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Chapter One
 

 

 

The broad colorless sky let loose puffy flakes to fall without mercy. The soft powder coated everything in a world of white. It was on days like these that school was closed. Unfortunately, not on a Saturday. Not on that day, during the single most important test of my life. Everyone said how critical it was to fill in the right ovals, to see through the convoluted questions and answer correctly. Yet I was frozen, my pencil in hand, wondering how I was going to make it through this test.  My eyes were glued to the winter land just on the other side of the window, an escape that wasn’t likely to happen for another few hours. It all seemed so pointless.  In the big scheme of things, why did it matter how well I did on this exam?

Still not looking to the bubble sheet that could rule my destiny, I surveyed the room and the other students whose lives depended on this one test. Where they all looked intent and focused, I felt scatterbrained and disillusioned. 

It felt like I single handedly ruined all my friends’ lives. Maggie, Luke, Flynn, and Paul. I was like a bad penny that needed tossing out. So what was the point to this stupid test? There were just so many other important things to worry about. Demons and demon hunters were trying to kill me. My mom kept secrets that I had no way of getting the answers to unless I wanted to forfeit her life. 

And it was a matter of days before we would know if Maggie had become a werewolf.  She, on the other, hand seemed to be handling things much better than I, with her number two pencil filling in ovals like no one’s business.

I stared down at the question I’d hesitated on. A synonym for licentious. I’d used that word against him that very first night. Tightness seized my chest with the thought of him. I pushed back the grief, I just had to get through this; then the tears could fall.  

Images however, flashed in my mind, Flynn with a hatchet protruding from his chest, his mouth speaking those three words and me pressing my lips to his to save his life. A single tear tore from my hold and raced down my cheek to blot an answer I hadn’t yet managed to fill in. It had almost been two weeks since that day.

Despite the clock ticking down the time left to work on this section of the exam, I couldn’t stop myself from being sucked into the memory of that moment.  

It was as clear as if I was back in that moment. Willing all I had into him, I hoped for him to live.  Solid hands came around my waist and wrenched me from him.  I screamed in protest but felt all my energy leave me with that last breath.  My vision tunneled like a fox falling down a dark rabbit hole until there was little more than nothing.  

“She wasn’t kissing him, she was trying to save his life,” an accented voice said through the shadows. I knew that Scottish lilt anywhere.  Sebastian.  “Are you going to just hold her or are you going to use that angel light of yours?” So, Luke was here.

With a gentle kiss to my forehead, I was laid carefully down.  Total darkness had encased me but I could still hear.  The voices were growing softer, getting farther away.

“Nina, come over here and help.” Luke’s voice was panicked.  “Sebastian do you think you could get our hands directly on the wound?”

Desperate to know, I tried lifting my head, but it was far too heavy. What I deduced from his words was that Luke must not be able to save him alone.  Was Sebastian going make their hands disappear inside Flynn’s chest?

“I have to hold both of your hands while we do this,” Sebastian said, his voice now barely a whisper

Just as I’d begun to lose myself to the void of awareness, Nina’s voice popped in, a sharp, annoying intrusion.  “Is this sanitary?”

I wanted to yell at the girl that none of it matter if he died. But it was too late for that. I lost my battle with consciousness.

The footsteps of the teacher monitoring the exam snapped me back to the present.  I wasn’t even halfway done when the first warning of the dwindling time was called.  I skipped over the licentious question.  I just couldn’t do it.  Each vocabulary word brought me back to a moment in time to remind me just how messed up things were.  Paul was still in a trance.  Luke went out of town with Sebastian to look for answers.  And with Maggie across the room, her eyes and attention trained to the task before her, I never felt so alone.

Despite the tick tick ticking of the clock, I managed to bungle my way through.  The math section, which should have been a breeze for me, was an utter disaster.  I couldn’t concentrate.  There would be other test times, I thought, even though I wanted to be done with it.  I might just have to take this exam again if things ever calmed down.  But for now, I was so done with SAT words.  

When time was finally called, I walked out the doors of the testing facility. My first action besides heading to the car was to delete the word of the day apps off my phone.

With the sun breaking through and glaring off the blindingly white snow, I shielded my eyes to get a better view of Maggie as she caught up to me in the parking lot. She exuded relatively calm and at peace. Why wasn’t she in the same state of turmoil as I was? Making my way over to the passenger side of her car, I waited for the click that signaled that the doors were unlocked.  

  However, when the doors stayed locked, I looked into her probing green eyes. They told me she was worried about me. “So, how’d you do?” She sounded too bright and cheerful. Her red hair was pulled back for once in a smooth ponytail revealing more of her lightly freckled face.

I shook my head. “Not good.” My own signature ponytail shifted side to side with my movement.

She smiled but I could tell she was forcing it.  “It’s okay, we can always take it again,” she said, trying to be positive.

I nodded, thinking what a bad friend I was being.  She was the one in need of comfort, yet here she was coddling me. “Yeah,” I muttered before I opened the door and jumped in.  

We rode home without speaking.  Music streamed through the car radio to fill the silence spaces. And even in the quiet, I knew Maggie would be there for me. “So, you want to watch a movie or something?” she asked when she pulled up to the house.

My half smile and a quick shake of my head said it all. When I went to grab the door handle to get out, Maggie said, “This is all fucked up, Eme. It is. But it will work out. Somehow.”  Her voice trailed off. 

Feeling like the biggest jerk, I turned and gave her hand a squeeze. “I’m sorry, Maggs.  I should be there for you.  I just haven’t been sleeping well.”

“Luke, huh?” she asked.  There were no more secrets between us.  She knew the whole story and then some.  Feeling like a bobble head doll, I nodded again.  Now, she squeezed my hand. “Maybe later then.”

“Yeah,” I said for like the thousandth time.  Giving her another small smile, I exited the car.

 One glance over at Flynn’s dented Hummer that still sat in its same spot where he’d last left it, I hurried to my room.  I took off my Harvard sweatpants and hoodie and got into bed with only a tee-shirt and underwear, forcing my eyes closed.  I’d heard my mom in the kitchen but lately even cooking hadn’t soothed my mind like it had in the past.

Burying my head under the covers wasn’t going to solve anything, I knew, but I was tired and my emotions still felt raw.  I thought about the closed door down the hall, the one I had avoided.  I closed my eyes willing myself to sleep, hoping for oblivion and a release of all my shame and guilt.






  

Chapter Two
 

 

With a gasp, I awoke and rose like the living dead. I choked on the air in my lungs.  The nightmare of Flynn dying clawed at my throat with a scream caught in its grasp.  The light of the day still streamed in my window and a quick check of the clock let me know that I’d only slept an hour.  

Unable to stop my feet, I was up and out of bed. Then, I headed down the hall.  Tears were threatening again and I prayed I wouldn’t run into my mother.  She treated me like cracked glass but her cautious care shattered me every time.  No one but Maggie knew what I was going through.  Even Luke didn’t know, because how could I tell him everything? There was no way I could tell him the last three words Flynn had uttered to me.

My hand curled around the doorknob with white knuckles. It took a long time, me staring at the wood of the door, before I pushed it open.

The door eased open without a whisper of sound. Light filtered through the windows bathing his still form with light.

With the door closed behind me with care, I crawled into the bed and stretched myself next to him.  His splayed arm left a gap for me to curl my body into his. The gentle movements of his chest, the soft breath at my neck, only confirmed that he was sleeping. Tears threatened with every movement so I just listened to him inhale and exhale softly.

His breathing changed just before his arm came around me.  Tilting up my head, I saw his eyes were still closed. I let out a relieved sigh, knowing I hadn’t awakened him.  

I couldn’t have predicted what happened next even if I’d tried.  Before my next thought, I was underneath him. The quickness of the action shocked me. My eyes trained to his, which were still closed. He appeared to be dreaming with me in the cast.  My leading role included bare naked skin because his hand was under my shirt and moving up fast. His leg was in between mine, making space for his other one.  I opened my mouth to say something to wake him, but his mouth descended on mine.  His tongue searched for my tonsils. Only a gasp escaped me before I had a moment of clarity to shift my arm and place my hands on his bare chest. Only a bandage stopped my entire palm from touching his heated skin.  When his hand skimmed just below my braless chest, my reason came back to me. I shoved. Flynn’s eyes popped open even before he landed on the bed beside me.

My labored breathing was a confession that he’d affected me.  My cheeks flamed as the air from our movements reminded me that my shirt was pushed up well past respectable limits.  Taking the hem, I tugged hard to cover my exposed skin to my thighs.

“Mercy,” Flynn finally said, hoarse and sultry. Turning to meet his gaze, I saw shock before it all dissolved into anger. “What the fuck are you doing here?”

Okay, I hadn’t been expecting that. “I–” I tried to say.

“You need to leave,” he demanded.

“But,” I sputtered.  The tears that had threatened before spilled from my eyes and I felt even more foolish.  What I wanted to say was ‘Aren’t we friends?’ ‘I was worried about you.’  ‘I’m scared after what happened.’  Instead, as I scooted off the mattress onto my feet in shame, I uttered, “You said you loved me.”  My words were whispers.

In a rush of sudden movement, my body was pressed to the wall.  He looked down on me with menace in his eyes.  With a free hand, I wiped the remnants of stray tears and lifted my chin.  I’d come in friendship and if he didn’t accept it, then it was his loss.

Glowering at me, he said in a cold voice, “I thought I was dying. I didn’t mean it.”

Pain lanced my chest.  A feeling of betrayal grew there. I wouldn’t argue the point.  I wouldn’t ask why in death, he would he choose to lie about something like that. “You’re such a jerk,” I lashed out.

“Yeah, you’re a tease.” His face was less than an inch from mine. The hand that cupped my chin and stroked my cheek belied his words. There was tenderness there. But his other hand went to my thigh and it was my body’s turn to betray me. Heat from the warmth of his hand on my bare thigh turned me into a puddle of lust.

Slapping one hand away from my leg and then the other from my face while I still held reason, I said, “I am not a tease. You’re misinterpreting my actions. You nearly died for me. But don’t think anything has changed between us. Your tenacity will always lead you to a dead end. You’re vulgarity is a laughable defensive mechanism. I came because I care not because I want you.” 

Amusement filled his expression but it was the cold sort. “You may lie to yourself, but you can’t lie to me.”

“Whatever,” I said, trying to push him away. But he was an unmovable force that repelled my attempt to put space between us.

As if to prove he was in control, he stepped into me. He put a hand on my waist and the other on the wall next to my head. Leaning in, his intention was clear; he was going to kiss me. This was the moment where I should turn my face. Yet I didn’t.

Brushing past my lips, his mouth was at my ear. “Luke is my best friend.” There was a small pause as if to punctuate that statement. “He saved my sorry ass again. And I won’t have you coming in here trying to tempt me.”

My jaw dropped.  I had so not come in here to have sex with him. Yet, I could still taste him on my tongue from the kiss on the bed. The burn of his hand still lingered on my body.  The pulse of him had been pressed against me sending shouts of excitement all over me.

My brain was fogged in a haze of him.  His next words jolted me to the present. “You need to leave and don’t come in my room dressed like that unless you want me act like the demon I am. Go back to your virginal room and stay the hell out of mine,” he chided.

With a shove, he pushed himself off the wall. When he took a step away from me, for a second I missed barricade of heated flesh that had held me in place. With a closed mouth and narrowed eyes, I walked the plank of shame.  I didn’t even slam the door as I left.  It would only make his day to know he’d pissed me off.  

Through the door, I heard him say quietly, “One, four, three,” but I had no idea what that meant. What I did know was that he’d kicked me out. No jokes and no two hundred dollars for passing go. 

Besides earning his scorn, I’d noticed his bandage was stained red by the time I’d left. His man handling of me caused him to bleed and I had no idea why. He should have been healed by now.

Still standing in the empty hallway outside his door, I looked at the rug that ran down the middle.  I couldn’t stay here, so I willed my feet forward.  My current course would lead me to my room at the end. The other option was the stars. They weren’t too far from me and would lead me further away from the stupid mistake I’d made.

Looking down at what little I wore, I knew he was right. It had been dumb for me to go to him dressed as I had been. But I’d left without a thought except the need to remind myself he was still alive. I headed in my ‘virginal’ bedroom. My teeth ground together.  I wanted to curse him and the day he was born. I wanted to tell him what a fool I’d been for thinking he had a heart. Instead, I let the last of my tears fall because they would be the last.  No more crying over Flynn McCallister.  No way, no how.

With the back of my hand, I swiped at my face hard and rubbed at the stains of my stupidity until they were gone.  Looking in the mirror, my cheeks, eyes and nose were red.  It looked like I had a cold or yeah, like I’d been crying.






  

Chapter Three
 

 

Thinking about how I’d shut my door with a resounding thwack, I hoped my mother didn’t come in for one of her “chats.” We’ve had a lot of them lately.  I wasn’t in the mood for any ‘Julie-isms.’ She had her time to share and yet she’d kept me in the dark.  And now, everything was like a tangled necklace with no reasonable way to undo it.

My hand went to my throat to finger the puffy heart on the necklace that Luke gave me. I missed him and needed him now.  

The silence was suffocating instead of calming.  For the past couple of weeks, I’d been a wreck. Flynn was obviously not one hundred percent.  Luke and Nina may have saved his sorry life, but they weren’t able to fix him, not completely.  He’d been like a baby bird unable to fly out of the nest.  A hospital was not an option because how could we explain his injuries? And much to his disdain, he hadn’t been able to “feed” either.  Therefore, his healing was slow.  After seeing him now, I realized it had been even slower than I’d thought. 

His inability to feed gave me more answers to what it was like to be a Cambion.  I’d learned that Incubi had an ability that Succubi did not.  And poor Flynn had to resort to those other means to survive.  Breaking headline news: an Incubus was able to step into the dreams of others and feed through that tether.  It was something I should have known that I didn’t.  And Flynn wasn’t a happy camper about that option.  Based on his mood today, he was taking out some of his frustrations on me. David wore his “father pants” and wasn’t giving in to Flynn for once.  He wouldn’t let him out of the house because of the demon hunter problem. He feared that in Flynn’s weakened state he wouldn’t survive a surprise attack.  

Missing school and not having sex were making the resident bad boy more than grumpy.  Okay, maybe not the former but certainly the latter—not being able to screw everything that walked. I felt like an idiot feeling sorry for him. And I may have blown the stupid SAT test for the licentious bastard.

Face planting on my pillow, I screamed my frustrations about my life, my decisions and my circumstance.  The muffled expletives didn’t help me feel any better. I was confused about everything.  If only I could forget. And why did I care? Flynn was right about another thing: Luke.  I loved Luke with all my heart and he didn’t deserve to share my heart with someone else.  So why couldn’t I expunge Flynn, the idiot from my head?

My phone, on vibrate, skimmed across my nightstand like it was alive.  I heard it tip over the edge and fall onto the floor where it continued to buzz in that weird insect like way.  It stopped but I didn’t move.  My curiosity wasn’t enough to get me to pick up my phone.  I figured anyone important enough could get me.  They would know Flynn or my mom’s number.  Otherwise, it could wait.  

My resolve crumpled when I thought of Maggie.  She’d been nothing but a great a friend and I’d barely passed in that area lately.  I rolled and bungee tossed myself without a cord off the side of the bed.  I landed on my butt, my body tucked in itself in a way that was Olympic worthy.  My fingers combed through the carpet at a crawls pace to reach the hateful device.  Just when my fingers curled around it, it whistled in my hand.  I dropped it, startled by the message alert.  

Shaking my head, I gathered my wits. I was just stretching to reach it when a pair of feet appeared before me. My gaze traveled from the worn black combat boots, to legs that looked strong, to a skirt.  I nearly shook my head, because the hairy legs didn’t look feminine.  So I puzzled past the pleated skirt that was low on this guy’s waist, to a white shirt plastered to a well-toned muscled chest.  Then I looked at his face.  Yes, the face and I knew that guy who wore the smirk.  Running a hand through his thick black hair, he grinned at me knowing I’d appreciate the view.  A couple of steps forward and I’d been able to look up his skirt.  Or was that called kilt?

“Stop drooling,” he said.  His Scottish brogue came through loud and clear.  He’d made sure of that.

“In your dreams,” I scoffed, leaning back on my bed. My neck was cranked back to look up at him.  He stood with legs slightly spread, arms folded, and muscles tense.  I’m no floozy, but it was really hard not to notice just how well-made he was.  Satan’s second in command didn’t create an ugly boy. No, he gifted Sebastian with a dollop of sugar, gobs of spice, and all things that made him really nice to look at.

The corner of his mouth tilted up.  “Your eyes say an all too different tune.”

I covered my eyes and mentally checked to ensure that the demon that lived within me hadn’t taken control. I was still in control though. He laughed as if he knew what I was thinking.  “Just go,” I spat, annoyed with myself and all the darn boys around me.  I felt like a fool, wondering if my human hormones were on overdrive.

My phone decided to get in on the conversation and buzzed, as though the tension between Sebastian and I had caused it to crackle. I spotted it dead center under the skirt that created the ring of shadow that surrounded it. Lifting a brow as if to challenge me, I moved forward bending my body to reach for the phone.  Once it was in hand, Sebastian said, “Blue looks good on you.”

That is when I felt the air on my back. My shirt had ridden up to reveal my blue underwear as I leaned forward towards Sebastian to reach my phone with my chest pressed to the floor.  Groaning, I turned my head up to spear him with my laser beam eyes, and instead I got a view up the skirt. And I found out Sebastian was a ‘true Scotsman’. Sitting up quickly at my faux pas, my head somehow caught the hem of the skirt and I was locked for a second like a ghost in plaid between his legs.  

Reaching up with my eyes closed, I snatched the offending fabric from the back of my head, and pushed back to get to my feet.  Chuckling, Sebastian got a thrill out of my blushing cheeks. His eyes took in the only material that covered me. 

“Ye bonnie lass,” he grinned. “You could have looked.”

Groaning, I pointed. “Get out of my room.”

“Aye, you should know Luke wanted me to bring you to him.” His words thick with brogue stilled me.  Luke needed me. I needed to see him.  Somehow, I felt like my hormones and my demon were all out of whack because I didn’t get to see a lot of him these days.  Shaking his head, he said, “You should have left him well enough alone.  Now—” He didn’t have to finish. I knew.  I’d damned Luke.

Stepping into my comfort zone, he sniffed the air and said, “Flynn.” I stepped back, maybe out of guilt.  I wasn’t sure.  But I didn’t like his tone. His fathomless blue eyes settled on my like a missile guidance system. The cold steel stare was empty of anything good. “It’s just who you are. What do ye call it? Chemistry. But not in a lover’s way. Maybe it’s biology. Aye, that’s it. It will never work.”

“What are you talking about?” I said trying to step aside, but was pushed back to sit on my bed.  He hadn’t given an inch to me since he showed up.  I pulled down on my shirt, trying to hide my thighs and resisted the urge to look at him head on, as his crotch was all but in my face. 

Unable to resist the pull, I again looked up to him like a small child, head craned back. “He likes who he is, Kayla. He’s okay being an incubus.  You don’t want to be a succubus.  He will never stop taking his willing prey.  You, however, are a contradiction in your purity for what you are.” By the end his words lost his heavy accent.  He was back to speaking more American English with only the barest hint of Scottish accent. 

“What am I?” I said, through gritted teeth.  And honestly, I wanted to know.  He was right.  I was a virgin succubus, an oxymoron, because I didn’t need to feed to survive.  So what the hell was I?

He opened his mouth.  Then he seemed to stop himself.  When he barked a laugh, I raised my arms and pushed at his thighs seeking relief from his impressive presence.  Like a boulder, he didn’t budge.

Instead, his hands captured my wrist and tumbled us on the bed.  My phone had fallen from my grasp, landing softly on the bed. His mouth was in between my mouth and my ear. His skirt, kilt, whatever you want to call it, had ridden up. 

 Wiggling might not have been the best idea, however, I needed out from under him. “When will you stop fighting me? If you actually thought things through, you would see that I’ve been the one keeping you alive. Me. And my patience is wearing thin. I have not pressed you like the others.  I haven’t called your demon and you know she responds to me.  Yet, I’ve never taken advantage.  And still you look at me this way.”

Rolling my head to the side, I tried to hide my embarrassment from the truth in his words. “I don’t know what you want from me.” Okay, maybe that was a partial lie, but it felt like the right thing to say. “Just take me to Luke,” I said weakly, knowing he held all the advantage. 

Using his demon powers beyond my understanding, we were suddenly standing, his arms securely around me.  The disorientation of being sucked out of one existence and into another was upon me. When the world wind of color coalesced, I was standing in a library with nothing but my skivvies to cover me.






  

Chapter Four
 

 

Once my eyes landed on the four chairs surrounding the middle of the room, it was easy to know where I was.  The Hamptons, in Luke’s father’s library.  It only took an eighty degree turn to find him. His blond curls hung in his face while he focused on the book in his hand.  He hadn’t yet noticed we were here.

Stepping out of Sebastian’s embrace caused the rustling of fabric to shatter the total silence in the room.  Those gorgeous island blues looked up and landed on me with a splash.  I wanted to run to him, I’d missed him so much.  My eyes were filled with all the emotions I’d felt for the day. 

Like a groupie, I took one step before I pounced on him.  Leaping, I wrapped myself around him in a web of my love.  My legs hook around his waist and he managed to stay standing while I buried my face in the crook of his neck.  If today hadn’t shown me anything, it had shown me where my loyalties should lie.

“I missed you,” I said.  You would have thought it had been years since I’d seen him.  It wasn’t.  However, he wasn’t around much and was always preoccupied of late.

Kissing my temple through the curtain of my hair, he said, “I’ve missed you too.”

Slowly, I untangled myself from him.  Gently, he let me stand on my own while helping me keep my balance.  When I turned, Sebastian was gone.  Grateful, I didn’t comment about his departure. “You wanted to see me?” I said and looked back up at him.

“Always,” he said and made me smile. Just when I thought he would launch into the explanation of why he had me brought here, he did something else.  Capturing my lips, he kissed me with all the passion that said he still in fact loved me even though his reason for being here had all to do with me condemning him to damnation. And yet his lips weren’t the first I had kissed today. I didn’t deserve him.  I knew it and was waiting for him to figure it out.

“I found something,” he said, holding out his hand.  I took it and he led me over to the four chairs.  I sat in one, cross-legged forgetting I was only wearing a tee shirt. 

He sat next to me in another of the big high back leather chairs. I uncurled myself and moved to sit on his lap.  Slightly shocked, he adjusted himself so I could get comfortable.  I missed being close to him.  I had been so used to sleeping with him at night I was having a hard time doing so without him.  As selfish as it was, I needed to be close to him.  I needed the reminder of him pressed close to me.  I needed to push all thoughts other than him, rather either of them, out of my mind and focus on Luke.

“I want to show you something,” he said, coaxing me out of curling into him like a baby.  He was warm and still smelled like summer, a clean breeze off the sea untainted by pollution, the same color of his eyes. 

Turning so half my back was on his chest and the other in the hook of his arm, my underwear clad bottom made contact with his lift off.  For just a second, I felt powerful.  Three guys and each time, something in my feminine wiles had set them off.  Was it me or would it be like that for any girl, I wondered? His arm moved downward as he gripped my waist with a groan. “Mercy, you’re making things very hard to concentrate.”

A giggle escaped.  I hadn’t meant it, but there it was. Moving around, I straddled him and kissed his mouth with all the pent up energy that was in me.  In the distance, I heard a thud and knew the book he’d held bit the dust.  Both his hands were on my waist and dipped under my tee shirt. His thumbs gently kneaded my bare flesh. Then, his fingers began to make their way up my back.  A little past midway, his hands stilled. Cursing, he said, “No bra.”

My hovering lips curled into a smile. “No bra.”

Like a curtain after the final act, his eyes slid shut. “You realize we are alone.”  After I nodded my agreement, he said, “We should stop before there isn’t any stopping.”

“I don’t want to,” I confessed.  The time had come and I was so done with my virginity.  It was like the bane of my existence. Added to that, Flynn’s near death experience only reminded me of how close to death we all were. I could die at any time with all the attempts being made on life in the past couple of months.  And worse, Luke could die.   

There were a few things I knew for sure.  One was I wanted Luke to be my first.  I truly loved him with all my heart.  There was no denial of that.  The other boy, the lost one, had my feelings muddled.  Could one person love two boys?  I wasn’t clear.  I was sure that Luke would accept the one gift I had to offer like it was more precious than anything with the exception of my life.  He would treasure that gift and treat it with care.  Flynn had probably popped more cherries than I had fingers.  And Sebastian, as much as he was right about a lot of what he said, I didn’t love him.  I was very certain of that.  He’d been a good friend, but that was it.  And Paul, there might have been a time where I thought he could be the one.  That time had long passed.

Hands filled with strength and love stopped caressing me.  Falling away like stones on a mountain, he pulled on the sides of the shirt and released. “Were you dressed when Sebastian came to get you?”

The menace in his voice gave me pause. I nodded furiously and watched his eyes cloud over with a hurricane of dark emotions.  I felt my Luke slipping away and the one I had created emerge.  His hand drifted up between my breasts without touching.  He pinched the fabric, pulling a bit again and released.  “Why are you only half dressed?  It’s the middle of the day.” The accusation hurt.  Before I could speak, he asked, “Where was Flynn?”

Scrambling off his lap, I stumbled to my feet. “In his room, I guess,” I said, trying to hold back my own anger.  In my head, I repeated this isn’t my Luke several times, trying to calm down.

Standing, he towered over me looking very pissed off. “You haven’t answered me. Why weren’t you dressed?”

“I was sleeping, okay!” I yelled.  Then in words meant to hurt, I said, “I haven’t been sleeping well without you.”

The pinched expression he held began to fade away.  The darkness within him began to recede.  Bending over, he picked up the book.  When his eye met mine again, they were no longer the churning waters of an ocean brewing a storm.

He ran a hand through his hair. “I’m sorry Mercy. Sometime I can’t help it.  I love you so much it hurts.”  His fingers pushed my hair behind my ear.  His thumbs caressed my mouth.  His touch sent shivers through me.

“I love you too.”

Nodding, he picked up the book from the floor. Then he flipped furiously to get to a page.  As if the past few moments hadn’t happened, he pointed, “See here.” What I saw was a bunch of gibberish. He watched me and said, “You probably don’t read Latin.” I shook my head.  “I’ve been looking through books about Succubi.” He looked back at the book, but not before I caught the slight guilt in his eyes.  The cure for the damnation I’d bestowed on him would obviously be in books about my species. “And I came across this.” Pointing again, I looked because he wanted me to.

“It talks about someone who should have been born without a soul stopping something like the apocalypse,” he said, eyes focused on the book in front of him. 

Stumbling back, it felt like his words shoved me. “What does it say exactly?”  Only holding myself up with the possibility of truth and answers, I waited.

“Well, it translates something like this,” he began.

The damned shall begot the damned.

And so it will come to pass with a

soul not it’s own and will be protected

by heaven and hell alike

Hell’s vehicle shall prove itself worthy

of the  gift of a soul through an act

so selfless as it will call unto the heavens

And so it will be born to save all

from rivers of demons flowing like water

through the street of the earth

spreading corruption and death to all

stopping prophesied darkness upon the earth.
 

Not totally sure of the entire meaning, I understood enough. “That’s not me,” I denied.  “It can’t be.”

Luke looked at me through a veil of pity so apparent it pissed me off.  Shoving at him, my frustration poured through my limbs like concrete.  Yet he was unmoved. What was it with these rock solid boys?  Tossing the book to the reading table, he took my hands and wrapped me in his heartfelt embrace. “Mercy, I know it’s a lot to bear. I have my own cross.”

Closing my eyes, I wasn’t sure of what he meant. All I knew was that I wasn’t worthy of such things.  I’d made such a mess of my own life.  How in the world could I possibly stop the apocalypse?  I wasn’t that girl. “It’s not me.”

“You can’t deny the facts,” he started.  Pushing him, I turned away with no destination in mind. I just needed to get away from his truths. “I tried that and look where it got me.”

Swiveling around like I got slapped, I saw the pain on his face. “You’re right. I’m poison. Look what I did to you. You deserve so much better than me. Sebastian is right. I should let you go.”

Stepping forward, he held out a hand, “No.” He shook his head.

My backwards step was not enough for his advancing movement.  Spinning on my heels, I did what I did best and fled the room with tears that burned like hell’s lava.  My transgressions weighing me down, I didn’t get far.

Scooping me in his arms, he whispered words that should ease my pain. “Not you. Me, what I did to ignore what I was and who I was meant to be. You are my shining achievement. The love I feel for you could never be wrong. You make me want to deserve you.”

Not wanting to cry but unable to stop it, I said, “But I damned you.”

“No, I damned myself.” He sighed and ran a hand through his curls. When they fell back where they started I had an urge to put my own hands there. I hadn’t known I moved until he stopped me. “Mercy, you can’t hide from this. It’s better if you face it head on. Learn from my mistakes.”

“Yeah, and how am I supposed to save the world? I’m just a girl who can kill humans with a kiss?” It was a reasonable question. I didn’t have any special powers that I knew of. How was I supposed to stop demons from entering this plane of existence?

Lacing his fingers with mine, his eyes solid on me, I could feel his love physically and emotionally. “There is more to you than meets the eye. We both know this. You have the ability to borrow the abilities of other beings.”

I paused giving it some thought. “No, you guys pushed your power to me.”

In a move so fast I didn’t have time to brace for it, he pressed his mouth to mine. Normally, this would be welcome. But it wasn’t feverish kisses he was after. Power flowed into me igniting my other half. I was thrown back and out of control. It’d been a while since I’d found myself in that position and one I didn’t relish.

“Wait, stop,” I breathed.

“You need to see that you can do it,” he said.

Panting, I said, “No, I feel you pushing the power at me.”

Shaking his head, he said, “That’s not me. I’m just kissing you.” And he began again. 

It was amazing. His life force was strong and brought me alive. I felt as though my power grid was reset. Every sense was heightened. I felt each thread of his shirt against my hand. I tasted coffee on his tongue, hazelnut. 

A corner of my mouth tilted up in a half grin that wasn’t my making. “Well, look who brought the cat out to play,” my demon said through my lips. 

His eyes swirled and darkened as if to match the darkness that spoke to him. “McKayla.”

“Yes, who else.”

His lashes cast shadows under his eyes for how low they were. Licking his lips, he said, “I was expecting you.”

She laughed and all I could do was sit back and watch. I’d been doing my best to make sure I got enough sleep so she couldn’t take over my body. But everything that happened with Flynn and Luke made it impossible for me to get the rest I needed. 

“Now what would the golden boy of fate want to do with little old me?” She stepped back and pranced around the room as he watched us with his eyes. She lifted my shirt to my waist with a flirty gesture. “Some say, blue is my color. What do you think?” She bit our lips and he zoned in it. Then his eyes slowly slid south and landed on the blue boy shorts I wore. She turned and gave him a view of our backside. I few seconds later, she smiled and looked out over shoulder. Shaking her hips, she said “You like what you see.”

My Luke moved like he was captured in her spell. He prowled over to us with a dark hunger in his eyes. Reaching us, he encircled our waist pressing us to his back. He kissed our shoulder and she shuddered. The kisses ended at our ear and he said, “I do like. But it’s not you I want to share this moment with.”

She scowled even though he couldn’t see with him pressed to our back. She tried to jerk away, but he was still stronger than either one of us. “Let me go.”

“Leave us,” he commanded, bringing a hand to our throat. “Let Mercy back.”

“Why should I?” she said, but I felt her panic.

His hand began to glow. We didn’t see but we felt the heat at our throat. “I could send you back to hell.”

“You wouldn’t,” she spat.

“Oh, but I would. What reason should I keep her body here if you are going to invade it?”

Leaning our head back on his shoulder releasing us from some of the tension on our neck, she said, “Oh, there will be a time when you aren’t around and I will glorify the day with offerings of this flesh to any man available.”

And I found myself pushed back to the forefront as if she really shoved me. “Luke,” I said, with his hand still at my throat. Weren’t his words threat enough?

He spun me around and his mouth was on mine. Then there was no more talking.  All was thwarted by our manic kisses.  Lifting me like the damsel in distress I was, he carried me up the stairs to a room I remembered all too well with its dark furnishings and pristine cleanliness. He placed me on the bed. Stroking my cheek, he studied me while I studied him. His face was relaxed and I saw my Luke again.  

“I want this,” I said. “I want you.”

He closed his eyes. When he opened them again, he looked resolved. “That’s not why I brought you here.” Glancing away then back at me, he confess, “Okay, that’s bullshit.  That is the reason I brought you here, but I can’t. This isn’t right.”

“Luke,” I complained.  Again, he was stopping what we both wanted.

“No,” he said. “You aren’t that girl.”  Wide eyed, I sputtered for words but he beat me to it. “No, Hell. I’m messing this up.  You are THE girl.  I mean, this isn’t how it’s supposed to be.  There should be a ring, a wedding, you should wear white.”

Biting back curses because he was being terribly sweet, I said, “You are starting to sound old fashioned.”  I couldn’t help but tease him because he sounded so cute.  Biting my lip, I looked in his earnest eyes. I knew I’d made the right decision.  He was definitely the one. “Besides, I’m seventeen. I’m nowhere near ready to get married.”

Furrowing his brows, he asked, “You wouldn’t marry me?”

Seeing the hurt on his face, I quickly countered with the truth, “Yes, I would marry you.  Of course I would.  It’s just—”

“It’s just what?” he questioned.  I could see the darkness coming on.  

Closing my eyes, I tried to prepare myself for the oncoming storm. “It’s just that we are so young,” I said, my voice sounding hollow.

Pushing away from me, he rolled onto his back and scrubbed his face.  Looking up at the ceiling, I wonder just how I’d screwed this up.  Again, I was reminded that I wasn’t good enough for him.  But I held that thought.  I didn’t think now was the right time to say it.

“Your virginity,” he said obliterating the silence.  The phrase was so profound as to snap my head in his direction. “It’s just… I don’t think that taking it would help the situation I’m in.”

There it was.  His damnation, my doing, and now the slut I was, I was dangling more forbidden fruit in his face. “You’re right.  It just proves that I’m not good enough for you.” Rolling on my side and giving him my back, I didn’t know how I would give him up.  But I would. I had to. There was no other choice.

“Damnit Mercy. Stop martyring yourself. It’s me who’s not good enough for you.” The bed dipped and then he curled up to my back. His fingers touched my bare thigh reminding me of how little clothing I wore. “Is this what you really want?” he asked. His fingertips started a lighting storm in my body. The demon uncoiled herself.  She seemed to perk up at the idea.  Gritting my teeth, I pushed her back. This was my moment.

“Yes,” I whispered when his actions cause my tee-shirt to shift north. Then his hand splayed out across my abdomen. The nervous butterflies fled the area leaving an electric charge to bounce between our skin.

A pressure in his hand pushed me back into him as he pressed himself into my backside.  I felt his desire and wondered just how far it was going to go.  I was a tad frightened about the pain that I’d been warned about. 

“Are you sure?” he warned.

Nodding to him, we rolled so that I landed on top of him. I was greeted by his mouth with a kiss that said he wouldn’t stop this time.  There was no turning back.  At least that’s what I thought.  He rolled away again, groaning covering his eyes with his hands.

“What?” I asked a bit breathless for he’d stopped kissing me. 

“We can’t,” he said sounding out of breath too.

“Why?” I pleaded.

Shaking his head side to side, he looked at me. “I don’t have any protection.”

All my protest died.  “Oh.”  

“I just can’t imagine telling your mom or mine that I got you pregnant.” His sincerity ripped at me. How could one guy be so perfect?

“Oh,” I said. Yeah, that wouldn’t be good at all.  If I wasn’t ready for a wedding, I certainly wasn’t ready for a baby.

A sly grin planted itself on his face as he rolled back to me.  His touch on my navel nearly tickled so that my stomach muscle involuntarily dipped and a giggle escaped my mouth.  “Fate has a way of making decisions for us.”

“You could always go to the store,” I mused, being the temptress

“I could but the idea of leaving you like this is likely to get me in a car accident.”

Narrowing my eyes, I placed my hands under his shirt to meet his flesh. Then I slipped my fingertips underneath the waistband of his pants.

“Mercy,” he warned.

“What,” I teased, letting my fingers dip a bit further. 

His hands stilled my wrist. “Say you’ll marry me and we don’t have to stop.”

Pulling my hands out like his skin was made of flame, I watched the hurt blossom there again. But it was gone as quickly as it came. “Let’s watch a movie.”






  

Chapter Five
 

 

 

Waking up staring into Luke’s blue eyes was one of the best ways of getting up. We faced each other on our sides. Moving my arm to tuck underneath my head, a cascade of my hair tumbled into my face.  Before I could brush it away, Luke’s hand was there to take care of it. His love manifested in his touch.  

“You are so beautiful,” he said.  Honestly, he made me feel beautiful.  It wasn’t as though I hadn’t heard that before, especially from my mom, but it always seemed like a compliment people felt the need to say.  But the way he looked at me and how he treated me, I felt it. I’d never been vain. Yet, with him, I walked a little taller. 

“You make me feel beautiful,” I confessed. When he moved in, I backed up. “Wait Mr. Bishop. I’m in dire need of a bathroom first.”

Chuckling he said, “All the things we’ve done and you’re acting shy.” A warm glow heated my cheeks, but it wasn’t embarrassment. After the movie we had done a number of things except seal the deal.

“Shy, no, morning breath, yes,” I said, rolling off the bed.

He sat up. “I got us breakfast while you slept, Cinderella.”

Smiling, I said, “Yeah, and I’ve turned into a pumpkin, with morning breath, bed head, and no clothes.” Rifling my hair, I exaggerated my lack of clothes by flinging my arms out wide.  I still only wore my tee and underpants but that was it. “I so need a shower.”

“And yet you look hot, sexy and—,” he said and got off the bed heading to the attached bathroom. 

“Hold it there,” I said, putting my hand up. 

“I can help wash your back,” he teased.

I shook my head. “That’s a treat you get after scoring a home run.”

Turning, I squealed when he caught me.  He smacked my butt and caged me in the doorframe. Kissing me, he tasted of mint and god only knew what I tasted like. “You taste sweet like always.” Could he read my mind? “I’ll leave you something to wear on the counter so don’t lock the door.”

“Only if you behave.” I smirked.  I really didn’t want him to and he knew it.

“I always do,” he said, heading out of the room.

“Yeah, don’t I know.”

Turning back, he frowned corning me again. “Is there a problem?”

“Only the waiting,” I admitted.

His tongue grazed the bottom of his top lip. “I’ve waited for you my whole life.” And he kissed me again before trotting off mostly likely to get me something to wear.

Slowly, I made my way in the bathroom wondering how I possibly ever thought there was anyone better than Luke Bishop.

True to his word, he left me a shirt and plaid boxers.  After I was showered, dressed and my breath refreshed from finger-brushing, I headed downstairs.  My stomach grumbled in protest at the smell of toasted bread and something else. When I walked into the expansive kitchen, blinking against the shine from all the stainless steel appliances, Luke met me halfway and handed me a warm bagel slathered in creamy goodness.

Is this what marital bliss felt like?  Here we were in this great big house, alone, me wearing his clothes and him bringing me something to eat.  It wasn’t how I played house as a kid, but this felt very much like home.  And it wasn’t the place as much as it was him.

Sitting at the table, I found a tall glass of orange juice waiting for me.  Luke had a steaming mug of coffee. Turning up my nose, I sipped from my glass. 

“Not much of a coffee drinker?” 

When I shook my head, he laughed. 

“So what are we doing today?” I asked.

“First order of business is getting you some real clothes.”

“Sebastian can just take me home, I guess,” I pondered before taking a bite of my bagel.

Slowly, he put his mug down. “Not if he wants to live.”

“Luke,” I said laughing a bit.  “He brought me here in less.”

“I know,” he said. “And he did well by leaving when he did.”

A darkness began to swirl in his eyes.  I almost said, ‘this isn’t like you’. But of course it wasn’t. Again, I was reminded of my failing him. “It’s fine. I don’t want him to see me either,” I quickly added.

It was as if that small assurance caused the clouds to recede. “I’m going to go out in a little while and get you some things.  I just need your sizes.”  It felt odd, but I rattled off the size of my shirt and pants. “Aren’t you forgetting something?” he asked.  Puzzled, I looked at him before I quickly added my shoe size.  I’d been barefoot and hadn’t really thought about it. “Bra size?” 

Crimson, I was sure I looked like a ripe cherry. I gave him the figure he requested and added my underwear size before he could ask for that, too. I so never imagined having this conversation with my boyfriend. I closed my eyes trying to breathe through my mortification.

I tidied up the kitchen while he took a shower and got ready to go shopping.  As weird as it was, I was kind of glad I didn’t have to go. I was in the library when he came in freshly dressed in jeans and a shirt that hugged his muscles. His arms looked as though they’d pop the seams. He came over, leaned down and kissed my forehead. 

“One day you will marry me,” he said confidently, standing up to his full height.

Smiling, I let him walk away without answering him.  His talking about it last night was surprising.  But I only thought he was half serious. Today, I saw he meant every word. So I leaned back imagining a life as Mrs. Bishop.

Before I got carried away, my thoughts turned to Maggie. Unfortunately, my cellphone was still lying back home on my bedroom floor. Luke would have taken his. I looked around the room to the desk in the corner.  On top stood an old fashioned phone. The bottom of which was encased in dark wood, which was the theme for the house.  The handle of the phone was cradled in a metallic stand that held the phone perched in the air.  The tiny metal megaphone at one end of the phone had to be the speaking end.  I picked it up, not holding my breath.  This wasn’t Luke’s father’s primary residence.  Everyone had a cell phone these days; I doubted he would keep a landline.

Putting the flat metal disk end to my ear, I was pleasantly surprised to hear a dial tone.  It had been a while since I heard one.  Since we moved into David’s house, we didn’t have a landline.  Dialing up Maggie, I listened to the ring while I positioned myself in the fit-for-a-king office chair.  Leather like the other chairs in the room, I tossed my legs over the side and leaned into the cradle of the high back.

“Hello,” Maggie said tentatively.  Until I heard her voice, I didn’t think she would answer because she wouldn’t recognize the number.

“Maggs,” I said. 

“I am going to kill you. I hadn’t heard from you and I got a frantic call from your mom. Sorry, I gave her Luke’s number by the way. Not sure why she didn’t ask Flynn. Anyway, I wouldn’t have answered the phone if I’d known what you were up to. Where the heck are you?” 

Giving her the short version, I left out the things that happened between me and each of the guys.  I needed to tell her that later, and in more detail.  And she needed to know I was okay first.

“When you get your phone back ignore the many times I called you a bitch.  It was all out of love,” she teased.

Laughing, I said, “Yeah, sure.” Not wanting to monopolize the conversation about me, I asked, “So, what’s on?”   

“I guess I’m a little freaked that soon I’ll find out if I’m still human or not.  I don’t feel any different. Tom said that I wouldn’t. I don’t know.”

Even though she tried to hide it, I knew she was scared and I was scared for her. “If it’s any consolation, I still feel human even though I never was, I guess. We’ll get through this. I’ll be there no matter what.” Only the rustling of her moving, probably on her bed, came after my words. “Maggs.” Her name was as much as a question as it was a statement. 

“Eme, it’s just that I would prefer you not be there when the time comes.” She could have slapped me and it wouldn’t have stung more. “Tom says I have to be naked,” she said. Hurrying on, she added. “I get to wear a robe until my bones start snapping.  I don’t want you to see my like that.” She sounded defeated.  

Who was I to be angry with her request? “Maggs, it’s fine. I’ll be there body or spirit. However you want me.”

“Thanks,” she said.

Curiosity got the better of me. “Who will be there?”

She got quiet again and it spoke volumes. Somehow, I guessed her answer. “Tom and… Luke and Doug of course.”

Luke, my Luke. Feeling a bit possessive even though I loved Maggie like a sister, I thought about how she said there would be nudity. “Why Luke?” I asked and hoped I didn’t sound as jealous as I felt.

“Since there will be two of us, Tom needed help.  Brent is out of the question and no way is Flynn getting a glimpse.” I counted my breaths trying not to yell at her that my boyfriend didn’t need to see her naked either. “Luke is an angel for Christ sake. I mean, the way he hasn’t tried to get you naked shows he is trustworthy.”

“Maggs,” I groaned. There was so much I hadn’t shared.  Things I was ashamed that I’d stirred in him.

“I get it Eme. I wouldn’t want your boyfriend to see me either. If I change, Tom will help me through and Luke will help Doug if that’s the case.  It’s just he’s the only other one I trust.  I know he won’t look just to see, you know.”

As much as I hated it, I did get it.  As long as Luke was Luke, she was right.  “Yeah, you’re right.”

“And, Eme, Tom said we will be wild with moon lust or something like that. I wouldn’t want to hurt you.”

“I get it,” I said. And I did.  

Sighing heavily, she said, “And another thing.”

“What?” I asked. Not wanting to hear more about Luke being a saint.  A saint now tainted with my stain.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

Feeling like a jerk again because honestly, this couldn’t be easy on her, I added, “There is nothing to be sorry about.”

“Yes, actually there is.” She paused and I didn’t speak because I wasn’t sure what this was about. “I understand now.”

“Understand what?”

“I get how confused you were or are about Flynn,” she said. That stopped my breath.  “I made it out like it was easy not to have feelings for more than one guy.  But the truth is, it’s complicated. I see that now.”

“Doug?” I questioned.

“Yes, I think I was afraid of how I felt about him before, you know.” She’d broken up with Doug when he confessed he loved her. “I left him because he was becoming so serious.  And now that he’s been here for me, I feel things.” At a loss for words, I kept quiet and she continued, “And as much as I want to hate Brent for doing this me, to us, I still love him.”

“So what are you going to do?” I asked without judgment. 

“I don’t know. I’ve had time to see that Brent didn’t purposefully hurt us. Tom’s told me how Brent’s mating instinct is animalistic and he hasn’t been turned long enough to control it.  Still Doug has been nothing but stellar to me. I kissed him,” she confessed. “How could I tell him I’m thinking of going back to Brent after everything he did to us?”

“You know I’m the last person to give you advice. I will say that Doug’s feelings shouldn’t determine your own. I’m not suggesting you stomp on his heart, but you need to be happy too.” Then, I asked, “Have you talked to Brent?”

“Hell no,” she answered quickly. “Just because I love him and maybe I understand, doesn’t mean I’ve forgiven him yet. And maybe I never will.”

The conversation eventually moved to the topic of Paul whose status hadn’t changed when, in the background; I heard her door bang open. “Liam, you scared the crap out of me.”

Muffled, I heard him respond, “Mom, wants you to come downstairs.” Then a second later, Maggie must have given him the stink eye, because he asked, “Who are you talking to, that Doug guy? Tell him I’ll kick his ass.”

“It’s not Doug and no you won’t or I’ll tell mom about the girl you had in your room.”

“That was like a year ago,” he said.

“Doesn’t matter. She’ll believe me.”

Next thing I heard a struggle and a giggle. “Hey, who’s this?” Liam asked, having gotten the phone from Maggie.

“It’s me, Mercy,” I said with a grin.

“Hey, how are you doing?” he said, his voice softened and made it obvious that he was now treating me like a ‘girl’ and not a little sister.

“Fine, Luke should be back soon,” I said, purposefully. Liam was cute, but it was so not happening… ever.

“Oh, not you too. Ditch the boyfriend and come to my fraternity party next weekend.”

Laughing, I said, “I’m not sure that would be a good idea.”

“Luke’s like a pussy cat. I can take him.”

No, you can’t, I wanted to say.  Even in his calm state, Luke’s deceiving looks would annihilate Liam. “Can I bring him so you can say it to his face?” I teased.

With a heavy sigh, he said, “Sure, you can bring him but next time…”

“Get out,” Maggie said, getting the upper hand. He laughed and left the room. “Someone has a crush,” she sing-songed.

“Stop,” I protested.

“This is the first time he’s invited me to one of his college parties. We simply must go.”

Maggie went on and on, and I let her talk. She sounded so happy I didn’t deny her.  I would have to tell Luke about going to a frat party and hoped he would go with me.  I didn’t want to give the wrong message to Liam by going without him.  And not going wasn’t an option. I owed Maggie that much. 

I didn’t end up telling her about the prophesy. I wasn’t trying to keep another secret from her. No matter what Luke thought, I still didn’t yet believe it could be about me. 






  

Chapter Six
 

 

Luke walked in with several bags and set them on the ground. I warily eyed the names that graced the packages.  The bags looked far too fancy, with ribbon handles not paper or plastic ones. 

“What is all this?” I asked.

Grinning, he said, “Clothes.”

“You could have gone to Walmart or Target. I don’t need anything fancy to get home in. I have clothes in my closet,” I protested.

Laughing at me, he said, “Sorry, there isn’t a Walmart or Target nearby.”

Groaning, I said, “Then why so many bags? A simple shirt and jeans would do.”

He walked over to me, leaving the bags behind to cup my face with both of his hands. “I told the sales clerks what I needed and this is what I got back.”

Placing my hands on his forearms, I said, “You’ve spent too much. You can take some of it back.”

“You haven’t seen it yet.”

Sighing, I pressed my forehead to his quickly before stepping out of his embrace.  Out of the first bag, I carefully pulled out folded clothes wrapped in tissue paper. Opening it, I had the feeling of Christmas coming over me. Luke had probably been taken advantage of my sales people who no doubt had been sure he had no idea what to buy.

Out popped just what I’d asked for. A pair of jeans with material so soft, it was hard to believe they were really jeans. Out of another bag came a top that was nothing more than a simple white tee with a check like pattern on the underside of the cuff of the sleeve. Unlike the jeans, the price tag on the shirt hadn’t been cut off. The sales clerk must have made an error here. The tag read with one too many numbers for a simple tee-shirt. I didn’t bother with the sweater, I was sure to find more of the same.

“Look,” I said to Luke. “This price is crazy for this top.” 

He waved me off. “It’s done. I’m not taking it back.”

“What if it doesn’t fit? I asked, trying to figure a way out of this. If the tee-shirt cost that much, the jeans probably cost at least triple that.

“Try it on,” he said.

I picked up the jeans and started to head upstairs. “Wait,” he said, taking me by the elbow. “There’s no one here but us.”

His eyes simmered with forbidden things that hadn’t surfaced much when he looked at me. Licking my lips, I called his bluff.  I quickly chucked the boxer shorts he gave me still covered by the shirt I wore. 

“Wait,” he said again and walked over to the packages. He pulled one that was smaller than the others. Handing it to me, he said, “You might need this.”

I opened the bag. If I thought his reasons were to get me out of my clothes, I was wrong. Inside the bag were undergarments. Specifically a bra, which I wasn’t wearing. Deciding I would show him we girls had hidden talents, leaving the price tag on because I wasn’t yet sure it would fit, I clasped it closed underneath my shirt. I reached through my sleeves to get the straps over each arm. Then, I pulled the shirt off to stand in front of him in just a bra and panties when his cell phone went off.

Moving slowly, the phone rang four times before he finally answered. It didn’t take a genius to know who would be on the other end. “Hi Mrs. McCallister,” Luke said, trying to sound cheerful.

Then he handed the phone to me without another word. I could hear my mom still ranting. “Hi, Mom.”

“Mercy McKayla Moore,” she shouted in the way only moms could without actually raising their voice.

Trouble, trouble, trouble, ran through my head. “Yes,” I answered.

“Where Are You?” she demanded, enunciated each word.

No point in lying, I replied in a tone that I hoped came across as respectful because I knew I was in the wrong, “With Luke.” I was busy trying to figure a way out of the trouble I was in and not that I’d just stated the obvious.

“Of course you are,” she said sarcastically. “Were you with him all night?”

“Um,” I backpedaled because this was not going to be good. I looked up at Luke whose wide eyed stare held knowledge. “Yeah,” I said, scrunching up my face knowing the wrath that was coming.

“Of course you were,” she began. “You come home right this minute.”

“Well, um, I’m not at his house,” I said.

I swore I could hear the rumble of fire building beneath the surface. “And where are you?” she asked way too slowly.

“At his father’s house in the Hamptons.” Quickly, I added, “Sebastian brought me here.”

“Well, I suggest you get Sebastian to bring you back.”

When I hung up the phone, I was embarrassed, not because I stood mostly naked in front of my boyfriend, but that my mother had chastised me in front of him. 

“Go ahead and call him,” he said. There was no judgment in his tone, only regret. I’m sure he felt responsible that I’d been irresponsible. I nodded. “Wait, get dressed first,” he said.

I looked down at myself remembering again that I was mostly naked. Awkward. Quickly, I put clothes on. Everything fit like a dream, but there was no time to really enjoy the luxury of too-expensive clothes.  I called Sebastian in my head after Luke gave me an approving nod. I wasn’t sure it was about the clothes or the okay to do what I did. It didn’t seem to matter. 

I looked around but there was no sign of Sebastian. He usually came right away. I still didn’t totally get our connection. He’d always been there.

Looking up to meet Luke’s eyes, I shook my head. “How do you contact him?” I asked.

Picking up his phone where I put it down, he dialed. I watched before he too shook his head. With a heavy sigh, I didn’t think my mother would accept that I couldn’t get Sebastian. She probably didn’t trust my words, which I couldn’t blame her.

“It’s okay. I’ll drive you home,” Luke said.

“Your car is here?” I asked automatically.

“No,” he said. Cocking his head to the side, he added, “My dad keeps a car here.”

It didn’t take long to gather my things considering I came with nothing. Luke went to get the keys while I got the bags so we could be on our way. Using Luke’s phone, I texted my mother about the Sebastian the situation. She didn’t call back. 

The car of course wasn’t anything short of luxurious. Luke explained it was a Maybach as if that would mean anything. The only thing it meant was that it probably cost more than I wanted to know. The interior said it all. Everything was soft leather and wood trim, all materials shiny and new. 

For most of the ride, Luke and I talked about everything except anything supernatural. It was actually pretty nice, normal even. I needed normal. 

Too bad the good feelings didn’t last. My heart began to race when we pulled into the driveway of my house, then tripled in speed when he didn’t turn the car off. 

I turned to my boyfriend who resembled a California surfer boy. Even with his faded tan that still gnawed at my gut because it was a result of his damnation, he was still gorgeous. I asked, “You’re not coming in?” Leaving me to the wolves? I wanted to add but I didn’t voice my petty concern. 

Giving me a slight smile, he said, “I have to take the car back.”

Opening my mouth, I said, “You didn’t have to drive me all the way here.”

“But I did,” he said. “It’s okay. I didn’t mean to get you in trouble.”

“No, it wasn’t your fault. I didn’t think. I was just so happy to see you. I should have let her know.”

Again with a tight smile, he leaned over and kissed me on my cheek. “I should go. I’ll see you tomorrow at school.”

“You’re not going to stay with me tonight?” I asked disappointment heavy in my voice.

“I don’t think that’s such a good idea. Your mom doesn’t seem too happy with either of us.”

I nodded because he was right. But when I got out of the car, the cold wind sliced through me and felt as if things were off. He hadn’t kissed me and his cold shoulder didn’t seem to be from the frigid air. When his door car opened, I looked over at him. From the back seat, he pulled the bags of clothing I hadn’t yet tried on. Handing them to me from my side of the car, he turned. “Luke wait,” I said. I couldn’t let him go like this. “This was all my fault. She’s pissed, but I’ve never been in this much trouble before. She’ll grant me leniency.” I searched his eyes, but they still held too much regret. 

I stepped out of the car, holding bags in each hand. I wanted to hug him. I let his purchases fall to the ground. Moving forward, I lifted my arms to clasp him around the neck when he stopped me. Then he looked over my shoulder. Turning, I saw my mother standing in the doorway with her arms folded over her chest. I shivered not only from the frigid air between me and Luke, but from her icy glare. The cold spring air seemed warm in comparison to the two. 

“I should go,” Luke said and I whipped back around. He lifted his head and gave my mom a little nod. “Hi, Mrs. McCallister,” he said before folding himself back in the car. He didn’t kiss me goodbye. Getting out of the car had been hard.  Watching him drive away was harder. He was gone so fast, the tire tracks in the freaky spring snow were the only thing that assured me he’d been here at all.






  

Chapter Seven
 

 

 

With trepidation, I followed my mom into the house, my own anger brewing with every step. Yes, I had done wrong. But she acted as though I was the worst kid ever.

She stood there holding the front door open, her eyes filled with fire as I walked into the house. As she shut the door, I kept walking toward the stairs hoping she’d let her silence be my punishment.

That was not to be the case. “Where are you going young lady?” 

Spinning on my heels, I faced the reprimand that was surely coming. I’d always been the model daughter. She could count on one hand the amount of times I’d gotten in trouble over the years. I’d always done what she’d asked. Heck, I’d given up two years of dating because she said that was the only way. Yet she had secrets. She knew things I needed to know and I was done with not knowing.

“You think you can just go where you please whenever you want, sleeping overnight with Luke?” Her fury seethed. Her chest rose and fell like the weight of her anger was too much to bear.

“I’m sorry that I didn’t let you know I was gone. It…”

“Sorry isn’t enough Mercy. Do you know how worried I’ve been? You weren’t in your room or anywhere in the house. You wouldn’t answer your phone. With everything that is going on, I feared the worst. And this whole time, you were doing who knows what with Luke, without a care in the world.”

Slumping a little, she deflated. The rage turned to hurt on her pretty features. As she ran a hand through her short blonde hair, I sensed my mom was scared. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it,” I professed. 

“You cannot spend the night with Luke,” she added with a steely gaze and an arched brow.

“Why?” I asked. “You’ve let him before. And you have nothing to worry about. We aren’t having sex.”

Her eyes narrowed. “That isn’t the point Mercy. You are seventeen.”

“And, I’m a succubus. Isn’t that in my job description?” I was angry. She had never wanted me to be with him and I’d had enough of people telling me that.

“Grounded.” Her voice was cold and flat. Somewhere we’d gone from angry to hurt and now back to anger. “Luke is not allowed over.”

“He’s Flynn’s best friend. You can’t stop Flynn from seeing him.”

She paused and I sensed the wheels turning in her head. “You’re right. But you aren’t allowed to see him. Let’s just say I’m judge and jury. Consider you’re self on something like house arrest. And just so you understand my meaning, pretend I’ve instituted what I’ll call a restraining order on Luke. He is not to get within a twenty feet of you.”

“And what about school?” I’m not sure why I asked. Why would I bring to her attention my own reprieve? 

“Unfortunately, I can’t stop you there.” And that was the end of the conversation. I turned on my heels with bags in hand and stomped upstairs.

In my room, I folded my arms over my chest like a petulant child. As I flopped on my bed, I thought about confinement. My phone was still there where I’d inadvertently left it. I noticed several missed calls from Maggie and decided to call her. It took only a moment to get through. “You have to get over here now,” she said without greeting.

 

 






  

Chapter Eight
 

 

My grounding didn’t stop me. I told Maggie I’d see her in a bit. Flynn was still on lock down. Now we were both stuck in the house.

Looking out my window, I rationalized that I could jump. Hey I was a supernatural being. I should come out unscathed. But I wasn’t that stupid. With my driver’s license and my car keys in my hand, I opened my door.

I was greeted by raised voices coming from Mom and David’s room.  I’d never heard them fight before, but it was clear they didn’t see eye to eye at the moment. Using the noise as cover, I headed down the stairs and out the door. Hopefully they wouldn’t hear the alarm chime over their fight. 

And wouldn’t you know it, my car was boxed in. Unless I wanted to drive over David’s manicure lawn, I wouldn’t be able to get out without wasting precious time. 

Then an idea struck. I still had a key to Flynn’s Hummer which was parked in front of mine. Although it was dented on the side, it was still drivable. If I moved it, then moved my car, I could leave. That however would take time and it raised my chances of getting caught. So I clicked the button on Flynn’s bad boy ride and hopped in. I was banking on him staying put like he’d done the last couple of weeks. Otherwise, if caught, I would have hell to pay to him to.

The world looked different up high in the Hummer.  I hit the radio button and metal music immediately filled the speakers to dangerously loud levels. Turning it down, I changed the station. When my favorite band, Thirty Seconds to Mars, came on, I cranked up the tunes again and headed for Maggie’s.

Once there, I parked behind her tiny car, Flynn’s ride dwarfing it . I barely manage to hop out when Maggie came storming out. “What the hey?” she said. “I thought something bad happened and Flynn came to tell me.”  

I had the niggling feeling that maybe she’d hoped Flynn had come when she first saw his car. Inwardly, I shook my head and dismissed it. Maggie had been so anti-Flynn, I had to be mistaken.

We headed straight to her room where I gave her a rundown of the events. I was stretched across her bed with one arm propping up my head. She laid opposite me on her back staring up at the ceiling. 

“So you and Luke almost did the deed,” she teased.

I sighed. “You would focus on that part of the story.”

“What else should I focus on?” she asked with a smile.

“Um, maybe about this prophecy,” I suggested, not sure what I thought about it or why I hadn’t mentioned it to my mom. I had a strong suspicion that if it was true, she already knew about it and hadn’t told me.

Shrugging, she said, “There really isn’t much you can do about it, kind of like me. So why worry about something you can’t change?”

“Yeah, maybe.” I fell to my back and covered my eyes.

“Besides, you’re like grounded, really?”

I didn’t blame her for asking the question; I was never in trouble. “Yep.”

“Priceless,” she said. I kept my arm over my eyes. “And Flynn’s going to freak when he finds out you took his baby.”

I looked at her then. Something in the way she said those words struck me. I really looked at her. And the look I saw in her eyes is undeniable. “What’s going on Maggs? Do you have a thing for Flynn now?”

She sat up quickly, averting my gaze. “No, of course not.”

Still, she wasn’t looking at me. “Flynn isn’t the right guy for you Maggs,” I warned.

“Why?” she asked defensively. “Because you want him?” 

I couldn’t answer. Did I? “Maggie,” I said. This caught her attention it wasn’t often I used her full name. “What about Doug and Brent?” I asked deflecting. “I think you’re just trying to avoid dealing with this situation. You and I both know Flynn isn’t likely to ever truly settle down with anyone. Is that what you want?”

She flopped back on the soft mattress. “I know. You’re right. He can be so sweet at times.”

Boy didn’t I know that. “Yes, but he’s an incubi with needs all the time. You’re hum-.” 

“Maybe I’m not human,” she cut in. 

“And if you’re not, that’s worse because then he can’t get what he needs from you.” 

“Plus you want him,” she said. “It’s okay Eme. Everyone knows it.”

“What?” I asked incredulously. I sat up and tucked my feet underneath me. “I’m in love with Luke.”

“And Flynn,” she said. Raising a hand to stop my argument, she said, “And I get it. Getting to know him, I can understand why.”

“Maggs,” I protested, then I gave up. I couldn’t stop her from being with him. He wasn’t mine. “Look, if you want to pursue him, go for it because I’m not in love with him.” My mind, however, questioned my words.

“What for? He’s into you just as much. Sometimes, I wonder if Luke should be up for sainthood.” I opened then quickly shut my mouth. “Don’t worry. Your secret’s safe with me,” she added.

 We sat quiet for a second. I didn’t know what to say. Finally, I said, “So why’d you call me over?”

Sitting up again and wrapping her arms around her knees, she said, “Paul’s mom is going to put him in long term care. We have to do something.”

That swinging pendulum sliced at my heart.  My actions were totally catching up with me. “What do we do?” I asked. I’d tried everything including kissing him each time I went there. Yet his lips remained unresponsive. And yes, Luke was aware what I was doing. Sainthood indeed.

 “It’s so bloody obvious, Eme,” Maggie cried with an exasperated breath. Holding my hands out palm up, I gestured that she should fill me in. “We should call forth the demon again and get her to break the spell.”

That should have been obvious. Well, not totally. That demon had been too cunning. It wouldn’t be as simple as ‘Mother, may I?’ to get her to do anything. But still, she was right. It might be the only answer left. And maybe the only one who could fix this would be the demon who had caused it.

It wasn’t as if the thought hadn’t crossed my mind. When I talked to Sebastian, he’d never brought it up. So I assumed it wasn’t a viable option.  Today, however, I couldn’t let Paul’s mother move him.  Sebastian warned me that I was the one that needed to fix my messes. “Let’s go,” I said. I had a feeling once my mother knew I’d defied her I would be put on a very short leash the moment I walked through the house door. So it might be now or never.






  

Chapter Nine
 

 

 

Climbing into Flynn’s Hummer, we barreled our way down the street towards Paul’s house. The tires skidded a bit on the snow but they were heavy duty and it managed. Getting out the car, I heard the distant sounds of a snow blower and kids playing. You wouldn’t be able to tell by the suburban guise of the neighborhood that supernatural forces like me were at work.

Mrs. B let us in.  Her eyes were rimmed red. Guilt covered me again.  I had to fix this somehow. “I don’t know what else to do?” Ms. B said. “The doctors can’t find a thing wrong with him.”

Unable to give her any reassurance without telling her the truth, which would convince her to have me committed, I hugged her.  Maggie followed suit and hugged her while I headed upstairs.

His room was much the same. The books on his desk had been closed, which was unfortunate, but thankfully they remained. Mrs. B had no reason to assume that the dark magic or demon books were anything more than a research project for school.  Paul lay in his bed. The only movement was his chest up and down in an even pattern that didn’t change.  His eyes were closed and there was no movement underneath them. The whole scene made me sad. His life would be so different if he’d never met me. 

Determined more than ever, I sat in his chair and picked up the first book I laid my hands on. The title it looked like it was written in a foreign language. And frankly it was. Groaning, I flipped through the first several pages to see if somehow it magically would turn to English. It didn’t. Maggie sauntered up after closing the door behind her. I handed her a book and she took a seat at my feet leaning against the desk with her legs straight in front of her. “What are we looking for?”

Shrugging, I said, “X marks the spot maybe.”

Shaking her head, she thumbed through the pages of the book she held. Since I couldn’t read it, I looked at the pictures, hoping to find a picture of a pentagram or something that resembled the chalk outline Paul had drawn on the floor. Many of the pages were brittle and crumbled at the edges I held. I put that one down in favor of the next one.

And so it went for the next two hours.  I’d clued Maggie in on the circle thingy and told her to keep a look out for it.  We were down to the last few books on the desk.  “Anything?” I asked hopeful.

“Nope,” she said. 

I closed the book in my hands with a thunderous clap. Maggie jumped at the noise. 

“Sorry,” I said. “There has got to be something.” With all the books we’d gone through at my feet, I considered telling Maggie to go through my pile while I went through hers in case we missed something when I spotted the innocuous notebook.  Picking it up, I turned a few pages and pointed. “Here it is.” My words dragged as I noticed Paul had done all the work. He’d basically written a how-to manual from all his research. Flipping more pages, I felt like such an idiot. Granted the notebook had been buried under all the books, but still... We were best friends, or rather had been. I should have known he would have it all spelled out.  But I didn’t.  What did that say about our friendship?

Maggie was on her knees studying the book. “Well, where’s the chalk?”

It took a little while to set up.  We had to find the chalk and clear the room a bit.  It was also very hard to draw a perfect circle.  This according to Paul’s notes this step was very important. It was the circle that held the demon at bay.  If we didn’t do it right, we could unleash it into our realm and who knew what could happen.

The sun was setting when we finally finished. I remembered Sebastian warning me the last time about nightfall. “What do we do now?” Maggie said. 

“We wait,” I said. “It has to be dark for this to work.” In the meantime, I found a page that listed several names. I wasn’t sure on the pronunciation, but I hoped it would still work. 

“You know I was just teasing you about Flynn,” Maggie said out of the blue.

Lifting my eyes from the notebook, she stared at her nails like the answers to the universe were in them. “Maggs,” I wanted to put a stop to this conversation. 

“Flynn is super hot, but I have enough trouble with Brent and Doug,” she said before she bit her nails.

 “You shouldn’t do that.” I said pointing at her nails. But that really wasn’t where I was headed. Like a scolded child she put her hands in her lap. “Have you decided yet what you are going to do?”

“It isn’t easy. On one hand, I still love Brent.  I hate him for what he might have done to me, but I know he didn’t do it on purpose. Then again how can I ever trust him, you know.” Trailing off, she paused and I nodded. “Then there is Doug. He’s so sweet and everything I should want in a guy and I guess I really like him in a way.”

She didn’t finish, but she didn’t have to. Poor Doug, I thought. He was going to be heartbroken again. “I don’t know,” she said. “That’s why maybe if I was with someone else, I wouldn’t feel like I’d chosen either of them over the other.”

I said seriously, “Or maybe don’t date anyone.”

She frowned and began to pout. Ignoring my statement, she asked, “Tell me you’re still going to Liam’s party with me?” 

She’d given me an out. “I don’t know.” I sighed. The last time she talked me into a party things almost got out of hand.  And if I really thought about it, Luke, Paul and Flynn wouldn’t have had all this trouble if I’d just said no. Then I remembered, “I’m grounded.”

Laughing, she said, “Like you are right now.”

“Yes,” I sighed but couldn’t help a giggle at the irony.

“Your mom might be working overnight on Friday.  And face it, Flynn’s dad is a push over,” she said.

Knowing she wouldn’t give up, I said the only thing I could. “If I can get out of the house, I’ll go.” There was a fifty/fifty shot I wouldn’t be going anywhere.

Our conversation did the job of passing the time. We had enough time before the sky darkened to the point of midnight blue to review Paul’s directions. We were ready even if we weren’t really prepared. If we hadn’t noticed the sky changing colors, the pop of power from the circle as it lit up clued us in. 

Scrambling to our feet, we chanted the words as written out. It took a while and I would have felt a little foolish but the way the circle burned ominously without any impact to the floor, inspired fear. I may have been a succubus, but I was still half human. This supernatural stuff wasn’t second nature and this was beyond spooky. The second time around hadn’t changed that. After we read the words, we finished with the name of the demon Paul marked and one that sounded familiar. I hoped I was right.

There was no poof of smoke, no earth shaking movements or sounds of growling. The demon was simply there in all her inhuman gorgeousness. She stood with hair a midnight black free flowing to her waist. Her features sculpted to perfection. Face with ruby lips painted into a smirk. It said, “I was hoping it would be you.”

That should have freaked me out that she was still thinking of me in any way. But I was just grateful she hadn’t taken form to resemble me. Transfixed, I commanded, “Release him,” not terribly sure what power I held over her. I did remember when Paul had done it, he’d been granted a wish.

“And what do I get?” She floated in the center of the circle.

“What is your price?” I asked.

“Eme, are you crazy?” Maggie exclaimed, drawing my attention to her. Exasperation was written on her face. “You don’t barter.”

Nodding, I turned back to the demon. “You owe me for the price of your freedom.”

“Hmm,” the succubus murmured, putting a hand to her chin as if in thought. “Let me see. No,” she said with surety. “You owe me for your freedom.”

“What?” I balked.

“Yes, I know who and how valuable you are,” she said looking pointedly at me. Her irises were pools of black holes. “I could give you the knowledge you seek and free your human.”

“And what do I have to do?” I asked.

Maggie cut in, moving in front of me. “Don’t do this. Don’t be foolish. She’s lying to you.”

“Maggs, I have to make this right.” I tried to push past Maggie but she held her arms out. I didn’t want to hurt her or push her into the circle and free the demon causing a lot more trouble than we were already in.

 “That’s right, little one. Because if you don’t take the deal I’m offering, I’ll send for the demons that want your head.”

Getting in my face, Maggie pleaded, “I can’t let you do this.”

“And Paul should suffer or die for what I’ve done,” I hissed.

Looking at Paul comatose state, Maggie stepped to the side. She didn’t look at me, but we both knew we were out of options. If one of us should die, it should be me because this was my fault not his.

Taking slow steps forward, I asked, “What do I need to do?”

“Step into the circle,” the demon said with a gleam in her eye.

“How do I know you will release him?” I asked.

“A bargain is a bargain. I will hold up my end.”

My foot crossed the chalk line. The power of the circle hummed through my body giving me a jolt similar to a quick zap of electricity. As my body made contact with the force field, I was slammed back. My butt hit the floor. Looking up, I saw Sebastian there, halfway in the circle, a hand wrapped around the demon’s throat.

“Eisheth Nata Igrat Mahlat Zenunim,” Sebastian snarled in a cold voice. “Need I give more of your names?”

The demon squirmed. Her body shook and her head moved side to side as best she could given how he held her. He was totally within the circle. “I command you to free the human.”

“He is mine. Free and clear. I did nothing that broke the laws,” she said. It dawned on me that the demons must not need to breathe or else Sebastian’s hold would have cut off her oxygen to cause death. Yet, she spoke clearly. Thus, her pained expression was from him immobilize her.

“And yet, I commanded you to free him and you have not obeyed,” he demanded.

“Your father will not be pleased when he hears about this,” she protested.

He brought her face to his, showing her without words but with the fury in his eyes that he was not messing around.

“Fine,” she said in a panic and waved a hand in the general direction where Paul lay. “It’s done.”

And from my sideways view, I saw Sebastian smile and it scared the living daylights out of me because there wasn’t glee in his face. The smile looked as though he were excited to end her. He opened his mouth and breathed deep. She disintegrated into nothing. “So much show and no tell,” he spoke. I didn’t think he was talking to me.

He stepped through the circle again like it didn’t exist. My eyes widened. Picking up on my thoughts by from my expression, he said, “Nothing can hold me.”

I knew then Sebastian was playing us. I had no doubt that he could take us out at any time he wanted.

“Mercy,” a raspy voice said. I swung around to see Paul trying to move. Scrambling to my feet, I rushed over along with Maggie, Sebastian forgotten for the moment.

He looked at the IV line in his arm. “Is this a dream?” He gazed around like he was unsure where he was.

Maggie leaned in. “No, honey, you’re back in the land of the living.”

His eye darted about until they found mine again. “So you are real?” he asked.

My heart leapt. I patted his hand and moved down to give him a chaste kiss on the cheek. Before I stood up again, he whispered, “If you really are here, then get the hell out.”

My back straightened like someone pulled a string. His eyes were like poisoned darts and I inadvertently stepped back. Maggie looked between us. “Make her go,” he rasped, so coldly I felt the temperature in his room drop.

Maggie’s face held a pained expression, she opened her mouth, but I held up a hand to stop her. I took another step back, then looked around for Sebastian. He was gone. I fled the room, but not before I stopped by the living room and told his mother in a strangled voice that he was awake. She rushed past to me in time to miss the tears that fell from my eyes. I knew I deserved his scorn, but that didn’t mean it hurt any less.

I headed to Flynn’s truck prepared for my mom’s wrath upon my return.






  

Chapter Ten
 

 

 

Opening the door, I was prepared for the worst from my mom. Instead, what caught my attention was the boy on the stairs with arctic blue eyes poised on me like he was a starving polar bear in search of his last meal. I paused for a second waiting for the barrage of expletives and anger because I’d taken off with his car. When he said nothing, I decided I would ignore him. I turned my back and closed the door thinking he’d made it very clear were we stood.  What a fool I’d been to care so much about his near death experience.

The door clicked. Much to my weary bones, I leaned into it a little with my shoulder. I felt like the weight of a Mack truck against my back with a swinging medieval blade at my front. One false move and I’d be done for. And let’s face it, my decisions hadn’t been stellar.

Turning, my body jerked. Flynn stood no more than a foot away from me. How had that happened?  I hadn’t heard him move and the look he gave me was darkly predatory. The back of my foot met the door and I had not more space to put between us.

“What the hell?” I fumed, trying to hide some of my discomfort.  He didn’t look at all like himself. 

“I need you and you owe me,” he growled and pointed to the keys in my hand. His voice was gruff and maybe under other circumstances would have sounded sexy as hell. But his words contradicted everything he said the previous morning. So I couldn’t stop the eye roll. 

Not caring I’d dismissed him, he stated, “I need to get laid.” Well, that stopped all motor function in my body. I gaped at him.  His eyes narrowed. “Not you,” he said but let his eyes rake over my chest and down to stop at the zipper of my jeans. “I need you to run interference with my father so I can get the hell out of here.”

When his eyes finally met mine, ignoring the tension that suddenly surrounded us, I said, “I don’t get why your dad won’t parole you?” David was nothing short of fair. In fact, he spoiled Flynn rotten and never held anything from him like my mom did me.

“He thinks the demon hunters are hiding in plain sight. Like maybe I’ll hit up the wrong girl,” he paused, “then lights out.”

I understood his irritation at being cooped up, but I couldn’t help but think that David was right. Also, it was in normally my nature not to buck against authority. “Maybe he’s right,” I said.

“Like your mom,” he said coolly.

Okay, that stung. My mom was an abysmal failure at the whole raise your succubus daughter. She’d meant well, as hard as that was to swallow. Even after all our fights recently, I kept telling myself that she had my best interest. 

“Yeah, well, it’s been two fucking weeks. No scratch that, I haven’t gotten laid for two weeks and I’m horny as all hell, thanks to you.” He stepped closer and I tried to blend into the door like a fat head poster. “Right now I’m considering Luke’s wrath if I were to throw you over my shoulder and give you what you need.”

“What I need is for you to step the back,” I squabbled.

Leaning in, so that his minty breath fanned over my face, he said ever so softly, “But what you want –.”

There was a knock at my back. And no, it wasn’t heaven knocking, although I would consider the interruption my saving grace.  Flynn leaned up, licked his lips and stepped far enough back and to the side, that I could open the door.

The foot gap that I allowed, revealed a small girl who looked about thirteen.  She had a cheerleader smile and carried a couple of boxes in her hand. When she spoke, her spiral dark curls bounced against her olive skin like someone with ants in their pants. “Hi, I’m sorry to bother you. My sister is a girl scout and has to sell all these cookies. It’s for a good cause.  And they’re really good. Only two dollars a box,” she blurted, with a look that said she hated doing this more than I hated the sales pitch.

The sincerity in her face made me want to buy all she had.  “Yeah, sure,” I said, “Wait just a minute.”  Opening the door wider a little, I spun to go get cash from upstairs. I had a fleeting thought I should have offered her to come in while I did the deed. 

Before I could take another step, Flynn’s hand grabbed my bicep and swung me out of the way.  He stepped into the doorway as my back hit the wall beside the door. It all happened so fast, I only heard an umph sound before he pulled the falling body in our house and closed the door.

“Oh my god! What did you do?” I yelled, looking down at a dagger pressed into the girl who resembled a living doll.  Her eyes were wide and I watched helpless as they dulled with her final breath.  I couldn’t help it, I screamed.

 My mom was the first to respond. David wasn’t too far behind as they rushed down from the second floor. I covered my mouth and looked at Flynn as he stood there all smug. I pointed at him like a small child would at the boogey man.

“What?” he challenged. “She had that dagger ready to stab you in the back. If I hadn’t stepped in, that would be you.” He pointed at the now dead girl bleeding out on the entryway tile. I was beginning to hate this part of the house; it had seen far too much blood and death considering my father’s entrance on my birthday and Flynn’s near fatal blow by the other demon hunter.

“What happened?” my mom barked. David stood looking at his son but not with scorn.  No, David trusted his son.  Parts of me wished David was my dad.

Flynn explained and I didn’t listen. “She’s human,” I protested. 

“She’s a demon hunter. Get your head in the game Mercy. It’s them or us,” Flynn spit. But he sounded winded. He was still injured.

I shook my head and was about to leave when the door opened. We were all huddled near it. When Luke’s golden curls peeked in, I couldn’t think about why he returned after he left in such an odd way before. Nor did I think about how much time had passed since last I saw him. Sebastian must have brought him back after he returned the car. No, I just moved into his arms. He shuffled me forward and someone closed the door behind him. I found myself back against the wall where I’d been before. But now, my face was pressed into his chest.

“Can you help her?” I mumbled.

My words were immediately over wrought with Flynn’s description about a ‘lollypop girl’ with a death warrant in the form of a dagger to kill me. He made it clear how he’d stopped it. Such colorful words from a boy whose crude remarks before had belied his intelligence. In addition, his strength was waning by the looks of him, but his ego suffered no such problems.

Luke pulled away just a little to listen and watch Flynn as he spoke. I couldn’t bear to look at Flynn’s face. A part of me knew he was right, but by the sweet face of the girl, it was hard to imagine her as my enemy. 

My eyes swept from the floor and landed on his chest. I just noticed Flynn was shirtless. What troubled me more were the bandages wrapped around him, once again blooming crimson in blotches.

A gasped escaped me. Luke kissed me ever so gently before releasing me. Shocked because he had treated me like the plague early, I glanced in my mom’s direction as Luke’s left me. Her expression said she’d witness the kiss and wasn’t pleased. Her narrowed expressed followed Luke for a few seconds before branding into me.

Turning, I watched Luke put a hand on Flynn’s shoulder and another on the bleeding wound. Light emitted in a warm glow. It wasn’t nearly as bright as he was capable, and I cringed. His gifts had been reduced because of me. I looked away trying to hide my shame.

Flynn grunted and my eyes rushed back in his direction for a second. David spoke. “Mercy, go get a bucket of water and some bleach.”

David rarely asked or told me to do anything, so I moved without hesitation.  Heading to the back of the house where the utility room was, I heard murmured whispers in my wake.  I couldn’t make out what they were saying, but it was clear I had been an obstacle.  Therefore, I’d been sent on this errand to get me out of the way. A part of me was pissed.  The other was relieved. The idea that we were forced to kill humans who were possibly brainwashed to believe we were evil sickened me.  Okay, not totally true.  The bitch Kristen who nearly killed Flynn had so deserved to die.  But this girl, who now lay in a pool of her blood, had looked so innocent.

By the time I filled the bucket and grabbed some bleach, I’d come to the conclusion that looks were deceiving. The girl had come purposefully to look harmless to infiltrate our home. She had a dagger, poised to kill. She wasn’t innocent.

The bucket sloshed around spilling tiny droplets as I made my way back to the foyer. “What if she wasn’t alone?” I asked the group who’d gotten quiet upon my return.  The dead girl lay in a heap at their feet and they didn’t seem to act like she was there. All eyes began to look at one another and Luke and David headed in opposite directions without a word.  Luke out the front door and David probably out the back. 

 






  

Chapter Eleven
 

 

Flynn picked up the girl’s limp form.  Although her front was soaked in red, the spot where her back lay was dry.  The dagger hadn’t pierced all the way through. Mom and Flynn headed in the same direction David had gone. I didn’t look to where they were going. No one had actually answered me. They all just moved into action. My mind screamed that somewhere a mother or a father were going to miss a daughter.  And even though she had murderous intentions they deserved closure they probably were never going to get.

Doing the only thing I could do, I cleaned, scrubbing the floor with a sponge that was painted in blood with the first swipe. The bleached water did nothing at first to kill the stains. I continued to wipe away at the blood that marked the beginning of an ugly war of humans against demons.

Luke was back first. “There’s nobody,” he said. “I didn’t see a car.  I’m sure she wasn’t alone. They probably figured out what happened.”

That gave me a bit of relief for a second.  “Will they call the cops?” I asked.

“Maybe,” he said.

Flynn walked in. The stain on his bandages was getting worse. Luke looked concerned. “Dream walking not working?” Luke asked, reminding me that Incubi could travel in the wild dreams of mortals and gain life force that way.

He shook his head. “If I don’t get laid soon, I’m going to go insane.”

 “You’re dad’s got the body?” Luke asked. Flynn nodded. “Well, let’s go then.”

“Let’s go,” I repeated, stunned. 

The two boys turned eyes on me after they knocked fist. I was happy they were behaving like best friends again, but I wasn’t okay with what I thought they were about to do. 

“Mercy,” Luke said. 

“No Mercy, me,” I said. “How are you going to go help him get laid? Are you going to help him pick up some unsuspecting girl, Mr. Wingman?” I was beyond angry and not just about Flynn and his needs. A girl died and everyone was acting like it hadn’t happened.

“Something like that,” Luke said, dryly.

Opening my mouth so that the flies of hell could come in, I spit out, “And what if the girl has a friend?”

Luke looked at Flynn. Flynn raised his shoulder and headed for the stairs with more pep in his step than I’d seen in a while.  Luke stepped over to me and grabbed my wrist. “There isn’t anybody but you for me. I’m not going because I want to. I’m going because he needs it and I can’t heal him. The way he is right now, he shouldn’t be alone.” I heard the anguish in his voice. And again for the millionth time in one day, I felt the press of all my bad decisions.

All my insecurities came crashing down. It was absurd, yes, but I just witnessed a girl’s death. I saw how much it had cost Flynn to save my life as his wound continued to bleed. I felt Luke’s fear about the damnation I’d caused him. My emotional level was at a critical level. “And what if you meet some girl better than me?” I asked illogically. 

“Mercy, there is only you. I haven’t touched a girl in months other than you. I’m a fucking monk for you,” he said, his tone edging to the sinister side of him that was showing itself more and more.

But today wasn’t the day. And I was hanging by a thread myself. “It’s not like I haven’t tried to have sex with you but you keep pushing me away,” I spoke, much louder than I’d intended.

“You aren’t ready,” he replied, his face red from anger.

Hindsight is clear as crystal, and I wished I could eat my next words. “I’m tired of being a virgin and if you aren’t up to the task, I’ll find someone else for the job.”

Silence.  But it wasn’t there for the reasons one might think.  No, we had an audience.  My mom stood livid with her mouth compressed in a thin line. Next to her, a stupefied David just gawked at us after coming to a full stop. Flynn looked as smug as ever halfway down the steps. Luke’s expression held horror, hurt, and humiliation. He gave me one final glance before leaving out the front door. Flynn followed while David watched.  I’m pretty sure he just thought Flynn was going to talk to Luke. But if any of them had truly paid attention, they would have noticed Flynn was dressed to kill.

“You, young lady,” my mom pointed, “were already grounded. And now you are more grounded. You will not be going out with Luke and he will not be spending his nights in bed with you.” 

“You are such a hypocrite. We’re succubi, not saints,” I said. Then I used the same argument I did before to continue to make my point. “Like I said before, if I was a true succubus, I’d have to be a slut just to stay alive. Why does it matter about my virginity?”

“Your smart mouth is not helping your case.”

“Your silence hasn’t helped mine,” I challenged.

David stepped in between us. “Ladies, we have bigger problems.”

“I’m a sex demon, mother… a little heritage I got from you. If I choose to screw the whole football team, it shouldn’t matter.” And I stormed upstairs. 

David’s soothing voice was probably the only thing holding mom back from paying me more lip service. But I was so done. Done with it all. I hated this life and I hated what I was and what I wasn’t. 

Venting hadn’t been the word I would use when I called Maggie and burdened her with what happened.

“A human girl,” she said sounding sick to her stomach. Then it hit me. Maggie wasn’t necessarily one of us. 

“Kristen was human,” I said, reminding her about what I’d reminded myself earlier.

“Yeah,” she paused. “Yeah, you’re right. It’s just crazy. What about her parents?” 

It was a valid question. One, I’d thought of myself. “I don’t know. It wasn’t like we went hunting for her. It was self-defense.”

Quiet filled the tiny spaces between the tension. “You think they wouldn’t hesitate to kill me?”

More silence. “Maggs, no way. That would never happen.” 

“Yeah, I know,” she said. But she’d asked. She probably thought about the possibility of her changing into a were, plus the possibility she might lose control like Brent did. The pauses continued to stretch out.

“Flynn’s still not better,” I said, softer. 

“He’s not.” She sounded more worried than I thought she would. 

“Yes.” I told her all about his bloody bandages and his lack of feeding.

As soon as I went quiet, she said, “He hasn’t had sex in two weeks.” Then she added a “Wow” in a long exaggerated sigh. A few moments later she easily changed the subject. “So your mom heard you say you wanted to bang Luke?” she asked chuckling.

Rolling my eyes to myself, I answered, “Yes,” thinking about the ridiculousness of it all. “And you’d think the world had ended instead of worrying that someone died today in our house.”

 “Eme, that girl wanted to kill you. You should be thanking Flynn for saving your life.”

“Whatever,” I said. She almost sounded like she was hero-worshiping him.

“Don’t start. You know I’m right. That girl was seriously screwed up and she didn’t hesitate to try and end your life.”

Sighing, I said, “I know. It’s just…,” I began.

“It’s just that she was human. I get it. But honestly, based on what you said, I don’t think there was another choice. I just don’t see Flynn killing someone for no reason.”

After we got off the phone, I filled my confinement with homework. Tomorrow was a school day and I had many things I needed to complete, including a thousand word essay, which took forever.

A light knock came at my door just when I was wrapping it up. I still needed to proofread it, but it was done. “Come in,” I said.

When David popped his head in, it wasn’t a surprise. Flynn or my mom wouldn’t have waited for an invitation as long as the door wasn’t locked.

“You’re needed downstairs. We’re having a family meeting.” His face looked sympathetic and I loved David for it. He wasn’t my dad and had only been in my life less than a year. But I knew why my mom loved him and why Flynn adored him as well. David was just an all-around great guy. 

When he shut the door, I stood fortifying myself for what this “meeting” was all about.






  

Chapter Twelve
 

 

 

Time moved in slow motion as I made my way downstairs. Each step filled with dread. Weight built in me like I was in a pressurized room, heavy on my chest. David had been the one to come get me for this meeting and there was only one reason why. This was about me. They wanted me disarmed and not pissed by the time I walked in. I was at odds with everyone these days, Mom, Flynn, Paul and even Luke, which left David, the only one in the house I hadn’t alienated. Then again, Flynn was mostly likely still out.

I made my way into the den after looking into an empty kitchen. And inside, Mom and David stood in front of the television. Surprisingly, Flynn and Luke sat on the sofa, faces compressed into glum frowns. When had they gotten back? I made my way in and sat between the boys, closer to Luke, to show mom my independence.

“As you know,” Mom began. She sounded angry. And these days she always seemed to be angry. 

David placed a gentle hand on her arm. “Maybe I should explain,” he expressed calmly. She nodded. “Mercy, with these demon hunters getting more aggressive—” He meant coming to the house. “We should take additional measures.” He paused, taking in a deep breath. “We can’t ward the house against humans.”

“Am I late?” a voice from behind said. I didn’t have to crane my neck to know who it was, but I looked anyway. Sebastian stood a little behind the sofa. 

“Glad you could join us,” David said, giving him a smile and a nod.

I turned back to David to try and see if is words were meant as sarcastically as I would have said them.  

“Anything to help,” Sebastian replied. 

Not in the mood to watch a back in forth like a tennis match, I kept my eyes on David. “As I was saying, it was unfortunate that the human was killed but it was unavoidable.”

“What did you do with her?” I interrupted, my throat feeling dry.

“We took her someplace far from here, but somewhere she will be found,” David answered.

“Who?” Sebastian asked, stepping forward and putting a hand on my shoulder. Luke bristled. I turned towards Sebastian making his hand fall away and gave him the short version of events. His face darkened as the story unfolded.

David spoke before Sebastian could say anything. "This is why we’re here. We need to figure out a way to keep Mercy and Flynn safe. It's obvious this isn’t going to stop.”

 “I don’t want people to keep defending me and risk getting hurt. I want to take care of myself. No one needs to die for me.” I looked right at Flynn. I couldn’t help myself.  He looked back at me with an unreadable expression.

Getting up from my seat, I felt like I had ants in my pants. I needed to do something. I couldn’t stay like this.

“Sit down Mercy,” Mom said in a tone as dark as night. Her look said that I shouldn’t cross her, but I couldn’t sit. I paced in front of the sofa biting my thumb, thinking. There was a snap, crack, and pop. Following the sound, I watched in horror as the remote in mom’s hand disintegrated.

Luke tugged my arm when I walked by him the umpteenth time and I ended up sitting at on the arm of the sofa. 

“This isn’t time for your streak of rebellion,” she all but growled. 

David, always the voice of reason spoke again, “Mercy, this doesn’t mean we don’t trust you to take care of yourself. It’s always better with numbers.” The one thing about David was his words didn’t sound weak. He came across sounding rational contrasting sharply with my mom’s approach.

“I can watch over her,” Luke interjected, giving my hand a gentle squeeze. I guess he wasn’t pissed at me anymore.

“That won’t be necessary,” Mom said icily. Frowning, I locked eyes with her. It was almost as if she was another person. “You won’t be playing house with my daughter this time. Flynn can do the honors.”

Jumping to my feet, not caring my mom’s temperament, I shouted, “What!” Then pointing back at Flynn, I said, “I won’t put him in danger. Again.” And for good measure, I added, “He’s not even totally well. If he protects me, they could kill him”

“He’ll be fine. We don’t anticipate anyone bothering you at school,” David said in a reassuring voice.

“He doesn’t even want to do. Luke can do it. Why are you being such a—” I said, stopping myself in time.

Brow raised, Mom said, “Flynn.”

Flynn let out a heavy sigh thick with meaning. “Look, I don’t want to get in between the two. But if it means I get out of jail, I’ll do it.”

“Didn’t you just get back from taking care of things?” Mom asked. She was okay with Flynn taking care of things. I was so tired of the double standard. We were all the same. A toothy grin covered Flynn’s face. “Good. We are all in agreement,” Mom declared.

When I was just about to speak, Sebastian beat me to it. “If that’s all?”

“And where are you headed off to?” Mom voiced what we were all wondering. There was a tone of challenge in her voice. Something had changed in her. I wanted to calmly talk to her about it. But every time we spoke these days, we fought.

Cocking his head to the side, Sebastian said, “Taking care of your daughter’s demon problem. If you’ve noticed, we haven’t been plagued with attacks of the supernatural type.” Not bothering to stay, he vanished as if to make his point that my mom didn’t rule him.

“Mom,” I began.

“Mercy McKayla,” she said, narrowing her eyes. “That’s it. You’re still grounded.” She looked pointedly at Luke who had intertwined our fingers. 

“For how long?” I asked 

“Until I say otherwise,” she said. Then she looked at Luke. “Say your goodbyes.” And she left. 

David closed his eyes. Then in a hushed tone, he said, “Mercy, I’ll speak with her.” 

I nodded at him because it wasn’t his fault. He left following the chilly breeze my mom had flown out on. She was just missing a broom. Flynn stood and made his way to the open door. “You’re not going to say anything?” I called after him.

Flynn turned around. “I don’t like this anymore then you do.” And then he left. 

Alone with Luke, I cursed. “She’s being such a bitch.”

“She’s doing what she thinks is best,” he said, pulling me on his lap. I’m sure his thoughts were like mine but he was trying to make the best of the moment.

“How can you say that? She’s being ridiculous.” Looking in his blue eyes, I was brought home. Pressing my face in his chest, I tried to reign in my anger. I managed to suppress questions about where he and Flynn went and what they did. I just breathed him in. “You didn’t tell them about the prophesy did you?”  

“Your mom isn’t exactly in the mood to hear anything I have to say right now. But we should tell everyone.”

I wasn’t in the mood to argue. “Not tonight though?” When he agreed, I felt oppression subsided, I added, “Stay tonight.”

His grin said it all. 

“She can’t stop you from seeing Flynn.” I murmured. 

Kissing my temple, he said, “I’ll stay if you really want me to.”






  

Chapter Thirteen
 

 

 

Eating toast, I wasn’t thrilled with my new babysitting arrangements. I was fed up with having to be watched over. I could take care of myself. I was sure I could do better if my demon and I could come to an understanding. Everyone may still need convincing, but they would just have to believe. Determined, it meant no more calling on Sebastian unless it was absolutely necessary. 

Luke didn’t stay over, to respect Mom’s wishes. He thought he could earn her high opinion by doing the right thing. I doubted it would happen. With Mom’s decree, I had no choice but to wait for Flynn who was going to drive me to school. 

The boy in question, who wasn’t any more happy about this situation than I was, came down wearing a navy shirt that said Mount and Do Me, in yellow letters. Of course it was a play off the soda. If I rolled my eyes any harder they might have gotten stuck in the back of my head.

I hopped off my seat, grabbed my bag and jacket and headed for the door before he could speak. I had a key, so I wouldn’t be just standing in the cold waiting. Outside, I used said key and made myself comfortable. Ten minutes later, heat blazing, I knew I was about to stalk back in the house to get him when Flynn strode out.  I was certain he took his sweet time to annoy me. Without a word to me and with my attention focused out my window, he started the car pulling out. Only we weren’t headed in the direction of the school.

Forcing my glare on his profile, I said, “Where are you taking me?”

He didn’t answer, which only grated my nerves more. A few minutes later we stopped in front of a house in a neighborhood similar to my old house. These weren’t the gargantuan houses like the one I lived in now, but a decent size. A girl with short dark hair around her shoulders and creamy brown skin, who had to have been waiting by a window, popped out of the house.  Bouncing on her feet as she headed in our direction, I noticed her shirt through her open jacket. It read; President of His with an arrow pointing left Fan Club. I couldn’t believe it.

My window came down, freaking me out for a second, before I realized what he was doing. Calling out her name in greeting, he then focused on me for the first time today. “Mercy, can you get in the back?”

My jaw unhinged. Yet somehow, I managed not to gape or scowl. Instead, I gave a forced smiled and got in the back without a word. I wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of my anger.

“Hi,” the perky girl said to him and then waved to me. I wanted to dislike her, but her perkiness and non-bitchiness made it hard to. I waved back in a pageant winner kind of way, all fake because I wasn’t feeling it. 

Trying very hard to expunge myself from the couple’s conversation, I’d thought about how Flynn had stopped messing with the girls at our school. Apparently, I was wrong.

“Thanks for the ride,” Perky Girl said. 

I just bet, I said in my head in response to her words. Gritting my teeth, I imagined what kind of ride he’d given her, only to chastise myself. Why did I care? I didn’t. “Ooo, I love your shirt,” she said with a giggle. I thought about that slogan Mount and Do me, before rolling my eyes again.

“We can take care of that later,” he said. I made the poor choice of looking over at him in time to see the cheeky smile he gave her. More giggles on her part and I continued to ground my teeth. This was so not going to work. I would talk to my mother. I didn’t need a babysitter.  If she didn’t agree, I’d have Luke pick me up anyway. I didn’t care. But I was so not doing this again. Damn Sebastian for not being in school lately. He might have made this trip bearable because I would have him to talk to and missed the gag show in the front seats.

When the car pulled into a spot at school, I shot out like it was on fire. I thought I’d hurl if I stayed a moment more. The compliments he gave her like You look nice in that shirt and then But you’d look better out of it added to her incessant giggling had driven me to the brink. Searching for Luke, I found him leaned against his car causally talking to some girl. I felt myself being pulled into an alternate existence. Today was not the day for a girl to fawn over my boyfriend. My nerves were frayed. I had a strong desire to march over and claw her eyes out. 

The girl who obviously had no idea the danger she was in, stared up at my boyfriend with puppy dog eyes. Couldn’t he see she was flirting? Of course not, because most guys were clueless. He’d think she was really was just talking about class or whatever excuse she’d used to chat him up. It took a moment, but I managed to shrug off the jealousy. What was wrong with me? Luke could talk to whomever he wanted. I just had to trust him.

Feeling better, I started to walk over to him. “Oh, there’s Amy,” Or Lena, Deanna or whatever name Flynn’s new girl toy said as she went past me, bounding over to the girl chatting up my boyfriend. 

A chuckle had me turning over my shoulder to see Flynn amused at my expression. “What’s the matter? Not liking all the attention your boy is getting? A taste of your own medicine.”

Glowering at him, I walked away and headed to school. Now wasn’t a good time to talk to Luke. He didn’t deserve my wrath and Flynn was right. Luke put up with a lot from me. So, I kept my jealousy inside. I had to squash it and keep it in check before I spoke to Luke.  I headed straight for my locker.

Banging on it and spinning the tumblers with more force than necessary, I opened it with a twang as the door bounced off the locker besides mine. The racket caused passersby to look over at me. I took a couple of deep calming breaths before getting my stuff for first period. When I closed my locker, Luke stood behind with a sour expression. “So what are you mad or something? Flynn said -,” Luke started before I cut him off mid-sentence.

“Flynn’s an ass. And no I’m not mad at you,” I exclaimed.

“Then why do you sound pissed off?” His eyes were like calm pools of water searching me for truth.

I shook my head. “Nothing. Really, it’s nothing.” My voiced quieted by the end of my statement. 

Still looking concerned, he held out a hand to me. It was such a sweet gesture, I mustered a small smile. Taking his hand, I let him walk me to class.

As today was the day from hell, I got cramps in the middle of class. Getting a hall pass, I headed to bathroom praying I hadn’t misjudged the timing of my period or if I still had emergency supplies in my locker. Just as I stepped out of the stall, the girl that had been talking to Luke this morning by his car walked in. I headed to the sink when she stepped in front of me.

“Are you a believer?” she said. 






  

Chapter Fourteen
 

 

 

I wanted to tell her that I did believe because I was evidence of the supernatural. Instead I looked at her, perplexed, because such an odd thing to say to a stranger and in the bathroom.  Then, she attacked.

“Hey,” I yelled when she proffered a stake and wielded it at me like a knife aimed at my heart. I snatched at her wrist and realized just how strong she was.

“We will not stand and allow you to pollute our earth,” she spit out, a drizzle from her words landed on me. Eww, now that was just gross.

“What have I done to you?” I asked, truly confused by her actions. Everything happened so fast. Even with her words, I wasn’t completely sure if this fight was over my boyfriend or my status as a demi-demon or both.  

She booted my foot causing a searing pain up my leg. “Ouch,” I cried, right before she kicked the knee on the same leg causing it to buckle. I was going down, but damn if she wasn’t going with me. I twisted her arm on the way, causing her to cry out in pain as we both hit the floor, and in the public bathroom floor, double gross. I didn’t have time to worry about that as we rolled, trading punches. I knew she was human because she hadn’t over-powered me yet. If she’d been other, she would have used supernatural means by now.

Enough was enough, when she stabbed at me again. I wasn’t quite fast enough and the stake tore through my shirt and made contact with my skin. Something snapped in me. Head butting her, I rolled her off of me, holding her head. My arm pulled back I was about to pummel her in the face when the door opened and a couple of teachers came piling in. As they hauled us to our feet, I got a good look at her face. That burnt all the anger out of me. I’d landed several punches. Her face showed the result. It was already swelling. Seeing my own reflection in the mirror while I was hauled out, I barely noticed a scratch. The only evidence I had of the fight was my torn shirt, which revealed my black bra. I held my shirt closed as we were both manhandled into the vice principal’s office. 

They sat us in separate chairs side by side and left with stern-faced Ms. Wright eyeing at us.

“Miss Moore, I thought better of you,” she began. I was shocked to hear my name come from her lips. The only other time she’d spoken to me, she’d called me ‘Missy’.

“I, I,” I stuttered on the defensive. She held out her hand to silence me. Being the good girl and following directions, I’d initially sat back in the chair but I almost leaped out of in order to explain that this hadn’t been my fault. Though I couldn’t exactly explain why.

Instead, she gave the floor to my attacker. “I don’t know what happened. I think she was mad because her boyfriend was talking to me this morning. I just walked in and she attacked me,” the girl claimed.

“What!” These self-righteous bigots were liars too. I should have known. 

“Miss Moore, I need you to control yourself.” 

It dawned on me I was playing right into the hands of this demon hunter. I caught the sunny side up of the grin on her face. I dipped my head in defeat wondering how I was going to get out of this mess. The liar finished with her two sentence testimony and gave the floor back to the principal.  “Miss Moore is there something you like to say.”

Taking several cleansing breaths, I said calmly, “She attacked me. She followed me into the bathroom and tried to stake me.” I glared at the girl, sharpening my dagger eyes on her. “You are not Buffy and I am not a vampire.”

“Could have fooled me,” the girl said blatantly.  I wasn’t a vampire. Yeah, our species had a lot in common but I wasn’t a blood sucker, not that they were bad. My head was still ringing from the hits on the tile floor. I had completely gone off on a tangent in my head.

Back on topic, I turned hoping the principal had caught that. “We have strict rules about fighting. And so I’m sorry but I will be forced to expel—” Expulsion? This couldn’t be happening, wouldn’t suspension be the first option.

The office door banged open and a very ticked off Flynn walked in. I hurried to wipe at the angry tears that had formed in my eyes at the idea of expulsion. “Mr. McCallister, you have no right to be in here. Please leave now.” Her eyes bugged out as she read Flynn’s shirt. “And find another shirt to wear.”

Saddling up on the side of the principal’s desk, he leaned with his knuckles digging into the desk and peered into her eyes. “I will do no such thing.” He didn’t joke. He didn’t say it’s a free country or how apt his shirt really was. He just looked like he was ready to tear someone’s throat out. What the hell was bugging him?

The girl to my right moved only to be held in place by her shoulders under Luke’s firm grip. He’d come in and closed the door as silent and deadly as a jaguar on a hunt. “Mr. Bishop, your participation in this—”

“Quiet,” Flynn said. His voice was commanding. His expression was murderous.

“You will leave and go patrol the halls. The fight in the bathroom has been a total misunderstanding. It was a simple slip and fall. You need to keep them happy so they don’t file a lawsuit.”

“Yes, a lawsuit would be no good,” she said compliantly. Her stare was vacant and off. It was too weird. “I’ll just go find the janitor for cleanup and patrol the halls.” It was just that easy and she left us in her office.

Flynn stood and directed his gaze at the girl. “Who knows about Mercy?”

The girl squirmed. “How can you stand her? She’s evil.” 

I bristled at this. If she just said it because she wanted my boyfriend, it wouldn’t have bothered me. However, knowing a demon lived inside me, I had to believe that was partly true.

Her stick and stone words weren’t directed at Flynn. Instead, she was looking above her to Luke. To her shock, he answered, “The only thing evil in this room is you.” 

The betrayed expression painted on her face was priceless. “Let me go,” she said.

Flynn moved in front of her and took her chin in his hand. He made her face him and I saw the moment she slacked, no longer putting up resistance. “Who knows about Mercy?” he repeated.

“Everyone,” she said. The way she said it made all the hairs on my body stand on end. 

“What do you know about her?” he asked.

Luke had stepped away and the hands that previously held her in place, rubbed soothingly at my shoulders. 

“That’s she’s demon spawn of course.”

“Who told you that?” he asked.

“It was on the net,” she answered like it was so obvious.

“The net?” 

Her face never left his. It was creepy how she looked at him like he was the only person in the world. “The website that lists all known demons.”

“Am I there?” he asked.

“No, silly. You may have an unclean soul but you’re no demon,” she said with adoration on her face.

I rolled my eyes. She went all fan girl. Of course he was overlooked. He had what I didn’t, rock star appeal. 

“Who is in charge of this group?” he asked, continuing to prod her for information.

She frowned. “An angel of course.” That raised my eyebrows.

“What’s the angel’s name?” Flynn asked. 

“We aren’t given that information. All I know is that each area has a minor angel in charge.”

Luke, Flynn and I all looked at each other.

“Who is the angel in charge in this area?” he asked taking a different approach with his question.

“I don’t know. My parents might know. We’re given instructions and tips through the net and that’s it.”

“What is the website?

She rattled it off. Luke scrambled to write it down on paper. It wasn’t a simple demon hunters r us kind of web address.

“Are there more of you here in school?”

She looked thoughtful. “Not yet. But we are recruiting.”

Flynn and Luke exchanged looks. For me that meant Flynn’s new girl toy wasn’t currently a member.

“Where does your group meet?”

“Different places,” she said. 

“The next time they meet, I want you to tell me.”

Her head shook slightly. “If they found out that I spoke to you, with your reputation, I would be kicked out of the order.”

Quick on his feet and not taking his eyes off her, he said, “Okay, post a status update on Facebook and say that you’re going to church.”

With another tiny movement of her head, she said, “Then they will know that I’m giving out information and I’ll be kicked out.”

Sighing, Flynn looked exasperated. Luke said, “Tell me the time and place of your next meeting.”

When she didn’t speak, Flynn asked, “Can you tell Luke?”

“Of course, he’s an angel of mercy and goodness.”

“He’s my angel, alright,” I said sarcastically but without humor.

Flynn shot me a look that said “shut up.” Then quickly he focused back to her. “You will tell them that Mercy isn’t a demon. She fights like a human and if someone hadn’t broken it up, you might have killed her. Then you will tell them the real demon girl got away.”

“Yes,” she said, unable not to agree.

“You should go home and explain that your wounds came from the real demon girl, not Mercy.”

“Yes,” she nodded.

“You will let Luke know when the next meeting is and that is all you will remember from this conversation.”

She nodded again. Luke let go of her. She looked at us wearily and said, “I have to get home.”

She left the room and Luke closed the door behind her. Flynn then got in my face, rage coming off him in waves. “What the hell happened?”






  

Chapter Fifteen
 

 

 

Luke stepped in front of me. “Don’t talk to her that way,” he growled and there was no mistaking the threat in his voice.

Flynn’s eyes narrowed and he wasn’t backing down. For a second I thought I might have to jump in between the two. “Well, if she would feed her demon, I wouldn’t have had to do this. She could have handled it herself,” he spat.

Glancing off to the side biting back anger and humiliation, I knew he was right. At least that I should have been able to handle this on my own and not, once again, relied on rescue. Surely in the back of his mind he was thinking about how he’d nearly died to save me.

“You’re right,” I said pushing to my feet. 

Luke turned to look at me with sad eyes. He too likely thought about Flynn’s near death. Yet he said, “No, he’s not. He’s being a douche.”

“No, he’s right. He’s not healing and he had to use whatever power he had to protect me… again,” I defended.

Flynn said nothing. But I hadn’t expected him too. I did feel his eyes on my back as I faced Luke. I wondered what mysteries were in them. Spinning around, I moved to face Flynn. Luke grabbed my arm bring me to a halt. “You’re not going to kiss him.” The air seemed to vibrate with past hurts.

Not wanting to escalate anything, I didn’t yank my arm away. That would have sent the wrong message. “I’m not.” But I looked at his grip until he let go. Then I turned to Flynn and I stepped closer to him. I felt Luke’s heat ratchet up behind me. Ignoring it, I opened my mouth a little as if I was going to speak and pushed. Not my physical body, not my air, but power, my life force and whatever else that would help Flynn. His need was palpable whether he wanted to admit it or not.

He opened his mouth to protest, but was assaulted with what I was giving him. Knowing only Flynn and I could see the vapor matter transfer between us, I watched as it seeped into his mouth and nose. Like water being force down his throat, he had no choice but to breathe it in. And immediately he looked healthier for it. His eyes didn’t look as tired and his face filled with color, no longer pale.

I’d never done that before, not like this at least. Flynn was conscious this time and my knees buckled when I’d given far more than I had to offer.  A wave of dizziness took over me as I gave him from both my human and demon side. Somehow I knew I could give my life to him if I desired.

Just when my legs gave way, Luke caught me and cradled me in his lap as he sat on the chair the demon hunter girl had vacated. “You can’t keep doing that,” he pleaded, all traces of anger gone.

Yes, I could and would. No one would sacrifice their life for me anymore. But I couldn’t say that to him, not now at least. He wouldn’t understand and he might mistake that to mean there was more between Flynn and I than there really was. “Flynn nearly died for me once. Not again,” I said focusing the truth of my words at Flynn.

“Are we done here?” Flynn asked, not bothering to acknowledge what I had done or what had been said. He barely looked at me and then he avoided direct eye contact altogether.

When Luke nodded, Flynn bounded out. “Can I take you home?” Luke asked.

I shook my head. “I’ll just go to class.” I was given another opportunity with school. I wasn’t going to waste it.  

“Just because she said there is no one else in school doesn’t mean there isn’t. You need to be careful and on alert,” Luke warned.

Nodding, I got up and found I was still unsteady. Luke held me around the waist. Then when he gave me what should have been a simple kiss, it wasn’t. He pushed a little of himself into me which gave me a boost. “Luke,” I protested.

Putting his finger to my parted lips, he said, “If you are bent on going to class, you need it.” His smile was warm and my Luke was here. I loved him for it.

Smiling back at him, I let him walk me back to my class hand in hand to get my things before heading to the next one. “Be careful,” he said before heading off to his own. Hating the bipolar personality that was now my boyfriend, I too was going to see what I could do to help reverse the damage I had inflicted on him. I would put all my wrongs right, even if I had to die to do it. 

Walking to class, I realized I hadn’t gotten a chance to ask how they’d found out about the fight. Although, if my classmates’ stares were any indication, I imagined someone had texted, tweeted, facebooked or gossiped what happened. Maybe someone had walked by and heard the fight or saw my walk of shame with the vice principal. I slunk into my seat.  I would ask Maggie and Luke at lunch. 

This day would prove not to get any better halfway through. It only got exponentially worse.






  

Chapter Sixteen
 

 

As I stood twenty five paces from the lunch table I shared with Luke and his friends, the senior elite, I felt frozen in my spot. A girl with long, dirty blonde hair strolled up to my table, and planted herself in my boyfriend’s lap. Before I could blink, her lips were on his. Yet, he didn’t push her away. Yes, he looked shocked at least from what I could tell from his eyes, which popped wide for a second. However, beneath the kiss, it looked like he was possibly smiling.

Flynn, who sat a seat away, glanced over at the girl. He didn’t look surprised to see her either, maybe that was recognition I saw in his gaze. Instead, he turned back and locked eyes with me. Was there amusement there? I had a moment of indecision. The old me would have walked out in quiet fashion. My concrete legs took much effect to move, but I pressed on.

A gentle shove from behind pushed me forward a few steps. “Mercy, what are you doing standing here,” Maggie said coming to my side. I didn’t look at her but knew when she gasped that she’d seen. We were like statuettes, immortalized in inactivity. I had to get going or I was going to lose my nerve.

What felt like hours were only seconds. When Blondie put her hands on Luke’s face, he captured her wrist and pulled them away. By this time, I was only a few strides behind him.  Forest green eyes locked on me causing Luke to turn his head to notice me. Urging her off his lap, Luke had the decency to look sheepish. 

Clearing his voice, which only made him seem guilty, he said, “Sara, this is my girlfriend, Mercy.” His long reach clasped my forearm and pulled me the final few inches to the table. With his other hand, he took my tray and set it on the table next to him. Soon, I was sandwiched between him and Blondie, a place I wasn’t sure I wanted to be.

Faking a smile, I said, “Hi.”

Maggie had other ideas. My fiery Irish best friend wasn’t having any of it. “Oh, no. You,” she said pointing at Blondie, “have crossed a line.”

Blondie raised her hands and said, “Look, I didn’t know.”

Maggie said, “You didn’t bother asking either.”  She handed Luke a napkin. He just looked at her with querying eyes but took it. “Don’t you need to wipe your mouth? Brushing your teeth and mouthwash is important too.” If I wasn’t torn as to what to do or say, I might have laughed.

Blondie put her hand on my other forearm. Luke’s hand had slipped down to intertwine with my fingers. Turning, I speared the girl with my no bullshit stare, glancing quickly at her hand on me to give her the hint.

She let go. “Look, I’m really sorry. Honestly, I didn’t know he was taken.” 

I studied the spray of freckles on her face while I deciding on what to do. Her words didn’t ease my mind. Had Luke been seeing this girl on the side and not told her until now that he had a girlfriend? No, he wasn’t that type of guy. I ground my teeth with the urge to make my palm connect with her cheek. I gave myself a quick reality check. If she really didn’t know, then my anger was misplaced.

Continuing, she said, “It’s been a really long time since I’ve seen them. And I know this isn’t the right time, but could I borrow him and Flynn?” Why did she have to look so damn sincere? It made it hard to imagine her flesh being peeled away from her skin.

“Mercy, you don’t have to put up with this,” Maggie said flexing her fingers like she planned to rumble. Then she twirled her plastic knife like it was a viable weapon.

Not willing to play jealous girlfriend in front of the whole lunchroom, I said quietly, “Maggie, I can’t tell him what to do.”

“The hell you can’t,” she furiously whispered giving me stink eye and all kinds of you have to be crazy looks.

Luke sliced up the silence with his this is none of your business look and handed it out as everyone waited.  And when I say everyone, I meant the immediate area that was focused in on us like MTV was filming our table.  A shifting sound broke up the empty noise; I glanced at Flynn who now stood. He held a hand out to Blondie. Smiling at him, she took it and was pulled to her feet. “How about you handsome? Are you taken?”

Flynn appraised her whole body through hooded eyes and smirked.“Nope.”

Standing on her tiptoes, she locked her mouth with his in a scorching open mouthed kiss.  My stomach tightened. Looking away, I caught Luke moving to stand. He was watching Flynn with intense eyes; the bottom fell out of my stomach. Was he jealous?

Finally, he placed a hand on my shoulder and dipped to speak in my ear. “I’ll be right back.” Where my head had slightly angled to listen to him, I moved away when he made as if to kiss me. I heard his sigh before he stood, giving me a sad smile and left the lunchroom with Flynn and Blondie. What I didn’t say was that Maggie had the right idea. There was no way I was kissing him after she did. He’d let that happen. 

Maggie took Flynn’s seat. “Eme, why didn’t you say anything?”

Shaking my head, I said, “I trust him.” It wasn’t the total truth. Luke had changed. And everything that I witnessed gave strength to my doubts. But there were ears. Nina and her crew were nearby. Never show weakness, I’d learned that over the last few months. 

My best friend had more to say but all I could do was push down the bile that threatened to shoot out like a projectile missile.  Forcing small bites of my burger in my mouth, I finished about half without ever touching my fries before Flynn came back alone.

“Red, move over,” he said planting himself next to her on the bench seat. Somewhere along the way, the conversation at the table had started up again. Flynn’s presence brought back total silence as everyone waited to hear his next words. It was apparent to everyone who didn’t return. Luke and Blondie. Voices changed to whispers discernibly discussing the latest developments. School was worse than gossip magazines. Closing my eyes, I picked up a cold fry and shoved it in my mouth. I didn’t enjoy the taste of rubbery food but swallowed it anyway.

“Eme,” Maggie said.  The sensation of my eyes filling with tears had me taking deep breaths. I would not cry in front of everyone. Luke was probably just talking to her. Yeah, right, I chided myself. Who was I fooling?

Not speaking, Maggie took my hand.  Standing up, she pulled me to my feet and shoved the remnants of her lunch on my tray while I looked on. Stacking our trays, she held them with one hand and took my hand with the other.

“Maggs,” I said with a whisper. 

“Luke is outside if you’re looking for him,” Flynn called out. 

Snapping my head in his direction I saw he had a satisfied expression on his face. How could he be so cruel?  I turned away while Maggie led me out. I mentally counted to ten so I could pull myself together. 

Ending up in front of our lockers, I spun the tumblers not remembering my combination. “Luke wouldn’t do that to you.”  Her quiet voice had fat tears spilling from my eyes. Quickly wiping them away with the sleeve of my shirt, I was grateful for the navy color that hid the dark wet stains.

“Maggs, he’s not the same,” I managed to choke out. 

Pulled into a hug, I only had moments before the lunch bell rang.  Standing straight, wiping my face again, I dialed my combination, reality snapping my memory back into place.

Still no Luke; Maggie walked me to my next class.  Not making my runaway imagination any better, I didn’t see Luke the rest of the day.  Thunderstorms, canceled softball practice. I wasn’t sure what to do after school because there was no way in hell I was riding with Flynn again. His practice was mostly likely canceled as well, but I didn’t care. The rain was coming down in sheets, melting the remnants of snow faster than the sun ever could. No one was milling around. People stood under the awning, inside buses or in cars headed out. The hulking Hummer, however, was there along with Luke’s BMW.  Stepping outside, the rain was cool, chilling my skin on contact. I hadn’t brought an umbrella. Luke’s car door opened and he popped his head out to wave me over.

My feet moved in his direction until his passenger door opened. Blondie got out and hurried over to Flynn’s Hummer.  As she hopped in, I stumbled to a stop. Luke had only partially gotten into his car; now he closed the door and strode over to me, drenched in the steady rain. I was dripping wet, too, by this point. Any tears that could have fallen from my eyes would have been disguised by the rain. 

“What?” he asked. “You’re soaked.”

Shaking my head because that didn’t matter, I asked, “Who is she to you?”

“Nobody,” he said earnestly. Why was it so hard to believe him? I wanted to desperately. “I’ll tell you about it. There is so much you need to know.”

Reaching for my hand, I pulled it out of his reach. We stood letting the rain pour on us.  His eyes narrowed and he pushed back his wet hair. “You’re mad at me for something she did?”

“You seemed fine with it,” I answered, angrily.

A crack of thunder didn’t hide the menace in his voice. “All the things I’ve seen and forgiven that you did. Kissing every guy that comes within ten feet of you and you can’t trust me?” His blue eyes were incredulous. 

Turning my head to the side, his words stung like a slap. He was right. “You know what, whatever,” he said waving me off as he walked away from me.

“Luke,” I called out just as lighting stuck. The crack in the air covered my plea. He was inside his car by the time I wiped the rain from my face. 

When he didn’t peel out of the lot, my heart rebounded. Then Flynn’s truck doors opened, both of them. I saw Blondie make a dash for Luke’s car again.

“Mercy,” Flynn called out.  The new me crumbled under the pressure. This was too much. Blondie was gorgeous. I hadn’t allowed myself to see it. Her features were in perfect alignment. I couldn’t compete with her. She was perfectly proportioned according to the wet clothes that clung to her body like second skin. Turning, I walked, squishing through the mud and melting snow that was the mess of the school’s front lawn. I should call Maggie. However, I didn’t. I needed to think. 

“Mercy.” This time it was Luke’s voice that rang out.

I moved with more vigor. My eyes were downcast into the earth because the suction of mud threatened to draw my shoes off my feet.  Then arms stopped me. I looked up to meet Sebastian’s eyes. He hadn’t been at school. I didn’t think I mentally called him either.

“You want to get out of here?” he asked.

I nodded. If ever there was a time, now was it. Taking his hand, I followed him into the trees against Flynn and Luke’s protest. He could teleport us out of there. But there were humans to consider.  I heard the slaps of feet in the puddled ground, probably Luke or Flynn coming after me. Maybe neither since they were both mad at me. But Sebastian had me in his arms and traveling his way before I could make out the voice that called my name.






  

Chapter Seventeen
 

 

Where I landed was anyone’s guess. It smelled earthy and pungent, also wet, like morning dew or mist. But everything was dark and a chill ran in the air. It wasn’t the cold like home, but it had a clammy sort of feel.

A torches lit up all at once and I was encased in stone walls. The ceiling was high above and the chandelier and wall lights held candles. It felt medieval. Where had Sebastian taken me?

“Kayla, welcome to my home,” he said with a wide grin.

“Where are we?” I asked mystified. Had he taken us back in time? Could he do that?

He stood in front of me drenched in long sleeve and jeans. “Scotland, where else?”

Before I could utter words of rebuke, he hauled me up a stone staircase by my hand. Winding, winding, we went up past tapestries on the walls that looked as old as the building we were in. They depicted scenes of violence and war, blood and gore, nothing sweet and gentle.  We ended up in a bedroom fill with a wooden four poster bed that was large and weighty. I couldn’t guess how it had gotten up the winding narrow passageway.  Sebastian handed me a towel. “You’re wet, lass. You should dry off; this castle is drafty and old.”

Castle? Okay, if that didn’t freak me out as much as being in Scotland, my mom was so going to kill me. “You have to take me home. I’m grounded,” I muttered, toweling myself off. It felt so stupid to say that to him. We weren’t human. Why was my mom making me play by human rules? 

Grinning, he flipped out his phone. I looked at it and wondered if it would work. Did he have an international phone? A few swipes and he said, “Julie, I just wanted to let you know that Mercy is with me. I’ll have her home soon. She was concerned about not making it home on time.” Pause. “Okay.” He held out the phone to me.

“Mom,” I said more petulantly than required. I didn’t know how I was going to explain where I was without her flipping out.

“Mercy, is Luke there?” she asked.

“No,” I answered quickly and sounded very annoyed like I felt.

“Fine. Make sure you are home by curfew.” 

What? That was it. No ‘where are you?’ as long as I wasn’t with Luke? “Okay,” I mumbled.

Then she hung up. Confused, I handed the phone back to Sebastian who looked rather pleased with himself.

“Tell me why you were running this time.” He came closer and I took small steps back. Chuckling, he said, “After all this time, you don’t trust me.”

I stopped. He was right. He could have taken me at anytime. He could have brought forth McKayla who would love nothing more but to give my virginity to him. But he hadn’t done any of that.

Keeping about six inches between us, he slid his hands in his pocket of his jeans leaving his thumbs out. He almost looked innocent, almost. Licking his lips, he lowered those blues on to me like a gauntlet.  The connection between my brain and my body was severed. Being surrounded by attractive guys, you think I’d be used to it. But when their focus was solely on me, it was hard to ignore. “You’re wet too,” I said, looking at how the shirt clung to him. Smiling, with one hand he pulled the shirt over his head letting it fall with a thud to the stone cold floor. 

“Care to dry me off?” he asked, the smirk said there was nothing more that he’d rather I do. I was sure he got his way most of the time. His penetrating stare caused my face to heat. I turned, not wanting to look at him anymore. A wicked chuckle crooned out of him. “So why the SOS?”

I turned to look at him. “What SOS?” His answer was a lifted brow. “Why’d you come then? You haven’t been at school in a while?”

“I’m taking care of things. You haven’t been bothered recently?” 

I had, but not by demons and I was pretty sure that was what he meant. “Not by anything inhuman,” I responded.

“So why the bat signal?” Looking down, trying to avoid his stare, I caught sight of his chest. He was built like a biology mannequin. Every muscle was defined to perfection down to the V that led further past the hemline of his low slung jeans. I swallowed. Closing my eyes, I forced back the feelings that were stirring within me. My demon was coming to life.

“I didn’t call for you,” I said and looked back at his face, which was safer.

His hand left his pocket and played with a strand of hair that had fallen in my face. After looking at it, he pushed it behind my ear. “Ah, you didn’t say my name, but I felt your distress.”

Tenderly, his hand touched my cheek and I shrugged away from him. I wasn’t going there with him no matter how desirable he was. “It was nothing.”

“Nothing,” he said with an arched brow. “You were so eager to get away from Luke. What did the Golden Boy do? Did he finally show his true colors?” Wondering what he knew, I searched his eyes with near panic. “Aye, so he did do something.”

If that was a question, I wasn’t fully sure. “Some girl threw herself at him today and he didn’t quite seem to not enjoy it.” My words were a mess. But so was I. Luke didn’t deserve me running off. It was a rash decision. How was I going to explain why I left?

He chuffed, and said, “You’re being with him is only going to end him.”

There was something in the way he looked at me that said he knew how things would end. “What do you know?” I demanded.

Making a noise that almost sounded like a snicker, he said, “I don’t know much more than you do. My father didn’t send me here with yours or his fate. I am to watch over you and make sure you survive.”

“I don’t believe you,” I accused. If I could have a dime for every time someone refused to give me any answers, I’d be a millionaire by now.

Shaking his head like he pitied me, he said, “As much as you don’t want to accept who you are, you must. Luke is cut from angel cloth. You are glued together by demon blood. Don’t be a silly little human girl who believes in fairytale love. There will only be death at the end of this story.”

I turned away and headed to the single window. The only reason I knew that it was there was the light around the tapestry that hung over it. Peering out into the faded light, I looked over rolling green hills and wondered when was the last time I saw so much unencumbered land. “There is nothing wrong with falling in love.”

“Love is for humans,” he said, sounding closer. Yet I hadn’t heard him move.

“You just called me human.” I looked back at him, letting the tapestry fall back in place taking the light and my dreams away with it. I knew he was right. I’d already damned Luke. But there was no way I could justify leaving him for his own good now. The damage was already done.

Rolling his eyes, he said, “You act like one, so I forget.”

I once again looked outside. The air was fresh and it felt different. “What year is it?” I asked casually.

The sound of the friction of his jeans as he neared had me tense. “The same year you were in. I can do many things, but I did not time travel.” 

Turning to face him, holding open the window so the light could shine true on him and his words, I watched as he approached with the grace and stealth of a panther. With curiosity, I asked, “What is it that you can do?” What else he could do besides teleport, change his solid form into one that can travel into other solid forms with the ease of a knife on butter and end demons.

His next words made me wonder how long he’d been lying in wait. “I could make you happy.”

I wasn’t expecting this. Although on some level, I knew that Sebastian was around me for some reason other than my protection, I had let it go. He’d flirted on occasion, but nothing like the forward advances of Paul and Flynn. “I love Luke,” I said on instinct. It was my go to motto with Flynn. My brain was on overload at the moment to come up with anything more clever.

“Of course you do, lass.” He stopped, leaving enough distance between us that I could breathe. 

“Then why are you saying this?” I asked.

“Who has been the one to keep you safe all this time? It’s been me. Always me.  And in the end, I may be the only one left standing between you and certain death.”

Stepping forward, he was oh so close, close enough that his scent surrounded me like a blanket. If I was honest, there was little doubt that I could always be safe with him.  But was being safe my ultimate goal, or was happiness? “And what about Luke?” I asked, while looking into those sterile blue eyes void of any real emotion. I wondered if Luke was in danger from him.

His finger, which I’d never notice before wasn’t calloused, put gentle pressure on my lips. “No one matters but you and me. When will you realize that?”

 I wanted to shout Never, but I held my tongue. I was at his mercy right now which was an odd thought, but true. I was in Scotland with no way home, no passport and little cash. I had to be smart. “I should go home.”

“At some point you will realize this. In the meantime, I will do my job and keep you safe.” He walked away and over to a chest black in color and gilded with gold leaf along the lines of it. Opening it, he pulled out a wrapped object thin and as long as my forearm. He walked over to me and held my attention. Holding it out to me, he said, “Take this.”

Reaching out, I took the object. It was wrapped in worn beige cloth. Once in my hand, I could feel what it was. “Open it,” he directed.

Unwrapping it slowly, I was astonished at the look of it once the cloth was undone. It looked nothing the way it felt. It was solid black, much like the chest it had come from. The handle of the dagger had a gold leaf design pattern that swirled around it. I lifted the tapestry so that I could view it in light. It wasn’t black as I thought. Rather it was black speckled with tiny red coloring like looked like drops of blood.

“It’s a bloodstone knife. It is one of the few things that can kill demons,” he said. My eyes widened in surprise. He’d given me something I could use against him. “Bloodstone is normally a dark green. That stone will have no effect on us. It is rare to find it black. It is only the black ‘bloodstone’ that will have any effect on demons.”

He met my eyes. “I have bargained, demanded and killed on your behalf. You should be safe from your enemies and mine.” 

“Yours?” My voice cracked.

“Demons are always looking to usurp each other.” Waving a dismissive hand, he said, “Nevertheless, I may not always be able to get to you. This dagger could save your life if I cannot. I’m trusting you with this knowledge. It is something most are not aware of. Keep this secret even from Luke and I will keep them safe from harm.”

He stared into my eyes sending me the unspoken words. If I told, he could let Luke die at anytime. And he was working with Luke to help him find a cure. “Okay.” 

He nodded and looked at me a beat longer before he said, “I have a few things to take care of before we go. You should get some rest.”

“What—” I began.

Again, he touched his finger to my forehead. “Sleep,” he said and I was shrouded in darkness.






  

Chapter Eighteen
 

 

 

When I awoke, I found myself sitting up in bed. I had to wait a beat for my eyes to click on the night vision. Unlike the goggles, I didn’t see everything in shades of green. I saw in muted colors and shades of gray. Once acclimated, it was easy enough to tell I was in my room at home. I found my backpack on the ground next to my bed. My cell phone and keys were neatly laid on my bedside table. And I still wore the clothes I had on earlier, thank goodness. And next to my keys was the cloth that held the dagger.

I took the thing and put it in my drawer. If it was supposed to be for my protection, I couldn’t very well hide it in my closet where it would be out of reach. I wasn’t going to carry it to school either. I wasn’t sure what to do or if I could kill anyway. Demons weren’t human, but if Sebastian had taught me anything, all demons weren’t bad. So it would stay in my drawer stay.

That done, part of me was disappointed. I’d been in Sebastian’s house. There might have been much to learn about him or maybe something about myself. Yet he’d dragged me up to a bedroom. Had that been his? If so, it was a little sparse. Then again, I didn’t see Sebastian as one who cared much about things.  

I was also a little bummed that I’d been in Scotland and didn’t see a lick of it. Here too, I’d been to Egypt, London and Paris too for mere minutes. 

My mind raced to Luke. I picked up the phone worrying my nails with one hand while swiping across the screen with the other. He’d called alright, several times along with Flynn and Maggie. Looking at the clock it was past one in the morning. I wasn’t sure if he would be awake. And actually, I stopped for a minute before deciding to go ahead and make that call.

“Mercy,” he breathed like I was air.

“Luke.” I was not sure where to begin. Should I apologize? I was culpable of many things. Culpable. It was going to take a while for my brain to debrief and not think in terms of SAT words. 

Slowly and calmly, he asked, “Where have you been?” I opened my mouth to speak, but he did first. “No, don’t answer that yet. Can I come see you?”

“Right now?” I asked. It was in the middle of a school night. 

“Yes,” he said a little desperately.

“Okay.” I wanted to see him too. We needed to have a conversation and I wanted to see his face. We could have skyped or facetimed, but in person would be better. When he hung up, I headed to my door, and peered out. All was quiet in the hall. I didn’t even hear a TV on. Did my mom already know I was home?

Moving to my window, I opened it and sat on the bench and waited. Luke wasn’t going to come in through the front door. The alarm would chime. My mom wasn’t the heaviest of sleepers. With no noise out in the halls, that chime would wake the dead.

I was stuck in an endless loop of what to say when Luke stepped in the window with the ease of walking in a room. He sat opposite me on the bench seat. The night was chilly but the air felt good. Making no move to touch me, I guessed a wall had already been built between us.

The divide grew with each passing second we didn’t speak only staring at each other like we were a million miles away. Funny, but maybe not, we both decided to break the silence at the same time. With a half laugh, I said, “Go ahead.” It wasn’t like I didn’t have a lot to say, I just didn’t know how to begin. So I ceded him the floor.

“I’m sorry.” Starting off with that eased parts of my mind. Until I speculated exactly what he was sorry for, Blondie or me? “I shouldn’t have walked away. I was pissed that you acted like you didn’t want to touch me. And…” 

And that evil side I brought out of you reared its ugly head. I didn’t speak it, but it was a neon sign in my mind, flashing incessantly. “And, I’m sorry for leaving with Sebastian,” I admitted. 

His hands balled into fist and he seemed to visibly try and calm himself. “Where did he take you?”

Here was the sticky part. Honestly however was going to be my policy on this. “Scotland.” I watched his face shift. “His home,” I added figuring that was the next question.

Flashing like a lighthouse beacon, I waited for him to blow. That wasn’t his normal M.O. but I couldn’t be sure what he’d do these days. “And what did you do there?”

Anger was furthest from my mind. I didn’t take his question to mean that he didn’t trust me. I knew he was trying to make sure Sebastian hadn’t placed me in any danger. “Talked for a few minutes, then he put me to sleep.” And yeah, he gave me a dagger that could kill demons but I can’t tell you about it without putting you in danger. And I had no doubt, somehow he would know if I told. Just like he seemed to know whenever I was in trouble.

His facial expression dimmed. Some say words don’t hurt, but they are wrong. I realized my choice of them had pushed Luke almost over the edge. “He told me to sleep and touched my head. Then I woke up here. Fully dressed.” I added that last part to ease his mind.

“So, you don’t know when you got back?”

I shook my head and said, “No, I woke up and called you.”

Leaning over to me, with a gentle two finger tug, he pulled my chin over so our lips connected. It was a soft kiss that spoke of reluctance and trepidation. Pulling away only a little so that we were still eye to eye, he said, “Know that I love you and only you. Sara means nothing to me.”

His ocean blue eyes were clear but worry filled them. He’d opened the door to questions about my own worry. “So what does she want?” I asked. She wanted him, of that I was sure.  But the girl wouldn’t have come to our school just for him, would she?

Before she could answer, my door banged open. Filling it like no other boy could, bare chested with drawstring knee length shorts, Flynn said, “You guys are loud.” Knowing we weren’t, I glared at him. “Your mom would have cut his balls off if she’d been here.”

About to give him a nasty retort when I asked, “My mom’s not here?”

Stepping into the room not bothering to shut the door, he said, “She’s on midnights.”

“What do you want?” Luke asked, frowning at Flynn.

Shrugging, Flynn said, “I’m on babysitting duty. Do you know the hell I got when I didn’t come home with her?” He pointed at me but spoke like I wasn’t in the room.

As he got closer, I felt a tug toward him not of my own making. Sure Flynn was the god of beauty, there was no denying that. And having him stand before me half-dressed was a test to keep my eyes on his. But I didn’t want him. He made me so mad. He was crass and mean. The only thing I could offer him was friendship, but he didn’t want that. I was so over it. And I squashed whatever force was trying to get me to my feet and to him. Threading my fingers with Luke’s, I tried to stop from making a fool of myself.

Clean bandages were wrapped around Flynn, but I looked away. Luke’s eyes shot to mine in questions. I squeezed his hand and leaned into him. “Okay, you two. Get a room,” Flynn quipped.

Not stating the observable, I said, “Get out of mine.”

The space in front of me becoming the shooting range, Flynn’s eyes looked like pistols aiming at me. “Stop being a brat.”

Giving him a look that clearly said ‘What’ more than saying the word, I got to my feet while Luke still held my hand. He yanked me to a stop before I could get in Flynn’s face, though I said, “Stop being an asshole.”

The air grew charged between us. Flynn looked me over with a very appreciative slide that sent a shiver over me, he said, “Stop being a—”

Luke moved so quickly my hair lifted in the breeze he created. Getting between us, he raged, “What the hell? This isn’t the time for this.”

I moved to the side of Luke, but not in time to see the looks pass between them. Flynn spoke. “What it’s not the time for is doll face over there to play disappearing act with Rat because some chick is into you while people are after her.”

“Sebastian’s not going to hurt her,” Luke said calmly. “He wants her just as much as you do.”

Flynn’s jaw dropped as did mine. But Luke’s gaze was steady on his. Flynn sputtered a bit before he said, “I’m done. She’s all yours. Bros before hoes.” He held his hand wide open for a second.

Flynn stepped back out of arm reach just as Luke’s fist met air. Flynn laughed and said deadpan, “I’ve got all I need.”

And as if on cue, Blondie ducked her head into my room. “I’m sorry. I woke up with all the racket.”

My jaw was still open. But Luke’s jaw tightened. His deadly look wasn’t just about me. He was hiding something. Her appearance, her hair sleepy tousled, in my room as Flynn stepped back and wrapped an arm around her shoulder bothered more than just me.

What kind of girl was she? She clearly had been interested in Luke and had so easily made the switch to Flynn. Maybe he’d met his match. Maybe she was a Cambion.

When he kissed her forehead and gave her a squeeze, it looked more like a budding relationship than a fuck buddy. How could that have happened in less than a day?

“No, I’m glad you’re here,” Luke said, all eyes focused in his direction. Why would he be glad? “I think it’s time we tell Mercy why you came here.”






  

Chapter Nineteen
 

 

 

You could hear a feather drop, if that were possible. The smiles died from Sara and Flynn’s faces. Her expression that eerily reminded me of Amanda was gone. Thinking of Amanda, I wished Flynn was still with her. Amanda didn’t like me, but she was real. I always knew where I stood with her. This girl looked like she hid a million secrets behind her high wattage grin.

Tugging my other hand so that we faced each other, Luke said, “Sara came to kill you.”

Gale force winds would have been easier to deal with than the sparkler of truth. I felt like dynamite with a short fuse. I was going to blow in T minus two. My head snapped to take in the girl Flynn protectively hugged. Now was a good time to show how much I could handle myself. 

Trying to get to her would prove harder. Luke wrapped me in his arms and spoke in my ear. “She’s not going to anymore. She had no idea who you were.”

Looking away from him, I snarled in her direction. “What are you and why would you want to kill me?”

Either she was innocent or a damn good actress because she looked truly wounded at my anger. Really? “It was a job.” She paused like the next part was really horrible. “And if I did it, it could save my life.”

I looked around for the studio audience and podium because her performance was Oscar worthy. Really? And the two dumb guys looked sympathetic. “Who’s after you?” I asked.

 “I did something long ago and I’m trying to make up for it.” It was almost as if violins were playing.

Flynn chimed in, “When we met her, Luke had to…” He waved his hands around wildly. “And vanquish her attacker. She might have died had we not shown up.” He frowned then like he remembered something. He looked up at Luke. I didn’t turn to him in time to see the silent communication. By the time I looked back, Flynn had adoring eyes on Sara. She on the other hand was looking at me. Her facade cracked. For the slightest moment, I swore I saw her smirk. 

“She’s telling the truth. I’ll tell you the whole story later,” Luke uttered to me, garnering my attention. 

The next thing I knew, she was standing before me. Luke let me go. Again I was struck with the urge to kill her. I wasn’t sure what she was, but that dagger Sebastian gave me would not only kill demons, I was sure it could kill other beings if stabbed in their hearts. I would have to give her my back for a moment to get it and also reveal it to Flynn and Luke. And what would Sebastian do then? I stayed rooted in my spot, but I did keep it as an option if things went south.

 “I’m really sorry,” she said in a syrupy sweet voice that was sticky as the crap she was feeding me. “And Luke promised to help so I won’t have to kill you.” 

Goodie, I wanted to say with a fake smile and to jump up and down with clapping hands. Instead, I looked at Luke. “How can you help her?”

“In whatever way I have to, to ensure you’re safe.” His sincerity was honorable. The declaration of his love was clear. But I didn’t trust this girl. She was stunningly beautiful. Her blonde highlighted hair, doe eyes, and natural ruby lips along with a face that rivaled Kathy, the Elven girl that used to go to our school, were hard to ignore. Was I just jealous or insecure?

“You never answered me. What are you?” I asked. My voice still held a hint of my disbelief. 

Her face relaxed and she looked at me with all genuineness. “I guess a little like you.” Did anyone else hear that non-answer?, I wanted to say. Instead she said, “I really like you better than that Adelina girl.”

Hold the presses. How did she know Adelina? I turned my attention back on Luke. “It happened two years ago,” he said. What he was really saying is that it was long before we’d gotten together; not that I really wanted to hear about him and the evil twin.

“Fine,” I said, looking over at the clock. “It’s late, I have school tomorrow.” Well, we all had school, but I was tired and wanted this girl out of my room.

“Yeah,” she said. “I really should be going too.” She walked back over to Flynn and kissed him. “Later,” she said and strolled out of our room.

Curious, I followed behind her to my door and looked out. I couldn’t believe Flynn would just let her have the run of our house and stroll out the front door. David slept like the dead, but even he would hear the alarm chime in the silence.

When I peeked in the hall, she was nowhere to be found and there’d been no alarm noise. Whirling around, I asked, “Where did she go?”

Flynn’s eyes flicked over to Luke before he said, “She can move like Rat.” This was his second time he called Sebastian that. But that question wasn’t pressing.

“People are trying to kill me and she even told you she was trying to kill me and you bring her home for a sleepover,” I said breaking all kinds of grammar rules. I pointed at the culprit.

The asshat in question smirked. “We weren’t sleeping. And you were never in danger.”

Luke pulled me to his lap when I was about launch myself at Flynn. Luke said, “It’s done. You know how he is.”

“And how’s that?” Flynn retorted.

Raising a hand, Luke said, “It’s late but we need to tell her all of it.” 

I stopped squirming and listened to the story of how they met Sara. After hearing it, I could tell that he’d left some parts out. It all sounded so clinical. 

“So, let me get this straight. You,” I said pointing at Luke, “found her in the woods after looking for a demon.” He nodded. “She was hurt and you brought her home like a wounded bird.”

Luke almost sounded sorry for her when he said, “You say that like I should have left her to die.” I didn’t respond; at the moment I wished he had. And that was mean. 

“Then she stays for a party and demons show up. You,” I pointed to Flynn, “save her from Luke’s angel light.” Flynn nodded, still standing there half naked. I closed my eyes for calm to cleanse myself from his visual. Opening my eyes again, I said, “Then she blinks out when you guys start asking questions.”

Like the dumb ass bobble heads they were, they nodded. I rolled my eyes. “And you guys didn’t think she was the demon?”

“Yeah, I thought about it.” Luke said. Supposedly, we Cambions could feel something when we were in the presence of full demons. I was the odd man out. I felt something around Sebastian, but I hadn’t felt anything around Blondie. 

I still couldn’t believe these two. “And you never bothered to ask Sebastian about her?” 

Luke said, “That was two years ago. We met her for a day and then she was gone. I thought she was probably dead or something.”

In my head, I said, Sebastian I need you. I waited a beat and nothing. He’d been selective lately when answering my call. Luke shifted and pulled out his phone. He’d taken my silence that I had tried reaching out to the demon. Dialing, I waited while his call got nothing either. A computer generated voice barked out that the person we were calling was unavailable and hadn’t set up a voicemail.

“You should get some sleep,” Luke muttered.

Flynn added, “You can’t stay here dude. If Mercy’s mom finds you, we will all be castrated—me, you and my dad too.”

Luke nodded. “I’m leaving in the morning anyway.” And to me he said, “I’ll see you later.” He kissed me hard, pulled me underneath him and I giggled.

“Look, I’m all for watching, but Mercy needs her rest,” Flynn said, sounding pensive. 

Luke took his time pulling away from me. “I love you.”

“I love you too.”

“I’ll be down the hall if you need me,” Luke said moving towards the window instead of the hall. Confused, I watched until he pulled it closed and locked it. Winking at me, he left before Flynn.

I looked up because my door hadn’t closed. “You’re welcome,” Flynn said. Then he stepped out of my room and pulled the door shut in his wake. What should I be thanking him for?






  

Chapter Twenty
 

 

 

The next days at school were pretty uneventful. It had been hard to say goodbye to Luke that morning. He was off on his quest to neutralize the stain I’d put on his soul. He left on his own because we still hadn’t gotten in touch with Sebastian. Maggie was out with Brent and I was on alone. Lying on my bed, the TV hadn’t been enough to keep me out of my own head.

A crash in the hall had me bolting upright. After a couple days off, in which she watched me like a mother hen, Mom was back to working the overnight shift. For someone who had me on punishment, she wasn’t home much in the evenings. And when she was, she was always so angry, I’d been avoiding her wrath as much as I could.

Another crash and I headed for my door. A demon hunter could have gotten, maybe even two or three, but I wasn’t afraid. Since the house was warded against them, I’d ruled out demons and left the dagger where it was. I’d kick ass without it. And if it came down between the humans and my family, I’d do what I had to do to protect my own. There was no other choice.

Stepping into the hall, I saw a lump of a figure on the floor. Beating feet in time with a staccato of my heartbeat, I was crouched in front of the lying figure in a matter of seconds.

A bubble of laughter wafted me with an unpleasant bouquet of liquor and smoke—what I imagined a pool hall smelled like. Sitting back on my heels, I looked down at him. He wore no coat but a faded blue tee shirt that said She Wants to Sleep With Me, with arrows around the words pointing in all directions. Right, what more should I have expected except it was most likely entirely true. And his jeans-clad legs were sprawled out in front of him. 

Now that I knew who it was, I looked around; a table that used to sit in the hall with a decorative vase was toppled on its side due to a missing leg. The vase, however, had survived. It had rolled across the hall—probably one of the thuds I’d heard. The heavy thing was made of strong stuff and would make a good weapon. I wondered quickly if that’s why David had it out here. It looked harmless enough, but could take someone out with a crack over the head.

“Meerrccyy,” Flynn slurred, still laughing to himself, like he’d made some inside joke.

“Flynn, get up, you need to sleep this off.” I took his bicep in my hand, intending to help haul him to his feet. His skin was ice. “Flynn, get up, you’re really cold. You need to get in bed.”

Looking up at me with innocent eyes, he said, “You know how long I’ve waited for you to say that?” Then he busted out laughing again. 

Sighing and rolling my eyes, I tried to have patience but failed. He was drunk and prone to anything. And with Flynn that meant the crude remarks would only get worse. He pushed up on to his elbows but slid back to the floor. If I were looking in the mirror, I would have surely seen my face go ghostly white. His movement triggered a memory of him dying on the floor not too long ago. Sucking in a breath, I got angry. “Flynn, get up. Stop your tomfoolery. You can’t sleep on the floor.”

His eyes too had lost the drunken lunacy and in its place I saw fear. “Webster, I can’t, I can’t get up.” He sounded way more sober. At first the sudden reappearance of that nickname didn’t register. My words quickly replayed in my head. I’d meant to call him foolish, instead I used a word from my SAT studies which meant the same. Shaking my head, in any other circumstance I might have relished his pet name for me. In most ways, I preferred it over doll face. But fear lanced through me. “What’s wrong?”

“I don’t know. I feel numb, paralyzed.” His words rang out a little garbled, laced with a healthy dose of distress and a dash of dismay. Flynn certainly wasn’t a coward and he sounded afraid. He had to be telling the truth. To admit he was weak in any way wasn’t in his nature.

Adrenaline allowed me to strong arm him in a tug of war. Taking control, I realized he had moved. So he wasn’t paralyzed. “Where were you tonight?” I asked. I needed to understand what caused this. I wasn’t a doctor, but being around my nurse of a mother had taught me a few things.

“Where do you think I was?” he asked. Some of the humor was back in his eyes.

“Just tell me without giving me the gory details,” I said, before rolling my eyes. He was breathing, so I allowed the back and forth of words. Although he claimed paralysis, he didn’t seem like he was on the edge of death.

“Nothing I do is gory. Every girl except you loves it when I give them my attention,” he said, with a wicked grin that would in fact stop many hearts. I ignored it.

“Apparently, you only spend time on planet Moron. Because the girls you deal with are clueless.” We weren’t getting anywhere. I couldn’t get him to his feet. I took Flynn’s wrist in my hand. With two fingers on his pulse point at his wrist, I tried to count beats. 

His head flopped from side to side, like he was dizzy on his feet only he was flat on the floor. “Your right, I am a moron for falling for a girl I can never have.”

Closing my eye, I breathed through the riot in my heart. I loved Luke. But I couldn’t deny the tiny thrill of his words. Was he admitting again that he loved me? I tamped that down. Tomorrow, he would blame it on being drunk. And it didn’t matter anyway; he was right. We could never be together.

Yanking my hand away, I realized I hadn’t really felt his pulse at all. His neck was preferable but I hadn’t wanted to go there. In his irrational state, he would most likely pull me down on top of him and that wouldn’t be good. Just because I wouldn’t ever do anything with Flynn that would jeopardize my relationship with Luke, didn’t mean that I was totally unaffected by him. Still I leaned over and placed my finger on his jugular vein at his throat. This time, he sat still only watching me as I tried to find something. Very faintly, I did. It wasn’t strong. If he’d been human, he probably wouldn’t be conscious.

Pierced through with trepidation, I moved both my hands to the hem of his shirt and pushed up with as much detachment as I could. What I did notice beside the hard plains of muscles was that his skin underneath his shirt was just as cold as his uncovered arms. Uneasy goosebumps crawled over my skin from more than the chilliness under my hands. “Well, if I knew you wanted me naked, I would have helped you out,” Flynn said. His voice held flippancy but lacked volume.

With no other option, I straddled his legs and ignored his comment. The faint beat pulsed through my ear as I lay my head against his chest. Then I raised my head up and looked into his eye but they were closed now. I tapped the side of his head with my palm trying to rouse his shadowed eyes. “What,” he said. “Just give me a minute and I’m sure I can get it—”

“Flynn, when was the last time you fed?” I asked when his eyes opened. I hoped I cut off the rest of his sentence. I didn’t want to hear it. 

Looking bewildered, he blinked his eyes several times before saying, “I was with Sara tonight.”

Blondie. She said she was like me. Was she a succubus? Without thinking about the consequences, I pressed my lips to Flynn’s which felt very much like last time. Instead of taking, which my DNA was programmed for, I gave. I pushed what I had into him. 

It didn’t take long for his arms to circle me and his mouth to part giving me entrance. I pushed once more giving him a jolt of what I had before I rolled off him panting. His embrace lack strength. It had been too easy for me to get away. 

“If you wanted to kiss me, all you had to do was ask,” Flynn said, bringing my attention back in his direction. 

 






  

 Chapter Twenty One
 

 

 

With dark pools of color under his eyes, I knew he wasn’t out of the woods. “Can you get up?” I asked while pushing myself up. It was harder than I expected. I’d given him a lot of me. I hadn’t feed, so it wasn’t like I had much more than my human side to offer.

On my feet, I watched him as he rolled and push up with his forearms. His muscles corded and tightened as he gathered his feet under him. Damn if he still wasn’t a beautiful sight in a vulnerable state, probably more so. 

When he stood, a weight fell away from me. He wasn’t on the verge of death any longer. But when he took a stumbling step, I knew I would have to do more. Opening the door to Flynn’s room, I ushered him inside. Over to his bed, I dropped him off like a sack of potatoes. “Wait here,” I commanded and ducked out of the room before he could protest.

With Luke out of the country, courtesy of a private plane, I knew my call wouldn’t connect but I dialed his number anyway, even if only to talk to his voicemail.  I left him a message detailing what I’d found, done and was about to do.

Once inside my own room, I headed straight for the bathroom and assessed myself. Brief blooms of dark sprang under my eyes. I understood a part of myself I hadn’t before. Damn my mom for her lack of training. I felt tired, the exhaustion building up steadily. I was low on energy from giving all I had to Flynn. 

The look of bruising had been so pronounced under his eyes, you’d have thought he’d been knocked around a few times by a heavy weight champ. It was clear Flynn was suffering from lack of feeding. Guilt was like a mirror, following me with a mocking glare. Something was wrong and no one was doing anything about it. I’d ignored it, wanted to keep my distance. I needed to make sure Luke knew even if he might not get my voicemail in time. Flynn would die if I didn’t do something.

Brushing sleep tangles out of my hair, I thought about the harsh reality of how far was I willing to go to save his life. 

After brushing my teeth and washing my face, I added some shimmer to my lips with my going out gloss. Then I pulled my hair up in a slick ponytail, the quickest solution. It was late, but I needed to look decent for what I had planned.

Shrugging out of my shirt, I hooked on a bra on and took off my pale blue Juicy pants. I was bent over sliding one leg into a pair of skinny jeans when Flynn walked in unannounced with my bottom pointed up in the air in invitation.

Frozen, neither of us were willing to speak. I grumbled searching for the right epithet to hurl at him. I didn’t let another second pass before I swiveled around, teetered over and landed my backside on the floor. “Don’t you know what a closed door means?” I asked still pondering the best word to confuse him.

“Don’t you know how to lock a door if you don’t want someone to enter?” he said sounding a lot better but barely keeping his eyes on my face before they blazed a trail down my body. “White.”

His clarification of the color of my underwear, as if I didn’t know, made mortification bloom in my cheeks. “Get out,” I yelled.

“Where are you going?” he asked. His eyes narrowed and his consternation was evident. Frown marked were etched on his face. I looked to see his hands were balled in fist.

“Nowhere, if you don’t get out of my room.” Only when his gaze strayed south of my face and north of my stomach did I remember, I only wore a bra. I covered my chest immediately.

“Too late for that love,” he said softy, still focused on my chest. Love? I realized I’d only managed to put the girls more on display. Spinning, I turned my back on him and pulled out the first shirt I could reach. Over my head and through my arms, I turned around to see him still there.

“I’m not your love,” I said, pushing my other leg in my pants and hobbled to my feet, pulling up my jeans at the same time. 

“Yeah, don’t I know,” he muttered.

As I hopped around from foot to foot pulling on skin tight jeans, I fell on my back forced to use leverage to pull them over my non-existent hips. My jeans begged to differ on that point.

“Need help?” 

Buttoning the top after zipping, I got to my feet and glared at him. No thank you. Folding my arms still remembering his burning eyes on me, I said, “Can you please leave so I can finish getting ready?” My tone was pleasant because threats hadn’t worked.

“Where are you going?” he asked.

Drawing a deep breath, I said, “We are going to Georgetown.”

His hand grabbed the door frame as he swayed on his feet. Knowing my words hadn’t elicited that response, I moved forward a bit before fierce blue storms stilled my feet. At least show no weakness was back in his eyes. His helpless look from before had nearly torn my heart apart.

“Why?” he asked, breathing hard. His eyes closed as his energy waned. What I’d been able to give him was wearing off entirely too quickly.

There were many things I could say to cut his ego to lows he’d never experienced before. However, I wasn’t that mean. “I need to power up and I can’t go out alone.” He’d know why my energy was low, but he wouldn’t figure that I was trolling for prey so he could get energy too. I knew it would take more than one human to clear the murky color under his eyes that stared at me like an ugly stain. It only reminded me again that I was the cause of so much strife to those around me.

His pride wouldn’t allow him to tell me he was too weak to babysit me. Even if he was well enough to protest that, I was doing this for him. The way his white knuckled hand clung to the doorframe like a life line was enough of an indicator that he was barely holding himself up. “What if I say no?”

“Then I’ll go by myself,” I lied. Reaching in my drawer, I searched for one of the few shirts that I owned that didn’t totally cover me up. Finding a blood red top, I grabbed it and tried not to think about the comparison to vampires and my kind. I headed to the bathroom because I wasn’t going to ask a drained Flynn to leave one more time. 

“Wait,” Flynn uttered. I turned to meet his cool blue stare. We stood there for lingering moment in a stare down contest. He was vulnerable and I planned to get him what he so desperately needed. 

Silently, I entered my bathroom with a heavy heart. Leaning against the door, I swallowed my fears from seeing him like that. Need was weighing him down. I had no idea how this night would end up, but I wouldn’t let him suffer. How could I?






  

Chapter Twenty Two
 

 

 

It was odd for me to be in the driver’s seat of Flynn’s Hummer with him next to me. His pale face leaned on the window with his eyes closed. Turning on tunes didn’t help either. It only served to fill the space of silence between us. 

Thank goodness for GPS, otherwise I would have gotten lost. Although Washington, DC was driving distance, I didn’t often come downtown. We ended up on Massachusetts Avenue, in the heart of Georgetown. The place was crawling with traffic and pedestrians. Turning down a street that led to the waterside, I lucked out in finding a spot not too far down. Parallel parking this monstrosity was a pain.

“Let me do it,” Flynn said, exasperated. But his eyes looked sleepy making me fear for him more. 

“I got this,” I said with a smile. Five tries and I had the mammoth thing in the spot without nicking the cars in front or behind me.

The sidewalks were empty here. Just a few people walking back up to the main drag. Flynn was in no condition to walk. “Stay here,” I told him.

“No,” he said forcing himself to sit up straight. “You can’t go out alone.”

Just when I was about to say something like I can handle myself, a lone guy stopped to light a cigarette several yards down the hill. “Wait,” I said looking back at Flynn. 

It didn’t take a genius to know what I was about to do. He didn’t say a word. Taking a deep breath, I looked down at my cleavage and hoped the guy was attracted to girls. Leaving the keys in the ignition even though I’d turned the car off, I hoped out before Flynn could say another word. 

The guy was leaning on the stone wall of a small bridge. As I neared, I licked my lips wishing my demon would help me. I spoke silently, but she wasn’t responding. Fine, I could do this, I told myself. 

My approach was quiet and it wasn’t until I was in his personal space that the guy looked up at me. Up was relative. He was closer to eye level than any of the other guys I dealt with. It didn’t matter. I had him. I wasn’t exactly sure what to do. So I just tried to maintain eye contact. 

“Hey,” he said. His voice was gravelly like he had a mouth full of rocks. 

“Hey,” I repeated, with no practice at being a seductress. He should have just been mine like a puppet waiting for me to pull his strings once I captured his gaze, however that wasn’t what transpired.

His eyes left my face and went straight for my chest, I knew I had him but not the way I needed him. I cleared my throat to gain his attention where I needed it.

His head snapped up with a crooked grin. “What’s a pretty little thing like you want?”

A chipped front tooth had me staring at his mouth instead of his eyes. He reached out and snagged an arm around my waist. I got a lung full of cigarette smoke. My gag reflex was on full alert.

I heard a car door open and slam, but I was pressed to the stranger as he made a move. I opened my mouth in protest when it happened. My eyes opened to the size of tea saucers wondering if I should knee him when mist left his lips and seeped into my parted ones. I was halfway dipped because I’d been leaning away. Now we held there in some odd snapshot in time as his life left him in favor of me. Bursts of starlight filled my vision as the pleasure of his giving filled a hidden place in me.

Utterly lost, I was into it until I was yanked away from behind. My lips had never touched the guys, but the drink of his life nectar was sweet. And I hated that it stirred a hidden desire to feed more inside me and filled my face with a sick smile. The guy on the other hand, looked dazed. He struggled to focus on Flynn who looked ready to murder someone.

“Dude, that’s my girl.” Flynn’s words sounded genuine.

The guy raised his hands in surrender. “Look, she came onto me.”

Flynn caught his stare. “Just forget it and keep moving.” The guy nodded and walked quickly away. Flynn sagged and leaned against the wall barely able to remain upright as if he used his last bit of energy to compel the guy. I wanted nothing more than to take his arm and help him up. But pride was written on his face like a soliloquy.  

Without touching him, I stood in front and parted my lips a bit. His lips were closed firm in a hard line; he wasn’t the least bit pleased with what I was up to. So I rolled up to the balls of my feet to get closer to him. My movement surprised him enough that his mouth opened. And I pushed. I pushed what I’d gathered into him. Still not sure what I was doing, I was only operating on instinct. 

His hands came onto my shoulders and gently pressed me back flat on my feet. “What do you think you’re doing?” he asked. But he sounded stronger. I still felt pretty good, so I hadn’t given him it all. 

“Saving you,” I said.

There was no thank you formed on his lips. Not even a curt nod, instead he spouted, “I don’t need you to save me.” He used his arms on my shoulders to put more distance between us.

“Really, you were about to fall over at the house. Your heart was barely functioning when you were lying on the hallway floor.” My anger was at a fever pitch. I was doing this for him. I hadn’t wanted to throw it in his face. He deserved better. But his denial of need irritated me.

Pointing at himself then at me, he dropped his hand and said, “This isn’t helping.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, truly confused.

His finger raised and bounced between us in a fast repetitive motion. “The more we do this...” he said. His voice trailed off like there was more he wanted to say while his finger fell away again. I was still trying to figure out the end of his sentence when he added, “And you can’t handle that. Hell, I can’t. And I know Luke won’t.” 

Softening my face by releasing the tension in my body, I said, “Flynn. This isn’t a declaration of love. This isn’t you and me getting together. But I can tell by the shadows around your eyes, you aren’t getting what you need.”

Running a hand through his hair, which remained in its sexy perfection no matter what he did, he said, “I know, but we can’t Mercy.”

“We can,” I said, stepping forward wanting to give him more of my spoils from the first encounter of the night.

Holding me back again by my shoulders, he kept a gap between us further than just the distance. He was drawing his line in the sand. “Fine,” I said, moving away. Looking around, I didn’t notice anyone until I saw a guy stumble out of a bar located closer to the main road across the street from where we stood. Giving him no choice, I darted into the road. A car honked its horn and slammed to a stop just before hitting me head on. “Mercy,” Flynn called out, but I ignored him. 

Using my momentum, I ran into the guy as a couple of other people staggered out of the bar and only barely glanced as my new prey held me up from falling. He was an older guy. The kind that was probably not too much younger than my mother. “Hello darlin’.” His southern accent was cute and made me grin.

“Thanks for catching me,” I said. And our gazes locked. His mouth opened in a silent O and I had him. His life force wasn’t as smooth as the previous guy’s, whether from age or something else; I didn’t feel the extreme high. Then again, maybe I didn’t need as much and it was like eating when you weren’t totally hungry.

When the guys hand dropped from my waist, I lost contact and stumbled back only to be caught from behind. The man looked horrified. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t of.”

Then he took off. Flynn held me now. He marched me back down the road on the opposite side from where we parked. In a dark spot, far from prying eyes, he stopped and said, “Are you crazy? Luke is going to kill us both. You have to stop this.”

“I can’t watch you die,” I said, revealing the truth like an exposed wound. 

“Mercy,” he said, swallowing. He really looked at me. And I blinked because he was trying to compel me. 

Shoving him away, I said, “You jerk. How could you?”

But he caught me and snatched me close. “Because you can’t remember this.” And he kissed me in a bone deep, earth shattering kind way. Then we were moving as one until a firm surface met my back. My eyes were closed. This can’t happen. I wouldn’t do this. But we were like magnets and the pull was so strong there was no separating us. I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t do this. I looked up at him.

Blinking several times, I met bitter blue eyes. Flynn still held my arm. We were back in the middle of the sidewalk like we were in a lover’s quarrel. At least that’s what it would have looked like to anyone who passed by. Yet I didn’t remember moving from the wall. That’s when I saw it, a flash of guilt. 

“Did you just kiss me?” I asked, because I thought I remembered being trapped by him against something solid.

He frowned and dropped his hand away. “No,” he said through gritted teeth. 

I folded my arms across my body. “You did, and wiped my mind again,” I protested.

“Do you think I have enough juice for that?” he asked, looking sincere.

Tossing my folded hands to my sides, I said, “You compelled the other guy.” I pointed across the street for a reminder.

“I didn’t, okay. Don’t blame your fantasies on me.”

Storming away, I recklessly crossed the street again this time avoiding mortal peril. Getting to the car, I realized it was locked. Flynn had the keys. I turned around and watched him saunter across the street with a self-satisfied grin on his face.

Dangling the keys in front of my face, like a fish I reached for the hook only for him to capture it in his hand. “We are going home. Now.” 

“Fine,” I said, putting my hand out palm up. He dropped his keys in my hand and rounded the car in time to open the door when I popped the locks. It took me several tries to get out of the parking spot only to take a wrong turn and have the GPS on my phone bark at me to make the next U-turn when we were at a dead end. 

Slamming my fist on the steering wheel, I was beyond frustrated for having to back track. Flynn said, “Don’t abuse my baby. She’s never done anything to you.”

I glared at him and his offensive shirt dreaming up dozens of ways to curse him, but muted myself. I wouldn’t get caught up in his bullcrap. We’d come all the way to Georgetown and I hadn’t even enjoyed the experience. It wasn’t like we made a trip into the city every week. It was quite far from where we lived. And once I made it to the beltway, I still had about a forty-five minute drive home at least. 

When I pulled into the drive and parked Flynn’s baby, I recalled the purpose of this whole experience. It was after three in the morning. Flynn had fallen asleep and hadn’t awakened when I stopped the car.

Getting out of my seat beat, I crawled over to him. His head was back and he looked so young. His mouth was open. Without touching him, I moved as close as possible. Leaning over with my hands pressed on the seat, I gave him the breath of life. I gave him what he needed without him even noticing. Then I felt McKayla who’d been silent all night begin to stir.






  

Chapter Twenty Three
 

 

 

Being thrown out of the driver’s seat, it felt like I was yanked back by the shoulder. My vision slipped into a vortex of sight through another’s eyes. I felt before I saw that she pressed her mouth to his. The connection was instantly hypnotic.

Our lips melded against his. I could feel the exchange. We were doing all the giving and he was doing all the receiving. Flynn’s eyes popped opened. His hand clamped on our arms. But she pushed more of us into him. Our tongue under her instruction snaked across his lips before he joined the dance that bewitched us both.

I struggled for purchase in the mist trying to right myself as I continued to feel like I was pulled down into quicksand faster than possible. His hands slid down our arm and to the small of our back. My intentions to help him, to heal him had been thwarted by my demon. Not in control of my body, I knew my eyes blazed black. Yet, Flynn, who had to have seen, did nothing to stop this.

My demon was right. Flynn was her best hope at achieving her goals.

 

~McKayla~

 

Biding my time had been well worth it. With him, we could be stronger. Pulling back a little, I said, “Aren’t you lovely.”

He grinned. His eyes flashed neon blue. Kindred demons, we were more than connected. “And you are the prettiest of them all.” With his hands on my hips, he pushed me away. “Mercy, that is.”

I frowned. Frosty waves of contempt filled me. “Can she hear me?” he asked.

Those words built up anticipation. Would he, could he, if he knew she wouldn’t. “No, she’s out of the picture. No one has to know what we do here.”

Leaning forward, I made my move. Pressing my mouth back to his, the bond strengthened between us.

I waited for him to take my lead. But cupping my face, he broke the connection. “That’s the thing, I’ll know.”

He closed his eyes as if he was in pain. Grinding my teeth, I said what needed to be said. “You’d die for her.” It was true; his demon was starving inside. It was only a matter of time. 

“That’s the thing about love. You’d do anything for the people you care about,” he said, solemnly.

“As if they care about you. They can never be. You and I both know it. Your sacrifice will be for not.” He had to see reason. He and I could be great together. Sex with him would be legendary. I moved to touch him.

He clasped my wrist. For someone so weak, he was strong with determination. “Don’t,” he gritted out.

Snatching my hands from his grasp, tongue in cheek, I pulled one final move. Seizing the hem of the shirt I wore, I pulled it over my head. The force of it spilled my hair from the ponytail. It fell over my shoulders. I took control of his hands while his mouth whispered an ‘Oh Shit’. I gave him a hand full of my chest. “Isn’t this what you’ve wanted to do since seeing us?”

He pulled his hands away, puzzling me more. He was rejecting me? Opening the door, he snarled, “Look, if you couldn’t get Sebastian or Luke to do what you wanted, why do you think I would.”

Humans, I thought. His wounded expression told me he was disappointed in me. “Fine, Go. I’ll find someone.”

Leaning over in a move worthy of vampire speed, he snagged the car keys from the ignition. Rolling my eyes, I pulled out Mercy’s phone. “I’m sure there is someone here—” But he took that from me too.

“You will not do this to her,” he commanded.

Biting my tongue, I said, “Well, then you’ll just have to give me what I want because I have legs. And you don’t have enough strength to chase me all night.”

Closing his eyes on a sigh, and gripping the keys rattling them in the process, he said, “What do you want?”

“Take me to bed,” I said, watching him stiffen as if he didn’t expect me to say that. “Or I’ll let someone else do the honors.”

My smile was broad but toothless. I knew I won when I saw defeat hunker down on his face. “Fine.” Then pointing at my shirt, he added, “Put that back on.”

Pouting, I said, “Why?” And I flashed him a wicked grin.

“Because if your mom is up, she’ll kill us both.”

Though Julie wasn’t my mother, I saw his point. I pulled the shirt back over my head and scooted closer. He yanked me out of the car none to pleasantly. Then I was up and over his shoulder.

“Hey, you brute,” I protested, but it was kind of hot.

Not answering me, his combat boots clomped on the driveway until we were inside the house. The chain on his belt loop jangled around. “The chain is—” my words trailed off when he stepped on the stair. The movement dislodged his shirt. Skin. Peeking below the waist band of his jeans I caught ink. “You have a tattoo.”

Still not speaking to me, I checked out other parts of him. “Your ass is perfect. Has anyone ever told you that?”

“Yes,” he said, flatly. I grinned; vanity might be the key to this puzzle.

“As one not easily impressed with men, you were well created. But then your father is a masterpiece himself.”

Before I knew it, I was tossed on the bed. My head swam. That was an odd sensation. My human body was withering under Mercy’s control. “Hey,” I said, thinking Mercy would have protested if she had been man handled. I angled to be more like her if that would help his conscience. Then my hands

 were caught at the wrist. The brute’s denim clad legs scissored around mine, holding me in place. “Look, don’t you think spooning would be a better preamble?”

“Spooning is for wusses.”

“Why? That’s what Luke does to Mercy,” I said, turning my head to him, wondering when we’d get down to things.  

Huffing out the barest of laughs, he said, “More power to him. Personally, I don’t want a mouthful of hair. The only winner in that is the girl. If you knew anything about me, you’d know that I’m all about me.”

“Well, I hoping that would be the case.” 

Producing a phone one handed, he made a call instead of pressing my buttons. “Luke, you need to come here now.” His words dashed my hopes. I’d gone about this all wrong. Next time, I would choose a complete stranger.

In a matter of moments, two figures materialized a small distance from the bed. There he stood. My body stiffened at the sight of those blue eyes, dark and powerful. The seductive lips turned ever so slightly at the recognition of me. Sebastian. Behind that muscular frame stood the blonde goody two-shoes, Luke.

Bucking, I tried to leverage myself out of Flynn’s grip. 

“What the F—” Luke started to say until I met his blue eyes with equal disdain.

“This is like the exorcist. Get your girl before her head starts spinning,” Flynn blathered, still trying to restrain me. 

“McKayla,” came the dark sultry voice. Immediately, I went still. My will attuned to his voice. 

“Sebastian.”

Flynn and Luke stared at him as the fight left me. I had no choice but to listen.

“You can let her go,” Sebastian told Flynn.

He untangled himself from me and scooted away like I was radioactive. All my systems were go but there was no one to turn me on. Spitting, I said, “Bastards.” That was all I could do.

“How did you get loose?” Sebastian asked.

Letting my eyes roll to the back of our head, unable to stop myself, I huffed out, “The lack of sleep. She was too tired to hold me back.”

“Free her,” Sebastian commanded dispassionately.

“No,” I said even though the cord that held her bound was loosening. “You can’t stop me forever.” I eyed them each one by one. Their disgust fueled my words. “That’s okay. Flynn, did you get off having your hands on me?” And I shook my breast at him and watched as Luke turned purple.






  

Chapter Twenty Four
 

 

 

Heaving in a breath, I sat up on my elbows trying to get my bearings. I’d been with Flynn in the car last I remembered. Now I was in my room with Flynn, Luke and Sebastian. What the hell happened?

“Dude, I didn’t do it. She pulled her shirt off,” Flynn was saying, shaking his head. “I was blindsided for a second, then she—” He demonstrated cupping his own hands towards his chest. 

Sebastian strong armed Luke who looked like he wanted to pummel Flynn to the ground. I put it all together. Leaping to my feet, I punched him in the stomach. “You asshole.”

I heard laughing behind me as I wailed on Flynn who stumbled and fell. I straddled his hips to knock him in his head. He covered it by crossing his forearms though he didn’t fight back. He obviously knew that he was at fault.

Raising my hips and moving my legs, I went for the coup de grâce. Large hands cinched me around the waist and my knee made contact with nothing but air. “Kayla, lass, you know she did that, not him.”

Sebastian was so strong he held me one handed, while preventing Luke from going in. “Here, take your girl.” He flung me, though smoothly, into Luke’s embrace. Sebastian went to Flynn and took his wrist. A second later, they were both gone.

I stood there, Luke’s arms around me, letting it all sink in. But after a long moment, he released me as I slid down to the floor. Realizing I was fully dressed, and with the echo of Sebastian’s words, remorse washed over me. Flynn hadn’t given in to my demon.

“He’s right. Flynn called me. He didn’t have to. But he did.” 

Still searching the ground for a hole that I could crawl into, I said nothing but watched Luke’s feet turn away. I watched them move in front of my bed where I heard the bed sheets shift under his weight. “Come here,” he said quietly.

My head hanging low, I walked over to him. As soon as I was in front of him, he peered up between the curtain of my hair. “It’s not your fault.” His words were patient and kind. This was my Luke. “Or his either,” he added hastily.

Nodding, I let him draw me on his lap. “I haven’t been sleeping. I’m trying but it’s not the same without you.” I mumbled.

“Is your mom home?” he asked.

Shaking my head, I thought about how my mom wasn’t doing shift rotation. She seemed to be taking more and more evening shifts and not day shifts. I didn’t get it. It was like my punishment was on the honor system. 

“I’ll stay the night,” he said and pressed a kiss on my forehead.

Feeling guilty, I said, “I don’t want to take you from research.” There wasn’t a reason to say more. We both knew what he was doing. 

“You are more important,” he said before he ever so tenderly kissed me. Then we were falling. Falling more into each other. Turning my body, I laid myself parallel on top of him. I longed to shed every last item of my clothing. Losing control only reminded me that left to my demon’s devices, I wouldn’t have a choice in my destiny. 

“Please,” I said. 

His eyes bugged out for a second registering my request. “Mercy.”

Even I heard the double meaning in my name, but didn’t care. “Luke, I want it to be you.” 

Rolling us on our side, his hand stroked my hair as he kissed me. “You have no idea how hard it is to deny you.”

“Then don’t,” I said, staring into the murky depths of his blue eyes, I wanted to clear his indecisiveness. 

I knew he warred with giving me what I wanted and his convictions that I be treated like glass. “I won’t break.” I promise.

When his eyes opened, conflict in them, he said, “But maybe I will.”

Now I felt like an infection. Slowly, I was poisoning the one boy I loved. Ashamed once again, I turned away from my heart wondering when I’d finally break him and not in a good way. I’d already damned him. And he had his reasons for not taking my virginity. Maybe he feared further damnation. But I was too embarrassed to ask.

Luke pulled my back into his chest, pushing my hair over my shoulder. Mumbling in my hair, he said, “Marry me.”

We’d been down this road and I was too tired to fight about it now. He was here and I needed rest. Diverting the conversation, I asked, “Did you get my voicemail?” He pulled out his phone, looked at it and shook his head. “Then how did Flynn get in touch with you?”

“My phone,” he said. He connected the dots because he added, “I got my phone unlocked because I knew I would be out of the country frequently. I guess I just missed your call.”

“Were you with Sebastian?” I asked.

Shaking his head, he said, “I called and he answered for once.”

I said nothing more instead opting to squeeze his hand. It was late. The act of closing my eyes pulled me into a dreamless sleep.

~

Waking up late in the morning wasn’t so pleasant. “Mercy McKayla Moore,” my mom’s voice trilled. Sitting up straight, I looked around but Luke wasn’t there.

“Mom,” I said.

“You can’t sleep all day,” she said. “Don’t you have homework and chores?”

Since moving to Flynn’s house, I hadn’t had to do many chores. They had a housekeeper that came in three times a week. The only thing I was responsible for was my own laundry and only because I turned down the offer for her to do it for me. It just seemed, I don’t know, wrong.

“Okay,” I said to my mother hoping to appease her. She left without further comment. Then I looked around before I was tugged down by an invisible force. Just when I started to giggle, an invisible mouth was crushed to mine. 

“Shh, your mom might come back,” Luke chided.

Whispering, I asked, “How did you know she was coming?”

“I heard the knob turn,” he said, quietly. “How did you sleep?”

“Better,” I admitted. “Probably the best sleep I’ve had in a while.”

“Good,” he said. “I got some things to do, but I can come by tonight.”

“You’re not going back to do more research?” I asked.

I could tell he was worried about me and I was worried about him. “There’s some stuff I can do around here.”

Selfishly, I didn’t want him leaving the area so I didn’t argue that I’d be fine. “Did you ask Sebastian about Sara?”

“No, I forgot. So much other stuff on my mind.” He shook his head. I knew the feeling. It had taken me a couple of days to tell Luke about Paul being awake. With that human girl’s death and everything else it had gotten lost.

Wanting to trust him, I didn’t voice the concerns of the tiny devil on my shoulder who was telling me that Luke had way more feelings for Blondie than he wanted to admit. He was quiet and I knew he was thinking about her. I decided that I would ask Sebastian on my own. Luke and Flynn were entirely biased when it came to her.

Wanting to draw his attention back to me, I said, “I’m going out with Maggie tonight.” I’d already agreed to go with her. “With this moon thing coming up, I think she needs some girl time.”

“What are you both up to tonight?” he asked making himself visible again. It had been a little weird talking to air. 

“Um, we’re going to her brother’s St. Patrick’s Day party.” Biting my top lip, I waited. Originally, I’d planned to ask him to come with me, but I thought more about spending time with just her. Plus, I still felt a little guilty about pulling Luke from his research.

“A Frat party?” he asked with an arch of his brow.

Biting my lower lip at the corner, I nodded. 

His hand came up and touched at my hair. “It’s okay. I trust you.” The problem was, I didn’t trust myself. Well, I didn’t trust the demon that shared my body. “And you did get enough sleep last night.

When he got up, I wasn’t totally sure of his mood. “I’ll see you later,” he said.

I nodded. Now if he was human, it would have been odd to see him step out of my window and disappear. But he wasn’t. And my life would most likely never be normal again.






  

Chapter Twenty Five
 

 

 

After Luke left, I followed my mother’s instructions. I did my laundry, my homework and even prepared dinner. What I hadn’t notice before was that the strain in the house extended not only from my mom to me, but between her and David as well. She said little things, but they barely spoke. 

With Flynn no longer on tied to the house, he wasn’t at home for dinner. That left the rest of us eating the meal I prepared in silence. The little bit of conversation revolved around the food I prepared. The two seemed to try to outdo themselves by complimenting me. 

“Mercy you prepared a wonderful dinner,” David said.

Mom countered, “She’s self-taught but she cooks like a chef in a five star restaurant.” 

Things like that were traded back and forth. All I could do was nod. I didn’t have that natural charm Flynn had. If he’d been home, I’m sure he would have lightened the mood. 

When Mom finally left for work, the tension dissipated. I hated to think it, but she was the instigator of all the bad feelings in the house. David headed upstairs and I hung out in the den. As soon as David went out, I immediately called Maggie who was on standby. While she headed over, I worked on my make-up, which I was getting better at. By the time she showed up, I was ready to go.

“Where’s Amber?” I asked.

She hadn’t been hanging around us very much anymore. “She’s dating—” Maggie told me about some guy on the basketball team. “Plus she’s still not over Paul.”

That name brought a frown to my face. He’d steered clear of me ever since he got back to school. And I gave him space. If ever we caught each other’s glance, he’d look away. And I really couldn’t blame him.

“Eme,” she said softly, looking at me for a second before her eyes returned to the road. 

“Yeah,” I answered, confused by the ominous tone in her voice.

“I, uh, stopped at the shopping center down the road from your house,” she began. “I ran out of my favorite lip gloss.”

Squinting my eyes, I peered over at her as she fidgeted her hands on the steering wheel. “Out with it,” I said.

“I really hate to tell you this because it’s probably nothing.”

“Maggs, just tell me,” I said, dread filling me.

“I saw Luke’s car. He wasn’t alone.”

Dead silence. Oh, the radio was going on in the background, but I felt heat claw up my throat. “That blonde chick from school was in the car with him.”

She continued to speak, but I didn’t hear a thing. It was all white noise blended into the background. The problem was he’d told me that he trusted me, so I should trust him. I had faith in my Luke, but not this new version.

Maggie went on and on about how much she knew he loved me, but the scream or the tears clamoring to get out kept me quiet for fear I would explode. By the time we’d gotten to the party, I’d riled myself up. And that is how the trouble began.

To say the party got out of hand was an understatement. The sights and sounds were coalescing all around me into one jumble of swirls. I felt light and heavy all at the same time. Coolness met the belly of my skin and then it was gone until another cool sensation returned.

A breath of words entered my ear. “You want to get out of here?”

Turning my head, I was face to face with pools of golden brown. They were the kind of eyes you could trust. My mind was quickly invaded by thoughts of summer blue eyes and the boy who owned them. The reminder of blonde hair and what Maggie told me, had me answer in the affirmative. “Yes.”

The guy who was by far one of the most attractive I’d seen tonight, lifted me from the counter. He held my hand to tug me along. But it wasn’t a hand that I was familiar with. Hesitating, I struggled to remember why that wasn’t a good idea. The space was tight with people. And just like any party, the music was turned up to deafening levels. Being much taller, he leaned down to speak in my ear. “Did you change your mind?”

He pulled back enough that I was lost in his eyes again. They were like warm honey. His lips were so close and I had the urge to get closer to him. “I don’t even know your name.”

With a megawatt smile, he answered, “Keller. Yours?”

“Mercy,” I said, feeling like we were meant to coexist in the same space. He began to lead me again when I passed Maggie. 

“Eme, what the hell.” Although my eyes had been opened, it was Maggie’s voice that broke through the haze.

“Get you grubby hands off her,” she yelled, pulling my arm from the guy’s. Out of his hold, everything spun around my head like a child’s mobile. I felt like I stepped off a tilt-a-whirl. With another yank, I moved in the opposite direction. Well, kind of.

I turned to see the guy’s eyes still on me. I couldn’t look away. The pull was so strong. “Maggs,” I whispered, with slow enunciation. If she didn’t break the spell, I was bound to go to him as soon as she let go. I blinked a few times trying to get my bearings. My legs were wobbly and the room was still spinning.

Either she didn’t hear me or she didn’t care. She pulled me with purpose through the party that was going on all around me. I finally lost sight of him.

Coming to a sudden stop, I looked up to see Liam standing in front of Maggie. They were talking but I was trying to keep myself from falling over. Soon, we were moving again. I wanted to continue to look up, but movement in that way made my dizziness worse. So I ambled my way through, guided by Maggie.

 The frozen air hit me like a wall and woke some of my senses. I wasn’t wearing a coat and with my barely there clothes, I didn’t have much to keep me warm. Still, it felt better out here. My wits were coming back to me at an alarming rate. I sat in the nearest plastic chair with a thump and breathed deep to somehow get it together.

“What the hell, Eme? Where were you going with that guy? Luke is going to freak. Yeah that guy was hot, but still?”

My eyes opened to new depths at her words. “Luke doesn’t care. And he won’t find out anyway,” I said, daring her to spill that bit of information.

“You are so dense. Luke is gaga for you.” Then a sheepish expression covered her face. “Plus, I kind of texted Flynn to see if you’d gone home. I couldn’t find you.”

“You what?” I asked, nearly shrieking the words.

“You’d been gone for a while. And I didn’t find you anywhere in the house. I looked in the kitchen before checking upstairs. I thought maybe you left and went home.”

Covering my face with my hands, I asked, “What did you tell him?”

“Nothing,” she exclaimed. I felt marginally relieved. “Honest, nothing….  I just texted him that I found you and they are on their way.”

“They?” I asked.

“Um,” she said, and I knew what was coming. “Luke was with him. So they’re both headed here.”

I didn’t look at her. It wasn’t her fault, but I was angry, though more at myself.  However, I was afraid I might say something wrong. I wasn’t ready to see Luke. There was an ache deep in my heart at the thought of him with Blondie.

Patting my arm while she stood above me, she said, “He loves you Eme, don’t doubt that. I wish I had a guy with the kind of devotion he has for you.” Maggie had her mind made up, but she hadn’t seen Luke when he wasn’t himself. “Stay here. I’ll go get you a bottle of water.”

Stay wasn’t in my vocabulary. My stomach began to revolt. A guy, who had been sitting on the far end on the porch steps, walked over to me. For a second it looked like his blurry twin stood next to him. But ever so slowly, they came together as one. How much had I drunk?

“You need this more than me,” the guy said with a soft lisp as he handed me an unopened bottle of water. I reached for it, my hand missing it by a mile. The action sent me hanging my head over the side of the railing vomiting green beer like the exorcist chick. The guy with the water bottle held my hair like Maggie would have done if she’d been there.

When it was over, I plopped back down in the plastic chair. I truly felt the extent of the cold for the first time despite the warm body sitting companionably in the chair next to me.  Although I had emptied the contents of my stomach, I still didn’t feel one hundred percent. My damp skin had frozen over, yet I didn’t want to go back inside. It was crowded in there. With the weather unseasonably cold, it kept everyone else inside. Even Maggie hadn’t yet returned. 

The pounding music that seeped through the walls sent me up on wobbly legs away from the house. Needing space, I didn’t intend to go far. I heard the guy’s soft protests that I should sit down and drink the water but the yielding hand disappeared at the sudden spike of music and the voice that yelled out, “Dude, are you Tanner? Some guy is looking for you.” There was a pause. Then the voice added, “He said he’s ready to go.”

 I walked out past the open gate and into the trees that bordered the backyards of fraternity row. 






  

Chapter Twenty Six
 

 

 

Not knowing where I was going was foolish enough. Given the reality that I had many enemies hell bent on killing me was just plain suicidal. That didn’t stop me from heading far into the wooded area. When I could no long make out which way was back home, I leaned my back against a tree with my hands tucked behind me.

I couldn’t even make out the moon with thee trees choking out any light.  I stared at the ground and felt my shame. The things I’d done tonight hadn’t felt like me, but my demon hadn’t come out at all. Was I becoming what I was meant to be all along? 

A noise, an unnatural one, had my head snapping up. I pushed away from the tree and strained to hear another sound. A crackle somewhere out in front of me made my body tense. It wasn’t that any sound couldn’t be made in the woods. However, it was unlikely any animal that lived in these woods could make a sharp sound like metal on metal. Something bigger was out here. 

From somewhere deep within me a smile was born, one that was spoiling for a fight. I called to that place because I still wasn’t feeling one hundred percent and said, I know you’re there. If you want to survive, I need your skills. And with a resolute breath I added, McKayla. I felt the entity within me uncoil and spring free like a Jack-in-a-box. She was there, but I hadn’t quiet given up control. Not yet.

She urged me like a puppeteer to look around. My sight sharpened, penetrating the darkness like I wore night goggles. The last traces of alcohol felt purged from my system. Then I saw them. Three targets splayed out in a wide arc came at me from all sides. And with a tilt of my head to the side, I let go, falling away as my demon took over only to look through my eyes like portholes.

“Hello, is anybody there?” my voice called out. McKayla had me sounding like a scared child.

When the three stepped free at my ten, twelve, and two o’clock positions with me dead center, McKayla spoke through my mouth again, “Oh, thank god. I got lost.”

 The girl at my two o’clock spoke. “Really, you can be more original than that.”

Surveying the other two, I saw that they weren’t hulking guys. One was about my height and ebony skinned with a crew cut and the other a little taller with wavy long hair. They were built like swimmers, lean in the torso. I could try to get a hold of Flynn, but I knew he would act first and ask questions later. Sebastian, well, he would just kill them, no questions asked. I sent this message to McKayla urging her not to use lethal force. These were just humans, I figured. We could handle this on our own.

After assessing that the boys weren’t buying my innocent act either, McKayla said through my voice, “Bring it then.”

Crouching, I had the vague sense that we looked like something out of a kung fu movie. The self-defense art and some of the moves I’d learned had in fact been grounded in the techniques of karate. This was my chance to prove to everyone that I could take care of myself. Maybe not demon foes, I wasn’t so sure of myself in that arena, but human enemies I could handle. Even fending off all three of them at the same time, with McKayla’s help I thought I was able to neutralize the threat. With a nod, one of them signaled to the girl who came at me with a faint guttural noise. 

She charged with her sword held like she wanted to poke my eye out. Using Mckayla’s inert fighting skills, I dodged then plucked the weapon from the girl and dropped it to the ground. The girl, still moving from her momentum, spun and came at me with fists. 

Blocking her blows, my body was relaxed as if I was bored. All the moves McKayla used I’d learned but she applied them with expert precision. First my forearms moved fast to come together as a wall to block head and center body shots. Then my arm swung out to the right in an arc to deflect an upper cut. My other arm lanced out at the same time to connect with the girl’s face, snapping her head backwards. The poor girl only seemed more determined. My body spun then tucked low as the girl’s fist connected with the tree. My leg kicked out, bending the girl’s knee backward in the wrong direction. As the girl cried out, my upward movement and elbow connected with her chin for lights out. The girl landed in an unmoving heap but breathing.

My vision narrowed as the two stunned boys looked at me for a second before attacking. I moved out of the way of the unconscious girl. The last thing I needed was to trip over her when I now had two attackers. Lining them up, I moved to keep both in front of me. Dodging and moving left and right wasn’t easy. I had to try and keep them from sandwiching me in the middle. They didn’t fight like girls. The guy that I battled was more effective with his shots. Thankfully, he didn’t have a sword or I would have been done for sure. On the defensive, I was losing ground and we weren’t in the middle of a field. Every backwards step could slam me up against a tree and I would be vulnerable if I didn’t keep moving.

The silent plea McKayla sent to me to loosen my decision of lethal force stunned and elated me. Did I still maintain control even though it felt like I didn’t have it? A body shot to my side radiated through me and I internally told my demon to go ahead and do what was necessary to protect us without killing if that was possible.

As soon as that thought escaped me, she made a bold offensive move and ran headlong toward the crew cut guy we’d been battling. Surprise gave us the advantage. My leg kicked out and landed a groin shot, and my other foot connected with his nose. I tumbled head under and over to land on my feet. A smile played at my lips when we saw Crew Cut down, but my demon had made a mistake. And I felt it in my back.

Air escaped my lungs as a fiery pain dug deep. An arm clamped around me as the point of something sharp penetrated straight out my front.

“Demon, go to hell.” The guy twisted the blade causing me to feel hot searing pain ten times worse than what I’d just experienced.  

A scream penetrated the air that apparently had come from me. Crew Cut was struggling to his feet. “What’s going on? Shouldn’t it be gone?”

“Maybe it takes a little longer,” the guy at my back said shoving the lance deeper into my gut and wrenching out another scream from me as he twisted again.

Crew Cut stood still cupping his sore muscle stepping towards me. “It could still be dangerous,” the Long Hair warned.

“It could be human. What if we’d just killed a human?” Crew Cut blessed himself with the gesture of a cross symbol over his chest. 

“Did you see how it moved? It’s not human,” the guy that held me captive said.

“What if it’s just possessed?” Crew Cut asked stepping right up to me. And that was all McKayla needed. Our lips parted but the guy didn’t know what was coming. His lips opened and vapor escaped heading right for my mouth. 

“Jesus,” Long Hair said. He pushed me away and wrenched the long bladed knife from me. We saw as we stumbled breaking our connection that the blade was coated in our blood. We moved with inhuman speed and rammed our cupped hand into the long haired guy’s Adam’s apple. He went down choking and gasping for air. We turned to see crew cut still standing where we left him. So we bent down and pressed our lips to Long Hair, our attacker. He was not attractive but McKayla craved to do things the old fashion way. His lips were warm and the jolt of innocents that filled us was intoxicating. It should always be this way, she thought. She knew that this soul was pure in its intentions and it tasted good.

We whispered in its ears. Its eyes were transfixed by our power. She loved it. And we stood while blood still poured from us. We took Crew Cut in our embrace and filled ourselves with his sweet life force. Another innocent. Our blood radiated to life. All of a sudden, every touch was broadcast to our senses like our nerves had multiplied by the billions. Crew Cut also grew hungry from our kiss. His desire was as evident as McKayla’s.

Need filled us and we roughly pulled at his shirt and placed a hand on his abs and headed south.

“Mercy,” a familiar voice rang out. We turned and saw Flynn. Whispering to Crew Cut, we stepped away and right to Flynn. His eyes looked down. She liked that he had a one track mind. “You’re bleeding.” We didn’t care. We captured his gaze. “Innocence is wonderful. Let me share.” Our hands clasped his cheeks and pressed our lips to his. We pushed some of our new found energy to him. His hand shot to our waist, not to grip us but to push us away. My eyes opened and found his, paralyzing him. She was not happy at this rejection. Shoving our tongue in his mouth, she was determined to show him the error of his ways. 

“Mercy.” I heard my name for the second time. Luke. I tried to get free, but I was shoved down as though McKayla had a hand on my head. I couldn’t emerge. 

Flynn’s hands shot up as if to say this wasn’t his fault. “McKayla,” Luke said sounding menacing. She didn’t falter or cower this time. “Let him go.”

She pulled back, but not out of fear. Flynn looked stunned that he still wasn’t able to move. “I don’t think he wants me to,” she said.

I heard the words she wanted to say and I fought with her not to say them. I clawed at my control because there would be no going back if she said them. Licking her lips, she said, “Ah well, for the good of my host.”

As she let go control, gravity took control. I fell to the ground. Now that she was gone, it was clear the only thing holding us up after that spear through our back was her demon will. 

“Fuck,” Flynn said falling to his knees. 

Luke quick steps landed him on my other side. “Mercy.”

Pain held my words back. I managed just a cough and a sputter. 

Maggie burst through. “Eme,” she cried out. 

Luke said, “Flynn, clean up.” 

Flynn nodded and got to his feet. Luke looked pained, then waved Maggie back. Lifting my shirt, I glanced down at myself unable to see anything. It was almost comical how my boobs blocked my view. But the movement caused more pain and I coughed a spray of blood.  With a determined look, Luke lay warm hands on my skin and with dread in my heart, I watched as he tried to heal me. 






  

Chapter Twenty Seven
 

 

 

With small amounts of success, Luke managed to dull the pain in my gut. But I felt tired and wanted to go to sleep. “Mercy, stay with me.” My eyes fluttered, letting me know I’d begun to give into the abyss.  Warm lips met mine in a soft kiss. My eyes opened again. The pain in his face said that he hadn’t been able to completely heal me. A stab of pain in my back told me so too. “That’s the best I can do.”

His face held regret, remorse and a whole lot more. “It’s okay,” I managed to say through more coughs and gasps.

“Luke,” Maggie called out. Turning, a wave of nausea came over me. Luke shook his head. A tear fell from Maggie’s eye. “What are we going to do?”

Even though turning would bring on another feeling of vertigo, I watched a look pass between them as they spoke. “Flynn,” Luke called out in a strangled voice.

“Yo,” Flynn said appearing over me. He crouched by my legs. 

“I can’t completely heal her, I need help. She needs to feed.”

Flynn and Luke stared at each other a long time. I wanted to say something. “Why don’t you do it?” Flynn finally asked. 

Luke closed his eyes again. “The healing took a lot out of me. I’m not sure what would happen if—” He let that hang in the air. Would I damn him more? Or better yet, would I kill him? I’d rather die. I wanted to say this but found I was unable to speak without coughing.

“I don’t think this is a good idea.” Flynn shook his head and moved away from me.

“So that’s it. You’ll let her die?” Luke asked.

“Woah,” Maggie said, hands held up. “Can’t we just get her to a hospital?”

“She’s bleeding out,” Luke said, sounding stricken.

“Fuck,” Flynn said. In a swift move, he leaned over me, hovering for a second still deciding what to do. Then his mouth was on me, gentle and soothing. And nothing. I felt nothing. Pulling away, he said, “Come on Mercy, come back to us.”

“She’s cold,” Maggie cried. “How can she be cold?”

“Come on baby. Don’t leave me,” Luke said, placing his hand in mine. I couldn’t decipher if it was my left or right.

“How could this happen?” Maggie said.

“It was the dagger,” Luke said.

“What dagger?” Flynn asked.

“It’s over there by the guy,” Luke said. With a rustle of clothing and a rush of warmth pulled away from my side said Luke was gone. 

“Give me a minute,” Flynn said. He had to be talking to Maggie. Then she too was gone.

Warm air grazed my ear and Flynn was back. “Don’t you dare die on me. I didn’t fucking almost die once to save your ass then kill some stupid human girl again so you can just give up like this. You owe me.” Lips on mine again, he said, “Kiss me back dammit. I need you.”

Coaxing my mouth open, he kissed me deep. Something sweet played across my tongue. Had he been eating candy? Tingling, started in my limps. “Yes, that it, doll.”

My fingers came up and into his hair. I breathed him in and in. He was life and I needed more. His hands came up to grip my sides. One hand slid around to cup my ass and he was pressed against me too tight.

Crackling noises. “Fuck Flynn, keep your fucking hands to yourself. I can’t watch this.”

When I pushed Flynn away, I knew then I was no longer in control.

~~~

McKayla

 

“Hey cowboy,” I said using a country drawl. “Wanna ride?” Smiling, I watched her boyfriend’s realization that I was back. He wasn’t pleased, but said nothing. “What did you expect? Someone has to save this body of mine.”

Standing, I cracked my neck and strode over to the boys I’d left. Crew Cut was still lying in a fetal position. Yes, I remembered the sweet taste of innocence.

Rolling the boy over on to his back, he stared wide eyed at me. “Yes, Mistress,” he whispered. 

“Come to me,” I beckoned him.

“What is she doing?” a whiny sounding Maggie asked from somewhere behind me.

“What she must,” Luke said, sounding resigned. The good ole boy was now the voice of reason. Yes, he must know this was the only way.

My darling boy moved closer and I opened my mouth, seeking his essence. Involuntarily, his mouth opened and it came out like a gaseous cloud. Closing the distance, I covered my mouth with his taking, taking, taking deep. 

“What is she doing?” Mercy’s stupid friend asked again.

“Feeding,” said Flynn, whom I liked best. Flynn no doubt understood us better than any of them.

“But wasn’t she doing that when we found her?” Red asked.

“She had a dagger in her.”

I continued to feed, ignoring them.

Her angel spoke up, “It’s a dagger poisoned, cursed, blessed, however you want to call it to kill demons. It’s probably why she’s hurt so bad and the feeding explains why she wasn’t dead already.”

“So, you’re just going to let her kill him.” Listening to her, I knew Maggie needed to be silenced.

While they talked, my prey brought himself closer. On his knees, he aligned himself so that I could feel his eagerness. “Yes,” I moaned in his mouth.

His hands dipped under my shirt and I wanted nothing more than to take this guy away from the eyes behind me and finish what we both wanted.

“Flynn, if you’re right, why does the guy look so pale all of a sudden,” Maggie called out, louder reminding me that I wasn’t alone.

“Shit,” a chorus of voices said.

Then the guy’s hands which were on my ass, were gone.  We were wrenched apart. Luke’s arm was like a vice grip around my throat. Flynn held my prey as he wiggled and strained against him to get back to me. “You will not defile her,” Angel Boy said.

“I’m only doing what’s required,” I choke out. I didn’t need air, but Mercy did. So I forced the words out cursing the day the angel was born. And one day, I make him pay for this humiliation.

With his hands gripping my hips, his thumb rubbed at the spot where we’d been bleeding out before. “You’re healed. You don’t need them anymore. Send them back from where they came.” And like that he let me go. 

“Fine,” I gritted out because I already had a plan. “My two lovelies, come to me.”

Flynn let go of Crew Cut and Long Hair got to his feet where he’d been lying on the ground and stood to face me. “You may go and don’t forget what I told you.” 

They nodded turned and left. 

“Flynn, did you find out where they were stationed from the girl?”

“No.” He pointed to the girl that still lay on the ground.

“Call them back, McKayla. Find out where they meet the others. Make them forget everything and send them with the girl to the hospital.”

If he didn’t have that angel light of his, I’d break him in two for trying to command me. But I didn’t yet know to what extent his abilities were compromised.

Calling out to them, they responded quickly even with one of them helping the other. I understood how much control I had over them. Their answers gave nothing of use according to Flynn who looked pissed when they spoke. Afterwards, it was quick work to mindfuck the two guys. I only needed to come up with a reason they were hurt that erased everything that happened here and send them on their way. But I’d be seeing them again. That seed was already planted.

Luke came at me, “Now get the hell out and let her back.” His voice started off as a yell, then ended on a whispered promise.

“What the hell, man,” a tall handsome guy said. He was Maggie’s brother if I remembered correctly. Mercy seemed to freeze inside me. Ah yes, this one didn’t know anything about the supernatural.

Relaxing my stance and covering my eyes like I was crying, I ran to him. “Oh Liam, you have to take me away. He’s so awful.”

I wished I could see the look on Luke’s face right now. But I couldn’t take the chance Liam would see my eyes.

Liam’s protective arms wrapped around me. “Sure thing Merce.”

“Let go of my girlfriend,” Luke growled. I don’t think I ever heard him sound so menacing. It was quite attractive.

“She doesn’t want to be with you right now. I think you need to cool down.”

“Dude, I think you came in at the wrong time. Mercy will be fine,” Flynn argued.

Burrowing tighter into his warm embrace, I added, “Please.”

“Look, I’m sure this is a misunderstanding. But Luke, she doesn’t want to be with you right now.”

I heard a scuffle of feet on the ground. “Luke, it’s okay. He’s not going to do anything to her. I’ll follow them,” Maggie promised.

Then we turned and walked out. Curses came from behind, and I grinned.

It wasn’t long before we made it back to the house. “Mag, go get Merce some water. Last I saw, she was drunk out of her mind.”

“Fine, don’t do anything,” she warned.

Pulling away, Liam tried to look into my face, but I stopped him with my hand rubbing at my eyes. “You can stay here tonight.”

My jailer was fast. “Oh, no,” Maggie called out as she came back with a cup of water. 

“What do you mean? She can sleep in my room, I’ll crash somewhere else.” Liam said.

“And what is her mom going to say?” Maggie asked. With a jerk of her hand, water sloshed to the floor. But she only fixed determined eyes on the boy and I knew that she was winning this battle.

Not having anything to contradict such a trivial human requirement, of obeying mothers, I said nothing. “Oh,” Liam said.

“Yeah, so I’ll be taking her home. See ya.” And I was steered away from Liam and right out the front door. The place was empty. The party had ended sometime during the fight.

“Don’t think for a second that I was going to let you hurt my brother. And anyway, I know Mercy’s in there. So why don’t you go back where you came from.”

Just when I was about to say something nasty, I was caught around the waist and throat again. But it wasn’t Luke because he stepped into my line of vision. There was something different about him. He pressed the dagger to my neck when he fisted a hand in my hair and pulled my neck back. “Go back demon or I swear, I’ll end you.”

Laughing, the grip around my neck tightened. “He isn’t playing. I’ll kill you myself. Mercy wouldn’t want to live this way,” Flynn dared.

Although I’d fed deep, most of it was used to repair the damage to the body. I didn’t have what I needed yet to set me free. “Whatever,” I said and waving a hand, in dismal. 






  

Chapter Twenty Eight
 

 

 

Dazed, I opened my eyes to find myself in Luke’s arms like I was a baby. I didn’t remember how I’d gotten there, thus I was clued in that my demon had completely taken over. 

All of their concerned faces had me asking the question. “What did she do?” I croaked.

“Let’s not talk about this right now. We need to get you home,” Luke said.

Maggie walked over. She looked reluctant to talk to me. I couldn’t remember if she had ever seen me when that other part of me was in control. Licking her lips, she said, “That was some scary mess, Eme.”

Embarrassed, I nodded, unable to form words. 

What I didn’t expect was to end up in the den explaining to my mom that I’d gone to a party when I was grounded.

“Why did he take you there?” she asked and glared at Luke.

Fessing up, I said, “It wasn’t his fault. I went with Maggie. Luke showed up later.”

“I can’t understand you, Mercy,” Mom said, looking at me with angry eyes. “You break the rules and find yourself under attack. You have a total disregard—”

Before I could speak up for myself, David chimed in, “You can’t keep her locked up, especially when you insist on working late. You’re hardly home these days.”

“I should be able to trust my daughter. And I used to before we came here,” she threw back. “And still we know basically nothing about these demon hunters.” David grimaced like there was more he wanted to say, but didn’t argue.

“What happened?” she snapped, turning back to us. I gave everyone the version of the events I remembered, up to the fight and getting stabbed in the gut. Then I’d lost consciousness. “I handled the fight.”

“Really,” Luke said. “You were nearly killed.” I turned back to look at him. He was angry. My demon must have really ticked him off. I looked at Flynn, who looked away from me. Maggie squeezed my hand. I’d call her later to get filled in on the missing parts.

“Did we find out anything from them?” Mom asked. “That is before you let them get away scot-free.”

Turning to my mom, I said, “We are not going to kill people.”

Luke said, “Do you know what it told them? She commanded them to do something.”

I paled. “No.” Fisting my hands, I felt like a fool. I’d bargained with the demon and lost. She hadn’t killed them, but I had no idea what she’d told them to do.

“Flynn, you should tell them what you found out.” Luke’s voice sounded emotionless. 

“Nothing more than the others. They are staying at a hotel in town. Nothing fancy. They get orders through the same website. I couldn’t get much more because whatever McKayla told it to do caused them pain when I asked it for further information.”

“Why are you calling her McKayla?” Mom asked.

Luke jumped in. “It has a different personality. We couldn’t call it Mercy.” His hurt was evident and broke my heart because I was obviously breaking his. 

Mom nodded before Luke spoke again. “Besides, the real problem is they had this.” Luke held up a black dagger, one that looked similar to the one Sebastian had given me. It didn’t have the fine gold detailing as the one I had, but the stone was the same. “It’s a bloodstone dagger. It can kill demons.” 

He went on to explain how it had hindered my healing. A lot of talk ensued about where the demon hunters could have gotten it. Luke explained that it was nothing the angel’s forged. He only knew of the weapon but never possessed one. I wasn’t sure if I should speak up. I needed to talk to Sebastian. They all knew. He had to lift the threat if I told.

“Flynn, you should keep it,” Luke said and handed it to him hilt side. “It will help to keep her safe when I’m not around.”

Flynn ignored the dagger in his hand and spoke up. “Spring break is next week. I suggest we get out of town.” Everyone looked at him. “What? I for one don’t want to sit in the house all week.”

“It’s probably a good idea,” David said.

As one, we all turned with anticipation towards my mom. Her eyes were narrowed. 

Flynn went on. “They know where we are.”

Not wanting to leave Flynn to defend his idea alone, which sounded awesome, I said, “Maybe a change of scenery would throw them off our trail.”

“And what if someone tries to contact Flynn or Luke about a meeting. Someone needs to stay here,” Mom said.

David stepped to my mom. “Look, we can stay. They can go on their own. They’re good kids. I can have my company jet take them somewhere. It’s not like they are going to do anything there that they can’t find a way to do here.”

Maggie said, “I don’t know about anyone else, but I like the idea of being somewhere far from here if I turn furry.” She shivered. My mom’s eyes softened for the first time in a long time.

“It’s a good idea. Tom could come with us,” Luke said.

“Where would you guys go?” Mom asked, sounding like she was coming around to the idea.

Everyone looked around before throwing out popular destinations. Mom had an argument for each. The prevailing one was that being around a bunch of other people defeated the point of going somewhere else. A hunter could be among them.

“We could go to my dad’s” Luke threw out. But that was shot down. 

“Where would us furry go for a run with the full moon?” Maggie questioned, thinking about the Hamptons.

David stared at his son who looked more haggard than ever. The shadows never left Flynn’s eyes. “I can go search for a private destination. I really think you guys need a break from all that’s going on.”

Pressing her palms in her eyes, she said, “Fine. Give me a minute.”

Stepping out of the den, we all watched her leave the room and didn’t speak for a few minutes. It was if everything hung in the balance until she spoke. 

“Do you think your parents would let you go?” I asked Maggie breaking the silence. 

Giving me a green eyed gleam, Maggie said, “Of course. Especially if your mom says it’s okay.” Well, this was true. My mom was pretty conservative. Maggie’s parents sometimes based many decisions of what Maggie could do on whether my mom was cool with it. Still, her life was a lot freer than mine. My chains had been invisible because I’d always followed mom’s rules. But now, it was easy to see how restrictive my life had been before.

Shoving her hand through her blonde hair, Mom stepped back into the room. All went quiet again as we waited for the verdict. “I have an idea of a safe place where you guys can go.”

She had the full attention of the room. I did what no one else seemed willing to do. “Where?” I asked. My voice sounded tinny and nervous. I had this strong feeling what she was about to say next would change my world forever.

“An island off the coast from here.”

Always able to count on Maggie to speak up, she said, “Are there any islands off the coast of Maryland?”

Mom smiled a bit before she said, “There are two. One is hidden.” 

Another secret she’d kept from me. 

David looked uneasy. I couldn’t tell from his expression if he knew what she was about to divulge. 

Knowing the hidden island was the key to this conversation, I asked, “Whose island is it?”

Mom looked at each of us in turn before finally saying, “Ryck Starr.”

Maggie stood and fanned herself. “Oh my god, Oh my god. You know Ryck Starr.” She practically leaped on my mother. And who didn’t know that name. He was the biggest rock god out there right now. His metal band was one Flynn rocked on the ride to school a number of occasions.

“He is so hot,” Maggie said, continuing to fan herself.

Ryck’s arms were covered in extraordinary ink. He had piercings on top of piercings. His blonde hair was tinted pink at the tips and styled similar to Flynn’s, which showed Flynn’s source of style inspiration.

“He’s also my father,” Mom said silencing the room and bringing Maggie to her knees. She sat again.

“How?” Maggie managed. “He’s like twenty and you’re like—” She stopped herself in time as Mom gave her a look that warned her off calling her old.

“Well, he’s not. He’s probably older than time,” Mom said.

“He’s full demon, isn’t he?” Luke asked. He sat leaning back, next to me on the couch. Maggie was pressed to my other side in sister solidarity. 

Mom didn’t answer. I stood. There were things that I wanted to shout but it wouldn’t have been respectful. I headed to my room tired of the lies and secrets.

“Mercy wait,” Mom said catching me in the foyer. 

I spun around. “For what? You said your parents were dead.”

Searching my eyes, I waited for her to tell me again that she couldn’t give me the truth. “They are to me,” she said.

“What does that mean?” I asked before realizing asking her anything was fruitless.

“My father is a demon Mercy. He doesn’t care about me. He has no morals and I don’t want you around him.”

Giving her the, you’ve got to be kidding me look, I took a page out of Maggie’s book. “Then why are you sending us to his island?

“He’s on tour. He won’t be there the entire week. He said his staff is on vacation but will stock the place before you go. Plus the island is hidden. I know you will be safe.”

Okay, I thought. She actually sounded reasonable. “And your mom?”

Looking a way for a second, she met my eyes. “My mom was human and died giving birth to me.”

This wasn’t news, just a confirmation that I’d at least been given the truth about that. Not saying anymore because what was there to say, I headed back into the den.






  

Chapter Twenty Nine
 

 

 

Things moved pretty quickly after that despite the late hour. Back in the den everyone was on their phone. Maggie spoke up and waved my mom over. When she handed her the phone I figured she was getting her parent’s permission. 

David was talking about date and time to someone on his cell. I assumed he was setting up a flight time.

Flynn and Luke were also talking to people. Snatches of conversation said Luke was on the phone with Tom, and Flynn was on the phone with Brent.

I quickly dialed Sebastian but he didn’t answer. Not sure what to make of that, I didn’t leave a message. I’d try him again later.

“Eme,” Maggie said. “Can I borrow your phone?” I didn’t have anyone else to call, so I took it out of my pocket where I just placed it. “Thanks,” she said before quickly dialing a number with deft fingers. “Doug, it’s me. I’m using Mercy’s phone.”

Stepping away to give her privacy, I headed out to the back. Sitting on one of the deck chairs, I looked out to the expansive back yard.

Not long after, a felt a hand on my shoulder. I’d heard the door open but hadn’t looked back to see who it was. Now, I peered in to ocean blue eyes. He looked troubled and I wasn’t sure which Luke was here. That bothered me.

“Everything okay?” he asked.

With a mini smile, I said, “Yeah” and then turned my focus back out to the scenery. He sat in a nearby chair.

“Your mom?” 

It was easier to confess what was bothering me by explaining what happened. When I finished, I added, “It’s just I’m tired of all her secrets and lies.”

“I think she believes she’s protecting you,” he said.

 “I get that. But what was she protecting me from in not telling me her dad was alive and he’s a demon? I mean what does that have to do with this all mystery of my existence?”

Before he could answer, the gang showed up. The glowing light from above the back door illuminated Flynn grey paler making him look more of a sickly yellow as he and Maggie sat at the table.

“This should be interesting,” Flynn said flippantly. My eyes shot to his. “I mean, the four of us, plus Tom, Brent, Doug, Sara—”

I sat up straight in my seat and looked at Luke. “It wasn’t his decision doll face. It was mine. She’s my plus one,” Flynn said, smugly.

I felt like Minotaur with smoke blowing out of my nose. My hoof would have struck the earth to shake it preparing for the kill. If I had them, I would have impaled him with my horns. He only smiled at my discomfort. Luke shrugged and I said to Flynn, “You are an asshole. She wants to kill me and you’re bringing her along. Great.”

“She’s reformed,” Flynn said. “And I need company.” He spoke with all the innuendos of the world laced in those words. He needed a bed partner.

“Wait a minute. The ho wants to kill you?” Maggie asked.

Rolling my eyes, I said, “Yeah, newsflash. Sorry, so much has been going on, I forgot to tell you.”

“How can you forget something like that?” she asked.

“I was trying to forget.” And Flynn was doing his very best to make me unhappy. “What are you going to do about Doug?” I asked, trying to take the heat off of me. I hadn’t meant not to tell her. 

“He’s going to talk to his parents in the morning,” she said. Then she looked at Flynn. “He may need your dad to talk to his parents.” Shifting her gaze to me, she said, “Your mom is going to talk to my mom in the morning.”

Flynn said, “Brent is looking forward to this.” Then he smiled at Maggie. She rolled her eyes. I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Why are you being such a jerk?” I challenged.

Pointing to himself, in all innocence he questioned, “Me?”

“You just want Maggie and me to be miserable,” I stated because it was fact.

Cocking his head to the side, he said, “Why would you be miserable?”

Luke jumped in. Scooting over closer to me and placing his hand on mine, he said, “Look, if Maggie and Doug are going, Tom has to come. And it’s a full moon. Brent still needs supervision during the change. So he has to come too.” Putting his arm around my shoulder possessively, he said just to me. “I can’t stop him from bringing Sara. It’s his Dad’s jet.”

“Alright, get a room,” Flynn chided.

“Like you have a problem with PDA. You invented the word,” I sneered.

 “Let it go,” Luke intervened. Tension continued to grow between Flynn and me as we traded angry stares. 

With a screech, Flynn’s chair scrapped back as he stood. “I’m beat. It’s been a long night.”

Maggie looked at him, then nervously back at me. It was clear Flynn and I both had words for each other that weren’t nice at all. “Your mom said it was okay for me to crash here.”

“Is that what you were telling your parents?” I asked. I had thought it was a bit late for her to call about Spring Break plans.

“Yeah,” she huffed. “And wouldn’t you know it. They asked to speak to your mom like they didn’t trust me or something.”

“Oh,” I said. Maggie usually got away with murder.

“Apparently, Liam called to see if I made it home. And when I hadn’t, Mom was worried and just wanted to make sure I was safe,” she added, gesturing air quotes with her hands. “Your mom is going to call my mom in the morning about the trip.”

“You can crash in my room,” I said. 

Maggie looked over at Luke. “It’s cool. Your mom said I could sleep in any of the rooms.”

Flynn, who hadn’t yet left said, “I’ll show you to one.”

Nodding, she followed him back in the house leaving Luke and me alone.

“Are you staying?” I asked quietly. 

He smoothed down some of my flyaway hairs and said, “I haven’t been home much these days. I should probably go home and check on my mom.”

Selfishly, I said, “She’s probably sleeping right now.” I gave him a sly grin. 

Smiling, he said, “You’re right. She most likely is.” Then he added, “I’ll come to your room after I talk to Flynn.” About what, I wondered. But I didn’t ask.

I nodded and we went back inside. Mom wasn’t downstairs, so it was probably a good thing that Luke didn’t follow me straight to my room. We headed in opposite directions once upstairs. Maggie popped her head out of the second door on the right on my way to my room. She wore a tee shirt that hung low on her thighs and read, That’s What She Said. Immediately, I knew Flynn had let her borrow it. I felt my teeth grinding. But I had no cause to be upset. 

“You and Luke?” she said softly looking down the hall as Luke disappeared in Flynn’s room. 

“He’s stopping by later,” I said softly.

She nodded. “I figured you two—” She didn’t complete the thought.

Ignoring her, I said, “I could have given you something to wear.”

“That’s what he said.” And she laughed more to herself. I smiled but didn’t totally see the humor in her statement. 

“I’ll see you in the morning then.” I headed off and she nodded. I shouldn’t be mad that she was wearing Flynn’s shirt or that he would have said something that struck some small cord. It was like he wanted to be the bane of my existence.

Closing the door to my room, I got ready for bed. I put on a white tank and shorts and pulled my hair back in a ponytail and waited for Luke to show up.

I’d almost fallen asleep when the bed dipped. Safe in his embrace he whispered, “I thought I’d lost you.” And there wasn’t any more talking. He silenced any conversation. “I just need to hold you.”






  

Chapter Thirty
 

 

 

Alone was how I woke up. At some point last night when I was in a state between sleeping and waking I felt Luke come in. His presence was enough to send me tumbling into dream land.

Now, pushing the hair that had escaped the ponytail from my head, I just felt lonely. It was mid-morning and my stomach gave a growl worthy of a baby tiger. So I got to my feet and made my way downstairs. Strangely, the house seemed far too quiet. Maybe Maggie and Flynn were also gone. 

Padding in bare feet across the marble tiled foyer, I heard my mom grumbling. As I neared, I could make out just what she was saying.

“Who does he think I am? As if he didn’t fend for himself before I came along. You’d think he starved until I showed up.” Her rant raised my eyebrows. I was used to her dissatisfaction with me lately, but it was strange to hear her talking about David that way.

Steeling my features, I walked in not wanting to eavesdrop any longer. As expected the kitchen was void any occupants besides the two of us. She slapped a slice of bread on top of the bottom half of a sandwich, leaving finger impressions. “Um, I can make lunch,” I said causally.

Her head snapped up and if her hair weren’t severely short, it would have moved viscously with the movement. With a huge knife now in her hand, she said menacing, “I’ve got this.” And she sliced through the sandwich in one chop. Tossing aside the knife, which made me feel better, she dropped the sandwich on a nearby tray which also held a soup bowl. The white porcelain was strewn with splashes of what must be some sort of tomato based soup. “David isn’t feeling well. And he’s hungry.” There was no way to overlook the sarcasm that dripped from her words. She sounded like she was mocking him. “I have to work tonight. And you all will leave tomorrow morning. Make sure you text me when you arrive.”

Not wanting to be the target of her venom, I said only “Okay,” and watched her walk out of the kitchen with the tray of food and drink. I wanted to tell her that if he wasn’t feeling well, chicken noodle soup was a better option, but I wanted to continue breathing. Instead, I went to clean up the mess she made and what a mess it was. It was easy to see she hadn’t wanted to make lunch and she took out her anger on the food. There was something really wrong with my mother and I didn’t know what it was. I made a mental note to try and talk to David about it when she wasn’t around before we left. I hoped he was okay. He seemed fine last night. 

After eating, I was at a loss for what to do next. Luke was planning to stay close to home today. I’d have him for the next several days so I didn’t call him. After going back upstairs, I confirmed that both Maggie and Flynn were gone. Thinking about Flynn only served to get my heart pumping, and not in a good way. I didn’t want that Sara girl to come with us. I was oh so certain she had her eyes on Luke and I was worried his eyes might be on hers as well.

I grabbed my car keys figuring on a drive. Based on last night’s conversation, I assumed I was no longer grounded and I needed air.

To test the weather, I opened my window. It changed drastically from cold spring to almost hot like summer overnight. If I hadn’t wanted to risk a close encounter with Flynn I would have taken a dip in the pool. Slipping into shorts and a tee, I decided to head to the do-it-yourself car wash. It was something to do. The car might get rained on while we were away, but I didn’t have any other ideas. Pocketing my phone and wallet, I headed out.

The sun was like heaven. Something about being outside lifted my mood. I was putting the keys in the car to open the door when I heard a car roll up behind me. Nerves hit me and the key fell out of my hand. I bent down to get them, fumbling with the door lock when a hand wrapped around my bicep.

“Where do you think you’re going?” a rough voice said.

A yelp of surprise left my lips at the same time I jumped. Yanking away, I said, “You deleterious
asshole.” The word escaped me without thought. Well, studying for the SATs had paid off. His confused expression made me grin. But his obstinate stance, with feet spread and arms folded, said he wasn’t moving.

“I maybe an asshole, but your deleterious actions will get us all killed.” 

My smile faded. So he knew what that word meant. My victory was short lived. “I’m just going to the car wash.”

“Then I’m going with you,” he said with conviction.

“No you’re not, I said, moving back to my door, prepared to leave. I wasn’t a child. “Where is Luke?”

“Luke is at home and I’m not a baby.” My hand was shaking with rage. How dare he. He was always trying to act like he was the boss of me.

Snagging the keys from me, he held them up over my head. But I refuse to take the bait. I wasn’t jumping up and down. He was far taller than me. I looked away from him when I said, “What do you want from me?” I said sounding somewhat defeated and somewhat miffed.

“You don’t want to know,” he said and licked his lips. 

My eyes flamed over him like I could burn him to a crisp. “Your life can be an ephemeral one if you don’t give me those keys.” My tone was deadly until I caught the dark stains that marred his perfect features. Flynn was still not better. “Please,” I tacked on sounding like a wimpy dog. Way to go Mercy. Give him hell then come off as weak.

“We can do this two ways, doll face.” 

Locking with his glacial stare, I said, “And what would that be?”

“The easy or the hard way.” When I didn’t answer, he gave me knowing smirk before he said, “Easy way is you agree to let me come with you.”

“And—” I gritted my teeth; I didn’t want him to go with me. I might as well just go to my room. But then that would mean that I’d totally admitted defeat.

“Or, the hard way.” He took my keys and moved them closer to the waist band of his jeans. 

“You…wouldn’t… dare.”  The pauses between my words punctuated my utter loss of a good comeback.

He grinned. Of course he did. I reached deep for something to say. But the longer I waited the more his hands moved further to dropping the keys down his pants. “Fine,” I gritted out.

His grin ballooned and his hand reversed. I reached my hand out but at the last second, he snatched them in his clasp. “I’ll drive. I can’t trust that you will follow through.”

I stomped to the other side of the car like a temperamental child. I didn’t care. “The egotistical perfidious hedonist,” I muttered on the way.

“I know you are but what am I,” he sing-songed just as the car beeped to signal the doors were unlocked. That beep reminded me I had been stupid beyond reason. Why had I been trying to unlock the door the old fashioned way?

So I lashed out. “So what are you, twelve?”

“Webster, you’re the one name calling. And if I’m a hedonist, then so are you.”

“Am not, and how do you know what that means?” I ranted.

He folded his hands over the roof of the car placing his chin on top to look at me. “I know a lot of things doll.” 

Cutting him off, I asked, “Why do you insist on calling me everything but my name?” I was breathing hard. My anger came to a head. If I hadn’t been so idiotic, I could have been gone before he caught me.

“I could say that I like pissing you off. Or maybe I don’t want to be like every other guy. Or maybe I just call them like I see them.” He ducked into the car leaving me wondering over his words. When the car roared to life, I quickly buckled up.

“Where are we headed?” he asked.

“Self-car wash,” I answered mildly. I was too busy over thinking what he’d said.

 






  

Chapter Thirty One
 

 

 

When we arrived, the place was full save one vacant slot. Grateful I didn’t have to sit in the car and wait any longer, I hopped out as soon as he pulled to a stop. On one the side of the brick stall, a broom-like thing was attached to a hose. I pulled it out to inspect it just as the other door clapped closed.

“Wait, Princess,” Flynn uttered.

Turning, I aimed the broom at him unwittingly like I was holding the launch mechanism for a long range missile. ‘Princess?’ Why was he calling me that? I raised a brow.

“Mercy. You need to pay,” he said as if he were chiding me like a small child.

“Oh,” I said, disarmed and once again I felt foolish in front of him.

“Give me a minute,” he said before ducking out and heading to the left towards the center of the building.

While he was gone, I moved back towards where I’d picked up the broom thingy and read a sign that explained all the instructions. Well duh. When I finished, a gurgle of noise came from the brush. I lifted to inspect it. That’s when I was hit in the face with a fist sized bubble of foam. I aimed the brush towards the ground while I used my other hand to wipe the foam away.

His chuckles only made his rancorous actions more murder worthy. “I’m going to go help this girl wash her car,” I heard him tell me, just as I’d gotten the last of the foam off my face. And when he began saunter away he advised, “You don’t have a lot of time so you shouldn’t waste it.”

“You just do that,” I said in a prosaic tone, ignoring the rest of his statement. I watched him walk away. The image of him in dark jeans and a black tee that had a picture of bunk beds in white with bold words that said, I like it on top, seared into my memory. My goodness, was it possible for him to be any more arrogant? Damn girls always played into his ego.

Finding my IQ, I pulled it together and used the brush to wash my car. He was going to help some other girl and not me. Of course he was. That’s the nature of the hedonist. 

When the brush timed out, I had just finished lathering the car. From the instructions, I knew that I would need to get the sprayer located on the other wall. So I attached the broom back to its hook and headed to the other side when Flynn walked in. His hair was wet, his lips looked swollen and his shirt looked damp not soaked.

A car pulled to a stop in front of our stall revealing the side of a car with all of the windows rolled down and several girls’ heads popped out. “Bye Flynn,” they crooned and waved, giggling like he was some sort of rock star.  Turned to them, he nodded casually. I couldn’t see his face, but I was sure he had a grin on it. He might have said something but my ears were ringing. I noticed then that the back of him wasn’t wet except for what look like dark wet hand prints. However, he was wearing black; I couldn’t be sure.

When he moved to face me, he asked, “Do you need some help?”

The sprayer that I’d grabbed turned on with my finger on the trigger. I hadn’t consciously intended on wetting him. But there you have it. “No,” I said. Then I directed the water stream to rinse my car.

He simply wiped the water off his face and pushed back the limp mass of his hair. It stuck up still in some places and I couldn’t help but to laugh. He left without saying anything to me only to return later with a towel of some sort. By that time, I’d put the sprayer back. 

Holding the towel around his neck, Flynn said nothing.  He just stared at me. I began my stroll back to the passenger side of the car. “Mercy,” he called. I should have known but I’d used up the time with the sprayer. When I turned I caught a mouthful of water and held up my hand as Flynn super soaked me.

I tried to run but again, reason left me. This opened my dry back to be drenched like the rest of me. I made it out to the back of the building but the damage was done. Behind the place, there were vacuum cleaning contraptions spaced out to allow vehicles to parallel park close to the wall. I headed right and hopefully out of Flynn’s range when a motorcycle pulled up behind me. 

The rumbling sound got louder bringing along with it a gang of bikers with a couple of trucks. The lead motorcycle guy stepped off. He wasn’t wearing a helmet and his arms were covered in tattoos.

“Well, what do we have here?” He wore mirrored shades that he plucked off when he spoke. He wasn’t handsome, but he was certainly striking and intimidating. Getting to his feet, he had impressive height. Pulling out a towel from a side bag, he said, “You look like you need some help.”

Not speaking seemed like the best idea. Instead, I shook my head no. The rest of his crew was in the midst of getting off their bikes and out of their trucks. My body jerked when demon decided she wanted out. Time to go. I had no delusions that this biker would take whatever offer my demon gave. Without thought to where I was walking, I moved keeping one wary eye on the guy I was leaving behind. Only then did I barrel right into Flynn as I made my escape. The biker guy just watched in amusement. 

If not for that man’s eyes on me, I would have shot out of Flynn’s grasp. Instead, I let him walk me back to the car. Then, taking the towel from around his neck, he gently dried my hair, my face, and my exposed arms. Bending down, he even dried my legs from thigh to calf. He did it so reverently, I was stunned speechless.

When he stood to his formidable height, I stepped back so I wouldn’t have to crane my neck to look at him. I was still unsure about his sudden sweetness. He reached out his hand and stroked it down my cheek just as a spark shocked me. His eyes went wide and he looked at his hand. Reacting from the sharp pain, I jumped back. 

“Static electricity,” he said, still looking at his hand. I had no idea where that could have come from but didn’t argue. “We should go.”

My will was focused on keeping my demon at bay because she wanted out. She was pushing really hard and it took all my concentration to keep her down. Flynn blasted metal through the speakers but I said nothing. I needed to get home and away from him.






  

Chapter Thirty Two
 

 

 

When we arrived at the house, I headed to the front door, which was locked. Turning, I came face to face with Flynn who held my keys. The sound of the car arming, did nothing to mute my gasp at his close proximity.

Moving in closer, he reached around to unlock the door, never once breaking our magnetic stare. I felt betrayed by my own heightened awareness of his nearness. He leaned in and I hissed in a breath before a click let air rush in at my back. He stood straight, giving me some room. His hand came up signaling to my stupid brain that the door was open.

Swiveling, I spun on my heels. I stopped my mad dash to pry my keys from the door. He reached out to steady my trembling hand and helped me remove the keys with his hand around mine. Once the key was disengaged, his touch was gone. I breathed for only a second before turning to face him.

Empty space greeted me. He was gone. My head caught sight of his retreating form climbing the stairs two at a time. I closed the door, the front one and the one on my heart. Whatever was going on between us was not an option. Ever. 

As I slowly ascended the stairs, I thought about the dark ring of shadows that still bruised his beautiful face. He shouldn’t look so tired. At the top, I paused to look down the hall towards his door. There was no way I could let this go. Sucking in a deep breath, I walked towards it. 

It wasn’t a big deal, I told myself. My steps were snail’s pace but deliberate. So what if I found him attractive? Just because I was with Luke didn’t mean I didn’t have eyes. Flynn and I weren’t acting on it. We wouldn’t do that to Luke. Ever.

I held my hand up to knock. I couldn’t be sure Flynn would answer knowing it was me with those moments we shared. He’d no doubt assume that I’d come to talk about that and thus ignore me. 

Then again, how many times had he barged into my room? So instead, my hand went to the knob and squeezed. Rotating the handle clockwise, I pushed the door open and was shocked by what I saw.

In a scandalized pose, my hand was near my mouth to stifle any noise I might make as I took in the scene. Flynn was already shirtless. His back pressed into the mattress with a smaller figure astride him. His hands were all over her. Her long locks cascaded forward as she rocked her hips. And this wasn’t just any girl. No, she was my blonde nemesis, Sara.

When her head tilted back, causing the curtain of her hair to part, her eyes met mine. She grinned. Flynn’s head turned in my direction and I followed the movement. “You should knock, unless you want to join.”

Taking a step back, I closed the door firmly. I stood for a second, embarrassed hearing laughter coming from the other side of the door. I stepped away and moved fast in the direction of my room. I certainly didn’t need to hear anymore. 

How could I have possibly known he’d had company? Had she been in his room this whole time waiting for him?  But of course, she could just pop in at anytime. My thoughts shouted Sebastian’s name at the top of my inner lungs. Nothing. The Scotsman didn’t show up. I pulled out my phone and dialed his number to no avail. Why was he never around when I needed him? So I wasn’t in danger. That hadn’t stopped him before from barging in on my life. I could only guess he was either really busy or blowing me off.

I returned to my room. More than ever I couldn’t count on him. I vowed not to call for the demon even in a fight to the death. I had to learn to be self-sufficient. I’d only call if my demise would cause danger to my friends. Then, I’d swallow my pride and do what was best to ensure their safety.

With nothing left to do, I packed. We were going for a week, but I still used the small suitcase that I’d had when I moved here. I didn’t need much, several pairs of shorts and tees. And my pink Juicy track pants and a few tank and tees for sleep. I wasn’t sure how warm or cold it would be at night, so a few sleep shorts added to the pile.

My phone rang. Maggie was on the other end.

“Are you set?” I asked.

A loud squeal in the background preceded her words. “Yes, your mom talked to the parents and it’s good. I’m so excited. This is going to be so much fun.”

“Really?” Because it felt like it would turn out to be disastrous. “Brent and Doug will be there together.”

She sobered, “I know.”

“Have you decided what you’re going to do?” I questioned.

“Nothing,” she began. “At least not until after we find out.”

The full moon would rise on this trip. “It’s going to be okay,” I said.

“Yeah, it’s no big deal. It’s not like I’m going to die. I’ll be a human or a were and I’ll deal with it.”

She was so brave. I hadn’t handled finding out I was human very well. But here she was sounding strong and confident. “Of course. I’ll be there for you no matter what.”

“I know,” she said quietly. “Anyway, I see you later. I’m packed and ready to go.” She sounded a bit more chipper, but it was more of a brave front. I felt bad for spoiling her happy mood.

I’d changed into dry clothes after a shower, when the doorbell rang. I continued to brush my hair, trying in vain to get the tangles out, when the bell rang again. David and my mom must not be home and Flynn was obviously still occupied.

Hurrying out of my room, I stopped short of the front door remembering the danger that could lurk behind it. Would the demon hunters try a frontal assault again? I didn’t know. Still, I opened the door cautiously and on guard.

There wasn’t danger on the other side. Well, not the kind that would kill me. No, the danger that stood on the other side was the boy that held my heart. My summer knight smiled down on me brightening my day. “Hey, I didn’t think you’d be by.”

He grinned. “Are you going to let me in?”

Smiling, I stepped back. When he stepped over the threshold, I stopped him with my words. “Why did you ring the bell anyway? You have a key.”

I hadn’t been the one to give him the key. Having a close relationship with Flynn and David since he had landed him that long before we started to date. “I didn’t want to piss off your mom.” He leaned his tall frame down to give me a quick kiss before looking around. 

“I don’t think she’s home,” I said, still holding the door open. “I haven’t seen her.”

As I spoke, a car engine purred its way up the drive. Luke and I turned to see who it was.






  

Chapter Thirty Three
 

 

With the front door gaping wide open, we watched as a white Yukon pulled in behind Luke’s BMW. Luke shifted to stand in front of me when the doors opened. Surprisingly, Chris and his pack of shifters got out.

Peering around and under Luke’s outstretched arm that rested on the doorframe, I cursed under my breath. Then I moved to stand beside him. He looked at me. It wasn’t often that I cursed or maybe his stare was because I’d moved out of his protective stance. “What is it?” He was more confused by my outburst than the shifters who were quickly approaching us.

“They’re here probably for Maggie, Brent and Doug,” I said quietly. The last time they were here, they had made that known.

Luke cursed, too. I guess he’d forgotten all about that as well. “Chris,” Luke said sounding friendly when they made their way over to us. He extended his hand. They did that man hug deal, with a clasp hand in between and a quick clap on the back.

“Luke,” Chris said also looking as though this were a friendly visit. Then, his hazel eyes focused on me before it roamed over my body a little too personally.  His little redhead girlfriend didn’t look thrilled at that. She hadn’t liked me before, and she wouldn’t start now.

Luke obviously noticed too because in one movement, he took my hand and interlaced our fingers. He brought the back of my hand to his lips and kissed it. His show of possessiveness could have pissed me off, but it thrilled me. “You remember my girlfriend, Mercy don’t you.” Of course Chris did. But that wasn’t Luke’s point. 

Chris nodded his head in understanding. ”Mercy,” he offered, extending a hand out to me. His voice was deep and smooth. He smiled a little and it reached his green eyes.  Luke held up our intertwined hands as a reason for why I couldn’t shake his hand in greeting. Oh, I had tried to free my fingers to do the polite thing, but Luke was having none of it. “Right,” Chris said, “We’re here for business anyway.”

Taking a moment, I looked over at the group behind their leader. They all stood in that weird pyramid formation they were in the last time we met.  The creepy girl with the raven hair gave me the evil look that was always plastered on her face. I questioned if that look was for me or if this was how she always greeted people. I leaned towards the latter. The moment was tense. Glancing up at Luke who hadn’t let me go, I saw that his expression said that he was tracking the group’s movements in case he needed to make a defensive move. Chris hadn’t been behind the attack on our house a few months ago. That would have been Mike, the boy behind him and to his left who hadn’t spoken or even looked our way.

“Can we come in?” Chris asked politely, gesturing with his open faced palm towards the inside of the house. 

I was about to speak up when Luke said casually, “Get Flynn.” This was my house too. Luke knew that. However, he must have his reasons and telling me in front of them was probably not an option. Not liking the scrutiny from the group, I didn’t say more but instead headed upstairs after he finally let me go.  

Luke hadn’t moved and must be wary of Chris. I heard Luke say, “This isn’t my house otherwise –” in lieu of an answer as to why he hadn’t invited them inside. 

Moments later, my hand reached out to open Flynn’s door when an image of what I’d caught sight of earlier flashed in my head. My nails dug arcs into my palm and I knocked instead. “Enter,” came Flynn’s strong voice. Hesitantly, I opened his door and took a tentative step inside. I found Flynn playing video games with no Sara in sight. 

His eyes narrowed on me. “What?” he asked. It was clear he didn’t want me here any more than I wanted to be standing there.

“Chris and his pack are at the door,” I stated. He wasted no time but hopped to his feet and tossed the game controller on the love seat. I heard the voice from the TV say ‘Finish Him’ in a hauntingly scary way. But he didn’t even notice of it. I could only imagine the gruesome scene that would fill the TV screen, but I was busy stepping out of his path as he breezed by me.

“What happened?” he asked. In hushed tones I told him what was up. He paused in the doorway looking back at me. Once I finished the quick tale, he double timed it downstairs. I held back and made a call to Tom. 

Luke hadn’t said as much, but Tom needed to be here. “Yo,” Tom said when he answered his phone. 

“Hey, this is Mercy,” I said.

Although I couldn’t see him, his voice brightened. “Mercy, what brings you to dial my number.”

He made it sound so scandalous, I laughed. Then I told him what was going on. He immediately got serious at the mention of the shifters. 

“I’m not too far. I’ll be there in a few.”  I hung up wondering if I should call David or my mom. But I decided against it. They hadn’t seemed hostile. It wasn’t as if they could kidnap Maggie or Doug. Tucking my phone back in my pocket, I headed for the stairs. I looked down to see the foyer empty. But I heard drifting voices and footsteps that sounded like they were descending deeper in the house. Flynn apparently was playing a good host. They’d all ended up in the basement.  Doing my part, I got drinks and a bag of chips I dumped in a bowl before heading downstairs myself.  

After Flynn racked balls on the pool table, the doorbell rang. Knowing who it was I headed upstairs and ushered Tom to the basement.  He didn’t look pleased; in fact he looked downright grim when I let him in. But he didn’t tell me what was on his mind either.

Things went from weird to strange. With Tom’s last two steps into the basement, all eyes turned to him.  All the shifters, no matter where or what they had been doing, got to their knees and bowed like he was a king. I didn’t know how close to the truth I really was.






  

Chapter Thirty Four
 

 

Chris was slow to kneel. But he did all the same. Luke, Flynn and I all exchanged glances. Then we looked over at Tom who didn’t seem at all surprised but not happy either. My thoughts shifted back to when we first met him at the hospital after Brent’s attack. Tom had looked then like he had the world on his shoulders. And along with constantly reminding me that he was so not interested in me, he always added that he had his own troubles. Could the way the shifters were reacting to him part of that reason.

“You can be seated,” Tom said with an authoritative tone.  He was a natural when it came to keeping order and maintaining control over things, so this didn’t surprise me. “I know why you are here Chris, and I apologize for not letting you know I was handling things.”

Chris nodded but didn’t speak as if he wasn’t allowed to. “The two potential other recruits will be presented to you if and when it is determined if they are in fact one of the newly changed.  Otherwise, they will remain under my protection.”

All of the shifters nodded then. “Chris, will you inform your father or should I have my mother get in touch with him?”

Chris stood and said, “Don’t trouble the princess. We are aware she is aiding her father in his final return to the other side.  We certainly want to be there for her coronation when the time comes.”

My shock was mirrored Luke’s and Flynn’s. The shifters spoke formally as if they were a hundred years older. Tom looked over to me and tilted his head but quickly retuned his attention to Chris.  “Are you aware that your eagle there,” Tom pointed to Mike, “came about a couple of weeks ago with a pack of wolves spoiling for a fight that we happily gave him?”

Chris shot Mike a glacial stare, the green of his eyes shifted toward brown and the colors of fall. Mike caved under the scrutiny and apologized profusely about not knowing Tom was there.  

“I suggest you get you house in order before I arrive in over a week’s time.”  

Past the full moon, I thought.

Chris bowed and with a snap of his fingers they filed out of the house using the back door Flynn held open.  Once they were gone, we all looked at Tom.

“What the hell was that?” said Flynn. “Fuck, I forgot to add, Your Grace.” Flynn bowed before standing to his full height.

Tom gave him a scathing look.  Luke smiled. “The future Lion King stands before us.”

I, on the other hand, stood mute.  Tom started raking his fingers through his floppy hair. “Look, I didn’t mean for you guys to find out this way.  So you can cut the grace and lion king shit.”

Finding my words, I muttered, “Does Maggie or Brent know about this?”

Tilting his head to over at me, he dropped his hands and said, “No.”

Luke frowned.  “How can Brent not know?”

Tom sighed as if in that one exhale all the problems of the world escaped him. “All this shifter business is mostly on my mother’s side.  She went against her parents and married my dad who’s not full blooded.  Brent’s dad and my dad are brothers.”

Luke leaned his head back.  “Well, that’s one less thing we have to worry about.  You’ve got the shifter business all under control.”

Flynn nodded. “Fuck me two days to Sunday. We got the Lion King here.” He pointed at Tom. “The chosen one.” He pointed at Luke. “Anti Succubus.” He pointed at me.  My scowl joined Luke’s and Tom’s. “Jay and Kathy, the missing elves. And Sebastian the demon eater. Did I miss anyone?”

Taking my turn, I said. “Yes, and you Flynn are the super slut Incubus.”

Even though I was frowning, everyone else laughed hysterically including Flynn who tried not to but failed. At first I didn’t join them but I cracked a smile at the ridiculousness of the situation.

We all shut up at a thunderous noise outside.  Flynn marched over to the back door and opened it. I think he expected that the shifters had returned but his eyes widened and he was snatched out of the doorway. Tom and Luke jumped into action following behind him. Grabbing a pool cue, I ran out into the melee.  

Darkness covered the sky with menacing clouds that spouted angry lightning and thunder.  There were six combatants and four of us.  Flynn was already heavy into battle wielding the dagger Luke had given him.  Had he been carrying it on him? The rest of us were weaponless against what I thought might be demons. Luke and Tom had some sort of alpha male understanding and headed off to their targets.  I stood for a moment not sure what to do when a girl who didn’t look much older than me came sauntering forward.  I’d missed her.  She looked like she was skilled at the art of combat.  

Damn, I was about to get my ass handed to me.  But I had the pool cue and charged forward trying to surprise her with my offensive move. When her hands glowed, I ducked and lunged for her knees.  We went tumbling in a heap, but being close wasn’t an advantage when your opponent conducted flame. When her burning hands seared my back, I couldn’t help the scream that escaped my throat.  I pulled my knees up, kicking her away from me and scrambled to my feet.  But she was faster.  There was nothing I could do to stop what was about to happen. 

Luke’s cry of No didn’t stop what happened either.  I turned to give him a smile and my final goodbye.  He started to glow but the light dimmed and failed.  The horror on his face matched my own when I realized the extent of my darkness that now invaded his soul.  I mouthed I love you —seconds stretching out to feel like hours— as I faced death again.

She smiled and her hands reached for me, glowing bright.  I didn’t cry out.  There would be enough cries in my eternity of damnation.

But the blast of fire never reached me. The demon’s head was separated from her body.  I had a second to see Sebastian before he blinked out and made quick work of helping to dispatch the rest of demons, even the ones that were put down by the guys.  Sebastian gave them a final death, as I thought of it. They stood no chance without forewarning of his presence. Soon we all stood for a second watching the demons’ spirit being sucked into Sebastian, leaving the shell of the bodies behind to turn to ash.

Luke caught me before my knees buckled. “Are you okay?” He didn’t say it, but it hung in the air: don’t leave me. I was getting good at nearly dying. And my little show of losing against the demon girl wouldn’t help my cause in the least to prove I didn’t need a babysitter.

“I’m fine,” I confessed, though I was shaken. I held on to him for all I was worth. 

“I thought you had the demon problem under control,” Flynn barked holding the dagger in front of him. He didn’t look at all happy.

They all gathered around. Luke kept his hand around my waist. Sebastian looked at Flynn’s hand and back at me. His eyes narrowed and I opened my mouth to explain that Flynn had a different dagger not the one Sebastian had given me. Sebastian beat me to it. “It’s a bigger problem than I thought. You shouldn’t stay here for a while until I get it all taken care of.” 

Not wanting to have an argument about a dagger I kept secret from Luke, I held my tongue. I needed to talk to Sebastian in private about that. So I responded to his statement instead. “We’re going on vacation,” I said, which sounded stupid even in my ears.

“Good,” Sebastian said. “I hope it’s far. It may buy us some more time.”

“We’re going—” I began.

Sebastian held a hand up. “Don’t tell me.”

Everyone stared at him. “Look, I have to go. I’ll see you soon.” His eyes were cold when he looked at me again. Then he vanished, leaving behind only a thin trail of mist. All the bodies were gone. Nothing was left, not even clothing. Clean up was a snap.

Tom looked at us each in turn. “Do you guys really trust him?”

Luke was the first to speak. “He showed up to help us.”

It was a simple statement. One that was hard to argue. Still in the back of my mind I had some doubts, little niggling feelings. Had he staged this to gain my trust?  I remembered his look. Besides the betrayal I thought I caught there, he looked slightly nervous. Sebastian never had anything but cold detachment on his face before.






  

Chapter Thirty Five
 

 

 

My white knuckle grip on the arm rest should have been word enough of my state of mind. But no one really paid attention to me. Who would think that a girl my age would have never flown before? Apparently no one. Everyone in the plane with me was rich except for Maggie and Doug. Still most marveled at the interior of the private plane we were on. Sure, some of them had flown first class, I gathered from snatches of conversation. But apparently they weren’t quite rich enough to have a private plane in their arsenal. Flynn’s dad was rolling in the dough more than I thought. He and Luke looked nonchalant about the extravagance. 

I took a moment to try and calm my nerves. The ride over to the airport, I’d been fine. I hadn’t really given it much thought. Maybe that was because we’d spotted hunters parked down the street from our house, watching and waiting. 

David had used that as another good excuse for our trip. “They won’t be able to follow them from the private air strip.” He told my mom. He’d meant that he was sure they didn’t have enough clout to arrange for their own private plane. And additionally, how could they know which airport we were leaving from. This area was a hub for airports, three main and several small private ones. Just because they saw us packing luggage in a car didn’t mean they could anticipate if it was a road trip or a plane journey we were headed on.

Mom looked grim and I suddenly didn’t want to leave her. Her expression was dark and I felt really bad where our relationship stood. I loved my mom. Yes, she’d kept things from me. Still, that wasn’t a reason not to love her and I certainly didn’t want her in danger.

With that the attack of the demons, she however was all but ready to send me somewhere else to live permanently.

“Mercy,” Luke said, bringing me back to the present. “Nervous?” He looked down at my grip on the arm rest.

It would be easy and less embarrassing to lie. “I’ve never flown before.” 

His expression changed to shock which I was expecting. Then it morphed quickly into sympathy. He placed his hand atop mine. “Don’t worry. It will be fine,” he said.

And I wanted to believe him until the thick clouds that covered the sky seemed to darken. The gray day turned black as night and rain pebbled against the plane. I looked out the tiny window. Flashes of lighting marred the perfect darkness. I gripped the armrest so hard my hand throbbed. 

A long arm snaked out and drew down the shade. “Focus on me,” he said. 

Breathing, I did just that. I took in Luke’s caring eyes. His tenderness towards me was calming. His expression hadn’t held any of the darkness I’d seen every now and then. I loosened my grip and flipped my hand. He took it in his. As his mouth turned up into a smile, he leaned over and grazed his lips over mine. Just like every time, his kiss was magic. 

We held like that long enough for me to only catch the end of the safety messages from the stewardess. I’d ignored the comments from our friends. Most of all, we made out long enough to distract me from my takeoff jitters.

Of course we breathed, a lot, but it wasn’t until later when the stewardess offered us a drink that we pulled apart for any significant length of time. My nerves calmed when the plane leveled off. Everyone else was talking and laughing, so I excused myself to the bathroom. When I looked back it was the first time I really took in the interior of the plane. Everything was in tan leather and gleaming wood grains. It looked very luxurious. 

Behind Luke and me, Maggie, Tom, Doug and Flynn sat restaurant style, with two seats facing two other seats with a table in the middle. I passed them and saw they were playing cards. Brent sat isolated from the group in a solitary seat towards a door in the back with an L shaped sofa. In that moment I felt really bad for him. 

“Hey,” I said, stopping in front of him. When he looked up at me with misery spelled on his forehead for all to see, I sat on at the end of the sofa to face him across the aisle. “Why are you sitting here all by yourself?” I asked, because there was a row of three single seats opposite Luke and the group. 

“I can’t,” he said tightly, not really answering my question.

“Brent,” I said. I may have been overstepping my bounds but I had to say this. “I don’t think you did it on purpose.”

He head whipped around to face me. “You don’t?” 

“No,” I sympathized.

“Maggie?” 

I wanted to give him absolution there, but I couldn’t. “I can’t speak for her, but I think you two need to talk.”

“I’ve tried. She won’t talk to me.” He wiped a hand down his face. “And she’s with him now.”

My face squished up before I realized he was talking about Doug. “I’m not so sure that’s true.” But then I thought I’d spoken too freely. “Look, I think you should ask her about it.”

“You don’t understand, Mercy. It’s taking all my strength not to kill the guy for sitting next to my girl. Tom gave me some medication that is for ADHD people. It’s to help mellow me out. Without it I couldn’t sit here on this plane without claiming her.”

Okay, that was freaky. I wasn’t sure what to say after that, so I stood and patted him on the shoulder before opening the door. What lurked behind door number one was so unexpected, I froze in the doorway. There was a bed in the center of the room. Another door was off on the right, and I figured it led to the bathroom. So I let the door fall shut and tried door number two. And there it was—a bathroom as big as any inside a house. No shower, but it was opulent with granite counter top and shining faucets. Getting down to business, I hurried to finish when the plane rocked a bit, freaking me out. Drying my hands on a clean towel, I headed out to find Flynn sprawled across the bed.  His arm was folded across his head covering his eyes. 

“Flynn,” I said, feeling a bit weird that he might have heard me in the bathroom. When he didn’t say anything, I reached out to touch his arm to give him a little shake. As I was pulling back, he caught my arm but didn’t speak. “Are you okay?”

I couldn’t help myself. I propped one knee on the bed and leaned over to touch his forehead. Of course, if I was thinking, I’d know we didn’t get sick very often. But he was so unlike me. His head didn’t feel warm, I moved back to standing and he let go of my arm. 

Just as I was about to speak again, Luke opened the door. He looked between the two of us and I was grateful for the thirty seconds before he hadn’t seen. “Are you okay?” he asked me, repeating my question to Flynn.

“Yeah,” I replied. “I talked to Brent for a bit and just made it to the bathroom. I came out and saw Flynn lying down.” I turned my head towards Flynn. “Are you sure you’re doing alright?” I asked even though he’d yet to answer me.

He shook his head but never revealed his eyes. Not knowing what else to do or say because he didn’t seem to want my help, I left, passing by Luke. I thought he would follow behind me, but he stayed. I hoped Flynn would tell him what was wrong because there was most definitely something wrong.

Maggie pulled me into the card game with Doug and Tom. I wasn’t very good at cards but played anyway. Flynn’s seat was back to back with Luke’s, so I had a clear view of the bedroom door. Luke still hadn’t come out. Brent was leaned back with his eyes closed. And soon I was lost in the spirit of the game.

It wasn’t until we were about to land that I noticed Luke talking to Brent. When had he come out? Was Flynn alright? 






  

Chapter Thirty Six
 

 

 

Stepping outside onto the stairs that were attached to the side plane, the first thing that hit me was the impressive wall of heat. Solid humidity filled my lungs making it hard to breathe. A gentle hand lightly pressed the center of my back, egging me forward. I turned to see Tom.

Taking another breath of heated air, I descended to the ground wondering how it was so incredibly hot here and still cool spring back home. Once on the ground, I looked around to see wide open space and lush covered hills. To my right, I saw the clear ocean water as blue as Luke’s eyes, and bordered with sand and foam.          

I stood staring off into the depths, nervous at the prospect of meeting my grandfather, the rock star. How surreal was that? My mother said that he was off touring and according to his band’s website that was true. The possibility of meeting the man, my one and only living relative other than my mom, was more like a dream or maybe even a nightmare.

“It’s going to be fine,” Luke said in my ear, wrapping an arm lightly around my waist gazing out.

Looking up, Luke looked as if he belonged in this tropical environment. Unable to stop myself, I reached up and pushed back some of his blond curls so that the uninhibited sun could play off his beautiful eyes. He flashed me a grin, and I smiled back at him.

“What are we waiting for?” Maggie said, strolling up in time to break the moment we had. 

Luke’s arm left my waist. “I’m going to help get the bags,” he said.

Raising my hand to shield my eyes, I looked around. A small square building stood nearby. Not knowing what else to do, I headed in that direction. I shed my sweatshirt but even with that off, my skin burned with the heat of the day.

My mind was clouded with the reality of my life. So much so, I didn’t realize when I opened the door to the tiny building the size of a large shed, that all my friends flanked me. In fact, I looked around at them wondering where they had come from before turning my face back to the caramel skinned woman. She stood behind a counter with nothing so much as a piece of paper or a computer on it. In fact, taking a quick sweep of the room, the place looked almost abandoned except for the exceptional woman who stood before us. Tawny perceptive eyes sat in her perfect face. She was stunning. I knew the boys behind me would be gawking.

“Well, hello,” she said. Her voice was full of warmth like the island breeze. She sounded like the beautiful women on the commercial talking about the benefits of a Caribbean vacation. It was lyrical and I had to admit to being slightly jealous of just how beautiful the woman was. “We’ve been awaiting you.” 

From under the counter she proffered a set of keys. Looking right at me, she said, “Mr. Starr wants you to have the best time.” Her stare told me she knew I was his granddaughter but she didn’t say it. I hadn’t introduced myself. However, I was the leader of the pack inside this place. Maybe she just assumed.

“The keys to the house and the SUV are on this ring,” she said. “Just take the road to the top of the hill. The only house at the top is yours for however long you need.” She paused glancing over us. Then centering her eyes back to me, she said, “All your needs can be found in the little tourist town you’ll pass along the way. Mr. Starr invites select friends to stay on the island.” She looked over my shoulder. I turned to see she was staring at Flynn. What the heck? She acted as if she knew what we were. Then she looked back to me for a quick second before looking at Tom.“And the whole back side of the island is private and no one is allowed to roam back there. Plenty of places to run…. Hunt.”

I blinked. This woman did know exactly who and what we were. “The SUV is gassed up. But you will find gas located on the property and in town should you need it. There are also a few restaurants and stores to get food. Otherwise, you should find the house well stocked with everything you’ll need on this trip.”

Still in shock, I clasped the keys in my hand like a life line. No one else spoke. No one else seemed to breathe. “Okay,” I finally managed to say.

Then a card leaped into her hand like magic. “Here are the codes to the alarm on the house. Also, there is a phone number should you have any special needs.” She paused and glanced at each one of us again in turn as if she were recording who we were. It was creepy. “Have a wonderful time.”

We were being dismissed and everyone filed out of the building one by one. Once outside, Luke took the keys from my hand. “Let’s load up the luggage.” Thank goodness we had such a large vehicle and hadn’t packed very much. Otherwise, we might have had to make two trips. I watched Luke carry our bags and open the black Escalade, the only vehicle in the lot. I turned and walked back inside the building.

There was just one more question I wanted to ask. And seeing as if that woman knew us somehow, I figured she could answer. But the place was empty. Sweeping the small interior, the only exit had been the one we used. And she hadn’t followed us out. She had to be a demon.

Stepping back out into the sweltering heat, my eyes fell on Flynn who looked Zombie like. His face was gaunt. He was also entirely too quiet. Flynn wasn’t one not to make a joke or a quip about something. He stood there in a black tee and black jeans, looking like a ghost. Even Luke whose perpetual tan that had faded the day I damned him stood in stark contrast to the pasty white of Flynn’s skin. I started forward. Something just wasn’t right and I knew I couldn’t be the only one to notice he looked ill and wasn’t getting better.

“Lock and load,” Luke said and everyone jumped at once to get in the car, well almost everyone. I took note at how Flynn seemed to lag behind as if he had weights tied to his ankles. Luke came over to me. “Are you just going to stand there,” he said, hanging there a minute longer.

“Hey, it’s hot in the car. Can we get some A/C going?” Maggie cried out.

Flynn had already installed himself in the front passenger seat by the time I got there. I ended up sitting behind Luke who was driving. Maggie and Doug sat next to me, while Tom and Brent were in the third row behind us.

“Alright ladies, let’s get this show on the road.” Luke spoke but his words sounded more like Flynn’s. I glanced over at him studying just how abnormally quiet he was. I needed to talk to Luke about Flynn and about the lady who greeted us. Clearly she was a demon yet no one mentioned it.

“I thought Sara was coming,” I blurted. 

Flynn’s haunting gaze focused on me. “She’ll be here.” His words held a chill while he looked me up and down before facing forward again. 

Maggie leaned forward and handed her phone to Flynn who connected it to the radio. Soon enough the car was filled with tunes that weren’t the head banging variety. Not too far up from the little airport, we came to the little town the woman had spoken of. There was a hotel and several bungalows that looked like restaurants and a few that looked like homes. The town was less than a mile in length before we passed. We could see people lounging on the beach, playing volleyball and surfing. Then it was nothing but tropical trees on one side of the road and a steep drop off that led down to the sandy beach on the other. Up and up we went until at the top we met a wrought iron gate that barred us from going further. 

Pulling out the business sized card the woman handed me, I handed it to Luke. He plucked the card from my hand and kissed my fingers to make me smile. 

After he keyed in the entrance code, the gate slowly opened before us. My eyes widened and my mouth gave a soft pop as it dropped open. Leaning forward against my seatbelt, I took it all in. 

Tall palm trees lined the long drive up, each illuminated by a light at the base of the tree, as if we could somehow miss them. The lush, manicured grass was impossibly green and perfect, as if each blade had been individually trimmed. The exotic calls of birds swept through the open windows like music, harmonized and lyrical. The grandeur of the home, part of it hidden by the tropical landscaping, had no end in sight. This place was unreal.

Mouth still open, I traded a look with Maggie and Doug whose eyes were as wide as mine. The rest of the guys in the car were used to grand homes and fancy vacations. Not me, and I gaped the whole fifty yards up to the house. At the end of the straight lane, there was a circle with a huge marble fountain stationed in the middle that shot frothy white water high into the air. Luke drove around and stopped in front of the massive house. 

“It’s so pretty,” I said getting out after Maggie. My eyes traced every inch of the home, before landing on Luke. He stood holding a hand out to me, to help me down. His smile mirrored my own. Could this be any more perfect? Once down, I made a move to head to get my bag but Luke waved me off.

“I got it,” he said. I wandered towards the front. From what I could tell it was a two story home. Part of it lined the road that led up to the front and the other dipped out of sight on the right. The place was obviously huge. Keys jiggled in my pocket reminding me that this wasn’t Luke’s Hampton’s house or Flynn’s mini mansion. This was my grandfather’s place. Weird.

Luke must have stuffed the keys in my pocket when he helped me from the car. Pulling them out, I unlocked the grand double doors. A loud beep rang out when the doors popped open. Stepping in, I sought the alarm panel. It was positioned on the right hand wall behind the door. Luke was there and handed the card to me before heading outside again. The code to the front door was Julianna1, my mother’s name. I wondered what she would think if she knew her dad thought of her.

When I turned around I came face to face with Flynn. His eyes bore into me like I was a juicy steak. A gasp escaped my mouth as he closed in on me.






  

Chapter Thirty Seven
 

 

 

His iceberg eyes pinned me into place. I was frozen while his mouth moved but I didn’t understand what he was saying. Looming over me like a London fog, he rolled his lips in his mouth and took another step closer.

“Hey,” Luke said, stepping back inside. “We should go claim rooms.” Somehow Luke managed to snake an arm around me to extricate me from the prison of Flynn’s shadow that caged me for a second.

Maggie strolled over flanked by Doug and Brent. “We should room together,” she said to me. 

Luke’s brows furrowed. He was about to speak. “Yeah, sure,” I said. Luke gave me a confused and disappointed look. But girlfriends know each other. Maggie would have guessed that Luke and I may have wanted to share a room yet she’d asked me anyway. That meant something. 

But as the room got quiet, Maggie looked around at everyone and took in the grimace that shone on Luke’s face. “Oh, yeah, you two,” she began.

Stepping over to her and out of Luke’s grasp, I said, “Maggs, it’s us girls. We have to stick together.” I saw the relief in her eyes. It wasn’t as if she felt threatened by any of the guys. But, I think she wasn’t ready to declare a decision between Doug or Brent at this moment. And both of them seemed ready to do so, standing opposite each other with folded arms looking expectantly at Maggie.

Their scrutiny of her, even had me squirming. I turned away to look to my right at a large, open room with lots of windows. I thought of it as the white room because everything in it was a version of white. Not stark white, but ivories and creams. Several chairs, sofas and ottomans were group in clusters, conversational style in the room but in a way that invited people to mill about. 

To our left was a long hallway that probably led to the wing of the house that lined the drive. I kept forward finding a curved stairway and took it up. At the top, I found myself moving with familiarity, like I was home. “Hey, are we going to check out some of these rooms?” Maggie called out.

Not quite halfway down the hall, I opened the nearest door to me. Behind it was one of the most stunning bedrooms I’d ever seen. A bed sat before a bank of windows flanked on either side with more windows with benches. In front of that, feet away from where we stood, was a sitting area with a red sofa on one side and two sand colored arm chairs sitting in front of a fireplace. Maggie stormed in like the hurricane she was and dropped her bag before soaring towards the bed. 

I turned to find Luke at my back. “I’ll be across the hall,” he said giving me a smile. I nodded knowing he was disappointed I’d hadn’t chosen to stay in a room with him. But he would be close. 

The door closed behind him. I needed to chat with Maggie before I went and talked to Luke to explain why I’d chosen to stay with her.

“You know you can stay with him,” Maggie declared.

Sitting on the bed next to her, I said, “No, it’s okay. I want to hang out with you.”

She smiled gratefully at me. “It’s just so hard the closer we get to the day, you know.” And I did. In a few days we would know whether or not she was still human. Not to mention I knew the two boys vying for her attention couldn’t be easy to deal with.

“Are you nervous?” It was a lame question, but I asked it anyway.

Lying flat, she covered her eyes. “Yes.” She took several cleansing breaths before she added, “If I am, what am I going to tell my family? How am I going to explain that I have to leave the house overnight every time there is a full moon?”

“We’ll think of something if it comes to that,” I said.

“And then there’s Brent. I still love him. And I hate him for doing this to me and Doug. How could I possibly go back to him knowing he could have changed our lives forever? Would that be fair to Doug?”

Of all people I could sympathize with her. “You can’t be with Doug just to spite Brent. But I understand not wanting to reward Brent for his bad behavior.” I paused, reluctant to admit this next part. “I kind of talked to him on the plane. He’s absolutely miserable.”

Uncovering her eyes, she looked at me. “I’m like the biggest loser. I so get what you’ve been going through.” She sighed.

When she said nothing more, I stood and opened the door to my immediate right. Inside, I found a closet. I grabbed my bag and quickly unpacked my few things.

When I stepped out Maggie was no longer lying on the bed. Across from me, I saw her standing in awe in the doorway across from me. It opened into a spacious bathroom. There was a large tub that could possibly fit two. Next to it was a glassed in shower. Double sinks and a closed in toilet area finished off the space. It was beautiful. I headed to the main door to go see Luke. When I opened it, he stood poised to knock. “Hey,” I said a little shyly, not sure why.

Over his shoulder, Flynn stood like the grim reaper. “I’m going to drive Flynn into town to take care of a few things.” What they were going to do was to get Flynn laid. I handed him the keys. “I’ll be back soon.”

Nodding, I only watched as they walked away. Flynn turned back to me. His eyes glowed blue and I flinched. He pulled a hood over his head before turning around and I was powerless to look away. In fact as they stepped on the stairs, I found myself following to the landing and looking as they descended. Flynn never once spoke. Brent was waiting for them by the door. Luke hadn’t known I followed. He headed out the door without looking back. Brent’s eyes drifted up to glance at me before following after Luke. Flynn paused and turned giving me the wickedest grin ever. His eyes still burned with blue flame. He stood and I found my feet headed to him and his silent call. When my feet reached bottom, Tom stepped in my path. “Are you going into town?” he asked.

Blinking, it felt as if a spell had been broken. I looked over his shoulder to see Flynn was no longer there and the front door was closed. What the hell? That was weird. Had Flynn been there?

“No,” I finally said as Tom stood there waiting for an answer. 

“I guess I’ll go see what there is to eat.” Tom’s words didn’t register until he walked off. The idea of food kicked my brain in high gear. The kitchen was as expected in a house such as this. Rich wood cabinets, granite countertops and enough room to have a party in. Tom was looking in the fridge spellbound. I stepped in to see it was stocked as promised. Feeling like I was in my element, I nudged Tom out of the way. “Can you check to see if there is a grill?” I asked.

He headed off to the wall of windows to an inlaid door and headed outside. I grabbed meat and checked the cabinets. Maggie finally found us. “You need help?”

I handed her the meat I’d gotten out. “Take this.” Then I explored the cabinets finding everything I needed to make barbecue and potato salad and got to work.

Cooking always made time pass. Tom and Doug slaved over the hot grill in the heat while I marinated everything and Maggie washed and peeled potatoes. 

Food made, the four of us sat outside by the poolside playground. It was fit for both a king and a five year old child. There were multiple pools, with a makeshift island in the middle. Several white bridges connected them all together while slides, taller than me, looped around. The entire thing was so complex, with the Jacuzzis and trampoline, that it blew my mind. And although I knew Tom grew up wealthy, he seemed to be just as impressed as the rest of us at the pool wonderland before us. There were a couple of covered areas to eat under, including a gazebo in the far back with lounge chairs. Behind that, nothing but sky. The hill we were on dropped off. There did appear to be a trail of some sort. I think it led down the backside of the mountain. I planned to explore that at my first opportunity. 

While we sat and ate, my mind drifted to the boys that had yet to return. Was Flynn okay? 

“Mercy that was good. I heard you were a good cook.” Doug said. 

“She is.” I looked up to see Flynn step through the door looking better and pleased with himself. 






  

Chapter Thirty Eight
 

 

 

Tom, Doug, Maggie and I looked up from the patio furniture we were sitting on to see Luke and Brent step outside behind Flynn. Tom and I sat opposite each other in solitary white wicker chairs. Maggie and Doug sat next to each other on a wicker sofa. Flynn planted himself between them, falling back laughing as they scooted apart to make room for him. Some of the dark spots were gone from his eyes. Still, he wasn’t quite himself. 

Luke came over, sat on the edge of my chair and placed an arm around my back. The saddest thing by far was Brent, who barely looked at us and walked over the first bridge and then the second. The sun set before him as he found the path and dipped out of sight. I looked up at Luke who watched Brent’s descent, too. In fact we all did. Everything had gotten quiet. All at once, Maggie, Luke and Tom got to their feet. Tom held up a hand. Maggie looked distressed. She walked back into the house. 

Deflecting, Luke said, “There’s food.” 

“Yeah,” I said, and headed into the house to make Luke a plate. Really I was hoping to catch up to Maggie but she was nowhere to be seen. So I made two plates, piling on the food. Balancing them both, I made my way out and handed Flynn one and Luke the other. 

Then I went back inside, searching the house for Maggie. I ended up in the west wing where I thought Tom and Brent found rooms. Still nothing. Heading back to go outside, I ran into Flynn who stood like a pillar. His grin was nothing short of wicked. “Lost?”

Rolling my eyes, I tried to walk passed him but he got in my way. “What is your problem?” I asked. I was annoyed and didn’t feel like playing games with him. 

“You,” he said. What was up with his one word answers? 

Blue flame lit up his eyes in the dark that filled the hallway. The sun had set and evening was upon us. “Flynn, stop being an ass. You have a playground of playthings down the hill. Go bother them.”

His hand came up as if he planned to caress my cheek. Stopping himself short of touching me, I swallowed feeling like all the air had been sucked out of the room. 

“Mercy,” Luke called out. I took a step around Flynn to see if Luke was coming. When I looked back, Flynn was gone. And that was more than weird. He’d been standing there. He would have had to meld into the darkness in order disappear like some magician. 

I hightailed it out to find Luke. “Hey you,” I said to Luke’s back. He turned around. 

His face didn’t appear too happy. “I’m going to take Brent and Flynn back down the mountain.” A frown formed on my mouth. “Brent’s not doing well being around Doug. It’s some sort of alpha male thing. In order for there not to be any fight, they need to be separated.”

“Why you?” I asked. Couldn’t Tom take his cousin away? We’d just gotten here and I’d barely spent anytime with him.

“Flynn,” Luke said with a pained expression. “He’s…” 

So there was something wrong with him. He was taking him to feed some more. “Are you going to be gone all night?” I asked, sounding wimpy to my own ears.

“If there was anyway… Tom can handle Brent. I just don’t think he can handle Flynn. Hell, I’m not sure I can.” He looked off in the distance. “I’m sorry. I’ll be back soon.”

He leaned down to kiss me. Before he could a breeze lifted my hair. Surprised, I looked up to see Flynn and Brent by the door. There was deep root of sadness in Brent’s eyes. This was going to be a long trip if Luke had to babysit the whole time. Luke kissed my forehead and headed back out with the boys who had literally eaten and run.

A little lonely, but I felt oddly safe for once. My grandfather was a demon. His island was hidden, so maybe I could just enjoy a day without fear of death for once.

When I headed outside, Maggie was back laughing with Tom and Doug.

“We should go swimming,” said a female voice said from behind me. I nearly leaped out of my skin, Sara scared me so. 

“Yeah,” Maggie agreed. Everyone got to their feet and scattered into the house to get ready. Sara stood in front of me. This girl had been sent to kill me. Luke and Flynn weren’t here to stop her. I didn’t want to rely on anyone. Yet, this demon girl freaked me out a bit. Her smile was a little too big and friendly, to be honest.

She turned first, that made me feel good. I didn’t been the one to back down first despite my own fear. I followed her upstairs. When I headed to my room, she headed for the opposite door. “That’s Luke’s room,” I said.

Slowly she looked up at me. “Oh, I didn’t know.” She smiled. “I’ll just get my things.”

I stood waiting while she went inside, picked up a bag and came back out. “Can you point me to Flynn’s room?”

Shrugging, I said, “I’m not sure.” 

Smiling again, she turned and took the room next to Luke’s. I waited until she was inside before entering my own room. Maggie had already tossed several bathing suits on the bed to decide on the right one. Shaking my head, I asked, “How many did you bring?” 

Looking up, she said, “What is there else to do? I brought two for each day and I’m not sure that’s enough.”

I couldn’t help but shake my head. I hadn’t brought but a few. But then again, I didn’t own that many. I didn’t make a habit of going swimming. I always felt self-conscious about the size of my chest. So I headed in the closet to look through my meager options. I picked the worst of them. Luke wasn’t going to be here. I didn’t want to wear one of my better ones if he wouldn’t be here to see me in it—a brown tankini. I put a shirt over it. I couldn’t see myself just wearing the suit until I was close to the pool. 

“Are you coming Eme?” Maggie called out. Apparently her decision made, dressed and was ready to go before me. 

“I’m coming,” I said. 

We headed to the pool. The boys were already in the water with Sara displayed by the pool like some fashion model. The guys were trying to coax her in and she seemed to be enjoying all the attention. 

Maggie dropped the towel she brought on one of the lounge chairs and did a running cannon ball in the pool. Although it was dark, the pool was lit up with faint, romantic lighting. The air was warm. I pulled the tee shirt over my head. When I dropped it on the chair next to my towel I noticed the silence. I looked over to see the boys gawking at me. 

My arms instinctually folded across my chest. “Break it up,” Maggie said. “You act like you haven’t seen breasts before.” 

They snapped out of their trance. Sara smirked and stood up. Her perfectly portioned body in a tiny red bikini drew the boys’ eyes to her. If she thought this was some sort of competition, she was wrong. I was happy not to be on display. I consider putting back on my tee shirt and swimming in it. Last minute, I slid in the pool while no eyes were on me. 

We swam for a long time before heading inside. Maggie and I talked until she finally fell asleep. Time was only a concept with nothing to do but lounge around all day. I wasn’t sure if we changed time zones either. If we had been back home, it would have been past midnight. I found myself missing Luke. I went across the hall in my pink Juicy track pants and tank and curled on top his bed. He would have to come home at some point. Maggie was asleep, so I wasn’t betraying the girl bond. It was just I hadn’t seen my boyfriend in hours. I thought this would be time for us. He’d been gone so much on his quest to find a cure for the Mercy plague, I thought while here I’d have him to myself. In a few short months, he’d be leaving for college and I’d see him even less.

When arm curled around me, I struggled out of the haze of sleep to come face to face with my surfer boy. In his eyes I saw desire. Leaning in, his lips touched mine in an explosion of heat which felt like it had been a millennium in the making. I didn’t need the night sky to see the heavens; they exploded behind my eyelids with his touch. His fingers threaded through my hair and pulled me closer. Side by side our bodies pressed together. One of his hands untangled from my hair drifting down my back, slipping under the tank as easy as if his move was practiced. I didn’t care. I wanted this more than anything. 

His fingers danced up my spine sending ripples of shivers across my body. In a bold move, I tangled my leg over his twining it to draw him closer. He groaned. I held on to his arm before sliding it around to his back gripping him close.

Our tongues did the mambo while his hand boldly went where it hadn’t before. Gripping my bottom, he groaned in my mouth. He pulled away and looked at me under heavy lidded eyes. He was asking without words if it was okay to proceed further. I nodded to his silent question. His fingers deftly move to the waist band of my pants to slide them down my hips and thighs until they pooled at my feet. His foot shifted to shed them from me. 

His shirt came off and then mine. He kissed his way down my neck to my collar bone. Nothing felt more right in my life. The only surprise to me when my brain kicked in for a moment was that my demon was utterly quiet for once. Just when his head dipped slightly lower a bloodcurdling scream pierced the night and shattering the mood in a thousand pieces. Luke shot up and onto his feet. Muttering to me to stay where I was, he headed out in the hall. 

With the loss of him, I pulled my top and bottoms on to follow him to the disturbance. I shouldn’t have been surprised to find the door next to his open. Stepping into the opening. I saw Luke cradling a distressed Sara. My hands balled into fists. Despite the terror on her face, I just knew that this was a ruse to get Luke’s attention. But how would she have known what we were doing?






  

Chapter Thirty Nine
 

 

Crossing my arms across my chest, I turned and tunneled into Flynn. His arms came around me and moved me to the side. I found myself tucked in his embrace feeling worried. There was just something in the way Luke was with Sara that scared me. It felt like I could lose him to her. And Flynn must have known it too. I looked up into his sympathetic eyes.

Gone was the blue flame that threatened to strike. Gone were the gaunt features in his face. I buried my head in his chest accepting his comfort. Luke and I had been on the verge of taking the next step, yet he was still in there soothing that girl’s fears. And maybe I shouldn’t be surprised, that’s who Luke was. However, he’d left me half naked and hadn’t yet made a move to come find me.

Wiping my dry eyes, I pushed out of Flynn’s embrace because I could get lost there. It felt like home far too much for me to be comfortable. He didn’t follow as I went in my own room and tucked myself under the covers. Maybe I should have fought for my man. Nonetheless in the end, he would decide who he wanted. There would be nothing I could do to stop him. If my actions of wanting to give myself to him didn’t say how much I loved him I didn’t know what would.

I woke up alone in the bed hearing noise coming from downstairs. I had no idea if Luke had gone back to his own room or stayed the night with Sara. Not ready to face that music, I showered and tried to enjoy the peace. The unmistakable aroma of fresh brewed coffee permeated the halls when I stepped out of my room. Dressed for summer in shorts and a tee, I headed downstairs smelling breakfast food too.

What shocked me was that the boys were hard at work while Sara and Maggie sat at the dining room table talking. Heading in their direction, I passed by Tom as he pulled a muffin pan out of the oven. My eyes grew big at the sight. He’d made muffins?

After a surprisingly tasty meal, we girls offered to clean while the boys ended up in the pool horsing around. When Sara and Maggie left to change into bathing suits, I headed over the two bridges ready to explore what was on the other side of the mountain. I caught Luke’s gaze on me, but avoided falling into it. I wasn’t ready yet to talk to him. I found a sandy path that was steep in places and gentle in others as I made my way down to the sand and crystal blue waters that beckoned me like Luke’s eyes. 

Letting the waves crest and recede over my bare feet, I wasn’t sure how far I walked before I heard a voice and spun. 

The vision before me wasn’t one I expected. I stood shell shocked as Ryck Starr strode towards me. “You are a vision of loveliness just like your mother.”

“I thought—” I stuttered on the words. 

“Yes, but how could I not pop in and see the object of many conversations in the underworld. You, my dear, are as much of a legend as I am.”

Suddenly, I felt very cold. I wrapped my arms around me. It was hard to reconcile the rock star who stood before me looking only a few years older than me, and even younger than my mom. He wasn’t as tall as Luke or Flynn but he was still taller than me by a few inches. His hair was ash blond like my mother’s. His features perfectly angled to make him one of the most desirable men on the planet.

His movement was fluid as he stepped towards me and took me in. I didn’t think I ever felt more on display than I did now. Did I meet up to his expectations of a granddaughter?

“You are an exquisite creature. It still boggles my mind that I bore such fruit. As you must know, an incubus will bear fruit in his likeness. To have a succubus daughter is unheard of by an incubi. Once she was born, I knew that the prophecy was coming to pass. And here you stand before me.”

My hands dropped to my sides. At last, the truth of my origins was finally coming out. Ryck looked far off as if he was listening to something. I hadn’t heard anything. Still his head cocked to the side. Straightening, he said, “Well I must go. Tour and all. But you enjoy the house. Let Helena know if there is anything you desire. We shall talk again.”

And he was gone. Weak kneed, I dropped to the sand tired of the close calls. I just wanted to know the truth. Gripping sand between my fingers, I let it ooze between. I attempted to crush it out of frustration as if it were possible. Water rose and covered me, getting my clothes wet. I didn’t care. I felt like diving in the deep blue sea and swimming until I couldn’t swim anymore. Would Sebastian come and save me? Where was he anyway? 

I lay back in the sand awaiting the water to crash over me and pull back like a wet blanket. It was cold and clammy, yet refreshing to my senses. My eyes were closed playing back my quick visit with my grandfather, when weight covered me. Lips crushed to mine and I pushed with all my might. Removing whoever it was from my person was my first priority. 

“Why did you do that?” 

Still incensed, I said, “I think I hear a scream with your name on it. Why don’t you go investigate.” It was childish and prideful on my part, but I was hurt from what happened last night. 

Opening my eyes, I saw Luke on his back, wet sand on his palms which lay up while the back of his hands covered his eyes. “I,” he started.

“Don’t bother,” I said. Pushing to my feet, I strode away knowing I should forgive him, but unable to. He hadn’t come to get me last night. 

He snatched my arm, yanking my march to a stop. I turned, venomous gaze narrowed on his. I didn’t think I’d ever been this mad at him before. “How long did you stay with her?”

“Mercy,” he pleaded.

A weary laugh escaped me. I freed my hand with a viscous pull and took off in a run to get away. He hadn’t responded, that could only mean he knew I wouldn’t like the answer. 

“Mercy,” he called out sounding farther away. He wasn’t pursuing me. And I wasn’t sure I could handle much more before I cried. Angling my run, I ran right into the water until I could run no more. I let my limbs become fluid extensions of my body. I allowed myself to fall into the swimmers dance and the call of the deep. I only surfaced when my lungs burned with the need of oxygen. Surfacing, I didn’t see land. Rotating, I found I’d swum out further than I thought. And even with an unobstructed view of the beach, Luke was nowhere to be seen. I closed my eyes. Had he so easily given up on me? 

Dog paddling, I kept myself afloat until I gave into my tired body. Running and swimming out so far, I’d exhausted myself. I wasn’t giving up, I was giving in. Just for a moment. So I sank beneath the water, eyes wide open. I wondered if Sebastian would materialize in the middle of the ocean. I didn’t call to him. I just needed to give my tired muscles a break. I promised myself when the burn lit my chest, I would push my muscles to the brink to surface and swim back to shore. 

The ocean depths called to me like a lover. When the need to breath clawed at me almost forcing my mouth open trying to draw in a breath I was still so far from the lit surface of the water I feared it was too late. I closed my eyes wondering if this would be how I would die. It was stupid on my part and stupid over a boy. Yes, I loved him. I loved him enough to give my life for his. But I shouldn’t have been irresponsible enough to risk my life over a boy just because he didn’t want me. He wasn’t the last boy on earth.

Too bad it didn’t look like I’d be able to impart that tidbit of wisdom to anyone. Still fighting to get to the surface, I felt myself being lifted just as my vision began to dim, my mouth opened. I couldn’t stop it. 

Air filled my lungs like a gift from above. Blessed air, I wouldn’t ever take it for granted. I was too tired to move my legs to keep myself afloat, yet I didn’t sink. My guardian angel held me. “I won’t let you go,” he said.

Falling against his chest, we didn’t swim back to shore, we floated. All the while, he spoke to me. “You are my angel, Mercy. There is no one but you. She can never mean to me what you do.”

Saying nothing, I let him lay me gently on the sand where I let out a relieved sigh. I hadn’t meant to put my own life in danger. Pushing wet tendrils of my hair from my face, his touch was feather light. “I love you Mercy. You have to believe that.”

I did believe him; I just didn’t know where his heart stood with her. He seemed undeniably drawn to her like a moth to a flame. “You left and didn’t come back,” I whispered.

“I’m sorry,” he said looking genuinely wrong for his actions. “It’s was probably for the best. I’m not sure what got into me. You deserve better. I don’t want to take your virginity like any other common girl. It should be special.”

“It was special to me,” I said. 

He kissed me and I felt the beast within me unfurl. 






  

Chapter Forty
 

 

McKayla

 

Shoving him on his back, I straddled golden boy’s hips. Taking his kiss, I drank deep the nectar that was the forbidden fruit of all that was holy in this world. Even though he had been tainted by Mercy’s love, he tasted so sweet. Goodness funneled into me bringing us back from what that stupid girl had done, expending all our energy and nearly killing us in the process. 

When I opened my eyes, I saw the recognition on his face. He was panting, no doubt from all that I took from him. Wide eyed, he could do nothing but watch me leave him and head for the trees. I was in control. This time I wouldn’t waste time by allowing him to gather himself and catch me. I wasn’t exactly sure where I was going, but I headed to the other side of the island. 

I was running, high off all the life I’d stolen from Mercy’s angel. Soon, he’d come after us, so I pushed this body to the brink of what human flesh could do. Grandfather would have all that we needed stashed in that little town of his. How convenient. I couldn’t be mad at Mercy for tiring herself out so much that I could take control. I bided my time waiting. My patience had paid off in no time. I’d made it up and over the mountain. I run along the tree line by the road but not in the clearing in case someone came down with the car looking for me. The sun was high and I took a moment to breathe.

I crossed the street and stepped into the heated sand feeling sweat pour off me. I was still far enough away from all the people at the beach. I stepped back into the ocean but only far enough to cool off. I tied the wet shirt in a knot at the small of my back with just enough skin showing to lure prey. The shirt was plastered to me leaving no doubt what hid underneath. And with bare feet that bled, I walked in the water hoping for healing or the cool water to staunch the flow before I encountered people. 

Nearing, I saw the buffet of hard bodies and soft ones. Beautiful humans in all different flavors played in the sand and sun. I had to smile at how resourceful Grandfather was. I longed to stay with him. I had no doubt we could wreak havoc on the world together.

And there he was, a tall slim boy with a face that caught my eye. The closer I got the more his face appealed to me. He was of Asian descent with black hair and dark smoldering eyes. Surrounded by several girls, he stood straight but poised in a way that screamed confidence. Oh, I liked him. Never say I wasn’t up for a challenge. I saddled up to the bar. 

My prey put a tube in his mouth. A blonde girl sensually moved closer to him ostensibly to take other end of the tube in hers.  Beating her to him, I took the other end and pressed myself into the guy. He only had a moment of surprise before he blew and I sucked what turned out to be a combination of jello and alcohol. Swallowing all of it, I removed it and offered him my hand. Still grinning, he took it.

The blonde cursed me and said, “That was my suck and blow shot. I paid for it.”

Ignoring her, I led the guy towards the hotel that was directly ahead. “Do you have a private room?” I asked. Since Mercy was sharing a room with her annoying friend, I figured it might be human practice to do so. Not that it really mattered all that much. I just needed the intel for what I may be walking into.

“Of course,” he said. His voice was deep and didn’t disappoint. 

By the time we stepped into the lobby, I was nearly dry from the heat of the sun. Letting him lead, I counted the steps until there was no doubt in my mind this was going to happen. Luke, Flynn, Maggie, Tom, even Brent and Doug couldn’t help Mercy now. 

We were the only ones on the elevator that was headed up. My prey wasted no time cornering me. I couldn’t blame him. I’d sent him all the signals that said this was nothing but a slam dunk for him. Wrapping my hands around his neck, I looked forward to the sweet taste of his life force. Closing my eyes in anticipation, they opened immediately when the boy suddenly left my grasp. 

Standing before me in a tornado of fury was… “Bastian,” I cried out wrapping myself around him. I no longer paid attention to the human whose light had gone out and was now sprawled against the floor behind us.

“McKayla,” he said, like my name was carried on the wind. His eyes were pitch black matching mine for sure. He slammed my back against the wall. 

He looked like a medieval warrior wearing a Scottish kilt and no shirt with metal arm bands on his biceps. His lips crashed onto mine with the gale force winds that blew him in here with me. The elevator seemed to shudder and come to a stop.

The kiss was everything I’d wanted from the Prince of Darkness since the beginning. There was nothing sweet in the way he pressed me against the elevator and kissed me while his hands gripped my hips with bruising force. “Mercy,” he breathed.

That woke me up. Fury balled up in my fist and knocked it in his hair. Shocked he released me and took a few steps back. I fell to the balls of my feet dangerous anger burned in me and matched his. “How dare you?” I spit. “I’m not her.”

With two steps, he was in my face. “Doesn’t matter, you both belong to me. How dare you chance to give what belongs to me to that human,” he said, pointing back to the guy still lying in a crumpled mass of limbs. I wasn’t sure if he was still breathing and didn’t care. But Mercy’s conscience forced me to look until I saw the rise and fall of his chest. 

“Don’t you ever confuse us. I won’t play second to her. This is as much my body as it is hers. In fact more so, if you count the soul I’m force to share space with. It doesn’t belong here.”

“You will not do anything with anyone else,” he dictated.

“Since when do you care? You aren’t even around much anymore,” I dared to say. “Hell, she and golden boy almost got it on if not for—”

“What,” he growled. His hand raised so quick, I flinched back. But he stroked the side of my face. 

“They were nearly there,” I said chin lifted.

He closed his eyes. “He won’t do it. His sense of right and wrong with her is too strong.”

Not disagreeing, I tried a different tack. “What about Flynn? Something isn’t right with that boy. He didn’t come out of the near death experience alright.”

“So it’s happened.” His voice was flat.

Then it dawned on me just what he was saying. Nodding, I said, “I think so.”

“Time is nearing,” he said absently. “It doesn’t matter. He won’t act on it. Not with Luke so close.”

“You sure trust a lot of people to act rationally. If anything, you guys don’t act rationally with her around. And you not being here isn’t helping.”

“I’m protecting you both and it’s no easy feat. Father seems to want me to prove something.”

“What?” I asked since he was being so forthcoming. 

“I have to go,” he said.

“Of course you do.” I said rolling my eyes. 

His hand came around my throat and squeezed just a little. Black eyes that filled every inch of the peep holes bore into me. His head tilted side to side before he said, “Don’t question me. Time nears and this all will be done.”

His grip constricted my airways, but I refuse to beg to breathe even with my eyes. When I thought I might pass out, damn this human body, he released me. I could help but gag as he leaned down and picked up the boy and spoke a few words. “You never saw us. Go take a nap.”

Then he came at me, taking a handful of my hair. I blinked once and we were back in the  room we shared with Maggie. He placed me on my bed and commanded, “Sleep McKayla. Release Mercy and keep her safe.”






  

Chapter Forty One
 

 

 

When consciousness returned to me, I heard voices. Or maybe it was the voice that returned me to consciousness. 

“Did you see her return?” Luke asked. 

“No, I was looking for her like everyone else. I just came in and found her like this. Then I called you,” Maggie insisted.

There was silence, but I felt the covers draw off of me. I think they were inspecting me to see if I was okay. My eyes were still so heavy, I couldn’t open them.

“She’s fine, right?” Maggie asked.

Silence. “I think so.” Luke sounded tired. What had I done? Or rather… I feared the worst.

“So that demon thing in her took over?” Maggie asked. Luke didn’t answer. “Is it safe?” More silence. So my best friend feared me. That sucked. And I didn’t hate her because of it. I had no idea what McKayla had done this time.

“Perhaps you should temporarily move rooms. Flynn is on the room on the opposite side. Doug is at the end of the hall.” He didn’t have to add it was probably the furthest point away from Brent. “So choose a room between this one and Doug’s. I would suggest not getting so close to Doug though. His scent on you will drive Brent insane.”

“What am I supposed to do about that?” Maggie pleaded.

“I can’t help you there. Brent’s my friend and he’s not in a good way right now.”

More dead air. “I love him Luke, but—” The bed shifted and I knew Maggie was looking away from Luke. He had a way of looking into your soul. “It’s just it wouldn’t be fair to Doug, you know.”

“Maybe, but it’s not fair for Doug to think he has a shot at you if he doesn’t.”

“Are you always this wise, Dalai Lama?” Maggie quipped.

“Not wise, I just know how I would feel if Mercy was stringing me along.”

Now I wished for unconsciousness. “Flynn.” Oh crap, Maggie had said it.

“Has she said anything to you?” Luke asked sounding almost helpless.

I willed my eyes to open. I needed to stop this. But I couldn’t. “She’s never admitted anything but that she loves you.”

An exhale of breath that sounded like the world had been lifted off his shoulders, escaped Luke.  

“Look, I’m going to pack up. But I feel bad, I don’t want to leave her.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll stay with her.”

The bed shifted again and I was pulled into the cocoon of Luke’s love. Cuddled with him, I finally drifted back off into oblivion.

When I woke, I rolled over and found myself alone. I got up and took time in the bathroom. Maybe I just didn’t want to face my boyfriend and my best friend who now feared me. Whatever, I was sure I’d never been cleaner in my life. Getting dressed, I found the most conservative outfit I’d brought, an extremely loose tee shirt along with khaki shorts.

Heading downstairs, I found Maggie and Sara in the kitchen. Maggie hesitantly looked at me. I met her gaze dead on, giving her a view of my own eyes. She smiled. “Hey sleepy head.”

“What did you guys eat?” I asked feeling the hunger grow in my stomach. 

Maggie pointed to a pan of half burnt hot dogs and hamburgers. “Oh,” I said.

“Apparently, breakfast is the most anyone around her can manage,” Sara said with a smile. Damn her for being nice this morning.

“Where are the guys?” I asked.

Conspiratorially, the two girls looked at each other. Sara crooked a finger, beckoning me outside. Following with Maggie in tow, I stepped outside to see a sight I would never forget see. All five boys were passed out on the couch together.

We giggled but Sara shushed us. “We should get a picture.” Maggie and I nodded in agreement. “But this needs something. Wait here.” She disappeared and returned moments later with a tube of lipstick. “We should make this picture more interesting.”

She handed the tube to me. Unable to resist, I took it and walked over to Tom. In the next few minutes, I’d painted his lips, then painting my own, and left a kiss mark on his forehead. Then I painted Luke’s lips, and kissed his cheek. Passing the torch, I handed the lipstick to Maggie who happily took it from me. In turn, she painted and left kiss marks on Doug and Brent. She then passed off the lipstick to Sara who took care of Flynn. 

The guys were shirtless. They’d been swimming, and Sara wrote #1 Lover on Flynn’s chest. Maggie and I had a hard time not busting out in full out laughter. Sara handed the lipstick back to me. Taking it, I wrote Lion King on Tom’s chest and Surfer Boy on Luke’s. Maggie finished it off with Skater Boy on Doug and paused. She stood back not knowing what to write on Brent. Then she put Moon Called. 

Sara finished it off by drawing arrows pointing toward Flynn plus an arrow on Flynn pointing to his pants. Taking out our phones, we took lots of picture, even posing them at certain points. Thankfully they were so drunk, they didn’t wake up.

“We should go out and see what night life has to offer down the mountain,” Sara said. I didn’t trust her, but I didn’t want to be here when the guys woke up.

We headed upstairs to get ready. The boys were still passed out when we piled into the SUV and left. I did leave a note on the refrigerator telling them where we’d gone. I didn’t want Luke to worry. 

Parking in the lot near the beach bar, we got out. “We should go get drinks,” Sara said, taking control of our trip.

“I don’t have fake ID,” Maggie declared.

Sara scoffed. “Don’t worry about it. You won’t need it.”

On the sand, we headed to the simple square hut with bar stools all around. Several girls sat there talking. When we walked up, the girls focused on us. Rather, they focused on me. “Hey isn’t that the bitch?” said a girl with a short mop of brown curls said. A blonde girl turned around and planted her hateful stare on me. “Yes,” she said viscously.

They stood. Sara turned to face them, stepping in front of me, which was odd. “Problem,” Sara warned. I couldn’t see Sara’s face, but the girls in front of her paled and turned around then moved away as fast as they could. Maggie and I traded glances. Sara faced us with a grin and said, “I guess they were mistaken.” Mischief was written across her face like a tattoo.

Summoning the bartender, she ordered some drinks for us. Three clear shots came our way. Maggie picked hers up with no hesitation, and I followed suit. Soon enough we were drunk and were shaking our hips on the beach when starlight canopied us.

Dancing was my second favorite thing to do next to cooking. I was caught up in the rhythm of the beat, sandwiched by two guys who took more liberties than I might have allowed if I hadn’t been drunk off my ass. Hands were on my hips only to find my bottom. Other hands skated my rib cage and skimmed the underside of my breast. The boy at my front, with sandy hair and grey eyes that sparkled like the stars above, dipped his head as if to kiss me. I leaned back into boy number two to avoid him; I wasn’t drunk enough to cheat. 

Boy Number Two spun me around to face him, his hair was cut close and his ebony skin contrasted with mine making an interesting combination. His face was nothing short of gorgeous, which everyone on this island seemed to be. 

When he pulled me tight to him, grinding into me to let me know just how happy he was to do so, I finally came to my senses. Or was that my phone vibrating in my pocket? I pulled away from both of them, stumbling to a stool at the bar to answer it.

“Heelloo,” I said, and laughed, not at all sure what was funny.

“Mercy,” my beautiful boyfriend said. He sounded concerned.

“Heeyyy babbbyy,” I slurred.

“Where are you?” he asked.

“Dancing,” I managed to sound reasonably sober.

“Where?” he asked.

“Between two guys on the beach,” I confessed. When the pause became uncomfortable, I said, “Luke.”

It was a moment or two before he said, “Are you in town?”

“Yes, you didn’t find my note.”

“No,” he answered.

“Sorry. But Sara’s been really nice. She got us drinks.”

“I bet,” he said. “Is Maggie there?”

“Yeah, but she is soooo drunk,” I giggled.

“Do you see Sara?” 

I looked around suddenly. “No.” Where had she gone?

“Do you have the keys to the car?”

I felt around in my pocket. “Yes.”

“Hey, where are you going?” Boy Number One asked.

“Nowhere,” I said, swaying to the beat.

“Too much to drink,” he said helping stay on my feet.

“I’m on the phone with my boyfriend,” I said.

“I guess he should be here.”

Around the corner, a head of blonde curls appeared. “He is,” Luke said dangerously. 

Boy Number One shrugged then winked at me. “You know where I’ll be if you get bored.”

“She won’t,” Luke said with finality. Boy Number One slunk off back to the dance floor floating in the middle of sand.

With Luke’s hands on me, I pulled his head down to kiss him with all the passion I felt. Letting him up for air, his eyes were dark with desire. “I need to get you home.” 

Wrapping myself around him, I pulled him in tight. “Don’t go.”

“Mercy,” he said. “We need to find Maggie.”

Sighing, I let him help me to my feet. Maggie wasn’t hard to spot stuck in a man sandwich. Luke left me for a second to pull her away warning off the guys with a glare. 

“Let’s go,” he ordered.






  

Chapter Forty Two
 

 

Tom waited outside when we pulled in. Opening the door, he scooped up Maggie, who was passed out, and headed inside the house. 

“Do I get the Cinderella treatment?” I teased.

With my car door open, Luke eyes glittered with something I couldn’t describe in my current state. “Do you deserve it?”

“Kiss me,” I said, avoiding the question.

“I’m not sure I want to kiss you right now.”

Leaning back sideways on the seat, I sighed and teased, “I’m sure I can find someone to do it.” Then my heavy lids closed firmly.

I felt myself sliding across the leather seat and into Luke’s strong arms. “Not unless you want someone to die tonight.”

The corners of my mouth turned up slightly before I submitted to the darkness. I roused only when I felt myself enveloped in a cloud. “Stay with me,” I muttered.

Fitting himself to me like a glove, he kissed my cheek. I had enough presence of mind to turn into the kiss meeting it head on. “You want me, right?” I asked. Something I would have never done sober. But liquid courage had me asking. 

“Yes,” he breathed. “And it takes every bit of self-control to say no.”

“You would have taken me last night until that girl stopped us. I bet she did it on purpose.”

He didn’t answer. I managed to open my eyes to look into his. A storm was brewing in the ocean depths. Slowly his head came forward before I felt the soft pressure of his lips on mine in the sweetest release. His hand clamped on my waist and molded us together. His hand skated up my back under my shirt until he had a hold of the back of my neck. “What you do to me should be outlawed,” he whispered. “Now sleep, Cinderella.”

“No fair,” I said, my eyes closing anyway.

Chuckling, he said “I’m the one that’s wound up tighter than a spring.

“I do that to you,” I said. Darkness closed in like a thief.

“That and more,” he said, still holding me close.

Like the last chord in a melody, I drifted off into the currents of space.

I wasn’t sure how long I slept, but Luke was still there when day claimed me for one of their own. When I opened my eyes, I immediately regretted it. 

Closing them again against the drum beat of pain wasn’t worth the night of recklessness. My eyes popped open when I remembered one thing. “Did you leave Sara?” Luke hadn’t gotten her before we left. I may have been loopy but I remembered that much.

His eyes hardened. “She can take care of herself.”

“So you left her?” I asked. My Luke wouldn’t do such a thing.

“She got you guys drunk and left you to fend for yourselves.”

I closed my mouth. It was probably true. I didn’t say anything. I wanted to believe the best in people, but I didn’t want to be naïve.  She most likely set us up. 

Shortly after, Luke went to get ready for the day. I hadn’t told him about my headache. Instead, I got ready myself and headed downstairs.

I found Doug looking through cabinets. “Need help,” I said. The boy nearly jumped a mile. He turned and pushed some of his floppy brown hair from his eyes. “I take it you don’t cook.” Shaking his head, I teased, “And don’t speak either.”

“Sorry, Mercy.” Doug’s voice was surprisingly deeper than you would expect by looking at him. He sounded like he could belt out some notes and get you swooning.

“Sit,” I said, taking over. “Tom’s not around?”

“No,” he said. “He took Brent hiking.”

I stopped what I was doing. “Hiking?”

“Yeah, the plan is to get Brent tired out and hopefully leave him on one side of the island far from us.”

“Oh. “Tom was trying to take Brent out of the equation as best he could. “So Tom’s not going to be there for you all.”

“Um, I think that Sara girl is going to get him just before moon rise, leaving Brent far from us.”

“Oh.” I grabbed ingredients. 

“You don’t like her,” he said slyly.

Facing away from him, reaching for a mixing bowl, I said, “What’s not to like?”

“Ah, maybe that she wants Luke.” That was obvious but I didn’t want to say it.

“Luke can make his own decisions about who he wants to be with. I don’t own him,” I said. 

I was reaching for a mixing cup on a high shelf which seemed an odd place for it, when a hand got it for me. I turned assuming it was my knight in shining armor but was dead wrong.

“You need this doll face,” Flynn said holding it a bit out of my reach.

We were so close and as much as it hurts me to say, his presence unnerved me. “Yes.” Without preamble, he handed it to me. “Thanks,” I muttered, turning away from him trying to keep my cool. 

“I should get you back for that little stunt you all pulled.” Flynn looked like he had ideas of how to do it when he spoke.

I stared at him for a second. My head still rang with the aftershocks of my drinking. “You know the lipstick.” I couldn’t help myself, I laughed. “Funny huh? We’ll get you back.” He looked at Doug, who nodded in agreement.

“We have pictures. So if you retaliate, they will end up on Facebook.”

Doug looked horrified, “You took pictures.”

Maggie walked in. “Of course we did, silly.”

Flynn looked disgusted as he headed out the back door over the bridge and out of sight. “Crap, I forgot my iPod.”  Maggie muttered, as she left the room. 

Once I assumed she was out of ear shot, I asked the one question I had. “How are you doing with all this?”  

Mixing ingredients, I didn’t see his reaction only heard it. His voice was very steady. “It’s crazy if you think about it. I’m not sure how much I believe… I mean you all aren’t human, yet I haven’t really seen you guys do anything not human.”

“Trust me, I totally get it,” I said. 

He didn’t respond, so I glanced over and saw his perplexed look. “I didn’t find out what I was until a couple of years ago and it was quite a shock to me too.”

“Oh,” he said. “I thought you knew all along like the rest.”

“Nope.”

Not much later Luke and Maggie found their way into the kitchen. We all ate pancakes and talked about what the night would bring. Flynn didn’t show up. We spent a leisurely day in the sun waiting for night.

An hour or so before sunset, I pulled my shorts and a tank top over my bikini when Luke huddled us together after Flynn’s reappearance.

“It’s time,” he said.

Maggie and Doug looked at each other. Maggie swallowed. I pulled her in a hug. “It’s going to be okay,” I murmured in her ear.

“Sure,” she said. They retrieved backpacks they had stashed outside. 

Luke walked over to me. “Flynn’s going to stay with you.” He looked at Flynn who stood shirtless in shorts. Then Flynn took one step and splashed in the pool. “I have my cell if you need me,” Luke said.  I’d overheard his conversation with Maggie where he told her that cell phones did, in fact, work on the island. I also just realized I hadn’t told him that I’d overhead the two of them.

He wrapped me in his arms and kissed me. “We’ll be back.”

And off they went. They didn’t take the car. The strategy was for them to be a bit tired as well. That made it easier to handle them if they went all werewolf, or so Tom said. I worried about Luke. He looked tired. He was taking care of all of us and it was a big job. I still had no idea what I’d done to him the other day when I’d lost myself to my demon. He refused to say and told me not to worry about it. But I did. What had that other side of me done? 

With Flynn on the other side of the pool, I decided to make my escape. We were so close to a beach, yet we spent most of our time at the house and pool. I sat watching and listening to the waves crash into the shore after I made it down the path. The sound was oddly soothing. I thought about all that had happened to me in the past several months and wondered if I’d do it all again if I could. Would I say no to Luke so he’d be protected and untainted? Flynn would still be in my life because of our parents but what would I have done about him?

The sun began to set in the horizon and I found myself lonely in the presence of such beauty. So I stood. When I turned, Flynn stood behind me. I clutched my shirt at heart level. “Jeez Flynn, you scared the shit out of me.”






  

Chapter Forty Three
 

 

For a second he just stood there, silent, sure that I was in danger.

“What are you doing down here by yourself?” he asked. There was a subtle difference in his voice that was just slightly off. His tone was darker, almost predatory in nature.

“I’m not a baby,” I said, deflecting. “I can take care of myself.”

“Really,” he said, eyes frosting over. I expected him to breathe out condensation with his chilly look.

“Maybe if you or Luke would teach me what I needed to know to protect myself I could be safe on my own.”

I had no time to react. I found myself flat on my back underneath him. “What the hell?” I cried not liking being pinned unable to move.

“You wanted a lesson,” he said, with no amusement in his voice.

An excuse was quick to leave my mouth. “You didn’t give me warning.”

“You think anyone out to hurt you will warn you first.”

Pursing my lips, I said nothing at first because it was true. “Well, get off me.”

Flynn on his best of days was nothing short of glorious. Even on days like this with dark circles under his eyes, he was easily the most beautiful guy I’d ever seen. “Lesson one, make me.”

Squirming made no difference. He had me trapped like a mouse. “You’re only stirring other things Mercy. Think. What should you do to get you out of this?”

I ceased all movement. I’d had a close enough encounter with Flynn unhinged not too long ago. It had been hot and scary all at once to be trapped with him in his car when he was on the edge. Luke was my future, not Flynn. I needed to proceed with caution because he could lose control at any time.

“Just kiss me and get it over with,” I said defeated.

A flicker of light passed in his eyes. A moment later, he dipped his head down. I dug my head back as far back in the packed sand as I could manage before snapping it back up and crashing our foreheads together. That did it. I was free. I moved quickly to extricate myself from beneath him. He held his head and I wanted to do the same. It wasn’t like in the movies. My head rang with pain, but determination to get away had me on my feet and running for the path that led up to the house.

But without warning I went down. My pulse pounding in my ears, I hadn’t heard Flynn’s pursuit. I was face down eating sand with my hands trapped underneath me. “Good but not good enough.”

“Get off me,” I yelled.

“Your ass is a fine piece of art,” he said. “You wanted to learn. How would you get yourself out of this one?”

My head rang like the liberty bell but I tossed it back trying to connect with that pretty face of his. His head wasn’t there. In fact his lips ended up on my neck and I squirmed again. “Stop.”

“I told you that wasn’t the best idea,” he crooned in my ear. Ignoring him, I continued with my efforts. Finally, I got an arm free and jabbed back into him with an elbow. Rocking back, he lost hold by sheer momentum. I scrambled to my feet. 

Knowing that running wasn’t an option, I faced him with hands balled tight. “Very good, doll face.”

“I’m not your doll face anymore,” I said, trying to keep him off balance with my words. 

Facing off, his stance with legs spread shoulder width and one foot forward, suggested he was ready to leap at me any moment. “Oh you’re a doll alright. Flawless face, silky hair, amazing tits. You’re like brunette Barbie.”

“You’re no Ken,” I said.

“No, that’s Luke for you. But I’d make a great rock star doll. Can you image it with a mohawk and all? The kids would love it.”

“They don’t make X-rated dolls for kids.”

“So true,” he said. “They probably couldn’t make pants to fit my—”

“You are so hard to deal with,” I said.

“That’s what she said.”

Shaking my head, I saw an opening and kicked out. But he grabbed my leg. “Bad move. Never open with a kick. A true fighter will see that coming a mile away.”

Surprising us both, I sacrificed my foot and kicked out with my other leg going down in the process, but I was rewarded by connected with his thigh. He went backwards letting go of my foot. I got to my feet quickly. 

“Good,” he said. “What you need to remember is that in most situations you will be out classed.”

“That’s complimentary,” I said.

“It’s true. Most likely they will be better than you in some way. Faster, stronger, or better trained. What you have is the element of surprise. They will see you as a succubus, a piece of lovely ass. If it’s a girl, she will most likely be jealous. You have to use that to your advantage and strike only when there is a clear opening or your life is in immediate jeopardy.”

His speech was clear and I relaxed a bit. He hadn’t totally lost it yet. He gave out more pointers and taught me how to get out of holds if I found myself trapped. I was sweaty and panting when he finally said, “You should go get some rest. Maybe sit in the hot tub. It will relax your muscles so you won’t be stiff tomorrow.”

Back top side, I crossed one bridge and ended up lying back on the grassy island in the pool playground catching my breath. I hadn’t had a workout in a while. “Don’t forget the hot tub,” he said before heading over the second bridge and inside the house.

Lying there under the stars, I realized with awe that he’d managed to teach me and keep my mind off my friends. How was Maggie doing right about now? Closing my eyes for a second, I almost drifted off. But then, I remember Flynn’s words and got to my feet. I looked around into the darkened windows of the second level of the house and the ground level ones to see that Flynn wasn’t watching. I peeled off my tank and shorts. He’d seen me in the bikini from earlier, but it felt different now with us all alone. The thing covered less than my normal bra and boy shorts. 

Walking over the bridge I headed to the hot tub and sank in. I moaned with the pleasure of soothing my poor aching muscles. I rested my arms on the lip of the edge while the rest of my body was submerged.

So lost, I didn’t register Flynn’s presence until he was in the hot water next to me. “What are you doing?” I asked.

But it was too late, I saw the flicker of blue and he was there kissing me. “Flynn,” I said pulling away. 

“Tell me to stop and I will,” he whispered in my ear.

“Flynn,” I said with shallow breaths as he kissed his way down my neck.  It felt like he was fate and I was destiny. I swear the temperature of the hot tub was at nuclear levels. My body was a bomb and it was about to go off.

When his fingers released the knot at the back of my bikini, I had a moment, just a second before things went from explainable to the unexplainable. The strings at my hips fell away and I was left exposed. My brain just wasn’t working. And before I knew it, Flynn and I were joined as one. The gasp that escaped me was the only other sound to pierce the darkness. 

In that moment, a tear escaped my eye because I’d just crossed a line I could never cross back. “It was meant to be,” he said at some point. It hadn’t hurt as much as I thought it would. In fact, I barely registered pain. And I couldn’t deny the heat between us. But somewhere in my blackened heart, it fissured at the loss of my one true love. He would never forgive this betrayal.

Then it was just over. I opened my eyes and found myself lying on the grass. Fingers were entwined with mine. With more inspection I found myself fully dressed. Yanking my hand away, I sat up. “What was that?”

Flynn sat up leaning back on his arms while I wrapped my arms around my knees. “Don’t worry, nothing happened for real at least.”

Outraged, I got on my knees and leaned over and slapped him. “You dreamwalked me?” He didn’t apologize for what he done. “Hedonistic Licentious Fucktard,” I added.

“Maybe.” Clenching his jaw, he added, “I deserve that, but you didn’t exactly stop me. I gave you an out.”

Viscously, I hauled out to slap him again, but he snagged my hand out of the air. “I had my reasons.”

“What backward reasons could you possibly have to do that to me?” I demanded hearing a tremor in my voice. I wanted to cry. Happy tears or sad I wasn’t sure at the moment. At least I hadn’t completely betrayed Luke. Or had I?

Peeling off his shirt, I narrowed my eyes. “See,” he said pointing to the place where the axe had impaled him. There wasn’t a scar.

“Oh,” I said. A mark had been there even though we weren’t supposed to be able to scar, only to heal. But Flynn hadn’t. “So tell me the truth right now. What the hell has been going on with you? And why are you just healing now?”

On a heavy extended breath, he said, “It started a while ago.” I didn’t speak and he didn’t look like he wanted to tell me this. “You probably already know that full demons of our breed mate with humans to produce offspring. Those offspring are us, Cambions. But we, Cambions can only have children with another kind.” For a long second his eyes stayed on mine. I was about to asked him what when he continued. “And why would two Cambions want to be together if they have to cheat on each other to feed on humans in order to survive?”

Okay, I’d often wondered this. That had been one of my main arguments about not getting involved him if I hadn’t already chosen Luke. He continued, “If two of us fall in love and are destined to be together… don’t look at me like that. It’s not that soul mate thing you girls talk about. Just two people who don’t just like each other, but love… you know.” He waved his hands like he couldn’t explain anymore. “They will create a permanent bond that will allow them to survive off each other and not humans.”

 “My mom and your dad?” I asked the first question that leaped into my mind. 

“No, my mom and dad were bonded. And it’s a onetime deal. So our parents don’t have that bond.” I gestured for him to move on. I really didn’t want to know about my mom’s sex life.

“So what does that have to do with you?” Because I still didn’t get it.

“Us,” he said deadpan. 

My brow arched at his words. “Us… I don’t love you.”

He just looked at me. “Mercy, I know you don’t want to say it. But this isn’t a one way street. You love me on some level or this wouldn’t be happening. I’m not healing because no matter how many human girls I get with, they aren’t you.”

“This isn’t true,” I challenged getting to my feet.

“Your mom and my dad know what’s going on.”

That stopped me. “But you said you lied when you told me that you loved me.”

“What the hell else am I supposed to say to my best friend’s girlfriend?”

That gave me pause. “So how do we stop it?” There was no need to argue the semantics of this. He no longer had any shadows under his eyes. So clearly dream walking with me worked when it hadn’t with anyone else.

“I tried. I needed to be away from you. I left to go that demon school and there you were coming after me. I tried to stay and you and Sebastian forced me to come back. You even came for me before you went for Luke. So tell me you don’t love me.”

I turned away. I couldn’t love Flynn. I wouldn’t be with Flynn. “So instead of telling me what was going on, you just dreamwalked your way into my pants.”

“I was dying Mercy. I tried very hard to stay away from you. But instinct took over even when I forced myself away.”

“I can’t do this with you, Flynn. I love him.”

“Don’t you think I know that? You’ve told and showed me just how much,” he said bitterly. 

“So we need to be apart. We will find away to not see each other.”

“I’ve been trying with everything I have to stay away from you.” 

“Like I said, how do we stop this?” I asked, knowing there had to be an out.

“As long as we don’t have sex—” he began. I whirled around. “I mean the real deal, not dreamwalking.”

“And,” I prodded.

“And, if we don’t it isn’t a done deal until then.” His eyes swept over me and I shivered. 

“Don’t get any ideas,” I said.

“Ideas, I have a lot of ideas because I can’t be sure. What I saw in there is how you see yourself.” I wanted to slap him again, but voices came from behind us.

Turning, we watched Luke and Maggie walk through the door of the house. I stood. Upon seeing me, Maggie ran over the bridge and ended in my arms. “I’m human,” she said, her words choking on her relief. 

 Congratulations didn’t seem appropriate, so I said, “I’m so happy for you.” Getting a mouthful of red hair, I pushed it away from my mouth though she still squeezed the life out of me. “Maggs, I can’t breathe.”

Releasing me, she smiled  before turning on Flynn and hugging him. Taken aback by Maggie’s emotion, Flynn was distracted. I turned to see Luke standing so close. I hugged him, needing to be close. I felt my heart breaking. I had to tell Luke about what happened. I just didn’t think that telling him while stuck on this island was a good idea. I would tell him when we got back home.

“Are you okay?” Luke asked, always worried about everyone else except himself. 

Squeezing him tighter and enjoying his clean scent, I said, “Now that you’re here.”




  

Chapter Forty Four
 

 

Howls broke through the night. All four of us looked at each other before racing over to the cliff that overlooked the beach. Skidding to a stop at the edge of the drop, I watched in horror as two beasts on four legs came at each other in rage.

They looked more or less like wolves, a little bigger maybe, but it’s not like I encountered wolves on a daily basis, I wasn’t totally sure. One thing I knew was that it must be Brent and … “Doug?” I asked to no one in particular.

“He changed,” Maggie said solemnly. A quick glance at her said it all. She was completely heart broken.

“They look like they are going to kill each other,” I said.  Luke and Flynn got to their feet. “No, you can’t go down there.”

“I can’t let them hurt each other either,” Luke said.

I looked at Flynn but spoke to Luke, who stood behind me, I said, “You can’t save everyone.”

Flynn looked away from me. Just as they were about to make their way to the trail that led to the beach below, Sara and Tom appeared in the middle of the two weres who were circling each other.

 Tom took control as Sara disappeared. It was a mesmerizing thing to watch. He spoke but we couldn’t hear what he was saying.

“What’s up guys?” Sara said giving everyone a little jolt with her appearance. Flynn came over and wrapped an arm around her. 

“Do you know what’s going on?” Maggie asked her.

“We’ve been tracking them and I guess they finally found you.”

Maggie looked surprised to hear this. Sara continued, “It’s an alpha male thing. They want to claim their prize.” She winked. Maggie looked disgusted.

“Well, I’m going down there to stop this bull crap,” Maggie said with finality. Her posture was stiff and ramrod straight, a solid wall of determination. Funny thing was when I looked down, Tom was looking up at us as if he heard that. And he shook his head. Maggie saw it too. Then his lips moved but he was too far away to hear him.

“He says for you not to come down there.” We all looked at Luke who walked back over to us. He’d heard. “He says he has it under control.”

“Hmm, Angel Boy, what talent you have,” Sara said.

Rolling my eyes, I tried very hard to ignore the fact that she was flirting with my boyfriend in front of me. Who was I to cast stones this night? I had a lot to answer for myself.

“As if I would choose the victor just because,” Maggie said while wiggling her hands in the air obviously aggravated by the situation.

The two wolves paused and looked up before growling at each other again. Obviously their hearing was just as good as Tom’s. Tom spoke. Luke relayed the message. “He said for someone to get Maggie to leave because this fight has to happen. He said he will make sure they don’t kill each other.”

Flynn took Maggie by the arm. “Let’s go sweetheart.”

Her face first looked furious. Then she looked back down to see Tom moving from between the two, and her wrath morphed into fear. “Okay, take me away,” she said.

After they left, Sara, Luke and I remained to watch. It was pretty obvious who Brent was. He was the larger of the two brown wolves snapping fangs at each other. I closed my eyes for a second knowing how this would all end. 

“This is pretty fascinating stuff. Don’t you think?” Sara said out loud.

“Not really,” I said moving closer to Luke who took me into his embrace. I closed my eyes, not wanting to see the violence. I heard the growls, the yelps, and the snaps. I buried my face in Luke’s chest. After a long while everything went silent. I opened my eyes to see bundles of fur with one mouth around what appeared to be the other’s throat. With them tangled so, it was hard to tell the victor.

“I don’t believe it,” Sara said and looked rather pleased.

“What?” I asked, giving into her need for attention.

“The little one won.”

Luke took control after that. Commanding as if he was born to, he sent Sara to get robes because apparently Tom was going to force them to change. This was some feat. The beasts within them would be moon called and unable to change themselves until dawn. For Tom to do it, he must be able to wield great power. To me, he asked if I would go take care of Maggie and send Flynn to help him in case Tom needed help getting the two guys in line. 

So I headed into the house. Not seeing or hearing anyone downstairs, I went upstairs and found Flynn closing Maggie’s door to her solitary room. “There you are. Luke needs you downstairs.”

“What did you tell him?” he asked getting in my face. I felt small next to him 

“No, I’m not crazy. He would kill you.”

“You think that doll face. Golden boy has his light, but who do you think is the better fighter? And Luke would never kill me no matter how much I deserve it.” His glacier eyes held mine steady. “But what about you? Would you kill me by doing nothing to save me?”

“You know that’s not true,” I said defiantly. 

“Yeah, that’s right. I remember now. When you thought I was dying and I told you how I felt, you kissed me.”

“I did not,” I spat. Cocking a brow he stared at me. “I was just trying to give you my life force, my power. I wasn’t kissing you.”

“That wasn’t how it felt when you gave yourself to me tonight and you thought it was real.”

“I don’t have time for this. There is nothing between us. Never was, never will be.”

Striding away, I headed into Maggie’s room and closed the door behind me. I shook with unleashed fury. Then I composed myself and went to Maggie who lay still, eyes open staring at the ceiling. We both were dealing with our demons tonight. So I just lay there with her until a knock came at our door. 

Thinking it was Luke, I called out “Come in.” But it was Doug who opened the door, in human form, though he looked different. 

“Mag pie,” he said. Maggie sat up. “I won,” he said triumphantly.  Maggie gasped. Of course, I’d been caught up in my own head. I hadn’t told her. “Now we can be together.”

Shutting her mouth, Maggie looked at him and his posture. Something was off. Doug didn’t look much like himself in that moment. Then it hit me. 

“So what will it be,” he declared haughtily. 

“I can’t choose you,” Maggie said. “I still love him.”

Doug’s expression darkened. “Fine, whatever. There are other fish in the sea.” And with that, he left closing the door firmly behind him.

“I love Brent,” Maggie reiterated absently. 

“I know Maggs,” I said. “But Doug isn’t himself. You remember how Brent was in the early days. He will come back to himself.”

“I don’t care. Maybe it took this, that Doug seems okay being what he is to free me from my guilt.” Getting to her feet, she added, “I have to go to him.”

I stood and reached for her. “Be careful.”

She ran down the hall and stopped at the landing. I followed her out of curiosity. “Let’s go party,” Doug said. Tom was there, so were Sara and Flynn.

“Sounds like a plan my man,” Flynn said, knocking fist with Doug. 

Luke stood amongst them and held up the keys. Flynn snatched them and out the door they went without a backwards glance. 






  

Chapter Forty Five
 

 

When the door shut with finality, it didn’t bring silence. Maggie had shot off as if her on life depended on it. I hadn’t expected such a response from her. She seemed so determined to punish Brent by shutting him out before, yet, there she went. We didn’t even know if he was here. He hadn’t gone out with the rest, but maybe he was licking his wounds somewhere else.

My eyes drifted back to Luke. Our gaze locked like magnets. When he rose off the floor and drifted up slowly and fluidly to land by my side, my heart rose with all my emotions. “Alone,” he said, and his eyes flicked to the hall where our rooms were. I gave him my hand and followed him with steady feet. 

In his room, the door closed with my back pressed it to it. The pressure of his lips took me to another universe. Was this really it? He’d been so adamant about not going all the way. His thumbs hooked in my waist band, sliding around to the small of my back. He tugged me close and the rest of his fingers splayed on my bottom firmly.

There was no mistaking his intentions. I could feel them. “Wait,” I said a little breathlessly. Following my wishes, he bit his bottom lip and let me go. Taking a step back, we stood there panting. He looked down at the ground before pushing blonde curls from his forehead holding them away while he turned. 

“I thought this is what you wanted.” His voice was controlled but I sensed there was a bit of anger, no maybe disappointment underneath the calm tones. This wasn’t my Luke. He never would pressure me to do anything, which made it important that we stop. The last thing I wanted was have my first time be with anybody but our true selves, not my beast or his. Add to that, I’d dreamwalked with his best friend. He would hate me when he found out if after that, I’d done the deed with him.

“I’m sorry,” I said. I reached for the door turning away from him. This whole situation was just so messed up. 

A palm over my head pushed the door back closed. “Don’t go. We don’t have to do anything. Just stay with me.” He held my chin then caress my cheek. “God, you have to know how much I love you.”

“I love you too.”

~~

Later, I woke with a start. Luke was still sleeping. When I heard the noise again, I crawled out of bed and out of Luke’s arms. I crept to the door, opening it a crack to peek out. Nothing. I stepped in the hall and heard faint murmurs. Quietly, I walked to the landing. Barely, I was able to make out Sara and Flynn standing just below me. 

I saw one of her hands cup his cheek. “Drunk again,” she said. “Is she really worth it?”

“Yes,” he said, sounding very zombie like.

“I guess you got your fill tonight. I saw you with several girls.”

“Yes,” he said, without any emotion. 

What the hell was going on? “You feel up to taking care of me tonight.”

“Yes,” he answered.

“Good boy,” she said patting his cheek. “Let’s go upstairs.”

Moving like the wind on my tiptoes, I took time to open Luke’s door as quietly as possible, closing it with the same amount of care not to make noise. Trying to measure my breath, I listened at the door. Finally, I heard their steps go past. Sucking in a deep breath, I wondered what the hell that was all about. It didn’t sound good. At the same time, she hadn’t really said anything bad. 

I crawled back into bed with Luke. I shivered under the cold sheets and snuggled up against his warmth. Even in sleep, he drew me near and lulled me back into slumber.

When I woke, Luke was sitting up on the opposite side of the bed with his head in his hands. I watched for a moment, before I said, “Morning.”

He looked back and gave me a weary smile. I pushed to a sitting positing. I told him about what I saw last night even though I didn't want to burden him. 

“It sounded like he was drunk,” he said in response to the tale I shared with him. “Look don’t worry. Flynn can take care of himself. I’m headed to the shower if you want to join me,” he said, with a wink.

I watched him walk into the bathroom and close the door. I headed to my room to get ready. I languidly took my time, enjoying the last of the days before we headed back home. It was kind of peaceful. No one had yet tried to kill me.

Funny enough, it was us girls who were last to make it to the kitchen. The guys all got quiet when we walked in. With six chairs, Sara took the last one. Luke took my hand pulling me onto his lap. Apparently Tom had made breakfast and they saved us some. The guys just watched us. 

“What’s up with you guys?” Sara asked, pouring a mug of coffee. Taking the sugar, she added some while stirring. 

“Yeah, you all are a bit too quiet,” Maggie said, sitting in Brent’s lap. I noticed he looked extremely happy, yet Maggie looked a bit sleepy if you asked me. I glanced over at Doug who didn’t seem a bit bothered by Maggie’s choice.

“Nothing,” Flynn said, leaning back in his chair and folding his arms behind his head. His chair leaned back on two legs and he was balanced only by his arms on the window behind him. “You girls go ahead and dig in. It’s not like we didn’t do all the work.”

Disarmed I said, “I’ve cooked most of the food for all of you. So thanks for breakfast.”

Flynn looked at Luke over my shoulder and said, “Don’t thank me.” Then he looked over at Tom. 

I put some eggs and a piece of toast on my plate and poured some juice that was in a carafe on the table. Maggie and Sara also got plates. Maggie poured coffee. I was chewing my food while Maggie and Sara were digging in too before it hit me. Some sort of hot pepper had been cooked with the eggs and my mouth went from a slow burn to a five alarm fire in seconds. I stood fanning my mouth like that would help. The boys started to laugh. I couldn’t see Luke but if he was laughing he’d have hell to pay. Maggie and Sara were equally alarmed. Maggie’s face was turning red and sweat formed on her brow. Of course we grabbed our drinks and drank deep. Mistake number two. My orange juice was spiked with vinegar and I would find out later that the “sugar” for the coffee was really salt.

The three of us spit out food and drink all over the table. Guys weren’t grossed out easily and were on the floor dying with laugher. I turned to see Luke trying his best not to laugh. But I had more important things to do. I headed to get us bottles of water where we rinsed our mouths and spit in the sink, leaving the mess.

By the time the laughter died, we stood glaring at them. Tom shrugged. Luke said, “I was sworn to secrecy. But you guys did punk us.”

“Punk,” I said. “Facebook.” Maggie and Sara nodded, neither pleased.

“You wouldn’t?” Brent said.

“Of course she would,” Sara said. “Hoes before assholes.”

Although I didn’t like her terms, I agreed with her. “Come on ladies.” Sara had a plan and half an hour later, we came down the stairs dressed to kill. Well, dressed isn’t the word. We all put on our best bikini. In the foyer, we were headed out the door with the keys in my hand, when the boys joined us.

“Where are you going?” Luke asked. One by one, we turned. I was a little more shy about this, but wanted to get Luke back. And one by one, the boys’ jaws dropped. We looked good. Even I could admit that. 

“Breakfast,” Sara said, snidely.

Brent said, “Dressed like that?”

“What’s the problem?” Maggie said. “This is an island. The restaurant is on the beach. And if you wanted us to stay, I guess you wouldn’t have given us that food.”

“But,” Brent said. Luke’s eyes narrowed on me. He wasn’t pleased. 

Flynn smirked. “Damn, I guess that didn’t go as planned. But thanks for the view. I give it a ten, a seven and an eight.”

I looked at my cohorts. “Who is what?”

“That’s for me to know,” Flynn said with a wink.

Then the boys started calling out numbers. I knew what they were trying to do. They were messing with our egos. “Let’s go,” Sara said. Agreeing, we left. 

Down at the beach, while eating breakfast, we got enough compliments to stop the lingering doubt about how we looked. “Boys are so immature,” Maggie said.

And that’s how we spent the day. We stayed to get some sun and let the boys stew a bit longer. It was dusk when we decided to leave after eating a very late lunch or early dinner whatever you want to call it.

When we walked in, the boys were nowhere to be found.  Maggie set out to find Brent and I headed upstairs to find Luke while Sara claimed she was leaving for a while. We took that to mean she was popping off the island. 






  

Chapter Forty Six
 

 

 

Maggie came into the room later unable to find Brent. I hadn’t found Luke either. There was nothing we could do but wait because none of them had answered their phones. She told me some of the details of her reunion with Brent. It consisted mostly of talking but course they’d made out a lot. She said they didn’t go all the way, but I had a feeling it wouldn’t be long.

In the back of my mind, I wondered where the boys went. They weren’t in the house or out back. Still, talking to Maggie felt like old times. I didn’t tell her about dreamwalking with Flynn. I loved her and she claimed to understand my split feelings as she had her own. But she was back in Brent’s corner and I didn’t think she’d get it. I had enough guilt on my own without her adding to it. I did however tell her that I was still in the land of the Vs.

With so much sun and now resting on the bed, I fell asleep along the way. What I didn’t expect was to wake with Flynn looming over me.

Kicking my legs back, I scooted myself to a sitting position in bed. “What are you doing here?” I protested.

The expression on his face changed to incredulity. “Me? I could ask you the same. Why are you in my bed?”

His words awakened me to my surroundings. Like little red riding hood, I realized with horror I was indeed in Flynn’s bed. Not on the island, but back home.

My mouth fell open to sputter for words. “So I say again, why are you in my bed?” Flynn asked.

Some boys would be happy with a girl in their room. Some boys like Flynn. But there was no happiness anywhere in his face. Pushing my legs over the side of the bed, I scrambled to my feet and stormed for the door. I had no memory of coming home but I needed out of there. My mind was focused on my anger, so when I opened his door to nothingness and blinked, it still didn’t dawn on me where I was.

It took a second or two before our hallway materialized in front of us. “You don’t get it do you?” His tone mocked me.

Pissed off at his continual hot and cold treatment me of me, I turned and folded my arms preparing my arsenal of SAT vocabulary for some much needed use.

Concrete filled his expression as he looked down on me from such a distance. “You’re dreaming doll face. And you’ve brought me along.”

The words I’d pushed into my cannon for a mouth fizzled away. Other words spurted out.  “Me,” I said pointing at myself. “I’m not the incubus here. Dreamwalking is your territory. So I should ask you why you brought me here in your bed. But of course I know don’t I.” He seemed to cool off a bit, yet I wasn’t done. “If you think I’m going to have sex with you again, think again.”

His face hardened and his eyes darkened like hell had frozen over. “I didn’t bring you here and you participated as much as I did the other night. And what does Golden Boy think about that? Should I prepare myself for his fury?”

Turning away and finding the ground with my eyes, I tapped my foot a second while an open door of space or my imagination filled my back. “I didn’t tell him.”

His chuckle was anything but humorous. “And tell me doll face, why not?”

Narrowing my eyes, I focused on his face forgetting the floor. “Because he deserves so much better than you and me,” I nearly yelled the words. No one would hear me.

In a blink of an eye, he was in front of me, tilting my chin up with his hand. His touch was like kyrpotonite, tearing all my walls down. I needed to be free of him and the spell he had over me. “You’re right about that. Now tell me why you brought me here.”

As if snapping his finger, again his suggestion that I was responsible for this predicament broke through the haze he created in me when I was in his presence. Pushing away from him, I walked back into his room. There was nowhere to run really and maybe we needed to have this talk once and for all. “Again, you act innocent yet we both know incubi are the only ones able to dreamwalk, not succubi.”

Pointing at me, he said, “But you are no ordinary succubus, are you? You can do things none of us can.” That stopped me. He challenged, “You don’t even need to feed like the rest of us. You can absorb power and hell only knows what else.” Making it over to his dream sofa in his dream room, I stood behind it as he walked over. In front of me again, he said, “Only you could date an angel and get away with it.”

“Jealous,” I snarled, not having anything to dispute his words.

“Yes,” he said with no hesitation.

“Really,” I said, my voice filled with menace. “Is that why you continue to try and break us up? I bet you use your compulsion on me to get me to feel the things I do about you.”

“So you admit you have feelings for me now?” he questioned.

“Only of your design,” I said tightly.

His fingertips were on my arm, creating a trail blaze of fire. They coursed up my neck to cup my cheek. It was far too close for comfort. “If your mother only taught you, it would be drilled into your head that we can only make others act, forget, or remember. We cannot create feelings or anything to do with emotions. The things you feel can only be blamed on you.”

Turning away from his touch like I’d been slapped, I tried to move away. His other hand came up capturing my face and I was trapped and forced to look into his eyes. There I found the deep shadows were back. His gorgeousness was marred with the ugly marks of fatigue. “Why do you look like you haven’t fed for weeks?” I asked. His hands fell away. “Who were you with tonight?” I continued because he hadn’t said a thing. “I bet you were with her,” I accused. The blonde. “And I bet she’s doing this to you.”

“You sound like a jealous girlfriend,” he mocked.

“You wish,” I said finally pushing away from him, unable to meet his eyes. 

Stopping me with a hand on my arm and spinning me to face him. “You want to know who’s doing this to me?” he asked pointing to his face. I nodded. Answering me, he pointed at my chest with firm but gentle pressure on my skin. I got the feeling he didn’t even realize where his finger landed. “You. You are doing this to me.”

Chin up, I breathed in fire. This was so not me doing this. Flynn said, “Luke doesn’t deserve us and I’m beginning to think we don’t deserve each other.” 

“I never wanted you,” I spit out, wondering why we were so connected and not for the first time. We weren’t compatible.

“Yeah, well, tell that to the bond that’s formed between us. Here I thought when I met ‘the’ Cambion girl, my life would change for the better. But it’s only turned into a nightmare.”

“I didn’t ask for this,” I said venomously.

“Then just let me out of this dreamscape.”

“I didn’t put us here,” I said, shoving him. My anger had grown violent. Of course, he didn’t budge. He was like stone. Then something flared in his eyes. Blue flame.

“Need a reason to leave this place,” he said, a moment later he was in my face again. With his hand against the base of my skull, he pulled my head back and leaned down. 

“Stop,” I protested, but his mouth descended on mine.






  

Chapter Forty Seven
 

 

 

Sputtering, I came awake kicking out. 

Luke reached out. “It was only a dream.”

If only he knew. My shame had me pulling from his embrace to sit with my legs dangling over the side of the bed. I faced away from him.

The rustle of fabric said he was moving behind me. The heat of his loving arms around me made me feel worse and colder inside despite it. “Do you want to tell me about it?”

Yes, I said in my head.  “No,” came out of my mouth. He would hate me. And I already hated myself. 

“Okay,” he said. “It’s still late. You should try and sleep.”

Gently he tried to lean me back. I shrugged him off, got to my feet and turned to face him. I saw that my actions had turned his kindness to embers of fire. His flame was so different than Flynn’s. It was like hell fire. Which only reminded me that I’d put it there. I’d tarnished his existence.

“What’s wrong?” he asked like he was reigning in his anger.

“Nothing,” I answered way too quickly. “I’m just a little freaked out.” And I was. 

“Are you sure?” he asked knowingly. I’d flinched from his touch and he’d felt it, I was sure. How to explain? It’s not you, it’s me. That was lame and even I knew it. It felt wrong to be with him until I was honest about what I’d done. He was better than me, better than all of us.

He got up. He was shirtless with just long shorts to cover him. His lean muscled frame was superb. Flynn maybe the most beautiful guy I’d ever seen, but Luke was also spectacular.

“Do you want me to leave?” he asked, standing inches from me.

Shaking my head, I couldn’t speak the words. He stepped over to me and put his hand up to cup my cheek. The movement reminded me of Flynn and I closed my eyes tightly and turned my head. When his touch never came, I opened my eyes to see he had silently moved back a step.

His hands were in fists at his sides. His eyes were half lidded but not in a good way. If it were possible, steam would be coming out of his ears. Not speaking, he turned and walked out of my room. I could have cried out. I could have stopped him. Instead, I just watched him walk away.

I crumbled at the sound of my door closing. He didn’t slam it. And that only hurt worse. I slid my way down to the floor in disgrace. My pain engulfed me in heartbreak. It felt like the beginning to the end. And I didn’t know if I would survive.

Tears fell like claw marks down my cheek. Their warmth was my only reminder that I was crying; my sobs were silent. They rocked through my body like aftershocks. The earthquake already brought me to my knees. I should get up and go to him and beg forgiveness. But was that right of me. Did I have any right to him?  

Finally, I got to my feet realizing what I was giving up. I loved him. He loved me. I padded over to the door and got it opened a crack when I heard two people speaking in the hallway. The murmurs were intelligible. But I did make out the tones of their voices. The first was Blondie herself. The second…was Luke.

Freezing, I held the door at a crack unwilling to barge through like the jealous girlfriend I’d become. Then, I watched in horror as they passed my door headed somewhere… together. Trust, I told myself. But then again, I’d just given Luke every indication that I didn’t want him. Had I broken up with him without saying the words? I wasn’t sure. This was my first real boyfriend. Paul and I hadn’t really been officially boyfriend and girlfriend. And we hadn’t broken up after I’d nearly killed him. It had just been understood. Is that what happened now? Did he understand that I’d broken up with him? Not that I had. But my actions did speak louder than words.

Confused as what to do next I stood frozen at the door. Part of me wanted to follow. And the other part of me was afraid to. I didn’t want to know if they ended up hooking up. In the end, I thought it was better not to know. I closed the door and fell back on my bed. My tears were my only company. My eyes eventually drifted shut. And in them, I found the peace I needed. 

Waking again, I knew instantly I was in a dreamscape. It wasn’t the same as before. I turned around doing a three sixty to see I was standing atop a mountain. Sunshine filled my vision. Green was everywhere with blue circling it. When my revolution stopped I stood where I’d begun. He stood watching me.

“Grandfather,” I said.

Quirking a brow, he watched me. I hadn’t caused this dreamscape.

“I brought you,” he said as if he plucked the thought from my mind. “I did. It seems Julie has kept you in the dark about a great many things. We incubi can hear all your thoughts in dreams.”

My chest constricted. “Yes, your Flynn would know all your thoughts. Even the ones you keep hidden from yourself.”

It was balmy in my dream. I couldn’t, however, stop the chill that came over me. I wrapped myself in my arms. “I’d be happy to school you in everything you need to know.”

Answers. My heart leaped at the idea. “You’d help me.”

A sardonic grin spread over his handsome face. “Why yes, my dear. You deserve the truth.” Wasn’t that a true statement? “But of course, there would be a price.”

That stopped my happiness. “You would charge me?” 

“Nothing in life is free,” he said, answering my unspoken question.

It didn’t seem to matter that I knew he could hear my thoughts. I couldn’t stop them from coming. “Why my little dove, you forget I’m not human. I don’t possess the emotions you think I should have. You are of my lineage, which garners you a far less price than I would charge others for the answers you seek.”

Sebastian. Was he this cold? “Ah, yes, the Prince. A deceiver if ever there was one.”

I didn’t believe him. Sebastian had saved me and given me advice more than any other person, if I was honest with myself. “Ask yourself,” my grandfather said. “What is his end game? Does he not seek something from you as well? He just chooses to pay you in advance.”

I didn’t want to play his game any longer. “What do you want from me?” I nearly yelled. I wanted to scream out of frustration. I was tired of being manipulated, lied to, and dragged into things that weren’t my making. I didn’t ask for this life.

“Mercy,” a voice came. “Mercy.”

Opening my eyes, I saw Maggie crouched over me. “What?”

“You were screaming,” she said with concern. “Luke heard you and sent me to check on you.”






  

Chapter Forty Eight
 

 

Maggie told with me that she’d woken up and gone downstairs. She, Brent, Luke, Sara and Tom were all hanging outside. They’d started a fire in the pit and were drinking. 

I on the other hand couldn’t explain to her why I’d been screaming without dumping on her. She was so happy. This was vacation. I did tell her a little bit about the misunderstanding I had with Luke.

“Don’t worry Eme,” she said. “There was absolutely nothing going on between them.” When I just gave her the yeah right look, she added, “She was flirting hard. But he didn’t respond to it. He looked more sad than anything. He tried to hide it, but I saw.”

“I just don’t know what to do,” I said.

Pursing her lips, she paused before she said, “Go apologize.”

It was so simple, I stood and headed for the door. Brent stood right outside of it waiting for Maggie. “Hey, you alright?” he asked.

I nodded and headed for the stairs. When I walked into the kitchen as far as the island, I stood stock still. There in the glass, illuminated by the firelight, I saw them. His back was to the glass sitting in the patio sofa that leaned up against it. Even in the dark it was clear by his signature blonde hair that it was Luke. On her hands and knees to the side of him, Sara’s mouth was pressed to his ear. No one else was around. Was she whispering to him? If so, why? No one was around to hear them. So what was she doing? And why hadn’t he stopped her?

She must have sensed my presence because she turned to look at me with a huge grin before combing her fingers through his hair. He turned and spotted me before I made my way for the stairs. The implication of they might be doing was enough for me to need space. Something I couldn’t seem to find where I stood. Somehow I thought I might be able to breathe upstairs in my room.

I didn’t make it far before he got to me. Sara brushed by giving me a smile again as she headed in the direction I’d been going. “I’ll leave you two love birds alone,” she said. I didn’t hear any sincerity in her words.

“It isn’t what you think,” were the first words out of his mouth.

“How do you know what I thought?” I said, buying for time. I trusted him. At least I thought I did.

“I see it in your eyes,” he said. And I saw the churning ocean in his. “Just like I saw it earlier. What is it Mercy? Do you want me or do you not want me to be with anyone else?”

“What?” I asked, finding I was angry under all the hurt feeling.

“You pushed me away tonight. And before that, you left looking like you hoped to find someone else.”

Closing my lips, what was I to say? Not speaking turned out to be the wrong answer. He stepped back again and I saw him detach away from me again. If I didn’t say anything, I knew it would be over. “I’m only looking for you,” I pleaded. 

There was a long pause. His fist connected with the counter with a loud twack before he was kissing me. That hand that had most likely cracked granite from the sound it had just made.  Hands tangled in my hair to draw me closer. His kiss was frantic and nothing like the gentleness I was used to. His free arm lifted me off my feet and we were on the move. My mind going a million different places found it hard to keep up with the pace of his kissing and trying to decide how to handle the new Luke. His dark side was in control.

The mild air was so different from the air conditioned air inside. I didn’t have time to process just where we were headed before my back was laid out on a cushion. When my legs stretched out to accommodate his weight, I knew we were on the sofa where he had just been with her. That snapped my senses into place.

When his mouth left mine, I took in a breath. “Luke wait,” I said.

In an instant, he was off me like a lightning streak and sat with his back against the sofa, scrubbing his face and pushing his curls from his forehead.

“Luke,” I pleaded.

“No, it’s okay,” he said. His voice however, betrayed him with its strain. “I shouldn’t be surprised,” he muttered.

“Surprised by what?” I asked. He didn’t answer. I moved to sit and I looked at his profile. “Surprised why?”

“That if I wanted to you’d say no.” His words were callous. I tried to remember that this wasn’t my Luke. He wouldn’t ever speak to me this way. 

“I’m going to try and get some sleep. Are you coming with me?” I asked. It was the best I could do. I let him know that I wanted him there. I didn’t want to fight. He was partially right. But only because when he wanted it he was never himself. 

“I think I’ll sit out here for a while,” he said. 

There was no way I could leave him. I plopped down on the ground next to him and draped myself on his chest. He didn’t push me away. Instead he wrapped an arm around me. I closed my eyes and prayed that somehow we could figure this all out.

When I woke again for what was the third time that night, I was in my bed alone. I remembered like a dream Luke carrying me upstairs and kissing my forehead. He’d said “I love you” and left. So sleepy, I hadn’t been able to protest his leaving. And now, I felt cold without him.

I went through the day like a zombie.  It was our last full day on the island. I cooked and we all laughed and hung out but something was missing. Luke had barely said a few words to me. He was there but not. He and the guys went down to the town that evening. He explained that he was taking Flynn for feeding. What could I say? I woke alone again. 

After breakfast I spent the morning packing. It wasn’t a traditional flight and I was sure we could delay it if we wanted to. Yet, it didn’t feel right to not be on time when this wasn’t something we’d paid for. Flynn’s dad was footing the bill. When I got downstairs, Tom took my bag. The boys were loading up the car. I went to the kitchen to fix lunch before we left.

Maggie was at the kitchen counter with Sara. They were laughing and looked up at my entrance. “Morning, Eme,” Maggie said.

Looking between them, I said, “Hey.” Then I got to work on making sandwiches. I didn’t feel like cleaning dishes. Sandwiches seemed like the easiest answer.

The kitchen filled with the boys once they were done. I had just finished pouring chips in a bowl. “Luke, you are only lucky son of a gun,” Doug said.

Everyone looked at him, but he stuffed some chips in his mouth. Then everyone looked back at me. I moved to put the chip bag in the trash. The silence was beyond awkward. “What’s lucky about being tied to one girl,” Flynn said. I wanted to kiss him for breaking the tension and slap him for his words all at the same.

“Speak for yourself,” Brent said wrapping an arm around Maggie.

I had a strong urge to leave the room. It took every ounce of my being not to.

Tom gave Flynn a high five. “I’m with you man. Girls are trouble.”

On their own accord, my eyes drifted to Luke’s. He was watching. I couldn’t tell what was on his mind.

“You two don’t know what you’re missing,” Maggie interjected.

Flynn ached a brow and quipped, “That’s what she said.” Shaking her head, everyone started laughing. 

Doug said, “Hey man, I like your shirt.” When Flynn stood, I got a good view of it. It was black with the word Parental in bold white lettering. Underneath that word in a white box read Advisory in bold black. And Underneath that was Explicit Content in bold white letters. 

My shook my head before my eyes fell back to my ultimate target. Luke looked at me. I felt the longing that shown in his eyes. How had this chasm formed between us?  






  

Chapter Forty Nine
 

 

The airplane ride from paradise was just as awkward as the kitchen scene. Luke and I didn’t sit together. I sat at the table with Maggie, Brent and Tom hoping Luke would sit next to me but he’d passed by me in favor of sitting somewhere behind me with Doug. Sara conveniently hadn’t been there that morning and hadn’t ridden in the plane with us. I hadn’t expected her to since she hadn’t flown with us there.

Maggie gave me looks, but didn’t say anything after I gave her a tiny head shake not willing to talk about it in front of Brent and Tom. After landing, two cars with drivers picked us up. Maggie and I said our goodbyes there. I rode with Luke, Doug, and Flynn. We dropped off Doug first and headed to Flynn’s. Luke’s car was parked there.

The way things stood between us I assumed when we got there, Luke would get in his car and leave. He surprised both Flynn and I. Luke got my bag before I could reach it. We traded looks, but still didn’t speak. Flynn shook his head and walked to the door. I followed, unsure what to do. Maybe we would talk about everything. We were home. It was time to be honest.

The door opened to a firestorm none of us were expecting. Angry voices filled the normally noiseless house. Leaving our bags, we followed the harsh words to the kitchen were my mom and Flynn’s dad were at a standoff. 

“We can talk about this later,” David said evenly.

Mom huffed. “No, I think we should talk about this now.”

“Julie,” David warned.

“She is my daughter. He is your son. You don’t see me telling you how I think you let him run wild and doing all the things he does,” she chided gesturing in Flynn’s direction. 

Flynn froze. I opened my mouth to defend Flynn on instinct. But David whom I’d never seen angry had finally reached a melting point. Daddy bear came out to protect his cub. “At least I’m honest with my son. Maybe if you’d been more honest with Mercy we wouldn’t be in this mess.”

“How dare you,” she said defensively. It was flimsy at best. Instead, she went for what she thought was a weaker target for her rage. “If you hadn’t come into my daughter’s life, none of this would have happened,” she yelled and pointed at Luke.

Now it was my turn to flip out. “This isn’t Luke’s fault,” I thundered.

Luke put a comforting hand on my shoulder and step up next to me. “Yeah?” she snorted. “If that’s so, why has Jonah threatened to take away his protection if you two continue to stay together?”

Silence descended like fog. It was so hard to see through. “My father wouldn’t,” Luke choked out.

“He would,” Mom roared. David looked away. Flynn looked dumbstruck. Whatever that meant, it wasn’t good. 

“I’ll take care of it,” Luke said, letting his hand sweep down my back.

David spoke up. “Luke, it’s fine. We’ll figure this out.”

“Mercy,” Mom hissed. My head snapped in her direction. “Go get your things.”

My jaw dropped. David spoke up. “Julie, don’t do this.”

“Why?” she asked. “You don’t respect how I raise my daughter. Everything went to hell when we moved here.” David’s jaw tightened. I could tell he wanted to say more but didn’t want to in front of us. “Go,” she directed at me.

Feeling like I had no choice, I turned and headed for my room. How easily my world turned to shit. Alone in my room on the verge of losing it, I threw things in a bag, not really caring what I brought. This wouldn’t last forever, I told myself.

With my bag stuffed with the essentials, I headed back to the foyer where my mom stood near the door. The boys were near the hallway separated by the center table. It was like slow motion as I made my way down the stairs. Reaching the final stair, I stopped to look at the guys. Flynn was looking anywhere but at me and my mom. David looked devastated. And Luke—well, his look was full of longing and despair. I wanted nothing more than to wrap him up in my arms and make this nightmare go away. But when I made a move in his direction, my mother called out. “Mercy, let’s go.”

With lead feet, I followed her instructions wondering all the while if things were really over between her and David. Would this be the last time I came to this house as an occupant? Would future visits be only as a guest? I hadn’t brought all my things hoping that this was only temporary. The door closing behind me sounded too final. 

Mom and I didn’t speak at all on the ride home. When she pulled up in a familiar drive, I made note that the for sale sign was gone from the lawn. Our house had been up on the market for months, but still, had Mom planned this?  Our furniture remained because the realtor told Mom that it helped potential buyers see how their own furniture might fit in the space. That seemed odd to me, but it really wasn’t any of my concern.

The house opened and I went in and had my foot on the stair when I heard raking sobs from my mother. Leaving my bag at the foot of the stairs, I followed her cries into the living room.

I sat down next to her. Startled, she looked at me like I was a stranger. “Mercy,” she whispered.

“Mom, what’s going on?” I asked, with a sympathetic hand on her shoulder.

“David,” she sobbed.

Confused, I studied her for a second. “But you left him,” I replied.

“Don’t you see Mercy, I had to. We brought all of this on them.”

Sitting back, I knew she was right. But only partly so; I was the poison. I was like rust eroding everyone’s life. “I should leave and you should stay, Mom.”

“Oh Mercy, David is right. I’ve kept you in the dark far too long. I never wanted this life for you. For anyone really. I’d never change the past, because I love you. I just didn’t know you could exist. Then again, I shouldn’t either,” she confessed.

She swept my hair from my shoulders. “I guess I should explain.”

There was no way I was breaking this spell. I remained mute hoping that all the truths that were trying to break free from everyone around me would finally see the light.

“When I was young, my father promised me to Belial.” I gasped. I knew he had been creepy with my mother. “You see, incubi can only father other incubi. You can see why having a succubus caused quite the stir. And I knew that I was the start of a prophecy. So having a child was out of the question for me. Little did I know I’d be the exception to the rules, much like you.”

So many questions filled my mind I didn’t know where to begin. She continued. “I refused to fill my father’s bargain and left before he could force me in that role.”

“So what stopped him?” I found myself asking.

“Jonah,” she breathed. And I got it even before she said the words. “I met him and he pledged his protection. As long as Jonah protects me…us, Belial can’t take me or you.”

“Me?” I blurted.

“Not all human laws apply but in this case, you are underage, therefore under my protection. Thus if Jonah protects me, he protects you.”

 Jonah was removing protection from her because of me. “And that’s not it. You have to know your father did the same to you. You’ve been pledged to Sebastian.” She studied my face. “You didn’t think we allowed him in our home because we had a choice. He has a claim to you I cannot undo.” 

“Don’t I have a say in this?” I insisted.

“As much as we live in the human world, the human laws don’t apply to us. He’s put himself at risk.”

“How so?” I replied quickly.

She looked around as if someone could be listening. She shook her head. “Let’s just say that Sebastian would be better off allowing you to die and be claimed by hell. Then your choice would be made for you.” She shook her head again as if to tell me not to ask any more questions about the subject. My mom would put herself at risk if she revealed too much to me. That I’d witnessed when Belial showed up at our home not long ago.

“Mercy, if you were any other girl, I couldn’t have been happier with Luke for a boyfriend for you. And if we were different, it would be a coup that you’d claimed an angel and marked him no less. But we aren’t. Succubi were meant to drain the very soul from males. Their role on this earth was to tempt the good and break their spirits. Even as Cambions our draining life force has far reaching effects. You saw how you affected Paul.” Paul had become obsessed with me. Kissing him once when he already had feelings for me had made him want to be with me so much more, he was willing to find a way to become supernatural for a chance at a life with me. He’d ended up in a coma under the spell of a demon. I hadn’t really spoken to him since Sebastian had the demon free him. 

I didn’t like the reminder. “And clearly you are the exception to all the rules. We shouldn’t be able to affect other supernaturals.”

“I can’t,” I spluttered.

A humorless laugh escaped her. “But you have. Think about what I’ve already said.” I did. Sebastian and Luke. I didn’t want to believe it. Sebastian should be happy if I were to die. He could claim me in hell. Luke possessed Angel blood and automatically shouldn’t be interested in me. “And then there is Flynn. I don’t want to sound creepy because I have no desires for the young man. But I have eyes. We are created to be very attractive to humans. I have to admit that Flynn is the most beautiful creature I’ve ever seen.”

Groaning, I rolled my eyes. That brought a real laugh from my mom. “That bothers you.”

“It’s just he knows it and it’s so annoying.”

Her next words stopped me. “Yet he pines for you. And you two are bonding.”

“You knew,” I blustered.

“We guessed.”

“But I don’t—” Her brows lifted. “I love him like a brother,” I implored. “He’s doing this to me somehow.”

“Mercy, Flynn may possess strength beyond the normal range, maybe even extra powers. He is certainly special. But he doesn’t have the power to create emotions. No demon does. It’s something called free will. And by denying him you put him at risk. If you don’t complete the bonding he’s at risk of starving to death.”

A horrified expression filled my face.

“Not that I want you to have sex, Mercy. But it’s time I stop treating you like a child and a human. You are neither. Your love for Luke will destroy them both.”

“But I love Luke so much,” I pleaded.

Giving me a tight smile, she said, “I know you do honey. But you love Flynn too. ” I turned away not wanting to hear this. “You’ve managed to do the impossible. You’ve turned the hearts of three supernaturals. There is no telling what else you can do.”

Not able to contain it any longer, I begged for the truth. “What am I?”

Sucking in a deep breath, resolve came over her. “There are many things I’m not allowed to tell you. But some things I think you figured out. When I became pregnant I feared the prophecy.” She searched my face. It held no astonishment. When Luke read that passage to me, I’d known if it were true, she’d know about. “A child was to be born soulless.” Again she paused as if waiting to see if she’s said something that surprised me. “That child would have been the gateway to allow demons passage back into this world. I couldn’t be sure if that was you, but I’d seen into the heart of your father at your conception. It was too late. I found myself praying.”

She stopped. It was as if she sensed my eagerness for her next words. “I can’t be sure, so this isn’t breaking any of the rules. I think you possess the power of heaven and hell. And both seek to use you as a weapon against the other.”

“That’s why Luke is watching over me?” I offered.

“I suspect,” she sighed.

“Does he know?” I inquired.

She shook her head. I breathed a sigh of relief. “Why Sebastian hasn’t pushed the issue of you being with him, I don’t know,” she added.

Things he’d said to me over time clued me in. “I think he’s giving me the choice.” Mom said nothing. She only looked at me. “It’s my choice isn’t it?”

She got to her feet. “I should go to bed.”

So that was it. All of this has something to do with my choice. “Mom,” I called out. She turned slowly as if she feared what I was going to say next. “Thanks.” 






  

Chapter Fifty
 

 

 

Being back at home was an odd feeling. My room felt both like familiar and strange. Based on everything Mom said, I didn’t think we were ever going back. And maybe it was for the best. Separation from Flynn could only help him.

It wasn’t long that the doorbell rang.  I opened the door and stopped dead in my tracks. “Paul,” I said.

Shuffling on his feet, he looked down before meeting my eye. Something in his expression said sorry, which only served to piss me off. My calm mood had morph to irrational in sixty seconds. How dare he come here now? Maybe it was insane, but so far today, it hadn’t been a good one. I nearly shut the door in his face. I know that sounds rude, but I couldn’t handle any more finger pointing today. “Mercy,” he called out putting his hand in the doorframe as if I wouldn’t shut it.

He bargained right. I stopped and opened the door again allowing my eyes narrowed. “I’m busy.” I wasn’t busy, but he’d ignored me all this time. Why was he here today?

“Please,” he said earnestly.

Pausing, I studied him. “Why?” It was one word but I was sure he could tell by the tone of my voice there was more meaning. Just in case he wasn’t sure I added, “Why should I?”

“I deserve that,” he responded quickly. 

“How did you know I was here?”

He sputtered. “I went over Flynn’s first.”

I nodded and just stared at him. “Can I bother you for a minute?” he asked.

 “Actually no. I’m not in the mood to be told just how all this is my fault right now.”

Determined to leave it at that with the final word, I made a move to close the door again. But his next words stopped me. “None of this is your fault,” he said. That was an attention grabber. “Please, can I come in for a second?”

Opening the door wider, I let him pass into the house and close the door. Leaning with my back on it, I didn’t offer him a seat. 

With downcast eyes, he stood for a second before continuing where he left off. “At least nothing with me. I’m sorry how I’ve treated you. You’re a good person. That’s why it hurts that you love him and not me. And why I did something stupid like try to put myself on equal footing with the rest. I should have just been your friend. I knew you cared about me and I took you for granted, thinking you’d always be there. You couldn’t date, I told myself. Then I acted like an ass when Luke stepped in and was with you.” He stopped and looked at his feet again. I was speechless. “Anyway, I see how happy you are with him. How happy he makes you. And he’s a good guy. As your former best friend, I approve. I’m not sure you’ll ever forgive me. And maybe we’ll never be friends like we were before. I just wanted you to know how sorry I am.”

Part of me wanted to hug him. Part of me wanted to slap him. Part of me missed him so darn much. But the rational part of me had checked out somewhere at the threshold of my house. So chin up, I said, “Thanks.” And I opened my door. He stood for a moment before taking the hint. On his way out, he murmured, “I hope one day we can be friends again.”

As I closed the door, I closed my eyes. Somewhere in me, I still hurt over the loss of our friendship. I had loved him once. And maybe somewhere I still did. Not how I loved Luke, but in a brotherly way. And so I muttered back even thought I knew he couldn’t hear, “Maybe.”

I was in kitchen in the middle of chopping veggies when the doorbell rang again. There was food in the house. It was clear that my mother had returning to this house planned. And I heard her in her room sobbing when I’d come downstairs to cook, but I let her be. She had her own pain to deal with as I had mine. Heading to answer the door, I heard sorrowful music coming from her room. She would have never heard the doorbell with the volume it was at.

It wasn’t far to the front of the house. I threw open the door thinking Paul might have come back. Instead a girl stood on my threshold. She was slightly taller than me. Her hair hung loose in brown waves. In fact, she kind of looked like me, which in itself was creepy if she hadn’t also pulled out a knife.

It was the middle of the afternoon. My neighbors were outside. Plus she had me by surprise. Reacting on instinct, I grabbed her knife hand. I yanked her into the house. She fumbled off balance, momentarily giving me the upper hand. Kicking with my foot, I shut the door but kept my focus on her. I lunged for the knife. Recovering quickly, she sprung out of my grasp getting behind me. I found myself trapped with her arm around my neck. Breathing hard, I held her hand to keep her knife from plunging in my eye. Bending forward, I used her momentum to toss her over me. I stepped on her hand that managed to still hold onto the knife. As I bent to get it, her other hand landed a solid blow to my knee sending me careening into the wall that held the staircase. My head hit the spindles and I saw stars for a second. I turned around unwilling to give her my back. She came at me, also quick to get to her feet. As she moved forward to attack, so did I. We crashed in the middle falling to the floor, rolling to gain the upper hand. When I landed on the bottom seemingly done for, I knew this girl outweighed me only where it mattered most. I needed to gain my strength because I wouldn’t have any help. My mom’s music blotted out the noise we had made. And so I opened my mouth a little. Her surprise was my gain as I latched onto her gaze and drew her life out of her. 

It filled me with sweetness unlike any other. I wanted to hate that I enjoyed the taste of her essence but now was not the time to dwell on such things. Caught up in the majesty of the act, it wasn’t until I saw her weakening that I was able to stop myself.

Under my compulsion, I first asked her all the questions Flynn asked the girl in the principal’s office like Who sent you? Who is in charge? Where do you meet? But I got the same answers. She didn’t know much beyond the website we already knew about. I was still the only suspected demon. “You will leave here and forget this place. You will tell your people that I moved. But that we all appear human, not demon-like at all. You think you have the wrong person.” Flynn tried this with the girl at school and they were still after me, but it was worth another shot.

She nodded and rolled off me. Tucking her knife in an arm sheath, she stood and walked out of the house, leaving me breathless on the floor. 

Had that just really happened?

Pushing my hair off my face, I laid there a second longer before finally getting to my feet. I didn’t want to disturb my mother but she needed to know.

“What!” she exclaimed after I told her what happened. She got up and paced the room running a hand through her short blonde hair. “But you compelled the girl to leave and forget us?” she asked.

I nodded. 

“Our house is well warded against demons and the like, but humans no. There is no way to do that. Did you think to ask who it was before opening the door?”

Her frustration was at a fever pitch and I didn’t want to add to so I shrugged. She sighed and didn’t blow a fuse, which was so different than it had been at David’s house. 

“Mom,” I said, drawing her attention. “Are you sure you’re okay?”

“Yes,” she answered. “In fact I feel much better here like I can think.”

We both looked at each other in a moment of understanding. “You think David’s house is bespelled?”

I nodded slowly. She closed her eyes. “It’s better that we left then.”

Pursing my lips, I wondered if the spell was just for her or for us, but I remembered how Flynn had acted towards me. “Maybe it affected us all differently.” David had lost his cool and I thought he was unflappable. 

“I think we should move far from here,” she blurted.

Shocked, I stood slack jawed. “But,” was all I could muster.

“We would be safe. They would be safe. Flynn needs distance from you if you aren’t going to choose him.”

“Luke,” I said.

“Don’t you see? You are toxic to him. I know you don’t want to hear that, but it’s true.”

“I can’t leave him after damning him. Plus, he’ll be going to college soon. He’ll forget me once he sees all his other options.”

Her compassion only served to annoy me. “We aren’t leaving just yet, even though it would be better. I need to search for a job. It shouldn’t be too hard.”

“Where would we go?” I queried.

“It’s best you don’t know. You might tell someone. And our safety hinges on secrecy.”

“What about Sebastian? He’ll be able to find me,” I retorted, feeling sick at the thought of leaving.

“That can’t be helped,” she admitted.

Then I told her about her father, his password choice and dreamwalking with him. “Mercy you need to stay away from him. Do not take any deal he offers you. Demons are skilled at selling you a fantasy and giving you a nightmare.”

I agreed and she moved to get her computer. I knew the conversation was over. I headed downstairs to finish cooking and find some peace. I thought about calling Luke and telling him. However, I knew he would come over. And my mom had made her feelings about us being together clear. All I needed was for her to lecture us both. If I had to leave him, I wanted to do it on my own terms. 

I also didn’t call Maggie. Maggie wouldn’t be able to keep this secret. She’d tell Brent who would tell the guys in whatever order, thus leading Luke to come. If I thought about it too much, I would think on why he hadn’t called me. I knew why I hadn’t. The way things stood, maybe we weren’t even together.

Getting ready for bed was an odd experience. I had grown accustom to an ensuite bathroom. In our tiny house, I had to walk down the hall again. On the way back to my room, my phone chimed. With Luke’s pic on the screen I didn’t even think when I accepted his Facetime call with only a towel and wet hair.

“Hey,” he said looking serious. “I just heard. Tell me you’re okay?”

How had he heard? “Yeah, fine.”

I watched the screen and realized that the top of my chest and the towel were showing in the picture. I adjusted so he could only see my neck up. “You didn’t call and tell me?”

I could see the hurt in his face. “I’m sorry. I didn’t want you rushing over.” When he looked away, I bit back wanting to take my words away. “My mom is being weird and I didn’t want you to get anymore of her wrath.”

“I can handle your mom,” he said facing me again.

The depth of the blue that stared at me made me want to dive deep and- be with him no matter the odds. 

“I’m glad you’re okay.” His words although sincere sounded flat. “Goodnight Mercy.”

“Wait,” I begged.

His finger that had filled the screen ready to end the call receded. “I love you,” I said. There were so many things I could say, but I wanted to in person. Still, I needed him to know this.

His lips formed a sad smile. “I love you too.”






  

Chapter Fifty One
 

 

 

The cascading sunlight came like a prism through my window. It should have been reassuring but instead I felt dismayed. My life would be changing and not for the best. I may be moving to someplace totally new to finish my senior year with people I didn’t know. I would miss Maggie and Luke. And even Flynn, Tom and Brent.

So it was no wonder that even with my mom gone to work, I stepped outside forgetting I didn’t have a car or a ride to school. But then I didn’t need one. A Hummer was idling in my driveway. Flynn.

I steeled myself and walked over to the car. I opened the door and stepped in to greet my tormentor. “Thanks,” I said, sitting face forward not really wanting to look into those ice cap eyes. 

“Webster,” he quipped.  

I kept my gaze averted, my eyes instead falling to his tee-shirt. It was black, of course, with write writing above and below a white dotted line. Above the line read, You Must Be This Tall. Below the line read, To Ride This Ride. I rolled my eyes, and finally met his. He grinned. “Are you tall enough?” he quipped.

“I’m too old for kiddie rides,” I answered, suppressing a laugh.

Reality struck killing all giggles from me. Luke hadn’t picked me up. As if on cue, he said, “He would have picked you up.” He held out keys to me. “Dad wanted you to have the car. He said that none of this is your fault. I’ll drive you home afterschool so you can get it.”

David was a saint. I didn’t want his charity, but I’d take his kindness. I’d rather not ride with Flynn to school every day. Plus having a car gave me options, especially when my mother was planning to move us away.

And the guy with a thousand words said no more. Flynn turned up his head-banging music and I was grateful for the solace. I didn’t want to talk about us. I needed to figure out how to explain everything to Luke.

We barely made it to school before the first bell. It wasn’t until lunch that I could finally see Luke. He wasn’t at the elite table and neither was Maggie. I didn’t even see Brent. So I headed over to the other table I used to sit at as it was currently unoccupied.

Tom came over and joined me. “Are you okay?” he asked. I was started to get annoyed at that question. I wasn’t okay and I really didn’t want to talk about it.

“I’m good,” I said. “When do you have to take Brent and Doug to see Chris?” I asked making a conversation change.

“I don’t know. Soon I guess,” he answered. What was it about guys that every answer was ten words or less?

“How about you? How is it being king of the jungle?”

He scowled. “It sucks.”

So much for small talk, but I gave it one more shot. “So are you going to tell me more about that girl?” It had been a while, but I wanted to know about the girl that had come to the pool months ago the day Flynn had thrown me and Luke in.

“Who, Alicia?” His sandwich was halfway to his mouth when I nodded. I hadn’t known her name but I was hoping to get something out of this tight-lipped boy. “She’s just someone everyone thinks is a good choice for me. She’s okay though.”

Luke, Maggie and Brent all sat down at the same time killing our conversation. Tom wasn’t the type to open up in the best of situations and even less to a crowd. And he was a mystery I wanted to solve. It was much better than dwelling on my problems. 

As happy as I was that Luke sat with me, there remained a distance between us that was tangible. We didn’t get to talk either. He was listening Brent’s story about some freshman who got locked in a gym locker. It was kind of mean and I couldn’t bring myself to laugh at the poor guy who’d been packed in to one as a senior prank. So I just sat and quietly ate my lunch. 

When the bell rang, Luke took my hand and walked me to class. He even kissed me, quick and chaste. I wanted to take it as a good sign but I just didn’t know.

After school, Maggie and I went to softball practice. Coach wasn’t too pleased with us, but we’d been dedicated players for several seasons; she gave us a pass for our past absences. I might not have gone, but Flynn was going to baseball and he was my ride.

And once practice was over, I actually felt good to do something normal like speed drills, hitting the ball and catching it. Most of all, I enjoyed not having anyone trying to kill me. When Luke met me at Flynn’s car, I couldn’t help but hope that things were looking up. “Can we meet up later over at Dewey?” 

“Sure,” I answered. It was probably for the best. Although it was spring, the weather was all over the place. Today, it was cold. Dewey would most likely be deserted. We needed to talk alone and I didn’t know for sure if Mom was going to be home or not. And since I didn’t live at David’s anymore, it would seem odd to bring Luke over there. I wasn’t sure why he hadn’t offered his house, but then again his mom and my mom knew each other. 

“Hey, I’ve got plans. You two handle that later when I’m not around,” Flynn said striding up.

Luke and I couldn’t help the roll of our eyes. We began to laughing when we saw that we’d had the same reaction. “Later,” Luke said before walking away. My stomach knotted and the optimism drained away as I watched him get in his car without kissing or hugging me. Was I reading too much into everything?

“Are you coming?” Flynn called out the passenger window he rolled down. I hopped in and tried not to over think everything.                     

When we pulled up behind my car, he turned off the radio and said, “I hope Dad and Julie work it out. Dad’s pretty miserable.”

I couldn’t tell him it was doubtful and that my mom seemed pretty steadfast in her decision to stay away from David. Instead, I told him my truth. “I do too.”

When I drove away, I didn’t look back at Flynn. It was too hard to do so and not feel guilty for the growing shadows under his eyes.

Pulling up to the empty park, I thought about how this is where it all began. Kind of, Jay’s house may have been more accurate. But Dewey would always be the place where I realized that I’d started falling in love with Luke, if only a little then. He’d been so nice to me, not knowing his kindness would be his doom and would come back to haunt him.  

Sitting on the bank, I tossed rocks in the water unsuccessfully, watching the gray rocks sink as I tried to skip them. There had to be some kind of skill to do it that I didn’t possess.

“Well, well, well, I didn’t figure you to be dumb. Guess I was wrong.”

Scrambling to my feet, I turned around to stare at the girl who was forming a wedge in my relationship with Luke. I hadn’t totally bought her good girl attitude on the island. This, however, was pretty bold. “This isn’t a good time,” I said with what little strength and fortitude I felt.

“Wow, you’ve got,” she tapped her chin with her index finger. “How do you humans say… balls.” I wanted to inform her that was something you mostly said about boys but didn’t bother to correct her.  “You’ve got him so wrapped up. I have to give it to you succubus; you’ve done an excellent job. And here I thought I had him. Yet, I can’t seem to break him. It’s high time I get a two for one deal. I came to kill you. It's nothing personal, but I need allies against my father. And well, Luke is the chosen one. Can’t believe my stroke of luck there. He’ll lean on me once you’re gone. Since you’ve tainted him already, with a little coaxing, he’ll be on our side.  And maybe dear old dad will forgive me.”

There wasn’t any time. She was just in my face. The air left my lungs and I glanced down to see her hand had penetrated my body without spilling any blood. The only thought that came to my mind was Sebastian as her hand constricted around my heart.  

My mouth opened. The name “Seroff,” escaped my tongue without my conscious thought, and stunned the blonde in front of me. My demon was making an appearance. And for a moment, Sara looked almost afraid.

“Let her go.” Sebastian arrived. His rage filtered through his Scottish brogue. He added, “Sister.”

Her hand retreated from my chest and I fell to my knees. My demon had vanished and maybe because I could no longer breathe. I was quickly losing consciousness. I wanted to tell him that it was too late; she’d succeeded where the rest had failed. The last thing I heard was Sebastian saying, “You won’t kill what’s mine.”

Just when I thought I was done for, my eyes flew open as air filled my lungs. My mouth opened greedily to take in the oxygen I’d been deprived of. Luke’s strained face was above me. His concern and his love were written in every inch of his expression.  “You’re going to be okay,” he panted though shaky breaths.

As tense as my muscles had gotten, when I exhaled all the energy fled my body with it. I went limp in his arms. “You can’t die on me. I won’t live without you.”

Unable to control any of my emotions along with any bodily function, a tear escaped the corner of my eye. “You’ll survive,” I coaxed out on a whisper.

“No, I wouldn’t,” he said, sounding distant. I felt him link his fingers with mine. He also touched the place at my neck where the puffy heart necklace he’d given me rested. “You are my forever girl.” My heart skipped a beat. “And don’t forget prom. You’re my date,” he added.

Heat coursed through me. His healing continued. I could feel air expand my lungs. Better able to speak, I rasp, “You could always go with Nina. I’m sure she’s dying to link arms with you.” My voice was still weak.

My eyes fluttered in my will to keep them open. Smiling at me, he said, “You sure are a funny girl. Because even if you died, there is no way in hell I’d go to the dance with her.”

“Right answer,” I teased. “Because I’d claw my way out of hell and haunt you both if you did.”

Serious, he looked at me. “You aren’t going to hell. You’re my angel.” The depths of his blue eyes seared me.  “My angel of mercy. And you’ll live out eternity in heaven with me.”






  

Chapter Fifty Two
 

 

If there was one thing I was clear on, it was my love for Luke. Looking into his eyes, I couldn’t imagine life without him. I still was confused about Flynn, but that didn’t take anything away from what I had with Luke.

It was crazy to think that my heart could belong to more than boy, but in some ways it did. And I needed to get Flynn out of my system and not allow Sebastian to worm his way in. A girl could only handle so much.

“It hurts,” I said, coming out of own thoughts and to the reality of the pain burning inside. 

His eyes widened. “Here,” he said and put his hand on my chest. Even with his fingertips on the tops of my breast, there was nothing sexual about his touch.

I saw when the concentration hit. His brows furrowed. A glow spread from his hand to my body. Just when I planned to lie to him if the pain didn’t subside, it did. The tightness left and I was left able to breathe with no discomfort. “Better?” he asked.

“Yeah.” He’d been so close. It only took minimal effort before his lips touched mine. There was just something about his kiss. It was a lightning bolt to my soul. God I loved him.

His hand moved from my heart to the side of my body gripping my ribcage before his hand glided to my waist. Breaking our kiss, he said, “Please don’t leave me.”

The look of anguish on his face pained me. “Why do you think I’d leave you?”

Closing his eyes before opening them again, he said, “I know something’s going on between you and Flynn.”

“No,” I protested.

His hand left my side and I longed for his touch. Sitting up, I now supported myself having been healed. He held up a hand. “You don’t have to lie to me. I know. I have eyes. I feel it too.”

My eyes closed. And it was truth time. Biting my lip, I said, “You’re right.” He’d saved my life. I wasn’t dying anymore, but if he left after afterwards… Looking away, I couldn’t bear to see his hurt when I told him. “Flynn took so long to heal because apparently we are forming a bond.”

A loud exhale preceded Luke’s total abandonment of my body. He was no longer pressed to my side. When I ventured a look, he lay flat on the ground with his forearms folded over his eyes. “I don’t know how it happened even though Flynn explained it to me. He said –”

“I know how it works,” he choked out. I didn’t know what to do. I wanted to hug him but thought better of it. He’d moved away from me obviously needing space. He sounded wounded which I expected. “And Sebastian.” There was finality in his voice. “What’s this about you being his?”

Placing my palms on my eyes, I decided that hiding my vision seemed like a good idea. “My dad apparently betrothed me to him before I was born or something like that.”

Silence. He said nothing. I guess that was the best I could hope for. He hadn’t stormed off or told me goodbye forever. “I don’t know Mercy. How can I possibly compete? I had no idea it would be this hard to love you.”

His words stung like a swarm of bees. “There isn’t any competition. It’s you I want,” I pleaded, getting close to him but not brave enough to touch him yet. 

“So you don’t love Flynn?” he asked. There was a pause before I could answer. I wanted to be totally honest with him. It seemed the only way for this to work between us. “And don’t forget I know how the bond works.”

Taking time to say it right because I knew I only had one shot at this, I said, “I don’t love him the way I love you. I’m not even sure you can call it love.”

“Some part of you does, otherwise you wouldn’t have bonded,” he said flatly.

“We aren’t bonded. I haven’t sealed the deal and don’t plan to. Flynn thinks there may still be time to stop it.”

Huffing out a laugh, he said, “And Flynn is such a stand up guy.”

That made me a little angry. Flynn was a lot of things, but I didn’t think he planned this out especially to hurt Luke. “He didn’t want this. He tried to get away from me when he went to that demon school. He doesn’t want to hurt you. You have to believe that.”

“Really, you don’t know the half of it.”

“I don’t?” I hissed. “Why don’t you explain it to me? And now that I’ve told you everything, why don’t you tell me about your feelings for that Seroff girl.”

His arms fell away from his face. Turning, he looked me dead in my eyes. “That was a long time ago. And I never loved her. I didn’t even know her long enough for that.”

“Well, she seemed to think she had you in the bag. And you have been spending a lot of time with her.”

“If I wanted her, I could have had her. I want you. But you are making it so damn hard to be with you,” he said. Hurt lanced his handsome face. There was weariness in his eyes I hadn’t seen before. If ever there was a time I thought I may lose him, it was now.

Tears pricked the corners of my eyes. My voice shook. “Now I’m asking, please don’t leave me.” And hot tears caressed my face. The tightness returned to my chest but this time there was no glowing hands that could heal this. Only his trust, his love and his words could heal the wound opening in my chest.

Rolling on his side, he wiped my tears with the pads of his thumbs. “Tell me you’ll marry me.”

That was the last thing I expected him to say. “We’ve talked about this. And even if I said yes, I’m only seventeen. How can we get married?”

“Just say yes,” he pleaded.

“Luke,” I said. My word was pain filled. “You’re going to college. You’ll probably meet someone else.”

“We’ve gone through this Mercy. There is no one else but you.”

“Why then?” I said, more out of insecurity.

“You’re bonded to Flynn,” he said holding out a hand again to stop me from interrupting. “You’re betrothed to Sebastian. And what do I have?”

“I’ll find a way out of it.” I had to. I picked up a rock and slung it towards the water. “I never asked for any of it. My love for you is freely given.” I hadn’t had a choice with the other two.

“So say yes,” he pleaded. “We can wait until you graduate.”

The ache that was still in my chest at the thought of losing him said why not. It wasn’t like we were getting married tomorrow or that I even had a ring on my finger for anyone to question. What mattered was that I loved him and would do anything to wipe the sorrow from his face. “Yes.”




  

Chapter Fifty Three
 

 

What happened next was a surprise to me and I wondered if it was also a surprise to Luke. He had his phone to his ear. “Flynn, meet Mercy and me at Dewey. Now.”

He hung up and looked at my surprise. “We have things to settle,” he said ominously answering my silent question. 

I gave a little headshake and got to my feet. Selfishly, I wanted a few more minutes of possible peace with Luke. I walked towards the water lost in thought. There was just way too much going on. Arms came around me. Having him close again was a welcome respite. When he spoke, his words tickled at my neck. “What’s wrong?”

Pent up frustration leaking out, I said, “I wonder if my life will ever be normal.” 

Stepping out of his comforting embrace, I knelt and picked up a stone near the water’s edge. Chucking it, it made an unsatisfying plop into the water. 

“This is how it’s done.” I didn’t have time to look back at Luke before something went skipping off the water. Two, three, four times it bounced before disappearing beneath the water.

“How do you do that?” I asked. Grinning, like a kid in a toy store, he stepped over to me.  And that what we did for a while, skipped rocks of the water’s surface.

“So, he brought me here because you finally told him,” said a voice from behind us.

Luke and I turn in unison. I didn’t have to see Luke’s expression because I felt his body tense up. Flynn was looking at me. I shook my head slightly and closed my eyes trying to remember Luke’s warmth. He would be cold and distant in less than a minute. He knew about the bonding; he didn’t know about the dreamwalking.

I took a step towards Flynn when Sebastian materialized in front of me. “Lass, are you hurt,” he asked, taking my chin in his hand. His vacant eyes held a rare depth. It was an intimate moment with two other pairs of eyes watching. 

Luke stepped behind me and pulled me from Sebastian. With the connection broken, I breathed. “She’s fine. So it was you two years ago,” Luke declared.

Sebastian’s face turned to stone. “Yes, and I should have figured it was you with that fecking light,” Sebastian echoed.

“Your sister nearly killed Mercy,” Luke fumed.

Sebastian stilled. “She’s only a sister in that she was created by my maker. But she is no kin to me.”

“Your sister has a death warrant,” Flynn said stepping over, create a little triangle of testosterone. 

“Aye,” Sebastian agreed. “But she will be dispatched in short order.”

“So where is she?” Luke asked gravely. “And why did you let her live?”

Sebastian’s brogue became thick. “I couldn’t do what I wanted. I had to take her to Father to answer for her crimes.”

“And we should just trust that she won’t be back?” Luke asked.

“Aye. She won’t. You can believe me when I say so.”

Sebastian reached for me but Flynn stepped in front of me. “What is she really? Has she been doing this to me?” Flynn pointed to the shadows in his eyes. 

Sebastian stared at Flynn. “It’s possible. Like me, she has many talents. She feeds off strife and anger. She creates mischief and discord.”

And it all made sense. She was creating problems in all our lives and feeding on it. “If you’d been here, this would have never happened,” I complained, stepping out from behind Flynn and out of Luke’s embrace.

“If I’d been here, demons would have been after you every second of the day. I was doing the best I could to protect you,” Sebastian retorted, his eye sticking on me like glue. There was still the matter of the dagger he’d given me.

“And why? Why are you protecting me if you know that if I were to die, I would be in your clutches.” I couldn’t think about how tense the air got around me. I needed answers.

“Lass, it would be easy to claim what belongs to me. It would be better if you came willingly.”

Luke moved so fast, I had no time to counter his move. “She is not yours to claim.”

“She’s been mine before you even met her. She was promised to me at her birth. I think my claim is far reaching.”

“That’s bullshit,” Flynn said. 

I wanted to echo the sentiment.

“You think because the two of you are bonding that your claim outweighs mine,” Sebastian countered. 

I wanted to become small at that moment. I thought Valentine’s Day had been the most awkward day in my life, but this was far worse. The ground looked like an appealing place to crawl into until I felt the eyes on me.  

“I didn’t ask for this,” I barked pointing between them. “I don’t care what my bio dad promised you, I am a person. And you can’t have me. Even if it means you won’t help protect me.”

Swiveling, I stared at Flynn. “And I’m sorry that I cared enough for you that this is happening. But I don’t love you.”

Flynn held up his hands. “You know the truth, Luke. I didn’t want this. I didn’t ask for this. I’ve been pulled in her direction from the beginning. Remember I was the one that mentioned her to you. I can’t help that we are a match and you two are opposites. I didn’t want to want her, let alone need her. I’m tired of lying about this. I never meant to dreamwalk with her but she didn’t stop it.” I couldn’t see Luke’s reaction. Flynn continued to speak like he hadn’t dropped a bomb. “This is fucked up for all of us. I tried to get away from her, but he brought her to me. Why don’t you ask him why? Maybe he and his sister have strife in common.”

We all shifted to look at Sebastian. He was like stone. No emotion showed; he was a cool facade of coldness. “I do not live off of strife. Yes, I knew what was happening between you two.” He meant Flynn and I. “But you were in danger at that school, my friend. You cannot live off of demon essence. Those female demons would have kept you there and used you until there was nothing left.”

“So why save him? Why help Luke? What is your game?” I demanded. 

“For you. It is what you wanted. You want me to keep them safe, so I did. I did everything you asked and asked nothing of you.” He spoke as though I should know all of that. 

“I never ask you to do any of it,” I declared.

“You didn’t have to. I know what makes you happy.”

Luke hadn’t spoken, I didn’t know if he was still there. Out of fear, I kept my eyes on Sebastian. 

“If you want to keep me happy. Leave me alone.” 

Sebastian nodded. “As you wish.” 

“The dagger,” I began to explain.

“Keep it.” And he was gone.

I looked at Luke, then Flynn and swallowed. I would clear the decks and tell them about the dagger Sebastian had given me.

Flynn, however, looked over my shoulder and then at me. “All we need to do is to stay away from each other and maybe this shit will end.” 

I understood and nodded. He started to walk away. “Wait,” Luke commanded.

Flynn took a slow turn. I held my breath afraid of Luke’s next words. “We still have a problem.”






  

Chapter Fifty Four
 

 

 

A breeze blew by lifting my hair and cooling my skin so that goosebumps rose up and down my arms. 

“There is no problem. Mercy’s made it perfectly clear that you’re the one,” Flynn said to Luke but looked at me.

“I’m talking about the demon hunters. Have you learned anything?” Luke was back to business. He sounded resolved and I hated to think what he would say to me once Flynn left.

“They haven’t sent any communication if that’s what you are asking.” Flynn relaxed his stance. “There hiding in plain sight. They’re human and we have no idea who they are until they make a move.”

“That what I figured. Which means you can’t stay away from Mercy.”

Spinning one eighty, I faced Luke. What was he saying? “She needs protection and I won’t be here.”

“What?” I gasped.

“I have to go take care of something. On top of that, I spoke with my father. He will pull his protection away from you and your mom if we stay together.” He spoke to me this time. His face was void of love. He spoke like I was a relic that needed protecting, and not his girlfriend. Had I lost him? “We have to break up.”

Tears spilled down my face. His hands moved and I thought he would reach for me. But he stuffed them in his pocket. “Officially at least. Tomorrow at school, publicly.”

At a loss for words, I continued to silently cry. “What does this have to do with me?” Flynn asked.  He was somewhat off to the side and a little behind me. I couldn’t see him and I didn’t want to.

“My father isn’t going to buy that we broke up. It’s too obvious. We need him to believe that we truly aren’t together anyone.”

A long pause. “Okay. Again I ask what does that have to do with me?”

“Flynn, don’t act stupid. This solves everyone’s problem.” And I knew what his next words were going to be. “You two need to get together.”

“No,” I cried out and I did what I had vowed myself I wouldn’t do anymore. I turned and fled. This wasn’t happening. Luke not only was breaking up with me, he was pushing me into Flynn’s arms. 

I moved like the wind. It’s coolness punctuating the wetness on my face. I had no destination but to get away as far as I could. Why did he save me only to crush my heart, whose beating only reminded me of everything I’d just lost? If this was what it felt like to have a broken heart, I wouldn’t wish it on my worst enemy. I understood my father’s rage if he’d told the truth of having loved my mother. This kind of pain could lead you to do stupid, no dangerous things. I would never love again if it meant not feeling this. That was if I survived.

Caught like a bug in a web, I was surrounded by strong arms. My vision blurred with fat tears. A car roared to life. And I knew I was alone with him. His breath wove through my hair and caressed my neck. “Whatever words I say don’t matter. I will always love you.”

“Please,” I sobbed. “Don’t do this.”

“I want you safe more than I need you in my arms,” he croaked. Wetness hit my shoulder. I didn’t think it was my tears, but anything was possibility.

“I never meant to do it, I,” I stammered, thinking about Flynn’s confession of dreamwalking. There had been enough talk about what Flynn had to do during his confinement while he was healing for Luke to guess what happened between us. There was no need to point it out.

Turning me so I faced him, I stared into his red-rimmed eyes. I opened my mouth to speak but he stopped me. “I don’t want to know. What’s in my head is bad enough. Be really honest, do you love him?”

Biting my lip, I shook my head slowly side to side. He had to see the truth. “So marry me today,” he pleaded. 

How he continued to love me astounded me and only made me love him more. I couldn’t lose him no matter what. If this would prove my love, then I would. “Yes.”

Crushing me to him, he murmured “You won’t regret this.”

Hand in hand, he led me to his car. We left my car parked at Dewey and headed to God only knew where. I stared off in the distance watching the scenic views change from suburbia to highway, and then to a two-lane road lined with buildings in all shades of faded red and brown brick. Several had swaging awnings out front. My mind drifted. I wondered what it would be like to be married. Would I feel any different? 

We drove for a while longer, passing through a couple of towns until we reached one that seemed to thrive with buildings that looked well cared for.  It was almost if he always had a plan. He parked in front of an ancient looking pristine white chapel. The sun, still high in the sky, seemed to spotlight it above all the other buildings nearby. The church was beautiful but it looked like it had withstood the test of time. I blinked at the irony. Weaving his fingers through mine, he pulled me through the double doors. We paused for a second. In front of us stood what I would later learn was a holy water font. He looked at it a second longer and passed it. 

A tiny hysterical laugh escaped me. I’d always wondered if I would burst into flame if I crossed into a holy sanctuary. It was good to know I wouldn’t.

As we entered, the sunlight that streamed through the colorful stained glass revealed that no one was here. If it weren’t for a faraway rustle of papers, I didn’t know what we would have done. When we moved further into the room, the heavy doors closed, its resonating sound bringing along a sudden silence. Whoever had been moving paper around out of sight, now knew we were too. With a reassuring squeeze of my hand, we continued to walk. About midway down the aisle between the pews, a priest appeared. “Can I help?” His sincerity was palpable. 

Luke glided us forward. “Yes, father. I need you to marry us.”

The priest looked taken aback. Looking between us, he said “Are you parishioners?” he asked, but I was sure he knew who attended his church. So it was rather nice of him not to call us out.

Luke straightened up a little and the Priest gasped falling to his knees. “We are all God’s children,” Luke answered. I turned to Luke but nothing seemed to be amiss. 

I mouthed, “What did you do?”

Luke looked just as confused and shrugged. 

The priest said a few things in a language I did not know. Then looking up at us and said, “Your holiness, I am but a humble servant.”

Luke reached down and took the priest’s hands in his forcing him to rise. “I am nothing but a servant myself. Don’t bow down to me. I don’t deserve it, only the almighty does.”

The father nodded but still looked star struck. How could he tell that Luke was of angel blood? 

“It is not our normal practice to marry anyone without proper counseling first. Do you have a marriage license?”

Luke looked at me and then back at the priest. “We do not.”

The priest shook his head. “Then I’m really unable to help you.”

Luke said, “I know it won’t be legal to the state, but I want it to be legal in the eyes of God.”

The priest looked at me. I was sure he saw me as a young girl, though his face remained impassive but searching. I didn’t think he saw the demon in me because his eyes were still welcoming. However, he looked as though he really wanted my consent. I nodded hoping that was the answer he sought. “Well,” the priest said looking all around him and then back at Luke. And I wondered if he saw the angel wings we’d all were so engrained to believe angels had. 

“I love her with all my heart. And I want to pledge this before God,” Luke said, cutting him off. 

“And you young lady,” the priest said. 

“I love him with all my… being,” I confessed. I almost said soul, but that was only half of me. And I loved him with all of me.

“This isn’t the order of things, but My Lord for you I will do this. You have to remember this is just a ceremony. Legally, you two won’t be married.”

The priest shifted to move, Luke stopped him with his words. “I would like you to take my confession first.”

I think both the priest and I were taken aback. However, he didn’t comment. Nodding, he headed over to the side where an oversized ornate wooden box sat. I was taking it all in and didn’t see the Priest disappear inside. Luke squeezed my hand but didn’t kiss me before he strode off and entered a side panel.

Left alone, I found the nearest pew and sat. Should I confess too?  What would it matter though? I was a demon. I wouldn’t taint the priest in such a way. So I watched, since I couldn’t hear anything. I turned to take in the chapel with its beautiful works of art and stained glass. I was looking to the huge wooden cross behind the preacher’s podium when a bright light exploded from what I later learned was the confessional.

Luckily the wood blocked it from directly shining on me. Instead it haloed out of the cracks seeking escape before it faded. My heart pounded against my chest. Luke’s light hadn’t been that bright in ages. What did it mean?

The priest stumbled out. He hands shook as he looked back at the box in the direction where Luke was. Then he turned and looked at me with bright shining eyes. He crossed himself several times before disappearing down a hall. It was a few minutes before Luke emerged. So long in fact, I was up on my feet walking towards the box to see if he’d somehow totally combusted. 

We met, halfway, at the front where a few stairs led up to the ornate podium. And Luke bent down to one knee. Confused, my brows creased.

Taking my hand, Luke said, “I want to do this right.” His voice sounded a bit shaky. “Mercy, I think I started falling in love with you the first time we met.” Air left my lungs as I realized what he was doing. He reached in his jeans pocket. “I’ve had this with me for a while now. I hoped that one day you’d say yes. This isn’t a traditional ring. I didn’t think you would want that. Not right now at least. This is between us. No one has to know other than this priest and God himself. Will you marry me?” 

I’d already answered but that didn’t matter, I’d say it a thousand times over. “Yes,” I breathed. Holding out my hand, he slipped on a ring made of three bands, one yellow, one pink, and one silver. They were all gold I was sure. At the top a pearl charm held all three bands together.”

With unsteady hands, Luke pointing to the thin gold band. “This represents my heart. It is pure. This,” he pointed to the pink band, “—represents all my love.” And to the silver band he said, “This is my soul. All three belong to you.” He pointed to the pearl. “You are beauty personified. You are unique and rare, there isn’t another like you. You hold me together. And it is with your love that I exist.”

He slid the ring on my finger and stood. With the pad of his thumb, he brushed away a solitary tear from my cheek. “I will always love you.”

“Forever?” I asked, my word broken with fear for the future.

“Forever.” He stated as if it were fact. And I had no choice but to believe him.






  

Chapter Fifty Five
 

 

A girl should remember her wedding day, but I’ll be honest. It was a blur. The priest came dressed in fancy robes and spoke words from the Bible. He talked about sacrifice and devotion. And I heard every word and didn’t at the same time. My future wasn’t bright. People were out to kill me. Luke’s dad would not be pleased if he ever found out. What about Flynn? Was I going to kill him by not being with him? And I’d sent Sebastian away with an unknown fate. Should I expect demons to knock at my door the moment I got home? Those questions clouded what should have been my joyous day as a bride. 

“What’s going on in that head of yours?” Luke asked, giving me a quick glance before looking back at the road. It was hard to pay attention with the knowledge of what I’d just done so fresh in my mind. 

“I’m just happy.” I said while I remembered his joy when the priest said “I now pronounce you man and wife.” 

“Where are we headed?” I asked, seeing us drive back into familiar territory.

“My house, if that’s okay?” he asked.

“Will your mom be home?” I asked.

“She’s out of town,” he didn’t exactly look thrilled about that. Had something happened? 

I pushed aside that thought because if his mother wasn’t home, would I be staying for the night? Nerves pricked me. I’d wanted this for so long. But somehow everything seemed different, new and scary. I was married. Maybe not by government standards, but if God saw me as one of his, I was.

When we pulled up to his house, Luke clasped my hand and with a look told me he wanted me to wait and not get out of the car on my own. So I did. He opened the door, and held out a hand. Helping me to my feet, he scooped me up before I could truly stand on my own. With a shove, he managed to close the door with a foot. He also managed to open the front door and carry me up the stairs without so much of a hitch of breath. 

He held me securely in his strong arms until we got to his room. It was like a fairytale until we reached his bed. When he lay me down I looked at my jeans and tee and reality set in. There wasn’t a white dress. Looking up into his blue eyes, I saw light in them again. “You look beautiful Mrs. Bishop.”

Words had the power to soothe. “And you look absolutely pulchritudinous, Mr. Bishop.” His answering smile told me he didn’t have to know what it meant to understand how I felt about him. I smiled but it faltered a little. Would he be disappointed in my lack of knowledge of what came next? Would my demon try and take over and ruin this moment for both of us?

Kneeling beside the bed so that he was looking at me closer to eye level, he said, “We don’t have to do anything. I didn’t get married to you just so that we could have sex.”

That gave me the courage to move. I rolled on my side and took his face in my hands. I marveled at just how lucky I was that he was mine. “I love you. And I want this.”

Brushing our lips together, I wanted to consume him. And consume we did. Like a beautiful song, we kissed, we touched and explored until we were as we had been the day we were born. This time there was no hesitation. This time it was just the two of us. The darkness that lived within both of us stayed hidden. 

His knuckles tenderly brushed my cheek. He stopped. “Are you sure?” I nodded.  The piercing pain that can next made a tiny whimper escape my mouth. As if I were a bottomless pit of water, a tear escape my eye. Poised over me with concern on his face, he said, “I’m sorry. There was no other way. I hate to see you in pain.”

I shook my head, dismissing what had been enviable. The pain dulled slightly with his lack of movement. “It’s okay.”

His hand slid down my body in reverence. A bit of warmth from his hand took away some more of my discomfort. “I can’t heal it all otherwise—” he said, leaving the sentence dangling with words unsaid. I nodded. I didn’t want him to totally heal me and have experience that pain again.

He kissed my face along the trail the tear had left and then landed on my mouth again. Then he loved me in a way that was so kind, so gentle, so him. He made everything perfect and right to the best of his ability. And I knew I’d made the right choice. I loved the way we fit together. I loved the feel of his skin next to mine.

With our fingers tangled between us, we lay under the covers in peace. Everything in that moment felt right. My world was everything I could have hoped for.

Tightening my fingers around his, I turned to him with a smile on my face. I was so happy that I’d been able to dictate this part of my life despite all the people around me who had tried to take my choice away.

“Mercy.” He wasn’t smiling. I feared his next words. “I still have to go. There is something I must do,” he said. He looked troubled adding to my cause of concern.

“Where are going? What’s so important?” I asked, tossing out questions fast from fear.

Turning on his side, he mirrored me. He drew lines on my face with his fingertips as if he was trying to remember me. Alarms were now ringing. “I have a few places I need to check.” A second later, he added, “And honestly, I don’t want to be here to watch.”

Frowning, I asked, “Watch what?”

“You and Flynn,” he said.

The big O formed on my lips. I fell to my back covering my face with my hands. I’d assumed that nightmare was over. “I don’t want to be with him. What more do I have to do to prove that to you?”

Sliding me over to him, he said, “I know. But my father… We still must convince him that we aren’t together officially.”

He took my hand away from my face so that I would look at him. “He won’t believe either of us. We must convince Nina.”

“Nina?” I cried. 

“Yes, Nina. My father will no doubt ask her about it after I tell him. She won’t trust it either if I just break up with you. But if you and Flynn act like you’re together, she will believe.”

Rapidly, I shook my head. “I can’t do that. I won’t do it.”

“Would you rather Sebastian claimed you?” 

My mother’s words rushed back at me. Belial could come for us. “No,” I answered. Despite my words and actions, I didn’t think Sebastian was a bad guy no matter his stony exterior. But he was subservient to his father.

“Flynn is dying. And as much as I want to kill him for whatever happened between the two of you—”

“It—” 

“Don’t. I really don’t want to know. I can guess. It was a dream. I don’t want to think about it or why you might have done it. So let’s drop it.”

I nodded.

“Flynn was right when he said I knew the truth. I think I knew all along but I chose to ignore it. And I think it might be too late to stop it.” That stopped me dead, he was referring to the bond. “He doesn’t need to die for it. I don’t think either one of you set out to do this. And a huge part of me wants to believe because you’re so different from others of your kind that this has happened without you truly being in love with him. And I can’t in good conscious let him die. That’s not the stuff I’m made of. Until we can figure out another way, you need to feed him.”

“I won’t.” Everything about this plan spelled bad news.

“I’m not asking you to have sex with him.” We looked at each other. “Feeding him serves two purposes. It saves him and protects you and your mom.”

“When?” I asked. I hadn’t made up my mind to do this, but it was something I needed to know.

“Tomorrow.”

He laid out his plan. He would break up with me in a spectacular way. “You have to trust me and promise not to believe the things I’ll say or do.” He went on to tell me that he wouldn’t share exactly what he planned to do because he needed my reaction to look as authentic as possible. He would handle Flynn and inform him of what would go down. Of course then, Flynn and I would need to shortly but not necessarily the same day, get together for appearances.

“You are my heart,” Luke began, leaning over me. “You have my heart,” he said and kissed the heart charm on the necklace I wore before kissing me. 

“How long?” I asked.

“Forever.”

I nodded but that hadn’t been my question. “How long do I have to pretend to be with Flynn?” I asked again.

“I hope to find something about that too while I’m gone.”

“Prom?” I asked. Would I still be his date?

“I’ll be back by Prom. And you will go with me.” 

That meant two weeks. “My mom is planning for us to move.” I told him everything she and I had spoken about.

His fingers stilled on my arms where he’d been following a path to my elbow. “Maybe that’s for the best,” he said.

“No, I don’t want to leave you.” Panic had me gripping his arm. 

“So having your mother believe that we’ve broken up and you’re with Flynn will work in our favor with her as well.”

He was right. But could I pretend for two weeks and not succumb to the hibernating feelings that lay in wait like a predator at my heart’s door? I had to be careful and bury deep what must remain dormant. Flynn would not be my undoing.






  

Chapter Fifty Six
 

 

I’d texted my mom the night before that I was staying at Maggie’s. She’d been slated to work, but I’d covered my tracks anyway when we’d headed to get married. I’d even given Maggie explicit warnings to cover me if my mom called. 

Of course, Maggie wanted to know why. I promised to tell her later. That turned out to be a good choice because in this scheme I wasn’t allowed to tell Maggie the truth of things. Not right away at least. 

Luke talked to Flynn on the phone while I watched TV trying my best not to hear what was said. I really didn’t want to hear if they were bargaining over what activities Flynn and I could or couldn’t do like I was some object. It was all too bizarre, even in this crazy life I lived.

Instead, I thought about Sebastian again. Had he done all those things he said as my friend and protector or just to gain my affection? What was his end game? Why risk his father’s wrath for me? Was my mother right? Had I put the whammy on him like I did with Paul? For that matter, had I done the same to Luke and Flynn?

“You ready?” Luke’s voice snapped me out of my musing.

“Yeah,” I said, getting up. I’d already showered and changed. Luke had taken me to get my car last night and followed me home to get a change of clothes before we returned to his house. Yawning, I thought about all we done again, how much our relationship had changed. I was a bit sore and tried not to show it. He wrapped an arm around me and walked me out of his room. He hadn’t made his bed, which still held our impressions in the pillows. I thought about how it would be for him when he returned home without me, knowing I’d be in his best friend’s arms soon after.

At the door of his house before we exited, he kissed me with so much fire I didn’t think we could ever extinguish the flames.

“So,” said a female voice. We broke apart. My face took on the cadence of one that had been burned. I stared into his mother’s hard eyes. “It seems you’ve finally achieved what you wanted.”

I wasn’t sure who she was speaking to. It could have gone either way depending on her meaning. “Mom, I thought you were out of town.”

“I was until this morning.” She eyed us suspiciously. Those eyes of hers found my hand. “Is that what I think it is?”

“Mom, let it go,” Luke warned.

Today, I found his mother more frightening than a hellhound. “Is she worth it? You are starting a war with your father by doing this.”

“I’m living my own life,” Luke explained.

“I know better than most that you were thrust into a world not of your making. And I sympathize with her. She didn’t ask to be demon anymore than you asked to be angel. But there are things that are unchangeable and unfair. This can only bring you harm.” She clasped a hand over her mouth after the last of her strangled words let her mouth. All the wrath left her body when she cried out and fell to her knees. Luke gave my hand a quick squeeze before he rushed over to her to take her in his arms. She looked so tiny and vulnerable next to him. “You are my only son. And I don’t want to lose you.” It seemed that there was a lot of that sentiment going around.

“You won’t,” he promised.

“But I already have. I’ve lost you to her.”  She pointed at me like I was the monster in the room. And I supposed she was right. 

He followed the straight line of her finger like a bull’s eye directly to me. He mouthed I’m sorry. And I steeled myself for the next words.

“What will you do if they find you?” Her question didn’t make sense. I paid very close attention to Luke’s reply.

“They won’t. And I was just telling her goodbye. We know we can’t be together. We just wanted one night. Please,” he begged, “don’t tell Dad.”

His words cut only because they had so easily dropped from his mouth. Were they truly lies or was there some truth in them? Adding to the illusion that he was crafting, I left the house. There wasn’t any need to stay and hear any more. I got in my car and headed to school. There would be no more kisses between us. His mother was home. He’d set the stage. I didn’t want to hear whatever else he would tell her to explain away my presence.

At school, I parked and snagged my backpack out of the passenger seat where I’d tossed it in my haste to leave. Maggie was flagging me down by the flagpole no less. She stood hand in hand with Brent. Tom stood off to the side talking to a girl whose back was too me. I rarely saw Tom with a girl, so that was puzzling as I stood for a minute longer trying to figure out who she was.

After I began moving, I hadn’t paid attention. I found myself next to Flynn’s Hummer. He reached out and maneuvered me so that my back was up against his SUV and he was plastered to me. “What are you doing?” I gritted out.

“The plan starts now,” he said before kissing the hell out of me. I was unable stop him from gripping my waist and pressing me flush to him. I felt the power transference and stopped fighting for just a second. He needed this, I told myself. Still, he was doing this in front of the whole school. I bit his lip shortly after and he pulled away. 

“Mercy,” an anguished voice called out. 

Flynn’s head turned but his weight kept me prisoner against the car. I saw Luke’s pain-filled eyes meet mine and my heart sank. “Luke, it’s not what you think.” I blurted.

“It isn’t?” his voice broke. 

“No!” I cried. It wasn’t until that moment that I realized that everyone nearby was watching. I looked around to see all eyes on us. It should have hit me like a semi tracker trailer. But this wasn’t how I imagined it happening. 

“Because it looks like you’re all over my best friend.” He spit. Blue eyes suddenly inflamed, he turned to Flynn. “And what are you doing?” Flynn pulled away from me them, shoulder back and fists at his side, he didn’t flinch when Luke got in his face. “What kind of friend are you?” This was no longer my Luke. “She was mine. And you couldn’t stay away from her.” His hands slammed against Flynn’s chest. Flynn only took a step back before they were nose to nose again. As much as my conscience screamed that was an act, I couldn’t ignore the fact that something about this scene was too real. 

“I tried, don’t you think I tried?” Flynn growled. 

“I’m sick and tired of always having to watch my girls around you?”

“When have I taken another one of your girls? Mercy wants me as much as I want her.”

They were inches from throwing their clenched fists, from grappling on the pavement and beating each other within inches of their lives. And the darkness in Luke told me he wanted it. 

“I don’t have to fight you over her. You know who she really wants. We belong together,” Flynn bellowed. And that was an iron fist that had Luke staggering back with very real pain on his face. After a couple of moments, Luke could only stare at Flynn in a mixture of disbelief and hate. Flynn returned it with a smug grin before Luke turned to me. 

“It’s over Mercy. I can’t do this anymore,” he said, resigned.                             

“No, please,” I called out in vain. But he only gave me his back as he strode away towards the school entrance. All eyes focused back on Flynn and me. For just a split second his smile faltered before it rose big on me again. I moved to slap him. He was faster, pinning my hands to my sides. “Don’t,” he warned.

“You are a grade A asshole,” I whispered.

“Better me than him. His plan would have the whole school thinking he was the bastard. It’s better this way.”

Well, that answered something. This hadn’t been Luke’s idea. Still, that thought scared me more. Had he believed? This was all so messed up. His pain looked so real. 

“Let me go,” I wriggled until Flynn freed me then stormed towards Maggie. She stood as stunned as everyone else until she broke into action. 

“Hey people, this isn’t reality TV, mind your business.” She’d let go of Brent and met me halfway. “I’m so sorry Eme,” she crooned in my ear taking me into her embrace. “You’ll work this out. I’m not sure how. But Luke loves you. He will forgive you… eventually.”

It had looked convincing, then. I wanted to tell her the truth, but we had to make sure Nina bought the lies before I did. Maggie’s reactions needed to be realistic. “No, he won’t,” I whispered.

Pulling back, she tucked her arm around mine and walked over to pick up her backpack. Brent and Tom both eyed me suspiciously until I saw them look over my shoulder. Flynn was coming, I could feel it. “Let’s go, Maggie,” I said rushing her. I wasn’t ready for this next part.






  

Chapter Fifty Seven
 

 

Walking in through the heavy doors felt like a corked had just popped. Ahead was Luke, my boyfriend, my husband. In front of him with a comforting hand on his shoulder, gazing dreamily up into his eyes, was Nina. 

“Let’s keep going,” Maggie murmured. 

My feet had become tree trunks rooted to the ground. As fate would have it, Nina turned and looked at me. The hallway seemed to part so that her view of my pain was unimpeded. Then Luke looked at me with no emotion in his eyes. His features were hard and I wanted to tell him I knew I couldn’t do
this when a hand snaked around my waist.

I saw Luke’s eyes narrow at the person at my side. Turning away, he stalked off with Nina in tow. This was the plan, I told myself a million times as I crumbled inside. Sweeping hair off my shoulder, the kiss that was planted there uprooted my feet. 

Yanking Maggie forward, I stormed off while Flynn laughed and everyone watched. 

“Eme, you have a lot of explaining to do,” Maggie warned. “This better be good. And where is Sara anyway?” She asked while we made our way through the halls. What were they friends now? Or was she asking because she expected her to be the one comforting Luke rather than Nina.

“She won’t be back.” I felt dead inside. It might have been better if Sara had succeeded.

Maggie nodded. She knew when to press and when to wait for privacy to ask the questions she had about anything supernatural. However, she had that determined glint in her eye.

Bells rang out gifting me my freedom from explanation. I couldn’t do this now. I had to pull myself together if I was going to pull off this farce. 

Maggie’s emerald eyes drilled through me. She pointed a finger at my nose. “We will talk.” And she headed off to class. Hers was much farther than mine. She would need to hurry if she wanted to beat the late bell.

The halls thinned but I remained at my locker, phone in hand. My fingers trembled and incorrect autocorrect caused too me to take too much time for me to type my text to Luke. If I didn’t hurry, he’d be tucked in class. Then it would be an entire period before I possibly got a response.

ME: That wasn’t what it looked like.

I counted the seconds like a drowning woman. I didn’t exhale until I receive a response.

HIM: I know. I’ll call you tonight. <3

I couldn’t have been more excited to see a less than symbol paired with the number 3 in my entire life. I almost pooled to the floor in relief. 

ME: I love you

I didn’t bother with shortening the words. They were eight letters too precious to be chopped into text speech. 

The bell rang and I walked to class on cloud nine. It was okay. It was all part of the plan. I could do this.

That was until lunchtime. Funny how everything miserable happened during lunch period. Smiling as I stood in line, I stood looking at my ring when someone deliberately brushed against me. 

“Flynn could have done better.” I looked up to see Nina eying my ring. Little did she know. I caught the jealous look in her eye. I balled my fist waiting for what she’d say next. “I just want you to know that Luke doesn’t want you sitting at our table. I think it would be a bit awkward.” Cocking her head to the side, she added, “Don’t you?”

I hadn’t planned on sitting there. However, her saying so infuriated me because now she thought I was properly cowed. Yet, I had no choice. Getting fries and a Hawaiian Punch, I headed to my table. Maggie was already sitting there, thrumming her fingers on the table with a lifted brow.

“Spill,” she warned.

It was easier to stick to the truth. In hushed tones, I started with Flynn and what happened the full moon night. Her eyes become miniature full moons eclipsed by her green irises.  I explained the bond. Then I moved on to Sara and who she was to Sebastian. I explained how she’d been draining Flynn and that he was dying, slowly starving to death. Saying it only reminded me again that I could stop it. I pleaded with her to understand that Luke’s father didn’t want us together and how he threatened my mom. “Luke is better off without me, Maggs.” 

She licked her lips. Her eyes traveled the space to the elite table. Flynn sat there with Brent.  Luke sat near Paul, which I found ironic. Luke and Flynn weren’t speaking from what I glimpsed before turning away. I told her just about all of it except the actual plan formed at Dewey, my marriage and night with Luke. I hated to lie to her. Giving her most of the truth made it easier to swallow.

“You know, I’m not going to be mad that you didn’t tell me about you and Flynn because I can see you’re hurting right now.”

I gave her a nod. “You have to know this is all really unbelievable. This sounds like something they’d make up for movies.”  She tapped her fingers. “So it’s do or die, huh?”

That was a simplistic way of looking at it. “Yeah, I guess.”

“I can’t say that being with Flynn is going to be some kind of hardship. “ Her eyes drifted back over to him. “He is some piece of eye candy.”

“It is when you’re hurting the person you love,” I said, softly.

She looked at me and squinted a bit. “But you love Flynn too, Eme. Isn’t that how the bond works?”

In my explanation, I’d over simplified things to her. I didn’t have time to give her every detail.  Just when I was about to tell her how I thought this had something to do with me being different, a shadow fell over our table.

“Red,” a familiar voice snapped. “Come on doll, we need to talk.”

Maggie’s face turned to a smirk. I looked up at Flynn and noticed for the first time that he wore a pink shirt. He’d had a black jacket on this morning. Being pressed to him like glue hadn’t afforded me a view of what lay underneath it. 

But there it was a bubble gum pink shirt that fit his chiseled body as if destined to do so. The words written on it however made me sneer. It read, Don’t Laugh At My Pink Shirt; It’s Your Girlfriend’s. I sprung up like a jack in the box, I took my tray and stormed out of the room. I didn’t go outside because, like everyone else, the sky was raining on my parade.  

Flynn took his time but found me fuming not too far outside the door. I wasn’t going to do this here. After he spotted me, I took a couple of turns and ended up at the far end of the building tucked into an alcove famous for make-out scenes. Why I’d chosen that spot, staring at him now, I wasn’t sure. 

“We may have to pretend to like each other, but just remember it’s pretend,” I scoffed.

Caging me in as he liked to do so often, I tried not to be affected by his close proximity. “No one likes this situation. Who wants to be with a girl who hates your guts? But if you are going to save my soul, and you’re not going to have sex with me—” He paused.

“Damn right,” I vowed.

“Says the girl who jumped me when she had the chance in a dream.” He smirked.

“I thought you were Luke,” I spat.

For a second he looked properly chastised. “Like I said. To save my sorry ass, you’ll have to kiss me and kiss me often. And doing it that way will take longer for me to get better. We might as well start now.”

Head dipping, his lips were hesitant on mine. It was different then all the other times he’d kissed me. It had always been rushed, feverish, manic even. This time, he was hovering as if waiting for invitation. Two weeks to save Flynn’s life. I’d kissed him before to save his life. My lips parted and he took his time.

I chanted Luke’s name in my head, trying my hardest not to feel anything. His hand found my hip and glided up to my waist. Then it headed for the hills and stopped just shy of the base of them. In that time, my internal temperature began to rise. I could feel him taking my essence from me. I also felt the wall I’d erected around my heart begin to crumble. I am married, I told myself to fortify the stone he’d so easily broken through. I pitied the other girls that came before me. Flynn turned out to be a master at making a girl feel wanted. 

His lips left mine and traveled to my ear.  “There is an easier way and we don’t have to do this so often.”

I closed my eye recalling the dream and his touch. It had only been a dream, but I remembered. It was nothing like my night with Luke, still Flynn’s image burned inside me and I hated myself for it.

“No,” I said making the mistake of touching him. My palm met the hard plains of his chest and the feeling seared into me. Wild eyed I looked up at him wondering if he was manipulating me in any way.

He must have felt my change in emotion because he stepped back, his face shut down. “I’ll see you after school then… babe.” And he walked away. Spoken in a harsh tone, Babe wasn’t a term of endearment. It sounded more like a curse. I was undone. I had no clue how I was going to handle this. I loved Luke yet there was no denying the connection between Flynn and me any longer. 






  

Chapter Fifty Eight
 

 

Days passed and nothing had transpired between Flynn and me, not that he hadn’t tried. This deception wasn’t easy for me to do. Luke had left the country again in pursuit of information and we video chatted nightly.


“Flynn tells me you aren’t playing the game.” He sounded like a parent scolding a child. 

Biting my lip, I looked away from my surfer boy. “I’m not sure I can do this. And anyway, why is Flynn tattling on me like some kid?”

“He didn’t. I asked,” he said. “Mercy, the sooner you play the sooner this is over.”

Looking back up, I missed him so. His bright blue eyes didn’t look the same on my tiny screen. “When will you be back?”

“I’m not sure,” he said. It was his turn to look away from me. 

“What aren’t you telling me?” I asked because he couldn’t meet my eye.

 He looked up and into the camera directly at me. “I might be gone longer that I expected.”

“How long?” I asked panic rising in my throat. 

“I promise to be back by Prom.” What did Prom matter if he was in some kind of danger? Conversation dwindled after that. He appeared to have a lot on his mind. Half the time he sounded more distant than he was in reality, even as he’d said the words. Yet something was missing. Defeat was written on his face. Did he think I would leave him for Flynn in the end?

My resolve to ignore Flynn only hardened until the next day at school.  My story became different when I saw his haunted eyes in the hall. Flynn was still dying. I felt like I’d said that a million times and it hadn’t changed the truth of it. It was written on his face like black smears. 

I still hadn’t gone back to the elite table even with Luke gone. I was trying to keep my distance. Truthfully, I didn’t want to spoil the memory of what we had in everybody’s eyes by flying into Flynn’s arms so easily. Plus, I was avoiding the farce as long as I could as if it would just go away somehow. Maggie and Brent were laughing at something Tom said. They’d had taken to sitting with me the last few days. But there was a pause.

“What’s that in his pocket?” I heard Maggie say.

“Mercy,” Flynn called out in a not so subtle voice. 

Turning, I took him in with a black t-shirt that read FBI in bold white letters. On closer inspection as he drew nearer, it read Female Body Inspector underneath. I rolled my eyes and turned back to my friends. Strong hands turned me in my seat. My chair made nails on the chalk board kind of squeak.

When he bent on one knee, I thought my heart dropped in my stomach. My first thought was Luke and of our wedding day. My second was, Damn Flynn.

“Luke left. I’m here. I never thought I be that guy. But you’re that girl and none of the rules seem to apply.” Pulling out something pink from behind his back was reminder of Maggie’s words. Holding up a t-shirt in front of me, it read in black letters, Be Mine, surround by a heart.

I couldn’t stop the giggle. It was just too cheesy even for him. “Oh. MY. God.” I heard Maggie say in a voice that made it seem like it was the most romantic thing ever. 

He stared up at me as I plucked the shirt from his hand to take if off display. He said, “You know I’m not a hearts and flowers kind of guy.”

Smirking, I retorted, “No you are a one liner and cheesy T-shirts kind of guy.”

“A step up from edible body lotion and lost panties.” He grinned and I tried to scowl. But the smile that failed to leave my face made me not look very convincing.

“What do you want from me Flynn?” I asked. I knew the plan. But damn it, he wasn’t playing fair. Either he was a damn good actor or he was sincere. The latter I couldn’t handle.

“Give me a chance,” he begged.

All around everyone starting chanting “KISS.” I leaned in and I said, “If this is artifice on your part, I will castrate you.”

I sat straight. “There’s my Webster,” he said before he kissed me for the whole lunch room to witness.

“Mr. McAllister,” a stern voice said the same time the cafeteria quieted down. “I hope that you are helping Miss Moore get something out of her eye.”

Flynn pulled back and got to his feet. “Absolutely. I blew dust out of her eye.”

“Through her mouth,” the principal said straight-faced, quirking a brow.

“Yeah, whatever.” He waved a dismissive hand.

“I see. Well, school rules don’t allow…” The principal grasped for words. “What do you teenagers call it?”

Maggie, being entirely too helpful, said, “P.D.A.”

I glanced over my shoulder to give her the stink eye. “Yes, P.D.A. That’s not allowed in school. So I suggest you go about your business.”

Flynn gave her a playful smile and wink. “Sure thing.”

She actually walked away. No detention, nothing, I sat in shock. Only Flynn would get away with blatantly breaking school rules. 

Taking the shirt from my hand, he pulled it over my head and helped me shrug into it. I’d been wearing a light blue shirt. This pink one would surely clash with it. Out of nowhere, he pulled out a sharpie. Turning me sideways in my chair, he pulled my hair away from my shoulder, exposing my back. Then he began to write. When he was done, he kissed my cheek before looking up to see if he’d been caught again. Since he was behind me I hadn’t realize his intentions until it was too late. Whispering in my ear, he said “Come over later.”

“No,” I said. No way, that was a trap. 

“Fine,” he said hauling me to my feet. “You want this the hard way.”

Dragged along, he had me in the hall by my locker when the bell rang. He kissed me like there was no tomorrow and today didn’t exist. It was just the two of us. It took a while for me to hear the clapping in the halls. When he strode away, I watched and tried to remember my name. He’d taken enough life essence that I was a bit lightheaded.

It took Maggie waving her hand in front of my face to bring me back to my senses. “Earth to Mercy.”

“What?” I said and moved around to dial up my combination to my locker hoping to calm my raving heart. I needed to get a book for my next class.

I wasn’t looking at her. 

“I can’t believe you are acting as if this isn’t monumental. Flynn, on his knees, basically begging you to be his girlfriend. Come on. That just doesn’t happen. Everyone is talking about it.”

Looking at every book and folder in my locker one by one, I studiously avoided Maggie’s face. It had been over the top. Flynn made it impossible for me to say no. Maggie was on a roll. “And he wrote Mine in sharpie on your back.”

So that’s what it said. I pushed my hair off my shoulder and let it spill over hopefully covering the evidence of my betrayal. Luke may have sanctioned it. But my beating heart was judge and jury. I didn’t want to feel this way about anyone else. I wanted Luke to come back and stop this charade before it got out of hand.

Maggie stopped talking. I closed my locker ready for her scorn but Flynn had come back. “What do you want?” I said watching Maggie walk away giving me knowing looks with her hand in Brent’s being led away.

He held out a hand. I narrowed my eyes at it. Snagging mine, he said, “I’m doing the boyfriend thing.” My narrowed eyes met his. “I’m walking my girlfriend to class.” And in front of my classroom, Flynn gave me another kiss that would be talked about for days.

I was in so much trouble.






  

Chapter Fifty Nine
 

 

After school, I dug for my keys in my bag next to my car when Paul walked up. I’d been the target of several death stares, cat calls and other such ridicule on the way out of school. The girls of course had nothing good to say, which I expected even though Flynn’s past girlfriends had never been treated this way. It was almost like I was special in a new and frustrating way.  And the boys thought I was Flynn’s new slut. If Luke only knew that dating Flynn wasn’t anything good for my reputation. 

“Look, I’m not in the mood to talk,” I blurted, opening the car and tossing my bag in the passenger seat.

“Merce, I’m here as a friend. Please.”

Maybe my day had been rough and I needed someone on my side, but I waited to hear him out. “Okay.” I couldn’t find any other words.

“What’s going on? I know you. This has to be some kind of act you are putting on. You and Flynn,” he shook his head. “I don’t see it.”

Relief washed over me. I shouldn’t be excited that my cover was blown. Everything was riding on Nina believing in this. “Does this have anything to do with Luke asking me to look up anything on the Angels of Death?”

“Angels of Death?” I asked confused.

“They were the angels that were sent as a warning to the Pharaoh to free the slaves,” he said as if I should know.

“Okay,” I said. “Why do you bring it up?”

“Some say that later they were sent to kill off the products of Angels and human women.”

Stopping, I sucked in a breath. I could see the train tracks Paul was leading me down and didn’t like the ticket that waited for me. “What specifically did he ask you to research?” I whispered.

His face soured and I knew that he dreaded his next words. He obviously thought I knew that Luke had asked him. “Ways that they could be destroyed.”

It felt like a guillotine had cut off my head. I was pretty sure I’d collapse because I truly believed that I knew what Luke was up to. “What’s up?” Flynn said and pulled me back into his chest. His arms hung over my shoulders. “Are you bothering my girl?”

Paul snorted. “Your girl?” He huffed again for good measure. It was clear he didn’t believe in us as a couple.

Flynn slid his hands down my hips until I slapped his hand away. Then he turned my head to plant a kiss on my face. He pushed the limits until I pushed him away. “My girl,” he answered.

Paul ignored Flynn. “Luke must be in on this but I doubt he would approve of your antics.”

Flynn stood back and folded his arms. Not wanting Flynn to take this forward because we had already started to garner attention, I softly said, “Look, we need everyone to believe.” Giving him a pleading look, I added, “It’s important everyone think this is real. Even Maggie.” I bit my lip hoping Paul would understand.

Pointing a finger at Flynn, Paul said, “You better treat her right in this scheme. She’s not a game.”

Flynn made a move in Paul’s direction. I quickly placed myself between them. Turning to Flynn, I said, “He researched Angels of Death for Luke. What do you know about it?”

There was no doubt that Flynn knew because he didn’t even flinch. “I know enough that Luke didn’t want you to worry.” He spoke to me but looked at Paul.

“He didn’t say for me to keep it from Mercy. How would I’ve known?” Paul asked Flynn defensively.

“Keep it down,” I said moving so I could see them both and if anyone was eavesdropping. 

Flynn’s voice came out quieter but clear. “If you such a good researcher, why don’t you research bonding for Cambions?”

Paul’s eyes widened. He looked at me then at Flynn and back to me. “You two?” I didn’t have to say anything. It must have been plastered on my face. 

“If you’re so worried about Mercy, find a way for us to get out of this.” Flynn sounded serious. “You must have skills with research if you could figure out how to conjure a demon in order to be with her.”

Unable to come back with anything to say, he accepted Flynn’s challenge. “I did come across something about the bond in the books I found. And I will find something to break it.”  Then he strode away.

“What was that all about?” I asked Flynn who merely smirked.

“He’s not over you.” It was a simple statement. However he wasn’t done. “You want out of this so bad. I’m sure he’ll find a way out for us.”

Underneath the layers of steel, I saw the hurt. “Flynn,” I said reaching out to him. He took my hands by the wrist. With a smile on his face and scorn in his tone, he said, “Don’t. Everyone’s watching.”

For show value, he bent down and kissed me quickly. Then he walked away to his own car, leaving me feeling bad about what I was doing to him. 

Getting in my own car, I pulled away from the school. I headed directly home needed to make a call as soon as I got there. I practically ran inside the house. With my bottom parked in my desk chair, I placed a call. 

A groggy voice answered. “What’s up?”

Not bothering with niceties, I accused, “Were you ever going to tell me about the Angels of Death?”

I waited. I hadn’t expected him to answer right away. “Mercy,” he said.

“I just need to know if you are putting yourself in danger. Is this what your leaving was all about?”

“Yes, but it was to keep you safe. I need them to believe that I live somewhere far away from you.” We weren’t on video chat so, I couldn’t see his expression.

“Why are you protecting me if they are after you?” I asked.

“Because, you think they are just going to seek me out. These are rogue angels who would love nothing more than to kill demons just as much as do Nephilim. They believe their mandate is from above.”

I exhaled a long breath. “How safe are you?” I asked.

His voice grew quieter. “Safe as anywhere else in that world.”

“What does that even mean?” I threw out.

“It means I need you to trust me. Who told you about this anyway, Flynn?” He sounded irate.

“No, Paul.”

A sigh came out before he spoke. “So you two are talking again.”

“It’s not what you think. He doesn’t buy me and Flynn as a couple, and he asked if it had anything to do with the research you had him do.”

“He had those books that he got off of ebay and Craig’s List. I figured he could obtain what I hadn’t been able to find.”

I pinched the bridge of my nose not knowing what to say. “He’s smart. It was good you asked him to help. I just wish you would have trusted me. I could have helped too.”

“You are helping. You need to convince my father that we aren’t together. You need to save Flynn’s life.”

There it was. “I feel like you are pushing me to be with him,” I confessed in a weak moment. I wanted to take the words back as much as I was relived to say them.

I wasn’t surprised it took him a long time to answer. “I don’t want you with him. But I also know that he’ll die without you.”

“So you are letting me go.”

“No,” he said so soft I barely heard.

“Then what is it then? I can’t do this. I don’t want to do this.”

“You will forever be mine Mercy. But us being together right now puts you in danger as well as Flynn. I’ll lose you both by being selfish.”

“Maybe if I joined you wherever you are, no one would know we are together. Then maybe distance will help Flynn sever this bond.”

“As much as I want you here with me, it’s not safe for you. The fallen will get curious who I’m with. And we don’t need anyone else curious about you.”

When we eventually hung up, I was left wondering if I’d ever see Luke again. He hadn’t given a firm date when he would be home other than to say he’d be back by prom.

My eyes at some point closed and I fell asleep. I only knew this because I woke in now what I recognized as dreamscape.






  

Chapter Sixty
 

 

Furious and ready to fire all my guns if I had any, I turned looking for Flynn. What I found was Ryck. “Grandfather.”

Walking in a white suit with mirrored glasses, he looked like the rock star he was. This time, his hair was dark like mine and fell around his shoulders. It blew back as his silent steps glided on air towards me. His hand cupped my cheek and I found myself leaning into his touch until his hand fell away. Thinking of Flynn’s compulsion in that second had me averting my gaze. Ryck could glamour me more easily than Flynn.

Chuckling, he said, “Learning are we?” It may have sounded like a question, but I treated it like a statement and didn’t answer.

“Why have you brought me here?” I asked instead.

The plain dark landscape changed and we stood under aqua skies and on white sandy beach. Palm trees dotted the landscape. We were back on his island. “I can give you all you want,” he stated.

“And what would that be,” I said and looked at my skin. I saw a faint sheen of sweat began to form. His dreamscape was so real.

“I know the secret to unmark your angel.”

I hadn’t been looking at him. My eyes had been taking in the landscape and wondering if he’d somehow transported me to his island for real to his home. But once the words were out of his mouth, my head snapped to attention.

“Yes, my dear. I can also sever the bond between you and the incubus boy.”

I tried to steady my breath. I could feel my heart race at the prospect of solving all my problems. “And Sebastian?” I asked. 

“Yes, him too.”

Not dumb enough to think he would do this out of the kindness of his heart, I asked, “And for what price.”

“Ah, flesh of my flesh, it would be a bargain.”

 “And what is your bargain.”

I met his eyes. Trying to turn away, I blinked unable to break his vice like grip. “I will let you decide what price is worth saving those you care so much about.”

“It’s priceless.”

His grin widened. “Well then.”

“But your price will be too much. I can do this on my own.”

I didn’t think he’d give up so easily. Yet, the dream evaporated and I was left panting on my back staring up at a dark ceiling in a place that no longer felt like home. The clock read three in the morning, when I called out, “Sebastian.”

Having told him to stay away, I didn’t expect for him to actually show up.

“Lass,” he said through the smoke. It took longer than usual for his body to coalesce into a shape then a form. Then he stood every gorgeous inches of him. I ignored his powerful physical presence and shirtless kilt ensemble. 

“You know how to remove the mark from Luke don’t you.” I wasn’t asking and he knew it. “Why haven’t you told him?”

“If I told, my creator would unmake and remake me into someone you wouldn’t know though I’d appear the same.”

“Retrain you?” I asked, remembering the term he’d used before.

“Yes,” he breathed. “I can’t help him in anyway. He must figure it out for himself for it to work.”

“Can you tell me then?”

“No,” he said flatly. But I’d gotten used to my questions not been answered. Nodding, I moved onto my next question. “Flynn. Do you know of a way to stop the bonding between us?”

He sat on the bed next to me. His face was cloaked in darkness making him appear more sinister than he had before. “Yes, but you won’t like it.”

Figuring he was telling the truth let me ask the next question. “What?”

“Accept me. Be with me and my father will end the bond between you two.”

“There has to be another way,” I pleaded to no one. 

“You two are far too connected. If you don’t give into him, he will surely die. And it will be on you.” His words were calloused. “I’ve warned you before to clean up your messes. Be with Flynn or be with me. Those are your only options to save Flynn’s life.”

“Neither is an option.” My words were final. I wouldn’t do either.

“Your time runs short. I will be forced soon not by my hands to take actions, Lass. I would prefer if you saw reason.”

He stood and I held my knees to my chest. “Where are you going?”

A cold smile formed on his lips. “I did have duties before meeting you and protecting you from our enemies is a daily task.”

“The dagger, I didn’t…,”

His eye darkened to black. Vanishing, I had no time to finish my statement.

The next days in schools were long. Flynn played the awesome boyfriend part while I played the girlfriend to the best of my abilities. He kissed me sparingly and kept his distance from me outside of school. His pallor grew pasty and his cheeks look more sunken in. 

Luke no longer asked me about Flynn and I didn’t ask about Nina. She seemed more convinced and hadn’t made any comments to me at all.

Over a week later, Flynn was leaving me at class. The halls had basically cleared. For whatever reason, I hadn’t gone inside and he didn’t notice me. I saw him stumble and lean on the lockers nearby. Rushing over, I pulled him into a nook. “Flynn, what’s wrong?” I asked, even though with dread I knew.

He barely opened his eyes leaning heavily on the wall. “What do you think?” he said. Each word seemed like effort for him to form the words. He hadn’t seemed like that a minute ago. 

Lifting on my toes, I moved to press my lips to his but with the strength he had left, he pushed me aside. Stumbling his way out of the tiny nook, I pulled him back as the bell rung. Falling to his knees, I lowered myself to face him.

“Isn’t this what you want,” he hissed. “Just let it be, and it will be done.”

His eyes were heavy, then closed. I made my move, catching him off guard. I tried pushing my life at him and it worked. I felt the transference of not only life force but whatever energy I’d stored up. Upon our lips parting, I was the one unable to stand. Flynn lifted me obviously feeling better. And gravity pulled my eyes shut.

Moments later when I opened them, I found I was in my room at David’s house. Looking over, the clock showed that hours had passed not moments. Getting to my feet was more of an effort than I thought. The keys to my car were on my nightstand and Flynn wasn’t at home. I left heading back home.

I wondered just how Flynn and I would survive if we were fully bonded if it was a give and take. I’d give, he’d be fine but I wouldn’t be. Days later, I finally got the opportunity to ask him.

“If we were fully bonded, we wouldn’t be affected by the transference.” He’d strode away from me leaving me to ponder that this kissing thing wasn’t working either.

 Guilt over everything, I kissed Flynn every chance I got. And he was looking slightly better. He continued with the hands off approach. He was around but not enough for me to do anything to really help him get better. He even ignored my calls. 

One night during a video chat, Luke caught me off guard with his words. “My father isn’t a believer yet. He’s made it clear he expects me to go to prom with my girlfriend. I perked up for a second until I realized it wasn’t me. “I have to take Nina to the dance.” 

This hadn’t been what I expected. The thing with Flynn hadn’t been the help we needed. Flynn wasn’t getting better and his father wasn’t a believer. “I had no choice Mercy. But I have a solution. Nina is going to buy tickets for herself and Flynn since he can’t buy them because he’s a junior. And I’m buying tickets for me and you. The only thing that will keep us apart will be in the beginning when I pick her up.”

“And how does that help anything?” I asked. “Isn’t she going to find it suspicious you getting tickets for Flynn and me to go together.”

Guilt was a look he didn’t wear well. “She thinks I’m not mad at him anymore. I’m just mad at you. He and I are like brothers after all.”

Wasn’t that just a guy thing? Not all guys seemed to hold a grudge like girls did. “And I’m supposed to watch you two together?” I berated.

“You think it will be any better for me to watch you together with Flynn?”

“No,” I guessed. “But what about later?’

“I’ll be done with school a week or so later because of finals. And Dad is leaving the country on a road tour. He won’t know.” He paused. “How about your mom?”

“I think she knows. David may have told her because she hasn’t talked about moving lately.”

“That’s a third of our problem. Nina seems to be buying it.”

“How do you know?” 

He sighed. “I have to talk to her. But nothing’s going on. I’m all the way here.”

Nodding, somehow I didn’t think his plan was going to work. And there was no way I was letting Nina go with Luke to the prom without me.






  

Chapter Sixty One
 

 

Each day, I cornered Flynn and fed him my life. And it became almost too easy to kiss him day after day. He even started letting me kiss him out of the public view. Not being fully bonded, I ended up having to do something I didn’t like. I began to compel guys to recharge my battery. I was careful to not to actually kiss them or too take much of their life force. Then I would compel them to forget about me and what happened so that I wouldn’t to fall into the same trap I did with Paul. The guys I chose had been the senior boys that had stuffed the freshman in the locker. I figured karma was good enough to ease a bit of my conscience.

Tonight was different. Maggie was over and fixing her makeup in the mirror. I had to admit I missed Amber’s presence. She had a way with the stuff and a way about her. Maggie had already done our hair and she applied the last of the makeup standing up in her shimmering silver gown.  

“I really love that dress,” she said, putting her makeup away.

I looked at myself in the mirror. The pale yellow dress I picked out with Maggie several weeks ago had seemed perfect. Now I wasn’t so sure. Would Luke like it? I’d yet to see him but he texted me that he’d made it back. He would show up with Brent in the limo.

“Are you weirded out that Luke’s riding with us?” Her green eyes held everything that a bestie’s should. Love, caring and solidarity all wrapped up with her words, made me hug her. “Yes.”

“I told Brent we should just ride with you and Flynn.” She shook her head. 

“It’s okay. I’ll get through it.”

Pulling back and holding my shoulders, she said, “You haven’t seen him in ages and now he’s going to be with her. It’s not going to be a picnic for him either. I mean you’ll be on Flynn’s arm. Well, technically, Flynn has to enter with Nina. Inside, all bets are off.”

What I couldn’t tell her was that was going to be the best part. Walking in with Luke and getting our picture taken.

“They’re here,” my mom called from downstairs. Because my house was much smaller than Flynn’s, it took no time to make it to the front door. 

Flynn looked incredible. It would be hard not to notice. Brent was there too looking dapper. Flynn stared at me opened mouthed and I looked down to make sure my chest was covered. He looked as though I might have flashed him. His blue eyes were icy clear. When I made it to him, he said, “You look smoking hot.”

“Pictures,” my mom declared. She promised to take a ton for Maggie’s parents. They hadn’t been excited about not being able to witness Maggie all dressed up but conceded since this technically wasn’t her prom. 

It was good things changed. No longer under the strife spell Sara had left at David’s house, Mom wasn’t angry anymore. I’d told her all about my latest dreamwalk with her father and my conversation with Sebastian after. It felt good to share things with her again, knowing she wasn’t against me so much as she was trying to protect me. 

 She’d warned again, “Mercy trust me when I say that no matter what he offers to you, it won’t be worth the price you’d pay.” I’d made the right choice. And he’d yet to slip into any more of my dreams.

Coming out of my thoughts, Flynn put his arm around me in a possessive way and gave his chagrin as the flash went off several more times.

We were all headed out the door when my mom stopped Flynn and me. “Wait,” she called out. Maggie and Brent were already outside when my mom said, “Just a minute Mercy.”

Flynn closed the door when Brent agreed to give us a minute while heading for the limo at the curb. When Mom went upstairs, he turned to me. “You look incredible Mercy. Luke is one lucky son of bitch.”

“Thanks,” I said. “You look great yourself. That tee shirt looks amazing with your suit.”

Grinning, he opened his suit jacket to reveal a black tee with an S and D in a cursive flourish, with a “my” in lowercase script letters in between. Before I could even ask what that meant, Flynn whispered, “Forgive me.” And he swept me in his arms before his mouth covered mine in a kiss that made me forget my question until my mom cleared her voice loudly behind us.

Flynn pulled away and I realized my hands were clenched. Releasing them, I felt the pressure points where my nails had dug in my palms.

Mom came back empty handed. Perplexed I watched as she clasped her hand together in front of her. “I wanted you guys alone because I need to say something to you, Flynn.”

He stiffened by my side, and I moved closer taking his hand in mine as a show of support. Mom hadn’t been very nice to him or anyone recently. Although she’d been good to me lately, I feared her words. “Flynn, I’ve said some things I regret. You are a fine young man. And any mother should be happy that you were with their daughter.”

Flynn’s face was shocked. “David did well with you and as he should, he is very proud of you. I want you to know that I’m so happy that Mercy has chosen you. I’ve told her all along you were the best choice.”

Then she walked over and took Flynn in a surprise hug. “Thanks Mrs. M,” he uttered, glancing over me like he was trying to figure me out. “We should go.”

“You two have fun. Don’t worry about curfew,” she said. I’d never had a curfew so that comment put a stutter in my step.

Mortified at my mother’s words, I didn’t look at Flynn as we left the house with my mom waving goodbye at us from behind.

“I’m mother approved,” Flynn chuckled. It was instinct to glance over at him when he spoke.

“She’s right. You are a good guy,” I said, because he didn’t think he was.

“You’re both wrong there,” he said, keeping his voice low.

It was a short walk from my house to the street. We were almost to the limo, when I stopped and asked, “Why would you say that?”

His answer was quick. “Because if I was, I wouldn’t be in love with my best friend’s girl,” he answered with his voice barely above a whisper.

On some level I knew this to be true. The bond was evidence enough. But it was still hard to swallow that Flynn was in love with me. Two steps later, he opened the limo door.

If I thought that my night would be easy to get through, when I got in the limo, I was reminded why it wouldn’t be. It was hard to see Luke in person for the first time in weeks and unable to touch him. Added to that was horrible times a thousand with him next to Nina who wore a black dress. Averting my eyes, with Flynn and I last to get in, I ended up in the hot seat that lined the back.  Luke and Nina faced Brent and Maggie who sat across from them.

“What took the two of you so long?” Nina crooned. “Mercy, you should fix your lipstick.”

I automatically focused on Luke. When our eyes connected, his features were grim until Nina turned at looked at him. His frown turned right side up way too fast. She had to see that his smile wasn’t genuine.

“Awkward,” Maggie jested. Meeting her eye, she shrugged at me, letting me know there was nothing she could do about the obvious.

Brent said, “You girls all look good tonight.”

“Why thank you Babe,” Maggie said, and planted a kiss on him.

And when he spoke, he let me know he was indeed real. My heart released butterflies I didn’t know I had. “You girls all look beautiful.” Nina leaned her back into Luke’s chest. So it was easy for him to speak and look at me. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Brent and Maggie looking between Luke and me. 

“You know, I almost didn’t believe the two of you were really together. I just knew that you two were putting on a show. I mean really who would have thought Flynn would chase any girl. But I see it. I see the way you two look at each other.”

Flynn added to the show by lacing his fingers with mine. “Don’t get jealous Nina.”

“Jealous,” Nina proffered. “Why would I be? Besides, I’m just curious about the ring. I mean, it’s on the finger that would suggest you two are getting married or something.”

I sat to Flynn’s left since he let me get in the car first. With his right hand, he lifted my left and kissed my ring finger. Luke’s eyes burned into mine and I knew he was ready to pounce to get Flynn off of me. This was as hard for him to watch as it was for me. 

Although Nina was pressed against him, Luke had barely touched her. I felt so wrong for putting all of this in Luke’s face.

“Besides Nina, I know you want me. I’ve seen it in your dreams.”






  

Chapter Sixty Two
 

 

That brought Nina sputtering and cursing at Flynn. Brent was laughing so hard he had to wipe at the corners of his eyes. Flynn just sat back and laughed. He was really good at pushing people’s buttons. I was able to pull my hands free from Flynn’s and smile at Luke while playing with the puffy heart at my neck. I hoped he got the message. 

Maggie had. She’d been watching me the entire time. Her eyes narrowed and I knew we would be talking later. 

Nina faintly glowed when Luke leaned down to her ear and spoke. She smiled and the light faded. I had to look away wondering just what he’d said. 

Unfortunately, there wasn’t much to look at besides black leather seats, tiny lights that outlined the ceiling and the bar that wasn’t stocked. Even the view outside the tinted windows moved so fast, there wasn’t anything to see. I looked up at Flynn who grinned.

Leaning over, he whispered in my ear. “You want to know what my tee shirt says.” I’d forgotten all about it. “It’s an abbreviated version of suck my—”

I jerked away shaking my head and said, “I don’t need to know.”

“Know what?” Nina asked, getting herself in the middle of my conversation.

I thought of saying to her: This is an A and B conversation, so why don’t you C your way out of it. But I held my tongue because that was childish. Flynn however didn’t. Opening his jacket, he said, “See. Take a hint.”

And that started another war of the words between the two until the limo pulled to a stop in front of the gym entrance at our school. Maggie playfully slapped at Brent who was having the time of his life laughing at Flynn and Nina trade barbs. 

Once the limo driver opened the door, Flynn held his hand out. “Come on Angel girl, time for the show.” 

Nina looked back at Luke and muttered, “You owe me.” Then she kissed Luke whose eyes remained open and on me. Nina pulled away and I wondered if he’d kissed her back. It was quick but she looked satisfied and not the least suspicious. She grumbled. “Don’t you touch me dickwipe.” And even I chuckled a bit at watching them walk towards the entrance trading words. 

Maggie made sure she caught my eye before she tugged Brent out of the car. Then it was just Luke and me. “I missed you,” he said softly once everyone was far enough away except for the limo driver who just stood outside the door waiting.

“I missed you too,” I said and he tugged me over on his lap. Our faces were milliseconds away from touching but he didn’t press his lips to mine. 

“You’ve kissed him and she’s kissed me.” Opening my purse between him, I showed him the tiny travel sized bottle of Scope in my purse. Grinning, he said, “You came prepared.” I nodded. He added, “So I’ll meet you at your locker in fifteen minutes.”

“I’m counting on it,” I said. And we got out of the car. There were other couples walking into the school from the line of cars and limos, but Maggie, Brent, Nina and Flynn were nowhere in sight. They must have already gone inside.

Luke held my hand and we walked in. The gym had been transformed. As he spoke to the girl who manned the ticket table, I tried to place her. I thought she might be a junior in one of my classes. If memory served, she was on the student council. 

Averting my eyes, I took in the gym transformation. The theme was “A Walk in Central Park.” And there were live trees strung with white Christmas lights that lined a short path. At the end of the path, a photographer took pictures of the incoming couples. The path was lined, so it was obvious we were supposed to walk it. Beyond that, the sides of the gym had small circular tables that sat about four. They appeared to be black wrought iron. There was a stage set off in the corner where a live band played and several benches sat near other trees that were placed strategically in the open spaces. On the extreme right, the bleachers were pushed as flush to the wall as their folding capabilities allowed. They were covered with something black and strung with more Christmas lights. In front of them was the punch and food table.

Luke had taken my hand again. “Fifteen minutes.” He led me down the path behind other couples. Ahead, I saw Nina waiting, looking peeved. Because it was Senior Prom, the girl at the front had made sure that the ticket holders were Seniors, which is why Nina had to walk in with Flynn, me with Luke.

At the end at the end of the path, a professional photograph halted our steps. “Closer,” he said, which gave Luke the right to tug at my hip and pull me into his side. “Smile.” And memories were made. Nina couldn’t take that away from me.

Then Nina took Luke’s hand and pulled him off in the direction of the Elite. Flynn grabbed my hand and we followed. “Ready for more of the show?” he said a moment before he positioned me in front of him as we stood around one of the tables. 

“Flynn you made it in,” said one of the other guys. Fist bumps were traded all around. But the fact that I was Luke’s ex-girlfriend and now with Luke’s best friend wasn’t lost on anyone. Everyone glanced nervously around. 

“What’s everyone’s problem?” Nina pouted now that she wasn’t the center of attention. 

When Amanda strolled up and immediately looked at Flynn, I was happy and sad at the same time. She’d taken the heat off of the Luke thing. Now people were looking at her, Flynn and me. And it didn’t end there. Amber walked over with a quiet guy who was in the Elite circle but he kept to himself. According to Maggie, he played on the basketball team. He was kind of cute and nerdy in a way too. Amber certainly had a type. Paul was already standing there with a girl I remembered. She had been at my mom’s wedding. He had been talking to that same girl then. Her short black hair was styled much like it had been that night. Their hands were clasped as if this wasn’t their first time doing so. I smiled at him. Paul deserved to be happy. His happiness gave me hope that one day we could be friends again without the complication of his wanting to be with me.

“So who’s spiking the punch?” Amanda said pulling out a flask. That’s when everyone started talking and the awkwardness subsided.

“Do you want something to drink?” Flynn asked, surprising me again. Why was he being a gentleman? 

“Sure, but I’m going to the bathroom first,” I said. I had plans with Luke in a few minutes.

He nodded, letting me go. As I walked away, I had to shake off the good feeling he was giving me. No complications.

Stepping past the row of doors that led into the school, I headed left down a hall and not to the right towards the restrooms. Turning down another hall, I saw Luke already waiting by my locker. Pulling out the bottle of mouthwash I gave him a smile as he led me to a different set of restrooms. I went inside, swished out my mouth and washed off my lip gloss reapplying it before exiting and handing him the bottle. When he came out of the guy’s side, he didn’t waste time. “Mrs. Bishop.”

I was in his arms. “Mr. Bishop,” I managed to get out before he kissed me. Like every time before, his kiss was heaven. Stars burst from behind my eyes and I swore I felt the planets align. His hands reacquainted themselves with my hips and the small of my back and even the line of my spine. My temperature was at dangerous levels. “I want out of this dress,” I confessed.

Giving me a wicked smile, he said “I want to see you out of that dress even though you look amazing in it. But we’ll have time for that later.”

Voices shattered our privacy. “Where do you think he went?” a female voice I didn’t recognize asked.

“He’s probably with her.” Luke and I traded glances. The voice belonged to Nina.

“You can’t possibly believe that. Luke is not that kind of guy. He’s not going to take her back after she was with Flynn. His. Best. Friend.”

“I don’t know,” Nina ruminated.

“He has got to have heard about Flynn and her. The way those two have been all over each other. Any other guy, maybe. But not Luke.”

“I hope you’re right,” Nina said. And her voice sounded farther away.

My eyes were closed. I didn’t want to see Luke after he heard those things. But his soft lips pressed to mine before quickly retreating. “Save the first dance for me.” 

Then he was leading me back. “I’m going to the bathroom. You go in first.”

I nodded, unable to speak. Though he looked at me with love, I felt like poo. 

When I stepped back into the gym, Flynn pulled me into a dark corner. “You two are going to get caught. Nina has been looking for you two. His body blotted out any of the little light that was cast in our direction. “Did you enjoy your little reunion?”

“It’s none of your business. Thanks for the warning, but what else do you want?” I wasn’t in the mood for his games.

“Like you care what I want,” he accused. 

“Flynn—” I pleaded. I just didn’t want to do this. Not right now.

Someone must have tapped Flynn because he turned around. It was one of Nina’s friends. “Oh, Nina was looking for Luke.” The girl’s eyes went wide. Then she looked me over suspiciously. Had Nina told everyone she thought Luke was cheating on her with me?

“So you thought I was standing in a corner with Luke,” Flynn answered sarcastically.  “Leave little bird. Fly away.”

Me personally, I would have been livid at his tone and words. The star struck girl however, nodded her head up and down and stepped away. I was sure she went in search of Nina. I just shook my head.

Then the band started playing a cover of the latest Thirty Seconds to Mars song, my favorite. It was an up tempo song. Flynn saw the delight in my eyes. “Let’s dance doll face.” 

At first I went along with him. I love to dance and it felt like it had been forever since I had. But then I remembered Luke had asked me to save him the first dance. By the time we got there though, people were jumping about and thrashing around like the dance floor was a mosh pit. I knew then I could just dance. It wasn’t like dancing with a partner. As the song continued, more people joined the crowd and we were swallowed up.

Too quickly the song was over. The next song was a little slower. We were still dancing around like fools when that song morphed into a slower one still. I stopped and looked at Flynn. I made a promise. But there was also something in Flynn’s eyes pleading me to choose him. Did he know I’d promised the first dance?

Hands from behind me grasped me by the waist. I turned around to face Luke. “Thanks man,” Luke said to Flynn who stood looking at me a second before he turned away.

The band played a cover of Snow Patrol’s “In the End.” With the popularity of Dancing With the Stars, many of the guys were twirling the girls about. However when Luke mouthed ‘I’ve waited here for you forever,’ my heart leaped, forgetting about all the cool dance moves. 

That song gave away to an even slower song. With so many people around us and Luke’s arms around me, I laid my head on his shoulder. Lost in the music, I nearly ignored the tap on my shoulder. Luke’s hands fell away and I knew who was there. I breathed him in fearing this was going to be our last dance, and finally I pulled away. “Nina,” I said with a smile. 

“Have you seen Flynn? Luke offered to dance with me…” I knew my excuse sounded flimsy. Her eyes said it all. She hadn’t believed a word of it. 

Flynn materialized from nowhere. He pulled me in his arms and lifted me to his lips. He kissed me while he slid me down his body back to my feet. It was so hot, people stopped to watch. My face burned with embarrassment. “There you are. Thanks man,” Flynn said to Luke. Luke nodded and turned back to Nina taking her in his arms and twirling her away. 

“Why’d you do that?” I asked pinching his arm. 

“I have to have some fun out of this. And you two are blowing it.”

The band played another cover of Snow Patrol. This time, it was ‘Just Say Yes.’ And the irony of the lyrics weren’t lost on me.  

I’m running out of ways to make you see

 I want you to stay here beside me

 I won’t be ok and I won’t pretend that I am

So just tell me today and take my hand

He held a hand out to me. 

I stood there unmoving. I couldn’t give him what his eyes begged me to. My heart was being torn in two. His hand dropped but then it cradled the back of my head and pulled me against his chest.

I couldn’t say yes. And then I could hear him even though the music was blaring through my soul. “It’s okay. I know he’s your choice.”

It wasn’t okay. I knew that even though I couldn’t give Flynn the love he wanted, I could save his life. And I would do it. “Flynn,” I said craning my head up. He waited expectantly. “I’ll do it. I’ll do whatever it takes to save your life.” And I meant it, even the dreamwalking.

He closed his eyes tightly before he placed a kiss on the top of my head. His hands cradled my head and he leaned in to whisper in my ear. “You already have. I never thought I would feel this way.” He kissed my forehead. “But I love you in a way that I can let you go.”

“What?” I asked. “You won’t die. I won’t let you.”

“You breathed life into me, Mercy. You don’t have to worry about me after tonight.” What was he saying? I hadn’t saved his life at all. He was still near death. 

I opened my mouth, but he kissed me so tenderly, taking away my protest. “Dad’s taking me away. It’s too late for kisses, Princess. What I need from you, you can’t give.”

With one last look, he walked away. I stood for a second with my vision blurring. I turned to see Luke and Nina still dancing. He spoke to her. She nodded. My heart broke again. Jealousy was a nasty bitch. I took off after Flynn. Emerging from the dance floor, Flynn wasn’t in sight. I did see one of the doors that led into the school closing. I headed through it.

I called his name but Flynn didn’t answer me. I ran as best I could in my floor length dress down each hall but it wasn’t Flynn who I found. “Luke,” I said, tears still streaming down my face.

“What’s wrong?” he asked. I saw you run out of there. “I swear nothing is going on between Nina and me. I was just trying to convince her that we weren’t back together.”

“It’s not that,” I said, meeting his eye. “It’s Flynn.” It wasn’t until the words escaped my lips that I looked back up into the swirl of his eyes.

“I’ve lost you to him haven’t I?” He sounded defeated. “It was a risk.”

“No,” I said. “I love you.” I took his hands in mine. A jumble of words left my mouth before I ended with “He’s dying.” Luke stared at me. I’d told him about all the times I feed him and that nothing I was doing was working. I sobbed, “He said it was too late. That kissing me wasn’t enough.”

“I’ll find him,” Luke said looking determined. I knew that Luke was hurting at the prospect of losing his friend who was as much as a brother to him. 

“And what if that’s the only way,” I hedged. I didn’t quite say sex, but he understood.

He kissed me with a ferocity much like the determination he had to find Flynn. “We won’t let him die.” And he took off. I couldn’t help but love Luke that much more that he was willing to sacrifice as much as I would in order to save Flynn’s life.

Long moments after Luke disappeared down a hall, I turned. Nina stood there.






  

Chapter Sixty Three
 

 

She didn’t bother with any pretense. “So this was some type of game you guys were playing.” She clapped her hands. “Bravo, you and Flynn had us all fooled. Although I think you have Luke fooled, too. You, demon girl, are playing both sides. You are trying to defy the odds and have them both. Not that I can blame you. Flynn is something heavenly to look at. He ought to be an angel with that face. But that body of his is 100% made from hell. It’s sinful to look at.”

Her demeanor was calm but her eyes turned black reminding me of the demon inside me. The black didn’t fill in all her eyes like I was told happened to mine, but there was something nasty that lurked there. Not that I could blame her. I’d be totally pissed if I’d have been used too. In fact, if so many lives hadn’t been relying on our deception, I would have never agreed to the plan. There is something to be said about the needs of one versus the needs of many. In fact, I was dealing with that very issue with Flynn. His needs outweighed Luke’s and mine at the moment.

“Why couldn’t you just stay with your kind?” Her voice began to rise. And although the music seeped into the halls, it was muffled and didn’t cover her ranting. “Luke is too good for you. You don’t deserve him. He should be mine,” she squealed sounding more childlike.

Then her eyes widened over my shoulder. I turned in time to see something just before it cracked on my skull. My knees buckled just before my legs gave way to gravity. I never felt the ground that was rushing at me before I fell into the pit of unconsciousness.

~

The knocking on my door turned out to be the pounding in my head. I opened my mouth to moan out my pain when I heard another voice. It came back rushing at me, the blur and something hitting me with enough force to cause me to black out. For a second I thought I had a concussion before I concentrated on the voices, since everything was dark. Either my vision hadn’t cleared or I was in some sort of pitch black room.

“What made you change your mind?” 

The voice was far away. I barely heard the words let alone make out who said them. “The plan has changed. Get ready, they will be here for her soon.”

“Why let it live?”

“Because, I want her to see her death coming,” the muffled voice said.

There was a shifting of feet. And within the muted voices I heard noises that gave away where I was, at least in the abstract. Birds and bugs, sounds you wouldn’t hear inside a building unless the windows were open. And these noises were far too close for me to be inside. My eyes adjusted, I saw my prison walls move. I was in some sort of supper tent on a cot. When I moved just the tiniest bit, the cot squeaked, giving me away. So I stayed still until I could figure this out.

My head hurt so much, I wasn’t sure if I would be steady on my feet. I assumed that the ‘they” were referring to would most like be at least Luke or Flynn or both. My eyes closed. Flynn wouldn’t be good in a fight. He would never admit it, but he was a dead man walking. How many more people would get hurt over me?

With my eyes shut, I put a few things together. I was sure I was being held by humans.  Something about being alive and in a tent didn’t scream demon attack. Therefore the demon hunters must have me. They’d been too quiet the last few weeks. Hunter girl hadn’t returned school either. I’d taken it for granted that they’d given up. I bet Flynn and Luke hadn’t. At least knowing this, I had a fighting chance. I almost called for Sebastian but he’d changed. Would he now bargain with me for my safety? Would he only help me if I chose him? I knew that my death was not the end for him. It would only be the beginning. So I held his name at bay. If things got really bad, I’d call for him and hope he’d come.

My only ally resided inside me. If I wanted out, we would need to work together. I felt the movement inside me. It was always so odd when she did that. Sharing space in one body was crazy at best. I felt her take over my limbs as I shrunk into the background. Seeing through her eyes now, I got a better picture. We were definitely in a tent filled with crates and a lone table. We rose to our feet barely making a sound. We crouched behind a table as we made it to the tent flap.

Our night vision was better than Army issued goggles. We could see people moving about as if preparing for war. There had to be at least twenty if not more. Luke was amazing, but these hunters carried weapons like crossbows, swords, and even a few guns. They all looked around our age or a few years older. That’s when we spotted her. Nina.

Upon seeing her, the muffled voice I’d heard earlier matched. Nina was the angel behind the demon hunters. How could she do this? 

Someone rushed up to her, bouncing on the balls of their feet with excitement, “He’s here,” the girl said with animated hands. And together after Nina nodded, they took off. When everyone watched Nina head away, we slipped out and around the tent. We were in the woods somewhere. Running lightly, my demon managed not to step on any fallen branches. She crept parallel to Nina’s movement shrouded in shadows. Her stealth and speed showed me what my body was capable of.

Stopping, we watched as Nina, dressed in combat gear, met a furious Luke along with my other friends, Flynn, Maggie, Brent, Tom, and even Doug. Luke, Maggie, Brent and Flynn were still dressed in what they’d worn to prom with the exception of their tux jackets. How long had I been out? If Tom and Doug managed to get with them, it must have been an hour or longer. That’s when I looked down and caught the sight of my own dress. The bottom was muddy and ruined. My demon was thinking about the shoes and clothes I wore and if they would work in a fight. I was glad she was thinking because I hadn’t thought about any of it.

Luke held a hand out to our friends when Nina stepped away from her hunters which left them meeting in the center alone. I didn’t have super hearing. But my demon was adept at reading lips. Luke was asking her what the hell was going on. Even with Nina in profile from where we stood behind the tree, she guessed Nina told him she wasn’t the fool he had made her out to be. That she knew he lost his way but he had a choice, to die along with the abominations he’d brought with him or choose to be at her side when she cleansed our town from the scourge that consisted of me and my friends.

Being the standup guy he was, he tried to change her mind. He argued with her telling her she was going down the wrong path. It wasn’t their place to judge anyone. Nina went on to say something like he was wrong about that, and that I would be the first to die.

Luke told her that they’d been tasked to protect my well-being. But I’d seen enough. We rushed forward, stumbling to a stop next to Luke’s side. He briefly glanced at us before returning his attention back to Nina. We had to give it her. She didn’t look at all surprised by our presence.

“Yes, the witch will die,” she said to Luke but kept her eyes on us.

“This has nothing to do with them,” my demon said. “Let’s you and I battle this out.”

That glint in Nina’s eye came back and twinkled at us. My demon recognized the evil within her. “She’s made a pack with the devil,” my demon said.

Nina pointed a sword at our face, nearly touching our nose. Luke tugged us back a little out of her reach. But we didn’t fear her. “Blasphemer,” she yelled. 

“Nina,” Luke begged. “Don’t do this.”

“Ah, but it’s too late. They’re coming for you.”

We turned and so did our friends who followed our movement. The clearing was vast. Nina had picked out the perfect spot—hidden from public view but free of the trees that surrounded us on all sides. Where the heck where we? There was no time for that question. Far out in the distance, four figures larger and taller than any human were headed in our direction. They were still far enough away, yet it was easy to see that they were dress as if they were extras off a Roman Historical film set carrying swords.

Luke turned back to Nina and said, “What have you done?”

And I knew. They were the Angels of Death. And if I had control of my body, I would have cried out my fury at this situation. Instead, I said one word in my head before we leaped out of Luke’s embrace and into action. Sebastian.

Lunging at Nina, we curled our fingers around her neck in a death grip before she even knew we were coming for her. Chaos erupted all around us. Our foes behind Nina, moved in slow motion arms raised with battle cries as time slowed for us. We felt our fingers dig into Nina’s skin one by one before she lifted the sword and stabbed our side. Our grip loosened and she breathed in before a faint glow seeped out of her skin.

Moving, we spun her around and kicked her to the ground. Just before we fell on her to break her deceitful neck, we were struck with an arrow in the shoulder. The force of the blow sending us backward The pain screamed before it was muted. And the beast within me pulled the arrow out and tossed it like it was nothing. I didn’t want to kill the human but my demon craved their blood. In the end, it was kill or be killed. And that was the only option. With no weapons, we would be forced to take possession of those our enemies had as they fell. Our arms pulled at the hunter as they lined up the sights. We yanked the bow from their hands before we inhaled. It was a slow taking of life force. We seemed to suck it in like a vacuum. Our prey’s eyes dulled before they turned lifeless and their body fell to the ground.  When we looked up, Nina was up and running for the trees. 

Sebastian materialized with two figures on either side of him. One was Rune, the vampire. The other was a guy just as tall with dark shoulder length hair and beautiful as the rest of them. The newbie looked all around frantically, eyes taking in every detail as if he was truly surprised to be here. Rune, on the other hand already leapt into action. Who was the new guy? We looked to Sebastian in a fraction of a second, he nodded at us, and we took off unable to take the time to find out. We knew with Rune’s and Sebastian’s speed, the hunters would be taken care of. My friends, specifically Maggie would be safe. I wasn’t sure why she’d come. She was human. And I forced my demon to look back as we ran. And I found her in the mist of the meelee standing with her feet slightly spread apart taking aim with a gun in a formal length dress. I watched blood kick out of a leg of a hunter after Maggie’s shot held true. And it gave me some peace. I just didn’t think she’d be able to live with herself if she killed anyone. 

More hunters poured out of the trees as we ran after Nina, the coward. We clothes-lined those in our path, taking them out of the fight. My demon would have liked to finish them off, but I needed to face Nina.

When we made it back to the base camp, we didn’t see her. We saw several tents and a set up that would suggest the hunters had been living out here for some time. We walked quietly while listening for any signs of movement. Nina was Nephilim, or now a half fallen angel, was my guess. And because of this she didn’t have to make any noise until she spoke right behind me, “Well, we meet again.”

Whipping around, Nina held a gun pointed at our head from twenty feet away. “This is it I guess,” she mused. We felt the power from the life force we’d stolen. Our senses were heightened. We felt like we could fly. “I must admit, a part of me wants to send you to hell where you belong.” She laughed to herself. “But what would that do? Another member of your fan club, like Sebastian would just go and get you, now wouldn’t he.”

My demon opened her mouth to speak, but in a quick exchange, I spoke. “Nina, you can’t be doing all of this for a boy. Why would you want someone who didn’t love you?”

“He would have loved me,” she cried out sounded demented. “But no, they came for me.”

“Who?” I dumbly asked.

But she answered. “The angels. They gave me a choice, him or me.” Her voice drifted off as if she was remembering. “They said that they were charged with killing all Nephilim but they would spare me if I just gave them Luke.” She was gone in a faraway place in her mind. We poise ourselves to move and hopeful be faster than her aiming at us again. But then she came back to herself. “When he asked me to be with him, I believed we had a chance. I even stopped my campaign to kill you because it would hurt Flynn and thus, Luke. I told the Angels nothing about Luke. But it was all a lie, wasn’t it? It was always you he wanted.”

I heard it before I felt it. Still, we managed to get the gun out of her hands and with a vicious shove up, our palm connected with the bottom of her nose and shoved it down her cranium, or at least we hoped. She went down and didn’t move. Blood gushed from her face and we didn’t wait. Kicking the gun far away, we headed back into the fight. We were bleeding, but we had to help Luke. Well, I did.

When we made it back to the clearing, the first thing I noticed was blood everywhere. My eyes flashed wildly to my friends. Maggie stood blowing out knee caps with her shooting skills. I’d forgotten that she’d learn to shoot alongside her brothers. I hadn’t wanted to hear much about it, so I didn’t ask her. I was against guns, but I was thankful at the moment she had the training. 

Past her, we saw Luke fighting a giant at least two times his height. Flynn and Tom were each battling with one, too.  We turned just in time to see the mysterious boy hurled backward several yards and slammed into a tree. But when he hit, he landed crouched with fist on the ground. Neither his beauty nor the look in his eyes told of lineage. The way he moved and recovered suggested he was some kind of demon. The ground began to tremble and he looked ready to charge the hunter when another appeared at his side, blindsiding him. The demon hunter sword that had been aimed for the guy’s heart became wedged into the oak tree behind him. The wood splintered in the air as the demon boy simply disappeared. Many yards away Sebastian let go of the boy’s arm and disappeared again. Sebastian was all over the place. He was fighting one, but popped in and stopped a killing blow against one of my friends just in the nick of time. We picked up a sword and ran for that fight, figuring the Rune and weres could hand the humans. I had no idea how to wield a sword, but my demon did. 

Before we got there, a hunter stepped in our face. One my demon remembered. We inhaled, drinking deep the mist that fed us. Then she uttered a word to the Crew Cut and he froze. “Go to the camp, watch over Nina. Make sure she doesn’t get away.” I think this was one of the hunters she’d given hidden instructions to. But there was no time to ask about it. She was helping me save my friends. That was all that was important now.

Our prey ran off and louder we uttered that word that I couldn’t pronounce or even begin to spell. It must be a word in Hell Speak. And Long Hair came to our side. I wanted to yell What are we waiting for but she inhaled again. He’d already been spewing blood from the neck when he came to us. I told myself he was going to die anyway, as we filled ourselves with innocence. When he dropped to his death, she took the sword and sheared off our dress to knee length. Then she kicked off our shoes before we took off towards the fight. My demon was anxious to kill the angels. I reminded her, our targets were only the Angels of Death.






  

Chapter Sixty Four
 

 

When we reached our destination, we assessed the situation. We engaged the Angel Sebastian had just left in order to protect Tom. Like some medieval battle, we raised the sword to ward off a blow that sent shudders through our body from the sheer force of it. I had to give it to my demon, I was certain that had we not have fed that we wouldn’t have been able to survive that blow.

“Demons,” one of the Angels cried out. “Nephilim and Demon spawn from hell will meet their maker.”

Didn’t these guys know their mandate against the Nephilim had ended thousands of years ago? The clang of metal rang out in the night. McKayla, I thought deciding that she deserved a name because she was helping me and this is what everyone else called her. She thought there was a good chance we wouldn’t survive. That’s when we saw Flynn fall. Sebastian popped in and stopped the Angel’s sword from ending him. But he was down on his back. We turned in time to be back handed by the Angel, causing us to lose our balance. We stumbled back as we watched Tom fall. The sword slipped through him like butter. We cried out and yet managed to stay on my feet. Sebastian left Flynn’s opponent in favor of using force. He looked the part of the Scottish warrior wearing metal armbands, a kilt, and a leather vest with crisscrossing leather straps. He sent the Angel Tom had been fighting, flying backwards.

Moving my blade in front of me, my muscles quivered as the fallen Angel grinned at me as his sword pushed further and further down. He was just too strong. Sebastian showed up and put a blade through the Angel’s gut as my Angel booted him with a foot sending him soaring behind me. My eyes followed. McKayla knew better, but my will was stronger. When Sebastian disappeared from view before hitting the ground, I turned back to see it was too late. The sword was seconds away from slicing into my heart. 

In the surreal space of my death, I took in my surroundings. Flynn was still down, Tom was also down. Luke’s Angel was down and the other three Angels were watching me. They’d won. I just wanted to see Luke one more time.

And there he was, inches before me. He glowed bright. The light haloed him but didn’t pour out as if he were trying to send a demon back to the underworld. He opened his mouth and I thought he was a vision telling me he loved me before I died and was sent away to hell. Instead, blood spewed from his mouth just before the blade came through his torso. 

His glow faded and his eyes were unseeing. Sebastian was there with a sword up through the giant’s head entering at his chin. The giant fell back and I found myself back in control of my body on the ground next to Luke. 

Rage overcame me like the war cry of a beast. And I cried out to the heavens. My head fell back, screaming out my pain. My sword pointed north as my hand dug into the earth beneath me. Death poured out of me like a shock wave. I saw Sebastian dive for the ground as the ring of death that left my body leveled anything standing in its path. The two angels left standing cried out as just before they turned to ash when the wave struck. Then a golden light rained down in flecks of glowing light in the wake of destruction. I saw Tom begin to stir and it gave me hope. I couldn’t see Flynn. I turned my attention to the Luke at my side. He hadn’t move. He wasn’t breathing.

I didn’t think about what I’d done. I started CPR like a mad woman. I put my mouth to Luke’s and shoved all my power into him. I still felt like I had so much to give. When he didn’t take a breath, I started chest compressions.






  

Chapter Sixty Five
 

 

My kiss did nothing to stir his soul. My breaking heart wasn’t enough to jump start his.  My tears were constant now along with my cries of anguish.  I felt numb as Luke remained unmoving, not breathing. “I love you,” I said in desperation. “Please don’t leave me. Please.” I said again although my words were hardly recognizable through the sobs and running nose from my incessant tears.  

“Mercy,” a sympathetic voice said.  

Looking up, I saw Sebastian.  “Stay away from me,” I yelled.  “This is all your fault. You let him die. If you think for one minute that I’ll be yours because he’s gone, you are so wrong.  I hate you,” I spat. Spit and other things blew out my mouth as I spoke.

Sebastian had conveniently been a few seconds too late. I watched him protect all of us in the nick of time. If he’d shown up a second before, Luke would still be breathing. 

His eyes hardened and he stepped back.  Turning my attention back to Luke, I still held pressure on his wound. 

“Mercy,” a different voice said.  Flynn knelt on the other side of Luke.  His face held the same despair mine did.

“We have to do CPR,” I ordered, as I continued to pump away.

Flynn’s lips thinned as he clamped his mouth shut.  I ignored him and pressed my mouth to Luke’s once more.  No one did anything.  I was the only one fighting to save his life.

“He’s gone,” Flynn whispered, his voice choking on the words.

“No, he’s not,” I cried. “He can’t die.  He’s part Angel.  He will heal.”

Nothing else mattered. I continued on until a thunderous sound came from somewhere in front of me. Three giants appeared from out of thin air.  Flynn stood and I did too. We were prepared to fight, to avenge my heart. The blade that struck him down lay harmless on the ground next to him.

As their footsteps fell, their long strides put them in front of us in moments. I recognized the one in the middle. Dressed like a Gladiator, manifested in angel form, Jonah, Luke’s father stood before me.  I had to crane my neck at an odd angle just to look the man in the face.  

The contempt I saw in his eyes had me taking a step back. It wasn’t defeat that had me do it.  It was an acknowledgment to his father that he had the better chance of saving his son than I did.  The great man knelt and picked up the lifeless boy who was my everything.  Luke flopped in his arms like a rag doll.  The three surveyed us, but said nothing.

I knew that we meant nothing to them. Our motley, bloody and beaten crew of two half breeds, a vampire, two werewolves, a demon, and one human didn’t matter.  The look in Jonah’s eyes said we weren’t worthy to be in his son’s company let alone worthy of his life. That is until his eyes landed on the mysterious boy crouched at the outskirts of everyone. And their pure revulsion filled those eyes. An angel beside him made a step towards the boy but when Jonah commanded him he stopped. 

And after a long moment, where my eyes tried to look at everything but that limp body but failed horrendously, the three fallen angels turned and walked away.

I reached out, but Flynn was there holding me back like I was planning to run after them.  I had no intentions of moving. “Please save him,” I said weakly.  My voice wasn’t more than a mumble.  The silence was not yet quiet enough for his father to hear me.  His father’s steps didn’t falter and he didn’t turn around. I watched them disappear into nothingness and felt my heart die. 

My vision blurred as Sebastian grabbed the two guys and vanished leaving nothing of their presence but air. As Maggie ran over, her red curls bouncing. Flynn stepped into my line of vision and wrapped me in his arms.  I felt the wetness of his tears on my shoulder as he leaned on me.  

I wasn’t moved.  I didn’t feel anymore.  So when Flynn stepped back, eyes dry as if he hadn’t had any tears and it was only my imagination, I crumpled to the ground.  Giving into gravity, I wished for it to pull the pain out of me and into the ground that held the pool of Luke’s blood.

I shoved at hands that tried to get me to stand, to move out of the blood that covered me. But I kicked and screamed and prayed to a God that didn’t care enough about my own existence to save the boy I loved. I pledged my soul and my dedication to any task this God desired. I even pledged to give Luke up and stay away if only God would spare him.

Time no longer mattered. I wasn’t sure how long I lay there praying for everything, waiting and getting nothing. Later, I was vaguely aware of being carried.  Dimly, I saw the landscape blur as my forehead glued itself to the car window.  My eyes were open but not really seeing. Indistinctly, I recalled being placed on my bed and a warm body that wasn’t Luke’s wrap itself around me.  I was barely aware of the darkness as my eyes closed for what I hoped would be the last time if I could have Luke alive.

When I came to, it was bright outside. The golden light poured in like it was a new day.  Turning on my back, I reached out and found an empty space.  Luke wasn’t there.  The tears came in a rush.  It wasn’t a dream.  I was about to get up when I heard muffled voices outside my door. 

“How is she doing?”  It was David. It all felt like a dream. I was back at David’s house which hurt even more. I’d spent many nights with Luke here. I couldn’t stay. I sat up and listened.

“She’s alive,” my mother answered as if that was the best they could expect.

“What of Nina?” Davis asked. I didn’t hear a response. 

“Did you talk to Luke’s mom?” Flynn asked.

“Yeah,” David said.  His word didn’t have the sound of good news. “The funeral will be on Tuesday.”

Funeral. A loud crash hit the wall. A few seconds later a door slammed.

“He’ll be alright,” Mom said.

“This shouldn’t have happened,” David said. “What were they thinking?”  He sounded angry.

“What’s done is done,” Mom said sounding like the voice of reason.  “We should rest. It’s going to be a long couple of days.”

My door opened and David looked at me.  “Mercy?” he asked, and a torrent of tear sprung from my eyes before I fell back praying for something to take the pain away. 

~~~

When I woke again, David was talking again and not to me. “The sleep aid I gave her in the water should keep her out for another couple of hours.”  Sleep aid?  I didn’t remember drinking any water.  But really, none of it mattered and I heard retreating footsteps.  

I had a plan. We had a plan.

Twisting my ring finger, I had a plan for revenge. Sebastian had done this. He could have saved Luke. I wouldn’t waste time on that now. I had my own plan to save Luke.  All I needed was to get to that in-between place like before.

Sitting up in bed with my feet on the side, I called out in my head, Sebastian.

As if he were waiting for my call, he materialized with bowed head and leaned against the wall. “Mercy, I’m sorry.”

I moved like a vampire, quick and fluid.  Sleep had given me time to wrap my head around all that I needed to do. “Sorry,” I spat. “You’re sorry?” My voice was full of rage, but I kept the voice to a minimum not wanting anyone to come.

“When I saw, I tried to get there, I wasn’t fast enough,” he said, looking at me with earnest eyes.

It was too late for that.  I didn’t believe him.  He had us all fooled.  But no longer.  I wasn’t going to be his nor would he be staying in this house any longer.

“You can’t possibly believe that I wanted him dead,” he said.

“Why not?” I said anger holding me back for a moment. “You are here for one reason. Me.” It may have sounded egotistical, but it was nothing of the sort.  “You can’t have me.  Letting Luke die wasn’t your ticket to my heart.  You are nothing to me.  I never want to see you again.” My words were cold, something inside of me had snapped loose when Luke fell.

“You don’t understand, Mercy. There is something you need to know. Luke –” he began.  But his words died as the dagger he gave me cut through flesh and into his demon heart.

“Don’t ever speak his name. You have no right to say his name. You thought I told them about the dagger but I hadn’t. They got that dagger from the demon hunters. It wasn’t the one you gave me. You can have your dagger back,” I said before I gave over control. Somewhere in my subconscious, I’d made a pact with McKayla.  She and I were on the same side now.  She promised to help me with my revenge and getting me to an audience with the Fey or the Elves whoever we found first.  If I was able to save Luke’s life, I promised McKayla my soul.  It was worth it all.

Sebastian’s eyes were frozen in a shocked expression.  Then he disappeared.  I’d sent a message to his father.  This meant war.  If my soul made it to hell after I’d rescued Luke, I’d make them wish they’d stayed away from me.

Before my trip, I would need to power up.  Distantly inside myself, I followed as McKayla took the lead.  We walked downstairs into the kitchen. When Flynn stepped out of the pantry with a bottle of clear liquid, I felt her smile.  

Pursing his lips, he held the bottle out to me. We took it. After taking the cap off, we began to chug away.  Feeling the burn, I didn’t like the taste, but McKayla loved it. Flynn just stood there looking as dead as I felt. He hadn’t noticed I wasn’t quite myself.  Now that McKayla and I were working together as one, my eyes didn’t change.  He had no idea who he was with.

“Mercy,” he said. McKayla was tired of hearing that name.  I didn’t argue; we were of one accord. The only person I wanted to hear speak my name was Luke.

“Don’t,” I said. McKayla had stepped to the side to let me speak. She wasn’t the right person for this conversation. “He’s not dead.”  Flynn just looked at me. “He’s part angel. He’s alive somewhere and I will find him.”

“I loved him too, you know,” he said. “I lost a brother.”

“He’s not gone,” I insisted.

“This is hard for me too,” he continued as if I hadn’t spoken.

Shaking my head, I said, “Yeah, then why were you fighting over me.”

“We weren’t fighting over you. I gave you up if you recall. I know you had feelings for me. But I loved you and him enough to let you two stay together.”

Surprise filled my features. “You didn’t let me do anything. I feel nothing for you.”

“Whatever,” he said, shrugging me off. “It doesn’t matter. My best friend is gone. He died trying to protect us and I can never repay him.”  Flynn took the bottle from my hand.

What he didn’t say was that Luke had died saving me, not everyone else. Yet he hadn’t rubbed that in my face. I turned to head for my room or someplace to vent my anger.  When I got to the entryway, a knock came at the door. I didn’t want to see anyone.  

Then, my heart did a little leap. Maybe it was Luke; his dad could have healed him. They could have been wrong about the funeral. I found myself running the rest of the distance to fling open the door.

Luke was not on the other side of the doorway. However, familiar faces stood there. Ones that I hadn’t seen in a while but could never forget.

“It’s time,” Kathy said.

“Our mistress is waiting,” Jay said.

I was about to open my mouth to protest but I remembered what I owed to the Elves for saving Luke last time. I took a step forward thinking I could beg another favor.  I’d promise the elves anything if they would send me to that place again.

An arm snaked around me, holding me back from my destination. The portal stood just beyond the pair. The light blended in making it hard to see with my human eyes on that clear sunny day. Yet, I saw it.

“This isn’t the time,” Flynn said, speaking to the two elves that used to attend our school.

“My mistress is well aware of Luke’s fatal blow,” Jay said.

If not for Flynn, my knees would have given way. Fatal. So he was dead. They hadn’t said gone though. Maybe they were seeking me out to help me again.  

“A promise is a promise. Mercy’s was given help without delay and we expect the same,” Kathy said.

We turned in Flynn’s arms and looked up at him shadows in his eyes. A small smile played across our mouth. His grip on us relaxed. And she gave him a shove. He stumbled and lost his footing still weak from the fight and our lack of bonding. I hated to leave him, but I had no choice. Maybe the distance would help break the bond. Luke’s life was in peril. 

So McKayla turned us as one. She did the hard stuff.  We worked well that way.  We took determined steps forward towards the portal.

“I won’t let you go alone. Luke would never forgive me,” we heard Flynn say.  But there was no thought or care in our brain other than getting to the Elves. I think Flynn called out to my mother and his father. My mom. I thought of her for a moment before that thought flittered away.  

Stepping into the golden light of the portal, I had to believe I was one step closer to seeing Luke again.

<<<<>>>> 
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