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Prologue

 


 


“I’m losing him!” Chloe Daniels hollered
toward her nurses, desperate for a magical cure that could stop the
man beneath her hands from bleeding out. Despite her frantic words,
her hands were steady as she applied pressure to a gash in the
man’s neck.

Her unfortunate patient had been on a camping
trip with his family. The story relayed to the paramedics by his
tearful wife was that he’d slipped on a wet dock while night
fishing. The lantern in his hand had shattered, driving the glass
into his throat as he fell.

It had taken an ambulance twenty minutes to
get to their remote location and twenty minutes to return to the
hospital. Forty minutes. He’d been bleeding for forty minutes. He
hadn’t hit any major arteries, but forty minutes was a damn long
time for anyone to be steadily bleeding.

The ambulance drivers had done the best they
could, but by the time the man was placed on her table, he’d been
as good as dead. She’d known it deep in her heart, but that hadn’t
stopped her from trying to revive him. She was a doctor. It was her
job to save lives, even those that seemed too far gone. “We need to
get the rest of the glass out of these wounds so I can stitch him
up,” she ordered one of the nurses.

The girl bobbed her head, fumbling
momentarily with the needed tools, which were already slick with
blood.

The second nurse, Gabriel, was working on a
transfusion, attempting to pump more blood back into the man even
as he continued to bleed. He glanced at the machine monitoring the
man’s heart and shook his head. “He’s been gone for a good ten
minutes. I think you should call it.” They both knew it wasn’t his
call to make, so he continued with his assignment, feeding AB
positive into the dying man’s body until Chloe gave him the
official command to stop.

Chloe had already shocked the man once with
the paddles. It had brought him back for a fleeting moment before
his pulse winked back out. She’d ordered one of her nurses to
manually pump his heart while she worked on the worst of the
wounds.

Blood was caked up to her elbows, and yet the
man still bled. Gabriel wasn’t getting fluids into him fast enough.
Every time Hannah, her other nurse, stopped to assist her, their
patient’s heart stopped beating. Without assistance, his body
wasn’t working. He’d shut down long before they’d gotten their
hands on him.

Taking a step back, she stood frozen with her
bloody hands held in front of her and stared down at the dead man
whose life she was supposed to officially count as lost. She hated
this part. And she’d had to do it more than once today. “I…”

Gabriel’s expression was sympathetic.
Sighing, he rubbed his forearm along his brow in an attempt to
avoid blood getting on his face. “It’s over, Chloe. Call it.”

Numbly, she nodded. She’d lost another one in
far too short a time. “He’s gone,” she admitted softly. Gabriel
extended a hand toward her shoulder, but she ducked out of his
grasp. “I’m fine,” she said defensively.

He nodded and thankfully didn’t press the
issue. “I’ll go speak with the family.”

Chloe looked up in surprise. That was usually
her job, but apparently her co-worker could tell she’d been pushed
to her limits today. “Okay,” she relented. “Thank you.”

“Don’t mention it.” His gray eyes searched
her face for a moment before he added, “Go home. Get some rest.
You’ve earned it.”

She made a sarcastic sound in the back of her
throat. How could she be expected to go home and relax knowing
three people would never be able to do that again? Three people
would never get to curl up on the couch with their loved ones and
watch a movie. They’d never get to enjoy a bowl of popcorn or down
a can of Coke. They were gone forever. And all of it had happened
on her watch.

 





Chapter One

 


Chloe had long passed up distressed and was
edging on hysterical. Tears streamed down her cheeks. She grabbed
fistfuls of her long blonde hair and screamed her frustration into
her living room, taking small comfort as the sound reverberated off
the walls.

 


She’d hit her breaking point a few hours ago,
but didn’t have the opportunity to fall apart until now. She was a
doctor, and a damn good one, but after years of working in
emergency rooms, she’d witnessed more death than any person should
ever have to.

She’d lost three lives today. Three. Three
families would be burying loved ones because she hadn’t been fast
enough, hadn’t been good enough. “I should be punished for that,”
she said miserably as she punched the cushions of the couch she sat
on. “It’s my fault.”

Leaning forward to grab a tissue from the box
sitting on the coffee table in front of her, Chloe froze. On the
table sat an old, tattered book on how to summon a demon.

Her roommate, Taryn, was teaching her
students about the supernatural craze of the 1600s. There’d been
witch hunts, practitioners of the black arts, and demon worshipping
galore. Taryn didn’t believe in any of the stuff. She was just
doing it to draw in her students’ interest.

Chloe didn’t believe in any of it either, but
she wasn’t thinking clearly. Grabbing the book, she yanked it onto
her lap and began thumbing through it. Stopping on a random page,
she stared down at a Latin incantation scrawled in elegant
handwriting.

It was impossible to decipher. She supposed
it might be best if she didn’t know what she was saying. She just
wanted to vent, needed to vent.

Climbing to her feet, she walked around the
coffee table to stand in the center of the living room. Cradling
the book in her left arm, she balanced it against her hip and
silently read the words on the paper. Lifting her chin defiantly,
she called out, “Come punish me! I deserve it!”

Taking a deep breath, she began reading
aloud. She didn’t know Latin, so she sounded her way through it to
the best of her ability. Her hiccupping sobs made the pronunciation
even more mangled.

When she finished the complex paragraphs that
she hoped would call forth a vengeful demon, she dropped the book
to the floor and stared challengingly at the empty room. “I
summoned you! Now come punish me!” Her demanding tone was ruined by
the sniffles that followed.

She stood waiting. After a few minutes of
resounding silence, she gave a depressed sob and shook her head.
“I’m losing it.” She sank to her knees on the floor and pressed her
face into her hands as she wept. “I’m a mess.”

She would have stayed like that all night had
the lights not started to flicker. Puzzled, Chloe lifted her face
from her hands to stare at the wavering lighting just as the
chandelier above her head began to shake. The furniture in the room
trembled, clacking against the hardwood floors. “What the…”

There was suddenly a loud poof, and a thick
wall of smoke appeared before her. She studied the billowing cloud
of gray with confusion. The smoke seemed to curl along the floor
like a fog over a lake, its murky fingers reaching out to her. It
felt thick, heavy, and hot at the back of her throat, as if she’d
leaned too far over a roaring campfire. Coughing hoarsely and
waving a hand in front of her face, she peered into the smoke as it
slowly cleared and the furniture stopped rattling. There was
something in the smoke, something large.

Chloe’s heart practically stopped beating as
horror filled her. Had she truly summoned a demon? Her question was
answered as the smoke finally cleared and out stepped…a man. She
stared up at him, her sobs fading away as shock won out over
misery. She could feel the tears still clinging to her cheeks, but
her crying had stopped.

The man who stood above her demanded
attention with his mere presence, his body language. Chloe couldn’t
concentrate on her misery, because he was so distracting.

Every inch of the man screamed class. His
shoes were polished and perfect, not a scuffmark visible. He wore a
suit that she just knew had to be designer. It was black with
faint, darker black silk stripes that one had to really strain to
see. The top two buttons of his shirt were left open, showing off a
smooth patch of tanned skin.

His black hair was worn long. It was slicked
back off his forehead, the ends brushing his collar. Stunning blue
eyes peered at her, making Chloe’s breath hitch. It was only when
she looked at his eyes that she noticed he looked startled to find
himself in her living room.

He blinked slowly before glancing around
himself. He took in her feminine décor, the cream and pink couch in
particular, with a look of incredulity. His gaze slid along the
pink seashell patterned wallpaper, and his eyebrows arched with
intrigue. When his eyes finally settled on Chloe, his expression
was one of reservation. “You summoned me?”

Chloe sniffled and wiped at the tears on her
cheek. “I…I guess I did.”

An awkward silence fell over the room. It was
the demon who finally spoke. “Well?” His lips quirked in apparent
amusement. “What did you want?”

“Oh! Right!” Climbing to her feet, Chloe
stared up at him. He was tall, well over six feet in height. He
made her feel tiny, but she supposed, as a demon, that was his job.
“I need some punishment doled out,” she explained, trying to feel
braver than she felt. She waved her request off with a dainty hand
as quickly as it was out of her mouth. “Though it
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