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Prologue
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It was only two days until All Hallows Eve, and she’d be able to rise again. Freedom would be sweet after all this time, and she’d be able to see her love again. She hadn’t been earth bound in more than a century. But it was her brother who’d caused her to be trapped here. 

His inefficiency, negligence and lies had prompted her father to call her home and as a punishment forbad her to live on earth until he deemed Marley had been punished enough.

Once home, her father had relegated her to collections at first. That meant, she ascended to earth to drag souls to Demora. There, they were either fed from until all life force was gone or put into service as slaves of some sort. 

After that hundred years, she’d been placed into service as a demon of wishes. Marley’s specialty had been vengeance at her father’s behest. Not many women worked that angle willingly. It tended to get them killed by angels. But she’d been successful at it. 

That had allowed her time to search for her beloved but only spend stolen moments with her once she’d found her. Then, she’d been pulled from active duty to serve as the hostess of her father’s home and his personal companion. 

As such she had met many demons of many talents and skill levels. Most had been her subordinate. However, some had been equal to her as they were from a neighboring kingdom with a rank similar to her own.

As her father’s only daughter, Marley was expected to handfast one day with someone of equal rank or talent.  If not someone of equal rank someone of royal blood who’d be of use of to her father as well as herself. 

However, Marley had already defied convention. Rather than being a simpering princess, she had excelled at the tasks her father had set her to prove her ability as a future queen, should she become queen.

Marley had an older brother ahead of her who’d excelled more or less at living up to their father’s expectations. He ruled in the duchy of extravagance called Lair with his wife at his side and his two children. 

She had been meant to be a companion to her father in his travels when she wasn’t being his hostess at parties. She’d hated the job but excelled at that as well. 

That he’d married only four years ago hadn’t changed Marley’s status to his wife’s chagrin.

And to her own. 

Not being able to ascend, Marley hadn’t seen her lover in over a hundred years. She’d caught glimpses of her through the looking glass, the blue orb she’d used to track her prey. But she hadn’t been able to touch Katrine except through rare manifestations in her dreams. 

Marley used them to keep Katrine single and available for when she would be able to go to her again. That might never happen.

On All Hallows, she’d be able to ascend because the veil between the worlds was so thin she wouldn’t need a human to call her forth or her father’s permission. However, her visit would only be for a short time. 

She stared up at the night sky of Demora, the second realm of the demon world. Marley planned to petition her father for another assignment. After all, he had a wife now to fulfill the duties he pressed on her, and his wife shouldn’t just be the mistress of his bed.

Marley smiled. If she didn’t get a new assignment that allowed her to ascend, her younger brother would never know a good night’s sleep until she could be with Katrine. 

Katrine was her heart mate, her one and only true love. The concept was almost alien among her kind, but some of them could love. They had souls though not all of them did.

She could invade Katrine’s dreams. She could even eat a soul who had no idea how to use his or her own power in the dream realm and drag their soul to Demora leaving the body a lifeless shell.

Her father had no idea she had the ability, or he would have had her killed because she could eventually become a threat to him and his heir. 

However, if she could not get back earthside soon, her brother would be her latest victim. He’d suffer many atrocities and pain over and over for as long as she had to live without Katrine.
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“Going once. Going twice. Sold!” The auctioneer slammed the gavel on the table. 

Aurora Graysky glanced at the woman next to her who’d just spent two thousand dollars on a statue. Granted it was an antique, but it was a bit much for a statue of a demon.

“I can’t believe I won,” Ashley exclaimed gaily. 

“What are you going to do with that?” Aurora demanded.

“It’s a gift,” she said. 

“To who?” Aurora quizzed with a frown. “Who’d want a statue of a demon?”

“It’s not just any statue Aura,” Ashley scoffed. “It’s the statue.”

“Right,” she said with a shake of her head. 

The statue. 

That was fantastic. 

Ashley could spend two thousand on a statue, but she couldn’t even pay her own rent without borrowing from her.

What kind of person did that? 

You secured your four walls first and then threw away money on shit. 

“Our next item up for bid is the Key of Demora. It’s said that this key will open a portal into the demon state of Demora or will bind the demon to you for your lifetime.”

Oh, god, Aurora thought taking in the key the woman showing the item held up.

It was a sensually curved skeleton key. The head encrusted with diamonds and just looking at it made her heart flutter and brought a frown to her brow.

“The key belonged to the demoness, Duchess of Demora, the demon of wishes, prosperity, and vengeance. The Duchess was confined to Demora when she was defeated in a game of chess by a woman who wanted to renegotiate the terms of her contract. Who will start the bidding at five hundred dollars?” he asked. 

Aurora glanced around to see one hand go up. 

“The Duchess can be called at a crossroads every Thursday, Sunday, or Saturday at midnight or any day of a dark or full moon, during a solar eclipse or Friday the thirteenth,” the auctioneer, Hawthorne, went on. “How about six hundred.”

Aura was surprised there weren’t many takers. The key was very pretty with a soft ruby and obsidian glow that held her transfixed.

“The key comes with two sashes, one obsidian black and the other ruby red. Also included is a black obsidian wish stone and a ruby crystal and a small book of magic that was once owned by a gray witch called Katrine the Gray.”

The woman holding the items went to whisper to him, and he nodded. 

Aura’s gaze was riveted on the key. She saw a woman with long red hair with the key around her neck, her feet bare on the wood floor and a fire flickering to her left.

Laughter washed over her followed by soft moans of pleasure. 

Her breathing quickened, and she pushed up a mental barrier against the information invading her mind. 

That Key was calling her.

“The book was often referred to as the Blood Text because it included the specialty area of blood magic,” Hawthorne said. “The book alone is a treasure for any witch.”

“Can we see the stones?” a voice asked. “The necklace is better with them.”

“The stones, book, and the sashes have been lost,” the auctioneer said quietly. “So, the key’s price is now three hundred. Do I hear three?”

An elbow to her ribs had her hand going up.

“Sold.”

“Shit,” Aura exclaimed, hands shaking a little, heart racing as if in excitement. 

“It’ll make a great conversation piece,” Ashley drawled giving her a look. “And you could probably wear it on a necklace too. I’ll fit it with a clasp for you.”

“I don’t want it,” Aura muttered but her gaze followed the hostess carrying the key to a nearby table. She slammed up another layer of mental protection against whatever was attached to that key.

The demon was probably trying to entice her to set it free, and she would never aid it knowingly.

“Well, you know the rules,” Ashley said with a sigh. “Don’t stick your hand up if you aren’t buying.”

Aura blew out a breath trying to decide how to get out of this. She hadn’t put her hand up. Someone had jabbed her. 

Maybe they’d buy it. The duo that ran the auction house wasn’t that inflexible. 

Aura rose and headed from the room making her way to merchandise collection. The old house that housed the business was an old Victorian and had been beautifully renovated with a space added on for collections and pickups.

With the mask mandate having been dropped, no one wore a mask today but then they’d all had to show proof of having been vaccinated. In their world, the witch world, that meant having been to a witch doctor and taken their version of one of the four vaccines out there. 

She wasn’t wearing a mask either, but she had performed magic as an extra layer of protection. The mask had given her a rash that she was recently recovered from.  

Aura got in the short line and waited her turn. Ahead of her, a woman was arguing with a man about a book. She tuned them out at first, but the woman only got louder.

“I don’t have your stupid book, Bruce,” she said. “Why would I want a moldy old grimoire that isn’t even yours to start with?” 

“Lower your voice,” he ordered.

“Get off my back,” she snapped. 

His phone rang, and he stepped out of line going out into the corridor.

“That bastard,” the woman muttered and stepped up to collect her own item. She spoke to the associate for several minutes about the tarot decks she’d bought.

“They were designed especially for rituals,” the associate said.

“I don’t need that deck. Just the first.”

“You’re paying for both either way. They come as a set.”

The woman turned to her. “Do you like tarot cards?”

“I have a few decks,” Aura said carefully.

Buying from a magical auction house should come with a warning. You never knew what you were getting or what you would unleash. And she didn’t need someone else’s problem with that key of Demora about to be hers.

It could open up a hellgate for all she knew.

The woman thrust the deck at her. “Enjoy.” She stepped to one side to put her billfold in her purse, and it tipped over. 

“Here let me give you a hand,” Aura offered.

“Which item are you picking up, miss?” The attractive associate behind the counter asked.

“The Key, but—”

“Ah, yes, it’s a beautiful piece,” the associate said. “You can fashion it into a pendant for All Hallows with the sashes that come with it. It’s truly one of the older pieces up today.”

“Sashes?” She picked up a few items and handed them off to the woman in front of her before straightening.

“And it also comes with two beautiful wishing stones and a lovely spell book,” she said. “Well worth the price for such artifacts.”

“I—” 

“Lucky you,” the woman who’d given her the cards said. “I hear that key is some trinket. My boyfriend Bruce wanted to get it too.”

“Oh.”

“Yeah, but he didn’t have the money,” she said. “Just between me and you, he thinks his dusty little book is the real deal, but it’s
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