know you had any.” Calla cowered, immediately regretting the joke.
“Ha!” Calix offered a fist, which Calla reluctantly bumped. “Good one.” 
Gavin smiled beside her.
“S’all right.” Zeke’s eyes narrowed on Calla. “I’ll let that slide. Next time, though, daddy’s gonna have to punish you and that smart mouth of yours.” He winked.
Calla stifled a smile and took a sip of her beer. She had to admit, hanging with the guys was kind of fun. “What did you mean, Fatman’s tip?”
“Fatman’s our human snitch. Came to me about a week ago with a tip on some kids going missing. Thinks the lycans are involved.”
“He knows about lycans? I thought humans … ”
“He’s the reason the humans haven’t waged war on our asses. Good at manipulating evidence. One of the best investigators on the force.”
“Wow. Never realized you guys had ties like that.”
“Gotta be resourceful. Time to roll.” Gavin shifted, as if suddenly anxious to get out of the booth. “Calix you take Calla and grab the car. Asshole left with a group and the woman, out the back of the building. Zeke and I will follow him.” 
All three demons and Calla scooted out of the booth and split off as directed. Calla followed behind Calix. He reached back and grabbed her hand, an innocent gesture that caught the attention of every woman she passed on the way out. Each one glanced up at Calix then down to her. Calla could only imagine their thoughts were something along the lines of how the hell did you manage that?
A brisk wind beat against her face as they stepped out in front of the bar. The Land Rover sat parked where they’d left it. 
The tromping of boots reached Calla’s ears and she snapped her head to the right, catching Ayden and Kane jogging toward them down the sidewalk.
 “Two blocks down!” Ayden called out. “Let’s go!”
Calix sprinted around the Bentley and hopped inside. Kane piled in the back of the Land Rover, Calla in the passenger seat, Ayden in the driver’s, and both cars sped around the corner. 
Zeke and Gavin waited curbside, when Ayden pulled up. She threw the SUV in park, and vaulted into the back as Zeke took her place in the driver’s seat. 
“Where’d they go?” Calla asked beside him.
“Couple blocks down. Marrick stayed back at the bar with the female. Must know her. Said they were headed for Carrie and Brimson Street.”
Zipping through side streets lined with dilapidated houses, Zeke followed behind Calix’s Bentley until they parked about a block away, in view of a group of five males who hadn’t yet taken lycan form. Others cars lining the streets meant they’d remain inconspicuous for the most part—despite the demon vehicles being the fanciest on the block. 
A grunt had Calla twisting in her seat. Kane’s eyes stared back at her, silver overtaking their regular hue.
“He’s about to bust back here.” Ayden opened the door and shoved Kane out onto the snow-laden patch of grass. 
Through the window, Calla watched as Kane curled into himself. As his muscles bulged and protruded, her adrenaline surged, the sight of him inciting a need to attack. Kill.

“Hey,” Zeke said beside her, “your eyes are doing that changing thing, glowing up the window.”
Calla took deep breaths, closed her eyes, and turned to face forward again. “Sorry, I know he’s one of us. A good guy.”
“No worries. I wanted to kill the bastard too at first. Save it for the wolves, though.”
She nodded and opened her eyes, the yellow glow fading from her periphery. Her head snapped back toward the window at the sound of a roar. 
Beside Ayden, stood the most horrific looking beast Calla’d ever laid eyes on, his eight feet tall body covered in white fur with black stripes. Thick muscles lined his arms and chest. White frost burst from his mouth with each heaving breath.
Surely the entire block had heard that roar. Yet, no one emerged. As if the whole neighborhood was abandoned. 
Gavin and Calix approached, and a quiet growl rumbled in Kane’s throat before diminishing. 
“I don’t like this,” Gavin said. “Too quiet.” He pulled his gun from its holster. “I’m going to check it out. You guys case the surrounding neighborhood. We’ll meet back here. Got it?”
“Fuck that, Gavin,” Zeke said from the driver’s seat beside Calla. “I’m going with you. You’re not roaming these shitholes by yourself.”
“I’ll go with Gav.” Calix stepped forward. 
Gavin gave a nod. “Zeke, I want you to keep an eye on Calla. It’s her first hunt. Don’t let her out of your sight, got me?”
“Yup.” Zeke flashed Calla a crooked smile. “I’ll keep this beauty in my sights at all times.”
Both Gavin and Calix pulled black hoodies up over their heads and crossed the street. 
“Ready to rock?” 
“Yeah.” Calla strapped on her wrist-bow. 
“Then, let’s roll.” His gaze fell on the weapon. “You know how to use that thing?”
“I think so.”
“Steady your hand and brace yourself for the kickback.”
“Got it.”
“Let’s go kick some ass, sexy.”
Like his brothers, Zeke tugged a black hoodie over his head, as Calla followed him across the yard in the opposite direction. They kept to the shadows, stealing behind trees and buildings. For as big and bulky as Zeke was, he lurked with the grace of a dark ninja. It seemed the only time the man-whore demon remained focused was while stalking his prey—not one sexual innuendo spewed from his mouth. 
Two teenage boys, both dressed like hood rats, in their low hanging jeans and oversized sweatshirts, pillaged a parked car outside a fire-gutted building. 
Beyond them, two pairs of silver eyes hid behind a copse. 
Like they didn’t even notice they were being hunted, the boys kept on, rummaging through the vehicle.
Zeke burst from the shadows with his head bowed down, striding straight toward the teens with Calla on his heels. “Hey, y’all know how to get downtown from here?”
The boys popped out from the car and ran like hell in the opposite direction.
As the wolves emerged from the bushes and lifted up onto their haunches, the rumble of their growls vibrated Calla’s chest. 
“Oh, shit!” The distant shout of one boy echoed in the empty parking lot and faded as the both teens disappeared.
Zeke removed his hood and smiled at his oncoming prey. “Time to party. How ’bout you take the smaller one?”
Growls innervated along her spine as energy blazed through Calla’s muscles, the excitement intensifying with Zeke’s play. “Only if you promise to share your leftovers.” She shot a silver arrow straight into the wolf’ right flank.
It snarled and fell back a step at the same time that the lycan’s pack brother charged forward.
Zeke intercepted and, like a linebacker, barreled right into the lycan’s midsection, taking them both to the ground. 
Calla took a deep breath as the smaller lycan dislodged the arrow from its flesh and stormed toward her. Bracing herself, she dodged its first swiping claw and issued a powerful kick to its stomach. 
The wolf skipped back but steadied itself on its haunches and lunged again. 
The glow that burned in her periphery signaled her eyes had changed. Muscles tightened. The wrenching sensation stirred in her gut. Kill. Kill. Kill.

Slipping into attack mode, Calla lithely swung around swiping claws and teeth as if lost to some kind of dance—every kick and punch she delivered accurate and swift. 
She leaped through the air and dropkicked the wolf, landing atop of it. 
Between her thighs, it writhed and bared its teeth. 
Calla grabbed either side of its skull and snapped its neck before yanking the dagger from her holster. A slice across the wolf’s throat separated its head from its body. 
A cool sensation blanketed her insides as adrenaline pumped through her veins—exhilarating. 
God, what a rush.


CHAPTER 10
Gavin and Calix roamed the entire block. 
Nothing. 
Every dilapidated house stood empty, not a trace to suggest that wolves even passed by. The pack they’d stalked had disappeared—odd, since lycans moved through predominantly empty neighborhoods like a cluster of tornados tearing shit up. 
At the very least, Gavin should have picked up on the scent. Hell, he’d seen six burst into form as they fled the alley back at Moonshines. 
Like they’d been picked off along the way, though, not a single wolf prowled the block. 
“I thought, for sure, we’d find something.” Gavin shook his head, emerging from a small, ransacked bedroom, and placed his hands on his hips. “The hell are they after here?”
“You were wrong. It happens.” Calix sneered as he came out of one of the empty bedrooms. For a shithole neighborhood, the house appeared relatively well kempt—the only one on the block that still had furniture.
“Something doesn’t feel right about this, though.”
Gavin led the way down the stairs into the kitchen. He paced for a moment but paused, moved to the side and paused again. He bounced slightly in place. 
“What’s wrong?” Calix asked.
“Look for a basement entrance.”
After scouring the kitchen and living room for an entrance, the two wandered outside, and found the cellar door sloped up out of a mound of the recently fallen snow. 
 Calix strode up from behind and Gavin gave him the signal to be quiet as he listened for sounds from within. 
Nothing.
With a single jab of his fist, Gavin busted the lock, sending bits of metal flying upward. A long creak stamped out the silence as Gavin pulled back the door to reveal only darkness. Flashlight in hand, he stepped down inside the ice-cold cellar. 
The scent of blood hit Gavin’s nose on descent. 
Pungent, metallic, with a hint of lycan, it damn near choked him as it traveled to the back of his throat. 
Forced to duck his nearly seven-foot frame beneath the low ceiling, Gavin ventured deeper into the cellar. 
Something had been left down there—abandoned and cold, he could almost sense it shivering in the darkness. 
Whimpers rose above the quiet. 
Gavin turned. 
Calix gave a nod to the side. 
Gavin fell into step behind his brother. Their flashlights roved the cement walls and the floors of the cellars, flecks of red telling Gavin what they’d find likely wouldn’t be good.
Please don’t be a half-eaten kid. Fuck. 
A moment of hesitation and Gavin lurched forward. He took the lead but swung around and flashed the light on Calix, who threw his arms up to his face, shielding the brightness. “You pull any of that hallucination shit that you did the last time, and I’ll knock you flat on your ass, clear?”
Calix chuckled. 
Whimpering became louder than before.
The two rounded a protruding wall of wooden shelves, and Gavin cringed. “What the …?”
A young boy, perhaps fifteen years old, lay naked and chained to the wall. Judging by the welts and weeping wounds, he’d been recently beaten. Christ, maybe more than that, even, had been done. 
Gavin reached out to move the straggled hair from his face, but the boy jerked back against the wall and buried his face in his chained arm. 
“Calix, talk to him,” Gavin commanded, keeping his eyes on the kid; the chains rattled against the cement as he trembled. “These don’t look like lycan injuries. Looks calculated. Like a blade.”
His brother, half-incubus, born not only with unearthly beauty, but the gift of putting others at ease, knelt beside the boy. Calix removed his black hoodie and covered the boy’s bloodied body with it. “It’s all right. We’re here to help you.” Calix’s deep voice carried like a song. 
Gavin stood and went to work on the chains. He tugged at them, dislodging a long link embedded inside the walls. 
The boy’s arm fell away from his eyes. Silver. 
“Oh, fuck, Gavin. He’s … lycan?”
A growl rumbled in the boy’s throat. 
Gavin broke the last of the chains and both men backed away as the boy rose to his feet, still in human form.
“Hey,” Calix spoke calm, “it’s okay. We’re not going to hurt you.” 
The boy’s stare shifted between Gavin and Calix, focused, as if he either didn’t speak English or didn’t believe a word they said. 
“Who are you?” Gavin took a cautious step forward. 
The boy stiffened tight against the wall, still clutching Calix’s hoodie against his chest. 
“You may not believe me, but you’re safe now.” Hand outstretched, Gavin took another step toward the boy.
A hiss reverberated off the walls and the boy bared his fangs. His skin, though bloodied, carried the glisten of flawlessness.
“Kid lycan. How the hell does this happen?” Calix crossed his arms over his chest.
“No idea.” Gavin lowered his proffered hand. “Never stumbled upon one before.”
The boy jumped toward them, the clang of his shackles beating against the wall. Neither brother moved. Instead, they held both palms up and stepped closer. 
“Were you bitten recently?” Gavin reached out for his arm and the kid swiped at him, his claws elongating. Like a rat cornered, his eyes held a threatening stare. 
“This shit’s getting old. C’mon, Gavin.” Calix leaned toward his brother and whispered in Demonic, “Grab him.”
A burn streaked across Gavin’s back, chasing the sound of this shirt tearing. He swung around and came face to face with an adult lycan. As he snapped out a hand and grabbed hold of the adult’s neck, the beast snapped its jaws and thrashed a claw across Gavin’s face.
Gavin slammed the wolf to the cement floor and pulled his dagger from his holster. A spray of sparks lit the darkness as his blade hit cement in Gavin’s drag of it through the beast’s neck. 
Before Gavin could stand, two more beasts lurched toward him, their bodies beating against one another in a fervor to get to him. He slashed the dagger across their chests in one fluid move then kicked one’s haunches from beneath him and held the bastard facedown with his boot. With a gun to the gullet of the other, Gavin shot twice. 
As the beast’s tarry blood spewed onto his shirt, Gavin clutched the nape of the other and, with a twist of his wrist, cracked the spine away from its body, before throwing himself toward the two wolves keeping Calix occupied in the corner.
Stalking from behind, Gavin threw his arm around one of the lycan’s mid-section and hurled it against the concrete wall. 
Dust and cement crumbled as it hit the bricks and scrambled back to its feet. 
Gavin dodged a claw and grabbed hold of the beast’s arm. A sharp tug ripped the limb away from its body. “Oops,” he said, tossing it aside. 
The lycan barreled into him, knocking him back a step. Its teeth found Gavin’s stomach, but hardly penetrated the demon’s thick skin. 
Gavin wrapped his arms around the wolf’s back, lifted it off the ground, and smashed it to the floor. Lodging his boot in the lycan’s back, he bent forward, pulled his second Glock from his chest harness, and shot the head clean off its body.
Calix pushed to his feet from the finished-off lycan he straddled and examined the blood on his jeans. “Goddamn. Their blood gets all over everything.” He turned to Gavin. “At least we found the wolves.”
Gavin glanced around the dark cellar. “Where’s the kid?”
* * *
“Well, well, look at you, slayer.” Zeke strode up to Calla, his arms crossed over black blood spattering on his chest. “Not bad for your first hunt.”
“This isn’t my first hunt.” Calla lifted the body of the wolf and piled it where Zeke had tossed the other one behind a bush. 
Out of sight. 
“No?”
“Granted, I didn’t get to do it much. The houses were pretty much cleared out by the time we arrived. Sometimes there were stragglers, though.” Calla thought back to those homes, the families torn apart and eaten alive by the wolves. “I enjoyed killing them.” 
Zeke shook his head. “I love watching you Alexi girls fight. Damn, you’re some tough chicks.” He lit a zippo and tossed it onto the pile of fur then shot her a wink. “And nothing turns me on more than a tough chick.”
Back to man-whore mode.
Calla grinned and stood mesmerized by the flicker that burst into flames. “Do you burn them on every hunt?”
“No. Sometimes we don’t get a ch—” A black object knocked Zeke flying out of view. 
Calla’s head snapped up. “Zeke?”
“Ah, fuck.” His hoarse voice told her he’d been hit hard. Maybe had the wind knocked out of him, which only left her wondering, by what?
Keeping her eyes on the surroundings, she backed up to where he lay tangled in the bushes against the building. “You okay? What was that?” She chanced a glance down at him. 
An open wound on his chest seeped bright red. A sliver of white chased after, zipping the wound closed and leaving a half-fissured scar that began to fade to the color of Zeke’s flesh. Beside Zeke lay a crazy dual-edged ax, like something out of the medieval era. Intricate carvings adorned the outside of it, dotted with Zeke’s blood. 
“Calla, go. Now. Get the fuck out of here.” The sudden urgency in his voice sent tingles up her spine. He rubbed a hand across the fresh skin, grabbed hold of the ax beside him, and shoved to his feet. “Move!”
“What is it?”
Zeke swung the ax, knocking another identical ax out of the way with a metallic clang that rang through the air.
“Oh, shit!” Calla ducked and spun to see a massive figure stalking toward them, about ten feet tall and moving with purpose. 
Covered in black carapace, with a horned helmet like some kind of evil Viking, its eyes glowed red against the dark sky. 
Stifling a shiver, she tugged on Zeke’s arm. “Let’s go!” 
“No. It’s a bounty hunter, Calla. From our realm. Paybacks for Logan and Calix kicking Ryke’s ass. Cocksucker sicced one on them. He’s probably after Calix.” Zeke shook his head, attention still fixed on the figure moving toward them. “How the fuck you make the mistake of mixing up the two of us, I don’t know.”
“How did it find us?”
“We were baited. Now get the hell out of here.” His grim voice let her know he meant business. 
Urgency wrenched her gut, begged her to leave him and run. “Come with me.”
“If I can fight him off,”—Zeke took deep breaths and crouched into a fighting stance—“Calix might be spared.”
“Can you fight this thing off?”
“I don’t know.” The upturn of his eyebrows gave her the answer she feared. Probably not. He gave her a forceful shove that knocked her forward a few steps. 
She took it as her cue to run. 
A blow to her ankles swiped her feet right out from under her. 
She fell hard on her back, the wind knocked from her lungs. Pain exploded behind her eyes. Against the hard contraction in her chest, she opened her mouth for a drag of air. 
The world spun for a moment, brought into focus only by the sounds of grunts reaching her ears. Her head lolled to the left and the sight that met her eyes turned her stomach. 
Zeke engaged in hand-to-hand combat with the hulking monster spurred panic, as she lay unable to move a muscle. Punches to its body did nothing but force a howl out of Zeke. Whatever covered it must’ve been like an armored suit. 
A swing of the ax and the beast gave only a quiet grunt. Zeke dropped the weapon and charged into the hunter’s mid-section, slamming it to the ground—a small success for the demon, who, as colossal as he stood beside his brothers, was shadowed by the bounty hunter.
As the beast lurched forward, Zeke dodged a thrown punch, lifted the ax beside him, and hammered it against the hunter’s chest. Chunks of body armor chipped away with each swing. 
Calla glanced down at herself. 
Her feet had been bound by what appeared to be heavy, iron bolas. She tried to twist one free but gasped at a sharp shooting pain. “Ah, dammit!” Tears formed in her eyes. A splintering sensation crawled up her ankle like the bone had split in two, and gritting her teeth against it, she sat up. Magnets held the balls of the bolas together. With a reach that sent sharp pain bulleting through her bound legs, she attempted to pry them apart. 
They didn’t budge. 
No.
Nausea gurgled in her stomach, as the sound of grunts and howls grew louder, but she dared a glance upward. 
The bounty hunter had Zeke pinned against the building by his neck. 
Oh, God. Oh, God.
Anything that could whoop Zeke’s ass could surely break her in half like a toothpick. 
She tugged at her binds—until pain burst in the back of her head and rattled the bones of her face.
In the next breath, everything had gone black.


CHAPTER 11
A burning sensation slid along Calla’s back, her neck, and into her skull. As the bouncing of her head tore her from unconsciousness, fire seared into her flesh, tearing away at her skin, as if a set of claws ripped meat from her spine. 
She opened her eyes to the night sky but struggled to focus on anything more than shapes flashing past her periphery. 
The sky gave way to metallic beams, the moon peeking through small gaps, before her legs dropped to the ground, the force sending sharp pain to her skull. Wincing, she allowed her head to fall to the side. 
Zeke lay beside her. 
His eyes were closed; blood trickled out of one, down his temple and across his cheek to his lip. Purple bruises had punched through his skin, his face, leaving him almost unrecognizable. Matted, red-soaked strands of his blond hair lay plastered to his forehead. 
Physically, Zeke was the biggest, most intimidating of them all. Yet, Calla’d never seen him look so vulnerable during the short time she’d spent with the demons. 
A distant-sounding crunch tensed Calla’s muscles but they failed to move at her command. The lack of weight to her wrist warned of the lack of wrist-bow there, winding her nerves even tighter.
“Zeke.” Her voice summoned no more than a soft whisper. 
He didn’t move. 
Dead?
With a second sweep, she prayed for even the smallest fraction of recognition of their location. Just another abandoned building, judging from the inside.
Air rushed from her lungs with a sharp hoist of her body that shifted her perception until blood began a slow pool above her across the concrete she’d lay on, and sparse and patchy moonlight shone from somewhere below. The swing of his body in the corner of her eye told her Zeke’s body dangled and swayed alongside her own. 
What’s happening?
A dark shadow crept along her periphery, and realization slowly filtered a wave of terror into her mind. That beast. The one that’d attacked.
Though pain thundered inside her skull, skewing her focus, she made a slow scan of her surroundings, teeth gritted against the ever-growing pressure at her crown.
Breathing out a sigh at no sign of the hunter, she strained her muscles to look up at herself. Her arms had been bound to her sides, her boots still shackled in the bolas, and a chain led from those and had been strung over a long rafter. 
Tentacles of fear prickled her skin. She squirmed against her binds. Blood pooling in her head felt as if she’d self-implode. 
A thwack at her back forced out every bit of breath inside of her and she stilled.
The beast came into view. 
 Calla gasped and arched away from its face. 
Black orbs, sunken deep inside its sockets, stared back without the slightest hint of emotion. Killer’s eyes. They reminded her of a spider or shark. 
The rest of its face remained hidden behind a shiny black coating, like a shell. The helmet on its head seemed to be attached to the shell, prongs—horns—protruding on top giving the beast a Viking appearance. 
It tipped its head and reached out a deformed, claw-like hand, with tree-limb fingers contorted into odd positions. A hooked finger dragged across her cheek and her breath hitched, her muscles quaking. The tip of the nail gouged the corner of her eye, and warmth trickled down her forehead. From a small orifice that seemed to be some kind of mouth, a long slithery, red tongue curled out and touched her skin. 
“Ah!” she cried out but fast clamped her lips. 
As the tongue slid back inside its mouth, its hands gripped her crown and, with a quick jerk, turned her to the side. 
She breathed heavily. Oh, God. He’s going to snap my neck. 
A chuff blew a tickle of hair across her ear and she flinched. The beast seemed to be assessing her, as it sniffed from behind and gave a harsh rub of its spindly fingers across her crown.
For what?
She whimpered at the chasing burn of its probing across the back of her head.
With a thrust of its hand, it released her, and leaving her to swing, it walked off—until it finally disappeared from view. 
Calla held back her breaths as she listened for footsteps, anything that might tell her of the hunter’s return.
Nothing.
 Wriggling, she turned her head toward Zeke. “Zeke,” she rasped. “Zeke, wake up!” She flexed her muscles against the bindings, wriggling just enough to get her body swinging again. Back and forth she glided through the air, until she struck Zeke’s side. “Zeke!” 
Still, the demon didn’t move.
“Wake up! Zeke! Please!” Her voice slowly came back, getting louder. “Zeke!” Her body slowed until she finally stopped swinging. 
He spasmed and jerked, drew in a gasp of air, and his eyes flipped open. 
Thank goodness. Even if this thing killed them both, at least she wouldn’t feel as alone and vulnerable as she did a moment ago. “Zeke, are you all right?”
“Do I look all right to you?” He turned to face her. “Where is it?”
“It left about a minute ago. I’m so scared right now.”
Zeke arms had also been bound at his side. “You’re going to be all right, Calla. Just stay calm, okay?” He glanced up at himself. “Do you see the dagger at my hip?”
Strapped inside its holster, the blade’s hilt glinted at her. “Yes.” 
“Can you move your hands?” he asked, his calm voice a lifeline to her panic, as if whatever plan he had in his head was fail-proof. 
“Yes,” she said again.
“I’m going to swing toward you.”
“Zeke …” The pressure in her head almost gave a nasally tone to her voice. “What if I drop it?”
“Don’t.”
Goddamn, if he was relying on her to save their lives they might as well wait for the bounty hunter to do the honors. She’d seen movies where victims pulled the same move off flawlessly—ridiculous scenarios that even the moviegoers were reluctant to believe. 
And there Calla hung, living it, as she stretched her fingers out and curled them tight, as ready as she could. 
Zeke shifted his body, just as she had before. Each time he got closer, her eyes fixed on the dagger at his hip, her heart pounded faster. Her fingers stretched out as the hilt of the dagger taunted. 
Closer. 
Impatience settled over her. 
Closer. 
Zeke’s breath brushed her neck as he got nearer and nearer with each swing.
“Zeke.”— Her voice broke with the pressure of wanting to cry. “I can’t get a good handle on it.”
He stopped swinging, though his body still swayed back and forth. “Calla, I’m going to try something. Please don’t hate me for this.” 
How could she possibly hate him? Zeke remained the one and only reason she hadn’t broken into hysterics. 
He jerked as before, swinging fast. Closer and closer until … pain pierced her shoulder. 
Calla bit back the urge to scream. 
Fangs lodged into her flesh, Zeke tugged to inch closer. The burn of tearing skin slid along her shoulder, her leather jacket the only buffer from him taking a chunk out of her arm. 
As he bit down harder still, her trembling hand reached, straining against the binds until a cramp formed in her fingertips. She wanted to cry out. Instead, she gripped hold of the dagger, fighting the stiffness that begged her to drop it, with her fingers so stretched, they hardly curled at her command. 
Zeke’s fangs dislodged and he fell away from her. “Sorry, babe. I know that hurt like fuck.” He finally stopped swinging beside her. “That’s not earthly steel. Be careful. It will cut through just about anything like butter.” 
Her quivering hands had begun to numb as she carefully turned the dagger in her fingers until the blade faced down. Guiding its sharp edge along the rope, she set to work on the steel binding her arms at her side. 
A scorching sensation zipped along her scar as the blade sliced into her wrist damn near to the bone.
The chain snapped, the pressure causing her to drop the dagger. “Oh, shit! Shit!”
Zeke exhaled a sharp breath and hissed. 
Her arms had been set free, though. She clenched her stomach muscles and, with a shaky body, forced herself to reach for the bolas. With every ounce of strength being an Alexi afforded her, she shook while tugging to separate the metal spheres. “I can’t get them apart!” 
“And you won’t. But I can. Reach for me, Calla.”
She leaned back, hanging upside down once more, and did as Zeke instructed, swinging until she gripped tight to the chain wrapped around his body. Her fingers slid beneath the links and she pulled as hard as she could, blanking the bite of the chain against her palm. 
Zeke twisted, bending his arm until it broke free. “Hang on to me, okay?” 
A ghostly sensation crawled across her skin, leaving goose bumps in its wake, and she tilted her head back. 
Across an acre of abandoned ruins, the hunter stood inside a doorway.
“Zeke,” she whispered. “He’s back.”
* * *
“You didn’t see anything tonight?” Gavin asked, standing outside the Bentley as Kane and Ayden approached. 
Back in his human form and dressed in fresh clothes, Kane shook his head. “Nothing.”
Gavin rubbed his hands through his hair. “We came across an interesting find tonight.” He scratched the back of his head. “Juvenile.”
“Wolf?” Ayden frowned. “Are you sure?”
“Yeah. Human form. Silver eyes. Pretty sure.”
“Where?”
“We were attacked. The kid got away.”
“I thought they ate the kids they turned.” 
Kane flinched beside her. 
“Wonder how he managed to get away.” She shook her head and froze, her eyes scanning. “Where’s Zeke and Calla?”
“You guys didn’t come across the two of them?”
“No. They went across the field last we saw them.”
Calix placed his hands on his hips. “You don’t … think Zeke tried to get a piece of ass, do you?” He swiped at his nose. “I mean, you know, a virgin for Zeke is like finding a golden ticket in your Wonka bar. Any visions of Calla having sex lately?” He snickered.
Gavin shot him a glare. “No. I haven’t.” He pulled his cell phone from his pocket and dialed Zeke’s number. No answer. 
“We need to spread out and find them.” Ayden sniffed. “I doubt she’d let Zeke touch her.” As all eyes focused on Ayden, she shrugged. “I think she kinda has a thing for Logan.”
“What?” Calix frowned. “Girl’s got some serious daddy issues to pine for that fucker.”
“I got a signal on Zeke’s cell phone number,” Gavin said, opening the driver’s door of the Bentley. “Let’s go.”
* * *
Logan paced his room. 
He had a bad feeling. Real bad. All these different sensations he’d experienced in the last two hours could only mean that something had gone down on the hunt. 
He sat on the edge of the bed, clutching his skull. 
Can’t take this shit. 
Insanity would consume him if he stayed in the house much longer. Ben had been programmed not to let him out. If he so much as tried, he’d have the dogs, the ghouls, and every other supe within a twenty-mile radius after his ass.
“Fuck it. I’m out of here.” He rose from the bed, strode across the room to his bedroom door, and flung it open. 
Ben stood on the other side, arms crossed over his chest. “I wouldn’t, Master.”
Logan’s eye twitched. “Tell me something, Ben. How the hell can you call me Master while standing in my way? Ain’t that kind of an oxymoron?” 
He slammed the door in the troll’s face and spun away. 
Spotting the cat perched on the windowsill again, Logan charged it, prepared to throw the bastard across the room—until it leaped off, ran right through his legs and slipped under the bed. 
Logan dropped to his knees, swiping for its tail. 
No joy. 
To be sure, he patted around the floor under the bed, but his fingers brushed only the leather box he stored there.
“Where the hell …?”
* * *
As she watched Zeke work quickly with one hand, Calla’s pulse raced, heart thrumming in her chest. Had she breathed any harder, she’d have probably passed out.
The hunter tromped toward them, the chains and weapons at his hips beating a warning of his proximity. 
Tightness at her ankles suddenly loosened and the bolas fell like cannonballs at the same time that the gravelly bed of the building slammed into Calla’s wounds on her back.
Free.
She nabbed the dagger up off the ground to cut Zeke’s bindings.
“No!” he ordered. “Calla, listen to me. You don’t have time. Tell my brothers … tell them I love them, okay?” He talked so fast, Calla had to strain to catch the words. “All of them. Tell Zayne I’m sorry. He’ll know what you mean.”
“No.” She shook her head and reached for his binds. “I’m not leaving you.” Adrenaline flooded her veins, preparing her to fight off the hunter if she had to. “I’m not. Leaving you.” She popped the chains free, loosening Zeke’s arms. 
“Go! He must think I’m Calix. This will end tonight.” He reached inside his pocket and shoved something inside of hers. “Don’t stop until you find the others.”
“I’ll fight him while you get yourself free! Do it! Now!”
“Calla, please. Gods, just go! A human can’t fight him off!”
Her chest seized; her breath caught. What to do? Each second brought the hunter one step closer.
“I’ll tell them where to find you. We’ll come back for you.” Calla wanted to free him, would’ve stayed by him, but if Zeke was right, they’d both die. He stood a much better chance of surviving if she left to get help.
With the hunter only a few yards away from both of them, she hobbled through the building in the opposite direction, ignoring the ache in her ankle as she scaled beams and rotted wood. 
A growl climbed her spine and turned her muscles to mush. The thing sounded pissed. Real pissed. 
A daring glance back revealed Zeke reaching for it, grabbing the hunter by its neck. With the hunter’s approach stalled, she hustled to climb through the debris. 
Stumbling, she fell outside into the snow and scrambled to her feet before running through the field with no idea where she was headed. 
Somewhere in the thick of Detroit.
She kept limping along. 
Maybe the old prison? 
A roar hit the night sky and echoed in her ear. Zeke’s. 
No, no, no.
It took all of her inner strength to keep moving forward instead of tearing back in there, and the world spun around her as she trudged through snow and tall reeds of grass. 
She must’ve walked two miles along the old train tracks, every emotion beating through her in the silence—fear, panic, sadness, anger, hopelessness–when headlights approached. She jogged forward to flag the car down but it pulled off the road in front of her. With relief weakening her knees, she ran straight for the Land Rover, as Ayden and Kane hopped out and Gavin’s Bentley pulled up behind. 
“Go!” Calla screamed, running straight toward them. “We have to go back for Zeke!” She shoved against Ayden, urging her back into the vehicle as the Bentley doors opened and slammed closed.
“Where? Where is he, Calla?”
Damn near tackling Ayden, Calla pushed at her to get back inside the vehicle. “The old prison, I think. C’mon, we don’t have time!”
“Calla, you’re covered in blood,” Gavin said, reaching her. “Ayden, you and Kane take her home in the Bentley.”
“No!” Calla snapped. “You’re going to need all the help you can get. A bounty hunter has him.” 
When Gavin’s eyebrows winged up, a sadness consuming the calm confidence from just a moment ago, Calla’s heart sank even farther.
“No, no, no. Oh, fuck no.” Calix walked away. “This is all my fault. He was after Logan and me. Oh, Jesus.”
“Let’s go.” Gavin’s voice remained level and commanding in spite of his expression. “Kane? You cool?”
Kane nodded. 
“Good. Calla’s right. We’ll need all the help we can get. These sons uh bitches never go down easy.”
* * *
Sat in the passenger seat beside Ayden, Calla tucked her head into her knees. “How did you find me?” Her muffled voice beat against her skull.
“Gavin traced Zeke’s cell phone.”
Calla lifted her head. “What?” A brief memory of Zeke stuffing something in her pocket came to mind. She’d been so distraught that she’d completely forgotten about it. Zeke’s small black cell phone lay in her palm when she pulled her hand from her pocket. “Oh, no,” she whispered, clutching her hair with her other hand. 
“What is it, Calla? What’s wrong?”
“He planned to let the bounty hunter take him. In exchange for Calix. He … asked me to tell his brothers that he loved them. And to tell Zayne he was sorry.”
Ayden’s head jerked back to the road, her mouth tightened, brows furrowed. 
“I should’ve stayed to help him. He stalled the hunter so I could escape. Oh, God, what if he …?”
“It’s okay, Calla. They’ll bring him back.” 
Calla reached for her head; a dry crust and the jagged edges of a healing wound on her scalp passed beneath her fingertips. “We’ve been trained for so long not to fear anything. Ayden, I was really scared. I saw that thing throw Zeke around like he was nothing.” She sat up a little in her seat, and the city zipped by in a blur as she shook her head. “I felt so weak.”
“You’re not weak, Calla.” The bite in Ayden’s voice carried the firmness of an Alexi soldier. “Gavin summoned one of those things last week when a Saevious demon had gotten into Sanctuary. I couldn’t believe the size of it. The way it moved. Creepiest shit I’d ever seen.”
“I can’t imagine you being creeped out by anything.”
“I have a keen sense to know when I’m outmuscled.”
Calla stared through the window for a moment as a stretch of boarded-up, seedy-looking buildings whizzed by. “Know what’s weird?” she asked, twisting back to Ayden. “It had the chance to kill me. It looked me right in the eye as I was hanging. And it didn’t. It looked me over and left.”
“It left you?”
“I don’t know why. Came back, though, when Zeke set me free. God, I hope Zeke’s okay.” Calla went back to clutching her skull. “All this time, I thought of him as kind of an asshole, and really, he’s one of the good guys.”
“Zeke likes to talk shit. Always has your back, though.”
Ayden’s words spurred tears that Calla blinked away. “Yeah.”
They finally reached the mansion, and once Ayden had parked the Bentley in the circle drive, Calla twisted to step out of the passenger door.
“Calla … your back,” Ayden said from the driver’s seat. 
Calla hadn’t even thought about what her back looked like, but knowing she’d been dragged across rebar, wooden planks, and everything else that littered the building, she could only imagine it to be a mutilated mess. “I’m fine,” she said over her shoulder. “It all heals, right?” 
She made her way up the stairs with Ayden following behind, met at the door by Ben, as usual, his eyes quizzical. 
“They’ll be back soon, Ben.” Ayden patted him on the shoulder, perhaps sensing that the troll seemed on edge. 
Anna came around the corner drying her hands on her apron, but halted, eyes wide. “Oh, heavens, Calla, you look a mess!” She quickly shuffled over and hooked an arm in Calla’s, guiding her toward the staircase. “I’ll draw you a bath and fetch you some clothes.” 
Logan stood at the top of the staircase, his presence stopping Calla before she’d even taken the first step. Unlike Ben’s simple curiosity, Logan’s eyes held a more demanding expression. “Where is everyone?”
“Logan …” Ayden’s voice carried a calmness, like she’d been thrown into a cave with a lion and hoped not to set him off. “Zeke and Calla were attacked. By a bounty hunter.” Ayden cast her eyes downward, perhaps knowing what was coming.
“I knew it! I fucking knew it!” He paced the upper hall. “So, where are they? Did they take him down?”
Ayden took a deep breath and lifted her gaze in his direction once again. “It has Zeke. It took Calla, too, but she got away. The others are looking for him now.”
The gritted-teeth you’re fucking dead glare he aimed at Calla had her stomach muscles tightening, before Logan cradled his face and shook his head. “No. No, no no. I should’ve never listened to him. I should’ve fucking left.” He tromped down the stairs. “I’m leaving now.”
As he stopped in front of Calla, dryness crept into her throat and blood hammered in her veins. Had his piercing stare been loaded with bullets, she’d have been a dead woman. 
“You.” A million accusations screamed out from his expression, his jutted jaw, the glower in his eyes. “I should’ve been there tonight. Not you. Zeke and I could have taken him down.”
Cold spikes of rage shot through her insides, twitching her already shaky muscles, and a flash of gold flickered through her eyes. “Zeke told me to leave. I would’ve stayed by him.”
“I’d have told your ass to leave, too.” His brown eyes made a head-to-toe sweep of her. “Probably annoyed the shit out of him. Picked the lesser torture.”
“Logan!” Ayden barked. “Give her a break. This isn’t her fault.”
Calla’s chest tightened, her brain sending distress signals to react. So badly, she wanted to clock his jaw, but all she’d get out of that, aside from one really pissed-off demon, was a mangled hand. 
“No, you’re right. It’s yours, Ayden.” He marched to stand in front of her. “You should’ve fucking left her to the wolves that night at the party.”
“Master, please!” Anna’s grip tightened on Calla’s hand, but Calla broke free as a lack of air struck her dizzy like her windpipe had been severed. 
Knowing that listening to anymore would have her doing something she’d surely regret, she wrenched herself from Anna’s grasp and stomped up the stairs. 
* * *
As Blondie’s hair whipped behind the bloody mess of her back on her climb of the stairs, Logan couldn’t deny the satisfaction of knowing he’d probably hurt her.
“You’re an asshole, you know that?” Ayden placed her hand on her hip. “You know damn well she couldn’t have taken on that bounty hunter. Neither could you.”
“You don’t fucking know me very well, Ayden. I suggest you shut up while you’re ahead.”
“Quit the shit, Logan. For real. Why do you have to be such a dick to women?” She shook her head. “All she’s done is tiptoe around you! And let’s not forget, it was you who ruffled Ryke’s wings enough for him to sic the hunter.”
Logan growled and lurched forward. “Where is he?”
“I’m not telling you. You died last night, in case you’ve forgotten already. I don’t think your brothers want to live through that again.”
“They’re going to live through it again.” Logan pointed toward the door. “You think that hunter is going to let Zeke just walk away?”
“They’ll find him.”
“They won’t find him. Bounty hunters of the other realm aren’t flashy, fucking, longhaired blonds, named after mutts and looking to get famous. Finding a fugitive for them is like finding a new toy. They hide them away and torture them for the goddamn thrill of it.”
“Sounds like you.”
“Which is why I need to go find him.” Logan pushed past Ayden and headed toward the door that Ben stood guarding again. “Move. Or I’ll further deform that face of yours, Ben.”
“Master Gavin—”
“I don’t give a fuck what Master Gavin said! Move, Ben!” He gave the troll a forceful shove that only kicked him back a step. 
Ben gained his stance, straightened his bowtie and cleared his throat. “I’d really hoped I wouldn’t have to do this, Sir. But you leave me no choice.” A darker, more menacing expression claimed his face, like he’d been possessed by the league of badass trolls, and his eyes rolled back to nothing more than white orbs. 
Foreign words drifted into Logan’s mind, rendering him weakened and slack-jawed. His heavy body teetered on muscles that shook with warmth. A drunkard bastard probably had more balance than he did at that moment. “What … did … Ben … why …” 
The foyer did a tilt-a-whirl on him.
Fuck!


CHAPTER 12
Blackness had seeped into Zeke’s mind like a plague. 
His legs—numb. 
His arms—numb. 
Only the sound of harsh gurgles and a dull ache in his chest let him know he still breathed–though even that had begun to wane. 
The last vision he’d had felt like hours ago, as he’d still hung from the rafters, arms bound once more to his sides, watching the hunter drag a gut hook across his stomach. 
Everything fuzzed out after that, like a TV on the fritz. 
Whatever had been done to him since didn’t register as pain, though. Zeke was pretty damn sure if the blackness lifted, the bone-penetrating agony would leave him pretty frickin’ close to skipping through the fields of absolute death.
Bounty hunters had gifts. 
The kind of gifts that would make serial killers follow them around like wide-eyed rats through the streets. 
Gifts that could leave a bastard one breath away from death’s mercy, only to thrust him back into the hell of his reality. 
Momentary numbness simply meant that Zeke had been blessed with a piss break of relief, before the nightmares would settle into his brain once more.
Something solid smacked against Zeke’s nose, and pressure to his stomach stole the last bit of breath from his battered lungs. 
As his body bounced, the crinkle of plastic rattled in his ears. 
He listened past it. 
Gavin’s voice called out to him—deep, commanding, smothered in the I’m-motherfuckin-ready-to-crush-skulls anger that Zeke had only heard on rare occasions. 
Dreaming? Probably. Yet, Zeke still opened his mouth to answer.
Not a single word came out.
* * *
Draven muttered a curse as he led the group through the backs of buildings and across yards, like shadows through the night along Jefferson Avenue, to the chorus of barking dogs. 
They’d picked up a few more soldiers along the way. At least a dozen Alexi scrounged up from camps across the city—though not as many as Draven had hoped.
None he’d come across possessed the Lywa antibody or Wade’s journal. 
Who the hell would’ve taken it?
Only a power-hungry Alexi came to mind, as he trudged toward the old Boblo Dock, where Deuce said one of them had fled, spewing nonsense. He’d quite possibly been tripping out on something that would’ve likely been purchased with Lywa, considering the Alexi had no money.
The ladder to power on the streets could be scaled by two means: weapons and drugs. A smart soldier would’ve secured one of them on the first night. Ryke would provide both for Draven.
Each Alexi cleared the fence and came to a halt beside Draven, as his gaze trailed upward to the ten stories high building that stood creepy against the night sky. Glass had been busted out of windows; a spattering of graffiti patterned the walls. 
None of that bothered Draven so much as the quiet.
Only the clang of metal reached his ears as pulses of waves beat against the dock. The river had been beautiful once, along with the old dock. Like every other abandoned Detroit building it stood dormant, breathing phantoms of life long forgotten.
Probably cold as a motherfucker, too.
 A rough opening in a sheet particleboard served as a portal into the building for each Alexi to slip inside. The soldiers tiptoed through the building on alert, as they’d been trained, those with weapons braced for drawing. Draven led them through the wreckage, his eyes scanning the blackness as he stepped over shadowed rebar and concrete. 
“You sure it was here?” he murmured over his shoulder.
“Yeah. Zack said they camped out here.” Deuce’s boots scraped the ground as he traipsed behind.
“Pick up your feet, man, you’re like a fucking dinner bell on my tail.” Draven’s irritation carried thick in his words.
A clatter up ahead seized his steps, and the others halted behind him. Daring a breath, Draven signaled the others to wait and steadied his gun with both hands.
A white, ghostly glow flashed in the distance, and streaks of white zipped past Draven.
 Grunts echoed from behind.
Draven spun around.
Screams hit the air and bounced off the ruined walls. 
Jaw clenched tight, Draven watched with muscles too stiff to move, as a pale, naked body tore away at the throat of an Alexi and took long sucks. Skinny red channels appeared and disappeared with each pull from the soldier’s vein.
Breaking from his stupor, Draven aimed the gun and shot the creature in the head. An explosion of red sprayed upward and bits of its skull landed with a thud.
The downed soldier’s body shook and convulsed on the ground, his throat open and exposed, mangled and meaty, spouting blood as he choked. 
Draven curled his lip, took a breath, and shot another bullet. 
Through heaving breaths, Deuce stared at the body. “What the fuck was that?”
“I don’t know. But I think we just found out what happened to the other Alexi. Did anyone happen to arm themselves after leaving the compound?”
“No, aside from a couple Glocks. We didn’t know what Ayden or those demons had planned for us. Everyone scattered.” There was a shaky quality to Deuce’s voice that grated on Draven. 
Weak. “You’ve seen worse. Soldier up.” 
Deuce’s gaze trailed back to Draven. He swallowed a gulp, cocked his gun and gave a sharp nod. “You’re right. Let’s find our brothers.”
Draven’s intentions didn’t exactly include getting all sentimental over the Alexi, but he nodded anyway.
A blast of icy wind blew past the group and the scratch of leather told Draven every one of them flinched. 
Draven tightened his lips. “Bullets kill them. Relax.”
A stench blasted in on the same breeze, crinkling Draven’s nose, warning his brain—the distinct smell of human blood and spilled organs. He’d become accustomed to it, yet it still tugged on Draven’s hairs as the group rounded the corner, into a compartmentalized section of the building where the wind died away to stagnant air. 
In front of them, six naked paleskins lay across bodies, mostly unmoving, but two or three still convulsing. 
Draven halted ahead of the other Alexi. 
 None of them spoke.
The pearl-white bodies he studied didn’t host a single shred of hair, including their heads, making it difficult to discern gender. 
Their forms seemed humanlike.
Nothing about them indicated an ounce of humanity, though. 
Bodies, at least a dozen, had been spread out in the small space, ashened from blood loss, with contortions to their expressions that silently spoke of terror. 
As the bastards fed, Draven raised his gun and shot at one. The bullet sank into that translucent skin without bursting. Two more bullets met the same fate as the first, absorbed into the flesh. 
Its jerking movements ceased, and Draven found himself staring into the eyes of hell—lifeless black pupils, swimming in a sea of blood red.
A grin spread across the creature’s face.
Oh, shit. Why didn’t it explode like the first one?
As if the Alexi behind him had sensed his sudden trepidation, they shifted.
Three of the six paleskins lifted their faces from the gaping wounds they fed off, and their eyes lit, as if they’d just hit the jackpot.
Draven took a step back and whispered over his shoulder, “Run.”
* * *
The burn of wounds sealing themselves across her back kept Calla on her side on the bed, from where she stared at the sculpture of Diana, reeling from her own weaknesses. 
Ayden had given a nightshirt and a pair of Gavin’s boxers to wear—a means to feel more comfortable. She couldn’t rest as Ayden suggested, though. 
Not only did her mind play a relentless loop of the evening’s events, Logan’s sharp words continued to needle her gut. How could she have done things differently? She’d already contemplated about a million different scenarios. 
Willing herself to sleep, she closed off the thoughts driving her crazy, but instead black eyes moved in and penetrated her mind. 
The killer’s eyes. 
She sat up and pulled her knees to her chest.
Gavin and the others hadn’t returned yet. No news of whether or not Zeke was alive or .... Not wanting the think the word, she tucked her cheek against her knees, her skin pulling at the joining fissures across her back. 
Her wounds would be healed by morning. 
Zeke’s would likely bleed through the night.
Her sigh clogged in her throat, and the walls seemed to close in on her until the need to crawl out and breathe had her jumping from the bed and pacing back and forth. 
If she didn’t release the pent up energy soon, she’d explode. 
Wearing only her nightclothes, she left the room and walked the quiet halls toward the Wreck Room she’d learned of, where the demons worked out. 
Light bled through the cracks in the door as she pushed it open, but Calla halted as she stepped inside. 
Logan stood before a sparring dummy—punching, kicking, until it knocked over. 
He picked his silent opponent up off the floor and went at it again, grunting with each powerful punch that had the thing shimmying like a dashboard hula girl. 
Sweat glistened across his skin as his muscles flexed with each movement—every hit executed flawlessly. A black ball cap, turned backward, hid his short-cropped hair, above the black wife beater and warm up pants he wore. 
Consumed by the contraction of his muscles and the precision of every hit, Calla’s fascination stole away her earlier anger.
The guy had a way of making a girl forget how much of an asshole he could be—or anything else for that matter.
What the hell had she gone there for?
As if he’d heard her thoughts, he stopped abruptly, mid-swing, and turned around. 
Those brown eyes narrowed on her and his lip curled. “What are you doing here?” He faced-off with the dummy again. “Leave.”
Discomfort flooded her insides, turning her muscles stiff “I … I was just …” She swallowed past the lump in her throat. “I’m sorry.”
He accosted her faster than she could blink. 
She backed herself all the way up to the wall. Her heart thrummed, pulse racing, as he boxed her in with his arms. 
Chest heaving, his eyes radiated fury as they flickered red, emitting waves of authority that begged for her to look away. “Sorry for what, exactly? For getting me stabbed? Having my brother enslaved by a fucking succubus? Or do you mean you’re sorry for getting my other brother kidnapped by a goddamn psychopathic demon hunter?”
Tingles danced along the rims of her eyes and for all the effort of holding them back, tears spilled onto her cheek. Damn him.

Logan smirked and shook his head.
God, she wanted to claw his eyes out for it, as her sadness quickly turned into something primal, lodging deep within her gut, that couldn’t’ve given a damn that the male boasted three times her strength. “You’re a bastard, you know that?”
His jaw clenched. “What did you just say?”
“I’ve met a lot of repulsive creatures in the last few years, but you’re by far the worst of them all.” She swiped at her nose. “You hate me. I get it. So why don’t you cut the crap? You want me to leave? Fine. Happy to.”
She pushed herself off the wall but was thrown back against it, the collision knocking a small bit of wind out of her lungs and forcing a cough. 
Like missiles warning fire, Logan’s massive arms replanted either side of her head, his face so close his breath hit her. Red flickered in his eyes. “You’re right. I’m the worst.” He inhaled a deep breath through his nose and spoke on the exhale. “Do you know what humans are to a Wrath? Blood in the water. Like sharks, we wait in hiding for that one moment when no one’s around. You’re all alone. Vulnerable.” His pelvic bone thrust against her. “A ripe fruit. Ready to be eaten.”
A cinnamon scent drifted past her, and weakness in her knees beckoned her to collapse. Her sex ached for him to grind against her again. She licked her lips. Touch me, she wanted to say to him, as if one single caress of his finger across her skin would take away the overwhelming need to be screwed right where she stood.
For some reason, she suddenly didn’t care who’d stroll in and see them. 
The more the merrier.
His eyes met hers again, and as if lust took physical form, his lids seemed heavier, his lips so kissable they taunted the distance between them. “You’ll fall prey to my pheromones.” 
That voice, so deep and powerful, tickled her stomach and she wanted to laugh at the thrill washing through her insides. 
Fangs protruded from his lip and Calla wondered what it’d be like to feel them at her throat. “See, I don’t even have to try to make you want me. You’d let me fuck you right here against the wall if I wanted.”
Fuck. The word echoed in her head, and her body broke out in sweat. She bit her lip as visions of the raunchiest sexual experience she’d ever witnessed passed through her mind. 
Every one of them starring Logan.
She’d have taken him any way he wanted: in her mouth, from behind, straddling a frickin’ exercise bike if that’s what he liked.
What was happening to her? 
Such an odd feeling—her fears turning into enthrallment. The more he talked, the more she wanted him. 
Her thighs rubbed together, her mouth parted. She’d never had a man inside her, yet she couldn’t wait another second to know the feeling. 
Her focus shifted to the long veins popping out of his solid arms. So strong. 
Nipples straining against the thin cotton T-shirt she wore, Calla glanced to the side to see his hands balled into fists against the wall. 
Her tongue twitched with a sudden thirst for the sweat beaded across his chest and neck. Heat spread through her body, and, breaths heavy, she arched herself toward him like an offering. 
As wetness in her panties brought her to the distant realization that the male commanded her desires, she squeezed her knees together tight in an effort to ease the desperation that had her hands fisted and anxious to touch where she wished he would. 
“I’d pluck that fruit and devour it in front of you, princess.” 
God, stop talking!
“You want me to, don’t you?” 
“Yes,” she breathed, his words only exacerbating the ache. 
Imagining him on his knees in front of her had her sliding to keep steady against the wall. On some kind of auto-command, she reached up to him, her fingertips drifting across the crook of his neck and shoulder.
He jolted back from her. 
The haze that’d clouded her vanished, and she snapped her hand back. What am I doing?
His eyes seemed to hold the same question. Gone was the anger she’d seen just moments before, replaced by a frown of confusion.
She lifted her hand again. “I didn’t—”
“Don’t fucking touch me!” He backed away from her, his expression almost shocked or ... horrified? “Stay the fuck away from me.” His hand held the place where her fingers had touched him, as if it’d wounded him.
Calla didn’t wait for him to say another word. 
She kicked away from the wall and burst through the double doors.
* * *
Logan brushed his fingers across his neck where she’d touched him. 
Touched. 
He’d actually felt her fingers—registered in both his body and his mind. 
It’d been years since a woman’s fingertips had penetrated the numbness. 
He lay still on his side, his body rigid, as her body pressed against his back and her breath fell light against his skin. Warm lips brushed a path over his shoulder.
 “What are you—” His words were silenced by a pressure of her fingertips against his temple, keeping his head from turning to see her. 
“I love the feel of your skin. So soft. Your muscles, so strong. Like a man.” She squeezed his shoulder and kissed the top of his arm. 
Never had he received so much attention from her. 
His sensors flipped on, warning of danger. 
“You haven’t yet received my birthday gift to you,” she whispered in his ear.
It was his nineteenth birthday, which meant shit to him. Demons didn’t keep track of birthdays, like humans did. 
“You’ve never given me anything before. I don’t want anything from you now.”
“Oh. But I want something from you.” Her hand drifted down to his chest and his muscles flinched. “I’m in trouble love. A lot of trouble. If there was any other way of getting out of it, I would. But there isn’t.”
He jerked his head and the pressure of her hand pushing against him once more, kept him from looking at her. “What are you saying?” he growled out.
“I’m saying, you’re a strong and fierce warrior. I need you. Or they’ll come for me.”
“Who’re they?”
“Never mind that. For now, I want to give you my gift.”
“No—”
Piercing pain shot through his arm. Within seconds, his muscles turned heavy, soft; his breathing slowed. Shadows danced on the walls and took form as if they’d come to life. 
“Wha …” His voice slurred.
“Shhhhh.” She stroked his scalp. “Relax.”
He fell onto his back. The room seemed darker, as if blackness tried to swallow him into a void. His eyelids could hardly stay open. 
She leaned down to his ear. “Demons have their trickery, as do the daughters of man.”
What did that mean? What was happening? 
Numbness crawled over his body, stealing his breath, leaving his senses skewed. 
“After tonight, you will respond to no other woman’s touch but mine.”
He triple-blinked, fighting the competing blackness filtering into his consciousness. “What … touch …?”
“Very good. Do you love me?”
Gods, he could barely comprehend her words, as if she spoke at a distance. Did she say the L-word? If she did, he’d never believe it—so odd, coming from her, like the devil sucking on a lollipop. “Love … you?”
A smack across his face brought her back into focus. She grabbed hold of his chin. Her silhouette seized his attention as he fought waning consciousness.
She spoke to him in Demonic. How? Humans weren’t privy to the language.
Why could he suddenly not understand the words he’d known all his life? The language that had been embedded in his mind long before he’d understood what humans spoke. 
“Repeat these words, Logan.” Sounds echoed through his head.
Words tumbled from his mouth as the small circle of vision began to shrink. 
His body jostled and the circle widened a little until, at last ... she disappeared into blackness.
Logan’s finger trailed down to the sensation still lingering on his skin. 
Her touch. 
He stroked it, as though trying to make it last longer, trying to remember the cool softness of her fingertips, like a junkie desperate for that very first high. He needed to feel it again, to know it’d been real.
Fuck, he’d hurt her. Made her cry. 
Not that he felt bad for what he’d done. Getting her hands on him was his only motive—and she’d have done it, whether she wanted to, or not. 
He burst through the doors and down the hall, his fingers still smoothing the spot on his neck. Gods, what it would feel like to have her lips on his? And on his … goddamn, he couldn’t move fast enough—like his first time being with a female. 
She’d be pissed at him, no doubt, for the way he’d spoken to her, but he’d use his pheromones—again. 
She’ll be ready to ride.
He reached the foyer and skidded to a halt at the sight of his brothers gathered by the door. 
All of them—except Zeke. 


CHAPTER 13
Lungs burning, Draven ran in senseless directions, the cries from behind urging him faster as the Alexi were taken down one by one, by lightning white flashes. 
Like black chess pieces getting knocked off the board.
The lights along the river shone a beacon of hope, and Draven swerved that way—until a force from behind knocked him face-first into the cold dirt.
In a breath, Draven twisted beneath his captor, punching its fang-baring skull to the side and gaining enough seconds to kick back up on his elbows.
The creature crawled over him, and Draven grasped its throat but trembled under its force bearing down on him. Shit. If those fangs pierced his flesh, it’d be over; the others seemed to have been helpless in their grips.
Giving one forceful thrust, Draven threw it back just enough to allow him to level his Glock and shot a bullet through its skull before it could push back again. 
Waves of relief swam through him as the bullet exploded out of the back of the creature’s skull in an impressive burst of red. Thank the fucking gods!

Some seemed to be susceptible to the bullets while others weren’t. Draven didn’t spare a moment to sit and ponder why, but scrambled to his feet, glancing up in time to see Deuce and Jenna booking it toward him. 
Three paleskins flashed behind them.
Draven shot his gun at the streaks of white. A blossom of red indicated a dead hit and one of the bodies met the floor.
Jenna stumbled, and Deuce yanked her arm. Tiffany trailed the two of them, clutching Paul’s hand. 
Paul’s body flung backwards into the air.
Draven shot at the paleskin but missed, as Paul’s body came down on the gravel. As the creature climbed atop his prey, Draven paused with a singular thought: Leave. 
Still running toward him, Deuce’s brows furrowed, and he slowed his pace to a jog, turning his head toward where Paul cried out as he batted at fangs.
Draven backed up.
“Shoot it!” Deuce called out. “Draven, shoot!”
Instead, Draven spun around and jogged toward the entrance. He peered over his shoulder long enough to see Deuce race back for Paul, his dagger slicing into the throat of the paleskin until he’d removed its head from the body.
Both Alexi soldiers pushed to their feet and ran, chasing behind Draven.
One by one, they slipped through the entrance, ran parallel to the river, and scaled the fence.
 All five soldiers hit the streets running.
Without a single glance back.
* * *
Logan’s muscles burned with tension. 
“We looked everywhere.” Gavin’s eyes, with their heavy eyelids beneath the deep crease in his forehead, looked grim and weary as they settled on Logan. “A ten-mile radius out from the building. Found blood. Nothing else.” 
Logan strode toward the door, knocking Gavin and Kane in the shoulder. When a hand grabbed his arm, he swung around with a growl.
“Where are you going?” Gavin asked.
“To look for my brother. And annihilate the piece of shit holding him captive.”
Gavin’s hand squeezed tighter. “You think we didn’t look in every possible place in that goddamn city? We didn’t put our fucking hearts into finding him just now?”
Logan wrenched his arm from Gavin’s grip. “I think you give up too easily on things you put your heart into.”
Gavin’s fist came out of nowhere. 
The impact to his jaw exploded inside his head. A rush of adrenaline surged through his body. 
Yes.

Another blow chased the first, knocking his head back. 
Logan drilled Gavin in the gut with his fist—following it with another, and a third, backing him up against the wall with punch after punch. His brother’s throaty grunts pounded in his ears, triggering his need to knock him out. 
Arms gripped Logan from behind and yanked him away. 
Calix slipped into the gap, arms outstretched. “Cut this shit out!” His head whipped back and forth between the two. “You think this is helping? Whatever guilt bullshit is going through your heads needs to quit.” He anchored his stare at Logan. “What the fuck’s wrong with you, man?”
Snapping free with ease from Kane’s grip, Logan issued the lycan a onceover, and Kane backed up a step, his gaze dropping like he’d realized how stupid he’d been. 
Demons broke up demon fights—anyone else crazy enough to get involved just got hurt.
When Logan turned back to Gavin, both brothers’ chests heaved as they stood staring at one another. 
Gavin dragged a hand down his face. “Sorry, Brother. I don’t know what came over me.”
Logan scratched his jaw. “We’d all like to beat the shit out of something right now. That’s what came over you.”
Gavin reached out a hand. “Kiss?” he asked with a smile.
“Fuck you.” Logan gripped his hand and pulled his brother tight to him, giving a hard pat on the back.
“I’m going to make some calls.” Gavin spun around to face Calix. “I want you to see if Ava knows anything about this bounty hunter.”
Calix’s gaze averted. “I doubt Ryke’s told her anything.”
“It’s worth a shot. Right now, we don’t even know if Zeke’s alive.” Gavin’s level voice didn’t match the upturn of his brow. 
Worried?
“He’s got me hexed, Gav. Can’t even cross the threshold to get to her. I’m banished.”
“Forgot about that.” He rubbed a hand down his face. “I’ll think of something. Maybe we can break the hex on our side, somehow. Give me some time.”
With a nod, Calix walked past him, up the staircase.
“Kane, I want you and Ayden to hit up some of the shady spots. Ayden’s got friends. Lycans played some part in baiting us. See if her contacts know about the hunter.”
“Sure.” Kane headed off, too, probably in search of Ayden.
Gavin ran his hands through his hair, entered his office, and poured himself a drink.
Logan leaned against the office doorframe. “So, what’s the game plan? I’m not sitting here with my finger up my ass.”
“I’m calling Ferno and Mad Dog.” Gavin tipped back the drink and poured another. “We may need to prepare Zayne for their return.” He sighed heavy. “Sit tight. We’re gonna need you in tiptop shape by the time this is over.”
“For what?”
“Crushing a bounty hunter’s skull.”
Logan nodded and brought his fists together. “I want to feel that shell of his crumble in my hands.”
“You ever fight an Enforcer?”
“Once.” He didn’t dare say that it was one of few fights he’d lost, and one of few to leave permanent scars on his body. Enforcers were the only beasts in the underworld and human realm that knew the most effective means of doling pain.
Gavin nodded. His pupils had dilated, giving a sort of crazed look to his eyes. Sure, the rest of the brothers had that look from time to time. Not Gavin, though. Mr. Calm and Logical never seemed on the brink of popping the heads off baby rabbits, until then. 
Logan’s smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. “Nice to see you embracing your inner psycho these days.” 
“Gear up.” He set the glass on the bar, beside the liquor. “You and I will hit the streets again in about an hour. I can’t sit—”
As if a knife had been thrust into his back from behind, Gavin’s body stiffened, his irises swirling into a milky white. 
A vision. 
Ordinarily, he got them in his sleep, or in private, but Logan had seen it once before. 
He didn’t interrupt. If he pulled Gavin from the vision, whatever was there might be lost, and the bastards so rarely struck. Instead, he watched as his brother trembled and fell to his knees. 
The creepy swirl to his irises gave way to their usual blue. He brought his arms down to his side and fell forward, catching himself with one hand and grabbing his temple with the other.
“What did you see?”
“Zeke. Alive, although …” Gavin shook his head and sat back, lifting a knee.
“Although what?” Logan’s voice portrayed the urgency turning in his gut.
Gavin buried his head into his arm folded across his knee. “Ah, fuck. He’s messed up. Bad.”
Logan’s fingers curled into a fist. “Did you see where he’s at? Anything familiar?”
“Nothing.” Gavin shook his head. “He was laid out on a bed somewhere.”
“We can’t sit here and do nothing. I say we track down Ryke. This time, I’ll fucking kill him.”
“You won’t take him by surprise again, Logan. I say we try to reason with him. Cut him a deal.”
“I don’t make deals with assholes.”
“He wants Calix to stay away from Ava.”
“Look, I don’t get in the middle of these fucked up love triangles. Kicking his ass was a personal matter for me, after the attack at the underground party.” Logan straightened and folded his arms. “I don’t believe for one second that this is all about his sister, either.”
“Nor do I.”
“You ever been wrong on your visions. Ever?”
Gavin nodded. “Of course. Every decision we make affects the future course of events. Which is why I have no fucking idea where to go from here.” He ran his hands through his hair. “I need another clue.” He glanced up at Logan. “Xander’s fallen. He might have visions. I’ll pay him a visit.” He nodded as if convincing himself of the decision. 
“You’re looking kinda pale. Want me to talk to him?”
“No. Xander’s tricky. Let me deal with him. In the meantime, don’t do anything stupid. We’re on some shaky ass ground right now and the slightest twitch could …”
Get Zeke killed.
Logan gave a nod and left the office. What the hell would he do instead? Not like he could just sit there, waiting on Gavin. Had to do something. Clean his guns, maybe. 
When he reached the top of the stairs though, his gaze drifted down the hall, toward the room in which Calla slept. 
He raised his hand to touch his neck again; it tingled like the shit taunted him. The reminder of her fingers on his skin had him thinking things that just didn’t belong in his head at that moment. 
He strode quickly to his room, nabbing his clothes from a bedside chair as he headed straight to the bathroom, where he dropped the clothes to the floor, clutched his dagger and made three long cuts over the lingering sensation. 
Deeper than the first two, the third slice forced a hiss from him, and the blade fell into the sink with a clang. 
Logan gripped the edge of the countertop, and sucked in a breath as he concentrated on the burn that sealed the wound. On his exhale, the cool sensation returned and stole away the pain, as if her fingerprints had some tangibility and had imprinted into his flesh.
Damn it.
Logan leaned forward, rinsed the blood from his neck, and pressed a hand over the wound. He needed stronger pain—more intense—but what? “Acid,” he muttered. 
Calla.
He scratched again at the ghostly fingertips and their torment. 
What the hell did she do to him? 
He changed out of his warm-up pants and into his leathers and boots.
As if his feet moved on impulse, he left the bathroom and found himself standing in his bedroom doorway. After a furtive glance in either direction, he headed toward Calla’s room.
A thought struck him, hastening his steps and justifying his reasons for seeking her out: Calla knew where Zeke had been taken. To hell with the poor-sweet-girl-and-her-rough-night bullshit. His brother’s life was at stake and, whether she wanted to or not, the woman would be helping him. 
On reaching it, Logan burst through the door to her room. 
A scream hit his ears and rattled his bones. 
What the—
Stood aside the bed, Calla held a shirt to her chest, only a couple of shoulder straps letting him know she at least wore a bra. Leather pants lay on the bed; her boxers shrugged down to her ankles.
Logan narrowed his eyes at her. “Going somewhere?”
“Are you incapable of knocking?” She tugged at the shirt like she attempted to cover more of herself. “What do you want?”
“My brother. And you’re going to help me find him.”
“I’m not going anywhere with you.”
Logan lurched toward her. “You are coming with me. Now. Get dressed.”
“After what you pulled in the gym? I don’t think so.” 
He took another step toward her. “You have no choice. My house. My rules. This isn’t for me. It’s for Zeke.”
A moment of silence hung on the air. She bowed her head and exhaled a forced breath. “You promise you won’t try anything.”
“The only promises I keep are in blood and steel.”
Calla stood quiet, staring hard as though mentally arguing with him. She finally nodded. “Not for you. But I’ll do it for Zeke.”
Taking in one last eyeful of her honey-toned legs, he turned and left the room, closing the door behind him. 
Arms crossed over his chest, Logan waited for what seemed like no more than a minute before the door clicked and Calla appeared. Fully dressed in leathers.
“What’s this?”
Calla slipped the gut-hook blade into her hip holster. “Girl’s gotta have some protection.” Her voice remained very matter-of-fact but Logan sensed fear buried in there somewhere. 
“Should you not piss me off, you’ll be returned unharmed.”
“That’s reassuring, thanks.”
He led her through the halls, keeping quiet so as not to rouse Gavin. Man, Gavin would give him shit on the return home, but hopefully he’d have a big blond brute in tow to make his older brother forget the anger.
Ben, as usual, met him at the door. Christ. 
“S’okay Ben. Gav’s lightened my tether.”
“Master Gavin relayed no such message to me.”
Logan’s shoulders sagged and he let out a sigh. “C’mon Ben.” He rubbed his jaw. “You caught me by surprise the last time. That won’t happen again.” Red flashed in Logan’s periphery.
“I’m sorry—”
“Ben?” Calla stepped forward, her soft voice a stark contrast to the harshness of the two males. She bit her lip and sidled up next to Logan. “Master Logan offered to show me a certain cave on the property.” The flirtatious tone of her voice was, no doubt, forced, but exciting just the same. Her hand slipped inside Logan’s jacket, clenching his stomach muscles on contact. “Please?”
Ben’s black, beady eyes studied her. “I see.” He cleared his throat. “I’ve been given no orders to keep you from leaving.” His stare shifted back to Logan. “I was asked only to keep you here whilst the masters were gone.”
Logan’s brows winged up. “Wanna let us go?”
“Certainly, sir.” The troll stepped aside and leaned forward, opening the door for them. 
Her hand slipped out of his jacket. A grumble in Logan’s throat was cut off by Calla’s polite ‘thanks’ from behind. 
The SUV sat in front of the mansion, but Logan set his hands on his hips, puffed out his cheeks with his exhale, and jerked his head for Calla to follow him.
“What was that about?” he said over his shoulder, as they trekked through snow to the side of the manor.
Through the stiff crunching beneath their feet, Calla’s voice hardly carried. “What?”
“Reaching into my coat.” He glanced back. “And, how do you know about the cave?”
Calla pursed a smile. “Kane … Ayden … told me about it.” She cleared her throat.
“They a couple now?” Not that he gave a shit, really. 
She shrugged. “Guess you could say so.”
“What the hell’s this world coming to?” 
* * *
Logan halted in front of an enormous steel door and punched a code into a keypad. A thunderous boom echoed out, and the door slowly slid aside, revealing a darkened downward slope. 
As Logan strode ahead, Calla’s gaze fixed on the broad V of his shoulders, down to the tightness of his ass through the leather pants he wore. Sweet mercy. 
His boots thumped against the pavement with each stride. “You never answered me. Why’d you do that?” The deep tone of his voice reverberated off the walls.
Calla’s eyes came to attention. “I don’t know. Affection seems to make Ben uncomfortable.”
The glance he shot her damn near made her heart stop—the dimples in his cheeks suggesting the slightest hint of a smile. “Exploited a weakness. Nice.”
Calla smiled inwardly as he faced forward again.
They reached a second door, as big and steely as the first, and after Logan had punched in another code, it slid open to reveal rows of machinery. Cars, trucks, SUVs—the most beautiful vehicles she’d ever seen, lined in perfect rows.
“You guys like your toys, huh?”
No answer. 
Instead, she was led to a sleek silver motorcycle. Calla had no idea what kind—she’d never been on a bike that she could remember. 
He thrust a helmet at her chest. “Hate taking these things out in the winter.”
Calla took the helmet, all black and sleek with a white skull on either side. “Then, why are we?”
“Because it’s a hell of a lot easier to hide a bike than a big-ass SUV.”
“You’re not wearing a helmet?”
“I’m a demon. I don’t have to live by human rules.”
“Demons are immune to having their skulls crushed?”
“Yeah. That and I raced the fuckers, so I think I’m good.”
“Bikes?” 
“Yeah, bikes. Now hurry up.”
Calla slipped the helmet on, watching Logan mount the bike. 
Sweet Jesus. The demon looked like something out of a magazine—the kind of ad that made women talk their husbands into buying motorcycles just to look like the hot guy on the cover. 
Revving the throttle with one hand, Logan pointed his thumb to the small seat behind him, the angle of which would leave her leaning against him for sure. She hiked her leg and hopped on, hesitating for a moment before Logan peered to the side as if waiting for her to grab hold of him. 
The thickness and hardness of his body made her fingers want to go exploring but, sliding her arms around him, she locked them tight, jerking back and letting out a grunt as Logan fed the bike gas and shot out of the tunnel like a cannonball.
* * *
The bike idled to a slow stop on the empty road, where Calla had been picked up by Ayden and the others. 
“There.” She spoke through her helmet, pointing to the field she’d walked across before Gavin and the others had found her. 
Logan wheeled the bike around the wet pavement and along the curve of a road that led toward the place she’d been held captive with Zeke. Crumbling pavement made for a bumpy ride, as Logan parked the bike in the dilapidated lot adjacent to the building.
A chill climbed Calla’s spine, as she peered up at the ruined building, knowing that Zeke still remained imprisoned by the beast. 
How strong he’d seemed even at his weakest moment. The thought made her wince.
She removed the helmet, the winter air stealing her breath, and probed the back of her head where the wound had completely sealed itself. The ragged tearing of her back, as horrible as it felt earlier in the evening, had been healed by the circulating Lywa antibodies in her blood.
“Show me.” Logan’s sobering voice brought her back to focus.
“Inside.” She climbed from the bike and stuck the helmet over the handlebars. 
Her boots sloshed in the snow as she made her way around the building. A small part of her hoped that the beast might still be inside. Perhaps it’d finish her off in front of Logan—the only brother who left her damn near choking on the guilt of Zeke’s disappearance—and lift her from whatever hate-spell he had over her.
Her hair whipped across her face as she stepped inside and, stomach twisting, she peered across the distance, visualizing her and Zeke hanging from the rafters. 
Crunching from behind signaled Logan was on her heels, and she made her way over debris and rebar to the rafters. The bolas that’d been tethered to her ankles still lay amidst the rotted wood and garbage. 
At a smeared pool of blood coating the floor beneath the spot where Zeke had hung, sickness rose up into her throat, but Calla swallowed it back. 
Knowing that he blamed her for his brother’s abduction, she could only imagine what thoughts pummeled through Logan’s head, and she cast her gaze away from those eyes that would surely condemn her as her fingertips brushed the two, almost sealed holes on her shoulder caused by Zeke. 
When Logan crouched to the ground, Calla dared a glance, taking in the hard lines of his tightened jaw, his bunched shoulders, his muscles taut and juddering as if he might explode right in front of her. 
Removing his fingers from the spilt blood, he grabbed the chain of the bolas and threw the balls of metal across the span of the building. 
Calla flinched as they crashed through what was left of a wall. Her pulse quickened, breaths nearly panting. 
He twisted to face her, his eyes glowing a menacing red. 
She didn’t say a word. Couldn’t if she wanted to, with fear and the likelihood that she might vomit throttling against her throat. 
Logan jumped up and stormed right into her personal space, kicking her back a step. “Let’s case the perimeter. Look for anything.”
With a frantic nod, Calla blew out a breath of relief, her muscles damn near the brink of shaking her right into a stupor as she followed his stalked footsteps back through the building. 
Once outside, she flanked left as he headed to the right. Objects in the darkness came into sharp focus as her eyes adjusted, and she angled her head toward the snow, looking for any clue that might give insight into which way Zeke had been taken. Surely there should’ve been blood, judging by how much had pooled onto the floor, but the white snow, littered with dirt and garbage, held nothing to suggest a kidnapping. 
She scanned a wide circle out from the building until she met Logan at the far south end, where he stood with his hands on his hips, nostrils flaring in obvious anger. 
“Fuck!” His curse echoed throughout the surrounding ruins. 
Rather than make herself his punching target, Calla circled back, wider the second time. 
No blood. 
How did he even manage that? 
The possible answer was met with another twist in her gut: perhaps the hunter had bagged Zeke’s body. Logan had said they were skilled bounty hunters. 
Good hunters never left a trail to be followed. 
Behind a patch of shrubs, Calla tipped her head as she eyed something in the snow. Tracks. She crouched low and scampered toward it, keeping their subtle indentations in her sights. 
Hairs on her nape bristled and she shot her hand out to the side before Logan could trample what she’d stumbled upon.
“Tracks. Lycan.”
“Not lycan. Too small to be lycan,” he argued. “Just a stray dog.”
She shook her head. “Look here.” She pointed to a small hole just below the paw print in the snow. “Dew claw. A dog’s are too high up on the paw. Only a lycan’s show up on the tracks.”
Logan crouched beside her and huffed. “It’s still too small.”
“It is. But it’s clearly lycan.”
“So, how far out do they go?”
“It’s pavement beyond. We’d never track him straight to Zeke. But somewhere, there’s a young lycan wolf. I have to believe where we find the wolf, we find Zeke.”
Logan sniffed as he stood. “Well, Blondie, looks like you’ve earned your keep for the night.” He waved her to follow. “Let’s go before Gavin blows a fucking gasket.”
He walked on ahead of her, and suddenly the thought of getting on the motorcycle with him spurred tension in her muscles. 
“Pick up the pace,” he called over his shoulder. “Christ, no wonder the bounty hunter took both of you.”
The words reached her ears and spread through her body, igniting into flames of sheer hatred. Her hands trembled and she balled them into fists, itching to ram them into his face. 
Halting, she stemmed the urges beckoning her from the inside and stared down at the white snow that’d been mutilated by Logan’s footprints. She scooped up a handful, packed it into a tight ball and chucked it—straight for the back of his head. 
White dusting flew off his nape.
Logan froze.
Calla swallowed a gulp. Oh, shit.
His hand curled around his neck and he forcefully brushed away the snow. 
The glare he shot back, brow furrowed, lips forming a tight line, had her defenses on sensory overload. “I’m sick and tired of you making me feel like hell for what happened,” she snapped. “This ends, right now.”
Logan turned slowly to face her and crossed his arms over his huge chest. “What’s the matter, princess? Did I hit the guilt button?”
She bit the inside of her mouth, swiped up another handful of snow, and hurled it at him again. 
Logan batted it away. “You pull that shit one more time, and I’ll leave your ass here.”
“I’ll save you the trouble.” She spun around in the direction they’d just come, her adrenaline coursing. Teeth gritted, she wished for the kind of strength that could knock him flat on his backside. 
Something smacked hers, tripping her forward a step. 
She twisted to see a patch of white against the black leather, square on her right ass cheek. Her eyes narrowed on Logan standing in the same spot with a wicked grin on his face. “Asshole,” she muttered, continuing on back toward the building. Where the hell she planned to go, Calla had no idea. 
Her only objective: getting as far away from Logan as possible.
Another sharp burn from behind had Calla halting again. He’d hit her other ass cheek. 
When she turned, he stood with his arms crossed, his hand rubbing along his jaw over his mouth and the dimples in his cheek.
“That’s how you want to play?” She bent forward and felt the smash of ice hit her crown. 
A shake of her head had it sprinkling onto the ground, and she volleyed another snowball back at him, hitting his shoulder. 
Pivoting on her heel, she took off running, the urge to laugh quickly replaced by the stark reality that she had just screwed herself. 
Dammit.
As she jogged toward the building, her thoughts immediately reverted back to the situation and the likelihood that she’d have to sleep in the same place in which she’d almost been tortured to death—because, God knew, she wasn’t about to ask Logan to take her back to the mansion and there wasn’t another building around for miles. 
As she peered into the dark depths of the first level, her senses faded to numbness.
A blow to her side knocked her into the snow, slamming the breath right out of her. Arms locked around her waist, taking the brunt of the fall.
She tensed her muscles and squirmed in his grasp. His snort from beneath only goaded her, taunting those killer instincts inside of her. 
Whether demon or lycan, any potential threat brought forth a natural reaction to fight—an Alexi trait ingrained into every soldier. 
Refusing to admit defeat, she twisted and contorted her arms—a silent struggle that seemed to go on for minutes, until she finally stilled and blew out a breath. 
“Are we finished?”
Screw you.
“No running. Got it?”
Go to hell.
“I’ll stay here all fucking night if I have to.” He squeezed tighter. “I’m taking you back. You want to leave after that? Be my guest. But you’re not taking off on my watch.” 
Fine. 
He must’ve sensed the invisible white flag she tossed back at him, because his grip loosened and Calla knocked his arm away as she clambered to her feet. She scowled, brushing snow from her backside. “Why do you have to be so … assholish?”
“Assholish? Your curse words only come in vanilla?” His chin dimpled, which only made Calla want to smack him.
“I will never convince you how … sick I feel for what happened. If I could take his place, I would! So why don’t you quit twisting the knife in my gut?” No sooner did the words pass her lips than she already guessed what he’d say.
With casual steps toward her, he pushed right up in her face, his jaw flexing a warning. “If I recall, princess, I’m the only one who’s been stabbed with a knife.”
“Quit. Calling. Me. Princess.” 
“Let’s go. Now.” His lips twitched and, by God, if he called her princess one more time, she’d haul off and smack him for sure, but he merely held out his hand and ushered her forth. “After you.”
She rolled her shoulders and took one step.
“Your highness.”
She paused. The change in her perception signaled the color of her eyes had turned gold. 
Logan grinned. “Hit another hot button, did I?”
Bastard. That’s exactly what he aimed to do. Get a reaction out of her. Taunt her. Who knew why? 
She held her chin up and cleared her throat, the gold fading away. “You know, I never thanked you.” Her voice carried a smile in spite of the rage beating at her bones.
That grin of his quickly morphed into a frown. “For what?”
“For helping me that night. Saving me. You didn’t have to do that. Ya know, get yourself killed, and all.”
The tick in his jaw gave her a pretty clear indication she’d hit a hot button herself. 
Good. She smiled and sauntered past him, toward the motorcycle.


CHAPTER 14
The sound of his own screaming reverberated in Zeke’s mind. 
How long had he listened to it? 
Hours, maybe, before the hunter seemed to grow bored of the torture. 
Rawness burned Zeke’s throat and every breath arrived on a wheeze; his chest had become sensitive to the air, as though it’d been cracked open and exposed. 
In contrast, a cold sensation slithered across his body like ice claiming what was once warm. 
He swam in darkness—his eyes, mutilated by something that, as the hunter had approached, looked like nothing more than a metal toothpick. Lucky for Zeke they had been mutilated. 
Wet sounds and grunts, listening to the hunter go to work on his body, had sickened him enough. Even if he’d wanted to see, his head had been strapped down by metal of the underworld. 
How far had he been dragged across snow and concrete to get there? 
What is this place?
Death? He could only hope. 
In centuries, Zeke hadn’t known that kind of pain before. The same pain his brothers Logan and Gavin must have endured for fifty years. 
Jesus. Fifty years of that shit.
The thought suddenly had him feeling like a pussy.
His breathing slowed. Dying? He couldn’t be sure. Didn’t know what had been used on him, only knew that, in his head, he’d been taken to the very heart of Obsidius and back. Goddamn, he wouldn’t have wished it on his enemies.
Zayne came to mind.
What he’d have given to say something to his twin at that moment. All those years he’d ragged on him for falling in love with a human female. How he’d never really been there for him when she died. Zeke could only guess how it’d killed him little by little to go through that suffering alone. 
Fuck. The guilt of his own thoughts rivaled the pain of his tortures.
Interspersed blackness interrupted his pondering. Was he awake? Alive? 
A snaking sensation crawled beneath his skin, like skinny strings of jagged steel being tugged inside his muscles. 
He stiffened at the inferno spreading through his veins. 
Numbness faded again.
The heavy thud of boots signaled the return of his captor. 
* * *
Logan pulled the bike up to the curb in front of the mansion and waited for Calla to climb off, watching as she unhooked and removed her helmet, leaving her blonde curls to fall about her head. 
Jesus. 
The snowball fight and tackling her to the ground had been enough to evoke a raging cock dance, but seeing her just then threatened to rob him of coherence. 
He needed to get the hell out of there and kill something. 
Fast.
She handed him the helmet. 
“Give it to Ben.” Logan revved the bike and, before she said or did anything else that might make him tackle her right into his bed, he sped down the drive and back through the gates, leaving Calla at the curb.
Damn the female. 
Logan’s teeth ground so hard in his head, a spasm of pain shot through his skull. Had it not been for her, he’d have never gotten stabbed. Zeke wouldn’t be at the mercy of a fucking psychopathic mercenary. 
And his dick wouldn’t be as hard as a scratching post. 
She’d scrambled his brain with that touch. 
Like some kind of black magic gaszla.
Her fingertips had somehow awakened a slumbering beast inside of him—a dark and twisted lust that he’d kept tucked away for years. 
Yeah, he had needs. All demon males had needs. But what she’d undone gave him the creeps. It brought images to his head—things he suddenly needed to do to her: tie her, tease her, take her in every way imaginable. 
Angry sex that would leave her weakened and sated. 
The thoughts cast euphoria through his body and tugged a smile from his lips—until he pounded a fist against his head. “Shut the fuck up. Horny bastard.” 
He had to get her out of his head. Had to get that lingering touch off his skin. More important matters remained at hand: finding his brother and pummeling the hell out of the nephilim responsible for Zeke’s capture. Not to mention, at some point, he’d have to find that prick who stabbed him in the heart. 
That’d be a nice, slow kill, though.
Logan parked the bike in front of Moonshine’s, hopped off, and stalked through the door and right up to the bouncer, like he owned the place. 
“Where’s Ryke?”
The biker reached inside his patched vest and pulled a knife. “Funny, you look an awful lot like the asshole who was in here last week. Awful lot like the one I’ve been instructed to gut like a fish.”
“You must be his bitch.”
Dodging a jab of the knife, Logan had the male’s arm in his grip, and, in one snap, bent it back to an unnatural position. 
The outcry from the biker traveled along Logan’s nerves and put a smile on his face. 
“You broke my fucking arm!” 
Logan gave a slow nod. “That I did.”
“He … ain’t here.” The biker cradled his mutilated arm. “He ain’t … comin’ in.”
Not here? The cocksucker was never not here, from what Logan had heard. 
Logan slammed the big biker against the wall. “I’ll ask one more time. Nicely. And then I’ll carve the question into your gut. How’s that?” His dagger pressed into the biker’s stomach as he leaned into the deformed limb.
Eyes scrunched, the bouncer spoke through clenched teeth. “He got … tied up. Not … coming in. Ain’t been … here in days. I swear it.”
“Then you won’t mind if I take a look around.” Logan released him and replaced the dagger back into its sheath. 
The biker stumbled aside and allowed him through the door. 
Scents hit Logan’s nose. Mutts, blood and females in heat—a distinct mixture that twitched his lips. Moonshines had a reputation of cheap and shady, but in the hours just before closing, it turned into an orgy of drunken debauchery. 
A hand slid across his chest, nothing more than a trail of numbness. “Looking for someone?” Her voice carried a rasp, as if she’d smoked a pack of cigarettes before approaching him. 
“No.” Logan grabbed her wrist and removed it from the front of his shirt. 
Lycan.
“You’re one fine looking male.” She drew in a sharp inhale. “Mmmm. Good enough to eat.”
He hadn’t killed many female lycans.
Though, he’d never been opposed if one happened to cross him. 
Females didn’t possess the same level of aggression as males. Mostly, they acted as mating toys to their lycan counterparts, since wolves typically stuck to their own kind, with little interest in human males—or demons, for that matter. 
Her enthrallment with him had Logan’s bullshit sensors on high alert. 
And just like that, a tingle spread through his muscles. 
The room spun. Shadows moved in on him, forming a circle around where he stood. 
Logan swung his arm back but the female had disappeared. 
Blackness filtered. 
He blinked it away and, on opening his eyes, found himself propped against a wall in an alley. Through a distorted film, he could just make out a crowd of bodies as the pungent scent of trash and wet dog burned his nose.
Muscles tensed, he peered down at a blanched white object lying on the ground in front of him. The edges came into sharp focus until Logan could see a bloated male lying slumped and not breathing. 
His skin looked as if all the color had been drained from him, his lifeless, glassy eyes nothing more than black orbs. 
Fatman.
“Who is he?” The male’s voice came from behind.
Logan sucked in a breath. 
He slammed an uppercut to the lycan on the right, jerking his head back and knocking him like a bowling ball into his on-looking brethren. In a second beat, he kicked his leg out, sending the male to the left flying against brick. 
Blocks burst with the impact and dust puffed in the air.
Logan swung around to find the alley full of lycans, their silver eyes bouncing as they closed in on him, their growls growing louder with each step.
From the shadows, a hand appeared, rising up into the dim alley light, and they quieted. 
 “Answer the question.” The voice remained cloaked by the darkness.
“Go fuck yourself. That’s my answer.”
A snarl hit the air, and the male stepped forward into view. “I’ve tried to be civilized. Tried to integrate with your kind. I do not wish to fight you. I just want to know who he is to you.”
Logan glanced down at the body and back to the man. “You first. Explain how the hell I ended up out here.”
Red fabric materialized from behind the male, drifting on the air as the redheaded woman from the club sidled up next to him and draped her arm over his shoulder. The glow of her seductive eyes curled Logan’s lip. 
“I knew there was something screwy about you.”
“Allow me to introduce you to my mate, Sana—a demon, as you can see.”
“With shit taste in men.”
The male’s lip kicked up into a smile. “Now your turn.”
“Cop.” Logan sniffed and drew his daggers from his hip. 
“Not necessary, my friend.” The male held up his hands. “You’re free to go.”
“No shit. What makes you think I’m interested in leaving without killing one of you dickbags first?” The knife spun flat on his palm.
The female stepped forward and Logan held the blade level. 
“I don’t think so, bitch.” Logan tipped his head. “That’s what you call a female dog, right?” 
The woman’s brow winged up. “That’s alpha bitch to you.”
“The cop, as you say, behind you”—the male pointed past Logan—“provided a tip on some precious cargo. A tip that resulted in the death of my pack brothers.”
“Who gives a shit?” Logan continued to toy with his blade.
“I do. And considering it was your brothers who made the kill and stole what’s mine, you should, too.”
“Not following. And to be honest, I’m caring less the more you talk. So let’s cut the shit and start the bleeding.” Logan flipped the dagger he held “My hand gets twitchy after a while.”
“A boy. Lycan boy.” The male rubbed his chin. “Ring any bells?”
Logan caught the knife and froze. “Yeah. But not because I’ve personally met the little bastard … yet.”
“He was taken two days ago.” The male toyed with his mate’s hair as he spoke. “I happen to know his guardian. She reported him missing. So, naturally, we’ve been looking for him. We take care of our own.”
“Who’s the guardian?”
“Not important. The asshole behind you tipped us off. We cased the neighborhood and a few of my boys found the kid locked in a basement. With your brothers. They attacked, and my pack brothers were killed. We came back here and found him,”—he gave a nod toward Fatman—“dead in the alley. I’ve no beef with Wrath. I know what you’re all about. Give me the boy, and I’ll find a way in my heart to forgive the killing of my brothers.”
“Well, see, three things: first, I don’t give a shit about your forgiveness. Second, turns out, I’m looking for the kid myself. And third, I’m not planning to go home without killing something first.”
“Very well. If you must kill someone, kill me.”
Logan lurched forward.
The male threw out his hand. “Can you at least grant a man about to meet your blade one request?”
“What the fuck—I’m feeling charitable.”
“Can you examine our friend over here? Tell me if you recognize the mark on his arm?”
Logan pitched another glance over his shoulder. “Know that I’m quick to put the brakes on anything tricky.” He swept his dagger in front of him, pointed at the wolves behind the male. “Numbers mean shit if the blade is quick.”
“No tricks.” The male held up both hands.
Keeping his eyes locked on the pack, he backed toward the corpse, whose body had begun to bloat, giving it a swelled maggot appearance. 
“Christ,” Logan muttered as he knelt down and grabbed hold of the cold, stiff hand. On the inner wrist, a symbol had been branded into the skin. Frowning, he gave another long look at the dead male’s face. 
’The hell you get yourself into, Fatman?
“You say he tipped you off?” Logan asked over his shoulder. “To the neighborhood where you saw my brothers?”
“Yeah.”
“Would that happen to be Carrie and Brimson?”
“Yes. Why?”
“Hunter’s mark.”
“I’m not following.”
“Of course not.” Logan stood, tucking his hands into his pockets. “Killed by a bounty hunter. When they make a kill, they brand their insignia into the flesh. Kind of a pride thing.”
“This bounty hunter is a demon?”
“Yes. They’re hired as mercenaries.” No way he’d tell him any more than that. though questions of his own swirled in his head. Like, how did Fatman end up a target? 
“It’s safe to assume, then, that this bounty hunter was hired to kill this man?”
Based on the involvement of Logan’s brothers and Zeke’s abduction, Logan guessed the bounty hunter had been hired to kill him. “Who the fuck knows? I’m just surprised the bastard has all his limbs intact. So, what’s the deal with this kid?” Logan swiped his nose. “Thought you killed kids an’ shit?”
“Some more primitive species, yes. As pack alpha of the Purebloods, I decree that no one kills a child.”
“Pureblood.” Like any part of the assclowns was pure. 
“Born of the ancients. Our blood carries none of the human mutations that have passed down for generations.”
“You’re half human. How’s that work?”
“Our blood is stronger than the circulating hybrid shit. We don’t make lycans. We seek them out. And we don’t make random kills like our rivals.”
“So, what do you kill?”
“Rapists, child abusers.” The male threw his head to the side. “Pedophiles are a bit of a delicacy are they not?” He laughed over the surrounding wolves’ snarls.
“Let me get this straight, you don’t kill any innocents? None?”
“Have you had the urge to kill me?”
Logan hadn’t. None of his usual alarms had gone off—a strangeness he’d attributed to whatever mind-screwing cocktail the demon bitch had fed him. “No. Some freaky shit, too, because I can pick up on that pretty quick.” He rubbed his chin. “Already let one lycan go. Don’t know if I can do that again.”
“The tiger.” The wonderment in the male’s tone raised Logan’s brow.
“He’s taken.”
“He’s an anomaly that I’d love to meet.”
“Look, I’m not here to play cock-matcher. Your little bastard wolf-child might know where my brother’s at. Think Zeke was taken by the bounty hunter.”
“I suppose it’s in our best interest to find him, then.” The male crossed his arms over his chest. “Unless you intend to kill me. Then, by all means.”
“I’m not merciful. Someone’s going to die tonight. But if you run your ass out of here, I might decide not to throw a coffin at it on your way out.” 
“My sincere thanks.” He bowed his head.
“You got no idea where that kid’s at?”
“None. I hope to find him soon, though. He’s in great danger.”
Logan gave a jerk of his head. “Get the fuck out of here.”
The male stopped alongside Logan. “I’m Marrick, by the way.” He looked past Logan. “As for our dead friend over there, I suggest you look closer. I fear another beast has awakened from its slumber.”
“What beast?”
“Only your history books can shed light on that question.” He nodded toward the corpse. “Blood carries some … interesting revelations.” He continued around Logan, grasping his mate’s hand behind him. 
Logan kept his attention on each lycan human as they passed, some with threats on their faces, which only stoked his urge to pop a blade into their guts.
Goin’ soft, stupid ass.
After they’d all filed out, he knelt once more beside the corpse and scanned every visible part of its body. The fleshy neck was so distended, Logan had to tip the head just to see the throat. 
There, at the base, two half-moon black holes. Fang marks. 
“’The hell?” He leaned in for a closer look. 
A clear silver fluid seeped from the wounds. 
Damn all the questions drudged from his already-battered brain by that singular, brief glance. 
What did Fatman have to do with the bounty hunter? What left the fang marks? Plus, how the hell did everything tie in to Ryke?


CHAPTER 15
Gavin rubbed his temples as he descended the long, winding staircase into the catacombs. At the bottom, he took a dark hallway to the left, leading to an ominous series of closed doors that would probably scare the piss out of a human. 
The ghouls’ quarters.
He paused at the last step, where the sound of a woman’s broken outcries brought his hands to his side and a deep furrow to his brow. 
Motherfucker.
Gavin hastened his pace to the last door on the right, beyond which, the noises inside could have been any number of things. 
He knocked hard. “Xander!”
A moment passed before the door opened to a crack, Xander’s naked form filling most of it. A heady scent of sex and burning flames wafted through the opening and crinkled Gavin’s nose. 
The male stood only a hair taller than Gavin, boasting an intimidating musculature that would make him a worthy opponent in a fight. Sweat coated his body, and his chest rose and fell like he’d run a marathon. 
Through a small gap over his shoulder, Gavin caught sight of a woman’s form inside the dark room, blindfolded and her hands tied behind her back by ropes hanging from the ceiling, her ass high in the air.
“She a willing participant?” 
Xander shrugged and his lips curved into a wicked smile. “Ask her.”
“Is this consensual?” Gavin called out over Xander’s shoulder.
“Yes, will you be joining us, Sire?” Her breathy voice didn’t carry the slightest hint of fear.
“No. I won’t.” I’d rather sever my cock with a butter knife than share a woman with the fallen. Gavin’s attention returned to Xander. “I need to speak with you.”
“Would you like to come in?” Xander widened the entrance, giving Gavin a good eyeful of the scene. Toys, purchased from what looked like the raunchiest BDSM club in the city, lay strewn about the room. Another woman, sprawled out on the bed with a spreader bar between her ankles, also lay hogtied and blindfolded, her nipples clamped.
“Not particularly.”
“Give me a moment, then, yeah?”
Gavin gave a nod, and stepping to the side of the door, he leaned against the wall, and rubbed a hand down his face. 
Xander emerged from the room, in a pair of jeans and a black t-shirt, and closed the door behind him. 
“These females had better be released.” Gavin pressed his pointed finger into the nephilim’s chest. “Alive and well, we clear?”
“Crystal.” 
“You know a nephilim by the name of Ryke?”
“Fallen don’t mingle with humans, not even half breeds.” Xander glanced up at his bedroom door. “Unless we’re fucking one of them. So, if you’re asking if I’ve fucked this Ryke? Not that I recall. Why do you ask?”
“He knows where Zeke is. The problem is finding the dipshit. He owns a club off eight mile, but he hasn’t been around. Hasn’t been home. He’s half fallen. I just thought you might have the sight.”
“My omnipresence was clipped with my wings, Brother. Big guy confiscates our carte blanche the moment we fall.”
“I figured as much.” Gavin ran a hand through his hair. “So, you’d have no idea where we might find him? No fallen angels’ biker clubs, or some shit?”
“No idea.” A grin stretched across Xander’s face. “But if he holds anything near and dear to him—he is half human, after all—I’d start there. Eye for an eye.”
Of course, why hadn’t Gavin thought of it before? So messed up on Zeke, so focused on striking a deal with Ryke, he’d completely overlooked the glaring opportunity.
“As a matter of fact, he does.” Gavin glanced up to see Xander’s cocked brow. “Thanks.”
He bowed his head. “My pleasure.” 
Ava. 
Damn. Gavin didn’t want to think how his next plan would absolutely destroy Calix. 
Though, with Zeke’s life in question, it seemed a small price by comparison.


CHAPTER 16
Morning had arrived when Logan entered the mansion. As he handed the bike keys to Ben at the door, Calix passed through the foyer, carrying a bottle of water, his sweats a dead giveaway that he’d been hanging in the Wreck Room. 
“Calix, wait.” Logan called out to him, halting his brother’s stride.
“You all right, man?”
“Yeah. When you guys cased that neighborhood. D’you see a kid?”
“Gav didn’t tell you?” Calix sipped his water and wiped his mouth with his sleeve. “Creepy shit. Chained in the basement.”
“Any idea who put him there?”
“Nah, we didn’t see anything. Got attacked by wolves.”
“Yeah, apparently they were there to save the kid.”
“How’d you know that?”
“Ran into their alpha. Marko, or something.”
“Marrick. So, what, he’s hired a bounty hunter on our asses now, for killing his pack brothers?”
“No. Just wants the kid. Thing is, I think this kid knows where Zeke is.” Logan rubbed his chin. “And Fatman’s dead. Saw him in the alley at Moonshines.”
Calix blew out a breath. “Any idea what killed him?”
“He was marked. Bounty hunter. This kid, you remember what he looks like?”
“Like every other homeless kid on the streets.” Calix huffed. “Damn. We lost him. He took off while we were kicking lycan ass.”
“We need to find out more about him.”
“Ayden knows a lot of inner city kids. Might know this one.”
“Yeah.” Logan stared off. “Fuck, I can’t relax.”
“I’ve been to the Wreck Room twice since we got back. Couldn’t sleep. Just needed to punch the shit out of something. Logan … man, I feel like this is all my fault, ya know? If I’d just stayed the hell away from her, shit wouldn’t be going down right now.”
“Women are trouble. Better to just stay away from them.”
“Easy for you to say. You’re not an incubus with your own personal brand of Viagra.”
Logan clapped his brother’s shoulder on his way past to his room. At the top of the stairs, his gaze trailed left—toward Calla’s room. Everything inside of him urged him to stay away, except that small patch on his neck where she’d touched him. As if he could feel her warm fingertips pressed against him, the sensation called out to him like a siren. 
Go.
Opened a crack, her door let in just enough light from the hallway.
Logan peeked inside and spotted Calla sleeping, lost in mounds of pillows and the thick green comforter, her blonde hair strewn about her head. 
He nudged the door a bit further. 
She wore the same T-shirt he’d seen her in down in the Wreck Room. 
His teeth ground in his head as he stepped inside the room and stared at her—like a fucking stalker. Calm yet vulnerable, her sleeping expression fascinated him, and tipping his head, he watched her breathe, his fingertips just itching to touch her.
He took a step toward her but froze.
Yellow eyes peered back at him from the shadows on the other side of where Calla lay. 
That fucking cat.
* * *
Whatever air had been left inside of Zeke shot from his lungs at a hard surface slamming into his back. He sucked in a breath that sounded like he’d inhaled through a fluid-filled straw. 
Cold wetness seeped into the wounds on his back and shoulder, soothing the burns from the blowtorch. 
His eyes, so mutilated, couldn’t see beyond the blackness, but his mind screamed out his relief as the grunts of his captor faded to … silence. 
Sweet, merciful silence.
Where he’d been dumped didn’t matter. The place would be his resting ground as death loomed; within hours, perhaps, the poisons and depths of his wounds soon would claim his slowing heart. 
Whatever had possessed the hunter to leave him there was beyond Zeke. Hunters never left anything of their victims. They flayed their flesh until nothing but lingering horrors remained. Anyone who happened upon Zeke’s body after he’d passed would surely suffer a lifetime of nightmares for what’d been done. 
Wind blew across his open wounds, telling Zeke he’d been left to the elements, but it at least reminded him that he remained connected to earth. 
In the next beat, coarse hair, like fur, scraped across his skin, followed by what felt like nails digging into his arms that gave a sharp drag across the snow. 
Zeke bellowed as ice raked against the wounds of his back, the air in his lungs completely expelled in that one outcry, and he coughed and moaned at the agony. 
His head jostled as if something lifted him up, before he landed against a hard surface. No pain arrived, though, like he’d disconnected from his own body.
A scavenger? 
Zeke sniffed the air, and he wanted to laugh, but couldn’t. While his mouth begged to smile, the pain of his ruined lips wouldn’t allow it. 
Weak, tortured and he seemed destined to be eaten alive by his enemy. 
Poetic justice, perhaps, because that scent sure as hell couldn’t be mistaken: animalistic—bloodthirsty.
Distinctly Lycan.
Ain’t that some shit?


CHAPTER 17
Logan drilled his fist into the punching bag, thrust after thrust. 
As his grunts and groans bounced off the walls of the otherwise empty Wreck room, a rush of adrenaline hammered through his veins.
Fuck, yes.
His muscles flexed with every punch, each more swift, more powerful, as visions of pummeling the shit out of the bounty hunter passed through his head—until, at last, the bag flew off the chain and smacked the floor. 
He’d never experienced a workout like that before, as if something inside of him had caught fire and spread to his limbs. Sweat dripped down his temples. His chest heaved. 
Damn good. 
As he left the Wreck Room for the showers, his thoughts reverted to his earlier encounter in Calla’s room. 
And that goddamn cat … 
He removed his sweatpants and muscle shirt, and stepped inside the warm mist, his hard-on standing at attention in spite of the ache in his muscles. Water trickled down his skin—exhilarating. Gods, had he ever enjoyed a shower so much? 
He closed his eyes and suddenly the drops of water turned into fingertips dancing across his flesh. He leaned into the shower wall, circling his hips with the beat of the spray. 
Hands snaked around his torso. 
Logan’s eyes flew open; his muscles tightened.
Body frozen, he pressed his palms against the wet tiles, unable to do anything more as dread moved through him like a black, choking cloud of smog.
“Why do you avoid me, love?”
He fucking hated that word. Love. She’d bastardized it. Twisted it into something meaningless and devoid of its very definition. 
“Don’t you like being home? Am I so repulsive to you?”
Yes. She spurred every revolting feeling he had inside of him. Her hands on him turned his stomach inside out. 
He swallowed back the bile that had inched up his throat. To his horror, his body reacted on its own, as always—a winning battle against his mind. 
Christ, some days, death felt like mercy. 
He hated himself, his body, for responding to her touch—that possessive tug in his gut that roiled with his fury and a vile sensation of knowing it was wrong. 
Her nails dug into his flesh. “Who’s Gina?”
“Wha—?” 
A punch to his face knocked his head to the side. Her curse echoed in the stall. “Who is she?”
The urge to volley the punch back had his fingers flexing. Bonded males couldn’t hit their mates, though. Not just as a courtesy, but because he’d suffer the most severe physical and mental pain he’d ever experienced if he hurt her. 
Though, she almost made it worth the risk. 
“No one.”
“You belong to me and only me. Remember?” That possession in her voice siphoned every ounce of sickness churning in his stomach.
“I remember being tricked.” Another punch to his face forced a snarl from him. “You’re testing my loyalties,” he growled.
“You wouldn’t dare.” Like a lunatic, her eyes softened as if nothing had just transpired. “Baby, I hate getting mad at you. It hurts me.” 
Baby. Acids burned in his throat and his muscles tensed at the word. She’d never given two shits about him. 
She pursed her lips. “Was she pretty?”
“They’re all pretty. What’s it matter?”
“Aren’t you curious what kind of money she’s offering?”
“No. I make enough with the fights.”
“She claims you could be making more. So I’ll just keep her number. Perhaps I’ll inquire for you.”
“You’ll do no such thing! I told you, we have plenty.”
“Don’t you dare talk to me as if you have power over what I do. Our debts are more, much more than you think.” She shrugged. “I’ll just go back to fucking my debts clear.”
Bitch used the same threat in every argument.
He could care less, but doing so would make new enemies, and that would mean fighting to save her ass, something he couldn’t or wouldn’t do. “I’ll call her.” He spoke past gritted teeth.
“Good.” Her eyes fell to his erection. “See, I haven’t lost my touch,” she said as she turned and sauntered away.
Logan shivered and rested his head against the shower wall. Fuck. He needed to get that thought out of his head. 
He squeezed his eyes closed, but only one face came to mind as the water still played against his skin. 
As if on cue, blood rushed straight to his groin. 
Calla. 
Forehead pressed to the cold tiles, he worked his palm up and down his shaft. 
Yes, Calla. 
He snarled and groaned at the thought of getting off to the female—the sweet agony of anger battling his pleasure. Still, his body responded, warring against him, flush with excitement, which spread, weakening his muscles with each glide along his cock. 
Gripping tight to his erection, Logan stumbled back, hitting the shower door, and slid to the floor. His thoughts drifted to Calla on her knees in front of him, his hands tangled in her hair, her lips playing the same strokes as his hand.
His body trembled. So close.
He reached around the shower door—Where is it?—patting with desperation, until his fingertips found the firm hilt. 
Water trickled down his skin, teasing his senses like the long tresses of hair between his thighs, and Logan tipped his head back, imagining his fist in those blond locks. 
He stroked faster. Harder. 
Ah, shit.
He stabbed his thigh with the dagger at the same time he called out her name, chased by a string of curses, as the pain detonated his orgasm and pushed him over the edge.
* * *
A scream ripped through Calla’s chest. She bolted up and kicked back against the pillows, head snapping back and forth. 
A shadow moved across the wall and she covered herself with the blanket as tremors danced inside her muscles. 
Just a dream.
She drew in a long, shaky breath. It was just a dream. 
“Oh, Zeke.” She rested her head on her knees and palmed the fang marks on her shoulder. “Please let them find you.” She clutched her stomach. 
A light brush past her arm had Calla jumping and her heart jackrabbiting. 
A black cat settled beside her on the bed, its yellow eyes examining her as if to ask if she was all right. She released the breath she’d been holding and sagged with relief. Must’ve been the cat that Logan had seen in his room. 
“Where did you come from?” She reached out to pet it, but the cat dodged her hand and padded toward her legs. “Aren’t you just as friendly as can be?” 
It sat at the end of the bed, licked its paws and rubbed behind its ears where her fingers had brushed. 
The second time her touch had been rejected.
“Fine. But you’re not sleeping in this bed with me either, then.” She scrambled forward.
The cat sprung away and prowled toward the door, disappearing out into the hallway.
Calla let out one long exhale and rubbed her temples, before wriggling back beneath the covers. No way she’d fall asleep again, though. Not with that hunter’s black beady eyes burned into her memory. 
She rolled on her side and stared off at the sculpture in the corner of the room. 
Maybe Logan was right. If it’d been anyone else, someone stronger, so many people may not have had to suffer for her weakness. Had she stood up to Wade, Jacob might be alive. 
Had she stuck around and gotten Zeke loose, he’d be home, instead of facing whatever fate awaited him—then Logan might not hate her so much. 
Logan.
The way he looked at her in the gym—like she was cheap and low. Nothing more than a pathetic, ignorant female.
She scowled and turned on to her back.
I’ll show you. 
By killing Draven, she’d show all of them what kind of Alexi soldier thrived in her blood. Maybe then Logan would see her for what she truly was inside. 


CHAPTER 18
Logan paced his room with nervous energy—what might come of his brother had his mind firing in all directions. 
Gods, he’d explode into million demon parts soon, if he didn’t do something. 
Pacing the room wouldn’t get Zeke’s ass back home, though—he needed to get the hell out of there. 
A shadow in the hallway slinked past his bedroom door. Gavin?

He rushed forward and peeked around his doorframe. 
Calla. 
Logan focused on her smooth, slender legs as she descended the stairs, and waited until she reached the last step before he slipped through the door and followed behind her. 
Like the goddamn pied piper, she led him along. 
Two days ago he couldn’t stand the female, and there he was chasing after her legs like some horn-dog looking to get his hump on.
Down the hall, past the kitchen, she finally reached the library and disappeared inside. 
Logan remained in the hallway for a moment, peeping around the corner to find her leaned forward in a chair, those legs crossed over one another as she ran her hand through her hair. 
Fucking beautiful.
He stepped inside.
Calla did a double glance and jumped back in her seat, nearly falling ass over applecart. 
His muscles tensed for a second and his hand jerked at his side, until she caught herself and stood.
“I’m sorry. Anna … she set this book out for me and I ... I’ll leave.” Calla bowed her head with a scowl and walked toward him.
Logan threw his arm out to block her passage, and she bumped right into him.
A look of horror danced across her face, which morphed into clamped lips, as if angel wings and steel balls battled inside her head. “Excuse me.”
“What are you reading?” Damn, did his voice have to sound so husky right then?
She glanced back at the book, still open on the table. “Just some mythology.”
He rounded her, and keeping his finger on the displayed page, he flipped the book closed, recognizing the goddess on the cover. “Artemis?”
“Or Diana. Depending on ...” Her voice trailed off as he glanced over his shoulder at her.
Logan reopened the book to its page and turned to face her, folding his arms over his chest. “What’s the fascination?”
Calla shrugged. “She was a great hunter.”
“You like to hunt?”
She blew out a breath and tipped her head, arms crossed, mirroring his stance. “Look. It doesn’t take a genius to know you’re not exactly fond of me.” Her eyes met his. Had he ever seen a more stunning shade of blue? “I’ll be out of your way first thing tomorrow. I promise never to come back here. You can even have Calix erase my memory of this place.” Being an incubus, Calix possessed the power to erase a person’s short-term memory.
Knowing he needed to make his move then, Logan stalked back toward her, silent. Determined. 
She frowned and backed up against the wall as he intentionally invaded her personal space. “I’m … what are you …?” Calla put her fists up—as if she would fight him?
He glanced down at them. “What do you plan to do with those?”
“I’m not afraid of you, just so you know.”
He curled his lip at that and moved closer, crowding her until her fists were pressed against his chest. He dwarfed her petite frame and bit back the cock-swelling excitement at the thought of her fighting him.
Squeezing her eyes shut, she sucked in a sharp breath and turned her face away.
Logan tilted his head. “What are you doing?”
The tension that seemed to run through her body bled into her voice as she said, “I’m not letting you use whatever that was you pulled in the gym.”
Gods, he wanted to laugh at that. His lip tightened to choke back the urgency in his throat and he swallowed it away. “You want me to let you go?”
“No. I happen to like being trapped against the wall by a demon who hates my guts.”
Again he stifled laughter and sniffed, his gaze falling momentarily to the mounds that peaked her T-shirt, where her erect nipples gave a hint that she was turned on. How badly he wanted to see them.
He lifted his gaze back to her. “I don’t hate your guts.”
She didn’t respond.
Logan leaned in, his lips already tingling from the impending feel of hers against them. He’d never been a kisser before, didn’t much care for it, but suddenly he had to know what that pouty mouth felt like, tasted like. 
She snapped her head so far away from him, her other cheek must’ve been smashed right up against the wall, and her hand pressed into his chest. 
Logan froze with Calla’s cheek at his opened mouth. His tongue puckered with the urge to lick and bite down on her jaw as an orange scent filled his nose, driving a need to suck it from the air and drink it. 
“What do you think you’re you doing?” She kept her lips from his face but lowered her hands from his chest.
His attention followed their descent, watching them fall to her side, already yearning to feel them again as his eyes trailed back to hers.
Keeping stiff against the wall, she twisted to face him. Her stare held defiance as it bored into him.
Fear? 
Maybe. 
Resistance? 
No doubt. 
The female had rebellion written all over her face, a charming beauty that probably left a lot of guys holding their dicks. 
He wanted so badly to touch that place where her hand had rested against his chest. Instead, he ground his teeth, growing impatient with the need to feel her. “Kiss me.”
Her eyes widened a moment, and she tilted her chin up. “No.”
Just like that.
Logan couldn’t remember the last time a female had denied him. At least in the last few years, the mere knowledge that he was one of the Sons had awarded him a groupie following. “I have ways of making you do whatever I want.”
“Yeah, I noticed. You still don’t have my permission, though.”
Permission?
He pushed himself away from the wall, away from her, and crossed his arms over his chest as her gaze tracked him. 
His own gaze swept over those palm-perfect breasts, down to the honey-toned legs; one inched out from the other, slightly bent at the knee, just itching for him to grab hold and hike it up over his hipbone. 
Man, the female was a piece of work. 
He sniffed and swiped at his nose. “And how does one earn permission to kiss you?” He laughed inwardly at such a thing.
“By asking for it.”
Logan cocked a brow at her. 
Ask? Hell, no. 
No way would he beg for something that he could easily take. He’d just use his pheromones on her and then she’d be willing to do just about anything he commanded. 
Only down side to that was the Bullshit Buzz would make her nothing but a mindless fuck. Maybe he wanted her to feel him. To conquer that resistance and see the lust on her face as she submitted to him. 
Willingly. 
Logan chewed on the inside of his mouth, contemplating, locking a hard stare on her. 
Calla stood quietly, her eyes trailing everywhere else in the room except on him. Damn, she was cute. The whole exercise of self-control had Logan’s dick about ready to climb out of his pants and take her on its own.
He lurched toward her, palms flat against the wall on either side of her.
She straightened her back stiff to the wall, as he pressed into her body, so small, curving into parts of his like two halves of a puzzle. 
His attention trailed down to her lips—those voluptuous lips that beckoned him like candy for just one taste. “I’m not the asking type. If I want something, I take it. No questions.”
“Then do what you gotta to do. You still don’t have my permission.”
She had to be fucking kidding. Who was she, anyway? Nothing but a human. Weak. 
He was a demon. Not just any demon—the son of the most badass demon in the underworld. He didn’t have to ask for a damn thing. 
Demons didn’t require permission.
So why the hell did her request bother him so much? 
Still caught in the cage of his arms, she nibbled on her lip. 
How badly he wanted to suck that lip into his own mouth and bite it. “May I …” Logan double blinked and cleared his throat. “May I kiss you?” Christ the words sounded so stupid in his head. Didn’t matter what she said, he’d do it, anyway. Mostly, he asked out of curiosity.
Her jaw jutted out just before her lips pursed. “Yes. You may.”
He hesitated for only a second then cupped her jaw. That mouth mesmerized him, plump and heart-shaped. He ran his thumb across her lip and tipped his head, eyes riveted on the softness sure to catapult him into hard cock overdrive.
With the ass-riding urgency of a ticking clock, Logan leaned in quickly before she could change her mind. 
Warm pulses of heat fell light against his mouth. He breathed it in and placed his lips against hers.
Motherfu …
He squeezed his eyes shut and pounded his fist against the wall. 
Calla jerked against him.
The growl in his throat reflected the aggression spreading through his body as, like a key unlocking the dark and twisted realms of his imagination, her kiss rattled something inside of him, crawled across his skull, and teased the angry beast. 
Take. 
It chanted in his head like devils coaxing him to debauch her. 
Resurrected from a dead slumber.
In those seconds of her lips claiming his, a glaring fact settled over him: the woman could easily own him. She could have him lapping milk straight from the palm of her hands.
Because that raging beast of his? It mewled like a kitten at the thought of breaking the connection with her.
He fused his mouth tighter, as if drawn by some magnetic force between them—his depraved monster craving her sweet innocence—and within seconds, the kiss turned greedy, violent.
So many years he’d gone without that exquisite feeling. Never knowing the softness and taste of a woman.
Perfect.
Calla’s flavor was so divine, and every bit what he thought it’d be and more. Logan doubted he’d ever get enough of it. Gods, he could devour her. 
As heat shot through his veins like lust bullets exploding in his blood, he pushed himself closer and grabbed either side of her head to keep her from pulling away. Maybe he’d suck every breath of life from the female. Part of him didn’t care. Didn’t want to break from the sensation. 
Her tongue found his, trapping a moan between them. His? Hers? All other senses powered down to nothing more than the sucking of her mouth between the pulses of her breath. 
So good.
The taste of her tongue carried the mint of the toothpaste she must’ve used earlier in the evening, mingled with her own flavor—the citrus nectar of her skin that reminded him of warmth and sunny places. Things he’d never experienced himself—things his dark and twisted soul suddenly yearned to feel if only for the torture of knowing it didn’t belong there.
The thought of licking every inch of her flesh had his taste buds puckering and his hips circling against her.
He could feel her pulling, tugging, and he pushed himself forward and clutched the back of her head. No way he’d let her take away that rush. 
His erection pressed into her belly and forced a grunting sound at the back of his throat like some kind of animal.
She shoved against his chest, breaking the kiss on a sharp inhale. Lifting a hand, she held her throat, as though staving off suffocation. “Couldn’t … breathe …”
Coldness seeped into the space between their breaths. 
More.
Logan leaned in again, forcing himself past the stiff interjection of her hand against him. 
“I have to catch my breath, Logan.”
He swiped her hand away from his chest, his fingertips brushing her palm with the movement, and clutched her nape once more, forcing her to his mouth. 
Fuck, he needed more.
Like a drug, her taste flooded his brain with a euphoria he’d never known before—one he selfishly craved. He didn’t care if she passed out or wanted him to stop. 
He wedged his hand into the tight space between them and brushed over her stiffened nipple. Her breath hitched against his mouth and he held the weight of her breast in his palm. With his free hand, he imparted the same attention to the other breast, so heavy and soft. He gave a gentle knead of her flesh, careful not to hurt her, but holy fuck, feeling her was like being a kid at a petting zoo. Logan couldn’t get enough of touching her. His thumbs ran back and forth across her nipples, both standing rigidly erect through her thin T-shirt. 
Her quiet moan vibrated against his lips and forced breath expelled from her nose.
Still fused at the lips, he lifted her up against the wall, wrapping her legs around his waist. Damn, he wished he’d stripped the boxers from her so he could feel her heat against his stomach. A slow grind against her, and the wandering of his fingertips inside her boxers, had her undulating her hips, assuring him he wasn’t the only one getting off. 
Princess seemed to be digging it, too.
Perhaps he’d hold her there all night, pinned to the wall, mouth on hers. There were worse forms of torture than that. 
Calla’s arms snaked around his neck and her nails lodged into his scalp. 
His head tipped back. Ah, gods yes. He carried her over to the table, brushed aside the books with one hand and laid her on her back, never once taking his mouth off hers. 
That taste on his lips.
Her touch on his skin.
Un-fucking-done. 
He grabbed her wrists and pushed her hands up over her head, flat against the table. Logan broke the kiss to bury his face in the dip of her neck, and drew in a long inhale, like a junkie hittin’ up the good shit.
Calla gasped and her chest heaved. Against Logan’s own, her heart beat a frantic pattern, fluttering like a bird’s.
As he sampled her throat with his tongue, his teeth grazed the stretched, smooth skin with a desire to bite into her. A spasm of her arms beneath his told him she was uneasy in the vulnerable position. Alexi females were trained to fight a captor off and the strain in her muscles warned his actions had taunted the killer inside of her. The thought made his dick jerk.
Logan had known his share of really good fucking drugs, but never in his life had he experienced such a detonation of every one of his senses. He raised his head, his eyes locking on hers. Like fireworks in his blood, the female spread out before him embodied the best buzz he’d ever shot up, snorted or swallowed.
The upturn of her brow told him to set her free. 
No. He wanted, needed more of her, and ignored the nagging thoughts telling him anything about having her was wrong. Too far lost in its own excitement, his body wouldn’t stop for anything. Each new fantasy that passed through his mind only served to fuel that excitement—the feel of him in her mouth, the heat of her sex contracting around his and milking his release. 
Oh, fuck, her body would be a Candyland of pleasures.
So many positions. So little time.
He lifted her legs still straddling his waist, and held them to his face, planting a kiss on her knees as he rubbed the silkiness of her thigh.
How many different sensations could he possibly learn from this woman?
So many worries running through his head—Zeke, mostly—soothed by her touches, like a warm, cozy blanket.
He could explore them slow and long into the night.
“So soft.” His voice arrived hoarse. “Smooth.”
“Logan?” she whispered. “What—”
Whatever she’d said gave way to a massive wave of heat rushing through his body, drowning out all sound. He kissed down her thigh, those long, toned legs that could easily drape over his shoulders and find the middle of his back. The thought of that alone cheered him on. He cupped her ass and lifted her up off the table, her legs draped over each arm, toes lodged into his ribs. Closer and closer, the scent of her grew more intoxicating as the fruit in his palms watered his mouth.
What’d she taste like on his tongue? 
Goaded by her scent, he could hardly tear away her boxers fast enough.
Fingers gripped the top of his head. “Logan.”
Lost to his own escalating needs, he grabbed hold of her tiny black lace panties beneath the boxers and pulled them down those satin thighs.
“Wait!” 
The quick glimpse he caught of her—head rolling around the table, lip caught between her teeth—told him she wanted otherwise. “Not a chance.” He tossed the panties onto the floor and marveled at her glistening sex before him. So wet and ready for his tongue.
As he dipped his head, her knees clamped together, and irritation blasted through him. 
“I don’t … I haven’t—” The flush of her cheeks suggested something had embarrassed her. 
What, though? She had a body that would make a sinner sing passages from the bible like a fucking musical, just for a chance to touch it. Her scent screwed his brain in ways he feared might rob him of control. 
Lodging his hands between her knees to pry them apart sent her scrambling up on her elbows.
“Logan!” Her tightly drawn brows made him pause. “I’m a virgin.” 
His palms slid from her kneecaps. Surely she hadn’t said what he thought he heard.
Virgin?
But damn. Think about it, dipshit.
Only a virgin’s blood could have brought him back from the dead.
“I’ve … never been with someone like that before.”
Her words lashed like a quick and painful snip to the power cable.
Shit.
Logan dropped his head and drew in a deep breath. That scent still taunted him, mocking his conscience. 
He backed up to a standing position.
What kind of sick and twisted bullshit had him pining after a virgin?
Virgin. 
The purity of the word cast a chill down his spine, like a stark white page about to be spattered with black ink. Yeah, no lie, it kind of made him want her more. Tasting her would’ve only been the appetizer to what he had running through his thoughts—the main course he’d have spent hours savoring. 
She’d sure as hell be de-virginized by the end of it. 
Many times over.
Not this way.
He was all too aware of why he wanted her right then. It had nothing to do with love or feelings. She could have been any one of the females that he’d been with before her. It just so happened, though, she was the first he’d actually remember. 
Plus, much as he’d been a bastard in life, he certainly wasn’t the raping kind, or the type of sick bastard who liked watching women scream in pain. 
Because she would be in pain. One look at his dick, which could easily land him a job in the porn industry—a side effect of being Wrath’s son—and she’d probably pass out.
Without saying a word, he lodged his hands beneath her arms and set her back on her feet. He picked her panties and boxers up off the floor and handed them to her.
Her gaze fell away from him. The blush of her cheeks and muss of her hair only intensified that innocent look. 
Logan stared down at her for a moment. Three tiny white scars across her wrist captured his attention. The way they ran along her veins, it didn’t take a genius to know she’d tried to kill herself. Part of him wanted to ask her why. Another part of him knew better. Asking questions might imply interest—interest in her—the last thing he wanted right then.
He walked out of the library and into the hallway.
She was everywhere on him, her smell and every caress etched like a memory on his skin. 
Her taste. 
He licked his lips. 
Yeah, she was there, too. 
So badly he wanted to turn around. To hell with his conscience and all that chivalry crap. He wanted her. Why did it matter that she was a virgin? He could take her and be done with her. 
Another nameless, faceless female.
Only problem? 
For some reason that he couldn’t quite put his finger on, his body didn’t want her to remain faceless, and he’d sure as fuck never forget the name of the woman who reawakened his senses again. 
Calla. 
Like a flower from the tropics with her own citrus fragrance. A poison in his blood that would become his addiction. That first high he’d never be able to reach again.
Logan adjusted himself as he made his way back toward the foyer. He’d have to take care of his raging hard-on before his balls exploded, as much as they ached. 
Gavin descended the stairs as Logan approached. “Hey, I was just looking for you.” His brow furrowed. “Where’ve you been?”
His brother could probably smell the arousal coming off him. Wrath demons exuded sex like an old lady’s perfume in church—all too telling of the hormones his szexus organ had been throwing off. “Just trying to pass some time while you did your thing.”
Back to business, Gavin continued down the stairs. “I talked to Calix.”
“Yeah?”
“I’m going to meet with Ryke tonight in the old cemetery. Just the two of us. Calix is going to arrange the meeting through Ava.”
“What fucking world do you live in, Gavin? You think she’s going to set up a meeting like some secretary? Last I checked, Calix was forbidden to see her.”
“Not the physical kind of meeting.”
Logan shook his head. “I gotta say, that’s low for you, Brother. Force Calix to give her up and then have him go back and mind-fuck her? Something I might do. But not your style.”
“You’re not making this any easier for me.” Gavin’s brows furrowed. “Feelings aside, my objective is to get Zeke back. At any cost. Even at the risk of some bruised egos and broken hearts.”
“Calix tell you Fatman’s dead?”
“Yeah. What are the odds that it happened to be the same one that took Zeke?”
“I’d say better than good. So, wait. You set up the meeting with Ryke. Then what? After all this shit, you suddenly trust this shady fucker? I know you’re not that stupid.”
“As your elder, I suggest you watch your tone.” The red flicker in Gavin’s eyes cast a warning. “No, I don’t trust him. But going all hothead on the little prick isn’t going to bring Zeke back any faster. Which is exactly why I’m ordering you to stay back.” He strode past Logan into his office. 
Yeah. That’s going to happen.
As Logan trotted up the staircase to his room, the ghostly sensation of fingertips on his skin brushed across the back of his neck. 
He closed his eyes. 
Calla. 
Couldn’t think about that right then, though. 
Logan had every intention of disobeying orders. 


CHAPTER 19
Calla looked down at the stack of books still sitting at the other side of the table where Logan had pushed them, not knowing whether to feel relief or disappointment. 
Right here?
The guy would’ve taken her right there on the table? What if someone had walked in?
Jesus, embarrassment aside, it spoke volumes of what he thought of her. Nothing. 
And damn her for being so foolish to think he wanted anything to do with her. Damn her for letting down her guard and allowing him to see her. 
Ooh, his head must’ve been exploding with smug satisfaction. 
Damn it, damn it, damn it all!
The male probably brought home a different girl every night. Girls who knew things. How to please a man—how to tease him and make him want them. Girls who’d spent years honing their crafts and knowing how the male body worked. 
Skills she’d never learned. 
Sure, she’d fooled around with Draven from time to time, and she’d been forced to do things to Wade—her stomach turned at the thought—but knowing how to bring a man to his knees with ecstasy was about as foreign to her as knowing the genetic sequence of a dinosaur. 
She’d be a boring screw at best. A charity lay for him. 
Besides, why did she want to be any of those things to him, anyway? 
Maybe what happened in the library had been nothing but a ploy. He probably roused her intentionally to make her look like an ass. It wouldn’t surprise her. How easily she’d fallen prey to him in the gym. Perhaps he wanted to show her what kind of control he could wield over her. 
The way he breathed while kissing her, though, and the sounds he made in his throat as their lips were fused—primal and laced with aggression, possession—she couldn’t help but think he’d wanted her. His eyes had a certain concentration about them as he stared at her lips. The way they roamed her body as if he’d sampled every part of her exposed skin. Inexplicable. She’d never had a man look at her that way before.
Logan gave off sex vibes without even trying. Even without the pheromones, a girl couldn’t help but fantasize about being at the mercy of his desires. 
Dark, wicked and dangerous.
That kiss. That kiss had her hot. That kiss had her craving and it occurred to Calla she’d never known craving before that kiss, because nothing tugged at her belly the way his lips had.
Idiot!
Calla rested her head on her palms. “Demon with an angel’s smile.” She could boot her own ass for such weakness. “Won’t happen again,” she muttered, pounding her palm against her temple. 
Enough of these stupid, nonsensical encounters with this crazy, psychotic demon. 
With her resolve, a much bigger issue still looming in the back of her mind pushed forth: avenging Jacob’s death. 
She had to begin looking for Draven.
* * *
“What do you want?” The faint voice breached through darkness, reaching Zeke’s ears. 
So beautiful, like a song playing through his mind. He turned his head toward it, but couldn’t see past the blackness.
Footfalls stomped in the distance. Some scuffling. 
“Get out. I told you, I’m not interested.”
“I didn’t come to ask your permission.” A much deeper voice, met with momentary silence, had Zeke’s sensors flaring. “I’m taking you out tonight. Wear something sexy. And white, preferably.”
“Go to hell.”
More scuffling. A slam, like that of a door, jolted Zeke’s muscles. Everything told him he was awake. 
Why can’t I see? 
His head rolled back and forth. He flexed a muscle to raise his hand, but couldn’t tell if it’d moved or not. Numbness blanketed his entire body. No pain, no discomfort. Nothing.
Where am I?
He opened his mouth. No words came out. 
Faint whispers drifted to him. “I think you know now what I’m capable of. Don’t fuck with me.” The male’s voice, by the tone—followed by the female’s, “I’d never fuck with someone like you.”
“This is what I like about you.” Moaning drifted over. “I’ll return tonight.” A swooshing noise cut through the air followed by the creak of a closing door.
A cough ripped through Zeke’s chest, gurgling and wet as if he’d drown in his own fluids. Sucking in a breath bubbled the fluids and tickled his lungs. 
Goddamn, I must be a mess. He rubbed his head against the softness he presumed to be a pillow, to be sure he could actually move a part of his body. Otherwise, he’d have guessed himself dead.
“Hey, don’t do that. You’ll disconnect the mask.” The female’s voice he’d heard a moment ago rang in perfect clarity in his ears.
Mask? The reason he couldn’t speak? 
“Sorry, it’s a lot harder to swipe a ventilator than an oxygen tank.”
All Zeke could muster was an strained exhale. 
“You’re going to live. Not sure if you’re cool with that, but it’s against my saintliness to just let you die.” Fingertips brushed against a spot on his cheek where the feeling hadn’t faded. “Whatever that hunter did to you was bad. Real bad. They never leave victims alive or drop them off in broad daylight, so I figured it didn’t want you.”
Zeke swallowed harshly, the burn in his throat proving that not everything had gone numb. 
“I’m going to … wait to work on your eyes. I hear you guys can generate new ones. I just need to cut away all the tissue.”
Tissue? Christ, was that why he couldn’t see? 
“I work part-time in a hospital. Surgery. I didn’t think you’d want me to take you there and risk that thing finding you, just in case I was wrong.”
The bounty hunter? How did she know so much about them? Was she lycan? He still caught a whiff of it, mostly overpowered by her very feminine scent. 
Zeke wanted so badly to ask her the questions in his head.
“You just lie here and rest. You’ll be in and out. I spiked your IV with some Abyzz. None of the stuff I had was strong enough. But I know a guy, and he said this stuff could knock a dragon on its ass.”
Hell, yeah, it could. His twin had been using the shit most of his life until he met Shey. After her death, he went back to it. The idea that most demons couldn’t get addicted to the drug was utter bullshit. What Zayne managed to get hooked on was escaping his reality. 
“I’ll let you get some rest.”
No. Her voice, the only string that tied him to living while everything else felt as if it’d slipped away, had him enthralled, craving its magic. 
No. Come back. 
A chair scuffed against the floor, followed by the click of a door. “My name is Lyric, in case you were curious.”
The door clicked once more, and Zeke’s ears were met with silence. 


CHAPTER 20
Draven led the few Alexi he’d managed to scrounge from the streets, the only survivors from the night before, down the dark hallway. His stomach lurched—as if he knew, in his mind, that he escorted them down the path to death row. Because, what could Ryke possibly want with the Alexi? 
After what he’d seen on the streets, though, their fate couldn’t be much worse. Even a tortuous death couldn’t rival the unanswered questions that seemed to plague the expressions on the corpses they’d come across back at the dock. 
“What is this place, man?” Deuce’s voice echoed from behind.
“Nephilim club.” 
Ryke had his seemingly ‘normal’ club on eight mile. The place Draven led the group, though, was something of a doppelganger to Moonshines—the ghostly evil twin of which few, aside from the regulars, knew its location.
Draven spun around to face them. “Look …”— He briefly glanced away. “… you’re about to see some fucked up shit, okay? Just trust me.”
“What kind of shit?” Tiff asked.
Like an answer to her question, the sounds of tortuous screams rose from the opposite end of the hall. 
All of the Alexi shifted in their stance.
“They, uh … have some pretty messed up fetishes. But I’ve done some favors for the guy. He owes me.” Draven turned back toward the hallway and kept on toward the auditorium. 
Lights flickered and a crowd cheered, as if they sat watching some kind of twisted horror flick on the big screen. 
“I don’t like this,” Jenn whispered. 
You haven’t seen anything yet. 
They stood at the entrance of the auditorium. The distinct buzz of a chainsaw hummed along Draven’s spine, spurring nausea in his stomach. 
“Oh, God, what are they doing?” 
Draven didn’t even recognize the voice that’d spoken, dulled by the gut wrenching scream and the cheering crowd. He scanned the packed auditorium for Ryke. Dozens of black-haired, sapphire-eyed freaks sat amidst the crowd. All the nephilim carried the same features.
Only their human flaws distinguished them from one another. 
A small group down at the front—the only ones not moving or cheering like teenage girls at a boy band concert—sat perfectly still, as though riveted on the grisly scene taking place inside the cage. 
As Draven took a step in their direction, a firm hand grabbed his wrist from behind.
“I don’t like this, Draven.” Deuce’s grip tightened. “Whatever the hell this place is, I got a bad feeling. I’d rather take my chances out on the streets.”
Draven wrenched his arm out of Deuce’s grip. “Last night, I slept in the lap of luxury with the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen riding my cock all night. You want to take your chances out there with those bastards, be my guest. I’ll be sleeping on Egyptian sheets tonight, while you’re freezing your asses off waiting for death to come and chew your throat out.”
Deuce’s nostrils flared. He looked back to Jenna. “Your call, baby. You want to go, we’ll go.”
Horror brimmed over in her eyes. Brows knitted as she gnawed at her lip, she alternated glances between Draven and Deuce. “Draven, you’re certain these people can be trusted?”
Draven, at the very least, had taken down the demon who’d nearly killed Ryke. Logan. The only thing that could’ve topped killing Logan, would have been serving the demon’s head to the nephilim with a side of cock-and-ball soup.
“I’m certain. Trust me.”
Draven continued on toward the group, where Ryke sat between two paleskinned guys dressed as if they’d recently crawled out of a grave. 
One rubbed his finger across his lips, seemingly entranced by the gore behind Draven. He leaned and whispered something into Ryke’s ear. 
Ryke tipped his head back in laughter. As his head fell forward again, his eyes locked on Draven. 
The nephilim waved them over and Draven led the Alexi across the skinny walkway from where the cage stood only a few feet. 
Mid-step, Draven paused. “What the fuck?” 
Two young boys inside the cage faced off, neither of which could’ve been more than thirteen or fourteen. The dark-haired one burst into a small, gray wolf. 
The crowd gasped as a blond exploded into a reddish wolf, and gray leaped through the air. 
The two of them clashed in the center of the cage. Their growls and snarls rose above the low hum of the crowd as the two ripped each other apart.
“Kid lycans?” Draven heard Deuce say from behind. “You kidding me, bro?”
“I don’t know anything about this,” Draven snapped back. 
Something wet splashed against his face. His fingertips brushed against his cheek, and when he brought them into view again, blood coated his fingertips. He continued down the narrow walkway and stopped in front of Ryke. 
The gazes of the two men beside him slowly trailed upward, eyes lost, as if they’d gotten high on some sort of drug.
Ryke gave a glance toward the group and back at Draven. “Good to see you again, my friend.” He rose from the chair. “I see you’ve brought some guests.”
“What’s this shit? You let kids fight here? I never seen kid lycans.”
“Come,” Ryke said. “It’s far too noisy in here.”
Deuce hesitated a moment before all of the Alexi followed behind Ryke. Every one of them stole glances at the odd supes trailing behind. 
“These people are hella messed up,” Deuce said, walking beside Draven. 
Draven glanced down at Deuce’s hand, firmly clasped in Jenna’s, who walked directly behind him, her other hand clutching the big guy’s arm as they made their way through the unruly crowd. 
A squeal snapped Draven’s head to the side. 
Deuce stopped, chest sticking out as he stepped in front of a rugged-looking demon type. 
Draven had never seen his kind before, but that didn’t mean much as he’d only come across a handful of the many species that lived among humans. He only assumed the male had demon blood based on the violet shade to his eyes. 
Otherwise, he looked like any other Joe from the streets—assuming any other Joe was a big motherfucker with violet eyes.
The squeal had come from Jenna, and judging by the way Deuce’s nostrils flared and his lip peeled back over an elongated fang, his girl had been groped. Gold swirled in the big guy’s eyes and Draven’s oh, fuck alarms went off.
Draven gripped Deuce’s shoulder. “Don’t do it, man. We’re kill-bait here.” 
With his chest still puffed out like a gorilla, Deuce exhaled a breath and stepped away, tugging Jenna behind him like his Ann-doll had almost gotten swiped.
Hands clasped together, Ryke stopped in front of them and smiled. “Wise leader.” Blue and white streaks swirled in his eyes, and before Draven could look away, dizziness struck.
Continuing on, they reached the door to the hallway where Draven had been led the night before. His stomach settled—much more at ease away from all the gore and hype. He’d had a good night the last time he stayed at Ryke’s. If truth be told, he wouldn’t mind having another beautiful woman take his mind off the bullshit night he’d just experienced. 
Hell, he’d even take the Shine. Draven didn’t care.
As before, they ended up in the brightly lit hallway of the auditorium. Instead of drawing circles on the wall, Ryke continued on down the passageway, lights fading as they went.
“Where we going?” Draven asked.
“Thought we’d change it up a bit. I’m not a fan of staying in one place for long.”
The, oh fuck sensors flared again.
Vertigo intensified.
Ryke came to a halt in front of what looked like a dilapidated dressing room door. No chalk tricks ensued. Ryke merely twisted the knob. Draven’s stomach gurgled as the room opened up to an elaborate marble staircase, like some Annie shit, where all the orphans stood momentarily awestruck as Daddy Warbucks flaunted his cash. 
Maybe he’d somehow taken Shine and had one monster hallucination going.
The group stopped just before they reached the staircase. 
“If you’ll excuse me, I’ve an important meeting to attend.” Ryke held a finger to his mouth and wiggled it at Draven. He spoke low. “Do you have what I asked of you?”
Draven took a breath. Damn, he hated not delivering on something—especially when he stood about two seconds from entering what could very well be some twisted house of horrors. “Not the antibody.” Draven swiped at his nose. “Look, we, uh, came across something. Really bad. It wiped out a lot of Alexi. Like it targeted them. I don’t know what you want with my friends, but I gotta know you’ll look out for them. I promised.” He sniffed. 
Ryke seemed to puzzle the request for a moment. “Of course.”
At that very moment, six gorgeous women descended the staircase, all of them completely nude. Draven’s eyes locked on the brunette he vaguely recalled from the night before. Yeah, he’d take her again. 
Each female sidled up beside the males. Jenna clung to Deuce as a redhead slung her arm around him. The woman reached out to Jenna and brushed her cheek with a manicured fingertip. “I’ll take her first. So pretty,” she said. 
Jenna jerked her head to the side. “We’re fine by ourselves, thanks.”
A grin stretched across Ryke’s face, and he winked before wrapping an arm around Draven’s shoulders. “You’ve done well.”
Draven looked over his shoulder, watching Ryke’s gaunt butler lead his friends up the staircase. “We’ve had a rough night. I’m sure they’ll appreciate a warm bed.”
“Absolutely.” Ryke gave Draven’s cheek a light slap. “I’ll return soon.”
The brunette and another blonde bowed their head at Ryke and hooked their arms in Draven’s. “My name is Isabella, in case you’d forgotten,” Brunette whispered. 
He had.
She kissed the blonde on the lips, her eyes fixed on Draven as she fondled the woman’s breasts. When she finished, the brunette sashayed over to him, wrapped her arms around his neck and stuck out her tongue. 
On the tip, a silver capsule dangled like a carrot. 
Draven devoured her tongue, taking the capsule and her kiss.
* * * 
Gavin arrived at the cemetery. 
Trees lined the drive as he passed under a stone alter. Graves lay open and vandalized, evident in the mounds of dirt scattered about, though darkness mostly hid the fact that the place had been unkempt, left behind and unmanaged. 
He pulled the car off to the side. No sign of Ryke, yet. 
As he stepped out of the vehicle, another set of headlights advanced down the path toward him. Gavin shielded his eyes from the glow. 
While the car pulled to a stop, Gavin leaned up against the Mercedes in a casual stance, but he pushed up again when a dark silhouette rose up from the vehicle and the door slammed shut. 
“I gave you an order,” Gavin said.
Logan strode up next to him, the shit-eating grin on his face enough to make Gavin want to punch him. “Evening, Brother. When have I ever followed your orders?”
“Yeah, the last time you didn’t, you died, remember?” Gavin glanced around the vehicles, impatient for the meeting. “This is where Calix told him to meet up. ’The hell is taking so long?”
“What’s this about again? A meeting of the minds? That why you had me stay back?”
“It’s trying to level with this bastard. He can’t seem to keep his hands out of shit. It’s time someone slapped them.”
“Good, then you don’t plan to kiss his ass?”
“Have I ever been an ass-kisser?”
“I keep my distance from your kinky bedroom shit. I’m out when the pants fall.”
A noise piqued Gavin’s attention—a good couple hundred yards away but getting closer. He turned that way and stared off into the darkness. 
A woman’s voice cried out.
“What the fuck?” Gavin broke into a jog, the pounding of Logan’s boots trailing behind him. 
A figure hastened toward them, hobbling. The more she came into view, the more Gavin’s stomach sunk. He slowed his jog to a stop, but as she fell to the ground, Logan kept on toward her.
Gavin threw a hand out to stop him. “Could be a trick. If I’m not mistaken, that’s Ava.”
“How d’you know?”
“Black hair. Sapphire eyes. Why else would a female nephilim be here at the exact moment we were supposed to meet?”
With slow and cautious steps, the brothers approached. “Goddamn,” Gavin muttered as they reached her. 
Swollen like a plum, her face carried the distinct bruises of someone who’d had the shit beat right out of them. A strange twist to her leg suggested it’d been broken the wrong way, and gouges in her thigh held the handprint of her attacker. She lay unmoving on the grass, only the rising and falling of her chest giving any indication that she lived.
“Calix is going to go balls out for revenge over this shit. Who the fuck does this to a woman?” Gavin set his hands on his hips and shook his head, letting the fury run through his body so that his movements with Ava didn’t come off abrupt. He knelt down beside her and gently brushed the hair from her face. “Ava, who did this to you?”
She stirred but never opened her eyes. “Ry … ke.” 
Gavin’s lips tightened and his muscles clenched. “Bet the shithead beat her for seeing Calix again.”
Logan crouched beside him. “I, for one, cannot wait to get my hands on said shithead.”
“C’mon, let’s get her back to Calix. Call him to meet us. No doubt Ryke sent her instead.”
“Think it’s a trick?” Logan scratched the back of his head. “Get her inside the mansion?”
“I don’t give a shit if it is, or not. These bruises are real and she needs a doctor. Don’t forget, she’s half human.”
“You takin’ her to the ER, or something?”
“No. We’ll have Drechler come by and check her out. If she and her brother are at odds, we might get some information about Zeke.”
“Why didn’t you just meet up with him at Moonshine’s? Why here?”
“First, I prefer neutral turf. Second, nephilim are half human. They’re very self-conscious of their own mortality. The cemetery would have made him uncomfortable.”
“You got a psych degree now, or some shit?”
“I’ve got centuries of dealing with shady bastards.” With a sharp nod of his head, Gavin directed Logan to help him lift the girl into his arms.
Logan bent forward and gave a crooked grin. “Ryke’s gotta know I’m alive by now. Bar cameras, his staff. No doubt someone told him. I’m his dick trophy, okay? I’m the one he wants mounted to his wall. He’ll sic the bounty hunter on me now. Calix was nothing more than a sloppy second.”
Ava moaned and grimaced as Gavin slid his arms beneath her body and pulled her to him.
“Males who do this shit need to placed in a room with a Dzafolite dragon for the night. Change their fucking tune.” Gavin stood carefully. “And by the way, that doesn’t make me feel better, knowing Ryke will come after you, too, you know.”
“Enough of the sentimental shit.” Logan stood with his hands in his pockets. “You taking her back to the mansion?”
“Calix is at the bar tonight. We’ll have the doc check her out there. I don’t trust that that asshole Ryke isn’t hiding out somewhere. We’ve already had enough trespassers.”
* * *
Logan followed behind Gavin. Call it years of watching his back, but something didn’t feel right. “Hey, hold up.” 
No sooner had he said the words than something knocked him in that back of the head. A sharp, needle-like sensation pierced his skin and claws curled around his bicep, digging into his flesh.
“What the—”
Logan yanked the beast at his neck and slammed it to the ground. 
Its pale white face almost glowed in the darkness, the mouth smeared with blood, and it hissed as Logan pressed the weight of his boot on the bastard’s throat. 
Another thump hit Logan’s back, and he gripped tight to a jaw. Bone crushed near his ear as he hauled it over his shoulder and held it out in front of him. 
Keeping the first paleskin captive beneath his boot, Logan tipped his head and studied the second struggling in his grip. He tightened his fingers around its throat, forcing the sucker’s mouth open and giving Logan a good view of fangs. What would leak from its eyeballs, he wondered, if he squeezed much harder—or from its nose, its mouth?
Up ahead, Gavin set Ava to the ground just as a paleskin latched onto his brother’s back. 
Logan tensed for a moment, until it flipped over Gavin’s shoulders with a haul from the demon. Its body hovered in the air for a brief second, before it slammed hard against Gavin’s bended knee, and the cracking of its spine echoed in the cemetery.
Logan couldn’t help the smile as he swelled with pride at his brother’s violence, like Gavin had just scored a touchdown, or some shit.
Gavin polished it off by ripping the head from its body, the paleskin’s blood spraying in the air like a dramatic finale.
With deep breaths, Gavin rose to his feet. 
“What are these?” Logan examined the paleskin in his grip. Hisses still squeezed past its fangs; clear fluid oozed from its nose.
“If I had to guess, somebody fucked with something they shouldn’t have.” Gavin nodded toward the one in Logan’s grip. “And if I’m not mistaken, that’s ichor.”
“Blood of the ancients,” Logan muttered. “Which would make this what?”
“Only thing I know of that carries ichor died out a long time ago.” Gavin shook his head. “Looks like the same creature that tried to get inside the mansion, though.”
“Same thing that must’ve gotten ole Fatman in the alley at Moonshine’s, too,” Logan added.
“I thought that was a bounty hunter.”
“Me, too, but I saw this clear shit coming out of holes on Fatman’s neck. You think Ryke’s behind this?”
“He’d have to be one crafty son of a bitch. Once a species is extinct, there’s no going back. All traces of them disappear from both the underworld and here in the human realm.”
“If you’re referring to what I think you’re referring to, maybe they were never really extinct. Think they talk? Look mostly human to me.” Logan pulled the one he clutched a little closer. “Where’d you come from?” Logan leaned in, the glow of his eyes casting an off-red shade against the bastard’s skin.
Black orbs stared back in silence. Where there should’ve been white, blood red deepened to a richer tone as Logan strangled its neck. The dilated pupils gave the creature an animalistic appearance.
“Think if I squeeze hard enough I can make his eyeballs pop out like one of those stress-reducing dolls?” Logan’s voice carried the amusement of imagining such a thing.
“Why am I not surprised you play with dolls?” Gavin shook his head. 
Logan squeezed harder. “Answer me, fuckstick.”
“We’ll …” the paleskinned said past the throttling at its throat, “tell you … nothing.”
“Well, lookie there. Fuckstick speaks.”
“I could kill them. But I’m too curious. They’re obviously weaker than our kind,.” Gavin said, coming up beside Logan. “I don’t want them back at the manor.”
“How ’bout the interrogation room? Sanctuary? Have Britus keep an eye on them.” Logan raised a brow. “You can chase skirts the rest of the night.”
“I’m not chasing anything until I know Zeke’s safe. Besides, we have to get Ava checked out. You got those two?” Gavin asked.
“Yep. I’ll put ’em in the trunk.” 
“How the hell’re you going to do that in your car?”
“Fold the bastards in half if I have to. They’ll fit.” 
A grin stretched across one of the paleskin’s face. 
Logan squeezed so hard his arm started to shake, and whatever blood it had inside of it rushed to its face, though its skin didn’t take on much more color, until the eyes rolled back into its head.
“Logan. Enough,” Gavin ordered. “Let’s get the fuck out of here.” He scooped Ava back up into his arms. “Put one in the trunk of my car. I can’t risk you killing them, or we might not learn much of anything about them. Or where to find Ryke, for that matter.”
They took the males to the back of the vehicle. From the trunk, Gavin pulled two long, unearthly chains, fashioned from the underworld. 
The males squirmed in their grip, as Gavin wrapped the chains around one of the paleskin’s arms and legs, binding them like a hogtie. 
Logan did the same to the other. 
The demons threw the creatures into the trunks, and Logan rested his hands on his hips. “I’m going to need a stiff drink.” 
“Yeah.” Gavin gave a quick glance over his shoulder. “See you at Sanctuary.” 


CHAPTER 21
The duffle bag Calla had set on the bed didn’t carry much—only what she would really need for the first couple of nights. 
Just long enough to find Draven. Hunt him down and kill him. 
As one of the better trained Alexi soldiers, a quality that placed him as second-in-command after Ayden went AWOL, finding him wouldn’t be easy. Draven had always been a survivor. Resourceful. Intelligent. 
But as Calla had come to learn, predictable. Perhaps his only fault that put him at risk. 
No doubt he’d be looking for her. Giving up on her would be admitting defeat and Draven would never stoop to such a thing. The sad thing about Alexi soldiers was their unfaltering commitment to vengeance—branded into their very existence the moment each one had awakened from Mindslating. 
God only knew where he could be in that city. 
Though, if she had to guess, he’d probably be forming an alliance. 
Ayden told her that all the Alexi had scattered the compound after she and the demons set fire to it. So, out there. On the streets. That’s where she’d start. Start with the weak ones and work her way up to the strong until she found him.
“Leaving?” The voice came from behind.
Calla swung around to find Ayden leaned against the doorframe. “I’ve got a murder to avenge.”
Ayden nodded and walked toward the bed. “I know.” She sat beside Calla’s duffle, her eyes somewhat focused. “Calla, you know it was Wade, right? The one orchestrating all the attacks. The attack on Draven. And … Jacob.”
“I have my reasons for wanting Draven dead. Not all of them have to do with Jake. Some are just personal.” Even if Wade sicced the wolves on them, no doubt Draven had every intention of using Jacob as a pawn against her. Jake had always gotten in the way.
“I know all about vendettas.”
“Look, if this is going to be an exercise in telling me to give it up, you’re wasting your breath. Every day that I stay here, my enemy still breathes.”
“I’m not going to convince you to stay, Calla. I’d be a hypocrite.”
“Then, what do you want?”
“A drink.” The curve of a smile tugged at Ayden’s lip. “What do you say?”
What the hell? Ayden never asked her to hang out, yet she still found herself saying, “One drink. And then I leave.”
Ayden nodded and led Calla down the stairs to Gavin’s study. Once inside, she closed the doors, ushered her to one of the leather seats. After pouring amber liquor into a couple of glasses, she handed one to Calla. 
A quick sniff and Calla crinkled her nose. “What is it?”
“Not sure, exactly. A demon liquor. Drink slow, it hits hard.”
“I’ve never had liquor before. I don’t want to get drunk.”
“As long as you don’t chug it, you’ll be fine.” Ayden tipped back the glass.
Calla stared into the amber. I don’t know about this. Yet, she took a sip, her lips scrunching in an instant pucker. “Oh, God, how can you drink this?” 
“Practice.” Ayden smiled and pushed the glass to Calla’s lip. “It loses its potency after a while. Goes numb. Take another sip.”
The heat warmed Calla’s chest as the liquor slid down her throat. She focused on the liquid as the guilt of abandoning the search for Zeke struck her conscience.
“Quit.”
Calla straightened in the seat. “What?”
“I know what you’re doing right now. You did the right thing.”
“Seems like every move I make gets someone hurt. Zeke might be here, instead of out there somewhere, if I’d done the right thing.”
“If you’re going to take the shit on yourself, then at least give Zeke credit for being the smart one. Of the two, he stands a better chance of surviving an Enforcer.”
“If he survives.” Calla shook her head. “I have nightmares about it. And the blood. All over the place. You should’ve seen the look on Logan’s face. Like I did it.”
“Logan’s an asshole, but his brothers are all he has. I just don’t think he trusts what he’ll do if Zeke dies.”
“What do you mean?”
“I mean, he might have to come to terms with the fact that someone penetrated his steel. That’s not going to be a good day for anyone within swinging distance of the guy. Deep down, there’s something there. Whether he admits to it, or not.”
“Ayden, how does it feel?”
“How does what feel?”
“Having something more than the hate?”
Ayden glanced away. “I don’t know yet. One minute I’m angry that I know, the next, I guess you’d call it relief. I don’t know how happy a person can be reliving the slaughter over and over again. Guess I’m just living minute to minute for now.”
“I’m glad … for your sake that you know.” Calla nodded. “We all want to know. Even the painful parts.” She kept her eyes focused on the coffee table. “I’ll find Draven first. Then, I’ll go after the wolf that attacked me.” Her eyes met Ayden’s stare. “Just like you did.”
She almost dared Ayden to tell her otherwise. 
“You could partner with Gavin. I’m sure he’d be happy to help you.” Ayden smirked. “I wouldn’t be here if it wasn’t for him.”
“I don’t belong here.”
“No one really belongs here, Calla. It’s this or the streets.”
“I think I’d rather take my chances on the streets. Pretty sure the demons despise me.”
“Think they’re bad? Wait ’til you meet Ferno. No idea how Mad Dog deals with it.”
“Mad Dog?”
“Yeah, he’s kind of the Al Capone of the Brothers. Got that mafia vibe going on. All of them do, really. That deep-seated loyalty that most humans can’t seem to understand.” Ayden tipped back another shot. 
“Zayne and Zeke are the only twins, right?”
Ayden nodded, swallowing a large gulp of her drink. 
“And Zayne’s the only one who had a mate?”
“Yep.”
“Being mated must be a big deal to the demons huh?”
“There isn’t a human on this planet that has ever felt the love and devotion of a mated demon. And his brothers.” Ayden’s stare fell from Calla’s. “When I first met Shey, I remember hating her for reasons I couldn’t understand. She was always so kind. Quiet, but kind. Her happiness, God, you could almost feel it radiating off of her. Like a place in heaven you just knew you weren’t allowed to walk through. Just didn’t click with me.”
“How did she die?”
Ayden huffed. Her lip curled and her eyes turned pained, as if she didn’t want to say. “Long story. Ferno … he accidentally killed Shey. Each of the demons carries a brand of pain. His is hellfire.” She shook her head. “If you think Zayne’s a mess, you should see Ferno. He’s tried to kill himself so many different ways since then—every attempt has left nothing but a scar. And in the demon realm, suicide is a huge crime. Punishable. They face Obsidius. So you just know the guy’s screwed in the head, if he’s willing to choose that over living.”
Calla resisted the urge to glance down at her own scars.
“I don’t know if Ferno will ever forgive himself,” Ayden continued. “Even though Zayne has forgiven him. When a Wrath demon takes a mate, she falls under the protection of his brothers. They honor her as one of them. A sister.”
“Even Logan?”
Ayden grinned. “Even Logan. In his own way, of course.”
Calla buried her gaze in the shot glass. “I couldn’t imagine Logan caring that much for a woman.”
“Sometimes the ones with the darkest hearts … well, they tend not to take anything lightly. Gavin told me some pretty … messed up stuff about Logan. He’s not had an easy life. At all. I dare say, maybe even worse than the average Alexi. Cage-fighting supes. Drugs. You name it, Logan’s probably done it. He’s an adrenaline junkie on top of it. Shey was the first female he’d ever allowed himself the slightest connection with. He had to, at first, to honor his brother.” She swiped at her nose. “He doesn’t give his heart to just anyone. Those he does, he cares for pretty fiercely. Maybe even bit psychotically.”
“I think you got the psycho part right.”
Ayden raised her glass. “No doubt.” She threw back the drink. 
“Ayden?” Calla waved her hands through the air. “Never mind. I know you’re not into that gossip girly stuff.”
“Shoot.” Ayden cracked a grin like the drink had begun to relax her.
“Do you ever wonder … where in our pasts we became so screwed up? I mean, were we this messed up before becoming Alexi?”
“Yeah. Sometimes, I guess. Why?”
Calla looked up. “Logan … he terrifies me, you know? Scares the hell right out of me. Like a … darkness, that you know if you fall into it, only bad things will happen. But at the same time, I’m drawn to him. In a sick way, that fear almost makes me feel alive.” Calla rubbed her temples. “I’m dumb and naïve, I know. The guy would rip my soul into a million tiny pieces and stomp on them.”
Ayden chuckled. “Logan has a bastardly charm, doesn’t he?” She poured another round for both of them. “Like you don’t know whether to scoop the guy up and hug him, or drag the sharp end of a blade across his throat.” She tapped the side of her glass. “My advice Is this. You want his respect? Don’t let him make you feel weak. You’re an Alexi soldier. Never forget that. Whether you believe it or not, Calla, you’re a tough female. A lot tougher than half the females who come and go here. So, don’t take his crap. You hold your ground and he’ll respect you.” She gave an exaggerated double-blink. “Personally, I think you’re bat-shit crazy for pursuing the guy. But if you like him, you need to let him see you’re just as much his rival.”
“I didn’t say I liked him. Just so you know. I was just … curious, is all.” Calla cleared her throat. “Speaking of wild animals. Where’s Kane?”
“He insisted that I chain him at night until he’s learned to control his change.”
“Is he dangerous?”
Ayden shrugged. “Don’t know much about lycan tigers. So far, I still have all my limbs.”
“Doesn’t that feel weird, being with someone who could kill you if he wanted?”
“Every man has the potential to be dangerous.” Her eyes drilled into Calla’s. “Threaten what’s theirs, and they all become killers.”
“You’re a lucky woman, Ayden.” Calla polished off her drink. “Kane’s a lucky guy, too,” she said, and hiccupped. 
Both women chuckled.
“Another?” Ayden held up the bottle.
“What the hell …” Calla passed her the glass. 
After all, she hadn’t felt much effect from the first drink. 
Maybe she was immune to it.
* * *
Draven stared down at the sweat-drenched back of the female he’d been jack-hammering from behind for the last hour. The effects of the Shine lingered in his system, exhausting him. He gave a sharp tug on her long blonde hair and, when she turned, his breath hitched. 
Calla’s face peered back at him.
Hallucination? Real? 
A wily smile spread the female’s lips. 
He shook his head and his vision cleared once more. Goddamn. 
The female’s long-tortured moans turned to cries. 
The room wreaked of sex. 
He’d taken Isabelle first. Wherever she’d gone, he didn’t know and didn’t care. After the first orgasm with her, he went for her friend, still hard on the drugs. 
Eyes closed, Draven tipped his head back and pretended to inhale the smell—that clean, pure smell that Calla wore as her own personal brand. 
Visions of her passed through his head: her bent forward in front of that demon prick Logan as he pounded her from behind. 
Draven’s eyes flew open, his muscles tense, adrenaline coursing. 
Calla’s face appeared again, smiling. She mouthed the name, Logan. 
Draven went rigid. Lips tightened. He yanked the woman’s hair, eliciting an outcry as she arched in his grasp. 
“You’re nothing but a dirty whore. A whore!” He smacked her ass and continued his assault. “That’s why I fucking killed that prick. It was me who put a knife through your lover’s heart. Me!” Draven gritted his teeth. “How’d you like that, slut?”
The blood swooshed through him. Tension mounted. His muscles grew so taut they quivered, holding tight to the woman. On his release, Draven cursed and screamed Calla’s name. 
Over and over.
He collapsed on top of the woman and slid over her slick body onto the bed. Exhausted. 
She buried her head into the pillows, muting the sound of muffled sniffles. 
Crying?
A knock at the door jolted Draven up onto his elbows. “Yeah.”
Ryke stepped inside the room. 
Draven’s body signaled an internal alarm at the sight of the nephilim, but he was far too messed up on the Shine to care—a dull concern at best.
Ryke stood just inside the room and smiled. He sucked in a long inhale. “I love the smell of staunch sex. So many things tied into that scent. Desire, arousal, release, and my personal favorite … anger.”
Draven glanced at the woman beside him, who wiped tears from her cheeks. His expression must’ve given away the sudden remorse running through his head.
“Now, now. No need to apologize.” Ryke edged closer. “That’s what she’s for. Isn’t that right, Nat?”
The woman nodded.
“She’s new. Forgive her emotions. She hasn’t yet learned not to take it personally.”
“I didn’t—” Draven started.
Ryke interrupted with a raise of his hand. “I’m curious about something, though. This Calla. Who is she to you?”
God, how long had he been standing outside the door? Had he heard everything?
“She’s …” Fuck, he’d need to choose his words wisely but, at that moment, Draven’s head was cloudy. “She’s nothing. Some cheap whore from the streets.”
Arms behind his back, Ryke paced at the foot of the bed. “Ah, I see. And I’d be inclined to believe you.” He reached out for the footboard and leaned in. “Except for the fact that Logan isn’t known for picking up cheap whores off the streets.”
“I’m sorry, my head’s kind of …” Draven swatted at his temple. “It’s blurry right now with the Shine.”
“I have something that can fix that.” Ryke grinned. “Because I really need to talk to you about this demon prick you stabbed to … death?” He rubbed a hand across his smooth chin. “See, odd thing is, I saw him waltzing through a cemetery tonight and he looked perfectly. Fucking. Alive, to me.”
Draven kicked himself back against the headboard. “What … how? No.” He shook his head. “Impossible.”
Ryke shrugged. “Don’t know. Don’t care.”
The two paleskin supes from earlier in the night entered the room and stood beside Ryke. Their faces had a glow to them in the darkness, a stark contrast to their dark hair.
“Let’s go sober you up a bit,” Ryke said.
Both paleskins lurched toward him.
* * *
The sensation of floating nudged Calla awake. 
Warm skin slid beneath her cheek and she probed the surface with her fingertips. Solid. Her head fell back. 
Nothing but black and ... blond hair, maybe?
A man? 
Square jaw, Adams apple, spicy scent. 
Yep, definitely man, branded with an indiscernible mark that appeared to be a tattoo outside of his right eye. 
Silver flashed in her eyes and metal brushed past her fingertips. A nipple ring? His pec muscle flinched. 
“Zeke?” She slurred.
“Are you Zeke’s woman?”
A hiccup escaped her and she slapped a hand to her mouth. “No, no. I’m no one’s woman.” She spoke against the back of her hand. “I’m my own damn woman!”
“Independent?”
“Yeah.” 
Damn, why couldn’t she hold her head still? 
“I like that.” His arm shifted beneath her head so she lay against his chest again. “So, where do you sleep Ms. Independence?”
“Wherever the hell I want.”
A deep rumble vibrated in his chest. “And where do you want to sleep tonight?” 
“Where?” Calla could hardly focus on the conversation as blackness pulled her in the opposite direction.
Another voice filtered in with, “Logan’s room.” Sultry, familiar, but Calla couldn’t seem to place it. 
Their conversation faded in an out.
“Logan’s female, huh?” Deep, full-toned vibrations in the blond’s chest tickled her ear as he spoke. “That makes sense.”
“You been around the brother, lately? Giving off the vibe.”
“Bonded?”
“Sh’yeah. Edgier than shit. Went after Gavin earlier.”
A slight jerk followed by a thump, as if her transporter had kicked the door open, and seconds later, lush softness enveloped her. Flashes of her surroundings danced through her head, like a movie coming in and out of focus. “Ooh. Too much.”
“What’d she have?” The proximity of the blond’s voice told her he’d moved away.
Fingertips pried open her lids. Cerulean eyes and jet-black hair peered into hers. Calix?
“Ayden said they got into the Samhain.” He grinned. “She’s fucked for the night. Logan’ll appreciate that.” 
“Should we leave her like this?” the Zeke look-alike asked.
“You want to get all cuddly, be my guest. I’m sure as hell not touching Logan’s female.” Calix cleared his throat. “’Sides, I’m due at the casino in ten minutes.”
Calla slid her hands down her body and toyed with the button of her pants for a moment before pushing them down her thighs. 
“Whoa!” both males said in unison. 
“What are you doing, sweetheart?” Calix still stood beside her. 
“Getting comfortable.”
A yank of the sheet came from beneath her and tented over top of her. “Do what you gotta do.” Calix’s voice spoke from behind the black shroud. “And hurry. I don’t want Logan seeing me do this.”
Beneath the sheet Calla shimmied out of her pants. The cool sheets glided past her skin as she scissored her legs. The tingling pleasure of comfort blanketed her as soon as Calix dropped the sheet.
She turned over onto her stomach and buried her face in the pillows. “Mmmm. These smell so good.” Her voice fell trapped inside the satin folds.
The beat of a ringtone kept sleep from stealing her away completely, and she turned her head to the side. 
“What the fuck? Gavin? I’ll be right there,” Calix said before he strode from the room.
“G’night.” The blond bent forward and smoothed the hair out of Calla’s face.
“Zayne?” The black of his unzipped muscle hoodie drew her attention. His stiff gladiator frame remained in the corner of her eye as relaxation tugged at her, beckoning her to the land of sleep. 
“Yeah.”
“I’m sorry I … Zeke is so … find him.” She caught a flicker of pain in his eyes before she was overpowered by the sleep pulling at her lids.
“Sleep well,” she heard him say as she went under. 


CHAPTER 22
Logan followed behind Gavin’s Mercedes into Sanctuary’s underground parking garage, taking one of the spots nearest to the elevators, before cutting the engine and climbing out.
Adjacent to where they parked, the blood red elevator dinged, and Calix flew through the half-opened door on a dead run toward Gavin’s car. He skidded to a halt, threw open the passenger door, and carefully lifted Ava from the seat. “Drechler’s waiting upstairs to check her out.” Calix’s face tightened as he stared down at Ava passed out in his arms. “Fucker is dead. Dead.” His eyes held a shine in the dim lights of the parking lot.
“Be up in a minute, Calix.” Gavin patted him on the back. “Got some shit to deal with first.”
Burying his face in Ava’s hair, Calix carried her to the elevator and disappeared behind the closing door.
Gavin opened the Mercedes trunk. 
Empty chains lay in a heap. 
Logan did the same—nothing but loose chain piled in the small compartment. The male he’d bound with it gone. 
The slam of Gavin’s trunk echoed like a canon firing through the garage, and he stood rubbing the back of his neck. “Well, this whole night was a waste of fucking time, now, wasn’t it?”
Logan kept his eyes forward, focused on the chains. “You ready for a drink yet?”
“Yeah. I am.”
At nearly midnight, the casino would still be pretty busy. Both brothers took the elevator up to the first floor bar and restaurant, where Daria, Sanctuary’s most affable waitress, in her leather skirt and fishnets, met them at the bar. 
“Well, look what the cat dragged in,” she said. “What can I get for you two sexy bossmen?”
“Usual.” Gavin slumped into a barstool. 
His usual was some prissy ass drink the humans liked—from a fountain, no less. 
“Everclear.” Logan turned to Gavin. “Why don’t you drink something that will put some hair on that girly chest of yours?”
Gavin shot him an apathetic glance. “Why don’t you go fuck yourself?”
“That’s the brother I miss.” Logan chuckled, giving a light punch to Gavin’s shoulder. 
Two drinks slid in front of them. 
Logan tossed his back and set the shot glass out to the edge. “Daria. Another. Add some Elysia to that.”
Her eyes widened. “You sure, boss?”
“You heard me.” His voice sounded gruff. “Make it a double.”
A slightly taller glass with a hint of amber slid in front of him. Again, Logan tipped it back and squinted as he shook his head while the burn coated his throat. “Ah … can’t beat the demon shit.”
“You’re gonna be shit-faced before I take my first sip.”
He patted Gavin on the back. “You’ll catch up.” Already, the warmth of the Elysia spread through his veins, liquefying his muscles. 
Without doubt, the demon stuff was hard hitting. Elysia was the only drink that Logan could be certain would get him drunk quick—take his mind off of Zeke.
He stood from his barstool.
“Where you headed?” Gavin leaned back against the bar.
“Find something that’ll keep me from killing every supe in here.”
Gavin twisted in his seat. “You find something that works, come get me.”
Logan stumbled through the crowd toward the elevator and waited for the group to exit. “Holy shit.” He pinched the bridge of his nose as he backed up against the elevator wall. For whatever reason, the encounter with Calla popped into his head.
What the hell kind of sick joke made a sorry bastard who hadn’t known a female’s touch in years suddenly fall prey to a virgin? 
A juicy steak with killer legs dangling in front of a starving lion.
Like a rim-shot to the question, two human females, one of them wearing some vampy red getup, with a plunging neckline and fabric that hugged her many curves, entered the elevator and turned their backs to him. The doors closed and the vamp-chick glanced back with a smile on her face. It wasn’t her, though, that seized Logan’s attention. It was her blonde friend in the sleek black dress. 
From behind, she looked like Calla. 
Logan leaned in, his mouth close to her ear. “What’s your name?” he whispered. She shrugged her one shoulder and slanted her head toward her friend. Her smile turned business like he’d picked the wrong one.
“Unavailable,” she answered. 
A glance to the side confirmed Logan’s suspicions as a smile spread across vamp-chick’s face. “I’m not.”
“Excuse me.” Logan slipped past both of them and exited the elevator. 
Mack, one of the security guards, stood against the wall, watching the crowd.
“Mack!” Logan called out as he approached from behind.
The guard swung around and gave a stiff salute. “’Sup boss?”
Logan closed the distance between them. Despite the bass from the dance floor pounding through his skull, he spoke low in the guard’s ear. “Few days ago, Fatman came to visit Gavin. I need you to find the security tapes.”
Mack gave a sharp nod. “Got it.”
“Let me know when you find them.” Logan stepped past him as the guard two-wayed the security office.
Like always, the club was packed. So many scantily clad females to choose from. 
Logan’s eyes scanned the crowd for blondes. Not many. Sanctuary wasn’t the kind of place that drew a whole lot of wholesome Barbie doll types. Most of the chicks donned the Goth look like a bunch of Marilyn Manson groupies. 
Battling a haze that’d begun to settle over him, Logan made his way to the dance floor. Bosses didn’t commonly mingle with the patrons, but fuck, it was an off night. 
Why not?
Women swarmed him, grinding on him as he made his way through the throng of gyrating bodies. A tap on his back and Logan spun around. Blondie from the elevator walked past, her friend nowhere in sight. She threw a demure smile over her shoulder, setting the game into motion. 
Taking the bait, he followed her. 
She stopped once they reached a hallway, her back to Logan. 
He reached out, grabbed a handful of her long blonde locks and held it to his nose. Ugh. He drew away and cringed. Patchouli, or something spicy, singed his nostrils. 
Not the citrus scent that made his mouth water. 
Still, he walked right up on the woman, her back flush to his chest. 
“Take me somewhere private.” Like honey, her voice oozed seduction, distracting him from her smell.
Logan swiped her hand and led her down a short stretch of stairs to the lower level, where small booths made up what club goers called the ‘Redlight District.’ Black curtains hid whatever freaky shit took place inside each of the booths.
“Mmm,” she said from behind. “You smell so good I just want to eat you up. What kind of cologne is that?”
He remained silent, his dick still reeling from the sexually charged exchange with Calla earlier in the night. They walked past the booths, where couples were busy groping, kissing and basically getting a nut on until they, at last, approached a red curtain. The bouncer gave Logan a nod, letting him through.
“Ooh. Red curtain district. You’ve got connections, huh?”
Logan glanced back. “Yeah.”
“You know the guys who own this place?”
“I’m one of them.”
Blondie’s eyes lit up and she bit her lip. “One of the Brothers?”
“Yeah.”
She did one of those quirky female hops and squeezed his hand. “What are the odds?” A giggle escaped her. “Shit, I can’t believe I told you I was unavailable. One of the Brothers.” She shook her head. “Amanda’s gonna kill me when she finds out.”
Thanks to Zeke, mostly, and Gavin for the cockstar reputation among the ladies. 
Logan held back a black curtain and let her into a much smaller, more intimate booth, lit only by candlelight. The small table gave plenty of room to move around inside. She slid onto the seat and Logan slipped in beside her, peeked out of the curtain, and signaled two drinks to the waiter. He snapped the curtain closed and eased back into the seat, resting his arms across the rear of the booth. 
The woman licked her lips. 
They seized Logan’s focus, all glossy and thick, almost sticky, like he’d get stuck if he tried to kiss her.
Calla’s were natural, soft and pouty.
“So …” She entwined her fingers and her crossed leg began to bounce. Black stilettos tapped against Logan’s leg and glistened in the candlelight. “Which brother are you?”
“Logan.” He watched her legs move up and down, fleshier compared to Calla’s tight, toned thighs. The stockings she wore had the stripe up the back. 
Logan edged closer.
“The youngest.” Her teeth, large and white, glowed in the dark. “I like them young.”
“I don’t want to talk.” Damn his voice that’d turned husky. 
“Okay,” she said, uncrossing her legs. The dark path between her knees beckoned his hands. “What do you want to do?”
Blondie leaned in, lips puckered. 
Please let me feel something.
He needed to know the whole touch thing wasn’t just about Calla. 
Her hand stroked his face—only the dull sensation of movement against his cheek chasing her fingers. 
No.
Lips met his. 
He watched as her eyes fluttered shut, her tongue flicking against his. Nothing special about her kiss. No taste. No shiver of excitement. Maybe his drink had him feeling numb to everything. 
He pulled away and shook his head.
Blondie smiled. “That good, huh?”
Not even.
This time he leaned in to her, seizing her lips at the same time he snaked his hand up her bare skin toward her thighs, up that shadowed path inside her dress. 
She let out a soft moan. 
Damn. 
Logan glanced down to be sure his hands were still on her leg instead of the leather seat. 
There was no scent to drown his senses, aside from the Patchouli that, if truth be told, actually had his stomach turning. 
She grabbed his face and pulled him with her as she fell back onto the seat. Her knees widened to accommodate his body, a tiny thong peeking from her black dress. The sight should’ve excited him—should’ve had him anxious to pull that thin fabric to the side and bury himself inside of her. 
Instead, he pulled back.
“Is everything okay?” She sat up on her elbows, knees still spread like an offering.
Logan gave her a non-telling stare. He told himself the numbness had to do with his preoccupation with Zeke because no way in hell one single female could leave him as aroused as Calla had back in the library.
“Would you …” She rolled onto her hands and knees, her ass up in the air. “… prefer to have me this way?”
Maybe. 
Perhaps if he didn’t see her face, he could go with the flow, except that her hair had a platinum cast to it, as if she’d dyed it recently. In the glow of candlelight, it almost cast an odd green shine. 
Logan frowned. 
Not like Calla’s, whose long blonde locks boasted a natural honey gold—the kind you just wanted to tangle a fist into and breathe.
The waiter arrived with the drinks and set them down, clearing his throat. Blondie turned to sit, confusion slackening her face. 
“I don’t understand … in the elevator you … what do you want from me, then?”
Logan didn’t want anything—not from her. 
Only one female had him crunked, and his body burned for her. Needed her touch. Craved it like a drug running through his blood that wouldn’t be sated until his hands were on her. 
Virgin or not, Logan needed a fix. He’d had enough addictions in his life to know the sensation wouldn’t go away on its own—it’d get worse.
Leaving his drink and blondie at the table, he got up and walked out. 


CHAPTER 23
Leaning against the bar, Gavin tipped back the half full glass of green absinthe and slammed the glass on the bar top. 
Fuck. 
He rubbed a hand down his face and kept his eyes covered behind his palms as his mind refused to let go of the idea that Zeke lay somewhere half mutilated. 
“Bad night?” a female’s voice said beside him.
Letting out a forced huff, Gavin dropped his hands from his face. A curvy brunette sipped merlot, her eyes selling sensuality as she peered at him over the wine glass. He scanned her sexy black evening dress with an asymmetrical neckline that showed off her toned arms and defined collarbone. A slit up the side allowed her thigh to peek through the long gown. 
“Did I pass?” She ran her finger over the rim of her glass.
“Pass?” 
“The eye-fucking. I thought there might be something to it.”
Gavin shook his head and signaled Pat for another drink. “My apologies.”
“No need to apologize. It’s not every day a woman gets eyed by man distinguished enough to be drinking absinthe. I’ll take it as a compliment.”
A grin tugged at Gavin’s mouth. “It’s not every day a beautiful woman asks me about my night.” 
“You never answered the question.”
“Surely, you didn’t come to a bar to listen to a miserable bastard lament about his day.”
Her face turned serious as she sipped her drink and swallowed, keeping her gaze from him. “Apparently, I came here to watch my husband grope every other woman in the place.” She swirled the wine and downed the last of it. “No doubt, he’ll be fucking the female beside him at the high roller table some time tonight.”
Gavin lifted his glass of absinthe and paused. “Your husband’s a foolish man. Personally, I wouldn’t let you out of my sight in a dress like that.”
She let out a chuckle. “And personally, I don’t think I’d wander from your side, seeking out miserable bastards to ask about their day.” She leaned forward against the bar. “I bet a girl feels real special around you. Like a priceless gem. Even the plain ones.”
“I can assure you, there’s nothing plain about you.” Gavin pushed her wine glass to the edge and Pat swiped it up quickly. “Reserve Merlot, Pat.”
“You talk like you own the place.”
Gavin smiled. “I do.”
“Really?” She shifted on the chair. 
Pat slid the wine glass toward her. She lifted it to her nose and inhaled deeply. “Mmmm. …”— She sipped the wine. “Delicious.” 
Gavin watched her lick her lips, enthralled by the glisten of her berry stain. 
“You’re doing it again.” She set the glass down, a grin spreading across her face. “Eye-fucking.” She turned in her seat to face him, her hand gliding up his thigh until she reached the juncture between his legs. “You’re allowed to do more than look.”
Gavin stiffened at her touch.
“Sorry.” She slid back into her seat. “One of those nights, you know?” She sighed and sipped her wine. “He hates this dress. Says it lessens my worth. A lady doesn’t show half her thigh,” she mocked and shook her head, angling her face as if trying to hide the hurt from Gavin. “Bastard. I didn’t mean to come on strong. Just …” Her conversation trailed off as she stared into her drink. “I’m kind of embarrassed.”
Don’t do it.
The voice of logic that guided most of Gavin’s decisions damn near screamed inside his head. 
A married woman.
But what kind of dipshit says that? Gavin couldn’t fathom telling a woman she was less than anything. 
Don’t do it, the voice chimed again.
“What’s a girl gotta do to get a tour of your office?” she asked, without turning. 
Done.
Yeah, she was married. She could’ve been lying about her husband. A million reasons told him that he shouldn’t take her to his office. “Grab your drink.” Gavin snatched his off the bar. 
Call it post-traumatic stress, but between his impending enslavement to a succubus and the prospect of losing his brother, he could give a shit about morals at that very moment. 
He needed release or risk exploding.
Once inside the elevator, Gavin pressed the button to the fifth floor. 
Her hand slipped inside his shirt. 
He paused the elevator, leaving flames dancing around the number five in idle mode, grabbed her drink and set both glasses down on a small ledge along the back wall. He cornered her toward the back of the elevator and buried his face in her neck. 
“My God, you smell so good,” she breathed. 
Gavin assaulted her throat with kisses and worked his hand inside the slit of her dress. Only a small patch of fabric separated his fingers from her sex and its dampness suggested he wouldn’t need much to get her ready for him.
“You’re wet,” he whispered in her ear.
“Only since I saw you sitting at the bar.”
He tugged the fabric aside and slid two fingers across her bare flesh. 
Her mouth fell open, eyes rolled back as she tipped her head against the elevator wall and let out a soft moan. 
“Tell me what you want.”
She bit her lip, squirming against his unforgiving fingers. “Inside of me. Now.”
“Not good enough. Tell me what you want or I’ll stop.”
“I want you to fuck me.”
Gavin pulled his hand from beneath her dress, turned and pushed the button. The elevator jerked into motion again and stopped on the fifth floor. 
He reached behind and led her down the darkened hallway, past the other offices to his. Once inside, he flipped on the single dim light and closed the door, locking it behind them. 
She followed behind him to the other side of his desk.
“Take the dress off. Slowly. I want you in nothing but panties and heels.” He backed himself up to the window and crossed his arms.
She pursed her lip as if holding back a smile and unzipped the side of the dress, catching it before it fell to the floor. Pert breasts with pink nipples and the soft curves of her body had Gavin’s fingers twitching. 
“Turn around. Bend over and grip the arms of the chair.”
“Yes, sir.” The deviance in her smile told him she liked a game of dominance.
As commanded, she faced the chair and bent forward, the tiny red fabric of her panties barely covering the fleshy folds of her sex.
“Close your eyes. Imagine your wrists tied to the chair and me fucking you.”
“Mmmm. I like that visual.” Her hips circled in front of him and her soft moans had him reaching out to the glistening skin that beckoned his touch. 
Beneath the fabric, he feathered her sensitive flesh. “I’ll bet you’re nice and tight, aren’t you?” Smooth satin walls slid against his fingertips as he sunk his middle and ring fingers inside of her.
A buck against his thighs and she lay her head against the backrest of the chair, arching her ass like a stretching cat. “Yes,” she breathed. “So tight.”
“Let’s find out.” 
Twirling her around to face him, he lifted her onto his desk, her thighs straddling him. 
She unfastened his belt and pushed his pants to the floor. A gasp escaped her as his erection sprang from the briefs he wore. “Sweet Jesus,” she whispered. 
He reached into the top drawer of his desk then tore the condom pack between his teeth and rolled the latex down his shaft. 
“Safe sex, no less.” She smiled.
“I’m genetically incapable of contracting or transmitting diseases. It’s more to put your mind at ease.”
“You … can’t contract diseases? What do you have super-immunity, or something?”
“Something like that.”
“Must be nice.” She tipped her head, eyeing his cock. “I’m surprised you find them big enough.”
He lifted her chin and gave an earnest stare. “Forgive me for what I’m about to do. I’m afraid I’m not much of a gentleman when it comes to fucking a beautiful woman.” 
She bit her lip and eased back onto her elbows. 
Pinning her panties aside, he buried his tip inside.
She tilted her head back and let out a needy moan. 
A slow and steady pace, keeping himself half out of her, made for a wet slide.
Gavin pushed all the way to the hilt and fisted her hair with one hand, holding the small of her back with the other. Slow and steady, he plunged in and out of her with ease.
“So good.” She sighed. “Fuck me.”
His body railed into her, pumping, pumping, his hips undulating against her.
“Yes, that’s it.” She pushed her hips upward to meet his thrusts. 
Gavin kept on, sliding in and out of her, the wetness dripping down his thighs, not even close to breaking a sweat. 
Her body tensed, muscles tightened. 
Not yet. 
Pulling out quickly he dragged her body off the desk, turned her around and nudged her legs apart with his knee. He yanked down the panties. His fingertips spread the wetness all over her bare skin and she circled her ass against him.
“Oh, God. I’m so close,” she murmured.
“I know.” He covered her sex with his hand. “Patience, beautiful.”
As he slid back inside she jerked forward and cried out, her ass angled high, back curved. 
Gavin placed his palms on either side of her and hammered from behind. Good thing no one was around because, damn, she was loud. 
Each pump of his hips brought him closer to the edge. He grabbed hold of her hair and tugged her head back, leaned in at her ear and whispered, “The next time you’re fucking him, I want you to think of this.”
That apparently sent her flying right over the edge. 
She cried out and Gavin followed. 
His movements slowed. He leaned over her, catching his breath, still inside of her. 
Fast and furious sex—sometimes the only way to ease the tension.
The buildup to what would one day be an explosion inside of his mate. For the time being, it meant a high and a low.
With her head against the desk, she turned to the side, watching him slip the condom off.
“I thought … you sounded like you. Did you … come?”
“I don’t. Not the way most do.” Unmated demons couldn’t ejaculate with just any woman. Once demons reached adolescence and formed their szexus organs, their ability to produce sperm and ejaculate diminished until bonding—another evolutionary bitch slap for ensuring the continuation of the species. 
Whoever designed Wrath demons had a hard-on for making them commit. 
Their sex organs went through the same process, as if they’d come normally, the contracting and squeezing and the no going back sensation, but the szexus prevented any fluids from ejaculating. The sated and relaxed feeling still followed, easily stimulated again into another raging erection. 
Most Wrath demons could go all night because of the ease of getting hard again and again. 
In some cases, the body might mistake a female for a mate and allow the demon to ejaculate. 
With his Savidon nearing, it was another reason Gavin opted for condoms. Much as he hated the bastards, the last thing he wanted to do was accidentally knock up a married woman.
“Don’t? Like never?” She cleared her throat. “Was it me? Did I …?”
 “You did nothing wrong. I’m simply incapable. But that doesn’t mean I enjoyed myself any less.”
In truth though, there had always been something psychological about coming with a woman. Though most demons could get beyond it and enjoy sex without it, for Gavin, he’d missed the days pre-szexus when he could still feel his pulsing seed spilling over.
 “Why?”
He grinned. “We’ve not even exchanged names and you’re asking why I don’t come?” 
She let out a laugh as she bent forward, picking her dress up off the floor. “What’s your name?”
“Gavin.”
“Gavin,” she echoed. “It’s nice to meet you. I’m Jessica. Not that it matters after tonight.” She shimmied into the clingy gown. “Thank you for this.”
“My pleasure.” He zipped up her dress then kissed the top of her hand. “Do me a favor, Jessica. Don’t ever let a man tell you that you’re anything less than stunning.”
“Handsome and utterly charming.” She shook her head and sighed. “The woman who manages to snag your heart is going to be one lucky bitch.”
He smiled at that. “I suppose that remains to be seen.”
For some reason, he felt compelled to say something about what they’d just done. Sure, Gavin had messed around with married women, mostly like her, who’d been cast aside by their husbands as if they were nothing. But something didn’t sit right with him. 
Perhaps it was the fact that he hadn’t actually seen her husband treat her poorly, as was the case with the others he’d been with. He’d simply taken her word for it. “Listen, Jessica. I don’t do this often. With married women.”
She tipped her head and cocked a brow. “I’m honored to be one of the few.” With a push off the desk, she smoothed out her dress. “Don’t worry. I won’t kiss and tell.” Her hand slipped inside his shirt. “Unless you want the kiss.” Lips pressed to his before he could answer. “I want to remember your taste on my tongue.” The breath of her muffled words tickled his mouth just before her tongue brushed against his. She pulled her head back and licked her lips. “A secret I’ll savor when I’m alone.”
Again, Gavin couldn’t place what troubled him. 
Had he not been shitfaced on Absinthe and fucked in the head about Zeke, perhaps he’d have better pinpointed his source of trepidation. Instead, he did his best to tuck that worry aside. The matter of Zeke still loomed, and as the oldest Wrath, it fell on him to come up with a plan. 
He took her hand and watched as her eyes turned drunken, heavy. As much as he hated having to use the Bullshit Buzz, it put his addled brain at ease to know she’d probably be too confused to recall any more than a few flashbacks. Not like Calix’s power to fully erase what’d happened. 
Most likely, she’d probably just feel like she had too much to drink and, with some luck, forget most of what they’d done.


CHAPTER 24
How Logan managed to get home intact would forever remain mystery to him. He stood on the sidewalk, admiring the precision of his park job of the McLaren, and stumbled back a step, placing the heel of his palm to his temple. 
Holy shit.
The Elysia’d hit hard on the ride home. 
He spun around and headed up the cement stairs toward the door. His head swirled, high on the visuals of Calla’s hands gliding up his body, his dick about ready to pop through his jeans at the thought of those toned thighs wrapped around his waist. 
“Stilettos,” he mumbled. “Have to buy her stilettos.” 
Spikes digging into his back. Hell, yes. With his body so numb to pleasures, he’d learned to be turned on by pain. 
No doubt, an innocent little thing like Calla would know nothing of those dark and twisted desires. 
He staggered up the staircase, tripping once, until he finally reached the door. Ben stood in the doorway, his serious expression just barely registering in Logan’s mind. Logan patted him on the chest as he passed. “Evenin’, Ben.” 
His skin prickled as he zigzagged down the hall toward Calla’s room—already imagining his mouth on her skin. 
Her taste and smell all over him. 
He’d take her back to his room and keep her there. No way he was going to let a woman who set him alive that way just waltz out the door. Fuck that. She belonged to him now.
Gavin could fight him on that all he wanted. 
Mine.
Unbuttoning his shirt, Logan burst into Calla’s bedroom. 
A curtain of citrus hit his face. He sucked in the smell and lurched toward her bed. 
Empty. 
Logan threw his shirt onto the floor and stumbled toward the closed bathroom door. Perhaps he’d find her there. The possibility of seeing her naked curves, the silhouette behind the frosted glass of the shower, was enough to break him. 
His tongue twitched at the thought of licking water from her skin. 
He shoved the door open. 
Nothing.
“Calla?” The gruff sound of her name reverberated through his skull. 
Where is she?
His heart thrummed in his chest. A rush of adrenaline spread like fire in his blood. He needed her. Just one taste. That’s all. Christ, he was losing his mind over the fantasies dancing in his head like devils. 
The dark room spun, the sculpture of Diana passing him over and over again. 
His body finally giving out, Logan fell backward and rolled over onto his stomach, his face smashed into the pillow. 
Calla’s scent calmed him, flooded his mind with that warmth and sun. 
A quiet growl rumbled in his throat as everything drifted away.
* * *
Cold concrete pressed into Draven’s back. The dark room, like a dungeon, fell in and out of focus, as one paleskin tugged at the vein in his neck while the other tugged at his dick. 
Thank gods for the dullness that’d finally settled over him.
His body, too weak to respond, remained flaccid, in spite of the tension screaming inside his muscles to fight them off. 
Drifting, drifting.
Surely he’d be dead by the end of their assaults. 
“Change him.” Ryke’s distant voice danced through his head. 
* * *
“Calla!” Logan bolted up in bed. 
Calla?
Did he mean to call out her name? 
He dragged his hand across his sweat-laden forehead and glanced around the room. 
Where the fuck am I? 
Nausea gurgled in his stomach. He shot out of bed and into the adjacent bathroom, just making it in time to throw up the acids. 
Goddamn. 
His dream had shaken him. 
Calla. Why Calla? 
Had he gotten so wasted he’d forgotten his distaste for the woman? Pain from below prompted a downward glance. Yeah, judging from the size and stiffness of his cock, he’d forgotten everything. 
Where had she gone? 
He rinsed his mouth in the sink and glanced over at the shower. Inside the stall, in a neat row, sat her shampoo, conditioner and body wash. He picked up the bottle and inhaled the scent—the source of her smell confirmed. 
A nightshirt hung from the hook on the cupboard and he scrunched it to his face, breathing Calla’s scent that stamped out the undertones of Gavin. 
Logan frowned. 
A feeling of possession beat through him. 
He’d give her one of his own to wear. 
Resisting the urge to rip the shirt from the hanger, he left the bathroom, mind made up—he was going to find her.
Logan straightened the pillows and covers on her bed, picked his shirt up off the floor and left her room. A haze still covered his eyes as he staggered his way to his own room, stumbling and falling against the wall as the last bit of Elysia messed his system. 
Never doing that shit again.
The darkness of his room eased the strain in his eyes as he burst through the door and shut it behind him. 
He blinked away the glassy shield obscuring his view. 
A bump protruded from his bed. 
The size of a body.
Hand gripping the hilt of his dagger, he quietly edged closer. 
Movement stopped him in his tracks. 
Blonde locks tumbled over the edge of the blanket. 
Calla? He tipped his head and stalked to the other side of the bed. 
Hell, yes it was. In his bed. Her body tangled in his sheets. 
Damn the victory that surged through his blood. 
One bare leg rested atop his sheets, taunting his fingertips to touch. With only half her face buried into his pillow, he could see the soft glow of her cheeks, discernible even through the darkness. 
Beautiful. 
Relief spread through every part of him at her being in his bed. Safe.
Wait. Why did he want her to be safe? 
Logan stared, watching her breathe, realizing he could watch her for hours. 
The occasional sharp inhale suggested she dreamed. 
He tipped his head, longing to touch that face. 
Perfect. Like an angel’s.
And he was a demon. 
Damn, could there be a more definite set of opposites in the world? 
His fingers curled into fists. He stalked to the bathroom. Perhaps a cold shower would settle the flames that had ignited at the sight of her.
Both guns clicked against the countertop when he stripped himself of all his weapons, followed by clothes. As Logan turned on the shower and stepped inside, water danced over him, titillating his skin. Rivulets made a path down his arm, his stomach and legs, while the water pooled in his cupped palms. Never had the sensation left him so entranced. 
Before Calla.
As if his whole body had somehow come alive with the reawakening of his soul. 
She’d done that to him—her blood, inside of him.
I’ll be out of your way first thing tomorrow. I promise never to come back here. Her words from earlier echoed in his mind. 
Gods, if something happened to her …
Visuals of her lying sprawled out on a concrete slab at the hands of an Enforcer, just as he’d endured all those years in Obsidius, had the acids in his stomach bubbling up again. 
Kill the fucker.
The scuff of his grinding teeth scraping inside his own ear brought Logan out of the trance. 
He splashed cool water into his face, hoping clarity might swim somewhere in the drops. Something that would trample the one thought surfacing in his mind—one that just two days prior would have had him doubled over in laughter: Have to keep her safe. 
By his side at all times.
Ah, shit. Why did he wrack his mind over the female when he needed to focus on Zeke? The thought made him want to pound his fist into the tiles. 
Logan had never been one for toting around a shadow everywhere he went, but having her with him was the only way he could ensure nothing would touch her. 
Aside from his own hands, that was. 
As for Calla, if she so much as thought about fighting him on it? 
Perhaps dragging her through hell might change her tune.


CHAPTER 25
Warmth hit Calla’s face and spread to her body. She yawned and stretched, the sheets tangling between her knees, and smiled as the heat intensified against her skin. 
A masculine scent hit her nose—musk and woodsy. Mmmm. 
She buried her face and inhaled, rubbing her legs together against the smooth satin. 
Logan.
Wait. Logan?
She snapped her eyes open and focused a moment on the long black drapes across the room. Her gaze trailed the windows and landed on the one that let sun shine through, where the black cat sat perched on the sill, peering out. Plain gray walls replaced the green foliage with beautiful gold trim. No statue of Diana.
Calla’s breath hitched. 
She startled upright. 
A squeal withered in her throat as her muscles went rigid. 
In the corner, staring at her from the chair, Logan sat dressed in a black button-down shirt and dark jeans, his body slouching and knees spread open. The rise and fall of his chest told her he breathed hard. His cheek rested against his fist and the tightness of his drawn brows cast a seriously pissed off affect. 
What did …
She glanced down at her own attire—nothing but a skinny black T-shirt and panties—and quickly covered herself. 
How did I … 
Her shoulders slumped. “Oh, God,” she murmured, scratching her head. Embarrassment flooded her insides and she lifted her knees, hiding her face in her palms. “I’m sorry.” She pulled her hands away and glanced around at the floor for her pants. 
They lay in a slump beside the nightstand. 
Calla scrambled to the edge of the bed and bent forward to pick them up off the floor.
Logan cleared his throat.
When she sat back upright, he shifted on the chair. His hands looked as if they were trembling. 
Angry? 
She’d come to know his temper as unpredictable.
“I’m sorry for taking your bed. Ayden gave me shots last night and … I’ve never had hard liquor before.” She clutched her gurgling stomach. “I’m kinda feeling sick.”
Priority number one: getting her pants on so she could leave.
Logan leaned forward, grabbed the arms of the chair, and pushed himself up. “You need to eat something.” He moved to the end of the bed. 
Calla suddenly wished a hole in the bed would open up and swallow her—damn, he looked good. “I’m really not up to having breakfast with everyone. Thanks.”
“Then, I’ll bring you something to eat.” His voice carried a hoarseness. A strange contradiction to the calm way he spoke. “Stay here.”
“You don’t—” 
But before she could finish, he was already out the door.
What an idiot. If this guy doesn’t end up killing me by the end of the week, I’ll be lucky. 
A tugging in her stomach had her tossing her pants on the bed and rushing into the bathroom. Mouth-to-porcelain mouth resuscitation followed. The acids burned with each torrent that flew up her throat. 
Ugh. So embarrassing, she thought, flushing the toilet. Good thing he’d left. 
Catching her breath, she glanced around the room. Everything was clean, simple, uncluttered. Logan didn’t have all the shampoos, shaving creams and colognes that Gavin’s bathroom boasted. 
Only the basics.
After quickly relieving herself, she ambled to the sink, and washed her hands and face. Nausea still bubbled in her stomach, and vertigo had the room swaying until she gripped the sink for support. 
“What was I thinking?” Mentally vowing to never again put herself through such after-effects, Calla found some mouthwash in the cupboard next to the sink and swirled a cupful in her mouth. She repeated it over and over until the metallic taste coating her tongue drowned in the burning mint.
When she returned to the bedroom, she found Logan standing beside one of the bedside tables, from which he removed a silver dome to unveil a plate of eggs, pancakes, sausage links, toast. 
All of it piled high. Coffee and juice sat beside those, too.
He gave her a onceover before retreating to his chair. “I don’t know if you’re one of those vegetarians, or something. I just grabbed some stuff Anna made for you and Kane.”
Her stomach growled in response, and she sat on the edge of the bed and pulled the tray toward her. 
Ordinarily, she’d want nothing to do with eating in front of him, but as starved as she was, for some reason it didn’t even bother her that his eyes were on her the whole time. 
What did bother her, though, was the quiet. Plus the fact that her pants lay on the bed beside her. Rather than stand and give him another eyeful of her panties, though, she pulled the sheet across her lap. “Any word on Zeke?” 
Logan stroked his jaw. “No.”
She nodded and stared down at her plate. Suddenly unappetizing. Her mind drifted back to the dream she’d had the night before, of Zeke hanging with his stomach torn wide open. She closed her eyes and set down the fork.
“Not hungry?”
Calla opened her eyes and huffed. “I know this doesn’t mean a damn thing to you, but I can’t stop thinking about him.”
“You think about Zeke?”
“I just mean, I can’t stop … feeling. Never mind. It doesn’t matter.”
Logan leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. The eye of Horus tattoo on his chest peeked out of his shirt, along with half of a mean-looking skull that covered his heart. She’d seen it before, the night he’d been stabbed. 
 “You were right. I shouldn’t have gone that night.”
Logan rubbed his hands down his face and braced them on the arms of the chair. “You shouldn’t have. You’re fragile.” The tension in his muscles seemed to relax a bit. “But I say shit I shouldn’t say sometimes, too.”
Calla’s head snapped back in his direction. 
His eyebrow kicked up.
She shook her head. “That … almost sounded like an apology.”
“I don’t make apologies. You must’ve heard me wrong.”
Calla took a bite of her sausage to smother the remark trapped in her throat that was sure to piss him off.
“You’ve never gotten drunk before?”
She shook her head. 
“Never drunk. Never laid. What do you do for fun?”
She coughed, dislodging the food that’d gotten caught in her throat, and swallowed it back. 
Had he just brought up the virgin thing? Jesus, since when was being a virgin such a crime?
“I didn’t know a life fulfilled was all about puking in toilets and racking up STD’s.” 
An artful grin stretched his lips and he scratched his cheek. “Your memories were erased. How do you know you’re a virgin?”
The fork fell from her hand with a clang. “My God, what the hell makes you think you’re so above being civil?” Not that she was going to spill her explanations to him, but she’d become well aware of her status during routine exams that all Alexi females underwent. The last thing Wade had wanted was a bunch of pregnant soldiers. 
“Only virgin blood could’ve brought me back from death. It was just a curious question about human females, is all.”
“If you want to ask curious questions, stick to the polite ones.”
“Perhaps you’ve forgotten, I’m a demon. I don’t know polite questions.”
“Go ahead and use that as an excuse if you want. But I know some of you are better practiced than others.”
Logan crossed his arms over his chest. “So. Polite question. What do you do when you’re not lecturing impolite bastards and slaying wolves?”
She swallowed another bite of food. “Like for fun?”
“Yeah”
“Reading. Archery. Hunting.”
“Hunting?”
She sat up straight on the bed. “Yeah. I like the quiet of the woods. We were thrown into the woods sometimes during training. Some thought of it as hell. It was the only time I felt at peace with everything.”
Silence followed and Calla’s gaze swept the room to avoid his stare. “What’s that?” She nodded toward a table in the corner with a checkered-pattern board and black and white pieces arranged across it. 
He glanced to the side and back. “You’ve never played chess?”
“No. It’s a game?”
“Yes. A game of intelligence and strategy. Gavin and I play.”
“So what’s the objective of this intelligent game?”
“Take the other’s king.”
“Oh, yeah? Is there a queen?” 
“Yes. A very powerful piece in the game, actually.”
“Why’s that?” Calla rested her chin on the palm of her hand.
“She’s versatile and can move in any direction, which makes her a good defender of the king.”
Calla frowned. “That’s interesting.”
“What’s that?”
“You’d think it’d be the other way around. The king protects her.”
“We talkin’ real life, or chess?”
She shook her head. “Never mind. I didn’t realize you liked games like that.”
“You thought I was just an ignorant thug who likes beating the shit out of stuff.”
“Well, kind of.” Calla lay her cutlery on the plate, too full to eat any more. She’d eaten most of the eggs and pancakes, leaving just a few bites of the sausage and bacon. “Thank you for bringing me breakfast. Guess I was hungry, after all.”
Logan nodded. 
“I’ll get out of your way. I’m leaving today.” 
He ran his hand through his short-cropped hair and over his chiseled jawline. “Shower.”
“Excuse me?” She pushed the tray back from the bed and stood, his eyes trained on her the whole time. 
“Shower first. And get dressed. You’re coming with me.”
“Where?” Her dubiousness morphed into confusion. 
“Doesn’t matter. Get in the shower. Now.”
Ayden’s words danced through her head. Don’t let him give you crap. Stand your ground and he’ll respect you.
She crossed her arms over her chest. “No.”
He frowned and shot up from the chair. “Yes.”
“I don’t take commands from anyone, anymore. That includes you.” 
The flicker of anger that altered his brown bedroom eyes into a flash of red had her pulse hammering. He lunged toward her and paused, his fingers curled into fists at his side. In a snap, the creepy demon face disappeared, replaced by what she surmised to be a forced calm in his eyes and otherwise stiff jawline. “Please. Get in the shower.” 
Calla pondered her next move. His stare and the way he tipped his head forward as he spoke told her he had no intentions of backing down.
“Shower, or not, you’re coming with me,” he said before she could respond. “The streets are no place for a young female. Even an Alexi.”
“I’m a hunter. A soldier. I don’t need—”
“You’ll be hunted.” He gave a jerk of his head toward the door. “You think lycans are the only things out there?”
No. She’d seen lots of things sure to keep her sleepless for a while, including a big scary ass demon hunter. But how long would she let those nightmares consume her? “My brother’s killer is out there and I will find him.”
Logan crossed his arms. “At your own expense?”
“If it comes to that, yes.”
“Interesting.” He scratched his chin. “What makes you so willing to die?”
Since when do you care? “Look, I’m not asking for your permission to leave.”
“Good, because you don’t have my permission.”
Leave. Don’t leave. Was the guy serious? 
She shook her head and tromped toward the door but halted. “That makes no sense.” Calla paused, eyeing the pants she’d forgotten on the bed, all too aware of his gaze falling to her mostly naked body. “In fact, you know what? None of what you do or what you say makes any sense to me, at all. You’re a frickin’ puzzle. The kind that makes a person want to stand up and throw you across the room because you drive them so crazy!”
He stepped toward her. “Go ahead.”
“Go ahead, what?” She scowled.
“Throw me across the room.”
“Don’t be ridiculous. You’re like, three times my size.” Though, in all honesty, Calla kind of liked the playful tone in his voice. 
She continued a determined walk out the door, but hands gripped her arms, lifting her up off the floor. 
Natural instincts had her kicking and squirming in his grasp. 
His face buried her hair and his inhale hit her nape. 
Something dark rose from the pit of her stomach. A switch went off in her head and a golden haze clouded her eyes. She snapped and jerked her head back, knocking Logan in the face. With an abrupt twist, her arm came free and she jack-hammered him in the throat. 
Released, she came at him, punching, kicking. Each swing of her fist and legs perfectly executed, just like she’d been trained on the dummy—every attempt, swatted away by Logan’s equally executed defenses. 
Unfortunately, the brawny male was no dummy. 
An upward curve of his lip made for a taunting, slap-worthy smile. Like she was nothing. Swatting at a fly.
He grabbed hold of both her wrists and held them in the air. She tugged and wrenched her arms to no avail. Her body finally flagged in defeat. 
“I’d be careful if I were you. I consider this foreplay.” The dimples in both his cheeks deepened. 
She shot him a glare, hoping he didn’t notice how his words had magically stiffened her nipples. “Let go of me.”
“Not until you agree to come with me.” His gaze fell from hers.
Yep. He noticed. “Why are you doing this Logan?”
“I don’t have to give you my reasons.” He lowered her hands, still holding them in his grasp. “You can shower in here. I’ll leave you alone.” He finally released his hold.
“Now, why would I do that when I have a perfectly good shower in my own room?”
Logan cocked a brow and took two steps back. He swiped her pants off the bed, walked past her, opened the door and tossed them out into the hallway—somewhere beyond Zeke’s room, she guessed. “Suit yourself.”
Calla took a deep breath and shook her head on the exhale. 
Damn him. 
She glided her fingers beneath her panty line to make sure her ass was as covered as it was going to be, then walked right past him with a defiant tilt of her chin as she held his gaze. “See you in thirty,” she said as she slipped out into the hallway.
* * *
Calla took her time getting dressed. She was finished with a man telling her where to be and when. 
So, why was she headed in the direction of the demon’s room, anyway?
Face facts. Something about the male crawled beneath her skin and set her alive. 
She’d been exhilarated in the moment he grabbed hold of her. The excitement of fighting him. The thrill of trying. Even if he could pummel her in one swift move, the danger in all of it had her burning on the inside. Not in a bad way.
What did that say about her? You’re glutton for abuse, Calla.
His incredible strength, and that confident smirk she just wanted to … kiss. 
Kiss?
She stared through the foyer window at the snow falling as she took a step down the staircase—the aimless drift of the flakes happened to be the perfect metaphor at that moment. 
What the hell am I doing?
As if in answer, Logan approached from behind, his skin flushed and chest heaving. “Ready?” The slight limp to his walk didn’t escape her attention.
Calla nodded. “Yeah.”
“You’re late.”
“I didn’t realize I was being timed.”
“As a businessman, I like to be timely.”
“Well, I’m not a client, or your employee, therefore I’m not on your time clock.”
He smiled. “Touché.”
The distinct weight of eyes settled on her, as he followed her down the stairs. 
The McLaren sat out front when they exited the mansion, and Logan opened the door, allowing her to slip inside, before rounding the car. 
Weird. He didn’t strike her as the door-opening type. Calla watched him pass the front of the car; he looked like a hit man in his black shirt, dark jeans and sunglasses. 
Damn.
The sight of him had her crossing her legs to stamp out the sudden clenching of her thighs.
He sat down beside her, his cologne instantly tickling her nose. She drank in the sight of him for a moment as he started the car, revved the engine and threw it in gear, only glancing away when the vehicle took off down the drive, barely clearing the slow-opening gates. 
“Come on, Logan, just drop me off downtown. What’s this about?”
“I don’t have to tell you shit.” He rubbed his chin, his eyes directed somewhere in the neighborhood of her thighs. “Why do you want to leave so bad?”
“And I don’t have to tell you shit, either.”
“Sorry, princess, that only works with demons. Spill it.”
As much as she wanted to keep this no-tell game in play, a part of her wanted to say the words—to drive her subconscious mind into the act by saying it aloud. “Draven killed my brother. I intend to kill Draven.”
“You referring to the little prick that stabbed me? He’s my kill.”
“My kill. My kill,” she mocked. “You sound like some kind of prehistoric hit man.”
Logan’s cheek dimpled but didn’t blossom into a smile. “Let’s just say that I let you have a go at him—”
“Let me?” She leaned back against the window and crossed her arms. “What makes you think I’m asking your permission? I get a kill shot, I’m taking it.”
His onceover, tits to legs, followed by a lick of his lips, had her squirming on the inside. “You’re fucking cute as hell when you’re feisty.” His gaze swung toward the road then back on her.
Warmth tingled in her cheeks at the same time that her stomach fluttered like she’d ingested a brawling swarm of butterflies. She snapped her head to the side, diverting her attention toward the window, hoping he didn’t catch the sudden flush. 
“What would you do? If he was yours to kill. How would you do it?”
She glanced back and frowned. “Why are you asking me this?”
“I’m a demon. A sick fuck. This shit turns me on.”
“He’s the reason my brother is dead.” Calla twisted to face him again. “Jake suffered a slow and painful death. So will Draven.”
“My kind of girl.” Damn the look on his face turning her defenses into goo. “So, your brother. How’d he die?”
“Lycans. Jake would be alive if Draven hadn’t dragged him along on his little crusade.”
“You think he dragged him? From what I hear, the Alexi camp was worse than death. What makes you think he didn’t want to go himself?”
Not that what he said had been all that bad, but for some reason, she turned away at the tingling in her eyes that warned of tears. “Because he wouldn’t have left if he thought for one second that I would return.”
“Cue the guilt.”
Her eyes sliced back in his direction. “What’s that supposed to mean?”
“You blame yourself for his death. It’s written all over your face.”
Bastard. “Stop the car. I want out.”
“Saw the scars on your wrist. Why’d you stay?”
“I swear to God I’ll jump from this car if you don’t pull over right now.” She gripped the handle.
Logan reached across, setting her hand back in her lap, rubbing his palm against her skin. She took heaving breaths, the only effort she could muster to keep from crying. 
He glanced over. 
Silence hung in the air. 
Calla pushed emotions down with thoughts of Draven. How she would slice the dagger across his throat.
Logan cleared his throat, and her hands balled at her sides, preparing for what followed. “I’m a dick, okay?”
Okay, not what she expected.
She scratched at her arm through the jacket. A grotty building flew by beyond the window when she lifted her head. “Yeah. Okay.”
“You fascinate me. It’s been a long time since a female fascinated me.”
“Well, take a picture. I’m not some zoo animal for you to study. Find another girl to get your rocks off to.”
“I like you.”
Her stomach clenched, and she shifted in her seat as warmth settled over her thighs, her leather pants squeaking against the leather seats. “Well, you have a crappy way of showing it.”
“I know. I’m not good with people. Friends?”
“I didn’t know we were friends to begin with.”
“Maybe we weren’t. I’d like to be now.”
“That I’m leaving?” She glanced over. 
He sniffed and the way his thumb brushed his nose threw off a mafia vibe. “I’ll make you a deal.”
“I don’t think so.”
“No more bullshit from me. I’m Mr. Charming for the rest of the day, and you don’t leave until tomorrow.”
“No deal. Look, I appreciate you trying to clearly go out of your way here. But I have a brother to avenge.”
“I’ll help you. No contract. Just me.”
She furrowed her brow. “What’s the catch?”
“You stay with me tonight.”
She uncrossed her legs and crossed them again. Damn him for making her nervous. Doubly damn the squeak that told him so every time she moved against the seat. “Why?”
“I’m curious about you.”
“It’s not that I don’t have faith in your inner nice guy. But I don’t think so. Draven will die at my hands. Not yours.”
“You get the kill shot. I just watch your back.”
“That’s sweet, in a twisted way, but no thanks. Really.” She pointed to the approaching overpass. “Just pull over here.”
“Sorry, babe, you’re along for the ride, whether you like it, or not.” 
“Can you at least tell me where?”
He flashed her bright, perfectly-straight-toothed smile. “The library.”
She scowled. “You’re taking me to the library? What for?”
“Guess we’ll see, won’t we?”
A shake of her head dismissed the question. “Look, my agenda might not be important to you, but every second that I waste checking off your grocery list, my brother’s killer, the one who killed you, in case you’ve forgotten, walks around merry and free.”
“I haven’t forgotten shit. It’s called prioritizing kills. The first on my list is finding the bounty hunter who has my brother, the same one that nearly killed you,”—he cocked a brow—“in case you’ve forgotten.”
Tou-flippin-ché. Calla’s lips tightened. “I’m helping you find Zeke, then?”
“Yeah.”
How could she say no to that? Zeke sacrificed himself to save her, after all. She nodded, her muscles finally relaxing alongside her relenting. “Okay.”


CHAPTER 26
 “What the hell are we doing?” Calla stared through the windshield as the car pulled into an alley between two buildings, and as if Logan had driven straight into night, the light faded. Garbage littered the ground, overflowing from the dumpster, and bums lay slumped against the brick walls. “This doesn’t look like the library.” 
Logan cut the engine. “Don’t look at anyone. Don’t talk to anyone. Stay close to me. If you break any one of these rules, consider yourself dead. And not by my hands.”
“One more time. What the hell are we doing?”
“Doesn’t matter. You’re coming with me.”
“Oh, no, no.” Calla sat back against the window. “You just gave me a list of reasons to jump out of this car and run.”
“And know that if you do, I can outrun you before you hit the edge of the alley.” He exited the car. 
For a split second, Calla gave serious consideration to bailing—but only a split second before Logan was at her door, opening it. He reached for her hand and gave a gentle tug.
After slamming the door of the McLaren, he placed his hand on the roof and bowed his head. A soft chant just barely reached Calla’s ears before a brisk, cold wind whipped up her hair. 
“’Sup, Mr. Logan?” A spectral voice drifted past, leaving a trail of goose bumps across Calla’s skin.
Security ghoul.
Logan tapped the hood. “Be back in a few, Wyatt.” 
“I don’t like this unpredictable stuff with you.” Calla crossed her arms.
“Sure you do.” Logan glanced back at her. “In fact, if I had to guess, it’s the only reason you let me kiss you in the library.”
She drew back. “What?” 
He snatched up her wrist, leading her through the alley, and spoke over his shoulder. “Innocent, good girl like you? You’re just begging for the opportunity to do something bad.”
“Innocent? I slay wolves. That’s hardly innocent.”
“By human standards, maybe. For a supe, particularly a demon, you’re as pure as they come.”
“I am not pure. I wish you’d quit making me out to be some … Pollyanna, or something.”
“Why does being good bother you?” 
At the curve of his lips, so devious, as if he knew that she was drawn to him for reasons that she herself couldn’t even explain, Calla looked away. “Next subject.”
Smack in the center of the snow-slick alley, he yanked her into his chest. “Do I make you nervous?”
“That’s what you want to hear, isn’t it? Why?”
Silence.
“Yes. You do.”
He brushed her hair aside and very gently stroked her neck at the crook of her collarbone. “You should be,” he whispered at her ear. “Why did you come in here with me? No one around. A place you could easily die and no one would hear you scream. Is it because I asked you?”
A chill moved down her spine. “Did I have a choice?”
“You’re drawn to it, aren’t you? That slap to the hand before you’ll stay away from the fire.” His hand snaked up to her throat. “You’re an Alexi female, but you like the danger and play.”
Calla swallowed past the sudden dryness in her throat. Her pulse galloped as if it’d burst right through her veins. “You’re not as dangerous as you like to let on, Logan. You respect your brothers too much.”
A grin skated across his face. “For most females I’m relatively harmless. But it seems my nightmares have an affinity for you—evil seeking out purity, or some shit. I got an addiction to your scent, your touch, which has rendered me somewhat mad, you could say.” 
His gaze fell downward—toward where Calla adjusted the dagger she held to his stomach. Nothing more than earthly steel, she imagined a stab to the gut might feel like a bee sting for the male. 
His lips curled into what might have been a smile, if he didn’t look so devious. “Knife play. Kinky.” He jerked his head. “Let’s go.”
Logan brought the two of them to a halt right in front of the wall on the other side of the dumpster. The mystery in all of it kept her quiet in spite of the million questions swirling in her head. From his pocket, he pulled a small white piece of chalk and placed it to the wall before letting go of Calla’s hand. 
He looked back at her. “You’re gonna see some weird shit. Even for an Alexi.”
Had she wanted to run before, he just sold her on staying. 
Logan drew a circle into the wall, brilliantly weaved against the graffiti, so it hardly stood out. With the chalk between his thumb and forefinger, he placed the heel of his hand against the wall, smack in the center of the circle and spoke low. 
Calla watched in silence, enthralled.
The edges of the circle undulated and blurred. A blast of heat hit Calla’s cheeks and threw her back a step. 
Logan’s hand reached for hers. Her heart beat inside her chest, the mystery of the unknown propelling her forward. 
“Stay with me.” He gave her hand a quick squeeze and led her into the … wall? 
What the … 
Logan’s form disappeared behind the graffiti, pulling Calla along until a sensation like putting a finger through a bubble engulfed her wrist as her hand disappeared. 
Calla’s breath hitched and she yanked her arm free, examining her full intact hand. She swallowed a gulp and put her hand through it again. In and out, she shoved her hand through the invisible shield. 
A hand shot out and gave a hard tug, wrenching her forward, right through the wall. 
A shield of heat passed over her, and a very powerful energy swept through her body. Bright light forced her to raise her hands to her eyes and she fell right into an embrace on the other side. 
Logan held her to him, his arm firmly wrapped around her waist. 
As Calla opened her eyes and looked around, her eyes widened, as if she tried to absorb every detail of the vision before her.
She stumbled in Logan’s grasp, mouth hung wide. “Oh, my God.”
“Welcome to Orcosia. This is Zhakron. My home.”
The scene was too much to take in at once, as though her eyes moved faster than her brain could comprehend what she was seeing.
The sky cast a gray-blue, almost like a constant dusk loomed. Little light peeked through, but even the break in the clouds overhead revealed the same darkness as the rest of the sky.
Spires of mountains cut into the clouds, setting a backdrop against the magnificent city below. Like an old Italian village, with buildings of varying architecture— some tall like old Spanish castles, some short and rounded like miniature medieval Russian churches. It had almost a Gotham feel, with European charm. Bridges, high and low, crossed over a river that separated the village into two halves. 
Calla stepped forward, looking over the edge, confirming that she, too, stood on one of the bridges. She smiled in an attempt to stifle the hysterical giggle trapped in her throat. “It’s … beautiful.” A glimpse of Logan, his gaze riveted on her, had her shying away. A second glimpse, and she tipped her head, marveling over what about him seemed different. His eyes. On the other side, they had a brownish shade to them. Beyond the wall, they appeared almost violet. 
Mesmerizing. 
Beautiful.
Focus seemed to return to his eyes again. “C’mon. We don’t want to stay too long. Humans leave a scent here. Especially ones with pure souls.” His lip peeled back into a crooked smile and Calla rolled her eyes.
Down the path to a sidewalk, Logan led her where others passed. 
Don’t look at anyone. Don’t talk to anyone. Stay close.
Out of her periphery, she noticed the clothing didn’t vary too much from the other side. Some women seemed to carry themselves very regally, while others seemed more casual, and Calla wondered if class was split the same, between the rich and the poor, though she hadn’t crossed a single bum. 
They walked riverside, and the long boats, almost like gondolas, glided along the water. Below the surface, long, slithering snake-like creatures zipped past one another, like sharks circling beneath the boats. 
A shiver ran down her spine at the thought of falling in. 
In spite of the creepiness, the place carried a very romantic ambience. Not at all what she’d have expected from the underworld. 
Soft lights, almost like the amber glow of a flame, climbed the buildings, so enchanting and picturesque—inviting. The kind of scenery she imagined where lovers sat across from each other, sipping wine, like Van Gogh’s Café Terrace at Night.
“So, where are the flaming pits of hell and eternal suffering?” she asked. 
“Obsidius. Though there’re some villages that are pretty bad.”
“When you say you’re from here, I thought you were … from Detroit?”
Stupid question alert.
“Demons are born with origins, even if they didn’t happen to grow up there. My father was born here. So, when I left Obsidius, this is where I stayed for a while. Zhakron is my origin.”
“Why would you ever go back? It’s beautiful here.”
“It’s like going back to live with your parents. Nothing like being under the watchful eye.”
“Wrath? He’s here?”
“He lives in the royal city, but likes to sic his spies on me. It’s charming, but don’t forget, it’s teeming with demons, Calla. All breeds. Some very deadly.”
“What are we doing?”
“Finding out what’s up with these maggot fuckers I keep seeing. Not like we’re going to figure it out at the local library up top.”
“So, where are we going? The local library down under?”
“Yeah.”
He came to a stop in front of a tired-looking shop. White patches in the brick revealed where it’d chipped away. The wood didn’t look like the usual wood from the other side. Patterns etched into the finish held deep grooves.
Calla tipped her head. Script?
“They tell a story,” Logan said behind her. “How the tree came to be, and when it went into the Stygias.”
“Stygias?”
“The light at the end of life.”
“Do the demons carve these into the tree?”
“No, the tree grows with the grooves. It’s a language we’ve translated in books.”
“I think that’s beautiful, to have stories carved into the body like that. Like a tattoo.”
A bell rattled and a demon male, short and podgy with white hair, exited the shop. Calla glanced away from the scowl on his face, but his long gaze had her feeling on edge until Logan finally pushed past him and entered the shop, drawing her along with him.
The scent inside reminded Calla of apples, or something sweet, over the undertones of aged books. Books lined shelf after shelf, and extended upward into the tall ceiling. Incredible. How many fascinating stories could there possibly be in one place?
Logan led her to the counter. 
A seemingly human-looking male peered over and spoke a language Calla had heard before but didn’t understand. As Logan spoke back, a vulnerability washed over her as she wondered what it might’ve been like if Logan hadn’t accompanied her. How absolutely frightening the beautiful place could be without him. Calla couldn’t deny, she liked needing him. Her hand curled around his bicep, and Logan gave a second’s-worth pause in his conversation.
Back and forth the two spoke and, in the course of the exchange, she watched the demon’s facial expressions change, careful not to make full-on eye contact with him. His eyebrows came together, and with the way he continued to rub his chin, Calla could sense some trepidation brewing. 
Conversation died down to silence and Logan laid his hands flat on the counter, tipping his head. 
Uh-oh. It just got serious.
The shopkeeper let out a sharp exhale and pointed, leaning in as he spoke low. He hopped down from his chair on the other side of the counter and circled around to the front, leading Logan toward a shelf, where he pulled back a book and gave a furtive glance behind. 
He stopped and crinkled his nose. 
Calla’s eyes shot to Logan, who kept his gaze forward. 
The entire wall of books shifted to the side, revealing a darkened staircase. Turning his attention back to the wall, the shopkeeper seemed to blow off what Calla assumed was a whiff he’d picked up of her human scent. 
Sconce-candles flickered and flames appeared from nowhere, lighting the way down the winding staircase.
What the hell?
He waved them to follow, and Logan grabbed hold of Calla’s hand as both trailed behind the demon shopkeeper. Down, down into a cellar of sorts, the warm, humid air from outside the shop dissipating into cold. 
As if they’d walked straight into death.
Through the dark cellar, he led them until they reached a large vault. Skulls protruded from the metal, as if they’d been built right into the vault. The surrounding wall was made up of skulls and other bone parts. Like a crypt.
The demon directed Logan to take a seat at a concrete table and he twisted the large dial on the vault, covering it with his hands. 
“What is this?” Calla whispered.
Logan signaled with his finger, Shhh.
The demon disappeared into the shadowy cavern, and came out carrying a large leather-bound book. He set it down on the table, pointed his finger one last time, and spoke in the Demonic language before shuffling away back through the cellar and leaving the two of them alone.
“Sages tomb. I’m only permitted to view this because I’m a prince’s son.” Logan flipped the book open. The script on the page looked as if it’d been written with quills. “Damn, I wish Gavin was here. He’s better at the ancient language than I am.”
“What are you looking for?”
“Ichor.”
“What?”
“The blood of the gods. Only certain species carry ichor. I saw it in another male at Moonshines.”
Calla sat quiet, watching him thumb through the book, his dark brow furrowed in concentration, his lips and the hard lines of his jaw tightening with his study. The hand propped behind his dark chestnut hair created a bulge in his black shirt. 
As his brown eyes focused on the words he read, Calla rested her chin on her palm. 
Fascinated. 
She twirled her hair around her finger and swallowed the pooled saliva in her mouth.
The male was … well, pretty hot in study mode. 
Plus, something told Calla, in spite of his brawny, tough-guy exterior, he was probably pretty damn intelligent.
He scratched the back of his head. “Fuck.”
Such a harsh word for all the intensity he’d exhibited just a moment ago. Calla’s smile begged to escape. 
“Someone’s torn pages from the book.”
“Which pages?”
“Mating habits.”
Calla frowned at that. “Of what, exactly?”
“Sangexzha. Sang for short. Progenitors that carry ichor.”
“What does that mean?”
“The Sangexzha have been extinct for centuries.”
“So, they’ve come back?”
“I don’t think they have.” He rubbed his hand back and forth through his hair as he spoke. “I think someone is trying to bring them back, somehow.”
“Are we talking about a species of demon?”
“We’re talking about a plague. A very dark period in demon history. It’d be like a zombie apocalypse.” His hand fell from his hair and stroked his chin. “Ryke has some role in this. And somehow this is connected to Zeke.”
“And so … this plague is happening on the other side?”
“I don’t know, for sure. I’m sure as fuck not going to start that rumor. But all the more reason I think you should take me up on my offer to stay tonight.”
“Clever. You brought me all the way to the underworld to convince me to sleep with you.”
His lip twitched and his cheek dimpled. Kind of adorable. 


CHAPTER 27
Zeke startled awake and lifted his head. Blackness. A throb in his skull intensified, as if his brains might pop at any second. 
Soft, warm hands fell against the rawness on his chest, causing his muscles to flinch, and urged him back. “Lie down. You’ve much healing left to do.”
His mouth opened to silence. He pushed the words but only harsh breaths passed his lips. Scorching dryness in his throat flared with each ragged sip of air.
“Demon, you are safe. Rest now.” The soothing tone of her voice put his thrumming heart at ease, though he didn’t know for sure if he had reason to trust in it. 
Nothing could be worse than being at the hands of a bounty hunter, though.
She hummed as her hands swept over his abdomen. That voice again. The melody, so beautiful, like the gentle chime of an angel’s. 
Perhaps he’d died and gone to heaven. The thought spurred an inward laugh. More likely, he still lay at the mercy of the hunter, soon to be yanked back into hell. 
Warmth traveled his body and his muscles sagged. Yes, sleep. That’s what he needed. The draw of it lulled him.Deeper. Deeper. 
* * *
Calla settled into the passenger seat of the McLaren and eyed Logan as he held his cell phone to his ear. 
He paused for moment, like he listened to a message, before muttering, “Fuckin’ A,” and fired up the McLaren. 
“What’s up?” Calla asked as they squealed out of the alley.
“Mack left me a message. Got some security business at Sanctuary.” 
The car weaved through what little traffic strewed Jefferson Avenue. At a split in the road, Logan veered to the right, straight into the mouth of a tunnel lined by bums. 
Like being swallowed by night, the car sped deeper into the darkness and left the vagrants behind. A roar of the engine signaled Logan had fed it more gas, and the walls of the tunnel, lit by only an occasional streak of fluorescent light, whipped past the window in a blur.
“What is this?” Calla watched her lips move on her reflection.
“Secret entrance. Whole lot of supes would kill to find out where we live.”
“You guys are pretty infamous, huh?” 
“You could say that.”
“So, this business at the club has to do with Zeke?”
He leaned into the console. “A cop we know, Fatman, came to see Gavin a few days ago. According to Gav, he had a woman with him. Britus kept her in security.”
“What’s the deal with her?”
“Dunno yet. Fatman’s dead. Tipped off the lycans. That small track we found? Belongs to a kid lycan that went missing about the same time Fatman came to visit the club. Gotta feeling the woman might be the kid’s guardian. Might’ve been looking to hire us to get the kid back.”
“Is she your client?”
“No. Gavin figured the kid was probably dead.” He shrugged. “Missing kids usually are.”
“So, what was the tip?”
“Where to find the kid.”
Calla frowned. “Why tip off the lycans?”
“Apparently, there’s a breed of good Samaritan lycans.” Logan rolled his eyes. “Got a feeling Fatman was in trouble. Saw him dead in the alley. Fang marks. Ichor.”
“Sang?”
“They’re involved. Not sure how, or why. Ryke somehow plays a role in this but the pieces aren’t coming together fast enough.”
“If you know Ryke is involved, why not go directly to him?”
“Can’t get to him. Calix is banished. And Ryke hasn’t been round, according to his sister, aside from popping in long enough to beat the living shit out of her.”
The road opened to an enormous underground parking lot. Logan parked the car adjacent to an elevator with a blood-red door. A cut of the engine and he shot up out of the driver’s side, rounded the vehicle, and was at the passenger side before she could flip the handle open.
* * *
Logan led Calla inside the elevator and up to the first floor bar of Sanctuary.
The clusterfuck had already begun. Not unusual for Sanctuary—even on weeknights the place tended to be packed. Supes everywhere. 
Logan’s muscles tensed. His heart pounded and a rush of adrenaline had him feeling pumped up. 
What the hell?
He signaled the maître d’, who stumbled over himself to reach them. Logan leaned forward. “Find her a table.”
The maître d’ nodded and snapped two busboys over. 
Logan brushed Calla’s hair to the side and spoke low. “I’m going to find Gavin. Sit tight.”
Once she’d nodded, he walked away. Damn the zing that kept zipping through his veins. 
Pat, the bartender slid down to him. “What’ll it be boss?”
“You see where Gavin went?”
Pat jerked his head to the side. “Took a quick call. Saw him take off toward the back.”
“Thanks.” Logan’s gaze wandered back in Calla’s direction. 
Hairs bristled. 
His stomach folded into knots. 
Another demon had taken his seat beside her. 
Teeth gritting, Logan strode through the crowd, eyes fixated, the red haze seeping into his field of vision with every step closer.
The silver tattoo etched into the demon’s neck sent jagged knives sawing through Logan’s veins. Scelius demon. Rotten pricks. If there was one demon species that could be blamed for most of the human illegitimate children in the world, it’d be them. They roamed in gangs, like a pack of hyenas, wreaking havoc everywhere they set foot. 
Why Gavin hadn’t blacklisted them remained a mystery to Logan.
He paused when Calla drew away from the demon. From a distance, Logan watched her body language. Smooth fluid movements like a confident killer. Had he noticed that in her before? He tipped his head, concentrating on the exchange, motionless in a crowd that continued to gyrate around him.
The demon stroked his hand down her hair and buried his face in her neck.
Logan charged forward. “Motherfucker!” He didn’t spare a single second before drilling his fist into the demon’s nose. 
Blood flew up into Logan’s face, and he hammered a second punch in the same spot as the first. 
And another.
“Fucking dead!” The red filtered a shade into Logan’s vision and stole his awareness of everything around him. 
Calla slid from his periphery. 
Arms gripped Logan from behind. 
He jerked his head back and heard the crunch. 
“Goddamn it, Logan, calm down!” 
Gavin’s voice broke through the haze of red, but his body still shook and his fingers twitched with the urge to pound the Scelius’ bloody face some more, as Logan allowed himself to be pulled away. 
He took deep breaths to calm himself.
Shit. He’d fucked up.
Daria stood beside Calla, as Britus gripped the nape of the Scelius and lifted him from the chair.
Through the kitchen door, Gavin pushed Logan backward, nearly knocking him to the floor. 
A clatter of dishes rang out as the chef fell back into the dishwasher. 
“What the fuck was that?” Gavin set his hands on his hips.
“You know what those pieces of shit are all about, Gavin. Why do you keep letting the raping bastards in here?”
“Because if we’re going to pick out character flaws in every species that walks through that door, we’ll be sitting here twiddling our goddamn thumbs for customers. It’s business.” He got in Logan’s face. “Half the demons out there are raping bastards. Wanna beat the shit out of all of them? Start acting like a fucking boss. That’s what we have security for.”
“He tried pulling his shit on Calla. He was all over her.”
Gavin grumbled a sound of disapproval. “And so it’s begun.”
“And so what’s begun?”
“Hell for her, I’d imagine.” Gavin scratched his smooth jaw. “Her blood flows through you, Logan. You’re acting like … a bonded male.”
The sensation he’d felt when he first entered the bar. His rage flaring like a demon possessed by own dick. Damn, Gavin had hit the nail on the head.
He shook it off. Impossible. “No,” he said, “I’m acting like I want to bury every one of those jackfucks.”
“They never bothered you before tonight.” Gavin dabbed the blood from his nose where Logan had hit him. “Whether you want it, or not, your body views Calla as a mate.”
Mate? “This supposed to happen?”
“Sabelle said it probably would. Though I’d hoped for Calla’s sake, it would have worn off by now.”
“Worn off?” 
“Yeah. I suppose that’s the whole point of using pure virgin blood. So the bond wears off right away. The Alexi shit seems to be hitting you hard.”
“You’re telling me this is all temporary?” Logan rubbed his skull. “Perfect. You did this shit to me.” He pointed a finger at Gavin. “I blame you for this. Shoulda just let a bastard die.”
“You like her?”
“I hardly know her.”
“I’d say that’s nothing new for you. You hardly know the majority of your conquests.” Gavin gave a light smack on Logan’s cheek. “Watch yourself with her. She’s not like other girls. In more ways than one.”
Logan sniffed. “Am I stepping on toes?”
Gavin shook his head. “I see the way she looks at you.” His eyes gave warning.
Logan glanced away, toward where the chef shook a large silver pan over a blazing flame. “C’mon, don’t give me that look.” 
“She’s pure, Logan. Innocent. Keep that in mind.”
“Like a need a reminder.”
“After what I just witnessed, I think you do. None of that psychotic bullshit with her, or I’ll personally tie you up by your nuts.”
Logan sneered. 
“Now get that blood cleaned off of you. We’ve got human patrons out there tonight.” He patted Logan on the shoulder. “Keep the temper in check, or Britus will be carting your ass out tonight.”
“Hey,” he said, reminded of the reason for the drop-in, “that chick Britus had in security while you met with Fatman last week? Think she’s the lycan kid’s guardian. I’m going to check out the tapes.”
Gavin nodded. “On my way up now. Britus called. Got a nephilim in the Holding Tank.”
“He knows how to find Ryke?”
“Guess we’ll find out.”
“Be right up.” Logan left the kitchen and strode back through the crowd. He drew in a deep breath and cleared his throat as he approached Calla where she still stood beside Daria. He’d have been inclined to think it odd that she seemed unshaken by what’d just happened, but that was the difference between Alexi and regular human females. They’d seen things. Bad things.
“You okay?”
Calla nodded. “He really didn’t do anything. Just a jerk.”
“You shouldn’t have seen that.”
“You think I’ve never seen blood before?”
“I have a tendency to get spill-happy about it.”
“I noticed.”
“Just so you know, he’d have tried to do shit with you. They’re crafty.”
“And you think I’m gullible.”
Logan tightened his lips. “I don’t know what to think about you, Calla. You’re an all over the map kinda female.” He crossed his arms. “One second, you’re fragile and quiet. The next, you’re taking on bounty hunters.”
She smiled and, gods, that’s what it felt like when a heart skipped a beat. “Maybe you should proceed with caution, then. Sounds like I’m unstable.”
“All the more reason I think I like you.” Logan gave Daria a nod. “Got something in security. Take her up to my office.”
Daria hooked an arm in Calla’s. “C’mon, honey, I’ll get you settled in the penthouse.”
Logan followed behind the females through the crowd and into the elevator. One other male patron entered the elevator and pecked the second floor button. Logan waited until he’d stepped off before pressing the fourth floor button and signaling the next group to stay out. A small flap below the buttons opened and a keypad ejected toward him. After he’d typed in the pass-code, the keypad disappeared behind the panel, and the elevator moved up two levels—the only way to access the floor. 
The fourth floor of Sanctuary was where all the business went down. Where security kept watch and order carried out for any supes who disrupted the place. No one but the bosses and bodyguards had access.
“Everything okay?” Calla’s brows knitted together. “You seem edgy.”
“Yeah. Always edgy before shit’s about to go down.” Logan lifted his hand to caress her cheek and hesitated. “Be right back.” 
As soon as the elevator doors opened, he stepped out into a long white hallway so blindingly bright it made him squint. For supes being interrogated or dealt with, it was meant to intimidate. He reached the security room, where television screens lined the walls at different angles, showing every possible corner of the club. 
“’Sup, Mack?” Logan walked over to the burly security guard sitting beside Gavin. 
Mack sported an intimidating look, for a human, with a buzz cut and thick brows. All the security at Sanctuary had been handpicked. Humans were rarely hired unless they had some exceptional talent. Mack’s happened to be a keen eye—that, and he was a pretty damn good sniper. He pointed to the screen in front of him. “This the tape?”
“Yeah.” 
In the ‘Holding Tank’, as the guards referred to it, stood a figure cloaked in black with the hood pulled over the head. The pair of Cons and black tats snaking up the legs made her an ‘It’, from what Logan could tell. “How’d Britus know it was a female?” 
“She had tits.” Mack barked a laugh.
Logan leaned in, examining the screen just as the female twisted toward the camera. “Pause it.” He studied her face. The tats creeping up onto her neck. The piercing in her nose. The violet shade of her eyes. “She’s a supe?”
Mack shrugged. “I guess. Britus is the only one who saw her.”
“She sports a lot of ink. Shouldn’t be hard to pin her on the streets. Thanks, Mack.”
“No problemo, boss.”
“Let’s go see if our nephilim friend knows anything about Ryke,” Gavin said.
He led Logan through the white hallway to a room at the far end. The blinding light eased into the darkness of the stone walls, with not a single window. The dim glow of a lamplight provided the only visibility as Logan stalked toward the nephilim chained to a chair.
Fangtrails marred his otherwise perfect skin, and along with his Goth-style clothing, he wore the signature collar around his neck—the kind with hooked spikes on the underside that couldn’t be removed without leaving nice gaping holes.
Gavin crossed his arms, his feet set apart. “Where’s Ryke?”
The nephilim’s crystal eyes lit up. “No idea. But when I see him next, I’ll be sure to pass along your complimentary blow job.”
Logan slammed his fist into the nephilim’s gut, forcing a grunt from him as the male hunched over himself.
“We … haven’t … even kissed … yet.” The nephilim coughed out a chuckle and spat blood onto the floor.
“Shit’s gonna get worse.” Gavin tipped his head and crouched in front of the male. “My brother is missing. I’m not fucking around. Where’s Ryke?”
“Wanna suck me off—”
Gavin’s fist knocked the nephilim’s chin up, and the chair toppled backward, cracking the male’s head against the floor. 
Logan straddled the nephilim. “Talk. Or I’ll yank the fucking collar off before severing your head.” He lodged a finger into the collar’s silver loop and yanked a prong free.
“Fuck!” The nephilim winced as blood spattered up into the air. Bits of flesh clung to the dislodged hook.
A red haze clouded Logan’s eyes and the heat spreading through his body signaled the release of his brand of pain. Each Brother carried a brand, etched in ancient Demonic symbols somewhere on their bodies. Logan’s was Fear. 
“I … don’t know … where to find him.” Fluids gurgled in the male’s throat and he coughed blood.
Logan dislodged another prong, inciting a second outcry. The male’s eyes widened as fear seemed to penetrate his defenses, and Logan tucked his finger inside another loop.
Gavin knelt beside him. “How many prongs you think go around his neck?”
“Not sure. But I can’t wait to get to the ones attached to his spine.”
“Motherf—” The male took heaving breaths, his lips clamped. “Okay … he owns … an underground club. Never … been there.”
“What kind of club?” Gavin asked.
“Torture.”
Logan leaned forward and gave a light tug of the prong. ”Look at my face. It’s me he wants, isn’t it?”
The male sucked in a breath through his nose. “No.”
Gavin’s hand shot out, gripping a handful of the male’s hair, and wrenched his head back. “Who is he after?”
“Ah … shit!” The nephilim squeezed his eyes shut. “A … girl. Don’t know … who.”
Logan scratched his chin. “Think it’s the girl with the tats?” 
Gavin huffed. “Could be.” He nodded toward the male. “You know what she looks like?”
“Please … believe me … I don’t.”
“What’s he want with this girl?” Logan toyed with a prong.
The nephilim slurped a breath. “No … idea.”
Gavin rubbed a hand down his face, still gripping tight to the male’s hair. “You tell all your nephilim friends, the pain of Wrath is coming for them.” Gavin lifted the nephilim’s head and cracked it against the floor, knocking the male out cold, before standing up. He wiped the blood from his hands onto a kerchief, which he tossed atop the nephilim’s body. “Every one of the bastards. Dead.”
Still crouched beside the male, Logan looked up at his brother. “Want me to finish this one?”
“No. I want his bleeding ass to go back and taunt them out of the nest. One of these pricks is going to talk. They’re half human. I know there’s an easier way to get them to spill.”
“You don’t think this was fun?”
Gavin rolled his eyes. “Some kind of fucking spell. I’m going to check a couple of books.” His cell phone rang, and he pulled it from his pocket and answered. A smile crept across his face. “Good,” he said into the receiver. “See you in a few.” He hung up the phone. “Ferno and Maddox are home. Time to raise some hell with these supes. See you back at the house.”
Logan rose up to a stand. “Ferno’s back?” He rubbed his hand through his hair. “Nothing like adding some chaos to the fucking mix.” 


CHAPTER 28
Draven’s eyes flipped opened, and gray stone walls slowly came into focus. 
How many hours had he lain there, in and out of consciousness? And who knew what the hell those paleskinned fucks had done to him in the meantime? 
A stiffening chill ran through his body. Cold. He shivered as if he’d never get warm. Muscles ached, and his head pounded a blinding beat behind his eyes. 
He glanced down at his naked body. Nausea tugged in his gut and he rolled over onto his side, waiting for a torrent of puke. 
He’d been sucked raw and bite marks all over his body meant they’d had their fun doing it.
Something hit his face and Draven’s muscles lurched.
“You must be starving.” Ryke stood over him, tossing Draven’s pants to the floor.
Starving. Was that it?
“Come.” Ryke exited the room.
Draven dressed his battered body awkwardly and hobbled after him.
At the end of a hall that looked like something out of a modern-day horror flick, they reached a flight of stairs. Down, down he trailed behind, certain that Ryke knew how to sate whatever craving left his throat dry and stomach ready to climb out of his mouth.
They reached what appeared to be the basement of the building. “What’s … where are we going?” Draven’s hoarse voice hardly carried.
Ryke turned to face him. “Feel that burning in your blood? Those flames that reach every cell inside your body? It’s an eternal part of you now. If you deny it, it will consume you.”
Whimpers drifted to Draven’s ears as they stood before a door. 
Ryke pulled keys from his pocket and, after throwing a sinister glance back at Draven, he opened the door.
Draven bent forward and clutched his stomach. He fell to his knees, the weakness turning his limbs to jelly, and raised a trembling hand to his face to cover his mouth.
Naked bodies hung from the ceiling, dangled by chains. Every one of them faces he recognized. 
Weeping holes pocked their paling flesh, from where blood trickled and pooled below them on the concrete. Clinging to some of them were white, maggot-like creatures, their faces smashed like bats. 
The same ones he’d seen at the old dock.
Feeding.
One of the creatures lurched toward them. 
Draven’s muscles seized.
Ryke held out his palm, and the beast froze. “He’s come to feed. Like you.”
What? Fuck, no. Nothing like them.
Draven watched the chests of his Alexi brothers and sisters rise and fall with their breaths. 
Still alive.
Sick, disgusting bastards. Worse than the lycans.
At least the lycans killed off their victims. 
A firm grip on his nape lifted Draven up from the floor and forced him in front of one of the bodies. 
Slowly, Draven’s eyes trailed up the naked man’s form. 
Deuce. 
So helpless the giant looked now, his body convulsing, clanging the chain securing him. From the corner of his eyes he stared down at Draven and his lips clamped together. 
Draven’s words from earlier echoed in his head: Trust me.
“Take from him.”
Draven bowed and shook his head. “I won’t.”
A burst of laughter bounced off the walls. “Ah, the social pressures of doing what’s right,” Ryke said. “You humans amuse me.” He moved past Draven, standing beside Deuce, and trailed his finger down the naked skin. “Tell me, if the roles were reversed, what do you think your friend here would do?” He slithered around the soldier like a snake and sidled up next to Draven again. “Alexi blood is the only blood strong enough to keep you alive. You feed from the humans, and you will perish.” A shove from behind knocked Draven into Deuce’s body. “Drink. Or I’ll string you up with the rest of them.”
Draven squeezed his eyes. 
God, the mere thought of such a thing made him want to scream.
An overpowering scent penetrated Draven’s nostrils. 
Blood.
Every ounce of the soldier registered in Draven’s brain, swallowing his senses: what he’d eaten, the sex he’d had with Jenna the night before and, of course, the fear. 
Stark fear that tickled Draven’s insides. 
Draven’s fangs elongated. All Alexi had fangs, but the ones that protruded from his lip felt thick and hollow, purposeful. As a golden haze clouded his vision, he leaned forward and bit into Deuce’s wrist. 
Each pull on his old comrade’s vein offered pure ecstasy, the taste that filled Draven’s mouth warming his body, filling his belly. Like thick, warm liquor with the power to transport him to a state of euphoria. Better than any drug he’d ever tried. 
Deuce shook in his grasp, and Ryke ripped the Alexi’s wrist from Draven’s mouth, tearing the flesh open. “Enough. We have to ration what we have.” Another grin spread across the nephilim’s face. “Until you bring us more of your kind. One, in particular.”
“Why don’t they turn?” He glanced back at Ryke. “Why do they remain Alexi?”
“You’ve much to learn about what throbs through your veins now. Your teeth secrete a venom. In one bite, you can turn a human, but only if you wish to turn him. You control the release of the venom.”
Draven wiped the dribbling blood from his mouth. The thought of Deuce’s blood swimming inside of him and enjoying every bit of it repulsed Draven. “Why me?”
“One …” Ryke glanced up at Deuce. “… they trust you. And two, I know you’ll bring them back. Unlike our unrefined friends here,”—he turned with an outstretched hand toward the creatures—“you’re mostly human. And, like humans, you fear death. They do not. Like children. Young, innocent. Hunger is all that drives them.”
“Where do they come from?”
“A place even death fears to tread.” His grin cast chills down Draven’s spine. “You will feed tonight. Tomorrow, you’ll be strong enough.”
“For what?”
“Bringing Calla here.” 
Draven flinched as Ryke placed an arm around his shoulder. “See, without her, you’ll die. She alone carries the very antidote you need to survive.” He gripped Draven’s shoulders and twisted him to face him. “How’s that for motive?”
“I refuse.”
“I think it’s time you see the world from my perspective. You are but a pawn and I’m your king.”
“You’re not my king,” Draven gritted out.
Tightness at Draven’s neck brought him to his knees. Intense burning floated through his body, caustic, as if it’d materialized out of smoke and dispersed to every part of him. 
“Your soul is mine. I’m very much your master now.”
The tightness loosened and Draven fell to all fours, gasping for breath. Yet sucking in air did nothing to ease the burn.
“I’m a valuable piece in this game.” Ryke stood over Draven as he spoke. “One that cannot be replaced.”
“I won’t die for you and your cause.”
“Perhaps not. But I believe you’d die for the female. And that’s precisely the commitment I need.” He placed a hand atop Draven’s head. “Come, let’s discuss the plan. Pet.”
* * *
Not that Logan despised his brothers, or anything, but having Ferno back would be a whole lot of shit hitting the fan. The male could’ve been considered psychotic on a different level from Logan himself. At least Logan had always been calculated about his kills. Ferno was something of a rabid wolverine, with a brand of pain that could annihilate an entire block in one sweep, if he felt so ambitious.
Logan entered his office and snuck up behind where Calla stood staring out of the large window that overlooked the Detroit skyline. “Ready?”
A squeal died in her throat as she spun around and grabbed her chest. Her widened eyes narrowed on him. “Is that blood?”
Logan glanced down at sprayed splotches across his shirt, more prominent than after the fight with the Scelius. “Yeah.”
She raised her brows. “Business?”
Logan nodded and jerked his head. “C’mon.” He took her hand and led her out of the office toward the elevator.
Much as Logan didn’t care to admit it, something felt nice about having Calla with him. She didn’t chatter on like a lot of females, talking about stupid shit that he could care less about. For the most part, she was quiet—a quality Logan happened to admire in her.
They stepped inside the empty elevator and Logan leaned back against the wall, letting go of her hand. Bending forward, she seemed to be examining the flames around the number on the elevator buttons, and Logan cracked a smile at her curiosity, his eyes making a quick sweep of her ass in those leathers. Her finger drifted over the flicker and she straightened the second the ding alerted the oncoming stop.
Logan took the lead, but one step outside of the elevator and a flash of white flew at him from the left. 
The impact slammed him off balance and he stumbled to the right. 
Hissing in his ear prompted him to throw his head back, the crush of knocking whatever held him from behind silencing the sound. He snapped his head to the left, taking in the blood-red of the male’s eyes and the pallor of his skin. 
The paleskinned male’s lip peeled back, showing off his long fangs. 
Logan reached to grip its neck but it disappeared. 
Calla’s outcry tensed Logan’s muscles, and he spun around to find a second paleskin throttling her neck. 
Kill.

Logan charged toward it, but flinched at a piercing of his shoulder. 
He swung around, grappled for the first paleskin that had reattached to his side, and clutched the back of its skull, giving a hard yank. 
The male dislodged and Logan squeezed its throat until it convulsed and its eyes rolled back into its head. He slammed it to the cement, tugged his Glock from the holster, and propped the gun beneath its chin. With a squeeze of the trigger, brain and skull fragments exploded outward. 
Logan jumped to his feet and barreled toward Calla.
Her features set in determination, she pounded her fist against the beast still grasping at her neck.
The glimmer of light surrounding her attacker constricted Logan’s heart a beat before ramping the knotted organ into overdrive. He’d seen the bastards disappear into thin air before. 
Logan crashed into its midsection, knocking the Sang away from her body, and scrambled on all fours to catch it before it evaporated. His Glock-toting hand crossed over the other and shot once, missing the nothingness where the thing had stood a half-second before, and the bullet ricocheted off the cement.
Spinning on his heel, Logan bounded back for Calla and yanked her up into his arms, scanning the lot for any sign of the paleskin. 
No movement. No streaks of white. Nothing.
His chest heaved, muscles quaked. A second later and she’d have been taken. Gone with the motherfuckin’ wind. 
“Is he gone?” Her body shivered against him.
Logan set her on her feet beside the McLaren and opened the door, but rather than urge her in, he drew in a withering breath, crowded her against the car with his body and crushed his lips against hers. 
Adrenaline cooled his muscles, and he gripped the back of her head, his fingers threaded in her long hair. “Gods,” he spoke against her lips. Almost lost her. “Fucking gods.” His stomach tightened and he squeezed a fistful of her blonde locks. 
As he released her, she drew in a breath, her mouth parted as her quizzical eyes stared back at him. “Let’s go,” he said, the hoarse tone in his voice revealing the dryness of his throat.
Calla practically dropped into the passenger seat, and Logan slammed the door before jogging around the back of the car. Had the bastard returned, it’d have gotten a fistful of the fury that still had his bones rattling like dried leaves in a storm.
Once in his seat, Logan hammered the gas and sped out of the parking lot.
As the dark tunnel stretched ahead—the bright glow behind them fading in the distance—Calla tilted her head, resting it against the back of the seat. 
Logan glanced over and caught her rubbing a hand down her face. “What an adrenaline rush, huh?”
“What … were they?”
“Sang.” 
“Those things … they can appear out of nowhere?”
“Yeah.”
“He showed me something. Horrible. I don’t know if it was real, or not. Something was … feeding off of me.” She threw herself forward, arms folded into her stomach. “I was alive.” 
“Hey, hey. Calla, you’re safe, okay? You’re safe.” His hand rested on her shoulder. A comfort, but damn, even Logan couldn’t help the jitters still coursing through his body. Unshakable. Fuck. 
His hands yearned to touch her, calm her, calm himself. 
He pulled off to the side of the road.
Calla stiffened in her seat. “What are you doing?”
He cut off the engine and twisted toward her, capturing her face in his palms and pulling her lips to his. She yielded immediately, and in the darkness of the tunnel, his hands roamed her body. Soft skin and her citrus scent told his mind to chill the hell out, that she still sat beside him. 
His body wouldn’t relent so easily. 
“Gods, I’m so … fucked up on you right now, Calla. I don’t know what’s wrong with me. Your skin. Your smell.” He inhaled a sharp breath. “It’s all I can think about.” Her hair tangled in his fist as he kissed along her neck. “That bastard back there could’ve taken it all away in a split second.”
She exhaled a breath. “That’s troubling you?”
He nuzzled his face against her throat and breathed. Felt so good to touch her, to know she was safe. “I still want to tear the fucker up.” His hand fell to her breasts, and through the thin fabric of her t-shirt, her erect nipples passed beneath his fingertips. 
Undone. 
The silent communication of her body left him desperate for one touch. One brush of her fingers and it’d take a goddamn freightliner to keep him from having her right there in the car.
He pulled away and her attention fell on his lower half, where his telling stiffness damn near peaked through the top of his pants. 
He’d never been so hard for a female in his life.
Every nerve ending in his body came to life, throwing sparks as he waited for the one moment she’d shock his system.
Her gaze met his.
* * *
What she surmised as pain and pleading stared back at Calla, in the creasing of Logan’s brow and his deep breaths. 
She’d sensed the urgency beating through his kiss, as if he hoped to punch through her. The tightening of his muscles and the haste of his movements told her he’d been just as shaken. 
Lingering trembles still had her own muscles stiff as planks, but the fears of her encounter with the Sang somehow seemed distant. The awareness of Logan’s size, the strength in his body beneath her fingertips, brought her to the realization she was as safe as she’d ever be, right there with him. 
Something had changed in him. She’d noticed it the moment they walked into the club—an edginess that she couldn’t put her finger on until just then. Mister Should-have-left-you-to-the-wolves suddenly wanted to keep her protected.
She climbed onto his lap, awkwardly wedging her knees in the small space on either side of him. Logan adjusted the seat back, one hand resting on her thigh. 
“Why didn’t you let it take me? I could’ve been out of your hair for good.” A bold question, but she needed to hear him say it.
He seemed to bite the inside of his mouth, staring up at her. “I just couldn’t. Every minute I’m with you, I want more.”
After a moment, she leaned forward and brushed her lips across his. Strange, seduction had never really been her thing, but his kiss made her womb clench and her hips move in a way they never had before. 
A sharp exhale fell against her cheek before the thickness of his tongue filled the gap and his eyes slid shut. Growls vibrated inside his mouth. Like caramel melting against her tongue, his taste was so sweet, his lips tight but smooth. 
“I need your hands on me, Calla,” he croaked. “I’m about to snap. Shit’s got me so strung out right now.”
He unbuttoned his shirt, allowing a better view of his bare chest beneath. Dark tattoos bled into the deep grooves of his hardened muscles. A fighter’s body. The sprays of blood from earlier had dried, a red contrast to the tiny white lines across his exposed abdomen that caught her eye—lines she hadn’t noticed before, like scars, marring his otherwise flawless skin. 
Words flashed through Calla’s head like a marquee … or a warning. 
Male. Powerful. Raw. Dangerous. 
She set her palm against his chest, and his damaged but soft skin passed beneath her tracing fingertips—so strong, like iron wrapped in velvet. 
He tipped his head back and closed his eyes. 
“Beautiful,” she murmured, fascinated by the ridges of his muscles where her fingertips dipped.
He reached up, capturing the back of her head, and pulled her into his kiss while his other hand still gripped her thigh. His thumb rubbed her nape at the same time he squeezed tighter, sealing his lips to hers.
In the library, he’d kissed her the same way, his body restless, hands exploring. Thrilling. Passionate. 
 His breath hitched and it occurred to Calla that, in all of her petting, she’d found the protrusion in his pants, the juncture between his thighs. Her hand slid along the stiffness. Jesus. The enormous erection reached his stomach. 
She caught a glimpse of his eyes, beseeching, but without the demand she’d come to know from her sickening trysts with Wade. 
Something about Logan made her want to touch him. For all the ferocity and power the male possessed, he seemed reluctant to breach her boundaries. 
As an odd sense of control washed through her, curiosity had her hands slipping lower.
* * *
Logan threw his head back and dug his fingers into the leather seat until he could feel the seams pop beneath his hands. Ah, shit.

Nothing could have prepared him for the fire that burned beneath his skin the moment her hands made contact. He should’ve known it’d feel good. Real fucking good.
Her curious caresses along his shaft had him on edge. Harder.
Like an answered prayer, she squeezed, and Logan came right off the seat. 
As though she knew exactly how to touch him. 
Or he was just so goddamn buzzed by her touch that he could’ve gotten off to a wave of her hands too close to his cock.
At the same time, she had his stomach twisted in knots. 
Sliding up from beneath her, he straightened himself, his pulse so erratic it made him dizzy while sitting. He took deep breaths like a fucking pansy. 
Her hand skated up his thigh and he exhaled a sharp breath, those fingertips like magic wands, rendering him spellbound. 
Fuck, what did he want? 
Her, but he’d gotten himself off enough times to know it never ended well. The final release required something that would leave a good girl like Calla feeling repulsed. 
He squeezed his eyes shut.
“Logan?” Her voice cut through the haze.
What to say to her? 
Hey could you dig your heel into my balls while you do this?
Christ, Calla would take one look at him and run. As she should.
The beast inside of him had awakened once more. “I don’t think this is a good idea.” 
The raise of her brow goaded an explanation and had him traipsing that fine line between asshole and nice guy again. 
Her eyes fell to his erection damn near crawling out of his pants and he sucked in a breath, knowing Good Idea flashed in bold print like a bulletin board across his zipper. 
“Calla—” 
Her lips intercepted his desperate need for air. 
So good.
For a male who, just two days ago, could’ve given a shit about kissing, he’d suddenly developed a newfound appreciation for it.
He settled back against the leather seat, pulling her with him, and every thought in his head turned to a black void. 
Nothing. 
Only that moment.
Every female before Calla fell into the blackness, taking the visions of pain with them. Like a tranquilizer to the dark shadows scratching at his conscience, her taste and scent forced the beast inside of him back into its slumber.
He tangled his hands in her hair as that scent penetrated his thoughts. 
Calla. 
Gripping tight to her ass, he seated her against the stiffness in his jeans. Smooth, leather passed beneath his fingertips as he dug into her muscles. 
Take her. The voice taunted him from inside.
He pressed her tight against him and circled his hips beneath her, while visions of being buried deep inside of her teased his mind. 
She let out a quiet moan that kicked his raging beast into overdrive. 
“Have to … touch.” Gods, he wanted to rip her shirt apart to see those beautiful, rounded breasts he’d once held in his palms. 
Releasing her hair, Logan frantically unfastened her jacket and wormed his hands beneath her T-shirt, along her tight stomach to the soft mounds slung high in her bra. He peeled back the lace and ran his thumbs across her small but hardened nipples, the fullness of her breasts filling his palms.
Her mouth parted against his. “Logan,” she whispered. “Oh, God … I’m … so sensitive …”
He lifted his head to capture those lips once more, and pressure mounted with each grind of her hips as she kissed him into a stupor. 
He’d never had so many senses igniting at the same time: citrus swarming his head, her nails digging into his chest, the taste of her on his tongue, fire in her thighs where they vised against his legs. It scrambled his brain. 
“Jesus, Calla, what are you doing to me?” he rasped.
Her hand slipped between them, and the sound of his zipper halted his movements. Hands covering hers, he resisted the nudge. 
Calla gave a silent stare, like she was suddenly embarrassed for having tried to get in his pants. 
Reluctantly, he raised his hips and shoved his jeans down his thighs. Christ, the last thing he wanted was for her to feel bad about touching him.
He would’ve told her to stop, that she didn’t have to do anything for him, but the gentleman somewhere deep inside of him cowered like a pussy—because Logan’s dick would’ve punished him for uttering a single protest.
He needed to know.
Calla’s soft palm stoked his length, and his chest clenched. “Are you always … so big?” she asked, straightening and staring down at his erection, wide-eyed.
Logan stemmed a smile and opened his eyes. “For you? Yes.” 
Her strokes hastened. The way she touched him didn’t feel like a female who’d handled cock all her life. An awkward hesitation told him she’d not done it much at all, which suited Logan just fine—nothing like getting the last limp-dick’s prescription for a hand-job. 
Besides, didn’t matter to Logan how she touched him, just that she did.
As one hand stroked, the other went exploring deep inside his boxers, and when she found his balls, Logan hissed. 
Holy fuck. Had a female ever handled them that way? If one had, it sure as hell didn’t feel that good. Her fingers and hands were everywhere down there and he jerked with every sensitive spot she hit like a marksman striking the bulls-eye.
Steady strokes quickened, as if she could read his mind, or some shit. Up and down at the same time as she fondled his swelling nuts.
His heavy breathing and moans filled the car. 
So close. His blood heated beneath his skin. Muscles pulled so taut she could probably break him in half if she wanted. 
He released her thighs, afraid he might leave a bruise, or worse, and braced his hands against what little of the seat he could grab. He lifted his head, chin digging into his collarbone in his strain to keep from coming.
Seams popped as his fingers dug into the leather seat. His breaths arrived in pulses, and hitched with each inhale, as if too much oxygen would stamp out the flames in his muscles. 
He trembled, squeezed his thighs together, lifting his ass right off the seat. 
Fuck. Fuck. 
Heels dragging across the back.
Blood trickling from the wounds.
A blade gouging his thigh.
If he couldn’t physically feel the pain, he’d summon memories of it. His body shuddered with the anticipation. 
Whether she knew to, or not, Calla gave a hard squeeze that sent his hips thrusting upward.
Done.
He bellowed another curse. 
Over and over, his body burst like some kind of cock-rocking supernova. Stars exploded behind his eyes, tunnel walls passed before him, once, twice, as if he’d spun out. His dick pulsed in her grasp and she clung to the rising and falling of his hips as he rode out the orgasm. 
Holy cock-stroking gods of mercy.
To hell with drugs. No drug he’d ever taken in all his life had even come close to the high rushing through his veins. 
Warmth spread across his thigh. A bowl of jiggling gelatin had more muscle control than he did at that moment. He didn’t want to open his eyes. Wanted to stay in the moment for as long as he could drag it out. 
He smiled and threw his hands to his face, basking in the rush that spread through his body. “Holy sh—” 
Logan tipped his head forward. The stars behind his eyes faded into focus. 
A small amount of his seed had spilled onto his stomach. 
What the fuck? He came? Actually came from that?
He wanted to ask her how, but most females expected a male to come, which would leave him open to explaining why he shouldn’t have.
Instead, he reveled in the release. 
Her touch. Something in those fingertips held a dark and wicked magic—virgin, or not, the female had powers of seduction that would put a seasoned whore out of business. If her hands could do that, Logan could only imagine what being inside of her would feel like.
“Are you okay?” she asked, as if seeking approval.
He smiled at the sound of her voice. “Straight as a motherfucker.”
Logan lifted his head to see that face, the beauty who’d undone him—the innocent blue eyes and those long blond locks, all of which, he’d already decided, were designed to ruin him. 
Ruined. 
He’d never want another female after her. 
Calla remained on his lap, her eyes appraising him. 
Gods, she was beautiful.
He dragged her face to his lips and captured that warm, silky tongue. 
Insatiable. Her scent had his body primed for round two. “I need to taste you, Calla. I need to make you feel what you just did to me. But I won’t do it here. I’m taking you back to my bed, where I can relish you all night.”
Logan had spent years giving pleasure to women for reasons he couldn’t understand. For the first time, he knew exactly why he wanted to pleasure the one before him. 
Her fingers drifted across his nape, casting a shiver through his ragged-out muscles, and she kissed his cheek. “You make me feel safe.” She rested her head on his shoulder, slipping her hand inside his mussed shirt. “Everything about you is dangerous. And gentle at the same time.”
He breathed a laugh against her neck. “Don’t tell my brothers. They’d give me shit for that.” Rubbing his thumb against her lips, he lifted her chin for a kiss. “I want you to stay with me tonight,” he said against her mouth.
Her eyes cast downward, but she nodded. “Tonight.” 
As she slipped off his lap into the passenger seat, Logan straightened himself up and fired up the McLaren. 
One night. 
To make the female scream his name.
Damn if he was going to waste any more time.


CHAPTER 29
Anticipation burned inside of Logan as he made his way to the passenger side of the McLaren and helped Calla out of the car. 
Those demure, blue eyes smiled back at him. A natural beauty, like she didn’t even have to try. Holding her hand in his, he rubbed his thumb across her knuckles and he led her into the mansion, his heart pounding in his chest with excitement as he tried to imagine every caress on his skin, her breasts pressed against his chest, her hair across his cheek. 
They passed Ben at the door, and Logan came to an abrupt halt.
Something in the air had changed, as if the barometric pressure suddenly dropped—a storm had arrived. 
Clutching Calla’s hand, Logan sliced through the layer of tension and stalked straight to its source: Gavin’s office.
A heave of the door, and Logan’s suspicions were confirmed. In the chair across from Gavin sat his brother, Ferno. 
Gavin’s eyes shot a warning. 
It’d been months since Logan had seen his brother last. Both Ferno and Maddox had taken off to Europe after the freak accident that resulted in the death of Zayne’s mate, Shey. 
Ferno’s head turned to the side. 
Goddamn, the scars overpowered what could have been a decent enough appearance. The one that caught Logan’s eye stretched below his chin. 
Sudezx. The equivalent of human suicide and the most punishable crime known to demons. The slight pink of the scar indicated a fresh cut, too. 
His right eye strained against the deformity of his skin—one that been inflicted by Shey in an attempt to save her own life—as a reminder every time the poor bastard looked in the mirror.
Calla’s grip tightened in Logan’s.
Yeah, Ferno had that effect. His body gave off a stay-the-hell-back-if-you-know-what’s-good-for-you vibe that had always made him a very effective mercenary throughout the centuries. Built like an ancient warrior and covered in black leather, he carried himself like some big, badass biker of the underworld. His tattoos didn’t help that persona, either—all pissed-off looking skulls and scorpions. He’d have been the perfect specimen for scaring the hell out of females, if not for the fact that being Wrath’s son gave him a decent package under all that shit.
Every scar told a story, because most times an assault to a demon’s body healed back to flawless skin. 
Only the really nasty weapons from the demon realm could inflict the kind of damage he sported.
Beautifully scarred, Shey had once called him.
“I see Mad Dog’s been looking out for you real well,” Logan said.
“He’s alive, isn’t he?” The familiar velvet voice came from behind, and Logan’s gaze darted left, toward where his brother Maddox sat stretched across Gavin’s couch. “Who the fuck do you think stopped his stupidity?”
Ferno kept silent and turned back to face Gavin.
The low rumble of Gavin and Ferno resuming conversation droned as background noise, while Maddox rose up from the couch, a smooth, almost cocky swagger to his step as he approached. Like a soldato or mafioso. Brother even wore a crucifix that dangled from the same chain as his Wrath charm. 
When his arms flew to the side and his lip kicked up into a smile, Logan snorted and punched him in the arm. “How you been, feshjule?” 
“Better when we find Zeke.”
Maddox’s attention shifted to Calla for a brief moment, and like a crazy bastard, Logan’s muscles tensed. He shook it off, remembering Gavin’s words back in the kitchen at Sanctuary. 
A bonded male would kill his own blood, which made Ferno a walking miracle. Zayne must’ve been bestowed the patience and willpower of the gods to keep from killing the demon.
Logan released Calla’s hand, noticing the tremble in his own, the disconnection proving to himself that he hadn’t bonded with Calla.
Maddox bent forward to kiss the top of her hand. “E chi sarà mai questa bella fanciulla?”
Not the fucking Italian. The panty-drenching language of the sex gods for most females—and Maddox shot her a wink to cap it off.
Bastard.
Calla smiled. “Wow. I have … no idea what you just said.”
Logan sneered at that.
“Forgive me, bella. It’s been a while since I laid eyes on a vision of fine art. Been hanging around this thug too long.” He jerked his head back in Ferno’s direction before pointing a finger at Logan. “This bastard gives you any trouble, you come find me, hear?”
“Logan,” Gavin called from across the room. “I got a feeling. This girl the nephilim mentioned.” Gavin leaned back in his chair and crossed his arms. “Until we catch that little shit Draven after Calla, I want her guarded.”
“I’m fine,” Calla argued. “If Draven comes for me, I’ll be ready.”
“Who’s this Draven?” Mad Dog asked.
“Asshole that stabbed me with Demortis.” Logan grumbled.
Maddox’s gaze swung back toward Calla. “Bella, I got a feeling at least five other brothers will be on his ass before you even take the first swing, if that feshjule tries to get inside this house again.” He sniffed. “Just sayin’.”
“Calla, you are quite capable of taking care of yourself.” Gavin spoke calmer than before. “Having Logan with you is merely an added measure of protection and some piece of mind.”
True that. Logan didn’t want her leaving his side any more than Gavin. “We were attacked by two paleskins at Sanctuary. Down in the garage. Pretty sure the same bastards that got away last night.” 
“You kill them?” Gavin asked.
“One of them. The other nearly flashed off with Calla.” Logan’s stomach knotted up again as he said it.
A smugness filled Gavin’s eyes, silently saying, guess you’ll follow my orders, asshole. “All the more reason to stay with her.”
Nodding his ascent, Logan tugged Calla’s arm, and led her out of the office and up the stairs, toward the safest room in the house—his bedroom. 
“Who …? That was Ferno?” Calla spoke quietly from behind.
The sound of her voice shot straight to his dick. “Yeah.” Had he ever needed to have his hands on something so bad in his life? 
Not bonded, he told himself. Lust. He simply lusted for Calla because the female did things with her hands that no other female had ever done to him before. 
That’d make her a mate, dipshit.

No. A mate meant undergoing Eradis, and the binding of two souls. 
“What happened to—”
“Long story.” Damn, how long did it usually take to get up the stairs?
He dragged Calla behind him, the urgent burning in his body cooled by the rush of knowing that he was seconds from touching her—all night.
His pulse hammered. He’d felt the sensation before, when he’d scored some good shit on the streets and couldn’t find a place to shoot it up fast enough. 
“That’s too bad. He’s … not a bad-looking guy … aside from those scars.”
Good thing his room was in sight, because if she kept talking, he’d be pinning her up against the wall right there in the hallway and tearing her panties off with his teeth. 
Logan pushed his bedroom door open and entered first, before spinning around and yanking her inside the dark room. “Enough about my brother.” 
Pulling her into his body, he closed the door behind them and backed her against it. 
Need to touch. Now.
Blackness swallowed them and only the sound of their heavy breaths cut through the silence. Against the door, he lifted her hands, flattening them against the panel with his own. 
For a moment, he held her captive, staring into her eyes, then bent forward and breathed in her scent, grinding his hips against her—a slow and demanding war drum beating at her core. 
She belonged to him for the night. All his, to do as he pleased.
He shoved himself away from the wall and stripped out of his shirt, tossing it to the floor. Tingles diffused through Logan’s body as he grabbed her chin, lifted her face, and placed his lips to hers. 
Instantly, the raging beast inside that drove his need to ravish her calmed, whimpering as it reveled in the softness of her lips. 
A guttural sound rumbled in the back of his throat. 
Calla.
“When you … kiss me like that, I get so dizzy.” Her whisper tickled his spine. “Feels like I’m falling.”
Lifting her up, he wrapped her legs around him and pinned her against the door. Burying his face into her neck, he kissed the soft flesh there. 
The dampness of her panties met his bare stomach and had him imagining that wetness all over his thighs. The smell of her stoked his heat, and saliva pooled in his mouth at the thought of finally tasting her. 
Cradling her body, he carried her toward the bed and set her gently on the floor beside it. 
Shit was happening. Tonight. 
He unlatched his belt and pushed his pants to the floor, kicking them away. Twisting Calla around more gruffly than he’d intended, he yanked off her jacket. With a slip of his finger beneath the hem of her shirt, he tugged it up over her head and threw it to the floor. Unhooking the clasp of her bra sprung her breasts free from their confines. 
Calla raised her arms, crossing them over her chest, but he clutched her wrists and forced her hands to her sides. 
He stared over her shoulder, down at her exposed pink nipples, licking his lips with an urge to feast on them. “Perfect.” 
Wrapping his arms around her midsection, Logan unzipped her pants and pushed them down her thighs, before she lifted her legs and he tossed them aside to join the rest of the discarded clothing.
Her spine passed beneath his fingertip as he drew an invisible line down her back all the way to her tailbone. A sweep along her ass and between her thighs confirmed what he already knew. 
Wet. 
“I dream of this, Calla,” he whispered in her ear.
“What … do you … dream?” 
“Fucking you, mostly. How mind-blowing you’d feel.” His finger rubbed the fabric of her panties, right over her cleft and her body twitched. “What you’d taste like. Your flesh against my tongue.”
Logan smiled at the goose bumps that spread across her skin.
His lips trailed over each vertebrate of her spine, his hands smooth against her curves, until he was on his knees behind her and sliding the white panties over her thighs. He tugged her boots off one at a time before slipping the panties over her ankles and flinging them aside.
He stood once again and backed up a step to admire her body, so tight and small in front of him. Like staring at a work of art, he simply looked without touching—the swells and dips of those curves a satin path his fingers would travel.
He brushed aside her hair and snaked his arm around her neck, forcing her head to the side, exposing her throat. 
“Tell me something, Calla.” He spoke low. “You know what an orgasm feels like?”
Her body shivered in his grasp. “No,” she whispered back.
“You will after tonight. Many times.” He breathed against her throat. “Do exactly as I tell you.”
He backed himself to the chair and sat down, taking in her tight, rounded ass and the toned muscle of her calves. “Come here.” 
She gave a glance over her shoulder before turning and taking two steps toward him until she stood completely naked before him. 
Smooth skin slid beneath his palms as he planted a kiss on her navel and urged her to turn by pressing against her hip. 
Her shuddering breath told him she felt uneasy. 
With her backside facing him, he tugged her down onto his lap, allowing her to ease back onto his chest, and lifted her hands up. As he settled them around the back of his neck, those glorious breasts jutted forward. Her head rested back against his shoulder, in the crook of his neck. Spreading her legs, he set each on his knees, his rock-hard erection pressed into her back.
“Wish I had a mirror,” he whispered. “I want to see you like this.” Keeping his hands on each of her splayed legs, he lightly massaged her inner thighs, closer and closer until they met at her core. Her legs trembled beneath his fingers, innervating like the tingling vibrations along a spider web.
Trapped in his grip, she jerked against his body, as his teeth carved a sinful path down to the crook of her neck and shoulders. There, he kissed her, his other hand sliding to cup her jaw, while two fingers probed the bareness of her cleft. 
A soft gasp broke the silence. 
Logan released her neck and cupped her breast, thumbing the perfect pink nipple that hardened at his fingertips. “You like when I touch you, don’t you?”
A needy sound passed her lips at the same time her ass squirmed, grinding against his erection, her grip tight around his neck. 
“Do you like when I touch you?”
“Yes,” she answered on a breath, her thighs contracting with his ministrations.
He slid his fingers up and down her slippery cleft, spreading the wetness and making for an inviting warmth. She moaned and grasped the arm of the chair. Logan dragged her hand across her belly and between her thighs. “Show me how you touch yourself.”
“I don’t—”
“Shhhh.” He guided her hand. “Show me.”
The harsh swallow of a gulp next to his ear followed by a shift of her body silently confessed her apprehension. She took in a breath. 
Logan let go of her hand and watched down the length of her torso as her fingers disappeared between her thighs. He rested his hands on the tops of her knees, keeping her legs spread, allowing her to fall into a trance of her own self-prescribed arousal. 
The back of her head pressed into his shoulder as her ass undulated against him. Quiet moans passed her parted mouth and her eyes remained closed. 
So sexy.
“Good, just like that.” With a slight turn of his head, his lips at her ear, he whispered, “I like watching you pleasure yourself, Calla. You’ve got me so fucking hard right now.” He slipped his finger inside her mouth, the smooth wetness of her lips closed in around it.
Her muffled moan accompanied the arch of her back and teeth bit into his finger. 
The urge to have his hands on her again, touching her, left him desperately clinging to control. Much as it turned him on to see her getting off by herself, the need to have her squirm and moan at his touch overrode his enthrallment. The sucking on his finger didn’t help the fact that he could damn near taste the sensation of being inside of her. 
Setting her hand against his thigh, with both hands he spread her open, tormenting her with his own fingers. She cried out, bucking again, her nails gouging his flesh. 
Fuck, yes. Logan squeezed his eyes shut and, by some miracle, bit back the impulse to slip inside and have her ride him reverse cowgirl.
“Look how your body responds to me.” He lifted two glistening fingers to his mouth. “You taste so good, Calla. I need more of you.” He nipped her earlobe beside him. “Do you want more?”
He released her sex, slid his hands up to her breasts, and worked her nipples, rubbing, tugging them to a stand. Her mouth opened but no words formed. She writhed against him, her nails digging into his nape and thigh. Sharp breaths resonated in the darkness. 
“You … God, you’re … I can’t.”
“Do you want more?” A light flick at both of her nipples gave a silent demand for response.
A frantic nod.
He pushed her to a stand. “To the bed.” 
Head angled downward, the subtle drag of her feet as she padded toward the bed hinted some hesitation, but she did as she was told and sat on the edge. 
“Lie back.”
She paused for a moment, as if in thought, but kicked herself back until positioned between the pillows in the center. 
Keeping his gaze locked on her, Logan reached down between her legs, cupping her sex. “If you need anything, you better tell me now. It’s going to be a long night for you.”
Although the biting of her lip told him his words may have made her uneasy, she shook her head and gripped the sheets. 
In three quick strides, Logan stood before his armoire and pulled two black neckties from the rack inside. He returned to her, lifted her head up off the bed, and wound one of the ties around it, blindfolding her.
“What are you doing?” she whispered.
He didn’t answer, but raised her hands to the headboard and bound them.
Her body jerked against the binds. “Logan. I don’t think I can …”
A drag of his fingertip down her arm and along the edge of her torso quieted her words. 
A whimper escaped Calla as she gave another tug of the binds.
“Relax, Calla. I’m not going to hurt you.”
He placed his hands on either side of her. Holding himself up from her body, he trailed his lips across her flesh. 
Her body shivered and Logan smiled against her skin. 
His tongue replaced his parted lips and he moved down, down. Between her breasts, he paused to honor both of her erect nipples, and glanced up to see her biting her lip again. 
He continued lower. Down to her belly, across her navel, until he reached her thighs. 
Muscles hardened, she pulled her knees together. 
Logan pushed them aside and followed the path to her core. 
Bare skin met his lips and her scent more than tested his restraint. Slick folds enveloped his tongue, and Logan held her still as she squirmed in his grip. He closed his eyes, savoring the flavor of her flesh. Long licks up and down her cleft harvested the sweet taste of her arousal that had him salivating, suddenly hungry for more of it, more of her and those sexy little moans that passed her lips—a carnal language that kicked his sex drive into a frenzy.
In a relentless bid to make the female scream his name, he toyed with her sex—licking, sucking, tickling her to ecstasy. 
Gods, he’d never enjoyed something so much. 
He grabbed hold of his cock, a desperate attempt to keep from jabbing it into her, and stroked himself as he feasted on her.
* * *
Calla swam in darkness. 
Memories taunted her to hate everything about the way Logan stirred heat inside of her. 
Wade had blindfolded her a few times. 
The acts he’d pulled while doing so were painful, shameful, making her feel dirty and used.
 Her stomach roiled and turned, unsure of what she felt right then. Had she ever been touched so gentle before? 
Logan’s fingertips drummed seduction like a conjurer summoning dark and wicked visions, and his mouth, a composer to her deep-seated fantasies.
Her muscles tensed, preparing for a bite, a clamp, a blade, or a sharp slap, as Wade would have done. 
None of that. Only tickling and teasing, kisses and light nips with his teeth. 
How could someone so violent be capable of such tenderness? 
Still, she couldn’t force herself to let go. He wanted something from her that she just couldn’t give him—a climax that would stroke his ego, no doubt. What all Wraths were known for—hours of sex and the most world-rocking orgasms on the planet. 
Not happening. 
Damage had consumed far too much of her sexual side. 
A hiss of the word danced across her tongue. 
Stop. 
She couldn’t bring herself to say it, though. 
“I will make you come for me. You will, even if it takes all fucking night, baby. For the next few hours, you’re mine. You belong to me. So relax. Let it go.” His words clenched her stomach at the same time a finger slipped inside of her. 
Oh, God.
She arched her back, knees spread wider, and pulled at the binds as her muscles tightened like a bow while he played her. Moisture spread with his fingertips as he glided them in and out, then along her cleft, tickling the mounds of flesh at either side.
Heated palms cupped her bottom and he lifted her hips off the bed. Her splayed knees clinched against his shoulders at the same time the wet warmth of his tongue glazed across her sensitive bud.
“Oh, Logan!” Her hips recoiled with the invasion.
He paused only for a moment to say, “You taste so fucking good.” 
His tongue licked and probed, exploring the darkest ridges of her flesh where no male had ever touched her before. Tingles danced along her skin. Her stomach flexed as she squeezed her ass, her hands fidgeted in the binds.
Yeah, yeah, yeah. Don’t stop. 
He didn’t. His tongue continued its assault, dipping inside at the same time lips suckled her folds. His fingers dug into her tight muscles. 
Visuals of his head between her thighs, holding her while devouring her sex, pushed her right to the brink. 
Pressure mounted. Can’t stop. The sensation promised the most fantastic aftermath. 
Stop it. Stop it. Stop.
“Logan, stop. Stop, please. Just stop!” Calla tugged at the bindings. “Untie me!”
Within seconds her hands were set free.
She shot up from the pillows and brushed away the blindfold. 
Her body trembled and she pulled her knees up into her chest. “I …” Breaths arrived fast and shaky, making it difficult to speak past them. She tucked her head into her knees. “I’m sorry, I can’t do this.” Muscles rigid, she held herself stiff and guarded—a band wound too tight, ready to snap.
Memories struck hard. 
Calla lay naked on the bed, her ankles and wrists bound, private parts completely exposed. Wade had toyed with her most of the night and left her lying vulnerable, blindfolded and cold. Exposed.
Waves of embarrassment washed over her. What he’d done to her. Shame swirled in the pit of her stomach. 
Much as she fought Wade, he always won in the end. All it took was one mention of tossing her brother onto the streets and she could be swayed to do whatever it took to keep that from happening. She’d allowed it. Allowed the bastard to touch her like that.
“I’ll come back for you in a bit.” Wade spoke low and the door clicked.
“Someone hurt you.”
Face still hidden, she squeezed her eyes and nodded. 
“That little fuck that stabbed me?”
Calla shook her head. “Wade,” she whispered. 
“What happened?”
The horrifying thought of telling him anything spurred bile in her throat. She choked it back. “Nothing.”
“Something. Tell me.”
* * *
For reasons Logan couldn’t understand, he needed to know. A chill coated his muscles in his nervousness to hear, yet a nagging sensation stabbed him in the gut and twisted with urgency. 
As if he’d sliced her vein himself, she bled the story of Wade and his trysts. The shame. 
Like staring into a mirror. 
Part of him couldn’t take hearing her pain, but another part of him craved it so deep inside, he wondered if his sick and twisted thoughts were some repulsive fascination that he’d mistaken for empathy. 
Until it struck him, and the compartments in his mind began to seep. 
The perfect princess had peeled away her mask, revealing her soul—cracked and tainted—just like his own. 
He hated her for it, wanted to throw her across the room and tell her to shut up. Like needles poking into his soul, her words drudged dark thoughts and buried ghosts. 
The abuses. 
The humiliation and pain.
It rang in his head, trembling his hands at his side. Logan stiffened his muscles. His heart jack-rabbited in his chest. 
Still, the woman before him spoke of her wounds, her own tortuous hell, spinning a dark silk web from her lips and ensnaring him. It reached him more deeply than he’d ever been touched, as if the aperture inside his soul had suddenly adjusted, the warmth of light stealing his breath. 
Fury. Sadness. Vengeance. All of it surfaced at once, from the labyrinth of his mind where he’d kept the emotions separated, where he’d been certain no being on earth would ever find them. 
Though, from the confusion swirling around in blackness, one glaring fact stood out—one so bright and frightening to him, he almost couldn’t recognize it for what it was:
He felt for her. 
Suddenly, Logan could kill. Kill for her.
* * *
Calla swiped at a stray tear that’d fallen down her cheek. Jesus, could she go one day without crying in front of this guy?
Yet, it felt good to tell him the things she had. 
She kept her eyes off of him, letting the story unravel without restraint. He’d probably think differently of her. In fact, part of her couldn’t believe he’d let her go on so long. 
Still, it felt good. A release. 
 “He used to call me beauty,” she went on, “like some sort of prized mare. Beautiful girls are the whores of humanity, created to please men, he’d always tell me. So many times I refused him, and he’d get angry. Furious. 
Alexi heal, but metal always leaves a scar. He was very careful not to rouse suspicions with scars. He kept a lycan claw that he …” Calla sniffled. “… he used to slice across my skin, and tell me he’d bring me down from my high horse. 
I never felt higher than anyone. Everyone stayed away from me. Like I was some disease, or something, they kept their distance. And I always wondered if they knew what happened behind that door.” A tear spilled onto Calla’s cheek. “Like he bragged about it to them.” 
She lifted her head, and unraveled her arms, bracing her hands on the bed. 
A cold sensation climbed her spine as she peered into the dark depths of Logan’s eyes. 
Hatred swirled inside of them, giving a sort of smile to whatever thoughts may have passed through his mind. 
Did her story amuse him? 
Tendrils of fear climbed the back of her neck and tugged at the hairs. “Why are you looking at me like that?”
“Move over.”
Move over?
His eyes told her that, in spite of the rebellion going on inside her mind, she better just do it. 
Logan grabbed one of the blindfolds and put it to her eyes once more. 
A jolt of surprise brought her hands up to her face. “What are you doing?”
Hands gently batted hers away as the blindfold tightened around her skull. The bed shook with movement, springs croaking, and Logan’s body knocked her thigh. 
“Climb onto me.”
Sick and heartless bastard.
Did she not just reveal something completely private and embarrassing? Pangs of remorse churned inside her stomach. 
The mask, remember? 
“No. I’m not up for this. And you’re an asshole for suggesting such a thing right now.” She reached to remove the blindfold but hands clutched her wrists. 
“Climb on.” His clutch intensified and he yanked her onto his body. 
Calla’s legs awkwardly straddled him, and her heavy breasts fell against his chest. Hands still captive, she wrenched herself to a sitting position and tugged for release. “Let me go, Logan!”
“Hit me.” 
His words brought her to an abrupt stop. “What?”
“Pretend I’m the cocksucker who hurt you and fucking hit me. Hard as you can.”
“You want me to hit you.” She spoke in a flat tone and gave one last futile tug. “Just let go. This is stupid.”
“What’s stupid is letting some dipshit, who doesn’t even exist anymore, continue to run you down.”
“He doesn’t run me down,” she gritted. “No one runs me down.”
“And yet you tremble like he’s still in the room.”
“Shut up.” Gold flared behind her eyelids. “You wouldn’t know a goddamn thing.”
“I wouldn’t?” 
“No, you’re just a stupid … mindless demon who only thinks about sex. You don’t know the first thing about a woman, or feelings.”
“I know what it feels like carrying around a fucking ghost. Like you want to pound the shit out of it. So, do it. Take it out on me, Calla, since you can’t take it out on that motherfucker now.”
Calla’s fingers curled into fists. Tears brimmed in her eyes. Thank God for the blindfold. “Why are you doing this?”
“What do I have to say to get you to hit me?” He growled and shifted on the bed beneath her. “He hurt you, Calla. Fucker hurt you. Think of what you’d be right now. Where you’d be, if he hadn’t done what he—”
“Shut up! Don’t say it! Just shut up!” 
“He did this.”
Her breaths heaved, and her eyes burned beneath the blindfold, tears streaming and dampening the fabric of the necktie against her cheek.
“I can feel you, Calla. The adrenaline. That rush. Your fists are itching to punch. You don’t think I know that feeling? Take it out on me.”
“You want me to hit you? Fine!”
Logan released her wrist and she drilled her fist into his chest. 
Heat zipped up into her knuckles. 
No grunt of pain. His body didn’t so much as flinch with the assault. 
Exhilarating. 
“That’s it. Hit me again. Think of his face this time and punch harder.”
She slammed her fist into his chest again. 
And again.
Felt so good. Like the sparring dummies, she pummeled the body beneath her. Each time, he hardly moved, making it easier to keep going. 
“I hate you. You sick, twisted sonofabitch!” She sucked in harsh breaths. “The lives you ruined.” A crack echoed as she backhanded Logan across the face. “My brother. My parents.” Pounding away brought her hips off Logan’s body. Hands pushed them back down against his hard stomach. “Go to hell!”
In a last fit of her tantrum, her fists swung rampant … until she caught herself. 
Oh, God. What am I doing?
Mid-punch, she lowered her hand to her side and tugged away the blindfold. 
Logan lay beneath her, eyes closed, head tilted back, a smile on his face as if he … enjoyed the abuse? 
He opened his eyes. A streak of blood had trickled out of the corner of his lip but the cut had already sealed itself. 
Calla leaned forward, the buzz of adrenaline still coursing through her. 
No words.
His hands drifted from her hips to the curved small of her spine, gently pulling her against him. A soft brush of her lips at his mouth and he fused them together in a possessive kiss—the kind that demanded her tongue meet his. Threading her hands in his hair, she returned the savagery, biting at his lip, her breaths panting, heat burning at her core, so passionate, as if she hoped to finish him off with the kiss.
His grip tightened, crushing her against him. For a moment, she reveled in the lack of breath, the excitement of connecting with someone so strongly, in a way she hadn’t before.
Hunger consumed her, the need to crawl inside of him and devour his heat. To stay where she knew she was doomed. 
Logan’s embrace carried promises she’d become too frightened to believe. Protected. Safe. She’d never known the feeling and suddenly she knew she’d never survive without it.
“I’m sorry. I’m so, so sorry,” she said against his lips. 
Calla broke herself away and sat up. 
She climbed off of him, slid onto the floor, and collected her clothing, all the while rubbing her head. So wrong.
What’s wrong with me?
Her skin prickled. She cocked her head to the side, noticing his body shadowing hers. 
He pushed the clothes out of her hands, letting them fall onto the floor. 
“I feel so weak all the time,” she muttered. “Like I’ve let so many people down. I didn’t ask for this. I didn’t ask to be here, or to be what I am. Sometimes, I wish I could just disappear from everything.”
Hands snaked from behind, grabbed hold of her wrist, and flipped it over. She recoiled at his touch but his grip tightened. 
The scars nearly glowed in the dark room. “You’ve tried.” He rubbed his thumb over them, and his low, deep voice at her ear held the most calming tone she’d ever heard him speak. “You know, in our world, suicide is punishable. Obsidius or absolute death. One in the same, from my personal experience. I’ve come to look at it as an act of pure desperation when a person tries to take his own life.” He lifted her wrist to his mouth and kissed the scar. 
Her stomach clenched at the gesture. 
“You hide this well, Calla. On the outside, you’re like any other female. Normal. Inside, a raging storm.” He let go of her wrist. “I don’t want you to disappear,” he whispered from behind. 
The tickle of her hair against her shoulder, as he brushed it to the side, incited a shiver.
As he kissed the crook of her neck, she turned to face him. “You and I … this isn’t a good idea, Logan.” Her gaze fell to the floor. “I’ve, apparently, got some issues.” 
“We’ve all got issues.”
“I didn’t mean—” 
“I’m not going to lie, Calla. I want you. So bad that I’ve endured the pain of not taking you by force. Your touch reaches deep inside and rattles the shit out of me. There isn’t a female I’ve known who’s made me feel that.” He took her hand, examining her fingers while rubbing them with his thumb. “If I can’t have you, then I want to make you feel good. Show you exactly what you do to me.” Determination radiated in the way he narrowed his eyes on her. He pointed a thumb over his shoulder. “On the bed.” 
“What?” The question blurted past her lips.
A kiss to the top of her hand quieted her protest. “Please.”
She huffed and looked past his finger to where he’d pointed. The bed. Jesus, why had it suddenly become an act of exorcism for her? Like revisiting a place where ghosts dwelled. 
Wrapping her arms around her midsection, she tiptoed past him to the bed and sat on the edge.
“No.” He approached, shaking his head. “On your knees, face the headboard.”
“If this is going to be—” 
“Please.” Logan’s flat tone cut off her words. He cleared his throat. “If any of this becomes too painful for you, say the word and it’s over. But know that if I get even the slightest impression that you’re okay with this, you ride it out. Hear me? You ride it and you trust me.”
“What are you trying to prove with this?”
“That I’m bastard enough to take on your demons.”
“How?”
“I’ve mastered two things in my life, Calla: how to kill just about anything with my bare hands, and how turn a female into a foul-mouth soprano.” He nodded toward the headboard. “Tonight, I intend to hear you sing. I guarantee that fuck never gave you that. The only way you’re going to leave that shit behind is showing the bastard that he didn’t ruin you. That you can accept the pleasures of a man and be brought to the pinnacle, in spite of him. That he didn’t mean more to you than your own worth and satisfaction.” Logan’s chest heaved, as if his words came spilling out on passion, a vision so beautiful, confident and masculine, it left Calla at a loss for words. “Now please get on your knees.”
After absorbing his words, Calla rolled her shoulders back and turned over onto her knees, the vulnerability of her exposed ass in his face sending a small tremble through her body. 
Gentle pressure forced her head down onto the bed. 
The heat of his breath chased the wetness of his tongue down her spine and, like a prod to her nerves, forced her ass higher. 
Her sigh escaped and her muscles went rigid. 
Bottom in the air, she bit her lip, nervous pangs of embarrassment turning her stomach. Her muscles contracted, preparing to right herself, when warm palms cinched the tops of her thighs. 
Skin brushed her ankle and she craned her head downward to see Logan’s face appear between her thighs, right beside where his hands clenched. 
Oh, God. “I’m not … I can’t do this. I can’t.”
“Shhhhh.” His husky voice sent flutters to her stomach. “Trust me.”
Heart thumping in her chest, she closed her eyes and sucked in a breath, holding it. Warmth hit her skin and she curled her hands into balls at either side of her head and exhaled. Softness brushed against her flesh and her hips shot forward, caught by the firm grip of Logan’s hands against her thighs—a silent command to hold still. She swallowed harshly and bit on her knuckle. 
A growl in his throat rumbled against her sex, the tickle vibrating deep inside her core. She let out a long exhale that ended on a whimper, and her muscles sagged with the urge to writhe against it but his grip tightened. 
Her mind took only a second to contemplate that the wet probing from behind was his tongue, before it gave way to pleasures that scrambled her thoughts like a liquor buzz. 
A lave of his tongue, and she squeezed her eyes, breathing so hard, the threat of hyperventilating became real. A moan slipped through her gaping mouth. Sharp slivers of his teeth grazed her skin, bucking her forward, before his tongue dipped inside of her, wet and wicked. 
“Ah!” Her hips rolled with the delicious assault. 
He held her steady, tracing sensual patterns inside of her. 
Oh, Jesus. Tingles exploded beneath her skin, traveling like flames through her blood. Each shaky breath that escaped her punctuated the massaging of his palms at her thighs. 
The deep hum of his moan sounded from behind. The fervor of his grip intensified into pulses of kneading against her muscles. As if excited by this? Exhaled breaths through his nose, hot against her wet flesh, fanned the heat he’d already stirred there. 
His tongue continued to dance inside her folds, and the overwhelming urge to caress her nipples forced her hands to slide against the bed sheets. 
A low, tortured moan droned inside her mind as she buried her face in the black silk and gave a muffled cry with each lap and suck from behind. 
She rolled her head to the side. “Logan,” she breathed. “Oh, God, I think—” Squirming against him, she fought against the mounting pressure, the burn inside her belly that promised something she couldn’t even imagine. 
“Oh, st—” 
Safe word. 
He’d promised to stop if she said it. 
Her body yearned for the impending explosion, but her mind rebelled. 
“No. Can’t.” Every fiber resisted it, creating a quivering string of tension capable of snapping at any minute—like a bittersweet pain, knowing she didn’t want it to stop.
Words of repentance pounded inside her skull. Wade had always forced her say them aloud during his abuses—as if she’d coaxed him into the acts and needed to beg for forgiveness. 
No. She mentally willed those thoughts away and replaced them with Logan’s. The acts of pleasure stamping out the pain.
Let it go.
Mounting. Mounting. The heat inside of her building, swirling, threatening to boil over. 
“I trust you,” she murmured. 
Her head couldn’t keep still against the bed. Her muscles turned rigid with the effort of resisting the climb. Higher and higher.
His tongue probed her one last time. 
Oh, God! Oh, God!
From her core, a ripple of ecstasy zipped through her body. Heat spread like fire, tingles trailing and making her dizzy. 
Hips rocking, she called out his name. Over and over with each wave that crashed, arching her back, breasts jutting forward, erect nipples brushing against the satin sheets with each swell that passed through her. 
She ascended on a high—a suspension of her existence—and laughter burst forth on the fall. Down, down. Her head rolled against the bed like a cat drunk off catnip, the need to collapse beckoning her weakened muscles.
Logan’s tongue slowed to long, maddening licks, suckling her sensitive bud as he teased the last of her orgasm. 
Her body curled inward from the tickle and his hands released her thighs. 
Holy hell, this is what it feels like?
Calla wanted to laugh and cry at the agonizing beauty and relief in the final release. Sexual therapy. He’d done that to her. Somehow, his tongue summoned a sexual firework finale—a detonation that overrode years of pain. 
The exquisite sensation of something Wade could never claim from her—absolute pleasure. 
And it felt damn good.
Bottom slamming against the mattress, she lay on her side, completely sated, trying to catch her breath. Laughter purred in her throat as she slapped a weak hand to her face and smiled. In her moment of rapture, she caught a glimpse of him at the foot of the bed. 
A voracious hunger stared back at her, his eyes red, mouth glistening, arms braced. His fists gripped sheets like he prepared to pounce. 
What the …?
Exhaustion weighing down on her, she perked up.
He leaned forward, hiked up a knee and crawled toward her. The lean muscles in his arms and chest like a cage she’d never escape as his massive body advanced closer.
“What are you …”
The look in his eyes prompted Calla to push herself backward, out from beneath him. His gaze wasn’t that of a man’s beneath the red, but a demon brimming to the fore. 
Oh, no. 
Had the act awakened something inside of him? Would he hurt her? 
Her head smacking against the headboard halted escape. His expression tugged at the hairs on her skin. 
Still, he approached.
Their foreheads touched. 
“You got off easy that time, kitten.” His intense gaze fell away from hers, down toward his hand stroking her thigh, then back again. “That’s how a woman should be touched at her most vulnerable. From now on, your pleasure is mine. All mine.” He kissed her jaw then nipped her earlobe with his fang. “I did this to you and I intend to do it again. I’ve got one objective tonight: to hear you beg for release and make you feel so fucking good that you’ll damn near sell me your soul for it.”
His words cast a chill through her body. Frightening, but at the same time, she couldn’t deny the longing to fall into the dark places where his wicked promises tugged at her desire.
“I’m wrong for you Calla, on more levels that you can even imagine, but tonight I’ll make everything right.” 
He lifted himself away, pried her knees apart and wedged his big body between them. His head disappeared behind her thighs and Calla arched off the bed. 
Oh. Yes.


CHAPTER 30
Two orgasms. 
Successively. 
But only two over a course of three hours. 
Exhaustion blanketed every inch of Calla’s body. Staying true to his word, Logan had kept her sweat-drenched and hungry for climax a few times. How wickedly his tongue and hands fed dark desires. 
Calla lay against Logan’s chest, staring up at the ceiling, as if mentally discussing with the gods painted across, a recap of the last hour. The sheets, damp with sweat, carried the heady scent of sex—a scent she inhaled with a smile. 
Logan’s arm beneath her head clutched her in a protective grip. His breathing slowed. 
Sleeping.
He hadn’t even penetrated her. Hadn’t even tried to. When she’d attempted to return the favor, his tongue had just worked her fantasies faster than she could mount an argument. 
He’d gotten himself off during the acts, only apparent to her when she’d sneaked a glimpse of him and noticed his bicep curled in beneath him, flexing in time to the laps of his tongue, his heightened moans echoing her own.
She smiled at the visual as the steady drum of his heartbeat in her ear lulled her to join him, but panic still managed to force through and seize her easy breaths—the alarm ringing in her head a reminder that things never lasted. 
This happiness. This feeling. All chimera. 
Women came and went in the demon mansion, and she’d be no exception to the temporary. Why shouldn’t she be? 
Careful not to disturb him, Calla propped her head on her palm, and studied his face. How peaceful he looked, those furrowed grooves in his brow softened to contentment. Those hard warrior lines that made him appear so mean and untouchable seemed to disappear, leaving smooth, flawless skin that glowed in the darkness. His parted lips, so kissable, though she didn’t attempt to kiss them. 
Calla stared at him while the ebb and flow of good and sad emotions tore at her heart. 
Logan was fierce. Cruel and, sometimes, heartless—but hidden beneath all of that, a gentle male, one under whose watchful eye she felt protected.
Protected against the nightmares—past and present.
Lying back down against his chest, she allowed his heartbeats to stamp out those twisted thoughts, until all other sound drifted to nothingness.
* * *
Hidden behind a copse of bushes, Draven watched the deformed troll he’d encountered once before hobble back inside the demon mansion. 
From beside him, the beastly thing Ryke had sent as escort heaved in the cold air, its mist hitting Draven’s neck and raising his hackles. A black carapace covered its body and the most intimidating weaponry he’d ever seen hung from holsters. 
Draven stood up but was yanked back down into the snow. The demon’s cold black eyes bore into his. 
“I … I’ll be in and out. I’ll bring her back.” 
A chuff from the cocksucker left spittle on his face, and before Draven could wipe it away, the beast threw him back to the ground. 
Scrambling to his knees, Draven stood quickly and brushed the snow from his pants, collecting himself as he gathered his thoughts. 
The plan was simple. Flash inside the mansion, find Calla, and flash back out. Not back to where he sat, though, as Ryke had instructed, but somewhere they couldn’t be found. 
As a result, Draven’d be hunted. By Ryke. By the hunter.
Draven ran his fingertips over the bands at his throat. 
Better than the fate that awaited Calla. Soiled, or not, she didn’t deserve what the sick fuck, Ryke, had in mind for her. 
Draven caught a glimpse of the wicked curved pick, where it hung off the beast’s belt and still carried the blood of his last victim. 
Not Calla. He would save her from that.
Just as Ryke had shown him, Draven closed his eyes and concentrated. Apparently, he could only flash to places he’d been before. That’s how the shit worked. 
The ornate foyer inside the demon mansion materialized in his head: dark wood tones, gold trim, gods painted across the walls—every detail clear in his mind. 
Heat scorched his body.
His stomach fluttered.
He opened his eyes to the marble staircase before him, winding upward to where he’d first seen Calla the last time he broke inside the mansion. 
As he took a breath, a metal prong pierced his neck.
“Gotcha.” The voice carried an icy chill. 
Draven brought his hands to his throat and his fingers located the cold steel throttling his windpipe.
“Gauntlets. Fashioned with the metal of gods. Designed for your kind.”
“Who … are …”
A slow twist brought him to face whatever held him.
An enormous male, with stretched, black wings, stood with head tipped, clutching Draven’s throat. Black straps crisscrossed over his bare chest and supported two silver daggers. He pulled one from the holster and ran his thumb along the blade. With a heaving breath that sent his bulging chest outward, he cracked a grin. “Human flesh is so … very fascinating. That pop before the blade sinks into its thickness and the first bulbs of blood that gather at the wound. I could watch it for hours. Over and over again.”
Draven clawed at the gauntlets. “Who are you?”
“I’d say I’m your worst nightmare, motherfucker.” 


CHAPTER 31
The tugging of her body woke Calla. She startled and felt arms grip her tightly, settling her back into a relaxed state.
Logan rolled over and rested his face in the curve of her neck. 
Her heart fluttered, and she smiled before curling into his body, crossing a leg over his. Opening her eyes, she traced her fingertip along the edges of his face where his short-cropped hair met smooth skin. She measured his mood as she continued across his solid, chiseled jaw, his soft lips, the perfect slope of his Greek nose and up along the deep creases in his furrowed brow. “What are you thinking about?” she asked.
“Everything. Nothing.”
“Zeke?” she asked, her tone softer.
“I have to find him.”
“You will.” She continued tracing her fingers along his skin.
He drew back a little until his eyes met hers. “I like that.”
“What? This?”
“It’s been a while since I knew touch.”
“Have you been …?” She shook her head. “God, it’s none of my business.”
“What?”
“Have you ever been in love?”
He shook his head. “The L word and I don’t get along.”
“What do you mean?”
“It means I don’t believe in the word.”
Calla frowned. “The word, or the meaning behind it?”
“There is no meaning behind it.”
“So, what would you call the feelings you have toward your brothers?”
“There are no human words to describe what I feel for my brothers. All your terms are ephemeral.”
“Is there a demon term for it?”
“Amec. It’s stronger. Humans have to place the word unconditional before love to define what kind it is. Ours comes without conditions.” His jaw hardened, eyes focused, indomitable like a warrior’s. “It’s loyalty through and through.”
Calla half-smiled. “You feel that about your brothers?”
“Yeah.”
“I always thought it was odd that all my memories were erased, and yet, the love for my brother Jacob never disappeared. As if all of our childhood was locked somewhere inside of me and I just couldn’t reach it. Do you have any good memories of your childhood?”
“No.”
“I just wish I had any memory. Jacob used wake up nights and he’d be frantic with a dream about our parents. Our house. He said he remembered them. I was afraid for him. Afraid that if Wade even thought he remembered anything, he’d send Jake out onto the streets.” She smiled and shook her head. “He was so insistent, like he was trying to convince me he’d seen them.” She blinked to hold back tears and cleared her throat. “I used to tell him to write the memory down. As many details as he could possibly remember. He even drew my mother’s face once. We’d tear the paper into tiny scraps and burn them in a trashcan. I told him the flames carry the messages into the world and they forever become a part of us. The air we breathe. Never lost or forgotten.”
“That’s interesting.”
“What?”
“I’ve always considered flames a destructive element. You make it sound almost poetic.”
Her smile lapsed. “My brother was all I had. He was my only reason for staying a part of this world. I always thought that, if I lost him, it’d be like snipping my only lifeline.”
“And now?”
“Now my purpose in life is to avenge him.”
“What happens when you kill Draven?”
“I don’t know. There’s a void beyond that. I guess I’d want to know what lies in the blackness. Know what happened to me. My family.” 
“You’d want to know that?”
“Every Alexi wants to know. We’re trained to focus on vengeance. To destroy and think of nothing else. But deep inside, we all want to know.” She sighed. “I used to pray every night for just one clue.”
“You believe in prayer?”
“As much as you’ll tell me I shouldn’t, yes. I do.” She tipped her head. “You never pray for anything?”
“When I was in Obsidius, there was an older demon, half human, in the cell next to mine. He’d pray during his torture. Even when his tongue had been cut out, he’d mumble through those prayers. Personally, I think all he ever accomplished from it was pissing off the Enforcer. Here, I never muttered so much as a single word, and I lived through fifty years of it. The old demon beside me died of his within the first year of his sentence.” Logan frowned. “I considered him a stupid bastard. But … maybe I just never paid attention to what he was praying for.” He sniffed. “I don’t pray for anything. There isn’t a god in this world that would take a chance on answering me.”
Calla opened her mouth but hesitated before asking, “What gave you the scars? I didn’t think demons scarred easily.”
A long silence hung on the air, and for a moment, Calla regretted asking. 
“Why do you want to know?” he eventually asked.
“Scars tell stories. I want to know yours.”
“Are you hungry?” He stirred beneath her. “Never got to take you out for dinner.”
She tightened her arm around him. “Logan. Please. I’m not asking for all of them. Just one.”
His lips clamped shut and brows furrowed, but he smoothed a hand across his jaw and asked, “Which one?”
Her gaze wandered his body. “This one.” She pointed to the longest, deepest white scar across his abdomen. 
He lifted his head up off the pillow, glanced down and fell back again. “Nicus demon. Last and most expensive fight I’ve ever won.”
“You fought on the streets?”
“Cage.” He flashed her a glance and cast his stare up toward the ceiling. “To the death.” His arm shifted beneath her and he brushed a finger across the scar as if the gesture summoned a memory. “Their claws carry metal from our world. They’re often cut off and used to fashion blades. So the shithead was lucky he had his up until it got lodged in my stomach.”
“The blade left the scar?”
“No. Venom. Prevents healing. A last fuck you to their victims.” Logan smirked.
“How did you survive?”
“The one and only time I ever talked to my father. He told me he’d seal the wound only if I vowed to find Gavin and come stay here at the mansion.”
“So, that’s how you came to live here?”
“No. I never sought out Gavin. And I suppose that’s why he let me die when I was stabbed by that little shit ex-boyfriend of yours.”
Remorse tugged her stomach at the memory. “How did you come to live here?”
“You’re asking a lot of questions.”
She smiled. “Last one.”
“Cefirina. She’s like a babysitter for demons. Not sure if Wrath sent her, or Gavin. Not sure about anything, actually. I was pretty fucked up the night she came to me.” He cleared his throat. “And she’s made it clear ever since that she hates me.”
“Wh—?”
He pressed a finger to her lips. “No more questions, Calla. But I have one for you. Are you hungry?”
She smiled. “Starving. But I don’t want food.”
“What do you want?”
Eyes locked on him, she sucked his finger into her mouth, watching the serious knit of his brows soften. She circled her finger over his nipple and replaced it with her tongue at the same time she slid her hand beneath the sheets and seized his already-stiffened length. 
His leg flinched and he groaned with the assault. 
Sporting a wily grin, she tugged the covers over her head, and as she inched her way down his body, kissing his gloriously chiseled abs along the way, hands hooked beneath her arms.
“I don’t think so. I’m not finished with you.” His gruff voice made her giggle.
With what seemed like little effort, he pulled her up from the sheets to beside him and hiked his leg around hers, trapping her in his embrace. 
Not like she’d have gone anywhere, anyway.
Raising her arms above her head with one hand, Logan dragged a finger along her curves and cupped her breast, rubbing a thumb against her nipple.
Her mouth parted against his, allowing a moan to slip between them.
His lips cut in and a hand trailed down her belly to her thighs.
“No, Logan, I can’t do this. I can’t hold it back this time.”
“Don’t make me tie you up, Calla.” The grip on her wrists tightened and he buried his finger inside of her. 
Her body arched. “I want to feel you inside of me.”
“Shhhh.” 
A second finger followed the first.
“Please, Logan. I want you to.”
“Believe me, I really fucking want to.” His fang grazed her collarbone. “But I won’t.”
She kicked a leg out and slid away from him. “I need to feel you. Just once.”
“I said no,” he growled out.
Her eyes must’ve asked the question running through her head. 
His gaze fell from hers. “I can’t.” 
“What I told you. About Wade. Does that make me”—she swallowed back the tears brimming—“less desirable to you?”
Calla watched his eyes turn cold. 
Icy. 
In one breath, the sadness morphed into something that had her hairs standing on end. She braced herself for the rejection she knew would follow, palms pressed into the bed ready to jump back from the hard lines and evil twist of his lip that promised fury.
Fast as lightning he was on top of her, his mouth at her ear. “Do you want me to tell you a secret?” 
The tone of his voice held such wicked carnality, she could hardly muster a breath, let alone the muscle reflex to nod. The sudden switch from hot to cold had her adrenaline rushing, her stomach tight. Goosebumps formed along her skin as his breath feathered her ear.
“I want to slam you against the wall and fuck you so hard the gods will hear you scream my name. I want to bite into that innocent flesh of yours and claim you as mine. Take you any way I want because you belong to me.” He nudged her with his telling stiffness. “You feel that? No female before you has ever done these things to me. You make me burn. And I want no other man fucking touching you again unless he wants his nuts severed. You’re a jewel, Calla. My jewel. To covet from thieves.”
The breath whooshed out of her. Tremors dispersed along her muscles. Her body turned rigid. Burned for him. Chills danced along her spine and squeezed her sex until all she could think about was Logan filling the ache, easing it—the hot and cold sensation exhilarated her body. “Then, do it. Make me yours.”
Something claimed his expression, something Calla struggled to recognize. His shoulders slumped, his eyes affected by weariness. Sadness. Pure, undeniable grief that made her want to grab hold of him. “I can’t.” He rubbed his hand down his face. “Come on. I’ll get you something to eat.”
He pushed off the bed onto the floor and tugged at her arm.
She wrenched back. “No. If not that, then why?”
Logan shook his head. “No questions, Calla. Let’s go.”
“No! You made me give in to you Logan. Now give in to me a little.”
“I’ll carry your ass off the bed if I have to.”
She crossed her arms and dug her heels into the mattress. “Talk.”
Before she could so much as flinch, his palms lodged beneath her legs and behind her back, lifting her effortlessly into his arms. Calla kicked out and pushed at his chest. 
As she struggled in his grasp, he hoisted her over his shoulder, fell to a crouch and rose to his feet again, carrying her into the bathroom where he set her down on the floor and tossed the white panties at her. 
She hurled them back at his chest and they fell to the floor beside his dropped briefs. She heaved against him for passage, but he blocked her attempt. “I want to leave.”
“You always want to leave when you don’t get your way.”
She cast a hard stare at him. “How dare you? Make me tell you all my darkest secrets. Open up to you. Expose myself.” She pushed him one last time. “Jesus, Logan, does being an asshole just come natural for you?”
He set his hands on his naked hips. “My past isn’t pretty, Calla. It’s shit that will make you turn and run. And if it doesn’t, I’d question you.” He shook his head. “Not even my brothers know the whole story.”
“You think I come from white picket fences and happy, sunny days?” She reared back. “I’ve seen families murdered. Wiped blood from my hands. You think what I told you about Wade is normal?”
“You’ve seen and experienced some messed up shit, I’ll give you that. But that doesn’t make you less of a person.” He moved a stray hair back behind her ear. “You’re beautiful, in spite of all that.” He shook his head. “There’s an ugly fucking monster that lives inside of me. One I can’t control.”
“Please. Just throw me something.”
* * *
Tipping his head back, Logan blew out a breath and rubbed his hands over his crown. When his head fell forward again, that probing fucking stare of hers still hadn’t budged, and he dropped his hands to rest at his hips. “I was … mated before.” Logan’s teeth clenched together like he hoped to trap the word before it escaped. He instantly regretted the confession the moment her eyebrow winged up.
“You have a mate?”
“Had.” He bent forward, swiped up his briefs and slipped them over his legs as he talked, all in the effort to avoid eye contact. “She was murdered.”
“By?”
“A high-roller demon.”
“Why?”
“He wanted to know where to find Gavin.” His flat tone warned that he had no intentions of telling her more than that. 
“So … you chose Gavin over your mate?”
Fuck, the words made him cringe. 
“Gavin killed to save my ass. I owed him. And I wanted to be free.”
“Free?”
“Of the binding. Free of the burden she placed on me with her life.” He tipped his head. “See? I’m an asshole. I also fought and killed for money. Crunked. Fucked. How’s that for a knight in shining armor?”
The crossing of her arms, hiding those breasts in the fold, told him she had no intentions of dropping it.
Stubborn. “Why do you want this?” He ran his tongue over his back teeth. “With me?”
“Do you have some kind of multiple personality disorder, or something? One minute you’re cocky arrogant Logan. The next, you’re brooding, self-loathing Logan.” She shrugged her shoulders. “Why not you?”
“Because being with me means no happy ending. It means getting fucked.”
“I’m not expecting anything from you in return.”
“You’d want that for your first time? Fucked and left?”
Her hand shot out, taking his, and damn her for having the power to pull him in. As she leaned back against the sink, her hand gripped his nape. The tracing of her tongue against his throat silently commanded, and he braced his hands at her hips.
As he ground himself against her, he shuddered a breath.
Her sex pressed right where he needed her, the sensation rendering him dizzy. His fingers dug hard into her hips as anger and sadness swirled together, creating a mishmash of hatred, grief and an overwhelming urge to take her.
The woman had penetrated his defenses. Made him want her, to lap up her beauty and charm. 
Like she owned him. 
Something dark and fierce rose from the pit of Logan’s gut. 
Yeah. All right. He’d fuck her. And gods damn her for being okay with that. 
As if to further solidify his thoughts, she pushed her palms flat against his chest, leaned in and whispered, “Please. Take me to the bed.”
Done.
“You want the real me? This is the real me. Raw. Anywhere I want to do you.” He grabbed hold of her hair and licked her neck. “I’ll be the dirtiest fuck you’ve ever had. And one day you’ll thank me, princess.” He pulled her hard against his erection. “Your first fuck. And you’ll be so glad in the end, when you’re making love to your perfect husband someday, that you knew to stay away from a bastard like me.” 
His anger reached a boiling point. Like some kind of Neanderthal, he hoisted her over his shoulder and carried her to the bedroom. 
She gave a soft grunt as he threw her naked body down on the bed. Logan grabbed hold of her thighs, flipped her over onto her belly and shoved her body up toward the headboard, lifting her hips up and her ass in his face.
“Grab the bars,” he said hoarsely. “You’ll need them.”
Her trembling beneath his palms only goaded his body to take her. Shaft in hand, he held his crown at her wet entrance, but his lip tugged into repulsion, and a shudder had him withdrawing from her, wanting to curl in on himself. 
The woman lay before him, ass high in the air, gripping the bedpost. “Fuck me,” she whispered. Her long red hair tumbled around her shoulders. 
 How many years had she sat drinking with his mother at the kitchen table while he played? She’d watched him grow, calling him ‘handsome prince’. 
His mother’s best friend, always there to get wasted and have a good time. 
And now he was fucking her for cash.
His body tensed at the thought of being inside her, his stomach turned at her bucking and moaning against him. He covered his eyes with his hand, choking back tears. 
“Come on, my little prince.” Her ragged whisper brought forth bile from his churning stomach. 
He gripped his stomach, bent forward and threw up on her backside.
“What the fuck?” She twisted around, her eyes glaring. “Look what you’ve done to my sheets, you little bastard!” Her hand swiped the remains of last night’s dinner away. “Disgusting!” Her lip curled. “Get out, you dirty …”
The kid wiped his arm across his mouth, picked his clothes up off the floor, and raced out of the apartment, down a flight of stairs to the small shadows beneath the staircase where he’d always hidden. Resting his head against his arms, he sobbed. 
His mother would surely hear about this. She’d been relying on him for the money. 
Calla turned to the side. “Logan?”
He shook his head. Can’t do this. Not Calla. Gods, not Calla. Clean and pure. Virgin. Not something to be ravaged with greed. Fuck, what was he thinking? He’d almost become the rotten piece of shit that hurt her. 
She deserved better than that.
Not the guy covered in tats, who fucked in back-alleys and fought in cages to pay rent. He gripped her hips and turned her over onto her back. His hand hovered over her skin, wanting to touch her, to stroke her softness just to be sure his actions hadn’t tainted that magic of her flesh. 
Instead, he sat at the edge of the bed, inwardly cringing at the likelihood that she’d have questions.
She moved beside him. Her fingertips drifted across his shoulder and he shrugged away from it. 
Don’t hurt her. Don’t you fucking hurt her, you dirty prick.
“Logan? Did I do something wrong?”
Nothing about Calla was wrong. Only the thought of her being with him. Violence had always been too much a part of him. Too many skeletons.
Thing about skeletons was, they remained beneath the flesh and blood. 
Before he could protest, she climbed onto his lap and wrapped her arms around his neck. Even as his body stiffened, Logan wanted to fall into her, slip into that warmth and never come back. 
Her gaze diverted to the side. “Look. You don’t … have to say it back.” Her hands drifted down to his biceps and a tightness formed in Logan’s gut. “I think … well, I’m pretty sure that I’m falling in love with you, Logan.” 
Love? 
Christ, was she out of her mind? Of course she was. She had to be to think she loved a bastard like him. Some abused child syndrome that, truth be told, Logan could kind of understand. 
She traced his shoulder tattoo. “I know you don’t believe in it. But as a human, it’s all I know.” Her lip curled into her mouth, her nibbling taunting Logan to suck and kiss it. “To be honest, I’m kind of scared telling you this. So, if you could just say something, even just tell me that I’m stupid and naïve …”
His heart hammered rabbit-style against his ribs like the bastard wanted out. A rush curled like a wave in his veins, threatening to crash and leave him struggling for breath. Good thing he’d been sitting. “Calla, I don’t know how to be with you.” He frowned, keeping his gaze downcast. “I don’t know how to touch you the right way. Without …”
“Are you serious? No one’s ever touched me the way you do.”
“I want it to be different with you. I want you to feel me, the real me, and know that you’re something special, something more than just some cheap fuck. But I don’t know how.”
Calla held either side of his face and forced him to look into her eyes. “I do feel you.” The kiss she left on his lips must’ve been laced with some crazy black magic because Logan’s whole body tingled from it, and damn, he almost slipped the L-word into the space between when she broke away. “Only you can give me what I need, Logan.”
His muscles seized, confusion swirling in his head like a farm full of animals and shit picked up by a massive tornado. 
Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. 
She’d broken him. Punched right through him and found the soft, dark place inside that he’d sworn off to everyone. Little Calla, the seemingly meek and fragile human female, had somehow fought her way through his defenses with every intention of conquering his heart. 
For the first time in his life, Logan felt fear. Giving himself back to her would mean exposing his insides. Breaking open that shield that’d always kept him protected from the world and its bullshit. As if he stood at the edge of the cliff without a parachute, contemplating the jump, his mouth opened to speak. 
No words.
In those seconds, the silence became deafening. Her eyes, filled with anticipation, practically begged for his response.
Rather than risk fucking it up with words, he kissed her with so much need and violence, like he could split her in two with his lips. 
As if to undo him further, her whisper breezed across his opened mouth. “I’m ready, Logan.” 


CHAPTER 32
No more guessing games. Time to tease the fucking mouse out of hiding. Gavin was prepared to burn down every building in the city to find Zeke. 
He hunched beside Zayne and Ferno in the back-alley of Moonshines. He hadn’t bothered to say anything to Logan. No doubt, even at the order to stay back, his brother would’ve disobeyed.
The plan served two purposes in Gavin’s mind, though: it kept Ferno from sitting in his room all night getting cut-happy with a knife, and it kept Logan out of the picture because Gavin had a bad feeling that his brother’s female might play a bigger role than he cared to admit.
In fact, the nagging sensation bugged him from the moment the nephilim had revealed that Ryke was after a female. 
Why had the hunter taken Calla to begin with? If it was one of the brothers it wanted, Calla could’ve gotten away without capture, and knowing Zeke, he’d have done his damndest to give her the opportunity to flee the scene. No, Gavin suspected Calla had been taken because that was exactly what the hunter’d intended.
Better to keep her back at the mansion where she could be watched just in case Gavin’s suspicions were right.
“The fuck we sittin’ out here for?” Ferno’s raspy voice echoed in the empty alley. “Let’s go beat the shit out of something.”
“We sent a bloody telegram earlier this morning.” Gavin shot a glance back at Ferno. “Every nephilim in the joint is going to take off the moment we set foot inside. Better to hunt them out here.”
“Blowjob alley, Brother.” Zayne toyed with his blade.
The swing of the door brought all three brothers to attention. A lanky male with ear-length black hair and silvery eyes emerged first, lighting up a cigarette. A human female followed behind in a short mini, and a breast-baring top that’d probably leave her nipples stiff as ice cubes after a few minutes in the winter air. Behind her, another male, looking like a twin of the first, grabbed himself, eyes aimed toward the female’s ass.
“Speak of the fucking devils,” Zayne whispered.
The first nephilim, cigarette hanging from his lip, dropped his leathers and the second male pushed the female forward, her head resting against the stomach of the first for a standing blowjob, while he unfastened his pants as if he prepared to take her from behind. No doubt, she’d been enchanted. Not even the most eager female would’ve tag-teamed in the fucking cold.
“You ready?” Gavin spoke low over his shoulder.
“Nah, I thought we’d sit and flog our dicks to this shit.” Ferno pulled his dagger. “Let’s go.”
“Get this shit over with.” Zayne rose to his feet. “The smell of fried human food is making me sick.”
Keeping to the shadows, Gavin led his brothers closer to the back-alley orgy. 
Moans hit the air as the males upped the pace. Her muffled screams intensified.
Head tipped back and a smile on his face, the nephilim froze as Gavin propped a blade to his throat.
Flanking him, Ferno and Zayne pointed daggers at the first nephilim. 
“Evening.” Gavin watched the first nephilim’s eyes widen with terror.
The slurping sounds of the female pulling herself off the nephilim’s dick turned Gavin’s stomach. 
Her breath hitched. Yeah, apparently she woke up. Tugging her panties back up, she scampered out of the alley and inside the bar.
“I don’t suppose you assholes know where we’ll find Ryke?”
“No, Brother. I’m afraid we don’t.” It was the second nephilim who answered.
“Don’t … don’t call me brother.” Gavin’s blade broke skin as he pressed it into the male’s throat. 
Ferno lowered his dagger and yanked the first nephilim into his body, mirroring the way Gavin held the second. “What do you say we have Zayne disembowel these fuckers in front of each other?”
“Oh, I’ve got a better idea.” Gavin resisted the futile tugging at his arms as the male protested. “See, I’ve not been myself since my brother Zeke went missing.”
Zayne’s eyes flared red as if the mere mention of his twin set his kill switch into overdrive. 
“You get the message we sent?” Gavin whispered in the second nephilim’s ear. 
The male nodded. “I don’t want trouble with Wrath.”
“Where’s Ryke’s underground scene?”
The nephilim in Gavin’s clutch shook his head.
Gavin gave Zayne a nod and the swirl in his eyes set into motion. It kept the second nephilim in a trance while Gavin chanted the spell he’d drudged from his library. Every half human nephilim feared his own mortality—so Gavin gave him a glimpse of exactly how he’d die. 
“Wolves,” the nephilim muttered, wriggling like a captured snake in Gavin’s arms.
The nephilim’s muscles stiffened, and mouth gaped, he exhaled a breath and exchanged a glance with his comrade. “He … has cages … where he tortures …”
“What the fuck is this?” 
The voice arrived from behind, and Gavin craned his head to get a look at the burly male. Dressed like a biker, he stood in the alley alongside the female from before. Over a dozen other males filed out of the building into the alley behind them.
“Ain’t that some shit?” Zayne broke from his trance. “Save the bitch and she runs off to tattle.”
“Talk.” Gavin slid the knife against the nephilim’s throat, ignoring the males congregating at the door.
“Fuck you,” the male answered, as if suddenly more confident in the presence of what clearly smelled like wolves over the funk of hamburgers.
“Let him go.” The biker crossed his arms over his chest.
Zayne stepped toward the stranger. “Don’t think so, dipshit. Demon business. Walk away before you’re carried out in pieces.”
“Since when do lycans give a shit about nephilim?” Ferno asked.
“That’s lycan business.” The biker shifted in his stance. “This is twice you’ve gotten in the middle of my shit.”
“You referring to the kid lycan?” Gavin pushed his blade into the nephilim’s neck to keep him from squirming.
“Where is he?”
“Good fucking question.” Gavin’s tone remained flat, in spite of the silver whirling in the biker’s eyes. “When you find out, let us know.”
A growl echoed in the alley and the biker burst into form and rose up onto his haunches. Black fur covered his almost eight-feet-tall body. 
The female beside him squealed and darted back inside the building. 
A brown and a red wolf moved in front of the black, snarling as they approached. 
“Christ,” Gavin muttered. “Always an interruption.”
The brown wolf leaped into the air, and Zayne jogged forward as it came down on its front claws. He thrust his dagger and sliced a chasm up its middle. 
Gavin shot Ferno a nod. He released the nephilim in his arms and met the red wolf with a dagger to its left flank. The demon’s wielding of a dagger, slow and fluid, and unfettered by the swiping claws and snapping teeth of his opponent, demonstrated his years as a mercenary.
The nephilim Ferno let go took off down the alley but Gavin held tight to the one in his arms as more wolves advanced.
Ferno and Zayne fought three at a time, parrying with their daggers, while limbs punched, kicked, slammed the beasts to the ground. They acted as a barrier, keeping the wolves on the other side of them.
The black wolf leaped from the melee and, still clutching the nephilim, Gavin drew his Glock. He shot twice, kicking the wolf back a step. In the second’s pause, he traded his gun for the dagger strapped to his chest. 
Another wolf lunged forward.
“Son of a … ” Gavin issued a powerful kick to the black wolf, hurling the beast back against the wall where bricks crumpled on the impact. He curled his fingers tight around the nephilim’s throat and jabbed the second wolf with his right hand, parrying its swiping claws. A backhand jab was followed by a swift flip of the dagger and a clean slice across the lycan’s throat that severed its head from the body. 
Blackie snarled and charged forward.
A flicker of gray flashed in front of Gavin and knocked the wolf back, and the two wolves brawled, a swarming ball of fur that rolled across the alley. Yelps and growls chased their snapping jaws and thrashing bodies.
More wolves joined the fight. 
Gavin glanced to the left. Silver eyes bounced in the darkness as beasts bounded toward the ruckus. He unfurled his arm and held the nephilim out in front of him, resuming the chant from earlier. “Talk, fucker. Where is Ryke’s underground scene?”
A growl preceded the wide-eyed horror that suddenly stared back at Gavin, and the muzzle of a wolf popped through the thin netting of the male’s shirt as a beast gnawed through his organs from the back. 
The nephilim opened his mouth. Blood trickled out of the corner and slid down his jaw.
“Fuck!” Gavin threw down the nephilim’s body, exposing the bloody gore coating the lycan’s muzzle. He slashed his dagger across the lycan’s throat, grabbed hold of its crown, and yanked it toward him. Across the width of the alley, he threw the beast, until it landed in a slump against the dumpster. Jabbing his boot into its lower half, he wrenched the head away from its body in a fit of rage.
He pitched the beast’s head to the right, sending it bouncing and rolling along the ground until halted by Marrick’s upturned boot.
The male shook his head. “Heads will roll.” His silvery eyes met Gavin’s. “I warned them not to fuck around with demons.”
The clarity of the lycan’s words brought Gavin to the realization that the brawling had stopped. Interspersed with fallen wolves stood much larger beasts with more girth, chests heaving, eyes directed toward Marrick.
“What’s this?” Gavin’s eyes swept the carnage and caught sight of Ferno and Zayne, arms crossed, as though they too puzzled the circumstances.
“I told you before. We’re not your enemy. We’d like to help.”
“Thanks. But I just lost an informant.”
“My apologies. What do you wish to know?”
“Where the fuck to find Ryke and his underground scene, or in your case, the kid lycan.”
“I’m afraid I don’t have answers. But I will notify you if I become privy to the whereabouts of the nephilim.”
“Yeah, thanks.” Gavin signaled Ferno and Zayne.
“I do have something that might be of interest to you,” Marrick said as Gavin passed.
Gavin gave a glance back. “Unless it’s my brother, I could give two shits.” He kept on through the alley and straight through the front door of Moonshines.
Ferno and Zayne flanked him as they stood in the doorway, all three coated in tarry lycan blood. 
The music cut out. 
All eyes darted in their direction.
“Evening, ladies and gentlemen.” Gavin drew his largest blade from his hip holster and held it level as he swept his gaze over the crowd, noticing the few scattered nephilim among the wolves. “No one leaves until one of you cocksuckers talks.” 
* * *
Through the blackness, the female’s voice reached Zeke’s ears. 
“Yes, I’m sorry. I meant to call you … I just … something came up.” Her conversation faded in and out.
“I have the blond one. Left by the hunter. Yes, I know. But what was I supposed to do? Leave him to die? We’ll be fine. He can hardly move.”
Pause.
“Okay. I’ll wait to hear from you, then. Midnight?”


CHAPTER 33
Calla swallowed a gulp as she eyed Logan’s erection. 
Oh, God.

Pain, or not, though, curiosity had finally gotten the best of her. What was she saving herself for, anyway? Why hold onto her virginity for so long? Not like she was bound for marriage and the real deal anytime soon. 
Logan crawled toward her until his arms settled either side of her. She gripped his biceps, and he leaned in, kissing her lips, her neck, then kissed her nipple, sucking it into his mouth.
She bit her lip and arched into him. 
His crown probed her wet and clenched sex. Logan stared down at her. “You sure about this?”
“Yes.”
“Your eyes are distant, like you’re thinking.”
“I’m not.”
“If you’re not ready—”
“I’m ready.”
Wedging himself between her thighs, he reached down and held himself at her entrance, smoothing the tip against the wetness he spread with his fingers. He gave a very slight lurch and his tip was inside.
Calla held her breath, muscles tense.
“Slow, baby. I’ll go slow.”
She nodded, head tipped back, eyes squeezed shut. This is it. This is really happening. Her and Logan. The excitement of that alone had her ignoring the sting as he inched further inside.
Sweat beaded beneath her fingertips where she held his taut muscles. 
A blast of warm breath hit her neck. 
“Fucking gods, Calla, you’ll be my absolute death.” 
She tugged at the back of his nape, urging him to kiss her. Deeper he entered, the resistance giving way to a sharp sting that flinched her thigh muscles. “Ah!” 
He pulled back but not completely out before Calla clutched his tight ass. 
“No … just … give me a moment. Don’t stop, though.”
The longer he stayed inside, the more she seemed to stretch around him. As the stinging began to disappear, she imagined the Lywa antibodies rushing to the assault. A tingling sensation tickled her there and forced a giggle that made Logan’s brow furrow.
“I’m good.” She cleared her throat. “All good.”
He worked his hips against hers in a slow, rhythmic motion. The way his body undulated, grinding against her hips with a steady tempo, told her he had a knack for sex—as if every part of him was designed for it. In and out and he pumped himself inside.
Inside. A male was inside of her.
No longer a virgin.
The thought brought a smile to her face, and she plunged her head back into the pillow, arching herself toward him.
His hand stroked her face. “Let me see you, beautiful. Open your eyes.”
She relaxed her arched back—marveled the strength in his jawline, his mussed hair, and a face that would stay with her for as long as she lived. His deep-set dark eyes, so masculine and divine, seemed too surreal, untouchable. Like looking straight into the eyes of an angel. One who made gentle and passionate love to her. 
Her first experience. Beautiful. Slow.
“So tight.” His ragged voice brought a smile to her lips in spite of the sting.
Beneath her fingers, his muscles hardened. 
Veins protruded in his neck.
Hips thrust into her faster. Faster. Harder. 
“Logan?”
As if he couldn’t hear her, he kept on. 
Hands gripped her throat. Tighter. Tighter. 
No longer did she focus on the pain between her thighs as breath began to diminish in her lungs. 
“Logan,” she rasped.
Faster he pumped. Tighter he gripped. 
His lips formed a hard line. Muscles trembled, and his hair dampened with sweat.
His eyes came into focus and widened, like he’d been ripped from a nightmare. 
He released her neck and pulled out of her, backing himself to the edge of the bed. “Oh, fuck, oh, fuck.” He pounded at his temples. “Fuck, I can’t get them out of my head.”
“Logan? What’s wrong?”
“I almost came in you, thinking about …” He shook his head frantically. “Oh, fuck.” He grabbed hold of himself and slid onto the floor, kicking away from the bed, from her. “Your neck … I could’ve …”
She’d never seen horror in the male’s eyes before. Not like the sheer terror that stared back at her, setting off alarms on her insides like a fire out of control.
His knuckles whitened where he gripped his erection, and the expression on his face, lip downturned, brows knitted together, told her he was in pain.
She slid off the bed and stepped toward him.
He growled. “Don’t come near me.” 
“Logan, it’s all right.” 
“No! It’s not fucking all right. I’m not fucking all right.” He threw out a hand. “This shit between us … it isn’t happening. So just stay back.”
“What happened? What’s wrong?”
“Calla, please. I don’t want to be a dirty bastard, but please, just leave.”
“No.”
“Don’t make me say something I’ll regret.”
“Say what you want. I’m not leaving you. Not like this.”
“Leave, woman! The fuck does it take? I don’t want you! Leave!”
“No. I’m not leaving you.”
His eyes screwed tight and his lips clamped, as if the pain had become more severe. He swiped his dagger from the holster of his jeans on the floor and stormed into the bathroom.
“Logan? What are you doing?” Panic swelled inside of her and she chased him to the door. 
Locked.
“I’ll knock this goddamn door down, Logan! Say something!”
The sound of water reached her ears. An image of herself lying naked in the bathtub, wrists sliced open and bleeding, passed through her mind, and Calla hoisted her bare foot and kicked the door wide open. Her gaze swept over the couch, sink, and she darted toward the tub. 
Empty.
She rounded the corner to see steam rising above the shower. 
At the clang of metal, she dashed forward and threw back the door to the stall. 
Logan stood naked in the spray, his head hanging low and his body shivering. What she could see of his eyes was nothing but a vacant glossiness. 
A glance to the shower floor showed the dagger lying there, and blood seeping into the drain. 
“Logan! Oh, God!” She rushed toward him. 
He didn’t move. 
As water beat against her face, she examined his body. A gaping wound stretched across his thigh, dribbling blood as it began to seal shut. His cock had gone flaccid. 
Just like that, it clicked.
“You … need pain, don’t you? It’s how you feel, isn’t it?”
His lost expression turned to sadness as his eyes seemed to come into focus on her. “Do yourself a favor. Stay the fuck away from me. I’m not good for you, Calla.” Black pupils dilated and his deadened look returned. “I’ll hurt you. And get off while I’m doing it. That what you want?”
“You can try to scare me, but it’s not going to work. We’re more alike than you think.” She placed a hand against his chest but he cringed away from her, so she gripped his hand tight and stepped toward him, wrapping her arms around his stiff body. He didn’t return the embrace, but Calla didn’t care. Beneath the cast iron muscle trapped in her arms was a vulnerability—pain—not unlike her own. His muscles trembled against her. “You’ve been hurt, too. We need each other,” she whispered. 
His body shuddered in her grasp, and she dared a kiss to his shoulder as she held him, running her fingertips over his hard, slick back. “I’m not afraid to take on your demons, either, Logan,” she said at his ear.
“This shit won’t go away.” An edge of sadness laced his voice. “I’m cursed. My body thinks you’re … it’s acting like you’re my mate. And I can’t stop seeing …” He shuddered again. “Gods, no. The blade … it’s the only way I can tear it out of me. Keep it from messing up my head.” He pounded his temples and tilted his head forward. “Oh, fuck, Calla.” He fell to his knees on the stall floor and his palms rubbed along her legs.
“What are you doing?”
“Blood. You’ve got blood on you.” The chafe of his hands against her thighs and the scant amount of blood there burned in the competing tepid water. “I hurt you.”
Calla bent forward, gripped his arm, and knelt in front of him. “Shhh.” She rubbed his nape. “You didn’t hurt me. It’s okay.”
His body stiffened. “It’s not okay. Shit’s not okay. Your first time … it shouldn’t have been like this.”
Before he could pull away from her again, Calla squeezed the back of his neck. “Lay with me.” His muscles tensed beneath her fingertips. “Just lay together. Nothing else.”
* * *
Logan’s stomach turned as he followed her into the bedroom. Fucking pansy. He’d been on the verge of tears as she stood holding him in the shower, like a baby. 
No female had ever touched him, held him, got him like Calla. Like an angel sent to prove him wrong. To show him that his shield wasn’t as tough as he’d thought. 
She held the blanket up, coaxing him beside her. 
Logan crawled into the bed, keeping his distance at first. Why she wanted anything to do with him, he’d never understand. Like some abused victim shit that had a whole slew of medical terms associated with it.
He grimaced at memory of the visuals that’d passed through his head the moment he’d found heaven with Calla. Like dragging him straight through the flames of hell.
The haze in the boy’s head dissipated and he opened his eyes to the shadowed bedroom. Against the wall, the lithe silhouette of a woman came into focus: long raven’s hair and deadly blood red lips that curved up into a smile. 
“How are you feeling, birthday boy?”
What? 
His head throbbed, the ache intensifying. As he attempted to rub his temples, the click of chains brought him to the realization he was bound to the bed. His stomach caught in his throat. He glanced around the room, panicked with thoughts of what might’ve been done to him in his sleep.
The last thing he remembered was piercing pain and Demonic words drifting through his head.
The female stepped forward to the foot of his cot.
“I couldn’t be sure how quickly that organ of yours would kick in. I’ve heard once a male bonds, the szexus responds immediately.” She leaned forward. “They say once it’s activated, a demon male could crush a car with his bare hands.” A hint of excitement laced her voice.
Szexus? Bond? “What are you talking about?” His voice no longer carried the high-pitched innocence of a child, but sounded more like a man—deep and full-toned.
“I see it has already.” Her grin widened.
He lurched against the chains. “What did you do to me?”
“What I had to.” A chasing frisson danced behind her tracing fingertip, as she approached from the side of the bed. “Feel that?”
He squeezed his eyes, willing away the excitement bubbling up inside of him. “What … did you … do?” His clenching jaw shot spasms of pain into his temples.
“I gave you the gift of manhood.”
Darkness settled over his mind, the room turned red, and with the ping of chains, his arms were set free. 
He pounced, knocking her back against the bed, and throttled her throat. 
His muscles tensed. Daggers of pain pierced his skull as if lodged and twisting into his brain. Nausea burbled in his gut and he opened his eyes to her laughing. 
Her bright smile taunted him to squeeze harder until he’d snap her head clean off.
He couldn’t, though.
The pain intensified, spreading from his head to his limbs, turning them flaccid until he was forced to release her just so he could clutch his temples “What the fuck is happening to me?”
The woman rose up onto her elbows. “Silly boy, you can’t kill your own mate.”
Stiff as a board, Logan didn’t move beside Calla. She never spoke a word. The heat of her body reached him and all he wanted to do was pull her into him. Hold her. He couldn’t, though. Not after what she’d seen. What she knew about him. It wouldn’t be long before …
“I won’t ask any questions, Logan.” As if she could read his fucking mind.
“I’m in the dark. I don’t know what I’m doing. Shit’s all foreign to me.”
“When you’re ready, look for me in that darkness, because I’m right here. And I’m not going anywhere.”
Logan lay silent. All those memories from his past drudged up from their depths like a flood washing through the cemetery. While his body looked at Calla as a mate, his mind rebelled with images of a past he’d never forget.
* * *
A knock at the door interrupted Calla’s time with Logan before it had even really begun, and she sat up, pulling the sheets over her body. She tucked them under her arms as Logan rose up off the bed and swiped up his pants.
Wrapping them around the exposed half of him, he threw the door open. “The fuck you want?” he said. “Is that lycan blood?”
Ferno took up most of the width of the door. His scarred face held no humor. “Gavin asked for you. His office.” His mangled lip hardly moved as he spoke before his gaze fell on Calla.
Logan tilted his head, placing himself in the bigger demon’s line of sight. “Got it.” 
Calla hadn’t fully appreciated how enormous Ferno stood beside Logan, who boasted an easy six foot six himself. He wore dark leathers and a black wife-beater. Two straps across his chest carried some heavy artillery—silver daggers and guns—as if he waited for an attack in his own home. Splashes of black and red, presumably blood, covered his body. 
Ferno scratched his jaw and stepped away from the door before Logan slammed it shut.
“I have to go,” he whispered. 
Calla nodded. “If this is about finding Zeke, you need to go.” She pulled her knees into her chest. “I’ll be here when you get back.”
His shoulders slumped, he bowed his head and twisted back, but his gaze didn’t meet hers. “Promise me.”
“I promise.”
He threw on a pair of running pants, a muscle shirt and shoes. Pausing beside the bed, he said, “Calla—”
She waited.
“Be right back.”


CHAPTER 34
Logan opened the door to Gavin’s office and stepped inside to all his brothers sitting and, no doubt waiting on him. 
“Jesus, man, tone it down.” Mad Dog pulled his shirt across his face, covering his nose. “You’re sporting the scent, Brother. Bad.”
A momentary zap of paralysis clamped Logan’s muscles as he stood in the center of the room. He looked down at himself then back at Mad Dog, who dropped his shirt and winked.
“Just fucking with you.” His grin flaunted a mouthful of perfectly white teeth that Logan could’ve easily shattered with his fist. “But I’m catching a whiff of the bond, yo.”
Shooting the Brother daggers, Logan stalked to an empty chair and fell into it hard. “Next one who says shit to me gets a fist-to-the-face treatment.”
“What the hell’s so bad about falling in love with a fine looking female?” Calix asked, the shit-eating smile on his face meant to taunt.
“I’m not in love. Don’t we have more important stuff to talk about, or are you gonna sit and envy my dick all night?”
“Yes. We do have more important matters at hand,” Gavin interrupted. 
For the first time, Logan noticed he sat covered in blood, like Ferno had when he knocked for him. Gaze sweeping the room, Logan found Zayne also sporting splotches of black and red. “The hell did you guys do tonight?”
“Paid Moonshines a visit. Turned into a bit of a bloodbath, but we got some information.”
Logan jumped up out of his seat, hands balled into fists. “You didn’t say anything about going there.”
Gavin’s gaze lifted. “I spoke with Ayden and Kane earlier. There’s a young lycan wolf out on the streets, who might know what happened to Zeke. But it seems he’s not the only one. According to Ayden’s contacts, there’s a new trend going with one of the packs. They’re initiating the young boys like gangs.”
“Why?” Logan settled back into his chair.
“Fights, mostly. Underground scene, so no one knows about them. With a little prodding, some nephilim confessed that the lycans are turning the kids, teens mostly, and selling them. Kids make a small profit. That’s not the worst, though.” Gavin rubbed his hand through his hair. “Seems they’re also being paired with teen succubi. Training.”
Groans hit the air. 
“You gotta be shitting me.” Calix sat forward, his elbows resting atop his thighs. “A young succubus, without experience, would drain the life right out of a lycan.”
“And so their pimps are making a killing off of souls.” Gavin’s flat tone reflected the weary look in his eyes. 
“Sick fucks.” Calix threw himself back against the couch.
“So, what does all this have to do with Zeke?” Mad Dog asked.
“Ryke owns cages,” Calix answered. “He’s a sick fuck, too. Probably owns a brothel of teen succubi.”
“I don’t think it was coincidence that Fatman was found dead at his bar.” Gavin’s chair squeaked as he leaned back. “Drained.”
“Sang.” Logan cleared his throat. “Did a bit of reading.”
“In Orcosia?” Gavin frowned. “You were—”
“Hold up,” Calix interrupted. “Logan reading?” He chuckled.
Logan shot a glare at his brother and mouthed the words, fuck you.
“Sang?” Mad Dog rubbed his jaw. “Damn.”
Gavin continued, “He has a connection to them. I’m beginning to wonder if the bounty hunter was after something else and Zeke got in its way.” His earnest gaze fell on Logan.
“Calix?” Logan injected his response before Gavin could answer. “For me beating Ryke’s ass.”
“There’s no mistaking Calix for Zeke.” Gavin huffed. “The question that comes to my mind is, why’d he take Calla, too?”
“What are you suggesting?” Logan drew back. “Ryke hired the hunter for Calla?”
“That, I don’t know.” Gavin shook his head. “I can’t figure out what role she plays in all of this. Hunters are very calculated. I think there’s one helluva complicated connection between it, Ryke, the Sang.” His head turned toward Calix. “How’s Ava?”
The expression on Calix’s face morphed and his lips formed a hard line, as if the mere suggestion of Ava’s pain stirred ire in the brother’s blood. “Better. Been sleeping in my bed all day. Drechler gave her some pretty strong meds. She’s up and around now.” 
“Good to hear. Don’t push her, but see if she’s got any information that might connect the missing dots.”
Calix nodded. “I’ll try. She’s the most stubborn female I know.” He stuffed his hands into his pockets. “Says she has no idea where to find Ryke. He hasn’t been around.”
The buzzer on the desk sounded and Gavin pressed the intercom.
“Bossman …” Xander’s sinister voice bled through the speaker like he had a smile on his face. “… might wanna come see what I caught snooping around.”
“Be down in a bit.” Gavin’s hand hovered over the button to disconnect.
“Well, considering the fucker can vanish pretty quick, I’d say hurry.”
Gavin froze. “Christ,” he muttered. “I’ll be right down.”
“You need us, Gav?” Calix rose up from the couch.
“No. Sit tight. We’ll see if we can beat some answers out of the shithead and go from there.”
Knowing there was little else to do for the moment, Logan stalked out of the office, his thoughts converging to one place, thanks to Gavin’s words. 
Calla. What the hell would Ryke want with her? 
Out of nowhere, a lone memory came to mind. The one from his flashback and Wade crouched over Calla’s ravaged body:
I hear you’re humanity’s one-way ticket to freedom from these fucking supes.
He’d thought it nothing but a hallucination, a side effect of his resurrection from the dead. Perhaps, though, it was a memory of Calla’s that had passed through him in the process. An imprint of the lycan venom within the Lywa antibody.
Logan burst through his bedroom door. A brief moment of panic washed through him when he found the bed empty, until he heard the shower flip on. Quick strides had him standing at the bathroom door, and he swung it open.
Calla spun around, and when she tripped backward, his muscles tensed for rescue, but she caught herself on the shower stall and held a hand to her chest. 
“Jesus, Logan, you scared me.”
He’d not yet seen her body from a distance, completely exposed. Perfect proportions of muscles stretched from her arms all the way to her legs—muscles he yearned to feel against his palms, tightening and contracting against him. 
He closed the space between them and her eyes lit up with a smile. 
So beautiful.
He could get lost in that blue. Drown, never to come up for air again.
“What’s going on?” she asked.
Instead of answering, he scooped her up into his arms. Calla gave a quiet gasp as he carried her across the room to the sink countertop, where he wedged his hips between her knees and pulled her to the edge until her core fit right where he needed her. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me,” he whispered against her lips. “All this rage and hate inside of me, but one look at you and I don’t know if I’m coming or going.”
She pulled back. “Zeke? Oh, God, is he …”
“Nothing’s changed since this morning.” 
She stroked his nape and Logan’s muscles relaxed. 
Her locks tangled in his fingers as he gently pulled her head back, tilting her chin upward, and kissed her. Rough and needy. His tongue darted into her mouth in hopes he’d capture the taste that sent him drifting away to a world less complicated. 
A growl rumbled in his throat and his free hand wandered her body. He gripped tighter to her hair, and the tension in his muscles burned with desperation for release—release only she’d been able to give him. 
Take her. 
Now. 
He needed that touch, the exquisite high of being so deep inside her the world around him would fade. He wanted to fuck her right into oblivion, until she couldn’t utter a coherent word, except his name. He wanted her nails digging into his shoulders, those legs wrapped around his back, biting, squeezing, pain, pleasure, all of her. 
Logan’s thoughts shattered into focus. 
No. 
Not with anger and confusion. The frustrations had his mind scrambled, his body begging to fuck or fight. He didn’t want to make the mistake of combining the two desires into something that would leave Calla frightened. 
Releasing the back of her head, he softened the kiss until he pulled away from her.
Her blue eyes asked a million questions he didn’t want to answer.
“Calla, do you know why you were chosen? Why you became an Alexi?”
Her lips tightened and her delicate frown lines appeared. “I carry the antibody.”
“Anything more? Anything you can remember about yourself? Your family?”
She shook her head. “No. Everything’s a void. Gone with the Mindslating.” The silence lingered for a moment before her warm hands gripped his face. “Logan, what happened earlier—it doesn’t change the fact that I want you.”
He lowered his gaze to the floor. Could he imagine himself telling her the memory that’d come to mind when he’d been inside of her? Could he watch the innocence, and whatever twisted admiration she had for him, morph into repulsion at the messed up shit he’d done in his life for something so fleeting as money? 
That wasn’t even the worst. The violence was. The sick and demented things he’d have her do just to get him off.
His mind refused. 
“Stop thinking. Look at me.” Her eyes found his. “Let it go.”
Damn her for using the same words he’d said earlier.
Those were the kind of words that would break him. They’d make him scoop her up into his arms and keep her forever. He couldn’t listen to it. Just couldn’t. 
“I can’t.” He backed away and walked out of the room, closing the door behind him. 


CHAPTER 35
Logan plodded down the staircase, his mind consumed with thoughts of Calla, only pausing when he noticed Zayne standing at the foot of the stairs.
“Gavin asked me to come get you,” he said. “Wants us in the catacombs.” 
Logan slipped his gun into its holster. “What’s going on?”
“Xander caught a Sang. Turns out, it’s that Draven kid.”
Logan’s hands balled into fists as a black cloud of fury spread to every part of his body, inciting the urge to ram his fists into the little shit’s face and leave a bloody mangled mess.
Sweet and painful vengeance. Just the thing he needed to clear his head.
Logan hastened his pace to the door leading to the catacombs. It’d never been his favorite part of the house, only because, aside from the frigid cold the walls held, like a crypt, it reminded him too much of Obsidius and the stonewalls he’d chipped away at for fifty years of his life. 
Not even the dark reminders of hell’s prison could keep him from standing face to face with the one who’d stabbed him and tried to rape Calla, though.
Calla. Damn, he had to set that thought aside.
Deeper, Logan ventured with Zayne at his heels, the stairs only discernible in the flicker of torches brimming over sconces on the wall, until at last they met Gavin at the door to the holding cells.
“Xander caught him?” Zayne asked from behind. “And the kid’s still alive?” 
Not for long.
“Surprisingly, yes,” Gavin said over his shoulder. “Xander’s been on my shit list twice this week.”
Gavin heaved a thick black iron door to the side, opening up the passage to a dark cellar filled with prison cells. Deep panting breaths echoed from one of the cells toward the end of the row. All three brothers came to a halt in front of the bars and peered inside. 
The Alexi’s body hung upside down from a hook attached to the silver rope around his ankles. Blood fell into a collecting bowl beneath him. His mouth had been taped, his body bound in chains. 
Logan’s eyes swept over him, looking for the source of his bleeding.
In the shadows, Xander sat crouched to the floor, scratching his dagger against the cement. “You know, the longer they hang, the more tender the meat.”
Gavin set his hands on his hips. “Please fucking tell me he’s alive.” 
“He’s alive. I only sliced him to see it.” The stark glow of teeth showed the angel’s smile. “Not every day a dinosaur is brought out of the history books.”
“I’d much rather deal with the dinosaurs than the Sang.”
Xander rose to a stand and stepped forward toward Draven, who jerked at his approach, and gave a yank of the chain. “Diablis steel. Shit’s amazing. Holds just about any supe. Including Sang.”
“Excluding demons.” Gavin slipped inside the opening of the cell door and circled Draven’s body. 
“No kidding?” Xander rubbed his chin. “Have to keep that in mind, eh?”
The tearing noise of the tape preceded a deep inhale and a cough.
“Fancy meeting you here again, dipshit.” Gavin said. “My senses tell me there’s some foul play in all of this.”
“I … I came back for her.”
Logan strode into the cell and grabbed the boy by his nape, bending his body to the side and twisting his face right way up before his own. The heat of possession had his teeth grinding, the urge to slice the little bastard into pieces twisting in his gut. “You stay the fuck away from her. Hear me?” He pulled his dagger from his hip holster. “My blade is just itching to give your nutsack a nice kiss goodnight.” 
“Logan, I didn’t bring you down here so I could watch you torture the shit out of him.” Gavin said.
“Hey, I’m game.” Xander pointed a thumb over his shoulder. “I’ve got some tools in my quarters, and I’ll have Anna bring down some popcorn.”
Gavin’s eyes leveled on Logan’s. “Zeke. Remember?”
Logan threw the kid, allowing his body to swing upside down once more.
“Where can I find Ryke?” Gavin asked.
“Isn’t … your brother … fucking his sister?” Draven coughed and spat blood. “Ask the bitch … where he is.”
Logan drilled him in the gut, flopping his body around like a fish on a hook. 
“Allow me?” Xander stepped forward, running a finger along his blade.
Gavin rolled his eyes. “At this point, I’m not even feeling merciful.” 
Xander tore at the zipper on the kid’s pants and pushed them upward exposing a pair of browning white briefs. The dark angel grabbed hold of his nuts and propped the blade at his thigh.
“Oh, fuck! Fuck, no! Wait!” The kid wriggled.
“I wouldn’t move if I were you,” the angel said in a disturbingly whimsical voice.
“I like the way this one thinks.” Logan pointed at Xander. 
“He fucks some chick!” Draven ground out. “I don’t know her name. Please, God. I’m telling the truth.”
“What makes you think there’s a god in the room?” Xander looked around mockingly.
“I’m telling the truth! Fuck, I’m begging you! Please!”
“Where is this chick?” Logan shifted and crossed his arms.
“I don’t know! I swear it.” 
“Zayne.” Gavin gave a jerk of his head.
Zayne stepped inside, his blue eyes swirling to an icy shade. As a soul seer, the brother could rip open a victim and leave his guilt pooling on the floor. He crouched down to Draven’s eye level and nabbed the back of the boy’s head to steady him. 
“He’s telling the truth.” He spoke in the creepy Zayne voice that carried daunting calm of a serial killer and put most humans on edge. “He doesn’t know.”
Draven took deep, heaving breaths. 
“Can I still cut off his nuts?” Xander asked, gripping Draven’s thigh.
The kid’s eyes widened with horror.
“No,” Gavin said. “I want him guarded. Alive. No torture, hear? We may need him again.” He tugged at the chain. “Will this hold him?”
“Bastard ain’t going anywhere.” A smug smile lit Xander’s face. “Keeps ‘em from pulling that vanishing act.”
“What’s this hoarding bullshit all about, Gav?” His whole body tense, heat stirring in his blood at the thought of the little cocksucker being allowed to remain so close to Calla, Logan nodded toward the kid. “Kill him. We don’t need him again.” 
“Not only is he a link to our brother, he also happens to be Sang. There’s much to be learned.”
“He’s my kill. Not Xander’s.” Logan cast a hard stare toward the angel. Aside from his own longing to crush the kid’s skull in the palm of his hands, ridding him would be a personal gift to Calla—another one of her nightmares pummeled to extinction.
“I found him.” Xander pointed the knife at his chest as he spoke. “I should get to kill him.”
“No one is killing him!” Gavin’s voice echoed down the hall and back. “Let’s go.”
Logan glared down at the Alexi for a moment. Had the shit said one word or so much as flinched, Logan might’ve had to accidentally break him in half.
Lucky for him, he kept his stare cast away and his mouth shut, and Logan left the cell behind Gavin.
“Can I at least cut an arm off? A finger? Anything?” Xander called from behind.
“You harm one hair and you’re dead!” Gavin called back.
The clang of what could only be Xander’s dagger hitting the concrete rang out and put a smile on Logan’s face as the thud of boots and swinging chains sounded their ascent up the stairs behind Gavin.
When Gavin’s pace suddenly came to a stop in the staircase in front of Logan, Logan damn near ran into the back of him, and Zayne into the back of him. Lifting his cell to his ear, Gavin stared off. “The fuck do you want?” 
“I know where to find your brother.” 
Logan recognized Marrick’s voice drifting through on the other end of Gavin’s phone. One meeting alone had branded the tone into his memory.
“Yeah, like you knew where to find Draven?” Gavin asked.
“Meet me at Rivard and Erskine. Midnight.”
Gavin barked a laugh. “I don’t think so.”
“Then, perhaps you’ll simply look for a woman by the name of Lyric. But know this, you harm her and I’ll call on every pack across the globe to hunt your asses. Once you’ve seen Zeke, we’ll talk after about a contract.”
“He better be alive or every one of your packs will suffer the pain of Wrath.” Whatever anger Gavin had built up inside of him bled through in his words.
Zayne growled. “Fucker hurts Zeke and some shit’s going down.” 
“He’s been well cared for. She’s kept him alive after what’s been done to him. Rivard and Erskine. Midnight,” he repeated before the click.
Gavin flipped the phone closed. “This is a whole lotta bullshit. But right now, it’s the only bullshit we got.” He nodded at Zayne. “Have a ghoul guard Draven. Xander can come along for the ride.”
Logan raised a brow. “It’s an ambush, Gavin.”
“If left to your decision, what would you have us do?”
“Exactly what you’re thinking,” Logan said. “Let’s roll.”


CHAPTER 36
Calla’s duffle bag sat on the bed, still packed from her last attempt to escape. She tossed in a few extra items—a brush, some mouthwash, things that she wouldn’t really need, but for some reason felt compelled to grab—and lifted the bag onto her shoulder.
Her training had taught her that less was more. The fewer things she had to be accountable for, the better. All she’d really need was a weapon. Luckily, she’d grabbed a wrist-bow to replace the one she lost to the hunter, and picking it up, she fashioned it to her arm. 
Time to go.
It’d crashed over her earlier—as if she’d awakened from a drug-induced high and suddenly felt the guilt of enjoying it. Logan could easily become her obsession. She’d felt it in the shower with him—the tug of her heart that made her so crazy with the need to heal him and keep him for herself. 
The demons didn’t belong to anyone, Logan most of all. He was a rogue and, if Calla had learned anything while living in a compound with a group of emotionally destroyed, bloodthirsty males, rogues remained rogues for a reason.
To think that she could’ve helped him? Calla could hardly help her own dysfunctional past. 
Only a fool would leave the safety of the mansion and venture out where she could easily be killed. By the bounty hunter. By the Sang. Calla focused on the scars across her wrists. She’d already stayed once out of fear. It was time to put that behind her now. “A bigger fool would stay,” she muttered.
“Calla?” The voice from behind made her muscles twitch.
She swung around to find a woman standing at her bedroom door. The faded yellow bruises on her face, interrupting the striking beauty of her features, told Calla she’d finally come face to face with Calix’s woman, Ava. “Hi,” she said.
Ava’s eyes turned grim and dark shadows danced across her face as a streak of white whooshed past her. 
Arms grabbed Calla from behind.
“Hi, babe.” Draven’s voice seeped into her ear like pus from a wound. “I’ve missed you.”
Calla threw her head back and smiled at the crunch of bone. 
Ava dashed forward before Calla could do any more and placed a hand over her mouth. She grappled for Calla’s flailing arm, helping Draven bind them at her sides.
“Go!” Ava stepped to the side.
A shimmer of light blurred Ben’s form as he raced inside the room, before a blast of heat tore through Calla’s body and penetrated her every cell.
Her boots hit gravel. As quickly as it had arrived, the sensation disappeared. Frigid cold stole away the heat that left her standing in darkness. 
A two-second sweep revealed her to be in an abandoned office of some sort, evidenced by the overturned desks sticking up out of the dark shadows, the toppling chairs, dirty papers littering the floor, and broken windows that allowed scant amounts of moonlight through.
What the hell just happened? One minute she stood in her room, the next in ruins. 
Calla broke from Draven’s grasp and backed away, the wrist bow cocked and ready. 
Before her stood her shining moment for vengeance. Visions of Jake surfaced. She snarled. Gold glowed in her periphery. 
Kill.
“Calla, settle down.” Draven held up his hands. “I know you’re pissed—”
“I would be, too, asshole.” Ava sashayed around him and shot a glance at Calla. “No hard feelings.”
Calla alternated her aim between the two then locked on Draven. “How’d you do this? What happened to you?”
His fangs elongated, his eyes a blood-red. He lurched one step toward her before his body flew backward and he came to a stumbling halt beside Ava. 
Ava’s fingers curled over Draven’s crown and yanked his head back. “I don’t think so. You’re not fucking up my ticket to freedom, asshole.” 
The two of them disappeared into thin air.
No Draven. No Ava. 
Gone.
A crinkling sound startled Calla and she glanced to the side. The dull gray of newspaper showed it hung up on the fence through the broken windows and fluttered in the wind. Not waiting for her eyes to fully adjust to the surrounding darkness, she pulled her bag from her shoulder, zipped it open and clicked on a flashlight. 
With cautious steps, she moved deeper into the building with its crumbling foundation, graffiti-sprayed walls, and over-pouring of rebar and bent metal that hung from the holes in the ceiling. An opaque blackness coated the lower most windows, as if they’d been painted, lending even greater use for the torch. 
She reached an opening, where three bent hinges indicated the door had been ripped away, exposing a cement staircase that wound upward to what appeared to be a second level. 
Calla pointed the flashlight down into the spiraled depths of the stairs. They seemed to go on forever. No movement, though. 
She ascended the stairs to the level above. 
Always case the place. Words she remembered from her training. Her hands remained steady, her steps quiet as she’d been taught. Fingers stretched, she wriggled her wrist inside of the bow, assuring it was strapped securely to her arm. 
Something didn’t feel right, though. 
She reached a door and pushed. What seemed to be offices, judging from the few cubicles that still stood, had been leveled into nothing but open space and more ruins. Calla stepped over broken wood planks and chunks of cement, skirting around the gaping hole in the floor that she’d seen from below, like something had busted right through the concrete. 
A noise from the back corner caught her attention. 
She tiptoed toward it, the growing scent of rotted meat crinkling her nose. A sweep of her flashlight stopped her in her tracks.
Her breath hitched.
In the bright glow, a white object shuddered just a few feet from where she stood.
* * *
“So, I hear you’ve found yourself a female.” Zayne’s voice rose from the back seat of the Land Rover as they headed toward the location Marrick had given them. 
Logan inwardly groaned and stared out through the passenger window at the mostly empty streets of Detroit zipping by. “She’s not my female.”
 “Funny, that’s what she said.” Zayne smirked. “And yet, she seemed pretty cozy in your bed.”
“So, you’re the asshole that put her in my room the other night? What was that, some fucking joke, Zayne?”
“What troubles you about a beautiful woman in your bed?”
“Too many issues, that’s what.”
“Hers? Or yours?” 
As Logan craned his head to shoot Zayne a glare, his brother’s blue, soul-seeing eyes bored into his. “Drop the shit. I’m done talking about this.”
A grin stretched Zayne’s lips. “When you decide to get real, we’ll talk.”
“Real? Brother, you’ve been living in a suspended state of reality for a while now.” Logan faced forward again. “How’s it feel to be lost in the Abyzz?”
Gavin sat silent beside him, jaw flexing, as if too preoccupied to get in the middle.
“One day you’ll know the pain of loving someone more than yourself.” Zayne’s voice carried the weight of sadness.
Logan’s teeth ground into his skull against saying anything further. He’d be venturing into territory that neither Zayne nor Gavin would stand for. Logan had nothing against Shey, personally. No point in spouting off something he’d regret.
Gavin drove the vehicle into a fenced lot of battered looking cars and cut the lights. The demons clambered out, and placing his hand to the hood, Gavin muttered a quick chant and the brisk cold of a ghoul brushed past Logan. 
“You take the perimeter.” Gavin nodded at Logan. “According to Marrick, he’s about a block west of here. Keep your eyes peeled. Zayne and I will head across the field.”
Logan separated away from his brothers, as he always did before a potential fight. Cloaked in a black hoodie, he stalked in the shadows alongside the large, factory-type buildings, through the dark, vacant streets that reeked of sulfur, until he reached the open field and his target came into view: Zeke. 
Logan waited in the shadows.
 Gavin and Zayne had begun closing in on the brother, too, also moving with the same stealth as Logan from opposing sides. 
No doubt, Zayne was a ball a nerves ready to unleash hell on someone. Aside from his moments of goading, most of the ride had been riddled with his maddening silence and bloodthirsty stare. 
An object pierced the darkness, the glint of silver flashing against the black sky, and struck Zayne’s shoulder. He reached for the blade that’d been pitched from about fifty yards to the left of where they stood.
Logan scanned the surroundings before his gaze panned back toward his brothers and found a cloaked figure before Gavin, with a dagger in each hand pointed at both him and Zayne. With Zeke’s unmoving form only a few feet behind it, the figure bent forward in a protective-looking crouch.
What the …
A lycan, much smaller than most, came around the figure’s left side, teeth bared and growling.
Gavin slowly held up his hands. 
Either his brothers were just too damned stunned to react, or the figure had some kind of supernatural powers keeping them from attacking. 
Lip curled into a smile, Logan rounded to the other side, slipping building to building, toward the figure’s back, not once removing his attention from the intruders.
Zayne sidestepped the figure, seeming to ignore the warning growls of the lycan at his heels.
“Stay where you are!” a feminine voice called out to him.
Logan closed in, using the distraction to drive his attack.
With a glance over his shoulder, Zayne continued on toward Zeke. 
Black curls of smoke chased behind him. 
“What the … fuck?” Logan ducked behind a rusted castaway vehicle overturned in his path about twenty yards away from his brothers, watching as the blackness whirled around Zayne.
His brother fell to his knees, hands at his throat as if suffocating in the black vapor.
Logan charged from behind the vehicle, daggers drawn. 
The lycan snarled and bounded right for him. He gave the small beast a whack, inciting a yelp as it flew backward into the snow, and announced his approach. 
The figure swung around.
Gavin lurched forward, catching her in his grasp, and her blades fell to the snow.
“Son of a bi—” Zayne cried out.
Logan held his blade level as he stood before the figure and picked up one of the daggers, twisting it to examine the edge of the blade. “Nice.” 
“I suggest you lower your weapon and let me go, or all three of you will be taking a warm ride to Orcosia,” she said past clenched teeth.
A flash of black fell from the sky and kicked up the snow as it hit the ground. 
The cloaked female raised a slender arm to shield her face.
Xander slowly rose from a crouch at the impacted spot and brushed the snow from his leathers. “What have we here?”
“Fallen.” She spoke the word as if he alone rendered her outmatched. 
 “Lyric?” Gavin still held tight to the figure
She gripped his arm in return. “Yes. I’m Lyric.” 
Gavin released her. 
She tripped forward, collecting the daggers on the ground, and slipped only one of the blades back inside its holster. “I don’t trust anyone. Particularly demons.” She waved the second dagger in front of Logan as she spoke. “Already had a couple scavengers sniffing around tonight.”
Logan gave her a onceover, unsure if she was, in fact, a female, except that she had a small, daintiness about her. 
As if on cue, she pulled away the hood of her sweatshirt to reveal more of her face. Damn, like an angel’s. She’d probably be hounded by any one of his brothers except for the fact that her head was shaved on the sides and she had a slew of piercings. Silver flashed across the bridge of her nose, at her temple and at the corners of her mouth, giving a sort of mechanical appearance to her. 
“Wanna … get this … shit off of me?” Zayne continued to struggle on the ground.
The black ghostly swirls drifted across the field like a swarming low fog and absorbed into her skin, leaving behind what looked like tattoos on her arms and neck. 
Zayne bent forward, palms balancing him on the snow, and gasped. After a few choking breaths, he got to his feet with Gavin’s help, and they both strode toward Zeke and knelt beside him. 
Logan remained alongside Xander, who still hadn’t taken his eyes off the woman. 
From where he stood, Logan could see the panicked rise and fall of Zayne’s chest, as if the brother might explode on the spot. The tightness of his jaw, flaring nostrils, and the swirling blue of his eyes told Logan he needed his distance, otherwise he’d haul off and punch someone. 
Not that Logan wouldn’t welcome the fight, but right then certainly wasn’t the time.
Large blossoms of blood seeped through the tattered remains of Zeke’s shirt. His eyes had been sewn shut, which could only mean his eyeballs had been removed. Large gashes marred every visible part of what was left of his skin, the parts that hadn’t been torn away. 
Zayne’s hands hovered over his twin’s ravaged body as if he didn’t know what to do with them. 
“I’d be careful, if I were you.” Lyric petted the wolf beside her as she watched the two lift Zeke from the snow. “He’s heavily Abyzzed. I sewed his eyes until they grow back. One of his arms, too. That was … kinda hanging by threads.”
“You a surgeon?” Logan turned back around to face her.
She rolled her violet eyes, holding the dagger more limp-wristed than before. “No. I’m not. Sorry, couldn’t get him an appointment before our meeting. Sue me.” 
“What’s his name?” Logan nodded toward the kid lycan that’d limped beside her.
“What’s it to you?”
“Don’t fuck with me.”
“Matthias.” She tightened her grip on the hilt of her dagger. “The one that saved your brother. So I suggest you leave him alone.”
“You’ve got a smart mouth on you.”
“Smart mouth and a mean left hook. Don’t fuck with me.”
Logan sneered at that. 
A deep bellow of agony hit the air and echoed outward, as Zayne hoisted Zeke over his shoulder and strode off in the direction of the car. 
Gavin sidled up next to Logan and Xander, wiping what could only be Zeke’s blood onto a kerchief. “What do you want in return?”
She finally stuffed her dagger into its holster and crossed her arms. “I don’t want your money, demon.”
Gavin looked over his shoulder, scanning the surroundings. “Not like you’re living the high life here.”
“Welcome to Section Eight. We get by just fine.”
“And so what would make you get by better than fine?”
She shrugged. “Got any of that Lywa stuff that peeps been talking about?”
“What peeps have been chatting about that?” Gavin stuffed his kerchief back into his pocket.
“Never mind.” 
“Any chance you know a nephilim by the name of Ryke?”
Her jaw jutted out, as though she hesitated to answer. “Yeah. I was fucking him up until he went missing. He’s the one who told me to see Fatman about hiring the infamous Wraths to find Matty. Thanks for turning me down.”
Gavin’s gaze fell on the lycan. “How is it possible that he escaped a fallen guardian and ended up in a basement?”
Her brows furrowed. “Fuck you.”
“Answer the question.”
She swiped at her nose. “Because I couldn’t fight off the hunter and those white things it had with him. I’m just a girl, remember?”
“You lied to Fatman. Told him lycans took the kid.”
“I was under the impression a hunter was after your brother. Didn’t think you’d take the case.”
“Do you know why the hunter took the kid?”
“Yeah. In case you didn’t happen to notice, kid lycans are flying off the shelves lately. Matty’s seventeen. Makes him a hot ticket.”
“Fatman’s dead.” Logan watched her eyes narrow as he spoke. “Apparently, he couldn’t fight the hunter and Sang, either. And Ryke was the one who hired a bounty hunter to come after me.”
“Damn. Something’s not clicking here. Feels like we were baited, somehow.” Gavin looked past her. “Why’d you save my brother?”
“Matty told me you released him in the basement. He followed after the hunter. The hunter dumped your brother. We picked him up. We’re even.”
“The hunter was after something else.” Logan could hardly form the words, not wanting to hear the answer.
“Yeah. Matty said a female.”
Logan’s lip twitched. “How’d he know it wanted the female?”
“When he was captured. He could hear the conversation through the floor. Men talking about a blonde. The Alexi. And some journal.”
“Wade’s journal.” Gavin rubbed his forehead. “They say what they wanted her for?”
Lyric glanced down to the wolf. “He doesn’t know.”
“What’s with Marrick?” Gavin’s tone sounded as if he was setting himself up to apologize to the bastard.
“He helps me watch out for Matty. That’s all. He’s a good guy.”
“Sure.” Gavin nodded. “Forgive our haste, but Zeke needs our attention.” He pulled a business card from his leather trench and handed it to her. “Unfortunately, I don’t have access to the Lywa antibody. But should you wish to discuss a proper reward for this, give me a call here. Thank you, Lyric. We’ll not soon forget this.”
She took the card and tightened her lips. “Yeah. Okay.” With the lycan at her heels, she took off toward a cluster of ruined buildings.
The ringing of a cell phone chimed from Gavin’s pocket and he dug it out and answered. The relief from a moment ago turned grim, his eyes downcast before they settled on Logan. “Thank you, Ben. We’ll be there.” He pinched the bridge of his nose. “Draven’s disappeared.”
“How the …” Xander scratched a thumb across his jaw. “That was Diablis steel. No way he could’ve flashed out of it.”
“Ava’s missing, too.” Gavin pecked at his phone as he spoke. “Gotta believe she played a part in his escape. Should have fucking known Ryke’s sister was as shady as he is.” His eyes briefly met Logan’s. “I gotta feeling we were lured here tonight.”
Logan’s heart beat like a caged gorilla trying to break free from his chest. “Is Calla all right?”
The pecking stopped and Gavin’s shoulders slumped. “Ben says she’s gone. But I got a signal on Zeke’s cell. You think Calla still has it?”
“I sure as fuck hope so.” Logan shifted on his feet, unable to hold still as Gavin waited for the coordinates.
“Signal’s coming from Fourteenth, over by Vernor Highway.”
“Let’s go. Now!” Logan’s hands balled into fists.
Gavin nodded at Xander. “You and Zayne take Zeke back. Logan and I will go after Calla.” 
“And miss out on a fight? You must be joking. ‘Sides, how the fuck you gonna get there, Brother? I got wings.” Xander winked and turned his attention to Logan. “You give a shit about this woman? Don’t strike me as the give a shit type.”
Logan rubbed his hands down his face and through his hair. “Yeah. Fuck me. I do.”
* * * 
Eyes locked onto the white being in the corner of the abandoned offices, Calla backed slowly away.
Hunched over what looked like it’d once been a human body, the way it sat tearing away at a gaping ribcage of grisly remains told her it was hungry.
Sang. Must’ve been. It had the same pale skin and foul scent as the others, but looked far less human than the one that’d nearly taken her at Sanctuary.
When it finally turned, its smashed nose and pointed ears reminded her of a bat, if not for indentations along its skin giving it a maggoty appearance—hideous. As it sniffed the air, the black orbs, set within the pure white face framing them, settled on her. 
Oh, God.
It hissed, and before she could blink, white streaks darted through the air and claws gripped her throat. 
A long serpentine tongue emerged from its mouth and brushed across her cheek. 
Bloody fangs closed in on her. 
Straining her face to the side, Calla jammed the point of her wrist-bow beneath the creature’s jaw and pressed the release. The sound of tearing flesh signaled the arrow’s path through its head as blood burst from its crown, and she kicked back away from the creature the second it shot backward and its hold on her slackened. 
Though, like the top of its head hadn’t even been blown out, it zipped back across the floor—straight for Calla. 
Before it could reach her again, something grabbed hold of Calla’s nape from behind and lifted her into the air. Her shriek escaped as she peered down, but the stiff clutch of whatever held her prevented her from identifying her captor.
In her periphery, Draven scrambled across the floor below her toward the white creature kicking the thing onto its back as he raised a dagger, but he disappeared from Calla’s view as she was swung out of the room. 
Harsh grunts and the blasts of warmth on her neck had her breaths panting, her chest tightening in panic. Air burst from her lungs as she hit cement. With her boot still tight in its grip, Calla trailed her gaze upward—toward where the black carapace carried a dull shine in the darkness.
The bounty hunter. Oh, God.
Calla booted herself loose with her free foot and flipped onto her stomach. She clawed against stranded wooden planks to haul herself over the busted concrete toward the hole in the floor, but a tight grip on her ankle wrenched her back. 
“No! No!” 
A yank loosened her hold just as she reached the hole in the floor and sliced her palm open.
Like a truck barreling into her, an impact to her side nearly stole her breath—the pain from it scorching her body and blackening her vision.
Calla opened her eyes.
Shadowed lavender walls encased her. Somehow distantly familiar.
Am I dead? 
She glanced around at the dark room. A bedroom. Clearly a girl’s, based on posters and pictures. 
A shadow stood in the corner.
“Draven?”
He stepped forward in what little moonlight filtered through the window, and for the first time, she could plainly see the sickly pallor of his skin. 
Calla shouldn’t have been as relieved as she felt. “Is this death?”
“It should’ve been.”
“What do you mean?”
“This is your bedroom, Calla. Before you became an Alexi.” He pointed to a dark stain on the floor closest to the hallway. “We found you there.”
Her gaze swept the room. “How did we get here?”
“I flashed you here. From my memories.”
“You’ve become one. The Sang.”
“Yes.” He swiped his hand across his solemn face. “I wanted to take you somewhere safe. Where the hunter wouldn’t find you.”
 “I don’t remember any of this.” She glanced around the room and rose up from the bed.
“You don’t have to. But it’s who you were.” Draven stepped back, as if trying to keep a certain distance between them. 
“No one lives here now? Everything is as it was when the attack occurred?”
“Who the fuck would want to live in a house where an entire family was slaughtered and two went missing from?”
Across the room, a small picture sat tucked in the corner of the mirror, recognizable even from where she sat. Jacob. She padded across the room, hesitating a moment before peeling it from the mirror. “I’d almost forgotten his ...” Tears blurred Jacob’s young baby face that stared back at her. “Why? Why did this happen to us?”
Draven strode to the closet, and from beneath a box atop of the shelf inside, he pulled a manila folder and clutched it to his chest. “I swiped it from Wade. Don’t know how many times I came back here after you joined the Alexi. I wanted to bring you a token of something.” He handed her the folder. “Your father worked for Penwell Pharmaceuticals.” Draven’s weary eyes met hers. “Recruited by Wade himself.”
Ire stirred deep inside her gut, the pain rising to the surface, and tears brimmed in her eyes. “Wade … he … worked for the military.”
“Discharged. Hired by Penwell.”
“He … killed my family.”
“If not for Ayden, he’d have killed Jake, too.”
“My natural antibodies were stronger than Jake’s, that’s why.”
“You never had natural antibody.” Draven sniffed and licked his lips. “Your father had been giving you and Jake small dose injections. He feared the growing lycan population. All of Penwell employees took it.”
“My … father?” A blanket of cold coated her insides and closed in on her chest. “Why did they kill him? If he carried the antibody?”
“I get the impression your father wanted nothing to do with Wade’s plans. That, and Wade found out you were a virgin.”
“How?”
Draven’s pupils seemed to have dilated beyond the usual brown. “Jase Penwell. Your boyfriend.” He gave a nod toward a picture, where the yellowing tape still kept it attached to the mirror. 
In it, Calla kissed the cheek of a handsome young man with green eyes and sandy brown hair. 
“The news says he died a couple years ago. Got really sick. Some say cancer.”
“What does my virginity have to do with anything?”
“That, I don’t know.” He glanced down at the file in her hands. “It’s written in bold inside. You were the first.” Blood-red in his eyes overpowered the white making his pupils large and black, menacing. 
Something had changed about him—that much was evident—but rather than draw attention to the fact that she noticed, Calla turned back to the pictures. A man and woman stood side by side. Nothing registered as familiar to her, though the woman looked like an aged version of Calla, and the man carried features of her brother. “I hate you, Draven. So many ways I’ve wanted to kill you in the past few days.”
“Calla—you have to know, Jacob … I did try to save his life. You know I would never intentionally hurt him, right? He came along to help me find you. To save you from those demon bastards.”
“I’ll never forgive you, Draven. Never.” She glanced down at Jacob’s innocent face. “But, thank you.” Tucking the picture inside her coat, she turned around. “Thank you for bringing me here.”
His black pupils seeped into the red. “No need to thank me.” 
Like a bullet, he shot across the room.
A blast thumped against her ribs, knocking the wind from her lungs. 
Pinned beneath his pressing weight, Calla panted hard as Draven thrust toward her, fangs bared.


CHAPTER 37
Logan pounded his fist through the boarding that covered the window until glass shattered on the other side of it. “Calla!” His voice echoed through the destruction as he climbed inside.
Xander followed at his heels. 
Logan’s eyes adjusted to the darkness as he searched the ground level. His pulse raced at the sight of her duffle bag sitting at the foot of a staircase, and he bolted up them, bursting through the door at the top. 
Pasty white chunks of flesh dotted the cement around a much larger, hardly human mass, all smothered in blood; its bald head bore a gaping hole. 
Logan’s heart galloped, his eyes flickered back and forth and his fingernails dug into his clenched palm. He stepped past the creature and stalked toward the corner. Piled on the floor, lay ravaged human bodies. Drained. His lip curled.
At a shout from the level above, Logan scrambled away and up the stairs. He slammed through a door, cranking it right off the hinges. 
Xander struggled in a bear-hug grasp provided by the bounty hunter. 
Logan charged toward the hunter and hit it like a linebacker, knocking Xander free, sending the hunter flying through the air. Concrete cracked beneath its slammed impact, creating a crater of shattered cement. 
Diving atop him, Logan straddled the hunter, and Xander shot in from the right, sliding his arms beneath its raised head. 
The hunter writhed beneath Logan’s hold, snapped a limb free, and its blow to Logan’s chest hurled him across the room. 
He smashed into the wall. 
Drywall crumbled all around him.
Shaking off the stars, Logan narrowed his eyes on the beast across from him.
Xander yanked at its neck. His fingers probed beneath the black shell covering its face, as though looking for some kind of weak spot. Like armor, once breached, the bounty hunter could be killed—the difficulty was in removing the carapace. 
As the beast swiped his claws through the air toward Xander, Logan shot to his feet and barreled toward them once more. The hunter’s body thrashed when he leaped onto its midsection, more so when he lodged his fingers beneath a groove in the mask that separated the neck from the head. Logan plucked his dagger from his boot, and as he jabbed the blade into the skinny crevice, the escalated wild bucking between his thighs made for a difficult ride. 
The carapace finally cracked, and Logan rammed his fingers inside. A sticky wet substance dribbled down his hand and wrist, and his muscles trembled with the effort of tugging. 
As a ripping sound accompanied the dislodging of the armor, the hunter roared. Soft yellow flesh surrounding black beady eyes stared back at Logan. Parts of its face had been torn away with the mask, and black blood trickled downward, pooling in the grooves left behind and the opened orifice the screams rang out from. 
Xander pulled back on its crown, exposing its neck, and Logan raised his dagger, but paused.
“He won’t tell you anything, Logan. Kill him.”
Still, something inside of Logan hesitated. The hunter was his only link to where he might find Calla.
Black spray shot into Logan’s face as Xander’s dagger sliced across the hunter’s throat. 
Logan’s heart seized, and he clutched the sickness churning in his stomach. “No!” He stared down at the small glimmer of life fading from the beast’s eyes. “Fuck! She’s gone. She’s fucking gone.”
* * * 
Grunting awoke Calla.
Sharp pain tugged at her thigh, like a powerful vacuum, tingling with each pull. 
She opened her eyes. 
Through a blurry veil of tears, the purple of her room faded in and out like a flashing light. Every muscle in her body burned alongside her fight to remain conscious. 
Her head lolled to the side. A rusted bike lock encased in dirty plastic bound her arms to the bedposts. She yanked at the binds. No give. Against the weakness in her neck, she forced her head to the side. 
Her breath hitched. 
Sprawled naked on the bed, with her hands and legs bound, she watched with horror as Draven’s head bobbed at her thigh. Moans and caresses to her leg made her stomach lurch. 
An outcry died in her throat at the slurping and tug of her vein.
“Your taste … so exquisite …” His words vibrated against her skin, fangs still lodged in her flesh. He, too, seemed naked, from what she could see of him, as he crouched between her splayed thighs. “Can’t … stop … so good.”
She jerked at the brush of his cold fingertips against her exposed sex. The edges of her view closed in. Fading. The room swayed. “Draven … please.” Her voice arrived weak, slurred. Shadows crawled across the ceiling. She gasped with the contraction in her lungs as she struggled for breath. “Draven …” 
“Can’t … the taste.”
A brief moment of blackness claimed her before she forced her eyes open again. 
Lifted from her flesh and face smeared in blood, Draven beat his hands against his head before her lids fluttered closed once more. 
“Calla?” He clambered to beside her and stroked her face. “Oh, no, Calla. Wake up.”
Her lids protested, heavy, calling her to sleep as darkness reached for her. Much as she concentrated on the present, she could sense the shadows swarming over her.
“Calla! I’m going to save you. Stay still. You’ll be fine, okay? Don’t you worry.” 
Draven’s words drifted like a bottled message out to sea. In them, held something important, but the comfort of oblivion held too much allure.
A sharp piercing pain hit her neck. Liquid ice seemed to crystalize in her veins. She stiffened at the sensation as it spread throughout her body, and with a cry, arched up off the bed.
Shadows on the wall peeled away as distorted faces that smiled wickedly. 
The beating of her heart pounded in her ears—the sound of her own blood rushing through her veins. 
Sinking. 
She fell deeper into a black spiral, until at last, it swallowed her.
* * *
Logan burst through his bedroom door. Faint citrus scent hit his nose and he breathed it in to every fiber of his body. 
“Fuck!” His voice bellowed in the dark, empty room. 
He drilled his fist into the wall, withdrawing his bloody hand from the gaping hole left behind. Tiny vibrations wracked his body and a cold, clammy sensation had him wavering on his feet. 
He stalked to his bed, lifted the sheets to his face and inhaled, holding them against him as if it was Calla who lay in his arms. 
He and Xander had scoured the building and the surrounding abandoned shitholes looking for her. No Calla. As if she’d up and disappeared.
Or something more cunning than a bounty hunter had taken her.
In that case? Dead, motherfucker. He wouldn’t even give the son of a bitch the mercy of a quick kill. The bastard had just scored its ass a first class ticket to Logan’s house of pain. 
He’d only stopped the search when Xander convinced him to come home, to be there in case she came back to him. Home—the place didn’t feel right without her.
A frigid spike pierced his heart and he clutched his chest, knowing damn well what caused the trauma—the unrelenting ache of a bonded male.
“Would you kill for me?” The woman’s voice bit into his conscious. 
He turned to face her. “What?”
“You’d kill for me, right?” Her fingertip trailed down his arm and she kissed his shoulder. “Feel that? We’re bonded, lover. You’re my protector.”
“Never call me lover again.” He turned back to his side, away from her.
She chuckled. “You play hard to get. Your father was the same way.” Another kiss fell against his arm. “When the time comes, I trust your instincts.”
“Are you anticipating trouble?”
“The shadow of trouble always lurks behind sinners like me.” Another chuckle. “You will understand. One day, you will.”
Logan forced himself to close his eyes, but only visions of the bounty hunter or one of those pasty bastards hurting Calla infiltrated his thoughts. 
Nothing could be worse than being at the torturing hands of a bounty hunter, though, and Logan’d personally watched the beastly fuck die. ‘Sides that, Calla had escaped it once—proving that she possessed the survival skills most females lacked. If the past few days had shown him anything about her, it was that under all the sweet and shyness she carted around like mask, she was a fighter, fierce and determined. 
Though, much as he tried to convince himself she’d be okay out there, his racing thoughts brought little comfort.
Motherfucker. 
He should’ve reveled in the fact that his brother Zeke had been brought home safe—messed up as all hell, but safe. Instead, the agony of loss slowly consumed him from the inside, tearing him apart.
Not my mate, he told himself, as he clutched his batterfucked skull. Two days ago, he’d have left her to die. 
Logan strode from the bed. After a peek outside his door, he snuck down the hall to Zayne’s room.
A hard knock, and Zayne answered the door, his pupils dilated. 
Damn, did Logan want to look like that? No.
Either that, though, or visions of Calla being tortured running through his mind all night. “Hey … I need something.”
His brother cocked a brow, as if somewhere deep inside of the zombie a soul still lived. He jerked his head, permitting entry. 
Christ, if Logan considered his own room dark, it didn’t compare to Zayne’s. Every corner screamed death and mourning. Pictures of Shey stood on every open space, illuminated by candles. 
The need for air tugged at Logan’s lungs, as if he’d suffocate in all the darkness and grief. “Quick.” 
Zayne rummaged through a bag beneath his bed. He returned to Logan, hand outstretched, holding a vial and syringe. “A couple cc’s at a time, my man. Or you might never come back.”
“How many do you take?” 
A crooked grin stretched across his face. Brother was creepy as hell, like he could see everything. Knew everything. “I’m searching for the point of no return.” He rubbed a hand down his face. “You’re gonna see some fucked up things. Shit’s a lot harder than the street stuff. Just know, none of it’s real. Even if it feels real.”
After heading back to his own room and shutting himself inside, Logan sat at the edge of the bed. The cat leapt beside him and purred. It pushed in for a petting, but only allowed a single stroke of its fur before it pounced back to the floor and slipped beneath the bed. Looking back to the vial, Logan shook it to agitate the black fluid inside. 
He never imagined he’d have that shit flowing through his veins again, but too much of Calla resided inside of him—he needed something to smother the images or risk falling prey to them.
Dipping the needle into the vial, he drew up two cc’s of the fluid into the syringe and tapped the outside of it. Logan balled his hand into a tight fist until a vein protruded from his arm and jabbed the needle into it without flinching. 
Warmth spread through his body. The room morphed. 
His eyes grew heavy. 
He lay back on the bed. 


CHAPTER 38
Cold. So cold. Shivering, Calla opened her eyes and peered down to find blankets covering her body. Every muscle burned, and her head pounded as though her brain might explode through her skull at any moment. 
Nausea tickled her stomach, and forcing herself to take shallow breaths to keep from puking, she rolled her head to the side. 
The remnants of daylight radiated from behind the shades of the window. How long had she slept? 
Another chill shot through her spine, and she tugged at the resistance of her arms and legs. Still tied. She wanted to curl into herself, to ward off the invasion of her sudden malady. Alexi didn’t get sick. 
Floating circles filled her eyes and even the faint glow filtering in burned her sockets. 
Sharp agony struck Calla’s stomach, as if she’d been sliced open and left to bleed out. 
Draven’s face blocked her view of the ceiling. “Calla? Oh, thank fuck, you’re alive!” He lifted her head in an embrace. 
“What happened?” Intense heat flared in her throat, rasping her voice. “Did I sleep?” 
“You’ve been asleep for the last day.” He tipped his head and smiled as he stroked her hair. “I thought I’d lost you. You went comatose.”
Calla glanced away from him. The glow behind the shade had begun to fade, but despite the dimming light, everything arrived in perfect clarity. 
Her gaze trailed the ceiling. The faint glisten of a spider web caught her eye, and she somehow sensed the vibrations inside her chest cavity while a trapped fly scrambled to get free as her hearing captured the scraping of its body against the threads. A moldy scent tickled her nose. Even the scratch of the sheets against her skin left her writhing beneath the blankets. Calla swallowed dryness to ease the swelling in her throat and sunk into the pillow. “Oh, God, what’s happening?” 
“It’s alright, Calla. You’ll be alright.” Draven leaned forward, kissed her cheek.
A thumping noise innervated every nerve in her body. Th-thump. Th-thump. His pulse hammering in her ear. 
Blood. 
She shot forward, against her binds, and latched onto his throat. 
“Ah, shit! Calla! Stop!” Draven pushed against her shoulders. 
Skin popped and blood coated her tongue as she bit down deep into his flesh. No matter her arms and legs remained bound, Draven convulsed in her grasp as if paralyzed. 
Her own scent filled her mouth along with that of another woman. Draven’s arousal slid down her throat, and his anger filled her. So good. Her burning muscles cooled beneath her skin with each tug of his vein. 
An ache between her thighs blossomed and she rubbed herself against Draven’s weakened body. A face surfaced in her mind. Logan. She moaned against Draven’s throat at the thought of the demon. 
As she sucked at Draven’s neck, she visualized Logan’s touch, his lips, his smell—all of it clear in her mind as if he was right there with her.
She closed her eyes. 
Warmth diffused through her body, stealing away the chill as it exploded inside of her and spread outward into her limbs. 
She curled her fingers around her binds.
Her eyes fluttered open. 
A delicious scent filled her nose. Musk. Manly. Mouthwatering. 
Through the darkness, Calla zeroed in on Logan—asleep on his bed, his face obscured by his arm. 
Holy … that was cool. 
All she’d had to do was think about him and poof!, she was there. Like a hallucination? She lifted her hand that still held the rusted bike lock; uncurling her fingers let it fall to the floor. 
Naked, Calla stalked toward the demon. On the nightstand, a vial and needle lay next to his dagger. She picked it up and examined the black fluid before setting it back down. Tipping her head to the side, she watched him sleep. 
Had he ever looked so peaceful? 
A swipe of her hand across her mouth brought forth the realization she still wore Draven’s blood. After a quick wash in the bathroom, she returned to where Logan slept. 
Long cords of muscle stretched beneath the arm he’d thrown over his eyes. His other arm lay at his side. Bulging pectorals slowly rose and fell with each breath, contracting his stomach, a washboard carving of perfection that Calla longed to run her fingers across. The black sheets covered his lower half and she lifted them to see his naked form beneath. 
A rush of pleasure blanketed her insides at the sight of his sex. Her mouth watered and she licked her lips. 
Take him. 
She dropped the sheet and lowered herself to crawl over of him.
His arm jerked away from his face and those brown bedroom eyes shot open, half-lidded. “Calla?”
Before he could move, she pinned him down and seized his mouth, running her hands over his chest and abs. 
His moan vibrated in her throat. 
His smell. His taste. Every sensation detonated in her mind.
“Fuck, baby,” he rasped against her lips. “I thought you were gone for good. Am I dreaming?”
“What if you are?” she whispered in his ear, reveling as his chest rose beneath hers. 
“I’d never wake.”
She pushed herself up until straddling him. His eyes seemed to feast on her where she sat. 
“Gods.” His hands caressed the curves of her hips, up to her breasts. “So many times I’ve dreamed this.”
“No more dreaming. I want you now.” She ground her core against his stomach. “All of you.”
He nodded. “This is … this is my fantasy.” A quiet laugh shot out, tinged with excitement as he rubbed the top of her thighs. “Oh, shit, Zayne said this would feel real.”
Calla leaned forward and kissed his throat. Whatever he’d taken in the vial must’ve given him the belief she was nothing more than an illusion.
Good.
Thudding at his throat pounded against her cheek.
She closed her eyes and breathed in the scent as if she could already taste the blood.
No.
Calla drew back.
Not Logan.
Deep labored breaths had his chest rising and falling, as she backed herself down, down his stomach until she reached his growing erection. 
Saliva pooled in her mouth.
One long lick up his shaft sent his hiss echoing through the room. She looked up to see his head tilted back against the pillow, his fists clutching sheets. Calla smiled and kept on, reverently kissing, licking, sucking, tasting him. 
His body carried the spice of man, the warm inviting medley that kept her salivating. 
Calla sensed unease in the tension of his muscles, and as if it connected somewhere deep inside of her, she thrilled in it. Her nails dug into his thighs and his curses excited her. His moans, so loud, played along her nerves, and kept her going. 
Logan lifted his hips right off the bed. “Motherfuck!” 
Nails gouging his flesh, she slammed him back against the mattress and pulled away, her fang grazing him on its dislodge enough to incite another curse.
“Holy shit, Calla, what are you doing to me?” An approving tone to his voice accompanied a smile and he threw his hand to his face, widening his knees to accommodate her body. 
Slowly, she inched herself up his massive form, leaving a trail of kisses along his flesh. 
Strong arms wrapped around her waist, holding her tight against his chest. His hands gripped her ass, fingers drifting down between their bodies, across her sex. 
Like an electric zap, the sensation zinged up through her core—as though she’d suddenly become ten times more sensitive than before. Her mouth fell open, eyes closed, and she drew in a sharp breath. 
A gasp escaped her as he pushed a finger inside. As if all her nerve endings had come to life with that touch, each glide against her flesh while he pushed in and out registered in ways she’d never experienced before. 
“More. I need more.” The desperation consumed her. 
He slid another finger inside. 
Calla cried out. “Yes! More!”
“Jesus, Calla, you’re so wet,” he whispered against her throat. “Are you ready for me?”
“Yes.”
He removed his fingers and pushed her hips back, and she gently lowered herself on him. “Ah!” she cried out again, half-impaled. 
“Slow.” Logan held up her up off of him. 
“No.” The frustration of needing him inside of her overrode the pain. Her sex clenched and contracted, as if her erotic appetite had grown wild with need. She smiled, torturing herself by pushing back on his enormous erection.
“Calla, take it slow.” Logan croaked. He clutched tight to her ass, keeping them fused, and curled her beneath him until he was on top. 
Her body welcomed him in this position. 
“It’s supposed to feel good.” 
Only a moan passed her lips. She raised her hips to him, and he thrust all the way to the hilt until he pumped in and out with ease, a piston moving smooth and fluidly. 
“Am I hurting you, Calla?”
Hurting? Nothing registered as painful in the new position. Calla knew pain. She knew embarrassment and shame. 
Only pleasure and need swam through her veins. Need to have all of him inside of her, consuming her until he could damn near touch her soul. She wanted to be claimed by him. Owned by him forever. 
The only pain she felt came from knowing that he couldn’t be hers. That whatever they shared would end after tonight.
His warm pulses of breath feathered her neck. “You feel so good. Gods, I could do this all fucking night.”
In and out, in and out—a perfect steady rhythm of bliss. So gentle and controlled, though from the tension in his muscles, Calla sensed him holding back. 
“I want to be inside of you, Calla. All of me. A part of you forever.” He spoke against her ear, his arms around her head like a cage. 
She pressed her palm against his chest, forcing him to release her. As he lifted away from her, confusion stared back in his half-lidded eyes. 
Silently, she pushed him on to his back and climbed on top again. “Logan, I’ve never done this.” She slid her cleft along his shaft. “I don’t know how to move.”
With gentle hands, he guided himself inside of her and laid back. Slow and careful, she seated herself until she’d taken all of him, her fingers clutching at him harder with each additional inch. He remained still, as if allowing her to get used to him, though judging from the hardness, he’d be looking for release soon. Legs clamped against his thighs, she closed her eyes and rocked her hips. Falling into a blissful rhythm, Calla let out a moan and slid her hands over her body. 
Head slightly up off the pillow, hands on her hips, his eyes riveted to her. 
The movement felt natural, as if she’d experienced it her whole life. Up and down, back and forth her hips circled. Each time she came down on him hard, he filled her. 
She tipped her head back, as Logan grabbed her breasts and rolled her nipples in his fingers. Her nails dug into his chest. Muscles burned. 
Faster, faster. 
Liquid flames coursed through her thighs. Her breasts bounced, stomach tightened. 
Pressure mounted. 
“That’s it.” Logan gave her a little slap on the ass. 
Through the darkness, she eyed his vein pulsing inside his neck. 
Dryness crept her throat.
Mounting, mounting.
* * *
Could’ve been the drugs, but for once, Logan didn’t need the pain. All the worries and apprehension that being with her—inside her— would unravel every horrid memory he kept tucked away remained inside their dark compartments of his mind. 
Calla was all he could feel, smell and taste. Only Calla. 
The female had more power than she even knew. The power to bring a demon to his knees and leave him eternally fucked. Highs, lows—he wanted it all with her. 
Logan stared up at the beautiful woman rocking against him. Her touch, the soft satin of her fingertips, fashioned by the angels themselves, no doubt, was a gift straight out of the heavens—a gift he didn’t deserve, and sure as hell needed more than air, water or any other life sustaining element that kept his ass attached to the upside of the world.
Gods, she was beautiful before, but the way her long lashes fluttered over her cheek, the part in her lips that curved into a smile, the pink flush of her skin—Logan wanted to frame that look and keep it safely tucked away. He’d done that to her, and his pride swelled at the thought that no other male had before him. 
My Calla. 
Her brows came together and her muscles turned rigid. She arched her back into him, breasts pressed against his chest. 
His thoughts faded for all but the female before him, her hair falling against his face, a fog of pure pleasure dulling his otherwise dark and twisted need for pain. 
Her moans escalated, her pace hastened, muscles taut.
Logan braced his hand on her hip and drew her into him. As she bit down into his neck, heat consumed him and sent him over the edge. 
The sound of her screaming his name echoed in his head, like a bullet ricocheting against his skull. A shiver traveled his spine, and for a brief moment, a flash of light so bright discharged like fireworks in his brain. 
His seed shot into her, filling her in pulses, the relief unlike anything he’d ever felt before. 
“Ah, fuck, Calla!”
Logan threw his head back against the pillow. Dizzy. Like every cell in his body had unfurled, struck by electricity that left him stunned and momentarily paralyzed in her grip. Launched into heaven and left to fall from the sky. 
She could have hurled him across the room, as weak as he suddenly felt—sated beyond any measure. Every muscle in his body quivered, like Jell-O—wobbly, unsteady, useless. 
All he wanted was to lay beside her, tuck that small body into his, and sleep forever.
She collapsed alongside him on the bed. 
He dragged his deadened arm across her body and pulled with as much force as he could muster, allowing himself to be taken under by her scent mixed with the heady fragrance of sex and sweat. His tongue puckered with the urge to lick the infusion from her skin. “Don’t leave,” he whispered against her nape. “Please don’t leave. You could kill me right here, right now. Death by your hands, Calla. Your touch. I wouldn’t fight it. Just, please, don’t leave.”
* * *
His words went straight to her heart as Calla lay silent. 
The longer she stayed with him, though, the sooner he’d find out what she’d become. Sang. One of those disgusting white creatures. One he’d eventually have to destroy. She’d crave the taste of blood—already had. A plague, he’d called it. Nothing but a sickness.
“Sleep.” She stroked his cheek, hoping the crack in her voice wouldn’t reveal the tears she fought to hold back.
“Stay with me, Calla.” His voice arrived as a slur. Either the drug was taking over, or sleep had come to claim him. 
If she could just stay in that moment forever—with him—his arms wrapped around her, his weight to remind her of his presence even in sleep. She kissed the top of his head, and hunger twisted in her stomach. 
No.
Calla could cry. The more she tried to ignore it, the more it called to her. Feed. Kill. An unsated, angry beast inside of her.
“So hungry,” she whispered.
She closed her eyes. A blast of warmth passed through her, and when she reopened her eyes, she was back in the lavender bedroom. 
Draven still lay on the floor, a pearly white pallor replacing the color in his skin, the rims of his eyes shadowed by black circles. 
Without removing her focus from him, she dressed quickly.
“Calla,” he said in a raspy voice. “Please … don’t … leave me like this.”
“How do you feed it? This … monster you’ve created inside of me? How can it be fed without hurting others?”
“You need … blood to … survive.”
Anger stirred inside of her. The hatred she’d felt before for Draven lashed out and twisted in her stomach. “Then I’ll finish you off and kill myself.”
“I’m … sorry, Calla.” A shine glistened in his eyes. “For everything I’ve … ever done to you. And for Jacob. I never … meant to hurt you.”
She knelt beside him. “I could kill you. Tear each of your limbs off and have you watch as I consume them. I’m stronger than you, Draven. I’ve always been stronger.”
“I know.”
“Should I spare your life tonight and leave you to whatever fate awaits, you will never come for me again. You will forget about me.”
A tear spilled onto his cheek. He nodded. 
A flaming hole stretched inside her stomach. Feed. 
Calla rose from her crouch and closed her eyes. The image in her head transported her to a place she’d still find others up this hour. If it had to be fed, she’d give it a sustenance that would ease her guilt.
She opened her eyes and stared up at the sign atop the dark building. 
Moonshines. 


CHAPTER 39
Logan jerked awake, his arms curling around the nothingness beside him. 
A dream.
Which meant Calla was still missing, whether she’d taken off or been kidnapped—a thought that had acids creeping up the back of his throat. It also meant the night before, as much as it’d left him content and sated, had been nothing more than an illusion.
Fucking drugs. Felt so real. The scent of arousal even still carried thick in the air. He must’ve jacked off all night.
Logan stumbled his way to the bathroom, desperate for the shower, anything to wash away the disappointment of waking alone. 
At the sink, he brushed his teeth and eyed his white hand towel—stained with blood. 
What did you do last night, asshole?
Logan shook his head and blinked away the film blurring his vision. “Gonna have to tie myself down the next time I do that shit.”
He stepped inside the hot spray of the shower. With hands flat against the wall, he braced himself and allowed the water to trickle down his hair and face. Soothing his muscles. 
Finished, he exited the shower, wrapping a towel around his lower half, and made his way back into his bedroom. A white button-down and dark pants hung from a rack inside his armoire. 
After dressing his lower half, he stood buttoning up the white shirt and his eyes narrowed on something lying on the floor across the room. He strode forward until standing over it. A bike lock? Tiny splashes of red had dried over the dirty black. Blood? Bending forward, he lifted it closer, his eyes zeroing in on the pale strands tangled around and floating outward from the link. With a sudden urgency encouraging him, he tugged the blonde wisps free and brought them to his nose. As he caught the faint hint of familiar scent, a rush of adrenaline moved through him. 
Had Calla actually been there? He drew in another dose of the lingering citrus, to be sure. New resolve slammed through him at the confirmation. He had to find her.
After ramming on his boots, he bolted out of the bedroom, leaving them untied as he jogged down the stairs to Gavin’s office, and found his brother sat with his feet kicked up on the desk. 
“I’m going to need someone to cover the casino today.” As he spoke, Gavin’s eyes, red and bloodshot, as if he’d not slept all night, trailed upward, and he frowned as they landed on Logan. “What’s going on?”
“Calla. She was here last night.”
“Calla?” He sat forward. “Are you sure?”
“She came to me.” He glanced away, as he added, “We uh …” When he turned back, Gavin’s eyes narrowed on him. 
“You look like you’ve been to the bottom and back.”
“Zayne … I couldn’t sleep …”
“You shot up Abyzz?” Gavin’s frown carried the same disappointment as that of a father pissed off at his unruly son.
“Yeah. What’s the big deal?”
“That what you saw last night probably wasn’t real.”
“It was real. I’ve got blood all over my bathroom to prove it.” Logan diverted his gaze to the floor. “Not that I … hurt her. I don’t know where the blood came from.”
Gavin’s eyes turned suspicious. “Well, this story just keeps getting better. Maybe you should stay away from that shit. It screws with your head.”
“Fuck, man, I’m not strung out. I mean, I was, but it’s out of me now. She was here. Really here. And I want to look for her. She might be in trouble. Or hurt. I don’t know whose blood that was. And check this out.” Logan held up the bike lock. 
“A chain?”
“I know she was here. I smell her. Feel her. Everywhere.”
“Her touch? That only happens after you’ve …” He rubbed a hand over his face. “Logan, the Council will never honor a bonding between the two of you until you rectify your past bond. At some point you’re going to have to acknowledge and separate.”
“It’s wrong. Why should I honor her for that? Why should I give her the benefit and satisfaction of thinking she was my bonded mate? I was tricked. That wasn’t bonding.”
“I understand. But you—”
“I know what I did, Gavin. I don’t need a fucking recap. That shit wasn’t bonding. That was … messed up.”
Gavin stared silent for a moment. “You respect the Eradis.” He scratched his jaw. “In spite of what happened, you still believe in it, don’t you?”
“I believe in the bonding of souls. Souls that should be together.”
“I’m not going to sway you one way or the other. But if Calla is alive and it’s her you truly want to be with, you’re going to have to find a way, Brother.” He glanced away. “You know they won’t allow me to be your Brozszius twice in Obsidius.”
Logan’s brows furrowed. “You think I’d ask you to do that? I didn’t ask you the first time.”
“And know that I would do it. I can’t watch you suffer that way again, Logan. A part of my soul still rests on that table where our blood was spilled.”
“I’ll figure this out.”
Gavin stood up from the chair. “Go. Find her. I’ll cover Sanctuary.”
* * *
Calla dropped the man’s lifeless body to the floor of the bathroom stall. 
She didn’t even have to feel for a pulse. His pale, sickly face and doll’s eyes told her everything. Drained. By her.
Tucking her breast back inside the bra, her lip curled at the memory of him feeling her up as she sucked him dry. Sure, she was a killer, trained to slay without remorse. Not humans, though. So what that she’d caught him pushing around one of the waitresses? That his blood tasted of violence and lust. That she could smell his intent the moment she’d invited him into the men’s restroom. 
Did that warrant his death?
What have I done?
She slid down the graffiti-scribbled wall. A dirty bathroom stall to where she’d followed the guy to give him the blowjob of his life, or so he thought, anyway. 
Tears rolled down her cheek. It had to be the lowest she’d sunk yet. For the first time, she truly felt alone.
The restroom door swung open.
Panic swelled inside of her. 
She wiped the tears away, sniffed and quickly lifted the body onto the toilet, holding him there silently as she peered through the crack in the stall door. A tall, dark-haired man had his back turned to her, fussing in front of the mirror. 
He cocked his head to the side. “Come out, little one.”
Calla’s breath hitched. 
He isn’t talking to me. 
She avoided swallowing past the lump in her throat, certain he’d hear it. Her victim’s body slid from her grasp and she scrambled to hold him up.
The stranger chuckled. “Suit yourself. Perhaps you’d prefer to have someone else find you and your … cargo. I can help you dispose of him. No one would be the wiser.”
God, that’s all she’d need … end up hunted down by cops and investigators. Supes were bad enough, but at least the cops had little knowledge of them. 
Who was this man and how did he know?
“I’ve watched you all night. Thought about buying you a drink earlier this evening.” He glanced back at the stall. “Glad I didn’t.”
He’d seen her go in there with him? 
Stupid Calla. Criminy, you must be the worst predator to walk the planet.
“You’ll need to feed again. Humans don’t offer much to keep you going. And its daylight now. One step outside and you’ll singe to ash.”
“How … how do you know?” Her voice echoed from the stall.
The man finally turned around. Through the crack, Calla’s gaze took in his black hair and the most beautiful sapphire eyes she’d ever seen, his skin perfect, as if carved from marble. “Let’s just say, I’m somewhat of an expert on your type.”
“Are you … one?”
“No.” He smiled, his teeth a striking shade of white. “Your kind intrigues me.”
“I’m not … I was recently bitten.”
“By whom?”
She looked down. “No one. Some jerk who almost drained me.”
“Well, he must have thought highly of you. The Sang can choose to turn a victim, or not.”
Choose? Panic tightened her throat. Had biting Logan changed him?
“I can show you many things.” He beckoned her out of the stall with a finger. “Come with me.”
In spite of her urgency to split the scene, something tugged at her gut. “Who are you?”
“My name is Ryke. No worries, little one, I’ve no intentions of hurting you.”
“You’re … you’re the one who took Zeke. You beat your sister.”
“If you’re referring to the Wrath Brother, Zeke, his brothers found him at the hands of a fallen angel. And my sister is about as conniving as they come. She has a mental condition.”
No doubt.
“I’m not professing to be your knight in shining armor. I’m simply offering an alternative to your …” He shifted and peered through the crack of the door. “… situation. There’s another way. You can feed without killing.”
“How?”
“Come. I’ll show you.”
What was the alternative? Not like she could grab a pamphlet about Sangexzha from the local health department.


Ryke seemed to be the only one with answers. 
Calla took a deep breath and exited the stall.
* * *
Standing beside the table inside his room, Logan shoved daggers in the holsters at his hips, and inside his boot. He slipped the Glocks into their holsters at either side of his chest. 
An ache beat inside his ribs, presumably where he had a heart, as if the cold bastard suddenly felt something. Calla. His whole body mourned for her. Gotta find her.
With a tug of his hood over his head, he spun and headed toward the door.
The buzz of his cell phone broke his stride.
“Yeah,” he answered. 
“Might want to get your ass up here.” Gavin’s toneless voice had his senses on alert. “Someone’s here to see you.”
“Unless it’s Calla, tell whoever it is to piss off. I’m out.”
A beat of silence followed before Gavin spoke again. “They’re here about Calla.”
Logan’s muscles tensed. “Who?”
“Don’t know. Couple of suits. And their bodyguard.”
“Be there in ten.”
A million questions zipped through Logan’s head on the jog down the stairs. He followed the long hallway to the left of the foyer, down another set of stairs until he reached the door of the garage. Among the color palette of vehicles, his bike, parked beside the one Gavin had purchased for Ayden, stood out like a silver splotch. A quick jog across the aisles brought him standing beside it. As he stared down at the helmet, visions of Calla passed through his head—their last ride, the snowball fight. Smiling at the memory, he hopped on the bike, fired it up, and took off up the ramp.
The dreary overcast sky mirrored his somber mood as he weaved through Detroit traffic. Like even the gods felt sorry for him, or something. 
Who would possibly know anything about Calla aside from her Alexi cronies? 
The long tunnel engulfed the bike and Logan fed it more gas, the roar of the engine echoing behind until he finally reached the underground garage of Sanctuary. After parking next to Gavin’s Mercedes, he hopped off the bike and took the elevator up to the fifth floor offices.
Logan’s pulse thrummed as he approached Gavin’s office, where Red the security guard gave him a quick nod, and Logan stepped inside.
Arms crossed over his chest, Gavin stood behind his desk, silently staring down at two men dressed in suits and sitting in chairs opposite him. Another guy almost as big as Logan—a bodyguard judging from his stiff pose—shifted on his feet as Logan passed. 
What the …
Gavin’s intense stare seemed to lighten a little as Logan came to a halt beside him, where he got a look at the men. 
Gray hair sat to the left, his suit a dark contrast to his pale face. Wrinkles put him somewhere about sixty, Logan guessed. The one beside him, much younger with dark brown hair and a cocky smirk, could’ve been in his twenties. Definitely a father and son duo, as they looked like one of the funny aging booth apps that Zeke liked to play with on his phone. 
On the brink of snapping, Logan rested his knuckles against the desk and leaned forward. “What about Calla?”
Gray cleared his throat and shifted in his chair. “I’m Daniel and this is my son, Oliver. We—”
“I don’t give a shit where you’re from. What do you know about Calla?”
Gavin remained silent beside Logan, like he knew shit would hit the moment he arrived.
Logan’s knuckles burned with the urge to pop the younger fuck, who kept a grin tucked away behind pursed lips like a pansy. 
Tingles chased a chill down his spine. 
Sins. Logan’s senses picked up on it like piss in the punchbowl. The younger more than Gray.
Behind them, Muscles shifted his weight in a remember me? fashion, as if to suggest Logan better watch himself. One sniff confirmed his masters were one hundred percent human. Logan couldn’t quite make out Muscles, though, who carried a bit of a gamey scent, wild and possibly a little unstable—definitely not demon.
“We actually thought you might be able to tell us about her.” 
“Apparently you overestimated my kindness.” Logan gave a dismissive wave. “Now, get the fuck out.”
“She may be in danger.” The younger clone gave a furtive glance toward his father then back to Logan. He leaned in, dipping his head, smirk downturned into something more serious, though he still looked like a pansy. “We’ve been tracking some activity. A new supe on the playground.”
Okay, they knew about supes. So what? “What does this have to do with Calla?”
“We think she may have been … exposed.”
“Exposed to what?”
Gray cleared his throat a second time, and by the frickin’ gods in Orcosia, if he did it again, Logan might have to snap his gullet. “We’re only human. Perhaps you might have more insight.”
“More insight into what?” Gavin asked.
Gray shrugged. “We don’t know, exactly.”
“One of you two better spill what you have, or I’ll be spilling your guts all over my brother’s nice carpeted office and Muscles over there can carry you home in a takeout bag.” He tipped his head. “Time is precious to me and you’ve wasted enough of mine.”
“Vampire-like.” Younger clone’s shoulders rolled back. “If we had to guess, we’d say they’re vampires.”
Damn. Logan resisted the urge to give Gavin the oh-shit glance because, no doubt, he’d be thinking the same thing. Humans privy to lesser-known supe matters spelled trouble. 
“And how the fuck would Calla have anything to do with this?” Logan leaned forward again. “Better yet, how the fuck would you know anything about Calla?”
“We’ve encountered one of her Alexi colleagues on the streets. He says she went AWOL. He confessed to having bitten her.”
“Draven?” Gavin sat down in his chair. “Where is he?”
“He’s being tended to by some of our medical staff. He’s critical after having been exposed to the venom himself.” Gray shifted in his chair as though his hemorrhoids flared at the thought. “If Calla doesn’t seek out some help soon, she may run out of time.”
“He doesn’t know where to find her?” In Logan’s periphery, Gavin entwined his fingers, his office chair creaking as he leaned back in it.
“No. He says she left him to die,” Gray answered.
Good. That meant Logan could finish him off.
“So, say I know where she is.” Logan pushed off the desk and crossed his arms. “I tell her to pop in to her local urgent care and ask for vampire-like vaccine?”
“Well, not exactly. Not yet, anyway. You could bring her to us.”
Logan tipped his head to the side. “Now, why would I do that, shithead?”
“Because we have the cure for it.” Junior’s eye twitched as he spoke, a good indication that he lied.
“The cure.” Logan snorted. “You can’t even tell me what the fuck it is. How can you possibly have a cure for it?”
“It simply hasn’t been speciated yet. These processes are a lot of red tape and investigation. More so, if the organism in question isn’t supposed to exist.” Junior scooted back into his seat. “And neither is the lab submitting the data.”
Yeah, screwy.
“What you’re talking about doesn’t exist.” Gavin spoke in his starchy gambling voice as if he tried to call the guy’s bluff.
How much did they know about supes? “I’ve not heard of bloodsuckers except in shitty movies and Goth porn.” Logan rubbed his hand down his face. “Where’d you say you’re from?”
“Penwell Pharmaceuticals,” Gray said. “We have a research and development lab dedicated to this particular supernatural … affliction.”
Logan couldn’t help but cock a brow. “Supernatural affliction?” 
“Please. No disrespect.” Gray held up his palms. “We fully recognize not all supes pose a threat to humans. But we are aware of this species. And we’ve proactively taken steps to prepare our kind for an attack.”
“What makes you think they intend to attack?” Gavin leaned forward, resting his elbows on the desk.
For the first time, young clone looked as scared as he should have from the off. “It’s already begun.”
“And just where the hell did you come across this affliction to have a cure for it?” Logan’s voice carried half the civility of Gavin’s, as usual.
“In patients, actually. We were referred a young man who’d become quite ill. He died, but his autopsy demonstrated a very strange substance. We amplified the sequence. Not DNA or RNA. Yet, it integrated flawlessly into his genome.” The fascination in Junior’s tone suggested he’d played some part in the lab. “We almost didn’t catch it.” He gestured with his hands as he spoke. “The problem is the cellular apoptosis. We’ve not found a way to reverse it. Yet, of course. Though individuals infected begin to show signs of atrophy and ultimately … death.” 
Logan turned his attention to Gray. “You want to translate that bullshit explanation?”
Gray smiled. “It’s a fast-moving venom. It becomes part of the human makeup rather quickly. Meaning, within minutes, a human can become fully … uh, blood sucker, as you said. Unfortunately, it’s a little too fast. It begins to overwhelm the human cells and the individual dies.”
“So, how do I know you won’t try to eradicate Calla?”
“It isn’t too late for Calla.” The desperation in Junior’s voice had Logan wondering what kind of time she did have. Not that he’d ask—he had a sense they’d offer up some bullshit for the opportunity to poke her with needles. “She can be saved.”
Saved. Since when were pharmaceuticals in the business of saving anything? “What exactly is Calla to you, some kind of pinup girl for all the lab techies to jack off to?”
Gray’s gaze fell from Logan’s. “She happens to be the first female infected. We have no idea what physiological repercussions being a female might pose.”
“You just said you could save her, though.”
“If her colleague is correct, that she is recently infected, there’s still time before it becomes fully integrated.” Gray cleared his throat. “Based on past experiences.”
“You know many supes?”
“Well, not many, admittedly. We’re only aware of Wraths because your reputation precedes you.” Gray gave a quiet chuckle. “It seems even your own kind fear your particular species.” He leaned forward, placing his elbows against his thighs. “We came into the knowledge that the Alexi harbor an antibody to lycan venom.”
Logan’s expression remained stoic.
“We can save lives.” Gray’s all-too-bright smile, like a commercial on TV, had liar flashing in Logan’s head. “You protect humans—”
“I don’t protect humans. I exact vengeance for clients. Get your shit straight.”
“Right. My apologies. I just meant to say that soon, you’ll be fighting an unseen force. As they grow stronger, other species will suffer. They are far worse than lycans. Far more effective and cunning. We have the power to halt their evolution, but the secret lies in the chemical structure of the Lywa antibody. We must know more about the Alexi. It’s imperative that we find the victims before the venom spreads.” Gray reached into his pocket and pulled out a card. The tremble in his stretch didn’t go unnoticed by Logan. “Give us a call, should you wish to know more or hear anything new.” 
Neither Logan nor Gavin reacted, and Gray dropped the card on the desktop.
The apathy in Logan’s expression must’ve prodded the two of them along. Both suits stood up from their chairs, forcing Muscles back a step. “Nice to meet you. Both of you.” Gray bowed his head and allowed Junior to pass him.
Logan remained silent, gaze fixed on them as they shuffled toward the door and greeted Red the security guard, who’d remained outside. 
“Dipshits,” Logan muttered. “You think they’re responsible for bringing back the Sang?”
Gavin puffed his cheeks and blew out a breath. “I don’t know where the hell they would’ve found the organism. It’s been extinct for centuries. It’d never survive the environment.” His steepled fingers tapped each other. “Not liking the fact that Calla seems to be an integral piece in this game, Brother. I think these humans know more than they’re letting on. And if they do, we’re in for a shitty ride.”
“Gav,”—Logan stared off at the small stack of papers piled on Gavin’s desk—“Calla and I visited Orcosia—”
“Whoa. Wait.” Gavin shook his head. “You took her to Orcosia? She could’ve been killed! Are you nuts?”
“Yeah, probably. But that’s not the point. I checked out the Cartazmus.”
“How the hell did you get permission to read it?”
Logan smirked. “Threatened the keeper.” He sat down at the edge of Gavin’s desk. “Did you know Sang were a plague?”
“I vaguely recall from history.”
“Yeah, guess what was missing from the book?”
Gavin rubbed his hands down his face and kicked his feet up on the desk. “I’m going to guess the part that explains where babies come from.”
“Yeah.”
“Calla is the first female infected. My guess is, that’s not coincidence.” After a moment’s pause, Gavin’s stare met Logan’s. “Only one thing differentiates Calla from any other Alexi female on the street. They think she’s a virgin.”
Logan scratched the back of his head. “Not … anymore.”
“They don’t know that.” Gavin kicked his feet down and rose to stand beside Logan. “Which means, you better get your ass out there and find her.”


CHAPTER 40
Calla wiped the blood from her lips and dropped the body to the wet pavement. Raindrops fell on her victim’s face, diluting the blood as the red bulbs disappeared beneath his chin. 
He’d done bad things. 
Over and over she told herself, a feeble attempt to feel okay about killing a human. Alexi never killed humans unless they were on their way to becoming a wolf. Or unless General Wade deemed them too weak to save as soldiers. 
She tipped her head back and let the light drops of rain hit her cheeks, as if it could wash away her sins like a kiss from heaven, telling her she’d done the right thing.
As she stepped toward the entrance of Moonshine’s back-alley, she froze, her heart caught in her throat. 
The silhouette of a man took up the center, legs spread, arms crossed. Everything about his stance screamed pissed off. 
Logan.
Heart jackhammering an erratic pulse, she turned so he couldn’t see the blood smeared across her mouth. “What are you doing here?”
“Looking for you.”
“How’d you know I’d be here?”
“I didn’t, at first. Thought you were tied up in the basement of some bastard with a death-wish, until you came to me last night. This place is an all-night buffet for vengeance-hungry lycan slayers.”
Calla crossed her arms. “What do you want?”
“You left. I told you not to leave.”
“You were also tripping out when you said that.”
His shadowed head tipped to the side. “I see you’ve taken up a new hobby.”
“What are you going to do, punish me now? This asshole beat his wife nearly to death three hours ago.”
“You beat me to the punch, then.”
She sagged her shoulders and let out a sigh. “Look, if you’re here to convince me—”
“I’m not asking you, Calla. I’m telling you to come back with me. You’re in danger.”
“I’m fine. Quit treating me like I’m some helpless child. I’m an Alexi soldier.”
“You’ve been exposed.”
“Yeah. Surprise! I’m a nasty Sang now, too. Sorry I didn’t tell you before sex. Wishing you’d slapped on a condom?”
“The venom will begin to affect you. It’s nearly killed the one who bit you.”
“Draven?” She threw her head back with a laugh. “The venom didn’t nearly kill him, I did.” She glanced down at the body on the ground. “Should’ve finished him off. You’re free Logan. Go back to whatever you were. Do whatever it was you were doing before all of this. Consider yourself lucky I’m not the trapping type. Casual flings without the strings. Isn’t that what you Brothers are all about?”
He lurched toward her, stepping into the light where she could see him—his brown eyes set against his dark brown hair, his chiseled jawline and warm olive-toned skin like a Roman god. The white unbuttoned shirt he wore offered a nice eyeful of his muscled chest, accentuated by the shine of the alley lights and the way it rose and fell with his deep breaths. It could’ve easily have been thirty degrees outside and she suddenly felt warm. 
“You’re coming back with me. I’ll drag you from this fucking alley, kicking and screaming, if I have to, Calla. I swear it.”
She shot him a sidelong glance. So badly she wanted to run into those arms that would shield her from whatever crap life she’d suddenly taken up—but she couldn’t. “You’re not dragging me anywhere. This is where I belong now.”
He shook his head. “You belong in a nice house with a nice happy life. You’re better than this.”
“I just bagged and tagged this jerk for his blood. Better?” She sneered. “Apparently, not good enough for your house or your life.”
He rubbed his hand down his face. “Believe me, if I could give that to you …” 
A frigid darkness rose from the pit of her stomach. “What—we’d live happily ever after?” She wiped the rain from her face. “In case you haven’t noticed, I’ve become somewhat of a predator.”
His lip twitched. “I want to do right by you Calla. I want to help you.”
“Do right?” She blew out a breath. “You can do right by leaving me alone.”
“Well, too bad. You’ve just won yourself a shiny new stalker. Lucky you.” He edged toward her. “Now, quit the shit and let’s go.” He reached out a hand toward her.
“I’m not some poor, sad and sorry girl you can boss around at your command.” She stepped back. “That girl is dead. So stay away.”
The weariness in his stare vowed determination. “No. Tell me you hate me or to go fuck myself. You can even tell me that you want nothing to do with me. But staying away from you isn’t an option.” He stepped toward her. “Doesn’t matter where you go, I’ll always be one step behind.”
She stood silent, biting her lip where the blood of her victim had left a salty taste on her tongue. With her slow shake of her head, red filtered into Logan’s eyes. “Then I’ll be sure not to leave footprints behind for you to follow.”
A force crashed into her chest, crushing the wind right out of her, and within seconds, she hit the pavement, cold rain seeping into her clothes. Logan straddled her, holding her hands captive at either side of her head. 
“Let me go, Logan!” She kicked and writhed beneath his big body, her eyes squinting against the mist.
He leaned closer. “Listen to me. I’m not going to just stand here and watch something happen to you. You’re coming back with me.”
“I don’t …” The effort of trying to push him off hindered her speech. “… need you to … look out for me. I … don’t need … your pity. You don’t owe me anything.” She raised her head up off the ground but he pressed his forehead to hers. 
“I’m not doing this because you owe me, or I owe you.” His words came out on a growl, and the reddish tint to his skin gave a clear indication that she’d hit the temper button. “I’m fucked, Calla. The moment I first saw you, I knew you were going to fuck me, and you did. My head’s not right.” He stroked her hair and gripped a handful at her crown, his voice calmer as he said, “Believe me when I say I’ve tried to treat you like any other female, to cast you aside and tell myself you don’t matter to me. I’m bullshitting myself, though.”
Each upward thrust of her hips failed to move him. 
“I care about you now and I won’t stop until I know you’re safe in my bed beside me.” 
She quit struggling and stared up at him, breathing heavy from the tussle. “In your bed?”
“Yes.” He leaned in and kissed her throat, sending a rush of heat through her body. “Another night with me. Please.” He spoke between kisses against her neck and collarbone. “I need you. I want to feel you again. Don’t you want to feel me?”
“Just one night?”
“Just one night. I promise,” he whispered in her ear, “You’re my drug, Calla. The one that’s going to pull me under and ruin me for life, but even one more taste of that is better than none at all.” He kissed her so hard she could feel the gravel of pavement cutting into the back of her head. “Fuck,” he muttered against her lips. “I want to tear you open and sew myself inside of you forever. Come back with me, baby.”
Calla’s heart wanted to tear free of her chest as she closed her eyes.
Logan’s curse echoed in her head as she opened them again—back in Ryke’s office right inside Moonshines, a place he’d offered her to crash during the daylight. Probably the only place Logan wouldn’t think to look for her. 
Only the wall separated her from Logan, but for all he knew, she was miles away. No doubt, he’d tried to use his charm to trick her into going back with him. Not for his own pleasure, but because she’d become everyone’s problem—the screw-up that kept screwing up. His proposition had obligation written all over it, and she was damned if she was going to be his problem. Not when his focus needed to be on Zeke.
Besides, one night wouldn’t cut it for Calla. She already knew too well that the more time she spent with Logan, the more she craved him. 
“Enjoy yourself?” The voice echoed in darkness and interrupted her thoughts. 
Calla startled backward, nearly falling out of Ryke’s office chair.
The nephilim emerged from the shadows, moon’s light falling on his shoulders, making him look bigger and more intimidating than usual.
“I … fed on a victim.”
“A victim?” He tilted his head. “Is the blood I’ve supplied not good enough for you?”
“It is … I just ...” She just didn’t know where the blood came from in his case. He’d kept it stocked for her in a small refrigerator. At least her kills were doing society a favor. “I like to hunt.”
“Do you, now?” Ryke moved across the room like a snake slithering through the grass and sat at the edge of his desk beside her. “We share a common interest, then.”
“Oh? What do you hunt?”
A slap threw her head to the side and left a stinging burn on her cheek. “Bitches who defy my orders.” He nabbed the front of her shirt, wrenching her toward him. “Did I not tell you to stay here?”
“Go to hell.” She spat out and closed her eyes. Cold bands, like metal, wrapped around her throat, their tightness threatening to snap her head clean from her body. She couldn’t flash, as hard as she concentrated on the place she wanted to be: the soft lavender and quietude of her bedroom. Calla opened her eyes to find Ryke’s grin spread wide across his face.
“Apparently, I need more aggressive measures with you, love.” A second thread wrapped around her neck, that one tighter, more binding. “This is precisely why humans will never climb the food chain as long as there are supes. You’ve not mastered the art of control. Do you value your life?”
When she hesitated, the chains tightened, and she gasped from the pressure.
“Do. You. Value. Your. Life?”
At a quick nod of her head, the tension in Ryke’s shoulders languished, the grip at her throat loosened. 
“I’d hoped not to resort to this, but your rebellious nature leaves me with no choice.” He unwound the chains from her neck, but the restriction remained at her throat. “What you have around your neck cannot be removed. And you cannot leave this building without disintegrating into dust. So, I suggest you heed my laws and drink of the blood that I”—he spoke through gritted teeth—“so graciously provide you.”
“The blood. I have to know where it comes from.”
Something lit his eyes. “Would you like me to show you?”
She didn’t trust him one bit, but curiosity gnawed at her. The fridge was stocked with bottles of blood—the kind that stayed with her, abating the hunger she felt soon after her back-alley jobs. She nodded and, as he released his grip of her hair, lifted her fingers to her neck. Deep ridges ringed her throat, formed from what felt like leather bands. 
“The bands are made of human flesh. Most equipped to contain a soul, after all.”
Her stomach lurched at the thought. “Human?”
“Very.” He patted the desktop beside her. “Come, pet.”
The voices in her head that usually steered her away from what could only be trouble had silenced—as through becoming Sang had suddenly awarded her the freedom to be stupid—and she dutifully followed behind as he led her out and into the dark hallway. 
“This … thing with me. I get that it’s sort of vampire, but how does it work?”
He shot her a glance over his shoulder. “It’s much like a virus, actually.”
“A virus. Like … the flu?”
His chuckle echoed down the hall. “Most people don’t have a craving for blood with the flu, last I checked.”
“Then, what?”
“It’s an ancient organism. Endemic to a specific species centuries ago that wiped themselves out.”
“The virus wiped them out?”
“In part. That and they couldn’t produce offspring.”
They finally reached a door, where Ryke pulled a piece of chalk from his pocket and drew a circle, just as she’d seen Logan do.
“Are we … going to Orcosia?”
He snorted. “Not quite. I find this a simpler way of travel. Even in Detroit.”
“Why couldn’t they produce offspring? The Sang?”
He cocked a brow. “You know of them.” He tucked the chalk back inside his pocket and, placing a hand inside the circle, spoke a chant, opening the portal. “Human blood is not enough to sustain the virus. It kills off its host, a true parasitic relationship.”
“Am I going to die?”
He remained silent and crossed his arms over his chest. “Amusing. You humans are always so preoccupied with death. Of course you’re going to die. All humans die. And still, you bring and celebrate birth with this knowledge, all while contemplating your own mortality. The question is, how will you go about prolonging the inevitable?”
“Show me.”
His face softened into a smile, and the click of the door preceded a slow creak. 
Calla’s chest knotted as her gaze fixated on the gruesome scene within. The scent penetrated her nose and coated the back of her throat. 
Her stomach folded over on itself, not so much repulsed, but suddenly … hungry?
Alexi hung from chains, dangling from the ceiling. She’d recognized them, though just barely. Their naked bodies carried bruises and bite marks hardly visible against the grayish-blue pallor to their skin.
“What is this?” The disgust carried thick in her voice.
“This is what will prolong the inevitable.”
“Alexi?”
“The only blood strong enough to sustain the organism.” He glanced back and brushed his finger against the naked thigh of the soldier hanging beside him. “Though I’ve found even its effect weakens with time.”
“I am an Alexi. Why must I feed on them?”
Ryke smiled. “Silly girl. You think it’s you feeding on the blood? It is the beast inside that feeds, and should you decide to deny it’s craving, you will find yourself at the mercy of its destruction. It’s parasitic. It has no conscious thought of managing resources. It tells your brain what it wants, and you supply what it needs to thrive. It will feed on you without remorse, or thought for its own mortality. Perhaps you should take a cue and do the same.”
“You said they wiped themselves out. Did they feed off of one another?”
“Smart girl. Like every species, the demand for power overruled their survival. What was a mutual arrangement, a balance, soon turned to greed.”
“What about their … not being able to reproduce.” 
“It consumes the blood cells required to sustain a baby.” He glanced down toward her stomach. “I suspect your uterus is a fucking warzone right now.”
“I don’t mean … female Sang. I mean males. And human women.”
His eyebrow kicked up and the smile across his face tugged at her hairs. “Enough talk. It’s time to feed.”
She caught a glimpse of the hanging Alexi. “I won’t.”
“You will, or you’ll die.”
“And what makes you think I want to live like this?”
“Because you’re more valuable to me alive than dead. And that alone should give you reason to live. I assure you,”—he leaned into her, his forehead touching hers—“this could get worse.” The bands on her throat tightened as he spoke. 


CHAPTER 41
It’d been a few weeks since Logan had last felt anything, as if someone had stripped away his senses entirely. Being awake and conscious offered only the painful truth that Calla was still gone, out of his life. Which in turn, meant he couldn’t breathe.
Logan sat on the edge of his bed and tapped his arm; finding an unaffected vein had become as chanceful as stumbling across a four-leaf clover in a field of horseshit. “C’mon!” He tapped it again, each new tap a little sharper than the last. 
At the first hint of a blue line, he snatched up the needle and released the poison into his bloodstream. Within seconds, that familiar warmth, like an old friend, crawled beneath his skin and spread to every part of his body. 
Instantly calming. Relaxing. Escaping. Deep. 
Deeper into the nothingness, he fell. 
Calla.

His mind called out to her in the one place where he could almost touch her again. 
Calla.
Blackness swarmed him, so thick his eyes couldn’t see past it. 
No Calla appeared.
Logan pulled his knees into his chest, gritting his teeth and trembling. He squeezed his eyes shut so hard, a zap of agony shot up through his skull. 
He beat at his temples. No, no, no. Gotta see her. His body ached for even the imaginary caress of her fingertips beneath the intensified effects of the bonding.
Maybe he needed a heavier dose, but Logan barely had a few cc’s left in his vial. He rolled to the side, and the crack of the nightstand jostled his brain as he kissed the floor. 
“Damn,” he mumbled, setting his hands flat against the tiles.
Shaking his head, he pushed himself up and stumbled across the room, trying to ignore the shifting of the walls. 
Blinding light pierced his eyes through the window. What the hell time is it?
Lifting a hand as a shield, he staggered out to the landing, toward Zayne’s room, bumping into walls along the way.
His heavy fist thwacked against his brother’s door. “Zayne!” His hoarse voice bounced back at him, penetrating his skull. “Open up!”
The door swung inward, and Logan fell into Zayne.
“What the hell?” Zayne dragged him across the room and threw him into a chair. “How much shit’d you get into?”
“I need more.” Logan looked around the room, always so dark. Only the steel strings of Zayne’s guitar lying on the bed caught Logan’s attention. His eyes made a slow trail back to Zayne.
The wide grin across his brother’s face taunted Logan’s punch-happy fist. “I don’t think so, my man.”
“I’m not asking you, Zayne.” Logan gripped the arms of the chair. “Don’t make me take it over your dead fucking body.” He scanned the room again. “Scratch that. You’d probably welcome death. I’ll just get the shit myself.”
A hard thrust to his chest sent him back in the chair. Logan growled, muscles tensed, ready to swing at his brother—if not for the Abyzz he’d shot up making him see double.
Zayne knelt before him. “I know this pain.”
“I never said I was in pain, asshole. On the contrary. I’m feeling hella good, right now.”
“Right.” Zayne cocked his pierced brow. “More like you can’t breathe. That you’re just existing while you’re straight and sober. One dull moment after the next, until you can see her again. Your soul feels translucent, an empty void on display for everyone to gawk at. Sound about right?”
Logan’s lips parted before he tightened them into a frown. “No.” He curled his fist and struck Zayne in the jaw, snapping his brother’s head back. “Quit your soul-seeing bullshit and give me the goddamn drug!”
“Stubborn bastard.” Zayne flexed his jaw. “What do you want it for? Ask yourself that.” He dabbed a finger at the blood coating his torn lip that’d already begun to seal. “How deep do you want to fall? She’s not on the other side. You know that much.”
“And how would I fucking know that?”
“Look at you. Because you still feel her. You still hold hope that you’ll find her. That’s the shit of a bonded male. Love. It’s real. And you know damn well she’s alive.”
An ache in Logan’s chest made it hard to breathe. His eyes burned with an urgency to break down. He choked it back, though. No way would he cry like a pansy in front his brother. “It’s not real. I gave her a chance and she backed down.”
“Bullshit. Females only back down so you’ll man up.”
“Goddamn, Zayne, I can’t stop thinking about her. If she’s okay. I feel like a sick, obsessive, stalking bastard. I could feel all the places she touched me. Her smell used to be so strong, all over me. Now it’s fading. Little by little, she’s slipping from me.” He shook his head and sat back, staring up at the ceiling. “Can’t believe I’m telling you this.”
“It’s the words we fear to say that hold the most truth, Brother. Your bond with her grows each day. There isn’t a drug in the whole underworld that can replace the touch of your taszhla.”
“She’ll never be my taszhla. I can’t be with her. I wish … but if she knew ...” He clutched either side of his head and tucked into his knees. “Gods, she deserves someone better. Stronger than that.”
“Calla isn’t perfect.”
“She is fucking perfect.” Logan snapped his head up and he snarled. “In every way.”
“Easy, killer.” Zayne chuckled. “Because you see her that way. That’s what it’s about. You don’t see all that stuff going on. Whatever baggage she’s got. I’d bet my soul she’d give two shits about your past.”
“I didn’t bond with her, Zayne. Her blood was put into me. What if … this is only temporary? What if it’s not a true bond?”
“Doesn’t matter how she becomes your taszhla. She’ll never be temporary, and you know it.”
Yeah, he did. There’d never be another female who could touch him, really touch him, the way Calla did. She got him in a way no other being on earth ever would. 
“Shit. If my female were out on the streets right now, it’d take a whole hell of a lot of walls to punch through before I’d let her slip away.” Zayne sniffed. “Even then, I’d break through bricks until my knuckles bled.”
Logan nodded, casting his gaze to the floor. “I’m sorry. With Shey … damn. I don’t know … sorry, man.” Words usually had a way of flying out of Logan’s mouth but, suddenly, he seemed at a loss for them. 
Zayne scratched his thumb against his cheek. “I’ll see her again.”
Logan’s lips formed a hard line. Only one way he’d see her again, and Logan just didn’t want to think about that. Leaning forward, he gave Zayne a quick hug with a hard pat on the back. “Thanks. And, uh … sorry for clocking you in the jaw.”
“You hit like a girl, anyway.” Zayne smirked. “And you’re welcome. Now get the fuck out of my room.”
Thoughts tangled into a mess as Logan stumbled back the way he’d come. Hell, yes, he planned to do exactly as Zayne said—find his female. 
Yeah, he’d have to go through some shit to be with Calla. Admit his former bond in front of the Orcosii Council and pray that Calla would stick with him in spite of it all. 
For her, though, he’d walk through hell’s fire and back. For her, he’d face the shadows of his past—even if it meant possibly losing her in the end. 
He had to try.
First, though, he needed to sober up. Quick.


CHAPTER 42
Logan punched his fist through the milky white skull and ripped the spongy brain from bone, focusing on the blood and ichor dripping down his arm. He glanced around the empty staircase, at the walls covered in graffiti and the broken glass scattered all over the floor. 
How many of the paleskin fucks had he killed in the last few weeks? 
He’d lost count. 
None of them had valued their lives enough to give him answers. Had they seen Calla? Was she alive?
Almost a month had passed since he’d last seen her in the alley at Moonshines and Logan had hit the downward spiral into madness. He’d been a fool to think he could drown her touch in the Abyzz. A bonded male could never forget his female’s touch—a realization that’d finally knocked him upside the head. 
Calla was his mate. 
He straightened from the gore and wiped blood on his leathers. First Alexi camp he’d come across and every one of them had been mutilated by the Sang. Only a matter of time before the news picked up on the string of deaths. Though, in most cases, the bodies had been left so unrecognizably human, any coroner would be at a loss trying to figure out the cause. 
For the time being, they remained grisly secrets tucked in Detroit’s abandonment.
Logan froze at the sound of a cough echoing through the staircase from the direction of the lobby. After tossing the bloodsucking bastard’s organ to the ground, he headed that way. 
A sturdy desk still stood, amid the crumbling walls and exposed wiring, the busted slots behind the desk with fading room numbers. Avoiding the paper scattered all over the floor, he rounded it to find two bodies struggling on the floor.
As Logan crept closer, he realized the body beneath only lay rotting. 
The white beast on top rolled onto its back.
Draven. 
His hair had fallen out, leaving him bald. Blood-red had seeped into his eyes, just like with the others, and faint veins peeked through his translucent, bloated skin.
Draven’s eyes widened like he’d just been issued his pink slip from the reaper. Only a scant amount of blood trickled out of the corner of his mouth, and a lazy swipe of his tongue told Logan the fucker’d become weakened since he’d seen him last. What the hell kept him alive, Logan could only guess. The kid had some serious kind of drive to survive. 
Crossing his arms kept Logan from strangling the little shit. “Where is she?” 
“Stay … away … from her.” 
Or not. 
Logan lurched forward and gripped Draven’s mushy throat. “You want her to die? Like you?”
A shine coated Draven’s eyes. “She’ll … die.”
“She can be saved. Penwell—”
“Created … this. Brought it back.”
Logan’s lips tightened for a moment, before he said, “I’ll get you some blood to hold you over. And you will help me, or I’ll kill you myself.”
* * *
Calla bit down into the arm of the Alexi hanging from the ceiling. 
God, the room had begun to smell. Had she noticed it before? Like death. 
Had one of the Alexi died? 
She glanced up at male she fed from, whose skin had begun to mottle as veins moved closer to the surface with its thinning. 
Don’t look at them.
A knot twisted in her stomach for having done so. 
She’d gone weeks feeding on them. Mindlessly. Heartlessly. 
Only one upward glance messed with her conscience. 
She released herself from the body. A spasm jerked his arms and legs.
Slumping to sit on the floor, Calla glanced around the room. Two of the nasty bat-like creatures—progenitors, Ryke had called them—hung upside down from the rafters. They carried the purest concentration of Sangexzha, which made them less human over time, and thanks to the ample supply of Alexi blood, they didn’t die off at the stage of infection that left them looking like white maggoty creatures.
They gave Calla the creeps. 
She raised her arm, examining the healthy tone still coloring her own skin. Oddly, hers carried a slightly pink hue—though, in only a matter of time, it, too, would begin to pale, like the others.
Her gaze trailed back to the Alexi soldier. Deadened eyes stared past her, his body still alive only by the ‘miracle’ of the Lywa antibody, which allowed its host to survive horrific torment—that, and Ryke had some cocktail injected into them every evening.
Wrapping her arms around his legs, Calla lifted the Alexi’s limp body up and unhooked him from the chain. His upper half toppled over, tripping her backward a few steps. After a quick glance to check that the bat-things hadn’t moved at all, she carefully laid the Alexi down on the floor. 
Muscles had begun to waste away on his form, but remained stiff and ice cold. 
His fixed, staring eyes filled with tears, as she stroked her hand down his cheek. “I can change you. I can make you one and spare your life,” she whispered. “Will you let me help you?”
Those fixed eyes shifted in her direction. A tear finally spilled onto his cheek. “Kill me,” he rasped, his voice mutilated and weak.
A numb but familiar sensation moved through Calla. Shame. As though the disease she carried made her dirty. The expression on his face held the same repulsion as the Alexi males who’d shunned her because of Wade. The male would rather face death than become what she had. “I … I can’t.”
“Please.”
Her pulse hastened. She could drain him. That’d give him a relatively painless death. 
Yet, the thought of drinking his blood twisted sudden knots in her stomach, and clutching her belly, she lurched to the side as the blood meal she’d just eaten spewed from her mouth.
Red spattered against the concrete floor and strung from her lips. She heaved, and more blood burst forth. Dizziness swept over her as she stared down at the mess. 
Oh, God. 
She couldn’t drain him. 
Calla glanced up at the chain still dangling from the ceiling hook. Struggling past the nausea threatening to rise again, she clutched the bottom hook and flicked it high enough to unhinge the link from the one at the top. Knelt beside the soldier, she lifted his head and wrapped the chain around his neck, holding tight to the end of it.
A weak grip held her wrist. His eyes stared back at her, earnest and ready. “Do it.”
She gave a hard tug of the chain, and his body seized and stiffened. Body twitching, he reached a hand to his throat, horror dancing across his face as if he’d changed his mind.
Calla twisted the link with one hand and held his clawing fingers in the other, watching as death made a slow appearance. 
“What the fuck is this?” Ryke’s voice from the doorway traveled straight to her spine. 
Calla spun. “He … he got sick. I thought he might be contaminated with something. So I disposed of him.”
“Sick.” Hands on hips, he appraised the scene. “Funny, he’s only been exposed to Sang. And Sang don’t fucking carry human diseases.”
“I’ve … been feeling a little under the weather, myself.”
Ryke’s eyes drilled into her, swirling into a mesmerizing blue labyrinth. 
The Alexi’s hand clutched her arm, and a shriek tore through her chest. The soldier convulsed as the chain bit into his throat.
“Finish him.”
“What?”
“Finish him off. Mercifully.”
“But … he’s sick.”
“You just said you’ve been feeling under the weather. Perhaps you passed something along to him.” Ryke crossed his arms. “You can’t get sicker off of what already afflicts you. Am I right?”
No. She couldn’t feed off of him. 
“Do as I said.”
Calla looked back to the Alexi. The furious pounding of her heart intensified as she peered into the terror in his eyes.
A hand gripped her skull tightly and shoved her toward the body. “Drink from him, or I will keep him alive long enough to swallow his own organs.”
She gulped and leaned forward, teeth clenched. The smell of him churned in her stomach. Calla’s lip quivered as she hovered over his skin, fangs elongating. “I’m sorry,” she whispered before her teeth sank into the Alexi’s flesh. 
Metal and the flavor of stale, rotted meat filled her mouth. She coughed, sending a spray of blood up into her face, but kept her mouth at his bicep. Each pull brought her closer to the edge but a tickle in her throat forced her to pull away. The moment she dislodged from him, her stomach pushed what little she’d consumed up her throat and expelled it all over the floor.
“Want to know what I think?” Ryke said beside her. “I think you’ve got a secret.” He yanked her head back by her hair. “Is there something you want to tell me, little one?”
Shaking her head against his grip, Calla swallowed back another urge to heave. The acids burned her throat as they rolled back down into her stomach. “No. No secret.”
His hand snaked down her breast and Calla jerked back, but he continued down, down until he reached her belly. “I think there might be some congratulations in order here.”
“What?” 
“Who’s the little bastard’s daddy?”
“Daddy?” The pull on her hair tightened. 
“I’d be willing to guess you fucked a demon.”
Logan? She’d only been with him once, weeks ago, when she’d first turned. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
“Let me make this easy for you. As you’ve experienced over the last few weeks, Sang don’t pass up a blood meal. Unless something forces them to reject it. And they can’t get pregnant. Unless they’ve had some potent cock recently that could impregnate a fucking corpse if the demon felt bonded to it. Seems your skin has a colorful glow these days.”
“I’m … pregnant?” Her body felt light in spite of the enormous weight bearing down on her right then.
“Congratulations.” He hauled her up by her hair. “Guess what, though … I don’t take in bastard sons of Wrath.”
Calla struggled against him, kicking and punching, before she went limp and closed her eyes, imagining herself in Logan’s room. 
The bands at her throat tightened, damn near choked the breath out of her, and she opened her eyes to find herself being carried down a dark corridor. 
“Try to remove your fancy necklace and you’ll disintegrate.” He glanced down at her while overhead lights flashed by. 
Calla craned her neck in time to see the oncoming archway, threw her feet out, and braced herself against the stone arc, using the momentum to push back on Ryke. His grip to her midsection allowed just enough leverage to climb the wall and flip over his shoulder; landing behind him and crouching, she swept out her leg and knocked him right on his ass. 
Spinning on her heel, she dashed off down the hall, scratching at the binds around her neck. Tighter. Tighter. Air seeped from her lungs and she fell to her knees, clawing at the bands. 
 “Oh. Did I mention? Your leash doesn’t steal breath. It’s a soul choker. What you feel right now is nothing compared to what could happen, if you remove it.” Ryke huffed and shook his head. “Stupid humans. Your value depreciates with every stupid decision you make. My clients were willing to pay top dollar for a virgin Alexi. Then you had to go and turn Sang. Still, you were valuable to me as a pure virgin Sang … up until you fucked a demon. Now, you’re nothing more than a cheap whore.”
Calla kicked the floor, scrambling to get away from him. A sharp clamp of her throat had the walls closing in. She fought the blackness, keeping her focus on Ryke. 
He lifted her up once more and slung her over his shoulder. “Perhaps there’ll be a sympathy fuck later if you behave during the ceremony ...”
Ceremony? What ceremony? Calla forced herself upright but was hefted back to a slump over his shoulder. 
“I’ve kept my hands off of you for quite some time. But since the shit’s hit the fan with my woman, and it’s clear you’ve been dick-tainted, I’m thinking I’d like to explore that body of yours.”
Ignoring the panic in her chest at his words, she focused on his earlier ones and asked, “What clients?” 
“I don’t discuss business with females. Just the chauvinistic bastard that I am. But know, that pretty ass of yours had dollar signs all over it. So, how could I resist tracking you down?”
“Tracking me?”
“Well, not me, exactly. That’s grunt work. I hired a hunter for that.”
Comprehension slapped Calla in the face and sunk to the pit of her stomach. The bounty hunter had been after—no. Zeke had stopped it from coming after her. 
“Had I known you were slick enough to elude an Enforcer, I’d have come for you myself.” He shook his head. “You want to get shit done …”
Poor Zeke had been tortured because of her. The Enforcer hadn’t been hunting Logan or Calix, after all. 
He’d been hired to track her. 
Acids crept up her throat again. “Why? Why me?”
“You know, I couldn’t figure that out at first. The million dollar question, quite literally. My clients offered to pay some shiny coin for your pure, untouched ass. Even after you’d turned neck-biter, they were still willing to strike a deal to have their pure virgin Alexi.” He gave a disapproving tsk with a shake of his head. “I suspect they’ll be as disappointed as I was. Apparently, you’re useless to them as a whore.” He sighed. “Not like it matters. I had no intentions of turning you over. See, if the most powerful are willing to pay top dollar to have you, then keeping you for myself would make me the most powerful of all. Don’t you agree?”
“Who wanted me?”
“Calla, let’s just say your story has the most wicked plot of any Alexi.” He chuckled. “Your ass belonged to someone else the moment those wolves bit you. And you thought the almighty Wade was the sickest bastard that ever lived? Across all species, money is power and those who have it, gods. There’s a war on the horizon. If you can’t be the strongest, you create the strongest.”
“What do you mean?” She squirmed in Ryke’s grip, but he held her tight. “What are you saying?”
“I’m saying that if you happen to survive what I have in store for you—and don’t worry, I’ll see to it that your post op is the best money can buy—I’m going to have to consider some insurance on that ass. Shit’s going to fly when my clients hear it’s been tapped.”
Calla gave another kick that only resulted in a snort. “Just give me a name! What does it matter?” Desperation settled over her. She needed the answers. “Who hired you?”
“Ah, what the hell?” He set her down against the wall, holding her throat as he drew a circle on the wall with the chalk he pulled from his leathers. “Penwell.”
“The Pharmaceutical company?” She frowned, just before he hoisted her over his shoulder again. “Why?”
“To breed with the Sang.” He slapped her on the ass. “Keep the species alive and well. But no worries. You’re essentially worthless … to them.”
The distant sound of cheering reached her ears. Louder and louder the sounds rose until the noise bounced off the walls. 
Calla craned her neck to see its source. 
A curtain of clamor hit the air as the door swung open. The light gave way to darkness in an enormous theater packed with bodies, all standing, fighting, yelling. As if she’d walked into a boxing match.
Ryke carried her down a skinny path through the crowd. She jerked away from the brush of fingers against the backs of her thighs. 
They finally reached an open area of light. A spotlight in the darkness. Deposited onto the floor, she scrambled away from Ryke, bumping against something behind her. 
She turned to find an enormous cage. A beast inside, wearing a bull’s mask, charged toward her. She scooted away just before it hit. In one hand, he held a scythe. The other, mutilated hand reached out between the cage bars. 
Ryke stepped in front of her, and the excited crowd hushed. “I apologize for the interruption, friends.”
Calla glanced back inside the cage. A man lay across a slab, sliced and bloody beyond recognition. Above him, an enormous pendulum hung at rest from the top of the cage.
“I have a very special treat for you tonight.” Ryke took a few steps to the left. “I think I’ve made it pretty fucking clear how much I hate those bastardly demon pricks, the Sons of Wrath. Have I made this clear to you?”
The crowd bellowed.
“Well, it just so happens, the bastard son is expecting his very own bastard!”
The crowd roared an angry reaction.
He gestured for them to quiet again. “Yes, I was surprised to find out the news myself.” His arm hooked in Calla’s, jerking her to a stand. “Here, I have his woman! The one who carries his child.”
More roaring.
“So, tonight … we’re going to purify this demon-fucking whore. We’re going to remove the demon bastard from its womb and give this woman a new start. Clean and pure.”
No. 
The crowd cheered.
Calla writhed but he gripped harder. 
“What do you say we get started?”
“No!” Calla clocked Ryke in the jaw. 
His hand clamped around her chin, and he kissed her on the mouth. “I plan to make it short and sweet,” he said quietly, “but any more of that shit and you’ll be entertainment into the early hours.”
“Don’t do this.”
He grinned and dragged her to the door of the cage. 
Calla’s boots scraped against the concrete as she fought to keep from being forced inside. 
Bullhead shoved the other body off the slab, sending it falling with a sloppy thunk to the floor, and shifted back and forth as though suddenly excited. 
As Ryke shoved at her, Calla wrapped her leg around the door’s bar, but Bullhead stormed toward them. As the force of both males wrenched her from the cage, pain shot like razor blades up into her shin. “Shit!” Calla’s leg bent in a backward contortion, but she kicked at Bullhead with her good foot and arched herself between the two as they carried her through. 
The cold solidity of concrete slammed into her back.
Chains locked her into place. 
No. She glanced around, looking for something—anything—but nothing useful lay within reach.
Ryke leaned down, lips puckered.
Calla head-butted him, taking small pleasure from the crack of bone, and from the blood that trickled from his nostril. 
Ryke’s flash of a smile diminished as he dabbed it with his fingertip. “Perhaps a lobotomy is in order. I happen to like my females a bit more submissive.”
“Go to hell. I will never submit to you.”
The corner of his lip tugged. “You have no choice. You belong to me, pet. And once this baby is out of the picture, I’m going to teach you how to mind your place.” A spin on his heel took him to face Bullhead. “I won’t be needing your services this evening, friend.” He gave a pat on the tormentor’s chest. “I’ve some friends who’ll be doing the honors tonight.” Ryke signaled behind him.
Calla strained against her bindings. Her heart beat erratically in her chest, her breaths coming forth on a pant. 
To the tune of cheers echoing inside her head, two burly nephilim pushed an elegant wheelchair inside the cage and lifted the snow-white, hunched-over creature onto the floor beside her.
Progenitor.
She’d seen them staring at her from shadows in the feeding room, but never had she seen one outside of the darkness. Its fixated stare, dark and menacing with its lifeless eyes, roused a shudder. The darkening gray of its face suggested it hadn’t eaten in days. 
“I’d been saving this blood meal for another defiant bitch in my life, but why the hell not? Indulge a little, right?”
Calla tugged at the chains. 
“I had some very special bindings designed especially for you,” Ryke said, turning back. “Silver doesn’t typically have much effect. But you’ll never escape Diablis steel.” He gave a glance toward the creature. “And they smell an unnatural pregnancy like sharks in the water.”
Cheering died down, and Ryke exited the cage, leaving the ugly Sang to stare at her from where it sat. 
Its eyes widened a second before it lurched into motion, slithering like a white crack of lightening across the floor. Up her body, it crawled, its flattened nose pressed to her stomach, and it lifted its head. The black in its eyes rolled back and fangs protruded from its upper lip. 
A hiss shot down Calla’s spine, chilling her bones. 
A long, brown-nailed finger slipped inside her leather jacket and, like a blade, it zipped upward, the slice of her clothing trailing behind. 
Calla stiffened. Only a thin white T-shirt separated her bare skin from the creature’s target. The thought clattered through her mind, almost drowning the throb of her blood swishing through her veins. 
“I want to fight you.” The words arrived on a desperate blurt. “Release me, you chicken shit.” 
He slid a finger over the hem of her shirt.
Shit. Shit. Shit. Chains rattled in her ear with the shaking of her body as panic swelled inside of her. 
The creature lifted her shirt without tearing it, concealing her belly from her. 
Wetness slid across her navel. 
Calla jerked back, her stomach muscles tightening as she sucked in a breath. Had he slit her belly open and only merciful shock kept her numb? 
A sting at her thigh and slurping sent a flashback smashing through her mind—her vision, the one shown to her by the creature in the parking lot at Sanctuary. 
No. No, no, no. 
Calla summoned every ounce of strength inside of her and bore down on the chains. 
The metal gouged into her flesh with each tug, as weakness and dizziness settled over her with each long draw from her thigh. 
Unlike Draven had, the creature at her thigh sucked with more force. 
Still, she yanked until her entire body quaked with the effort. Blood trickled down her wrist where the metal partially severed her hand. 
The restraint snapped free, the release sending Calla’s hand flinging to her face. After a rapid check ensured her appendage remained attached, she used her weakened arm and clawed at her other wrist until loose.
Still feeding, the Sang didn’t seem to notice her movement, or the roar of the crowd bidding her freedom. 
Grasping the cuff of the metal still attached to her wrist, she bashed the Sang at its crown. As it stumbled back, she thrust herself upward and grabbed the curved top of the pendulum blade overhead. Flexing her thigh and stomach muscles, she heaved down on the blade, until a pop of the chain set her left leg free as the crank of gears clicked above her.
Throwing himself back at her, the Sang clutched onto her still-shackled leg and bit back down on her thigh. 
“Ah, shit!” Calla screamed, her mutilated hands barely gripping the top of the blade as the pendulum pulled her upward in a slow ascent. She held tight, stretched by the machine and her bound ankle on which the Sang continued its feast.
Wooziness had her head rolling. Fading quickly. Letting go of the pendulum would cost her a leg and possibly her life, though. Only by a miracle had she managed to keep her grip on the top of the blade and hoist her arm over it. 
She gritted her teeth as the blade pinnacled on its up-rise, her limbs trembling harder beneath her waning strength. 
The machine swung back down. As she stooped low enough to brace herself, Calla struck out at the creature with her damaged wrist, yelping on impact, her body twisting as it held tight to her thigh. Once more, she found herself swinging upward, stretched by the half-moon blade. 
She cried out as the stretch had the cuff biting into her ankle with enough pressure to tear her foot clean off—before she arced downward again. 
The next swipe brought her back to a crouch, still well below the sharp end of the lowering blade. She summoned a fist from her limp hand and pummeled the Sang—screaming out at the splinters of agony shooting through her wrist—while clinging to the pendulum with the other. 
The second the creature dislodged from her vein, she flexed her thigh muscle, yanked her leg upward, and whimpered out her relief as the chain snapped. With arms as limp as wet noodles, she dropped onto the tabletop alongside another swish of the pendulum. 
Darkness settled over her, as the blood loss began its effects, tunnel vision narrowing her field of view. 
The Sang slinked up over her too-weary body.
Its beady eyes squinted with what she could only surmise to be a smile of victory. 
Hovering over her belly, it sniffed—long, slow intakes of air. 
The first break through her skin forced her mouth wide in a silent outcry, and the chewing of her flesh had her whimpers chasing on its tail. 
For moments, she allowed herself the blissful relief of fading—out, in—until a blink of her eyes brought a fresh hint of hope. 
Above the Sang, the pendulum continued its progressive descent toward the table, inching closer with each swing.
As though the idea offered new strength, Calla braced her arms, tightened her muscles, and mustered what little strength she had to thrust her hips upward. 
Blood spraying her face preceded the heavy thump of the beast’s head against her chest. Its slide from her body, and the thud onto the floor confirmed its death.
As the following downward slice of the pendulum zoomed perilously low, she rolled her body over, and her stomach lurched with her plummet. 
Cement caught her fall, knocking the wind from her lungs. Blood oozed from her thigh like it’d taken a slice of the blade, her body so lost to shock, she hadn’t even felt it. 
At the creaking of the cage door, Calla twisted. 
Bullhead took up its frame with an axe hoisted over his shoulder.
As blood seeped from her belly and her leg, reality struck. 
She wouldn’t be walking out of there alive.


CHAPTER 43
Logan followed Draven as he limped along and led him and his brothers to the door in the alleyway. Ryke’s secret lair. 
The steel panel opened to reveal a male covered in the distinct track marks and collar of a slave. “They want to see,” Draven said.
The slave’s eyes appraised the group. All six demons, donned in black hoods, kept their heads low to conceal their faces. 
Draven slapped a wad of cash Gavin had provided earlier inside the slave’s palm.
With a wave of his hand, the slave allowed them passage.
Down a dark corridor, Draven hobbled ahead, glancing back as the demons shadowed, his graying skin a good indication that he probably wouldn’t live much longer. The fucker tried anything tricky, and Logan would see to it that his blood livened up the boring cement walls. 
The sounds of a crowd cheering broke through the quiet, and Draven halted. “This is the auditorium,” he said in a low, nasally tone. “Past the cage is a door. It’ll take you into a mansion, of sorts. Only saw the bedroom. Calla should be inside.”
“Where the fuck you going, pussy?” Ferno’s voice, though low, boomed in the hallway.
“Keep it down.” Gavin warned. 
“I brought you here,” Draven said. “Did what you asked.”
Logan snatched Draven by the nape. “And here I thought you gave a shit about her.”
“To hell with him. He couldn’t kick a Catuzla’s ass if he wanted.” Mad Dog sneered, referring to a kitten-like creature in the underworld.
“You’re right,” Logan said, tossing Draven to the side. “Don’t need the fucker, anyway.” 
“Hey, pull your hoodie, Zayne. The metal in your face is like a goddamn beacon, Bro.” Calix pretended to shield his face as Zayne mouthed a silent fuck you.
Still hidden behind the hoods, the demons entered the noisy auditorium. 
Gavin gave them the signal to spread out, and each went off in different directions. 
As Calix jogged off on his own, no doubt to search for Ava, Logan’s gaze scanned the crowd. Every one of them wore hoods, like some enormous cult.
When his focus landed on the show going on, his brows furrowed and his steps hastened. 
Inside the cage, a blonde woman dangled from behind a huge Enforcer.
Calla?
 As the Enforcer threw her body up on the surface of a concrete slab, Logan’s muscles tightened at the blood coating her leg and the limpness with which she landed—until a shift of her body brought some relief. 
Alive. Calla! He wanted to smile at the victory of having found her. His heart felt as if it’d begun to seal, at the mere sight of her within his reach after weeks apart.
A large pendulum retracted up from the table. Glistening crimson drops hit Calla’s body. 
Logan caught a glimpse of large red blossoms scattered across her white T-shirt.
He swallowed a gulp, his eyes fixated on the bullhead tormentor inside the cage. He’d fought one once. Fuck if he was going to let it near his woman. 
A rush of adrenaline took over him, but not before a glimpse of Gavin across the throng of supes made him pause. 
A signal for Logan to wait. Wait until they were all in place. 
Are you fucking kidding me? He couldn’t wait. The wait had already killed him. Out of respect for his brothers, though, Logan braced ready in the center aisle, eyes focused, breaths heaving, muscles flexing and ready to pop through his skin.
The tormentor inside the cage stomped toward an arsenal of weapons hanging from the wall. After choosing a scythe, it headed back to the table where Calla lay sprawled. 
He leveled the blade at her belly.
A few gasps rose from the crowd before all went quiet.
Bullhead lifted the scythe up over his head.
Gavin gave a nod.
“Stop!” Logan’s voice thundered in the pause. “I challenge you! For her.” Logan’s black hoodie still covered his face.
Paused Bullhead seemed to scan the crowd as if searching for approval. 
“I win, she walks away with me.” Logan pointed to Calla. “You don’t lay another fucking hand on her.”
The quiet of the crowd persisted as Ryke stood and motioned everyone else to sit, leaving only him and Logan facing one another. “Reveal yourself, oh, brave and gallant one.” Sarcasm slid off his tongue.
Logan peeled back his hoodie.
“What a treat. It seems we have the whole fam-damily here, folks. I’d wanted to send you a box of bloody remains, but this is so much more romantic.” Ryke grinned. “Let’s say you lose. Your brothers agree not to seek retribution for your ass-beating. They will accept the loss and move on. In addition, not only do I get to finish what we started here, but you will forego any and all ties to this woman. She will belong to me. My own personal fuck toy, how’s that?”
Images of ripping Ryke’s gullet out and chewing it in front of him roared through Logan’s mind. He swallowed the lump blocking his throat. 
“Ooh! Seems I’ve hit a soft spot! Look at that red glow in his eyes.” Smugness dominated Ryke’s smile. “Are you in?”
The tip of Logan’s fang pierced his lip. Keep it under control. “Yes. I’m in.”
Ryke’s grin stretched wider. “Then, let the games begin.” At the wave of his hand toward the cage, Bullhead stabbed a dagger into Calla’s shoulder.
Logan lurched forward. “No!” He stormed toward the cage entrance. Curling his fingers around the bars, he ripped the door from its hinges. Red filtered into his visions as he rushed inside. 
Kill the fucker. 
Two large nephilim grabbed the underside of Calla’s arms, while one shoved Logan back toward the cement table. 
He barged forward, but halted in his tracks when hit from behind. A heave sent the nephilim in front of him flying backward, and Logan spun, ducking in time to dodge the sweep of an axe. Blood pumping, muscles flexing, he beckoned the tormentor. “C’mon, you sissy fuck. Come get me.”
Bullhead charged and gave a hefty swing of his weapon. 
Logan ducked and delivered a powerful blow to the Bullhead’s ribs. He gripped the weapon with his other hand, yanking the Bullhead toward him, and slammed the tormentor to the ground, busting a hairline crack in the concrete. 
Crouching beside the beast, Logan rammed his arm at its throat as he leaned forward to whisper, “What do you say we give this crowd a show they’ll never forget?” 
Vision flickering red, Logan smashed his fist into the Bullhead skull. Pound after pound to its head, while a purplish blood sprayed outward through the mask. Swirling heat moved through Logan’s body as his brand of pain took hold, begging him to kill the fucker slowly, just like every one of the tormentor’s victims would’ve endured. 
Logan nabbed the dagger at his ankle and slammed it into the beast’s shoulder. To the encouragement of a howl, he twisted against the muscle and bone, round and round until he’d created a gaping hole. “For Calla,” he said past clenched teeth.
Bullhead rammed his good arm into Logan’s throat. 
Logan coughed back the choking sensation, and gave the hilt another twist.
Both males trembled with each opposing force. Blade lodged in its shoulder, arm still pressed into the beast’s neck, Logan braced his muscles and bore down harder.
Releasing the dagger, Logan clutched its head with both hands, and a quick jerk snapped the beast’s neck. The satisfying crack, followed by the immediate release of its grip at his throat, told Logan he’d sent the bastard’s soul packing, and a fine mist of spray flew up in his face as he tore the head from its limp body.
Logan wiped the blood from his face as he scanned the horde outside the cage until sound filtered back into his hearing. 
Growls, screaming, the ear-splitting cries of death—madness had broken free.
Bodies bumped in to one another beyond the bars, thrashing, punching. Supes in the crowd had been stirred into motion, too. 
Somewhere in the fold were his brothers. 
And Calla.
He continued his sweep, stopping as his gaze landed on one of the many narrow walkways—where Gavin held Calla in his arms, his attention locked on Ryke just a few feet away.
Anger boiled and exploded in Logan’s veins. 
He bulleted from the cage and toward the nephilim. 
A sharp sting pierced the back of his neck. He reached back a hand, grabbed fabric, and yanked it forward. A pale, white body slammed against the floor, fangs bared. Logan drew a fist back, but a hand snatched at Logan’s neck from behind and jerked him back. Stomping his boot on the Sang lying on the floor, he grappled for the one on his back and flipped the other fucker round to face him. Dagger drawn, Logan carved a nice chasm up the belly of the one he held at arm’s length. Viscera poured from the wound and the shuddering beast hit cement. Scooping low, he dragged his blade across the throat of the Sang beneath his foot. Dead. Boom, boom, boom. All of them. In a matter of seconds.
He glanced up as Ryke pulled a dagger. The blade’s tip flickered orange—the distinctive shade of the toxic metal that’d ended Logan’s life once. 
“I was just telling your brother, here, that your best decision is to release the girl. You see, she belongs to me.” Ryke tilted his dagger-hand slightly, revealing thin bands at his wrist. “Her soul is mine. I die. She dies. You take her, I plunge the dagger into my own heart.”
“Come, now, Ryke. You value yourself far too much to take your own life.” Gavin’s voice remained cool, as always.
Logan inched his way across the floor to beside Gavin, who shifted Calla in his arms, exposing something wrapped tight enough around her neck to bite into her throat. Logan slipped a finger beneath one of the threads.
“I wouldn’t do that, if I were you.” Ryke’s voice carried on the air with a cold chill, that shit-eating grin on the nephilim’s face taunting Logan’s delicate kill-switch. “She’s tied and bound to me, for as long as I decide to keep the whore.” As Ryke’s hand balled into a fist, a gasp escaped Calla.
Logan gnashed his teeth, a growl rumbling in his chest. “We had a deal.” Thoughts circled his head in a merry-go-round of confusing bullshit. Threads at Ryke’s wrist attached to her throat. How? What were in the threads? 
“Admit that you’re fucked. Your brother fucked my sister, and now I’m fucking you … and soon, I’ll be fucking your woman.”
Logan kept his gaze on the threads at Ryke’s wrist, ignoring the nephilim’s goading words as he puzzled a way to free Calla.
“So, the big cage fighter’s just going to stand there?” Ryke said, his tone dripping with derision. “Like a pussy?”
Every word moved through Logan’s body like a jolt of electricity. 
“Don’t let him rile you,” Gavin muttered beside him.
The threads. The threads bound her to him. Goddamn, if supes didn’t have a million different ways they could be bound, but a nephilim would only be interested in one thing. A soul. Logan’s eyebrows winged up.
“Ding, ding, ding!” Ryke stroked his hand over the bracelet. “Each thread is a soul I own. A soul I’m bound to. You kill me, her soul is cast into Stygius alongside mine.” A grin took up the width of his face. “Surely, you wouldn’t wish that on someone you love.” 
No. Fists clenched, Logan’s mind raced faster than ever. 
“Leave her, and I’ll let her live,” Ryke said.
A breeze brushed past Logan. 
In less than a second, it materialized into Draven, standing face-to-face with Ryke.
“No!” Logan lurched forward. 
Blood sprayed across Logan’s face. 
With a flash of a silver dagger, Ryke’s head fell to the floor.
His body collapsed in a heap, and the clang of a dagger rang out as Draven stumbled backward.
The back of Draven’s jacket peaked outward, the surrounding fabric darkening in a spreading circle. As Draven spun around, the hilt of Ryke’s Demortis-tipped dagger came into view, protruding from his heart. 
Spindles of blackness climbed Draven’s body, crawling from his feet to his legs and up over his torso. His eyes grew wide as the blackness consumed him before he dropped to the ground. Dead.
Logan swung back to Calla, her limpness in Gavin’s arms stirring up a storm in his chest. 
No. No. “No!” A bellow of rage and agony ripped through his core. As the echoing roar lessened, the steady thump of blood pounded a mocking rhythm against his skull, and an ache intensified behind his ribs. 
Breaths withering, he fell to his knees and outstretched his trembling arms to Gavin. As his brother gently placed Calla’s lifeless form against Logan’s chest, her long hair draped over his bicep, her head rested against his heart. 
His muscles quaked and numbness spread through him in a devouring frenzy. His breathing, so erratic, threatened to take him under, as if the air had thickened to a suffocating smog. 
Calla. My Calla. 
Logan tipped his head back and clutched her tightly, rocking back and forth as another roar nearly cracked his chest.
The mist in his eyes distorted her face as he peered down at her. So pale. So peaceful.
He drew her to him, held her ear to his lips and whispered, “Calla? Wake up. Open your eyes and look at me.” 
Not even a flutter affected her lashes.
No breath hit his face. 
No beating heart. 
Only silence. 
Maddening, deafening silence and numbness. 
Overpowering numbness blanketed his body, as the glow of sunlight that had warmed his soul faded into a small speck that Logan so desperately clung to. 
Did her chest move? Her lips twitch? 
Against his shoulder, he wiped the tears and concentrated on any sign of life. His body felt light, as if he’d float away from everything. Snip. The cables of steel that kept him grounded suddenly left him feeling lost.
“You told me to find you in darkness.” His voice choked up as he spoke. “I’m trying, baby. Reach back for me.”
He stroked a hand down her face. His thumb gently caressed her lip. Carefully, he lifted her and pressed his lips to hers. The softness of her flesh remained, but without the warmth of hope. 
A forced exhale stifled the agony threatening to pull him under the waves of desolation. Logan kissed her tenderly and broke away to feather her soft cheek against his. 
The ache in his heart only intensified but, somehow, through it, a thought struck, and his eyes widened with the urgency piercing the pit of his stomach. “Sabelle!” Gavin’s eyes sported a shine as Logan’s gaze shot upward. “Call her, Gavin. She can save her.”
His brother rubbed his skull. “I’ll see, Logan. But her soul is bound. The chances—” Whatever expression Logan had on his face must’ve been enough. Without another word, Gavin pulled a cell from his pocket and walked away.
“Calla. Please.” Logan’s fingers tangled in her hair as he rocked her. “Please, baby, don’t leave me. You’re all I have. And I can’t …” Tears choked his words and he swallowed them back. “I can’t breathe right now.” 
Chanting echoed inside his head. Logan frowned as the words, dull at first, pulled together into sharp clarity. 
A prayer. 
To a god not even his human half believed in, Logan joined it and prayed for his female, bowing his head against her temple as he swayed with her and spoke the words he’d memorized. The words of his cellmate, which had at one time seemed useless, suddenly represented the tiniest light.
“Let’s go.” Gavin’s voice snapped Logan out of his grief. “She’ll have a look at her, but we have to hurry.” He removed his coat and draped it over Calla’s body.
Logan wrapped her in it and clambered to his feet. 
Gavin’s arm shot out and steadied him as he slipped. “Got her?”
An unfounded sense of possession consumed him and he yanked his arm free from Gavin’s grip. “Yeah, I got her.” With her face mashed against his neck, her blonde strands entwined in his fingers, his head spun as the need to get to Sabelle hastened his pace.
Zayne cleared a path, kicking dead supes out of the way. 
Maddox raced ahead of him, presumably to fetch the vehicle.
Logan paused beside his towering brother, Ferno, and gave an upward glance. “Light this shit up.”
Like a wild animal set free from the cage, Ferno’s lip curled and his eyes brimmed with color, red flickering to blue and orange like dancing flames across his irises. His gaze trailed down to Calla then back to Logan. “Now’d be a really good time to clear out.”


CHAPTER 44
Calla’s eyes fluttered open. Even in the darkness, the room held familiarity. The cold of the staunch cellar where she’d spent the last couple of months had been replaced by the scent she lived for. 
Logan. 
She breathed him in. 
Perhaps her tormentor had won, after all, and sent her to heaven. 
At a twitch against her palm, Calla lifted her head. 
Hunched beside her in a chair, Logan lay sleeping, his hand in hers. So peaceful.
Her heart felt whole at the sight of him, as if she’d stumbled upon the irregular puzzle piece that unexpectedly fit in place. She needed him. Craved his gentle touch with the same fervor as her craving for air. 
“Logan?”
His body startled awake, and he heaved a sigh. He slid from the chair onto his knees on the floor, and bowing his head, he took her hand and pressed it to his lips. For what seemed like minutes, he remained knelt beside her until his body shook and the grip on her hand tightened. “By the gods, if I’m dreaming or dead, I vow never to wake.”
“Is this a dream?” she whispered back. 
“I’ve had so many now, I don’t know, anymore.” He glanced up at her. How sad he looked compared to the last time she’d seen him. Thinner and more weary. 
Her tresses spilled between his fingertips before he buried his face in her hair and drew in a deep breath. “I can’t tell you how much I missed this scent.” His warm breath fell against her neck. “I thought I’d … fuck.” His shaky voice cracked, and he cleared his throat. “Thought I’d lost you forever back there.” When his head lifted, the streak of a fallen tear glistened down his cheek, and he wiped it on his sleeve.
Calla had never seen him so wounded. It tore at her heart to think she’d been the reason for his sorrow. 
He blinked and sniffed, as if desperate to will the tears away. His lips tightened and he swallowed. “Touch me, so I know you’re really here.”
He lifted her hand to his face and Calla flattened her palm against his cheek, wiping the wetness away with her thumb. “I’m here.”
She smiled at what first sounded like laughter, until she realized he’d begun to weep. 
Broken. 
The sight of his pain spurred tears in her own eyes and a tickle in her throat. Calla wanted nothing more than to reach out and pull him into her, if not for the weakness that left her lying immobile. 
“Don’t ever leave me again.” Squeezing her hand, he frowned, tears streaming again as if he’d visualized such a thing, before he nestled his face in her neck. 
“I promise.” Calla sniveled, strained to wrap both arms around his neck, and kissed his forehead. 
Silence hung on the air as they held each other.
She gave a quick glance around the room. “All this time, I thought Ryke was bound to me. He said I couldn’t leave that place.”
“Ryke’s dead. Gavin and I took you to Sabelle. She told me you’d fallen to the Otherrealm. Where souls go soon after death, until they’re sent on to the final destination.” 
“Is this the final destination, then?”
“No, baby.” His voice carried a smile. “Sabelle told me you might return. She said Ryke’s claim to you only applied to your soul. But you’re attached to another soul—one that couldn’t be taken. You returned to me.” He kissed her throat. “See? Being attached to a motherfucker isn’t all that bad.”
Calla gave a tired shake of her head and continued to stroke his cheek. “I think … she meant someone else.”
He pulled away from her neck, his eyes puzzling hers. “There’s someone else?”
“Logan. I’m …” Her words faltered. “I’m pregnant.”
His face blanched to a pale white, hardened as if turned to stone. Unreadable. His dark eyes looked wider. His jaw slackened—like he’d pass out right there.
Silence lingered for what seemed like forever, before his jaw twitched and his eyes glistened in the darkness of the room. “Ah, hell,” he said, and kissed the palm of her hand. 
A surge of relief relaxed her muscles. “You’re not going to ask if it’s yours?”
He shook his head against her belly. “Baby’s mine.”
Tears filled Calla’s eyes and she stroked his hair. “Yes,” she agreed. “There’s no one else.”
“For me, either. It’s only you.” He raised his head and a flash of a smile nearly took her breath away. “Gods, for weeks, I looked for you. And it wasn’t until I ran into Draven that I found you again.”
“Did you … kill him?”
“No. I wanted to. But I didn’t.” He glanced up at her. “Ryke stabbed him with Demortis. He’s dead.”
Calla gave a silent nod. 
“Do you feel thirsty? For blood?”
She shook her head. “No. Strange. Maybe its morning sickness, but I haven’t craved blood in quite some time.”
“The baby. Unlike human babies, demon blood circulates in the mother’s. He’s keeping you strong. Killing off the Sangexzha.”
“Shouldn’t it be the other way around?”
“A demon baby is much stronger.” Logan crawled into bed beside her. His arm carefully slid beneath her, and with a gentle tug, he pulled her into him.
That scent, like his own brand of warmth and protection, clung to his black T-shirt. How she’d missed it. 
“If you need anything, you come to me. Hear? No flashing.” He stroked her hair as he spoke. “I’ll take care of everything. Whatever you need.”
“And if I should … need blood?” She shook her head. “I can’t take a life. And human blood without the Alexi antibodies doesn’t keep me going for long.”
“You shouldn’t need blood during the pregnancy, anyway. After that, we’ll figure it out.”
“I thought I was going to die back there. In chains, thinking it was over. Your face came to mind and I found strength. I snapped the chains like they were nothing. You made me hard to break.”
He smiled.
“What?” she asked.
“You make me easy to break. You’re my only weakness.”
She nuzzled into his chest. “Well, how’s that for a perfect match?”
“Much as I’d love to take credit, I think it was the baby that gave you the strength to break the chains.” He kissed the top of her head. “Do you need anything?”
“Just you.”
“And that you have, tazschla. Sleep, then. You need the rest.”
With each light stroke of her hair, Logan pushed her closer to slumber. In his arms, her body grew heavy, until the world drifted away, disappearing into the sweet contentment of everything feeling so right for once.
* * *
Logan stroked Calla’s face and planted a kiss on her forehead, once she’d finally fallen asleep, but his stomach had sank with her uttered words and had yet to reestablish its position. 
Dragging a trembling hand across his brow, he exhaled a shaky breath. A baby? Pregnant with his child? 
Jesus. 
It’d taken everything inside of him not to annihilate the moment by throwing up all over her. 
With the unrelenting worry tearing at his conscience, Logan rose from the bed without disturbing his sleeping angel. Lying next to her only gave him the urge to crack inside. 
He made his way from the room and balanced at the head of the stairs. Below, light from Gavin’s office fanned beneath the door, and he headed down, knocking before entering. 
Only the crown of Gavin’s head showed over his rear-facing chair, until Logan cleared his throat, and Gavin spun around.
Drink in hand, his body held the weary effort of someone who’d had the shit truly beat out of him—not physically but mentally. His deep red eyes told tales of no sleep. “How goes it, Brother?” he asked.
“You look like shit.”
“You look less like shit.” Gavin smiled.
Logan walked over to the mini bar and made himself a drink before taking a seat in front of Gavin’s desk. He stared down into the amber fluid, as if somewhere from within its depths the right words would materialize. 
Goddamn, it seemed all he ever did was come to Gavin with problems. Even so, he muttered, “Calla’s pregnant.”
Gavin’s silence and direct stare didn’t help eliminate the churning in Logan’s gut. “Yours?”
Logan nodded. “She hasn’t had a craving for blood.”
Gavin’s shoulders slumped. 
“Look, I know what happens. I’ll figure this out.” Logan swiped at his nose. “We’ll just lay low for a while.”
“Lay low? Logan, they will find out. They know these things.” Gavin shook his head. “Christ, you spent fifty years in prison for laying low.”
“I’m not asking you for anything Gavin. I just thought you should know.”
“How far is she?”
“About a month.”
“And what are her thoughts about this?”
Logan shrugged. “Happy, I guess. She seemed nervous to tell me.” He glanced away and frowned. “I’m not asking her to destroy it, if that’s what you’re getting at.”
“You’ll have to choose. The demon Council will force you to choose between her and the baby. You know this.” 
Logan set the drink on the desk and buried his face in his palms. “Fuck, man. I know.” He damn near rubbed his skull raw. “She’s all there is for me.”
“How did you manage bonded sex with her?”
“Everything was natural with Calla. Everything about her sets me on fire. I guess my body knew.” He blew out a heavy breath and glanced up. “I was messed up on Abyzz, okay?” 
Gavin nodded like he was already figuring it all out. “We’ll seek counsel on this. I’ve a friend with legal ties to the underworld. You obviously can’t be without her. And I’ll not stand by and let them murder my unborn nephew.” He knocked his fists together as he talked. “The Orcosii is a very powerful force in the underworld, Logan. I can’t make promises. In the meantime, go easy. And try not to get too attached.” The earnest look on Gavin’s face told Logan he struggled to say the words—as if he shared the knots twisting in Logan’s gut. “For your own sake,” he added. 
Logan nodded. “Thanks. Again.”
* * *
Calla shot up out of bed, a scream ripping through her chest, and her body trembling. 
Strong, warm arms wrapped around her and pulled her back. “It’s okay, baby. I’m right here. Just a dream.”
She fell into Logan’s embrace and a harsh swallow burned her chest. “So horrible.”
“What did you dream?”
“That … I … we … the baby … that creature held … dead in its arms.”
The sound of her own words drudged such misery inside of her, stirred something deep in her soul. 
Never, she promised herself. Nothing will ever hurt this baby.
As Logan stroked her hair and kissed the top of her head, her muscles relaxed once more. He lay back against the bed, one hand rested on her hip as the other held her to him. “How are your wounds?” When he peeled back her shirt to expose her skin, pain riddled his expression. “I’d kill the fuck again. Over and over.”
“Logan,” she whispered. “I’m okay.” Calla leaned forward and kissed him. A moan rumbled in her throat at the press of his pouty lower lip against hers. 
So right.
His hand stroked her thigh, and when he squeezed it, she broke the kiss with a gasp. Against the sting of her healing wounds, she rolled and straddled him, kissed down his to his throat. No desire to puncture his vein arrived. Only for the taste of his skin on her tongue.
Pushing back, eyes focused on his, Calla removed his shirt that she wore, revealing her breasts that, to her, felt large and heavy. 
“So fucking sexy.” His fingertips made contact and Calla tipped her head back. 
So sensitive. His caress clenched her stomach and traveled right to her core. “I love when you touch me,” she breathed. “I can’t tell you how much I missed your hands on me.”
Grabbing the small of her back, he gently flipped her over until he was on top. “Then, I’ll touch you everywhere.”
With his big body braced above hers with one arm, he traced her collarbone with his fingertips. As he lowered his head and suckled her breast, Calla arched into him. 
Her entire body yearned for the contact of his. Not just the feel of his skin. She wanted to absorb him into every cell of her being. 
His hands roamed freely, while his mouth and tongue played wickedly against her flesh.
“Logan. I need you.”
The fondling stopped. When she opened her eyes, his face came into view. 
“Are you sure about this, Calla?”
“Yes. We’ve already …”
“We were both out of sorts.”
“Then, let’s pretend this is the first time and start over.”
“Bit … late for that.” He gave a quick glance to her stomach.
She grabbed either side of his face. “Hey, are you sure you’re okay about this?”
A frown crept across his face. “Yeah. Why?”
“I don’t know.” She released him. “I just get a sense you’re not happy. About this. I mean, we’re going to be … parents.” She bit back the urge to smile, for reasons she couldn’t understand, but the grin broke through when she said, “I’m going to be a mom.” 
His gaze fell away from her. “Calla, do you trust me as a father? I mean, really?”
She stroked his cheek. “Apparently, a whole lot more than you do right now.”
“I’m a Wrath. I get rages and lose control sometimes. And I kill shit. A lot. I’m not sure I’d be the kind of dad this kid wants to bring to school on career day.”
Calla stifled a laugh. “You look hot in a suit and you do have a day job.” She focused on his lips. “Are you … telling me you don’t want to be a father?”
“No. I’m not saying that. Y’hear? That’s not what I said.” He sniffed. “Just going to take some getting used to.”
“I know. For both of us.” She sighed with relief. “I thought for a moment that you … well, that you were upset with me for wanting to keep it.”
“You need to get to know me better.” He lowered himself and his warm breath fell against her neck. 
Mmmm. Her eyelids slid shut. God, everything that was him felt good. 
“Do it, please.” Her words arrived on an exhale. “Take me, Logan.”
* * *
Logan wanted to. 
Fuck, every fiber of him craved her. 
Truth, though, was that, yeah, the baby scared the shit out of him. 
Gavin’s words resonated in his mind: I wouldn’t get too attached, Brother. For your own sake.
What was too attached? To Calla? The baby was a part of her. He’d have to want only a fraction of her, and in Logan’s mind, the idea of that just seemed impossible. 
Logan stared down at her. Her eyes, so blue, gazed back like a sunny, cloudless day without a hint of worry—just the way he wanted her to stay. “I will. But I want you to heal first. I don’t want to hurt you.”
“That’s it?” Her eyes seemed to quiz his. 
“Yeah. I promise, I just want you to get better.”
After a moment more of eyeing him, she nodded and twisted beneath him to her side. Logan moved in close behind her, and his hand hovered, but, as if touching her would mean giving in to happiness about the pregnancy, he tucked it back beside his body. 
An oasis of pure contentment lay right beside him, taunting and teasing him in such a way that Logan suddenly had no idea how to be around her. His body yearned to be close to her, to feel her against him, to kiss every inch of her and worship her all night. 
Yet, he couldn’t.
After the dream she’d had, it was clear in Logan’s mind that she’d never give up the baby. He’d never ask her to, either.
Logan had grown up hearing the stories—if a demon got a little too excited about a particular woman, his body could mistake her for a mate, and the female would end up pregnant, not knowing if the man she’d slept with would choose her or the baby. Nine times out of ten, the demon chose to have the baby destroyed, never having anything to do with the mother again. 
The Council caught most of the pregnancies in utero, anyway. 
The stories that bothered Logan most had been the ones about the children being taken from their mothers. They weren’t killed. But they may as well have been. The underworld was no place for a child.
Only a prince in the underworld could bear illegitimate children, which is why Logan had never been taken from his own mother.
He had to figure out a way around his own problem—a way that wouldn’t separate Calla from the life growing inside of her. 
Logan closed his eyes and tucked his head close to the nape of her neck. Happiness would forever be out of his reach, it seemed.
“What’s the catch in all of this?” Logan glanced around the empty space surrounding him. The room itself could’ve fit at least two of the apartments he’d lived in. “Nice house. Nice cars. Nice clothes. What kinda bullshit am I signing up for here?”
“The honest kind.” Gavin stood in the middle of the dark room. “The kind you don’t have to feel guilty about.”
Logan gritted his teeth together. “Right. Shit ain’t free. How long do I have to stay?”
“As long as you want. This can be your life from here on out, if you choose.” Gavin stared at him from across the room. “You’re my brother. You’ve endured hell all your life. I want you to find the happiness you never had.”
Logan snorted. “Who you kidding, Brother? Happiness doesn’t last. And when it does, it means you’ve kicked it.”
Leaned against the headboard, Logan peered down at Calla, sleeping beside him. No doubt, the woman was the key to eternal bliss. 
Too bad he had a knack for fucking everything up—disaster in the flesh, born to move through life like a storm, stealing sunshine along its path.


CHAPTER 45
Gavin sat at his desk, eyeing the mounds of paperwork in front of him that’d accumulated in the last week. The shit weighed on his immortality. “Mountains. Maybe take off next week,” he muttered. 
Yeah, a vacation was exactly what he needed. Something far away and dangerous enough to spike his adrenaline, reminding him he was a fucking Wrath demon and not some pencil-pushing shut-in. 
At least Zeke no longer consumed his every waking thought, and actually, his brother had begun to recover from his mutilations. Didn’t stop the issue with Logan from still looming, though.
The intercom buzzed, casting him back into reality. Son of a ... “Yes,” he said, half-heartedly.
“Someone’s here to see you, sir.” Red, the security guard, cleared his throat. “Looks …” He lowered his voice and said, “Looks like something straight outta my son’s video game at home, to be honest.”
Shit. Enforcer Demon? 
“He’s got on a long black robe. Says it’s imperative he speaks with you.”
Definitely not an Enforcer.
“Send him up.”
A million possibilities ran through Gavin’s mind before the knock at the door snapped him out of it. “Come in.”
The door opened to two men dressed in typical Orcosian ceremonial gowns. 
Gavin’s stomach sank as he rose up from his chair and bowed his head in respect of the approaching high demon official that walked slightly ahead of the other.
“Gavius.” The official gave a quick bow of his head. Only those from the underworld used his birth name; demons mostly opted for trendy names in an effort to stay below the human radar. “Good to see you again, my friend.” 
“The pleasure is mine, my lord.” Gavin returned the bow. 
“Ah, none of this lord bullshit. It’s getting old.” The demon waved the other Orcosii off and the door clicked shut behind him.
“Please have a seat, Aeguza.”
The demon official sat in the chair across from Gavin.
“With all due respect, might I ask why you’re here?”
Aeguza’s eyes turned grim, lips pursed. “I’m here to deliver your summons.”
“Summons?” Gavin cleared his throat while oh, shit flashed through his mind. “For what, exactly?”
The demon shifted in his chair. “Look, demons … all of us … we have needs. This, I understand, Gavius. I was an unbonded male, like yourself, once. Be it centuries ago, but times haven’t changed all that much. And with the Savidon biting at your ass, I can only imagine the urge you feel to get as much pussy as you can.”
Gavin cringed at the sound of the old demon speaking so candidly. Christ. Must have been what human males felt like—that man-to-man talk with their fathers—the first time they’d gotten caught jacking off. Having about six centuries behind him didn’t make Gavin feel any less uncomfortable, and he found himself sinking deeper into his chair.
“But for fuck’s sake, man, if you’re going to stick your dick in someone, do your best not to stick in an Orcosii’s tazschla.”
Gavin frowned. “I’m sorry, what did you say?”
“It seems a female visited your casino not long ago. Jessica? Ring any bells?”
“Jessica?” Gavin pondered a moment, and like a knife to the gut, memories of a redhead surfaced out of nowhere, distant images of him leaning over her as he jack-hammered her against his desk. “No. No, no, no.” He rubbed a hand down his face. “I didn’t—she didn’t—how the hell did she even take an interest in me that night? Taszhla? She didn’t even give off the scent!”
Aeguza huffed. “It seems she’s quite good at evading her husband’s watchful eye. And something of an expert in seduction of other males.”
“She really wasn’t!” Gavin flew up out of his chair and slapped his hand to his forehead. “Hell, I only did it out of some fucked up moment of weakness over my brother, Zeke. Otherwise, I’d have stayed away from her. Particularly a bonded female! You know me well enough.”
“Gavius, you’re a noble man. Unfortunately, her servosx is a very powerful male in the underworld. He has ties that reach far beyond my own. This … female, it seems, has become so smitten with you that she’s decided to leave her mate.”
“What!” Gavin stroked his hand down his jaw and paced. “Has this ever happened before?”
“Never in the history of my reign.”
“How does this happen? How does a female come to resist her servosx? I don’t understand. In all my life, I’ve known that bond to be unbreakable.”
“I’ve looked into her past a bit. It seems her mother was the same. They’re somehow immune to the bonding. And the Bullshit Buzz, in case you were counting on that to save your ass.”
“Impossible!”
“So I thought. But both women have proved very proficient at eluding its effects. Her servosx is a very understanding male, I must say. If she were mine, I’d have probably had her locked away. Worse, even.”
“So, what does he want? A statement from me? My pledge to stay away from her? Consider it done.”
“To his tazschla, he’s quite forgiving. For you, he seeks your head. That is, following a sentence in Obsidius first.”
“Obsidius?” Voice threatening to crack as the crushing blow of shock closed in on his windpipe, Gavin fell into his chair. “When am I to appear before the court?”
“Two weeks time, but only because I was made aware of this first. Otherwise, the Enforcers would have come for you this eve.”
Gavin rubbed harder at his jaw.
“I suggest you settle your affairs. I’ll do what is in my power, my friend.”
Gavin tightened his lips. Aeguza had been his ticket for Logan’s freedom.
“As for the matter we discussed about your brother, Logan,” he said, as though he’d read Gavin’s mind. “Keep your distance. I’m afraid there’s nothing I can do at this point. Your presence might make matters worse, for both of you.”
The demon official rose and shook Gavin’s hand one last time, clutching it in both palms. “Don’t do anything stupid, Gavius. They will find you. The dark legion knows every shadow in this city.”
Gavin nodded. “And in equal kindness, I feel I must inform you of something.” His words arrived more apathetic than intended. “Perhaps you might prepare the court. It seems another supe has risen from obscurity.”
“Sangexzha.”
“Yes, I suppose I should’ve anticipated you’d already know about it.”
“Much longer than you know. I’ve been assigned a task force to carry out a response plan.”
“Hopefully, it involves guns and some crafty sharpshooters. The bastards can flash.”
“I’m afraid the bastards are capable of much more than that. And should they become the supe they once were, guns will be nothing more than childish amusements. We’ll be in touch.”
* * *
The armoire in Logan’s bedroom had become filled with mostly female clothes, the array of fabrics announcing Calla’s presence as much as her lingering scent did, beside the table where Logan cleaned his Glock. He paused as the faucet in the bathroom turned off and the sound of draining water drifted out. Gods, how he managed to keep his hands off Calla all week was still a mystery he couldn’t figure out. 
He wouldn’t allow himself that pleasure, though. Not yet. Not until he knew her fate. 
He damned well didn’t want to have to tell her, yet, either. 
Gavin had gotten in touch with his legal contact—the one with ties to the underworld—who’d promised to look into it as a favor. Two days had passed since the conversation, and in that time, Logan had become a walking ball of nerves. 
To tell Calla before he knew might put undue stress on her, and if there was a chance the baby might be able to live through all of the shit, he sure didn’t want to risk harming it as well. 
It.
He still couldn’t bring himself to think of the life inside of her as a baby. His baby. 
Calla’s humming sifted through the door. The soothing tone of her voice went straight to his spine and stirred a shiver. 
He finished reassembling his gun and replaced it back in the holster, tucking it into the drawer of the armoire.
Can’t stay here.

The room had become suffocating over the past week—every night, the same endless worry; every morning, another day of nightmares. His only reprieve came when he wasn’t with Calla. When he didn’t have to look into those beautiful eyes and watch all the hope and happiness blossoming. 
Every day brought Logan closer to wondering when the Council would get word and summon him.
Every knock at the door escalated him one step closer to insanity—the unknown, always sitting in the pit of his stomach.
He couldn’t bring himself to leave Calla alone, either. What if they came for her instead? What would she think of him, for not having told her? 
He’d been a wreck before, but over the last few days, he’d just looked sickly—couldn’t even stand the sight of himself in the mirror. 
Surely, Calla felt the same. Still, every night she made her advances, using her natural powers of seduction on him. Each time, he’d managed to come up with an excuse.
As Logan exited the room and quietly closed the door, the sound of voices rose up from below. He peeked over the railing and froze. 
In the foyer, stood Ben, Gavin, and Cefirina, his Divine Matron.
Every prince of the underworld had Matrons to look after their offspring. Wrath had many. Cefirina happened to have some reservations about the way demons were perceived, and had brought together any of Wrath’s sons who were willing to turn their lives around and do something good with their natural talents. 
Only she didn’t come for Logan on her own. 
Somehow, he’d always rubbed her the wrong way, a speculation he could only assume came from his upbringing—as a hood-rat, as opposed to the more aristocratic backgrounds of many of his brothers.
All three sets of eyes trailed up toward him from below, and Gavin stepped forward and signaled him to come down. Something in his brother’s grave, tight-lipped expression told Logan that Cefirina’s visit wasn’t simply a social call.
Logan descended the stairs. 
Cefirina had already taken one of the chairs opposite Gavin when Logan entered Gavin’s study, her presence, as ever, casting a very powerful aura. Commanding. Her white dress, flowing and sheer, suggested purity and innocence, but her eyes were often business—with Logan, anyway. 
Maybe his brothers saw her differently. 
He took a seat next to her, placing his sweating palms on the arms of the chair. Silence hung on the air like a plume of toxic death ready to choke the life right out of him.
Cefirina’s eyes damn near burned holes in the side of his head, but he kept his gaze on his brother, who looked like he wanted to zip right out of his skin and take off.
Tension thickened as if it might catch fire and explode.
Cefirina finally said, “I have a feeling you know why I’m here, Logan.” 
In the brief silence that followed, Logan’s jaw flexed as he tucked back the smartass remark. 
“How long did you think you would get away with this?”
He shrugged. “I didn’t have much of a plan in mind.”
Gavin cleared his throat and shot him a glare from across the desk.
“Perhaps the laws of the underworld mean nothing to you, but they’ve governed demons for centuries and have allowed us to live in harmony with the humans,” she snapped back.
“My apologies.” Logan shifted in his chair.
“How far along is she?”
“Couple months, now.” He swallowed a gulp. “She wants to keep it.”
“Of course she does. You haven’t told her anything about this, have you? She has no idea that, in two, three years from now, as her son is off playing in the gardens in your blissful little existence, he could be swallowed up into the big black hole of the underworld and she’d never find him again.” She tipped her head. “I’m sure she’d think otherwise if she had been made aware of her fate.”
Logan gritted his teeth. Who the hell was she to come in after he’d been sweating nuclear bombs all week, trying to figure this shit out? Like he’d done nothing but walk around with a swinging dick through it all. “The laws are unjust. How we’ve managed to live in harmony with humans, while stealing their children away from them, doesn’t exactly strike me as benevolent.”
“Logan!” Gavin growled.
“You dare question rules? Your entire existence was based on rules being broken, dear boy. I suggest you—” She halted her words at the purr of a cat.
Logan twisted in his chair. Sure as shit, that black cat stood in the doorway. 
The feline prowled across the office and leaped into Logan’s lap but stared up toward Cefirina.
Gavin stared like the world had tipped on its side and Logan’d suggested they all have cotton candy to celebrate. 
“What’s this?” Cefirina asked.
“My little friend. No idea where the hell it came from.”
She leaned in closer, but when the cat hissed and swiped a claw at her, the Matron drew back and placed a hand on her chest. “Have you hired a Zshula recently?”
“Oh, yeah. Didn’t Gavin tell you? I died a few months ago.” Logan frowned up at her. “They all have black cats, or something? Think he belongs to her?”
“No. I think it looks pretty content with you.” Cefirina turned back toward Gavin, giving another quick glance toward the cat. “Getting back to the matter at hand. I am required to report back to the Council about what’s happened here.”
Logan bolted forward in his seat. “Cefirina, we’re coming up with a plan. We’ve got a lawyer on this—”
“He can do nothing, Logan.” Gavin’s voice was completely toneless.
“Bullshit!” Logan pounded his fist against the desk. “Two days ago you told me he could help!” The cat pounced from his lap and dashed out of the office.
“I told you I couldn’t promise anything. You’re talking about going up against the most powerful demons in Orcosia.”
“Help what?” 
All heads turned toward the door. 
Stood in T-shirt and jeans, Calla’s wet hair hung limp around her face. Her beauty never failed to steal Logan’s breath.
Calla turned toward Cefirina. “Hi. Sorry, I just …”
Cefirina stood from her chair, and Logan sprung from his, muscles tight as the older woman glided across the room toward Calla, moving as if carried by clouds. “My name is Cefirina.” She towered over Calla, her dress flowing by some mysterious force that surrounded her, as she held out a hand, palm down. “I am Logan’s mother, of sorts.” 
Calla awkwardly shook her hand. “Nice to meet you.”
Cefirina gave a glance back at Logan.
“Please …” Logan stepped toward them. “Don’t do this.”
“You know I have to. I’ll give you two days to decide what you’ll do. I won’t speak a word in that time.”
Two days to decide meant two days to choose between Calla and the baby. Dread sank deep into the pit of Logan’s stomach. His heart felt as if it’d stopped beating altogether. 
“What’s going on?” The confusion on Calla’s face deepened. “What is she talking about, Logan?”
“Two days,” Cefirina repeated, and turned back toward the door. “It was nice to have met you.”
As soon as Cefirina left the study, Logan exhaled a sharp breath and leveled his gaze on Calla. “We have to talk.”
* * *
The weariness in Logan’s eyes, the graveness of his entire expression, made Calla’s stomach lurch as she sat across from him at the table in the library. How many times was the man going to rub his hands across his face? He’d already made it red raw.
“What is it?” she asked
The tightness of his drawn brows looked painful. “It’s fucked up. That’s what it is.” His eyes finally met hers. “Our laws dictate that a woman cannot become impregnated by a demon unless the two are mated.”
Her tension lightened a little. “So, that’s it? You’ve got cold feet, or something?” She chuckled.
“I wish that was it. Christ, Calla, I’d bond with you in a heartbeat.” The shadowed and hollow downcast of his eyes had her shifting in her seat—he’d never looked so unsettled. “I want to be mated to you and only you.”
The knots returned. “What, then? I’m confused. And you’re really freaking me out, right now.”
“Demons are not permitted to have a baby until they are mated. We were supposed to have been mated first.” He rubbed his hands back and forth over his skull. “Our laws dictate that I must choose.” He set one hand on the table, as if bracing himself. “Between your life or the baby’s.”
Snip.
Calla suddenly felt light, as if she’d drift away. Overheating tingles moved through her body. “Mine? The baby’s?” Words jumbled around in her head.
“Calla—” He reached across for her, but she snatched her arm back.
The chair fell sideways as she stood up. “This … this is why you’ve been so distant? Isn’t it?”
He bowed his head, not saying a word.
“You knew the night I told you about the pregnancy. For weeks you knew and never said a word to me.”
“I’m doing what I can to keep this from happening. But Cefirina”—his fist slammed against the table—“fucking hates me. I don’t know what I ever did to that woman. She’s going to the Council in two days.”
“The Council?” Calla frowned. “These are your laws. Not mine. I’m human. I live by the laws of my country. Not the underworld.”
“They’ve secretly governed human beings for centuries. Most of the laws you have in place were crafted by experts in the underworld.” He sat back in his chair. “They’re like a supernatural mafia, or some shit, with tenfold the power and corruption.”
Leave. Flash away.
She quietly took a step back and Logan’s gaze anchored on her. Closing her eyes, she willed herself to her old bedroom.
“No!” 
A band crushed around her waist, almost stealing the breath right out of her, and when she opened her eyes, both she and Logan stood in the middle of her lavender room. 
“Let me go!” She kicked back at him. Squirming from his grip was about as simple as squirming from unbreakable steel. “Let go of me, Logan!”
“Calla,” he whispered. “Listen to me. I won’t give up on you and the baby. I will fight for you. Both of you. With everything I have inside of me. I will fight for you.” He bowed his head to her shoulder. “Du amec.”
The words brought a frown to her face. “Du amec?” She slipped from his grip and turned to face him. “Your demon words mean nothing to me. Nothing.”
“Please don’t look at me like that Calla. It crushes my heart to see you look at me like that.” He lurched forward. “I will make this right, tazschla.”
“Quit. Talking to me in demon!” She threw her hands to her temples. “I hate everything about your world!” With arms stretched, she gestured to her surrounding room. “This is what I want to go back to again! I don’t even know if it was better or worse than what it is now. All I know is it seems normal.” Her hands fisted at her side. “They won’t take this baby, Logan. I will run. I will flash for the rest of my life, if I have to, to keep them from taking my baby. Away from them. Away from you!”
He snatched her wrist and knelt down to the floor in front of her. His other hand unbuttoned his shirt and exposed the skull tattooed across his heart embedded in the symbol of Wrath.
The act, so out of place at that moment, made Calla pause, her muscles twitching as she scowled.
He unsheathed a dagger at his hip and held it to his heart. With a yank of her hand, he pulled her to him and forced her hands around the hilt. 
“I vow with my life that I will keep both of you safe. My heart is yours. And if you’ll not have it, I’ll cut it out right here, right now.” He gripped tighter and forced the dagger into his flesh until blood trickled down his chest. “Pain and punishment have long been friends of mine. I’m not afraid to surrender myself to them. Without you, I’m like a spinning fucking compass, with no direction. I need you.” 
She forced a breath. “Stop.” 
His grip loosened and she released the hilt. 
“Just stop.” A shield of tears distorted her view of his face.
“I’m fucked up, Calla, and I know I’ll never be right for you.” He bowed his head. “If you leave me, I may as well go right back to Obsidius, because nothing in this world will matter to me anymore. But if you stay … by the gods, I will live each day for you, to make you happier than the last. I promise you this.” He shook his head. “Fuck, I’m a mess without you.”
He remained on the floor, head bowed, dagger still in his grip. She reached out and brushed her hand through his short-cropped hair. 
His head tipped back, eyes earnest. 
Had she noticed the hard lines in his face? Circles under his eyes—the evidence of little sleep and a man troubled. 
He’d withheld the truth, which, by all accounts, was the same as lying to her face. It was suddenly clear, though, how he’d tormented himself over the course of the last few weeks.
“I prayed to gods that it wouldn’t come to this. That I could find a way. Please forgive me for lying to you.” 
“Shhhh.” Tears spilled onto her cheeks. 
What now, though? Run? 
She’d gotten so sick of running. A glance down at her wrist reminded her. Running wasn’t an option anymore—she had a duty to the life inside of her, a responsibility to care and protect it at any cost. Though she’d do it alone if she had to, the idea of having Logan beside her seemed much more comforting.
Snagging her hand, he rose to his feet and seized her mouth in a kiss. 
So different from the others, as if he’d used his lips to summon a million apologies at once, each melting like snowflakes against her tongue. 
The sensation of falling had her stomach feeling light, warmth spreading to her limbs. She closed her eyes, and when she opened them, they were in Logan’s room once more. 
His plush mattress caught both of them. Logan crawled over her, his mouth fused with hers. He kissed down to her neck and to the sensitive crook of her collarbone. “Mine eternal,” he spoke against her skin. “I will kill before I let them take you away from me.”
His weight lightened as he rose up to his knees and removed his shirt. 
The blood on his tattoo had dried already when Calla reached for his chest and touched the place that beat in sync with her own heart. 
Clearly, from the way her stomach tightened and heat burned between her thighs, she needed him, craved the touch she’d been denied over the last week. She wanted to forget the world for a moment, be lost in his warmth and kisses. 
How she’d missed him.
Palm pressed to his chest, Calla cast her gaze to the tattoo on his neck. “I’m not asking you to save me. I’m asking you to stand beside me.” She glanced upward. “Can I trust you?”
“I have nothing left but you, Calla.” He shook his head. “Your blood runs through me. Your soul is my soul. You are a part of me forever.”
“Okay.” She swallowed hard, averting her eyes once more. “I’ll stay. I’m going to need some time, Logan. I won’t leave. But I can’t stay here in this room. With you.” The words hurt, literally burned her heart, as they passed her lips. “You lied to me. You endangered both of us. I’ll see this through and by your laws. But if something should happen to this baby … know that I will never forgive you.”
His face paled as if every ounce of blood had drained out of him. He opened his arm, allowing her to rise to the edge of the bed. 
His grip snatched hold of her wrist. “I can’t. I can’t be so close to you without your touch. Tell me what I have to do to keep you right here.”
A tear streamed down her cheek. “Help me make this right.”


CHAPTER 46
Calla sat at the kitchen table, staring off at the food Anna had prepared: fresh-cut strawberries, melons and grapes, some mangoes, eggs and toast. She’d just gotten back to eating human food over blood, but suddenly her appetite wouldn’t allow her to go near it.
“Won’t you eat, dear?”
Calla broke from her trance and glanced up at Anna. “Not feeling up to eating much of anything. Sorry for the trouble, Anna.” She pushed the plate aside. “I’m willing to put it away for later.”
“Here, let me take care of that.” Anna lifted the dish off the table and turned her back to Calla, clearing the plate. 
“I’m sorry. I know you work very hard and I don’t mean to be ungrateful.”
Anna swung around. “Nonsense! This is hardly work.” She winked. “I love what I do.”
In spite of the preoccupation with the news she’d been fed by Logan, Calla mustered a smile. “I’m glad.” Even she couldn’t help but notice the melancholy in her own voice.
Pulling a chair from the table, Anna plopped into the seat and entwined her fingers. Her stare forced Calla to shift in her seat. No doubt, something personal stirred inside the demon, just itching to take Calla by surprise. Never had she wanted to flash somewhere so badly in her life. Even that, though, had waned in the last few days, but the effects of the Sangexzha seemed to be lessening with each passing hour.
“I don’t suppose it’s any surprise that I know all about what’s going on? Being a Gambis Demon, and all.”
“No.” Calla kept her gaze fixed on the table. “No surprise.”
“Can’t say I blame you for keeping your distance from him.” Anna’s voice, calm and resolute, took Calla by surprise enough for her to lift her gaze and meet the female demon’s. “You know, I’m definitely not an expert on the topic, child, but I’ve found there are two kinds of men in this world. The ripples in a pond—cute and momentarily diverting. And the big fucking rogue waves that come out of nowhere, sweep you off your feet, and steal you away from the safety of the shore. Certainly doesn’t take a genius to know where Logan falls.”
Two things had Calla nearly falling backward in her chair: the fact that Anna had casually dropped the F-bomb like Mary Poppins in the ‘hood, and her admittance that there was some danger in loving someone as unpredictable as Logan, considering she seemed so eager to see Calla together with him. 
Calla silently puzzled her words.
Anna cleared her throat. “I mean, the male is clearly deranged. Obsessed. Maybe a combination of those, mixed with a little desperate.”
“What makes you say that?”
“Well …” Anna leaned in, pointing a finger at Calla. “And you didn’t hear this from me, see? Rumor has it, he went to Cefirina yesterday afternoon.”
“Cefirina? What for?”
“I hear it was to beg her not to approach the Council.” She pursed her lips. “Given their history, and the fact I’ve never heard that male beg for anything in all the time I’ve known him, I’d say he’s gone a little mad. Best you stay away from him.”
Begging Cefirina?
Logan really had planned to do whatever it took. “Anna, what exactly is their history? Why does she hate him so much?”
“It’s an unnatural thing for a Divine Matron to renounce a prince’s son. Word is, Master Logan was into some … interesting recreations before he came to the mansion. Fights, drugs, and whatnot.”
Calla frowned. “None of them strike me as shining examples of society. I can’t see that being a reason to shun him.”
“Only Cefirina really knows.” Anna shrugged. “The rest is all speculation, fodder for the gossip. I’m not so sure Logan has ever taken the time, himself, to find out why.”
A moment of silence passed. The creeping sensation of possession and over-protectiveness washed through Calla.
For a moment, she hated Cefirina.
“So, he begged her? What did she say?”
“It really doesn’t matter what she says, dear. His request would only delay the inevitable. They do find these things out.”
A sinking sensation gurgled in the pit of Calla’s stomach. “What happens, Anna? Are we just taken there to stand trial?”
Surprise danced across Anna’s face. “Goodness, has no one told you how it works?” Her eyes softened into what Calla could only surmise as sadness in the female she’d always seen so cheerful. “Mother and child are not permitted in the court.”
“What?” Like a truck had hit Calla from the side, she coughed, choking on the little breath she managed to suck in to her lungs.
“I’m afraid you have no say in the decision. It is Logan’s choice.”
Calla shot up from her chair, knocking it backward onto the kitchen floor. “It is not his choice! It’s mine! My body! My child! My soul!”
Anna placed a hand flat on the table in front of her. “Calm down, love.”
Tears filled Calla’s eyes. “I will not calm down!” The tickle along her cheek signaled the release of moisture from her eyes. “I won’t let them kill me or my child.” Anna’s form blurred. “I will … take every one of those bastards down and watch them burn before I let them take my baby!”
Anna nodded, not a hint of amusement in her eyes. “I believe you.” Her expression turned earnest, a cue for Calla to listen. “Then, you must have the courage to do something extraordinary.”
“What can I do? If they won’t let me in …”
A grin spread across Anna’s face, and for a split second, it released a flood of relief. Did she have a plan? 
Please, God, let her know what to do.
“Do you trust this old gossip and thief?”
Calla fell to her knees before Anna. “More than anyone right now.”
“Then, you must do exactly as I tell you. The demons who guard the court are the fiercest in the demon realm. Trained to kill without conscience or question. One slip could mean death for both you and child. Do you understand?”
“I do …”


CHAPTER 47
“You stand before this Council with the charges of Amegation, and defiance against the Eradis through the impregnation of an unmated female, both punishable crimes.”
Logan bowed his head. “Yes, my lord.”
“How do you plead?”
“I’ve committed worse.”
“Answer the question!” The bellow of the high demon’s command made Logan wince.
Don’t screw it up. He drew a breath, never before scared in his life until right then. “Sanctisz”
The high demon leaned forward. His eyes had taken on the distinct red glow of anger. “On what basis.”
Logan swallowed a gulp. “On the basis that … my former bonding was with an improper mate. And my time spent in Obsidius was … as a result of that binding. A wrongful charge on the Council’s behalf.”
“Blasphemy!” The demon bolted up from his chair. “How dare you dishonor the Eradis.”
“I mean no ill respect toward the Eradis. My mate was …” Logan cleared his bone-dry throat. “She was also my mother. Sir.”
A hushed silence fell over the crowd. 
Those inner shadows of shame rose to the surface, clouding his mind, and Logan suddenly felt exposed. Vulnerable. He wanted more than anything to crawl into himself and hide, feeling every bit a dirty and worthless bastard, but he pushed on. 
“I murdered a high-ranking demon official and served five decades in Obsidius. He, uh,”—Logan swallowed harshly, his brows tightened as he kept his head low and eyes focused on the tarry black floor of the court—“did things. Things I would not speak of. But my mother threatened to reveal them. My father denied her. She was abjured and left to raise me alone. So, when the official hired a bounty hunter, she became desperate. We were captured. Tortured. He used her as a means of killing me. And the truth was, I would’ve let him, if not for the bond.”
“A human? Raising a demon alone? Ridiculous. And how dare you insult a demon prince.”
“He speaks the truth, my lord.” The voice that rose from the crowd took Logan by surprise. 
Cefirina?
She drifted forward and stood beside Logan before the Council. Tipping her chin up, she fixed her stare toward the Orcosii officials. “I am his Matron. I was not there to help raise him. His mother was a poor excuse for a woman, but he speaks the truth. She did raise him on her own. And her reasons for bonding were based on her own selfish pursuits. She sought the protection of her own son. And used him against those who threatened her life. He’s paid the price for killing the demon who killed his mother.”
A wave of relief swam through Logan’s body. He bowed his head. “Lords of the Council, I am prepared to honor my former mate, in order to spare my female’s life and the life of my unborn child.”
“You’ve not bonded. How dare you use the term so loosely.” The demon sat back in his chair. “I thank you, Cefirina, for your presence. But he has committed a crime in the eyes of this Council. As such, we must deliver appropriate punishment.”
Cefirina nodded. “Lords, I beg that you show mercy on this man. His actions cannot go without redress, this, I know. But he has proven to serve Wrath in the most honorable form, and deserves recognition for the good he’s done. As for his mother, I can only imagine Logan did what he thought would protect her, based on a very unnatural circumstance over which he had no control. It is his mother who should be standing before you, not him.” She glanced back at Logan.
“Duly noted.” The demon stared off for a moment. “And though you claim Sanctisz, this is a matter that must be deliberated.” 
Logan gave a sharp nod as the Council filed out of the room, before turning to Cefirina, eyes brimming with remorse. “No matter what happens. Thank you.”
“We’ve not had an easy road, have we?” Her lips pursed. “I meant every word.”
Logan’s gaze fell to the floor. “I know I’m not worthy—”
“Ah, but you are, Logan. And your father would be proud to call you his own.”
Ten agonizing minutes passed before the officials returned, and each retook their seats. 
The high demon placed his hands atop the bench. “Our decision has been made. Having taken into account your Matron’s arguments, the charges of Amegation have been dropped. However, there is still the matter of an unjust impregnation of the human female. Mate or not, Eradis was disregarded in this case. Since you’ve decided not to plead guilty and choose, the Council has decided that the child must be destroyed.” 
“No!” 
The voice from behind sent chills down Logan’s spine, stiffening his back. His gaze swung around, and from the crowd, a figure rose, cloaked in a black robe. 
No. Please, no. 
The black hood was pulled back, revealing her face. That face that Logan would kill for. Calla. Right there in the court. 
His heart hammered, his breaths hastening as he swung his gaze back to the Orcosii. 
“Seize her.”
As two Enforcers stormed to either side of Calla and grabbed hold of her arms, Logan lurched forward and growled. “I’ll rip your fucking heads off!”
“Watch your tone.” The high demon leaned forward, clutching the edge of the bench-top. “Bring the woman here.”
Calla made her way before the Council. She gave a furtive glance in Logan’s direction before directing her attention back toward the lords.
“How did you get inside the court? Only the blood of a royal would’ve granted your entry.” The high demon looked her up and down, as Logan’s focus shifted between him and Calla. “And you are clearly not royal blood.”
Calla entwined her fingers in front of her, a nervous gesture. “I almost didn’t, your honor.” Her voice hardly carried across the room. “A distraction gave me entry. I did not mean any disrespect. But the matter of my child-to-be was something on which I couldn’t stand by and wait.”
“Are you aware of the crimes this pregnancy represents to the Council?”
“I’m aware of what the pregnancy means to you. But I’ve committed no crime.”
Logan’s brow furrowed and he nearly sank to the floor with her words.
“This child is the first time I’ve felt alive,” Calla continued. “The first shred of light in a life filled with darkness. I refuse to believe such light is worthy of destruction.” She glanced down and held her small stomach that had yet to show signs of her pregnancy. “This baby saved me once. And I’m willing to give myself, my soul, to save it. I will fight with every last breath for the life that’s inside of me.” She leveled her stare on the high demon. “And so, if you must kill someone for the sake of your laws, take me after the child is born.”
“No!” Logan sidestepped in front of her and stared up at the officials. “I am at fault in this. Not her. Punish me. Send me to Obsidius. Torture me eternally. But spare both of them. I give myself to you for her and the child.”
“Silence!” The high demon nodded toward the guards, who seated Calla back on the bench, shackling her arms. “The female has broken our laws. However, she has offered up her own soul in exchange for the child’s.”
Every bit of breath swooshed out of Logan. He fell to his knees and, grabbing the dagger from his holster, sliced his palm and held it up so the blood trickled down his wrist. “I forsake my soul, in exchange for hers and the child. As Son of Wrath, I surrender to you the brand of Pain and Vengeance to use as you wish. And I will strike my own heart before this Council.”
“Logan!” Cefirina barked beside him. “You’ve no idea what you’re doing!”
“Even the soul of a demon prince is worthless to us. You’ve tainted the value of what lies beneath your bones.”
He slid forward on his knees toward the Council’s bench, but two enforcers moved to either side of him and one grabbed his arm. 
“Please. I beg of you. Take me.” 
Damn the shame that left him bowing his head, arm still clutched by the enormous demon beside him. 
Who gave a shit? 
Goddamn, he’d rather scrape his own heart out of his chest with a spade than think about anyone harming his woman or unborn son. “I beg you!” His voice thundered.
“Eradis is the binding of souls. The exchange of blood and the ultimate commitment! You have dishonored and trampled hallowed territory. The price is one soul.”
“If it is blood that binds, and commitment that seals them together, then he has committed no crime,” Cefirina said from beside him. “Her blood runs through him. As does his through her. And a male pleading to take his own life for the one he loves demonstrates no greater form of commitment, wouldn’t you agree?” Cefirina leveled her gaze on the high demon.
“The exchange of blood?”
“Yes.”
The high demon nodded to a woman who stood off to the side. “Verify.”
The tall, lanky female, dressed like a court clerk from the fifties, carried forth a bowl of liquid. The steam drifted upward as she set it before Logan and pulled a package containing a scalpel from the pocket of the apron she wore. After popping it from the packaging, she gripped Logan’s wrist, and with a quick slice across, the liquid hissed as his blood fell into the bowl. 
The female then approached Calla and performed the same ritual, sending her blood hissing into the bowl, though the demon female paused while holding Calla’s wrist, as though examining the scars there. After carrying the mixture over to a booth beside the Council, she set the bowl atop and from somewhere on the other side, she produced a large white strip of paper and dipped it inside the bowl. 
Two distinct lines, made up of small checkers-like squares crept up the paper, accompanied by the upward drift of steam. 
The patterns of both lines mirrored one another. 
The woman turned toward the Council, dropping her glasses down the bridge of her nose. “She speaks the truth, my lords.”
The high demon nodded. “Thank you.”
A long pause followed before the demon lord shook his head. “I’m afraid the blood is not enough. There must also be the binding of souls. This is what makes a mate. An eternal bond that cannot be broken. This did not occur prior to the pregnancy, as our laws dictate.”
“My Lord,” Cefirina said, giving an exasperated huff, “if I am able to demonstrate that the binding of these two souls did occur before the pregnancy, do you agree to relinquish all charges against this male?”
“Impossible. You cannot demonstrate a binding of souls. It is only through the Eradis that such a thing exists.”
“And yet, I can. One hour. I shall show you that these two are, in fact, bonded more deeply than any who’ve stood before you. And then, will you grant them emancipation from these charges?”
“Cefirina, I’ve no idea what you have up your sleeve. But as you are a highly respected female in this court, I’ve no choice but to grant your request. Should you properly demonstrate a binding of souls, we will release the charges against Wrath’s son, Logan.” He took a long breath and nodded toward Calla. “As well as the female and child. This court will adjourn in one hour.”
* * *
The cold dark holding cell, where Logan sat awaiting his fate, spurred memories of times past.
“Then, so it shall be. A half century to be carried out immediately. May the guardians of darkness show mercy on your soul, Gavius. As for you, Logan, you’ve killed one of our own. The pain of your punishment will haunt you for eternity.” The high demon official spoke past gritted teeth. “And will bury any joy or pleasure you’ve known up until now.”
Logan sat and prayed—prayed to the gods, any god that would make this right in the end. 
The Enforcer appeared before his cell, opened the door, stepped to the side, and Logan rose from the floor and exited back to the court. 
Every muscle in his body felt like jelly. His bones carried a chill that left him shivering. 
Everything he loved rested on hope and faith—two things that never served him well throughout his life.
He stepped inside the courtroom, immediately seeking Cefirina. 
She was nowhere. 
His heart pounded in his chest. All would be decided in the next moments that followed. 
A hush fell over the crowd as the Council filed in. The high demon was the last to take his seat, and his eyes scanned the crowd. 
The click of a door traveled Logan’s spine and allowed him to release the breath he’d been holding. He craned his head in time to see the white flow of Cefirina’s long gown pass by. She held something black in her arms. 
“What is this?” The demon spoke in a stern voice.
“My Lord,” Cefirina said, holding up the object she carried, “behold the binding of two souls.” 
Logan stared at it long and hard. The cat? What the hell?
“Logan’s soul was returned to him by the work of a very sloppy Zshula.” She cleared her throat. “As you know, only a virgin’s blood can bring back a lost soul. This animal is the product of two souls combined under the blessings of Logan’s father, Wrath. As in the Eradis, two souls under the blessings of the prince are protected and honored. You’ve seen and confirmed that it is this woman’s blood that runs through him. Therefore, it is these two souls combined in this entity—before her pregnancy.”
“Bring me this cat.”
Cefirina lifted the cat up to the high demon, but it hissed and evaporated into a shadow that moved across the floor until it materialized in Logan’s lap.
The demon gasped. “Shadow Walker!”
A grin spread wide across Cefirina’s face, as she glanced back at Logan and gave a wink.
That singular gesture shed a glimmer of hope.
Behind Logan, the crowd of witnesses shifted and mumbled. 
“Your mother.” The high demon double-blinked. “Had you sexual relations during your bonding?”
Acids crept up Logan’s throat. He caught a glimpse of Calla’s focused stare, as he answered, “No, sir. Our arrangement was only for her protection.”
“So, no child was born of this … union?” His lip curled as if in disgust. The same disgust, no doubt, that churned in Logan’s gut at the thought of such an abomination. 
“No, sir. No child.”
“Punishment must still be executed. Our laws exist for a reason. Verbrizh will be carried out immediately, after which final judgment will be given.” He motioned toward the guard. “As for the female, we must decide how to handle her punishment for entering our court.”
“My lord, if it pleases you, I’m happy to accept extra lashes on her behalf,” Logan said.
A wicked smile slid across the demon’s face. “It would most certainly please me.”
Logan nodded. A small price in his eyes for what he’d faced but a moment ago. 
The guard nabbed Logan’s arm and tugged him to the center of the room, where he drew a circle on the dark floor. Once he’d finished, he stepped back.
Logan removed his shirt, his boots, and stripped down to his boxer briefs. The purpose of the punishment was to humiliate more than inflict pain. Though, there’d be plenty of that, too. After all, he’d blatantly disobeyed the laws—a slap in the face to the Orcosii court. 
Taking his place in the center of the circle, Logan knelt. He stole one glance at the high demon before bowing his head and bracing his hands against the heat of the floor. 
For a fleeting moment, his thoughts drifted to Calla, that she’d have to witness such a thing—until the first strike of the whip licked his back. 
Like scalding grease poured over an open wound, flames spread beneath his skin, and Logan screwed his eyes shut. He’d endured the same punishment during his time in Obsidius. It’d been the reason his back carried all the small scars. The whip, made of thin, fiber-optic-type threads, penetrated on contact with demon flesh and sent electrical impulses to the nerve endings that caused searing pain—the kind that paralyzed males and made them wish for death.
“Fifty,” the high demon said.
“My lord—” Cefirina’s voice sounded urgent.
“The punishment stands, Cefirina. Fifty lashes for both him and his female.”
Gods, Logan would be useless after that, unable to do much more than writhe on his stomach for a few days—if he survived. The most he’d ever suffered was half the number lashes, for killing a prisoner in Obsidius, and the other prisoners thought him a walking miracle for surviving.
Another lash zapped right up his spine. It rattled his bones and left a resonating ache in his head. He sucked in a sharp breath, squeezing out a muttered, “Fuck,” on the exhale before another lash landed. 
As strike after strike rocked his bulky frame, his arms trembled under his massive weight. 
Should he fall, though, the punishment would begin again, and begging mercy would dishonor Wrath’s name. 
Instead, he focused his thoughts on Calla. She’d be safe. The baby would be safe. Even if the pain damned near killed him, it’d be worth it in the end. Nothing mattered more than his woman and the child she carried. Gritting his teeth, he forced himself to find some delight in that knowledge—to welcome the jarring buzz that resonated through his bones with each lash. Every flame that danced along his spine meant the freedom of the only woman he’d ever cared about in his life.
One large zap to his back had Logan grunting. 
Gasps sounded from the audience. 
Yeah, that bad.
The raw burn told Logan The Enforcer’d torn away some of his flesh with that one.
Dizziness settled over Logan. 
His insides clenched with every hit, his muscles jittering as the Enforcer flayed his nerves. 
His palm slipped but he caught himself. 
“Enough! Please!” Calla’s voice came from behind. 
Logan wanted to tell her it was okay. To stick it out because, gods, he didn’t trust the bastards and their laws. 
Besides, the final judgment still loomed. The punishment was the homestretch. 
Tunnel vision had begun to set in, though. Blackness—that old familiar friend—threatened to take him under.
Another lash sizzled across his back, and the distinct smell of burning flesh hit his nose.
Scuffling hit the floor behind him.
“Enough!” Calla’s voice arrived in closer proximity. “By God, I will watch every one of you burn if you kill him!” She sniffled and Logan’s heart clenched that she’d been crying.
A thumping noise reached Logan’s ears, sounds fading in and out. Black fabric appeared in his periphery, and a hand reached out to him, passing over the white boundaries of the circle.
“Logan,” she whispered, “take my hand. Stay with me.”
All he could muster was a twitch of his fingers as the pain paralyzed every nerve in his body. Only the stiffness in his muscles, and shock, kept him balanced on his palms.
“Come away, child. He would want you to let this punishment be carried out. It is his honor at stake.” Cefirina’s voice eased his mind. 
As the black fabric disappeared and Calla’s hand slipped away from his view, Logan sent a silent thank you to Cefirina for being there.
Damn, Calla shouldn’t have been subject to such a thing. He reeled from the idea of her having to watch. The female had seen some fucked up things in her life, but nothing quite took the cake like watching a demon get flogged, Verbrizh-style. 
Blood splattered beside his flat palms. Logan focused on the drops sliding across the tar. They bubbled with the heat of the floors, the underside of which housed the most dangerous part of the Orcosii Court. Hell’s eternal prison. The pyre where the tortured souls were cast after their punishment.
A long pause with no whipping had Logan’s senses on alert. Had his punishment finally ended? 
After fifty lashes, his back probably resembled ground hamburger. For a moment, he remained on all fours as his body scrambled to heal the inflicted damage. His hardest task would be replacing his leathers and walking back to his place before the high demons without appearing as if he wanted to break down and sob like a little girl.
Using all of his strength, he pushed himself from the floor. At the gut-wrenching split of his flesh, he dropped back to his palms, before he pushed off again, crouching until he could straighten to a stand. 
Something wet and sloshy slapped the floor behind him. Logan refused to look down at what may have fallen from his back, but stumbled forward, then back, like he’d gotten into the Elysia. Finally catching his balance, he located his pants with slow and awkward movements and slid them carefully up his thighs through the spinning of his mind. 
Throughout dressing, he didn’t once look at Calla. Couldn’t look at her. Not as weak as he felt at that moment. 
Once his leathers had been replaced, Logan staggered his way back to standing before the court. As he swayed on his feet, the sound of his flesh regenerating turned his stomach, like slugs crawling across his wet, blood-soaked skin, and his hearing went mute aside from the constant swishing sound.
He wished he could hide himself from Calla, keep her from seeing the mutilation that’d crimp even the toughest supe’s lip.
The official’s palms rested flat against the bench-top. “It seems the two of you have exchanged blood bond.” His voice sounded distant, as if separated by a wall, and Logan furrowed his brow, focusing to hear. “You obviously survived your punishment. And with the procurement of the new evidence provided by Cefirina, I have no choice but to grant full emancipation. I absolve you of your former binding and the charges against mother and child.” 
His skull gavel struck, and just like that, Logan’s weakness won, bringing him to his knees.
Free? 
Logan clambered awkwardly to his feet again. His body held lightness, as if he walked in dreams. Free from the nightmares that had kept him awake every night since he’d first heard the news about his son. Free from the binding. Free from a past that wouldn’t let him live for the future. 
Free. 
As if he’d died and been reborn again.
Resurrected from death to start anew.
Cefirina approached.
He lowered his head and knelt before her, taking her hand to his lips. “My lady, a thousand retributions in your name will never repay the gratitude I feel now.”
Her hand gripped his. “Gavin told me about your mother. Do not be upset with him. I can understand why you never spoke of this, I only wish that you had.” 
Logan frowned. He wasn’t upset that his brother had told Cefirina. Gavin had kept his secret safe for over fifty years. “I’m sorry.”
“Do not be sorry. I was in the wrong. So very wrong about you. You’re a good man. And you owe me nothing for this. Except … be happy, Logan. That is all I wish for you.” Her eyes softened with a smile. “For once, just be happy.”
A tear streamed down his cheek as he stared up at her. He quickly swiped it away against his shoulder and gave a sharp nod. “This Shadow Walker. What is it?”
“Your Zshula was a bit sloppy.” Cefirina rolled her eyes and shrugged. “Perhaps a newbie. Shadow Walkers are very rare. They are an extension of two bound souls. Be good to yours.” She raised a brow. “They’re supposed to bring luck, among other things.”
Calla approached, wiping the tears from her cheeks. 
Cefirina’s gown floated as she swung around to face her. “And you, lovely child. Very brave of you to make your presence here. The sign of strong woman. May your delivery be swift and your happiness eternal, as well.”
“Thank you.”
“Of course.” Cefirina rested a hand on Calla’s shoulder. “I’m quite looking forward to meeting the newest addition.” She glanced back at Logan. “He’ll make a fine Wrath,” She said, before continuing on through the doors. 
Logan remained on his knees as Calla stepped toward him. He cast his gaze to the floor, almost bowing in front of her. “I understand if you won’t have me after … knowing. I can’t take away the sins of my past. And I won’t blame you for leaving because of it. I’ll still take care of you and the baby. Whatever you need …”
Her silence dared him to tip his head back.
Calla’s eyes brimmed with tears. “Don’t be stupid, demon.” She sniffed, wiping a fallen tear from her cheek. “You can tell me to screw myself. You can even tell me you want nothing to do with me. But leaving you isn’t an option.”
Heat spread through his body as his muscles relaxed. Breaths shuddering, he rose to his feet and, with his forehead to hers, he placed her hand against the tattoo scrawled across his chest. “You own my heart, Calla. It’s a damaged, bandaged fuckin’ mess, but it belongs to you, and only you, eternally.” He palmed the back of her head and kissed her so that she’d feel his undying passion for her—so hard her trapped moan purred against his lips. 
The world spun out of control, and smack in the center of the whirling images stood Calla. 
What Logan felt for her could have bordered on madness—an obsession that would kill him, but fuck it all—she belonged to him. “Gods, woman. You are everything to me.”
“Are you … in pain?” Her fingertips drifted lightly across his chest.
Logan smiled. “Not anymore.” 
“That was the most awful thing I’ve ever seen. I wanted to tear that Enforcer apart in front of all these witnesses.” She kissed his chest, over an old scar. “When they heal, I’ll kiss every one.”
Logan’s heart damn near burst. “You’ve already healed every scar.” He took her face in his hands and kissed her lips. “You own me forever, Calla.” Bowing his head to her shoulder, he whispered, “Just tell me I can keep you this time.”
“Come on, demon.” Calla stroked his cheek. “Let’s go home.”


CHAPTER 48
Logan kicked the door to his bedroom open as he carried Calla in his arms with their lips still fused. Her hands very strategically avoided his back as he stepped inside and backed her into the closing door. 
Yeah, his wounds still burned like a motherfucker but not even they would keep him from having his female.
“Are you okay?” he breathed.
“Yeah.” Her voice held urgency before she pressed his lips back where they belonged. “You? How’s your back?” she asked against his mouth.
“All good. I have to know. How’d you do it? That was some dangerous shit you pulled down there.”
“Anna. The woman’s a pretty slick thief. Swiped an official’s ring and cloak. It was dangerous.” Logan had to fight for focus on her words over the magic of her fingers playing in his hair. “I had an enforcer watching my every move and, at first … didn’t think I’d be able to get the blood past him.”
“Blood?”
“Anna had a synthetic made from hairs embedded in the cloak.”
“Gods, Calla. They would’ve taken you to the prison.” Logan grimaced at the thought of her trapped in the same hell. “Or worse. And then shit would’ve really hit the fan. I’d slaughter any being that tried to hurt you, and then we’d both be livin’ it up in Obsidius.”
She grabbed both sides of his face. “But, had I not been there, you’d have never proven the blood bond on your own.” 
His brow wrinkled, lips downturned. “Yeah, I guess.”
“Not bad for a prissy princess, huh?”
Fierceness burned in his eyes as Logan gripped a fistful of her hair. “You’re no princess, you’re my fucking queen.” He claimed her mouth in an intense kiss. “These past few days … I thought we weren’t going to make it. I was certain you were going to leave.”
“I wanted to. But I decided I couldn’t let you stand there alone.” She gave a demure smile. “Queen protects the king, remember?” 
He buried his face in her neck and sucked in her scent—the only one that had the power to bring him to his knees.
“What is it that you say in Demonic again? For love?”
“Du amec.”
“Yes.” She flung her arms around his neck, rose up to her tiptoes, and whispered in his ear, “Du amec, Logan.” 
The words never carried so much beauty and meaning as they did right then, rolling off her tongue.
Down went the shield. Logan could almost hear the sound of metal screeching as it bent and curled open, leaving his heart gaping and pounding. 
Logan lifted her into his arms, gripping the back of her head as he kissed her, before setting her down on her feet. 
Lost in a tranquil blue, he paused for a moment, studying his female. 
Calla—sweet serenity in the flesh—the only female who’d ever broken his exterior, smashed it into a thousand pieces, and found the soft stuff not even he knew made up his insides. 
He’d been used by women all his life, beaten into thinking he’d never be worth more than what his cock could do. Before him stood a woman who’d proven them wrong—proven him wrong—and that blue crashed over those cruel memories like a tidal wave that left him floating in sheer bliss. 
“How much do you like this shirt?” he asked her.
“Just a shirt.” Her fingers massaged his nape. 
“Good.” He ripped the front of her T-shirt right down the middle. “I’ll buy you a new one. In fact, I’ll buy you a hundred of the damn things just so I can rip them off of you when I feel like it.”
She seized his mouth and Logan allowed himself to melt into her kiss. 
Heaven. 
Perhaps those lashes had killed him after all, because he couldn’t imagine his life as perfect as in that moment. 


CHAPTER 49
Calla’s eyes fluttered open. She gasped and drew back, as the dark figure standing before her slowly came into sharp focus.
Dressed in a black druid-type robe, he pulled the hood back, and her muscles relaxed. 
“Jesus, Logan, you scared me.”
He reached out to her. “Come with me, Calla.”
“Is everything okay?”
“Please. Just come with me.” His impassive expression didn’t give the slightest hint of what was going on.
Sliding out of bed, she wrapped herself in the silk robe lying on the adjacent chair. “What time is it?”
He glanced back. “Almost midnight.”
A million questions buzzed through her head, but she kept to the easy one of, “Are you certain everything is all right?” 
Logan didn’t answer. 
Calla’s breaths hastened, and she rubbed the sleep from her eyes. The pregnancy had her exhausted every night, and it was only the first trimester. 
Logan led her down the staircase, and into a hallway she’d never ventured before. Dark paintings depicting spectral beings lined the hallway. What Calla noticed most was that each picture she passed showed a different phase of the moon. 
As fast as Logan pulled her along, though, she couldn’t determine any particular pattern.
“Can you at least give me a hint?”
They arrived in front of a door with light bleeding through the cracks. Logan swung it open, and the brightness of candles nearly blinded Calla. 
Inside, figures stood side-by-side, lining a path that led to a small pit of fire. Each of them wore the same robe as Logan’s. 
“What’s going on?”
Ayden stood closest and gave a warm smile that put Calla’s stomach at ease as she followed behind Logan toward the pyre. 
As she passed them, the stoic faces of Logan’s brothers remained shrouded behind their hoods. All were present except for Zeke, who remained confined to his bed as he healed. Calla frowned at their refusal to meet her gaze. 
Logan finally reached the end of their path and nudged her to face him in front of the flames. God, he’d looked so different the past couple of weeks. His skin carried a healthy glow, his eyes calmer. He’d gotten back into working out and bulking up. She’d certainly noticed, but beside the fire, in the dim glow of the candles, the brown in his eyes held a sparkle. 
He lifted her hand and kissed it. “I intend to do this the right way this time.”
Logan reached behind him without removing his attention from her, and Ferno placed a small wooden chest in his palm. 
Gavin strode from the line to stand beside him, holding a brass bowl. From within the chest, Logan pulled out a tiny, folded piece of white paper. 
On it, in black quill-style script, were the words: Snowball fight.
Confused, Calla watched, as Logan tore the piece of paper up into bits and placed them in the bowl. 
He pulled another paper, folded like the first, and held it up for her to read: First kiss in the library.
The second was torn also, and sent to join the first. 
Calla’s chest suddenly throbbed. Her blood hammered inside her veins. She placed a hand to her mouth and attempted to stem the tears brimming in her eyes as realization struck.
Memories. 
Logan pulled more out of the chest: first visit to Orcosia, Sanctuary, the drive through the tunnel. His wink brought heat to her cheeks. 
His face turned somber as he held up: nearly losing you, finding you again, finding out about my son, making things right, waking up with you in my arms, tonight, tomorrow and always, and finally, ‘Du amec, eternally’.
A tear tickled Calla’s cheek.
“You asked once if I had any good memories.” The sound of his voice, so deep and hoarse, reverberated off the walls. “So many times I wondered why death hadn’t claimed me. To spend a lifetime never feeling, never loving. What could possibly be left but a hollow void? I never realized how dead my soul was until you claimed it. You resurrected the life inside of me. Your kiss, your touch. My lifeline. You filled that hollow with hope and fire. The memories I’ve made with you are forever etched inside my heart. You returned my soul, twice. I love you.” He opened his palm, revealing the last scrap of paper with those three words written across.
Warmth flooded her chest. “Love?”
“Yes. I decided to make my own definition of the word.” His firm hand carried a slight tremble as he placed it against Calla’s stomach. “It’s what both of you mean to me.” 
Logan emptied the scraps of paper onto the pyre. Small orange embers rose above the flame and floated upward into ash. “Our memories, forever a part of us.”
Calla smiled and sniffed, tears streaming down her cheeks.
He knelt before her, pressing his forehead to the back of her hand. “I want to take care of you. I never want you to know cold, fear or loneliness again, baby. We’re a family now.”
“Family?” She wiped away the endless rivulets of tears trailing down her cheek.
“Calla, with my brothers,”—he shot a glance to the side and smiled—“and Ayden bearing witness, bestow me the honor of becoming my tazschla.” He bowed his head. “Eternally.” 
When his gaze lifted to meet hers, so filled with pleading and adoration, Calla’s breath hitched. She could only muster a frantic nod.
Smiling, Logan rose to his feet and passed the brass bowl to Mad Dog. 
The brother unsheathed his dagger and sliced into his forearm, allowing it to bleed into the bowl, before passing the bowl to Calix beside him, who also pulled a dagger and did the same. 
Each brother cut and bled into the bowl, until it was at last passed to Ferno. He sliced his arm, bled, and then swirled the contents, handing the bowl back to Logan.
Gavin stepped forward, carrying a golden band and staff. Tucking the staff beneath his arm, he took Calla’s wrist, kissed the top of her hand and spoke a low chant, before twining the delicate-looking gold metal around her arm. 
Calla lifted her arm to examine the beautiful etching in the gold, the patterns and symbols, ones she didn’t recognize.
After twisting another small metal band to the tip of the staff, Gavin gave Logan a nod and placed the staff into the pyre. 
A bright glow consumed the metal. 
Calla’s eyes widened. “What are you …” Did they plan to brand her? Not that she wouldn’t honor their ways, but damn. 
Gavin winked and twisted away from her to face Logan. He pressed the metal into Logan’s chest. 
The crackle of burning skin tickled her stomach until Calla flinched. 
A brother hissed. Zayne, she thought. 
Logan’s face tightened but he didn’t move.
 “The blood of your brothers seals the bond.” Gavin held a black kerchief to Logan’s chest and poured the brass bowl of blood over the wound. 
A black symbol with her name etched into it, already healing and blackened, had been set just outside of the tattoo on his chest, no different in appearance to his ink except for the slightly raised skin.
“It’s my bond to you, Calla. The symbol of eternal servitude as your protector, your lover, your mate.” Logan tapped a fist to his chest over the branding. “This is your mark on me. The beginning of our story.”
“As the eldest son of Wrath,” Gavin said, “I vow our loyalty and protection to you.” 
Sadness seemed to cloud Gavin’s eyes as he spoke, and for a moment, Calla wondered if he might be disappointed at the union for some inexplicable reason, but she was soon distracted as each brother came before her, spoke something she couldn’t understand in Demonic, and kissed the top of her hand. 
Mad Dog did the same but passed Logan a box wrapped in gold and silver trimmings, with a large bow like it’d been taken right out of a catalogue. “A gift, Bro.” He shook his head. “Man, never thought I’d see the day your ass would settle down.” 
Logan cocked a brow and pulled on the ribbon. As he lifted the lid, his eyebrows knitted together. “What the hell is it?” He drew the black leather straps up out of the box. “New holster?”
“Yeah. But see, we had it specially made.” He tugged on one of the straps. “See here, this holds baby bottles. And this one is a clip for that … shit, what’s that thing kids’ suck on?”
Ayden chuckled. “Pacifier.” 
“Right. Right. This is for the pacifier. And look, you can still draw your Glock, just don’t get it caught in the teething ring here.”
Logan’s jaw flexed. “You’re a dick.” 
Maddox glanced back to Calla. “You sure about this, bella? Logan’s son …” He shook his head. “Phew! Think of kindergarten. Stalking girls on the playground and beating the shit out of bullies. You’ve got your hands full with this one.” 
Logan gave him a shove, but as laughter burst from Calla, he smiled, cradled her face, and kissed her. “Du amec. I love you.”
“And I love you.” She glanced up at Logan. “We’re bonded now?”
“No, tazschla.” 
The brothers, Kane and Ayden filed through the door, leaving the two of them alone, and Logan’s wicked grin turned back to her. 
“Bonding is a very private ceremony.” He opened a large cast iron chest beside the fire and pulled out a thick satin blanket with gold spindling. “This is a blanket I had made by a royal Semptresz in Orcosia.” He spread the luxurious fabric out onto the ground. “Its threads are made from a rare flower, like silk from an insect.”
“Oh, what are you doing?”
He stepped toward her and untied his robe, allowing it to fall to the ground beside him. 
Good lord. He had been working out the past couple of weeks again—every muscle bulged as if he’d deepened the grooves with a pick. Her eyes feasted on every inch, down to the erection that left her biting her lip and suddenly aware of the dampness in her panties. 
He unraveled the knot in her robe and, sliding the T-shirt off, he leaned forward and kissed the crook of her neck. 
Would she ever tire of the imprint his touch left on her skin?
His parted lips traced down her exposed breasts, her clenching stomach, down, down until he knelt to the ground. 
“Tazschla, I intend to spend all night worshipping this beautiful body.” 
Panties slid down her thighs and she kicked them to the side, but crossed her arms over her stomach, the sudden exposure making her want to hide under the blanket.
Logan pulled her arms aside. “Don’t you dare hide yourself.” He kissed her stomach and rose again, pressing his lips to hers. With a tug of her arm, he led her onto the blanket, knelt before her and urged her down to her knees, before carefully laying her on her back. 
A Demonic chant left his lips, spoken with such eloquence that although Calla didn’t understand a word of it, the sound of his soft and gentle voice filled her heart. 
“Are you ready?” he asked in the common word.
She smiled. “Yes.”
Logan slid his hands up the underside of her arms, encouraging them over her head, and pinned her beneath him. “Know that whatever you see is me. No matter what, it’s me, okay? Stay with me. I promise I won’t hurt you.”
She swallowed a gulp and nodded. “I trust you.”
He pushed himself back onto his heels and dropped his palms to his thighs. His bulky chest rose and fell with each steady breath, and as he bowed his head, chanting flowed from his mouth like a song. 
Calla focused on her name amid the black ink. 
Snarling between words, Logan’s voice grew deeper, huskier, until he almost spoke in a growl. 
Calla’s pulse hastened as his skin reddened, the shade intensifying by the second. 
He tipped his head back, then forward, rotating chin to shoulders as if stretching. His muscles trembled and flexed, like he attempted control of whatever had taken over him. When he glanced up, his eyes glowed red but carried a penetrating depth that had Calla gasping. His lips darkened until they almost appeared black. 
Frightening yet beautiful. 
Dangerous. 
Stay with me, she reminded herself. She forced her hands to remain where he’d placed them above her head, despite feeling as vulnerable as the virgin sacrifice to King Kong.
A low growl rumbled in his chest, and as he fell forward, her muscles flinched. “Body and soul” he rumbled. “We are one, tazschla.” 
His face dropped and a sharp pain pierced her neck. 
Calla hissed, but lay paralyzed as warmth spread through every cell inside of her, the sting dissipating to such overwhelming pleasure, she closed her eyes. She giggled at the accompanying dizziness, her head spinning like she’d downed a bottle of liquor. 
Prickles danced along her skin. His flesh brushing against her nipples urged her to arch into him.
Logan’s thick erection brushed against her thighs. 
Yes. That was what she wanted.
A flush of heat washed through her body in tidal waves of fire. An ache blossomed between her thighs. 
Her lips parted. Take me, she wanted to scream. 
Her breath caught as she imagined Logan’s face, not the demon’s, his big body braced over top of her as he penetrated her. Yes. 
He tugged harder at her neck, and more of the euphoria pumped through her body like a drug. A drug she never wanted to sober from. A sensation like none other. 
She needed him. God, did she need him. 
Rolling her head against the blanket did nothing to calm the sensation wracking her body. Scissoring her legs beneath him failed to ease the ache at her core, and his strength bearing down on her made any movement near impossible. 
Beast or man, it didn’t matter, he was Logan and she wanted him with a fierceness she’d never experienced before.
As if he sensed her need, he released her neck and entered her slowly.
Yes! Oh, God, yes. 
Calla writhed, pushing her breasts into him, wanting every inch of her skin in contact with his.
“Are you okay, tazschla?” His distant words echoed in her head. “Calla, am I hurting you?”
The sound of her name arrived like a caress. As if he’d claimed ownership just by saying it. All she could rouse was a shake of her head. 
A strong and powerful scent penetrated her senses, watering her mouth, like a delicious cologne permeated from his body—one she recognized as his own, but carried a heady sensual undertone, as if they’d had sex hours straight. Mmmm.
He scarcely had to move as her body underwent wave after wave of pure pleasure just holding him inside of her. 
He purred an erotic chant in her ear at the same time he pumped in and out of her, each thrust demanding yet gentle.
Stiff muscles passed beneath her palms as she roamed his body, from his broad shoulders down to the tight small of his back—unable to get enough of him against her fingertips. Her male. He belonged to her. Raw power trapped in her embrace. 
“Mine,” she whispered with a smile. 
A growl rumbled in his throat and he upped his pace. Sweat beaded across his skin and Calla licked it from his shoulder. 
Fingers dug into her scalp, and his tongue traced circles where he’d bitten her neck. Every tiny sensation had become exacerbated, as if all of her senses had heightened, and the tickle only added to her growing need. 
Mounting. 
The pressure contracted her stomach and thigh muscles as each glide inside of her eased the ache still brimming at her core. Tightening with each thrust, her body gave its best effort to resist the slamming of his hips against hers, the grinding, his sex filling her, the masculine grunts in her ear. 
Whether she admitted it or not, he was fucking her—with the same reverence and adoration as a God-fearing man in missionary, but ten-fold the excitement and fervor. 
Release was inevitable. Building. Muscles trembling. Stiffening. Much more intense than before until … “I love you, Calla.” His ragged whisper breezed across her cheek.
A rocket of pleasure shot up her spine and detonated in the back of her head. 
Blinding light flashed behind her eyes and heated tingles spread to every part of her body. 
Logan’s curse in her ear followed by the sound of her name issued another explosion. 
She cried out between moans and bellowed his name. 
Sweet release. Like nothing she’d ever felt before. 
Pulses of warmth spilled inside of her as Logan’s body shuddered in her grasp.
Still, the sensation didn’t end. Didn’t disappear as she remembered before. Instead, the pleasure persisted, making her eyelids heavy, her body wanton for him again. 
She closed her eyes and smiled at the press of his lips to hers. As though she’d been starved for it, his taste abated the deep-seated craving she hadn’t realized she needed so badly until right in that moment. 
Two souls connected by a kiss.
“Logan,” she breathed. “What’s happening to me?” Her voice slurred, her passion-addled brain unable to process a single thought, and she opened her eyes. 
“You feel that?” His voice carried a smile. “That’s love, baby.” 
He pulled away from her, looking like her Logan again: the gorgeous olive toned skin and those brown eyes that seemed to radiate something she’d never seen in them before. Happiness. Pure contentment. The sight, so beautiful, brought tears to her eyes. 
“From now on,” he said, “when we come together like this, time will stand still, the world will cease to spin. All that will be is us.”
Calla smiled and wrapped her arms around his neck. “I think I can deal with that.”
He stroked a hand down her face. “Good. Because I have no intentions of having it any other way. I’m yours forever, Calla. Even in death, I’ll carry your heart with me.”
“Shhhh.” She placed a finger against his lips. “Don’t talk about death. I want to hear more about forever.”
Tucking his head beside her ear, he whispered, “You’re mine, Calla. That’s what my forever is about.”


EPILOGUE
Ava stepped through the debris—the black and ashened mess was all that remained of the torture chamber where her brother had wreaked havoc. Skeletal remains of the victims that’d burned blew upward in a cloud of dust as she kicked it with her boot. 
Hellsfire, no doubt, the only element that could annihilate the way it had. 
Beyond recognition.
A smile crept across Ava’s face. Free. Like waking up to a lottery winning, she’d finally scored her freedom. No Ryke and his iron fist.
Distanced from the fallen altogether.
Where would she go?
Her brother had been her source of belonging for centuries. Ryke was all she knew.
A sinking feeling in her stomach brought her to a crouch. Only one place came to mind for where she wanted to be, and she’d screwed that up royally. Calix would never take her back. Not after she’d betrayed his brother’s female. 
He’d always view her as the enemy. Untrustworthy. Pain struck her heart. 
Headlights crawled up what used to be the back-alley to the ruined building, and Ava skittered across to the other side and knelt behind the dumpsters there. 
The headlights beamed bright and three doors slammed shut. 
Shoes clicked against the pavement of the alley toward the mess. 
“To the fucking ground,” Ava heard one of them say. 
Smooth gray hair lay perfect against the speaker’s head as he came into view, matching the gray suit he wore. Another man, like a younger version of the elder, kicked at a burnt skull just as Ava had done moments ago.
“What do you want? An apology?”
“I gave you the reins on this one, Oliver. We’ve lost two facilities, countless time, and money in this endeavor of yours. And still your brother remains one breath away from his demise.” Gray hair shook his head. “Does that mean anything to you?”
“Of course it does,” Junior snapped. “Quit accusing me of not giving a shit about Jase.” He cleared his throat. “The girl would have been the more natural route instead of pumping him full of chemicals—her embryos would have naturally carried the Lywa antibody instead of us spending years of trial and error to get it right. Embryonic cells will be the success of this endeavor, father. She would have provided enough regenerative ammunition for an army of Sangs.”
“Well, at this point, it seems the chemicals are the most viable option. We have no connections to these supes now that the nephilim is gone. It’s time to focus on finding that journal. The organism is breaking down organs faster than we can repair them. We’re running out of time.” 
“Wade wasn’t the only one capable of brilliance.”
“I know. The brilliance in this family is lying on a bed with his organs half decayed.”
“Yes, Jase was so brilliant he managed to fuck himself.”
“He is a casualty of his own work. Never mistake passion for a lack of genius.” Gray’s face softened. “The girl is out of the picture now. She carries the demon’s child. Her womb will never hold the Sangexzha in its impurity. I, for one, am tired of catering to these supes. They’ve cost me more than I’m willing to invest for a second chance, and seem to be the consistent road block in every one of my attempts to save Jase.”
“So, now you intend to go after the Wrath demons?”
“Call it fatherly love, but, yes.”
“Leave me out of this. I want nothing to do with them.”
“As I expected. Your brother, on the other hand, would have jumped at the opportunity to save you.”
“And I’m certain you would have jumped at the opportunity to let me die.”
Something small and hairy brushed past Ava’s hand, and she jerked back, knocking the crumbled bricks behind her. Stifling a gasp, she twisted her body to hide behind the dumpster—until hands gripped her from behind and hauled her from her feet into the spotlight of the vehicles. 
“Ah, what’s this? Not every day the butterfly wanders into the spider’s web.” Gray’s words overpowered the crackled breathing of whatever held her up off the ground. Grunts and the nose-crinkling smell of a rotting animal told her it probably wasn’t human.
She kicked at her captor, squirming in his grasp, but missed.
“Father, I’m asking for one more chance. With her.” The younger of the two pointed at Ava.
“Who are you?” She stilled in her bindings, her heart fluttering like a moth’s wings. “What is it you want with me?” 
Gray-hair scowled, eyes appraising her. “The subject must be human.”
“She’s nephilim. Half human,” Junior spat back. “And she may have the strength to carry the Sangexzha elements.”
“She is not virgin blood. Nephilim are born to fuck. She’ll never trigger the mating.”
“Hymensa is triggered by the breaking of flesh. We’ll graft one. Please. One more chance.”
The two argued, and the more they talked, the more Ava’s stomach turned and the more she squirmed in the arms of the beast holding her from behind. “Let me go!” 
A thick hand covered her mouth, the scent of pus oozing from an open ulcer just below her nose. 
Tears formed in her eyes as her breaths waned.
“She’ll be perfect.” Junior tipped his head as he stood before her.
She focused on the outlines of the men, their features fading into the blackness. 
“I’ll have her prepped to mate in no time.” 
Please stay awake. Stay awake. 
Gray stepped in view behind the young man. “Have your playthings. But know my priority is finding that journal.” 
Their conversation drifted into silence. 
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