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Chapter One

 


In AD 452, the Blood Coven, led by the
warlock known as the Cambion from Wales, divided the world into
three realms: Scath, Darque, and Earth. Such was necessary to avert
the doom of humankind.

 


 


Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, Present Day

 


D Monz jumped into the air and shot his
guitar above his head, his arms high and straight before he crashed
onto his knees. His fingers attacked the strings for the final
ear-splitting note. It was a stellar athletic, musical, and
dramatic show closer. He glanced into the darkness beyond the stage
lights. Last performance before a short break.

Storming off stage, he fled the adoration of
the crowd and their thundering applause. Panty tossing had once
been exciting. No longer. Ignoring his drummer Riot-R, who probably
wanted him to share a few females, he slammed into his dressing
room.

With his back to the door, he shrugged his
T-shirt overhead. About to toe off his well-worn motorcycle boots,
he heard the door open. Angry at the interruption, he spun around,
growling.

What the fuck?

An out-of-breath female leaned against the
wall. She wore a skin-tight, black leather skirt and a
long-sleeved, cropped and torn T-shirt. Through one of the holes,
he saw part of a lacy bra. Her outfit screamed groupie. Despite
that fact, her long red hair, tamed in a braid with only wisps
curling around her face, captured his attention.

She locked her green-eyed gaze on him,
studying D from his scuffed boots to his black-haired head. “Oops.
Sorry. Didn’t know you were in here yet. I thought I was late.”

She was tall and curvy but lean-muscled as
if she lifted a few weights. He didn’t want what was on his
drummer’s menu tonight, but what the hell. When food dropped onto
your plate, it was rude not to eat.

D grinned. “You can apologize by taking off
your clothes and getting on your knees.” He folded his arms across
his chest, waiting for her performance.

She puzzled her brows. “Why would I do
that?”

“Get naked? It’s a nicer view while you’re
blowing me. And when you’re finished with the first task, I plan to
fuck you.”

“I’m not here to have sex with you.” She
nearly spit out the words accompanied by a squinted, incredulous
glare.

“Then why are you here?”

“I’m a reporter for Rap
Magazine.”

D tilted his head to the side. Stalking
toward her, he reached for her arm.

She slipped away, backing into a corner.
“Your manager promised me a story.”

D Monz opened the door so hard it bounced
back into his hand. He shouted into the hallway, “Marko, you mo’
fo’, there’s a reporter in my dressing room.” He faced her again,
his upper lip curled into a snarl.

She had the nerve to punch his shoulder.
“Really? You were going to let me stay if I sucked your cock but
not if I’m a reporter?”

“Word. Is that a problem?”

“Though weird, I suppose I could interview
you on my knees, but these lips are getting nowhere near your dick,
dick.”

“Calling me a dick is not a good way to get
an interview.”

“Well, doesn’t look like I’m getting one
anyway.”

Marko crashed the impromptu party. “What up?
Oh, she’s here. Forgot to mention it, D. She’ll get the band great
publicity.” He whispered, “She’s human.”

“No shit.” No aura. Not an Aeternal.

Marko stretched out his arm, slowly stepped
toward the reporter chick, and shook hands. “As you may have
guessed, I’m Marko, manager extraordinaire. And beautiful lady, you
are?” He held her palm a little longer than necessary.

“Celie. Celie Myers. I took the assignment
since I love…” she glanced at D Monz… “make that loved—past
tense—this asshole’s playing and rap-rock. I was happy to get it.
Because it was last minute, I had to cancel an appointment, shower,
and dress. Then I thought I was late and took a cab, which I really
can’t afford…”

D Monz shot a daggered gaze at Marko.

She must have caught the exchanged glances.
“Too much. Yeah. I get that. So, where do you want me?”

D grinned. “We’ve already had that
convo.”

“We did. Yeah. Knees. And things didn’t work
out so well for you.” She glanced at the overstuffed chair. “I’ll
sit there. You take the couch.”

Marko stopped his exit, obviously thinking
better of it. “I’ll just stick around to referee.” He shut the
door.

They both smiled at him. She slung her
satchel to the floor, rummaging through it to take out an
electronic pad. She settled it on her lap, leaned back, and crossed
her fishnet-stockinged, shapely, long legs. D’s gaze fixed on her
tall-ass black leather ankle boots. Nice.

“D Monz. If I can call you that.” Though
still sounding irritated, her voice swung to professional mode.

“It’s my name, and I prefer it to dick.”

“Is it your real name or a stage name?”

“Real.”

“Your last name?”

“None.”

“Like Madonna.”

“More like Jay-Z.”

Celie typed on the pad. “How long have you
been doing this?”

“Giving interviews?”

She snorted, her hand flying to her mouth.
“No. How long has your band been together?”

In the early 1900s, D Monz, under another
name, had crooned in saloons, lounges, and opera houses, but he
wasn’t going there with a human reporter. He fell back on his
band’s carefully crafted story. “About ten years. Of course, we
grew up together, playing in Riot’s garage. But that doesn’t count.
Our first real gigs were in small clubs. We came up the hard way,
but fast, I suppose.” He grinned. Still shirtless, he leaned
against the sofa cushions, his arms spread across the back,
consciously showing off pads of muscle and what the human would
think were tats. “Baltimore was our first big gig. We were a
hit.”

Like all demons, his body bore his lineage
runes. His chest, his torso, arms, and thighs. Perfect for a
rapper. He looked the part. Walked the walk. Talked the talk.
Smacked the smack.

She stared, licking her lips, the plump ones
he’d hoped would suck him.

Still time.

“When did you know you’d broken into the big
time?” She shifted in her chair, recrossing her legs.

“Atlanta the next year.”

She glanced at her pad. “By then, you and
Riot-R were writing your own stuff.”

“Yeah. And Beast, on keyboards. He’s done
some good stuff. That’s what separates the bulls from the steers.
Composing the words and the music. Key shit to being a
success.”

“Do you have enemies?”

He didn’t have to think about that one,
shaking his head. “Everybody loves me.”

“Cause you’re so nice? Rumor has it that you
and the boys in the band are hardcore. Drugs. Booze. A girl after
every performance. Any murderous jealous husbands?”

While D puzzled his brows, his manager
squirmed but kept their rep rolling. “Lots of girls. Before and
after the stage gig. No mates … um … husbands for the
groupies.”

She stopped typing. “So you don’t deny the
drugs and booze?”

“Why would I?” Sure, they drank, but only
stuff from their realm, Scath. It gave them a buzz. Earth booze was
useless. Demon Scourge was best. No drugs. No reason. Although he’d
heard of a drug called Gold Dust making the rounds on Scath.

“About the women.” She settled the pad on
her lap.

“I don’t kiss and tell.”

“How admirable. Don’t you think having sex
with besotted women is taking advantage of them?”

The human didn’t know, of course, that
demons fed from orgasms. Sure, he could choke the chicken for a
while. But his own hand meant no ejaculation and no nutrition. He
needed the opposite sex to feed the beast. And he needed it almost
daily. His family genetics were a bitch. Apparently, his ancestors
were hungry bastards and passed the gene down the line. Most of his
breed could go a few days or more. Not him. An everyday dose was
required.

D had passed up the night’s feeding session
with the band members, but his publicist, Lonnie, was on her way to
see him. She was always good for a quick fuck and feed since she
was also a demon with a healthy appetite.

And bennie, he enjoyed a soft, curvy female
body pinned beneath him while he drove into her. When his balls
tightened, exploding and spewing seed from his dick? Well. It was
like dying and going to the Evermore.

****

Celie stared at the rapper-slash-dick. She
hadn’t expected him to be so … virile. He was handsome in a
scruffy, weightlifter, criminal way. She supposed his torn jeans,
biker boots, and bare chest showing off his runes were an homage to
his stage persona. Nice fit. The long black hair hanging mid-back
gave him a dangerous vibe. And his blue eyes were extra wicked.

She knew D was an animus demon. So natch,
pyrotechnics were his thing on stage. He could shoot fire from his
fingertips and probably out his ass when he farted. But wanting the
lay of the land first, she wasn’t ready to reveal her knowledge to
the rapper.

“So, as a big-baddy who is fond of doing
besotted women, do you get hate mail? Maybe from jealous boyfriends
if not hubbies? Crazed wannabees? Enraged daddies of underaged
girls?”

He seemed puzzled by the focus on enemies.
“Maybe enraged daddies of underaged girls? What kinda talk is that?
I don’t do children.”

Marko stifled a guffaw. “Never, but he does
lots of women over the age of consent.”

He stroked his stubbly jaw. “Why do you ask,
Celie?”

Was shaving in the morning too big of a task
for the demon rapper? Probably is when you’re hung over from
excessive sex and rock’n’roll.

She lifted the stylus from her electronic
pad. “Why don’t you answer? Hate mail? Rabid followers?”

“None I know of. Do you count groupies as
rabid? We have a number of ladies, and some gents, who trail us
from town to town. We call them fans.”

“Yeah, but do any of them give you weird
vibes? Like maybe they’ve shifted from fan to hater.”

“I’ve been interviewed before. You don’t
strike me as
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