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I was supposed to be Fate’s bitch, but Heaven has decided I’m theirs.

My name’s Zane Bradley, and I’m in love with a girl who is a true badass. Missy Ramsay is Fate and Death rolled up into one sexy teenage dream. And I would gladly lay my life down for her.

But Heaven wants her dead.

When the angels come for her, I make a choice. One that plunges me into a darkness I can’t escape. Just like she warned me it would.
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WHAT THE HELL HAVE I done?

I stare at the staff of the scythe securely clasped in my hand and then move my gaze to hers. Melissa Ramsay’s wide violet eyes stare back at me with the same horror filling my soul. My heart hurts, and it’s not an emotional reaction. The pain shooting down my right arm scares me just as much as the fear in Missy’s eyes.

She warned me. She said I would die. Damn it all, I thought she’d be able to keep me alive like she did her parents and everyone she brought back from the dead.

At least the angels behind her have stopped their advance and seem more uncertain now. Missy didn’t see them arrive, but I did. They came to annihilate Missy because she harbored both Fate and Death in her beautiful body, and Heaven just couldn’t abide with one person holding all that power. That’s what made me grab Death’s scythe. There were simply too many of them armed with vicious-looking swords for one girl to take on, even if she is a true badass.

Unfortunately, if the angels have their way, there will be no future for anyone. Slaughtering Missy while she holds both roles of Death and Fate ends the world. Although I’d like everyone to believe I am sacrificing myself for the world, it’s a lot more selfish than that.

I’m in love with Missy, and have been since I first saw her when we were seven or eight years old. I want her alive. I want a future with her. As odd as it seems, taking on Death is the only way I can guarantee that. That is, if Heaven isn’t gunning for her just because she is unique.

Even with my motives driving me, dying sucks. My muscles clench against the pummeling discomfort. But no matter how bad this gets, I cannot let go of this damn stick. If I do, my forever with Missy is doomed.

A wind vortex circles around us, and it’s like being in the center of a tornado. The mixture of salt air and the smell of rain fills the space, along with the distinct sickly smell of Death that clings to every cell of mine.

“Why did you do that?” she screams over the roar of the cyclone overtaking us.

“The world is better with you in it.” I want to kick myself for how fucking corny that sounds, but it is all that comes to mind. Because declaring that I’m in love with her at this precise moment would be in poor form. My existence is better with her in it, but I don’t know what the Hell my world is going to look like when this is over.

Tears fill her eyes and the book in Missy’s other hand shrinks into a charm on her bracelet. Right now, I kind of wish I had the power to put this scythe on a necklace chain like she could do with a thought because it’s damn heavy. I don’t know how a petite girl could wield this mother effectively, but she didn’t seem to have any issues with it at all. As far as the ability to shrink her Book of Fates, that’s one of her new magical enhancements. She can conjure and change the physical properties of things. It’s pretty boss if you ask me, but she’d give that power up just to be able to hug again. You see, when Missy took over for her parents, she inherited a nasty curse. She cannot touch anyone. If she does, she siphons their soul.

The wind whips around us, and she falls to her knees. Her face morphs from sad to a wince, like she is in exquisite pain. Her mouth opens and a scream barrels out, but I can hardly hear it above the wind and the rush of my pulse clinging to my body. Her agony ripples across her features as black smoke peels from her skin.

I want to wrap my arms around her and hold her tight, but I can’t, not if I want my soul intact. And I have a feeling if I try to console her, the angels will see the soul transfer and kill us both on the spot. And I will never see her again.

My chest constricts. The force almost makes me let go of the scythe so I can try to keep my heart from flying through my rib cage in a bloody mess.

Dying doesn’t compare to the anguish of seeing Missy suffering. I didn’t think my taking the scythe would cause her any pain. I was as wrong about that as living through this ordeal.

The last of the black smoke exits her, and she sags on her hands and knees. Five orbs, three made of pure white light and two made of murky darkness, dislodge from her and float around us before beelining it out of the center of the wind tunnel we are in.

The smoke gathers, curling around me like a deadly caress. Each time it touches me, it feels like the stab of a knife, but it doesn’t leave a mark. As it gathers in front of me, swirling at a frenetic pace, my labored heart pumps harder, as if it knows that blackness is the end of everything.

Then it slams into me, and I do scream the way Missy had. Every inch of my body feels like some invisible being is flaying me over and over and over until all that is left is a bloody pulp. My arms fly wide and I’m weightless and yet bound in agony. It reminds me of some creepy cross-like symbol.

But through it all, I still grip that damn scythe, even as my life bleeds out of my damaged heart.

And then darkness yanks me under, suffocating me, and I cannot draw a single breath.
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SOMETHING NUDGES MY SHOULDER, and the contact jars me awake. For a moment, I think I’m in the same panic room that Missy and I slept in last night. Her Papa had insisted she get sleep and the safest place in their house was that room. But it had no windows, so the blackness was just as complete as what is surrounding us now. I can’t even see my hand in front of me. But then my fingers scrape on the cold, rough stone underneath me.

“Where the Hell am I?” I ask, not expecting an answer.

“The Other,” a scratchy voice says from somewhere in this dark stone cavern.

I run both my palms over the rocks and the jolt in my chest has panic flushing me. The scythe is no longer in my hand. I need to find it. I roll onto my hands and knees, and start searching with my hands in frantic circles that widen with each pass. My breath wheezes as my throat closes. If I don’t have it, that means I am not Death, and I died for nothing.

“It’s not here,” a raspy voice tears through the black, closer than it was before.

I think I recognize the voice and that shakes me even harder. “Mr. Ramsay?” He was alive at the house. I punched him to get to Missy. What the Hell? Did they kill us all, anyway? “How are you here?”

“It’s part of the deal
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