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  Content Warnings


This story contains the following content: 
	Themes related to Judeo-Christian religion, including angels, demons, references to possession and exorcism, and quotes from scripture.

	Kidnapping

	Recapture

	PTSD

	Restraints, collar, gag

	Torture

	Blood

	Character death



If this book isn't for you, no worries! But if it is, we hope you enjoy this story about a hapless demon…
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The iron cuffs burned Dee’s wrists. His shoulders ached from his hands being locked behind him. He twisted weakly against the restraints, his heart lying sluggish and still in his chest, barely able to breathe the stuffy air in the car’s trunk. The car went over a bump, and he bit back a cry of pain as his head thudded against the lid of the trunk, then the floor. The trunk was warded, he could feel it: the familiar prickle of power cloaking him from anyone who might be looking for him. Tears streamed down his cheeks and into the cloth gag tied around his head. 
He could hear the angels in the car as they laughed and turned up their music. It grated on his ears, tinny guitar and crashing drums, but at least it covered the sound of their cruel laughter. He whimpered softly and pressed his face against the rough carpet on the floor. 
His stomach heaved. It was going to happen again. He felt the weight of his capture so many years ago – out at the bar, having a good time in the woman’s body he had borrowed, reveling in the life and music and joy that humans could feel when they allowed themselves to. He remembered the room beginning to swim around him. He remembered the Power that had stepped forward – but he hadn’t known it was a Power, how could he when he was drunk with the colloidal silver they’d spiked his drink with? – with gloved hands, smiling at the demon as he stumbled away from the bar. 
“Hey, sweetie, had a little too much to drink, huh? Yeah, baby, let’s go home.”
He vaguely remembered the bartender watching him as he was pulled toward the exit, just a flash of doubt crossing the bartender’s face, a moment of hesitation – before someone had called for another round of shots, and he’d turned away to grab the shot glasses. Dee remembered staggering out the door to the bar, tucked under the Power’s arm – protected by his gloves and long sleeves, how could he have missed that?
He remembered being shoved to his knees in the alley behind the bar. He remembered the cuffs being clicked around his wrists, remembered being thrown into the trunk of a car, remembered the jolt as the car began to move …
He remembered waking up in a basement with an iron collar around his neck and iron cuffs around his wrists, shaking his head against the cacophony of sobbing inside his head. He remembered the woman screaming from the pain, from the burning in her wrists, from the fear as one of the Powers stepped up – there were more of them now, three standing in a circle around them – and took the demon’s face in his hand.
In his ungloved hand. 
The car hit another bump, and this time Dee couldn’t choke back the sob as he slammed against the floor of the trunk again. Another spike of laughter from the car. Tears streamed down Dee’s face.
Dee. The name Ilya had given him.
He tossed his head and lurched forward, desperately pulling up the face of his kind human friend in his mind. He keened softly as he remembered their soft voice, their gentle hands, their quiet way as they held him tight and rocked him and slept beside him in bed, asking nothing from him, a warm presence that steadied him, cared for him. 
Loved him, maybe. 
They can’t know about Ilya.
He clenched his jaw shut, shuddering from the blistering pain in his wrists, from the fear, from the ache in his chest that opened up inside him and threatened to swallow him whole. He could remember how it felt when the human in his body screamed and suffered alongside him. He could remember how it felt when he woke after being drowned in holy water and realized he could no longer hear her voice in his head.
The Powers killed a human, just so they could torture a demon. 
They would not get Ilya.
His stomach roiled, and he gagged against the cloth in his mouth. He could feel the angelic hands on his body, could feel how his skin blistered and burned from even the slightest touch – not like the slow, stinging pain of the iron, but an instant flame, charring his skin, blackening it. He could feel the whip, the blinding agony as it shredded his back, lash after lash until his flesh hung from his bones. He could feel the white-hot blade of the knife, consecrated iron burning into his skin, poisoning his blood. A knife that would kill him if the angels cut too deep, the only hope of escape he had. 
He bleated in fear, sick with the pain that crashed through his body with each memory. They would break him all over again. They would hurt him and hurt him and hurt him until there was nothing left, nothing but a shell – like he had been when Dara carried him away from that hell months ago. 
Tears streamed from his eyes as he desperately hoped Dara would come for him again. He pleaded silently that she and Evangeline would save him before the Powers took everything from him. They weren’t like the other angels – they cared, impossible though it seemed. If Dara couldn’t save him, the only thing he could hope for – could beg for – was that the Powers took his life. 
His skin crawled as the car slowed to a stop. The car bounced slightly as the Powers climbed out. Dee felt the jolts as they each slammed their doors shut.
The trunk lid opened, and he blinked against the sudden light. He cringed back from the angels’ hands as they reached in and pulled him from the trunk. He sobbed weakly as they dragged him forward, shoving him toward the front door of a house at the end of a long driveway. He couldn’t see another house in any other direction. As he approached the door, his heart sank.
There was a warding symbol on the door, just like he had felt on the trunk – and just like Evangeline had drawn on the front door of Ilya’s house. Dara and Evangeline would never find him now. He would disappear into that house, be chained to the floor, be torn apart for however long the Powers wished to hold him.
He began to sob in earnest as they dragged him through the front door. 
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Dee shrieked in terror as the angels dragged him toward the open basement door. His shoes squeaked and slid on the wood floor, and tears streamed into the gag as he twisted away from the Powers. His sweat-soaked clothes ripped under the angels’ hands. His heart lay silent within him, even as his chest heaved with terrified gasps.  
“Fucking filth,” an angel spat. A hand lashed across Dee’s face, leaving blistering skin in its wake. Dee sobbed and shuddered as his tears stung the burn. The door to the basement yawned open, the peeling gray walls of the staircase disappearing down into blackness. 
“P-please,” he gasped, the word muffled by the gag. “Please, no, please, mercy – ” His eyes were wide, helpless, as he looked around at his captors. He remembered their names; they were burned into his mind at the point of a knife, at the end of a whip, seared into his soul. He knew their names better than he knew his own. 
Lucas. Jude. Dominic.
Their faces were all twisted with hate, their inhuman beauty poisoned by their twisted mouths, their spiteful eyes. He could barely breathe as they dragged him to the basement door and shoved him forward.
He almost caught himself on the first stair, the impact shuddering through his sneakers. Then he felt a boot in his back, and he pitched forward into blackness. 
The fall seemed to last an eternity. 
When he hit the floor, his shoulder buckled and his skull cracked against the cement in a brilliant flash of light. The rest of his body followed in a boneless heap. For a breath, there was no sensation in his body but blank, dizzying terror. 
The pain rushed in a moment later. 
He screamed his throat raw. Agony shuddered up and down his arm, dull and crushing and nauseating. He gagged weakly and sobbed, rolling onto his other side and curling into himself as much as he could. His shoulder screamed at him as he pulled against the iron cuffs locking his hands behind him. Sweat chilled on his skin. His teeth began to chatter.
Above the sound of his screams, he could hear the angels laughing. A single lightbulb clicked on above him, casting the basement in stark, yellowed light. His vision swam as the angels descended the steps one by one and gathered around him where he lay shuddering. The light stabbed into his eyes as he looked up at them. He squeezed his eyes shut, sending more tears dripping onto the cement floor. 
His eyes flew open again as a boot drove into his stomach. He let out a choked, gurgling scream. The fractured bones in his shoulder ground together, seeming to spark a fire that roared under his skin. He felt more than saw the Trap painted on the floor around him, severing any change of escape from his body – even if he had the strength to exorcize himself.
“Looks like we found our little snake out in the
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