
[image: ]

NUMINOUS

The Warrior & The Witch

Book VII of The Endurance Series

By April Thomas

Copyright © 2018 April Thomas

All Rights Reserved

No part of this book may be reproduced in a retrieval system, or transmitted by any means without the written permission of the author.

Edited by Brigid M. Freymuller

[image: ]



  	
	    
	      Also by April Thomas

	    

      
	    
          
	      The Chemistry of Love Series

          
        
          
	          The Chemistry of Love

          
        
          
	          The Chemistry of Love Part Two

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Endurance Series

          
        
          
	          Endurance

          
        
          
	          Broken

          
        
          
	          Spirit 1

          
        
          
	          Spirit 2

          
        
          
	          Apathy

          
        
          
	          Codex & The Being of Karma

          
        
          
	          Numinous

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Forgotten Heiress

          
        
          
	          Serena

          
        
          
	          The Lightning Bird

          
        
          
	          Kodiak Rose

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Nirvatra Trilogy

          
        
          
	          Nirvatra

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Violet Eye'd

          
        
          
	          Violet

          
        
          
	          Violet Eyes

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Weekend Treats Collection

          
        
          
	          Feral

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Katskin

          
        
          
	          Toxic: The Double Cross

          
        
          
	          Demented

          
        
          
	          Forbidden

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at April Thomas’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Also By April Thomas

Numinous (The Endurance Series, #7)

Dedication

Chapter 1 ~ Dynamic Power Couples

Chapter 2 ~ Against the Darkness

Chapter 3 ~ Will and Determination

Chapter 4 ~ Echoes of Love

Chapter 5 ~ The Fire Inside

Chapter 6 ~ Casualty of War

Chapter 7 ~ Meeting of Minds

Chapter 8 ~ Killer to Seducer

Chapter 9 ~ Together We Stand

Chapter 10 ~ The Plot Thickens

Chapter 11 ~ Feel and Heal

Chapter 12 ~ Void of Hope

Chapter 13 ~ Secrets Don't Die

Chapter 14 ~ Dash to Pieces

Chapter 15 ~ Evidence Doesn't Lie

Chapter 16 ~ Jack of All Trades

Chapter 17 ~ Toast, Jam, and Betrayal

Chapter 18 ~ Help My Daughter

Chapter 19 ~ Genetic Redemption

Chapter 20 ~ When Personalities Collide

Chapter 21 ~ The Witches Coven

Chapter 22 ~ The Choices We Make

Chapter 23 ~ Occult Investigators

Chapter 24 ~ Human Alien Hybrid

Chapter 25 ~ The Atonement of Ariaha

Chapter 26 ~ Born in Blood

Chapter 27 ~ What Death Erases

Chapter 28 ~ The Wrong Name

Chapter 29 ~ What We Don't Say

Chapter 30 ~ Borrowed Faces

Chapter 31 ~ Mirror Image

Chapter 32 ~ We Can Make This Work

Chapter 33 ~ Planted Seeds

Chapter 34 ~ One

Chapter 35 ~ Buried Side by Side

Chapter 36 ~ Waiting for You

Chapter 37 ~ Blood in Clermont

Chapter 38 ~ What the Blood Remembers

Chapter 39 ~ Nine Locks

Chapter 40 ~ Contract or Covenant

Chapter 41 ~ Numinous

Sign up for April Thomas's Mailing List

About the Author

April Thomas is a multi-talented entrepreneur. She is the author and writer of a book series called Endurance, which was first published in 2009. She has incredible inspiration and creativity. She has built and designed her website called Endurance9 and still manages to explore her natural gift of designing her own line of Embellish jewelry, costume drawing/sewing, and a passion for photography. April Thomas knows how to tap into a woman's essence of beauty and imagination. She has also been an advocate in the Native American culture, community, and children.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication

[image: ]


My sister Denyse, soul sisters Karen, Brigid & Cheryce. To Johnny and Anniah for always having my back, thank you so very much!

First, I thank God, my Father in heaven the only one I call Father. Without His Love I am nothing.

Acknowledgements

Contributors:

I want to thank my beta readers for giving me such wonderful feedback on this book. You are all a blessing and I can never thank you enough for all of your help.

Table of Contents

The Fire

Chapter 1 ~ Dynamic Power Couples

Chapter 2 ~ Against the Darkness

Chapter 3 ~ Will and Determination

Chapter 4 ~ Echoes of Love

Chapter 5 ~ The Fire Inside

Chapter 6 ~ Casualty of War

Chapter 7 ~ Meeting of Minds

Chapter 8 ~ Killer to Seducer

Chapter 9 ~ Together We Stand

Chapter 10 ~ The Plot Thickens

Humanity Lost

Chapter 11 ~ Feel and Heal

Chapter 12 ~ Void of Hope

Chapter 13 ~ Secrets Don't Die

Chapter 14 ~ Dash to Pieces

Chapter 15 ~ Evidence Doesn't Lie

Chapter 16 ~ Jack of All Trades

Chapter 17 ~ Toast, Jam, and Betrayal

Chapter 18 ~ Help My Daughter

Chapter 19 ~ Genetic Redemption

Chapter 20 ~ When Personalities Collide

The Lies of the Meek

Chapter 21 ~ The Witches Coven

Chapter 22 ~ The Choices We Make

Chapter 23 ~ Occult Investigators

Chapter 24 ~ Human Alien Hybrid

Chapter 25 ~ The Atonement of Ariaha

Chapter 26 ~ Born in Blood

Chapter 27 ~ What Death Erases

Chapter 28 ~ The Wrong Name

Chapter 29 ~ What We Don't Say

Chapter 30 ~ Borrowed Faces

We Are a Nation of Immigrants

Chapter 31 ~ Mirror Image

Chapter 32 ~ We Can Make This Work

Chapter 33 ~ Planted Seeds

Chapter 34 ~ One

Chapter 35 ~ Buried Side by Side

Chapter 36 ~ Waiting for You

Chapter 37 ~ Blood in Clermont

Chapter 38 ~ What the Blood Remembers

Chapter 39 ~ Nine Locks

Chapter 40 ~ Contract or Covenant

Chapter 41 ~ Numinous

The Fire

Coiling through my being, the fire is awaken

Burning with desire for you, my world completely shaken

My arms ache to feel your strong embrace,

My tongue tingles, longing for just a taste,

Together our bodies clash,

Intertwining, turning bitterness to ash.

The fire inside

Burns and will not subside.

My fire for you beckons

But has it all been forsaken?
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Chapter 1 ~ Dynamic Power Couples
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The kitchen smelled like garlic and burnt tomato sauce, and Eliana stood over the stove with her back to her husband, praying the pasta would somehow fix itself if she just stirred it long enough.

"This is what you made?" Henry’s voice was flat behind her, flatter than she had ever heard it.

"I know it’s a little overdone," she said, keeping her tone light. "I got caught up on the phone. I’ll fix it, Henry, just give me a—"

"A little overdone." He said it like he was tasting the words and didn’t like them either. The chair legs scraped against the tile as he stood. "You couldn’t even boil water right tonight."

Eliana turned around, a smile already forming out of habit, the same smile she’d been using to smooth over Henry’s moods for months now. It died on her face. Something about the way he was looking at her wasn’t him. His eyes weren’t quite tracking her; they seemed to be looking through her, at something just past her shoulder that wasn’t there.

"Henry, it’s just noodles," she said carefully. "I’ll make more."

"It’s not just noodles." He picked up his plate. For a second she thought he was going to set it in the sink. Instead he turned it over, and the spaghetti slid off in one thick rope and slapped against the floor. "Nothing you do is ever just anything, Eliana. You ruin it. You ruin everything you touch."

"Henry—"

"Don’t." His voice cracked into something louder, something that didn’t belong to the man she married. "Don’t you dare stand there and act like you don’t know exactly what you’re doing to me."

She backed toward the counter as he came around the table, his hands opening and closing at his sides like he didn’t know what to do with them. The pot of pasta went next, hurled into the wall hard enough to crack the tile behind it, water and noodles running down in long, sauce-streaked ribbons. A glass followed, then another. Eliana pressed herself into the corner by the refrigerator, her heart slamming so hard she could feel it in her throat, and when Henry’s hand closed around her wrist, his grip was cold in a way skin should never be cold.

"Henry, you’re hurting me—"

"Good," he said, and smiled, and it was the smile that finally broke her.

She wrenched free — she didn’t even remember deciding to fight, just that her body did it for her — and ran, sliding on sauce and broken glass, into the hallway, into the bathroom, and threw the lock behind her with shaking hands. Henry’s fists came down on the door almost immediately, the frame shuddering with each blow, and beneath the pounding she could hear him laughing, low and wrong, nothing like a man who’d been screaming at his wife two seconds before.

Eliana slid down against the tub with her phone clutched in both hands, tears blurring the screen as she scrolled to Makayla’s name. Her thumb was shaking too hard to hit the button on the first try.

Come on, come on, pick up—

The line rang once. Twice. Henry’s fists kept coming, the door shuddering under her back with every hit.

"Please," she whispered into the ringing, not sure anymore if she was talking to Makayla or to God or to whatever was standing on the other side of that door wearing her husband’s face. "Please, please pick up."

The call rang a fourth time, and then a fifth, and nobody answered.

❧

It was late on a Sunday evening in Orlando, Florida. The elite, spiritual warriors from around the globe had gathered for a special event. A charity called 'For Family Unity' was raising funds to help displaced families from natural disasters, economic hardship, and political upheaval; however, secretly, the charity also helped those under spiritual attack, but this was not public knowledge. The organization of seven hundred and seventy-seven members dedicated themselves to fight for humanity and rescue victims from the darkness. It was a daunting task, yet worth the fight.

Tonight's event was particularly special because the president and vice-president of the charity were stepping down, and asked if Maxwell and Tamarius would take their places. Both Tamarius and Maxwell knew that this was a perfect opportunity for Max and Mei. The young couple had proven themselves to be capable of managing a charity for teen parents while raising a family. Although they planned to return to college, both Tamarius and Maxwell felt confident that the position was a perfect fit for them. Maxwell and Tamarius made arrangements, and both men spoke to the president and vice president of For Family Unity. Max and Mei were now the new president and vice-president of For Family Unity, and at tonight's special event, their new positions would be announced to the attendees.

The hall hosting the event was a grand and beautiful location. The elaborately sculptured, high-vaulted ceilings made the room feel grandiose. A light show played around the hall, often flashing the organization's theme colors, turquoise, red, and gold, in its light show. The attendees wore the most elegant gowns and well-tailored suits. Numerous servers wearing black and white uniforms moved randomly through the room, offering hors d'oeuvres and wine while an instrumental band played in the background. The former president of the organization took to the stage and the music came to a stop. A large crowd gathered around, as the now former vice president joined him, eagerly waiting to make their major announcement. Most of the crowd admired the young couple, but not everyone felt that they were the right choice to run the organization. Max and Mei would have a lot to prove, and their first test was already in the works.

"We are happy to see you all here tonight for this special occasion," Harold, the former president said, addressing the crowd of people. "I was speaking to William earlier, as we were both reflecting back on the past thirty years," he continued, referring to the vice president. "We realized that although the world has become colder, we have done our part as warriors to protect the innocent, and for that, we can walk away, full of joy, for a job well done."

The crowd roared and cheered at the president's words.

"Tonight, we pass the torch to a young, power couple that has dumbfounded us with their abilities to be spiritual warriors and raise the next generation with grace and dignity. We pray that you love them as much as we do and even more. They are the grandchildren of the founder, Maximilian Martinez, and are currently attending Solomon University. Who better to continue this organization's war against the enemy?" he ended.

The crowd cheered wildly. Max and Mei slowly emerged onto the stage. Max was wearing a well-fitted, black suit with a dark, turquoise blue shirt, and a simple, black tie. His curly hair that now fell past his shoulders was in a neat ponytail that sat perfectly down the back of his neck. His brilliant, grey eyes sparkled with excitement as he stood on the stage with his beautiful wife. Mei wore an astounding gown that matched her husband's attire. Turquoise peeked under the delicate, gold lace on the beautiful, sleeveless dress that traveled down the length of her body. It proudly displayed her alluring curves, and the slit placed to the front stopped at her mid-thigh. It drove Max crazy, yet he loved how beautiful she looked in her dress. Her hair was placed up in an elaborate bun, decorated with matching jeweled, hairpieces. Her heels perfectly complemented the dress. Together, they stood as an impressive, young couple.

Most of the Martinez household were in attendance, except Maxwell and Cressida. They were still in New York, struggling to solve the death of Cressida's mother, Harmony, and younger brother, Christian. Tamarius had kept in touch with his brother, as he too was concerned about the murder case. He planned to join them once certain situations at home were stabilized. The current situation causing problems was Mei's pregnant little sister, Ariaha. Tamarius' stomach churned with the thought of that girl giving birth to her baby. Something had not been right about the entire pregnancy.

The other problem was being from another dimension that continued to loom around his wife. Somehow, Tamarius felt that this being had something to also do with Mei's sister's pregnancy, and he was getting closer to figuring out who was carrying an abomination in their home. Cressida's pregnancy was healthy, and he sensed no demonic energy coming from her fetus. He was greatly relieved never to have had to relate his concerns about Cressida's pregnancy to his brother, especially considering the turn of events over Max's paternity.

The last situation was now between Max and Tamarius. Since the day that Tamarius and Max had discovered their true connection as father and son, Tamarius' heart doted over Max even more, yet the shame and guilt of not telling his older brother plagued him. He knew that he would have to tell Maxwell the truth one day and prayed that it would not destroy their harmonious relationship.

Tamarius warmly pressed his wife's body against his as they stood in front of the crowd, waiting to hear the announcement. He genuinely needed to escape his troubling thoughts. "I can't wait to take you back to the hotel," he whispered near her ear.

Makayla’s clutch buzzed once against her hip. She slid her phone out just enough to see Eliana’s name already fading from the screen — a missed call, not a text. She frowned for half a second, then let it go; Eliana had mentioned wanting them to stop by sometime tonight, and this was probably just her way of pushing the timeline. “Eliana called,” she said, tucking the phone away. “She wants us to stop by later. Doesn’t matter how late, she said.”

"Do you think it has to do with her husband?" Tamarius asked.

"I'm sure it does, but she knows how important tonight is to us, and she is most likely trying to handle things on her own until we can help her," Makayla replied.

"We should get going. Max and Mei will understand," Tamarius said, taking his wife's hand and leading her towards the exit.

“Wait.” Makayla caught his hand and held it. “This is Max’s night, Tamarius. You spent your whole life not knowing you had a son, and now he’s standing up there about to carry on your grandfather’s legacy. Eliana can wait a few more minutes. Let’s just be here, with him, for this.” Tamarius’s jaw tightened, but he nodded, unable to argue with her. He pulled her close and turned his attention back to the stage, his throat too tight to trust his own voice.

"For thirty years, Harold and I have been your leaders of this amazing organization, first founded by the late Maximilian Martinez. Today, as I look back on our thirty years of coming to the aid of God's children, I feel blessed that I can stand here today and pass the torch on to two, amazing people who I know Maximilian would want to continue with the legacy of his charity. I have high esteem for this young couple, and I am happy to introduce to you, your new president, Max Martinez, and vice-president, his beautiful wife, Mei Martinez."

The crowd erupted into loud cheers while Max and Mei approached the podium. They both shook hands with the former president and vice-president before stepping behind the podium. Mei looked at her husband with admiration as he began his acceptance speech.

"Originally, this position was meant to go to my father and uncle, so when they came to my wife and me about this great opportunity, we were deeply humbled. I can't describe to you the feeling it is to have two people that you respect so much believe in you, even at such a young age." Max glanced at his wife and smiled and then continued his speech as his eyes sought out Tamarius for ongoing support and encouragement. He was relieved to see Tamarius staring back at him with an approving smile. "My grandfather started this charity for families being destroyed by the enemy through the tools of the world. My wife and I fight for individuals every day who need help. The family is paramount to us, so accepting this position is a great honor to us. Thank you, and God bless, For Family Unity!" Max ended.

The crowd cheered again. Max and Mei thanked the former president and vice president and then left the stage. The evening celebration began with music from a now well-known, local, musical group called 'Rapture,' made up of Promise and Kenji Washington with Prudence, Promise's younger sister. Max and Mei began to mingle through the crowd as each guest congratulated them on their new position. It didn't take long for them to be separated and held prisoner in conversations that felt like an endless maze.

Max Martinez stood rigid as he watched his wife from across the room. She had been locked in a conversation with a strange man for quite some time; however, so had been Max, except he was with a young lady, Miss Eva Tolby, who seemed fascinated with Max. He could tell she wanted more than a private conversation with him. She continued to press her breasts against the fabric of her red, satin dress as if to make them appear bigger and more noticeable than before. She held onto a half-full, champagne glass and continued to sip and talk about how blessed Max was to receive such a dignified position. Max smiled and nodded, but her constant praise was aggravating him. He could see that she was only trying to work his ego, which was only a red flag for him.

As she took another deep breath to give him an earful about how wonderful he was, Max placed a finger up. "Excuse me. I think my wife is calling me." He quickly darted off towards Mei, relieved to get away.

Eva Tolby watched as he politely interrupted the conversation between Mei and the gentleman to whom she was speaking. She admired the way Max carried himself. He was refined, charismatic, and sensual. She could tell by the way he interacted with Mei that he was a passionate lover, and by the constant glow that Mei possessed, she was more than satisfied with her husband. Eva brought her glass of champagne to her lips and took another sip. She struggled to hide her jealousy, yet her determination convinced her she would get what she was after. She watched as they talked and laughed as if they were new lovers. They kissed then laughed again before making their way to the exit.

❧

The air was damp from a cool, light drizzle that had just begun. Tamarius stepped out of the driver's side of their silver SUV and quietly observed the ominous atmosphere looming over the home of Henry and Eliana. Makayla also saw the sight before them. The house was slowly falling apart. The windows remained covered with metal hurricane shutters, blocking out sunshine and hope. The front porch displayed a row of dead, potted plants and broken, wooden chairs. The grass had grown at least two feet high, and the last thing the bushes held was a recognizable shape. She opened her door and stepped outside.

"Seems quiet," she stated with a questioning tone, unsure if they should go any further.

"Too quiet," Tamarius responded, approaching the front porch.

The wind blew, and the screen door abruptly swung open, startling Makayla. "I'm going to call Eliana," she said. She took out her cell phone and hit the green call button.

"Stay here. The door is open," Tamarius told his wife before disappearing into the inky darkness of the home.

The phone rang until it went to voicemail. She hung up and redialed, praying that Eliana would answer and everything would be all right. As she waited nervously for her husband to reemerge and for Eliana to answer, she caught sight of something moving in the shadows of the house; however, before Makayla could wrap her mind around what she saw, a gunshot rang out through the house, followed by an ear-curdling scream. Makayla found herself shouting out for Tamarius, demanding that he answer her.
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Chapter 2 ~ Against the Darkness
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A rustle in the bushes and movement in the corner of her eye caught her attention as she moved closer to the house. The figure that was hiding in the shadows now stood on the porch, and Makayla recognized it immediately. It was V, the creature who had kidnapped her a few months ago.

"Stay away from me!" she shouted at him.

Tamarius suddenly rushed out of the house and embraced his wife. He looked in the direction that she was staring, but saw nothing. "Who are you talking to? Is it...?"

"Nothing," she sighed. "Thank God, you're all right," Makayla said while squeezing him.

"I need your help," he said, taking her by the hand and leading her into the dark house. "Be careful, there is a lot of mess," he warned as he guided her around broken glass and overturned furniture until they reached the heart of the problem.

Henry was duct-taped and tied to a dining room chair. Eliana sat on the floor near her husband, sobbing.

Makayla abruptly left her husband's side to console Eliana. She looked up at her husband who began to take off his overcoat. "What happened?" she asked.

"We are dealing with a legion," Tamarius answered as he placed his overcoat on the back of a nearby chair. "I need you to handle Eliana," he said with a particular emphasis on the word 'handle.'

Makayla knew what he meant. As Eliana continued to cry, Makayla began to pray and focus on putting on her spiritual armor. So did Tamarius. He stepped closer to Henry, who started to snarl at Tamarius' approach.

"What are you going to do?" a demon inside Henry spoke in a mocking tone.

"I'm not going to do anything. I am just a man," Tamarius said as he raised one hand towards the ceiling and directed the other toward Henry. He prayed, asking God to use him. A bolt of light came down through the roof, traveled through Tamarius, and out of his open palm, hitting Henry in his stomach. It consumed his entire body. Henry screamed as demons burst out of every part of him.

Makayla watched in amazement, suddenly realizing that Eliana was no longer crying and that her body felt very stiff. "Eliana," she called out. Only a low growl was heard. "Speak to me, demon!" Makayla demanded.

Eliana lunged at Makayla in an attempt to bite her, but Makayla kicked her back, just as Eliana's teeth were about to sink into her arm.

"Take my hand!" Tamarius yelled at Makayla.

She did so just in time. The demon controlling Eliana was charging towards Makayla like a bull. With one hand on her husband's wrists, she aimed the other at Eliana's head. The demons in Eliana continued to charge towards Makayla, slamming into her open palm. The bolt of divine energy charged through Eliana, flushing out all the demons. When they all were out, Eliana's body crashed to the floor. Just as quickly as the bolt of energy had appeared, it now left. Henry was limp in his chair. As both Makayla and Tamarius moved forward to untie the couple, Archangel Michael stopped them.

"The woman will be okay, but this man still has one, remaining demon," Michael spoke suddenly.

"Legalism?" Tamarius asked the angel.

"Yes. Ask him about his new supervisor at work," Michael said before vanishing.

Henry groaned as he lifted his head. He tried to move his arms and legs, only to realize they were bound. "Tamarius?" he questioned, looking up from the chair.

"You have a new supervisor at work. Tell me about the relationship," Tamarius requested as he pulled out a nearby chair, just in time for Makayla to help Eliana take a seat on it.

"Eliana! What happened?" Henry shouted out.

Eliana herself was confused and simply stared blankly at her husband. She looked around her once, well-kept kitchen and gasped in horror at the broken dishes on the counter tops and tile floor. The fridge door was open and food spilled out of it. A puddle of orange juice merged with spaghetti sauce that oozed out of its broken, glass container. "What happened?" she blurted.

"Henry, speak to me. What happened with your supervisor?" Tamarius repeated.

Henry sighed and then began to speak. "His name is Chester Wainwright. The owners of the company forced my old supervisor to step down and brought in this guy, Chester. He is charismatic and easy to get along with, but something...something isn't right about him." Henry shifted his weight on the seat as his thoughts concerning the past month became more troubling.

"Because he wanted to get to know all of us personally, every day, he would call us, one by one, into his office. I saw my normally bubbly and warm-hearted co-workers become detached and withdrawn. Some would eventually quit, never to be heard from again. There are even rumors of suicide. Eventually, he got down to me..."

A tear traveled down his cheek as he replayed that day in his mind. "Chester brought me into his office, but he was not alone. There were two, other people in the room with him, and I have no clue how they got in and out of his office without anyone else ever seeing them. Chester offered me a seat and began to ask me about my job duties and if I felt I was pulling my weight for the advancement of the company. I did my best to convince him that I was, and then he asked me if I was willing to do more for the enterprise."

Henry paused and took a deep breath. "I told him whatever he needed me to do, I would do. I felt as if my job was on the line, and we cannot afford to lose this job—-not with the second mortgage, car payments, and Justin's college tuition." He was reasoning more with himself than Tamarius.

"Go on," Tamarius encouraged.

"His minions presented to me a contract titled 'My Personal Commitment to The Montgomery Company.' I tried to read it, but he kept talking to me, and for some reason, his words seemed to suddenly scramble in my mind, causing me a terrible headache. I just wanted to get out of there. I needed to get out of there. So many voices, and I couldn't think. I signed the paper and ran out of there. Since that day...everything began to fall apart. My wife became very ill, my house—-the plumbing and electrical seemed to go bad overnight. Then, the arguments started. I began to drink and stay out more. I found myself contemplating suicide. Then, the blackouts started. I would black out at work and wake up in the office basement. One time, I passed out and woke up on the bathroom floor of a bar on the other side of town," Henry ended.

"Do you want help?" Tamarius asked Henry.

"Yes... please," Henry answered.

"I am going to call some people who will help you and your wife. You will have to stay where they send you, and from this day forward, cut all ties with The Montgomery Company. We will be placing you in spiritual, protective custody for the next few months, and until a counselor approves your release back into the world, you will be cut off from all friends and family members. You will both be all right," Tamarius finished, giving them a light smile. He pulled out his cell phone and made the call to the For Family Unity emergency response.

"Can you untie me from this chair, please?" Henry asked.

"Ah, no!" Tamarius answered firmly. "I have a rule: once all demons are expelled, then all restraints will come off."

"What can one demon do?" Eliana asked, hating to see her husband restrained.

"He can call the others back," Makayla replied.

Tamarius ended his call, and within the hour, the house was swarming with staff from the organization. The keys were given to the cleanup crew, and Tamarius and Makayla could not wait to get back to their hotel suite. On the way to the hotel, Tamarius made a quick call to his brother, while Makayla checked in on their kids back home at the mansion. When they were both done with their calls, they sat in silence for the remainder of the ride to the hotel. As they pulled into the drive of the luxury resort, Tamarius eagerly parked the car and handed the keys to the valet. He walked around the vehicle and took his wife's hand.

"What a night, huh?" he asked with a light-hearted smile.

"It was all worth it," Makayla replied.

"Did you see him again?" Tamarius inquired.

Makayla hated the question. It almost always led to an argument. "I think you know the answer to that," she reluctantly answered.

"We need to find a way to get rid of him for good," Tamarius said, feeling agitated.

"No argument here," Makayla agreed.

Tamarius opened his mouth to say something, but then thought against it. Makayla saw what had happened and knew he needed to get out whatever was bothering him. "Hey, let's order room service, sit back, and have a balanced and fair discussion of this topic," she suggested. Tamarius remained silent. "Love, I do not want to fight about this, and I don't want you holding things in that will only form distance between us."

"I'm sorry—-you're right. And I would love to have a peaceful dinner with you, and come up with a way to get rid of V for good," he finally spoke.

"Good," Makayla smiled as they entered the lobby of the resort.

While they disappeared into the crowd, V stepped back into a secluded area of the lobby and thought about what Tamarius and Makayla had said. For the past few months, he had managed to pit them against each other anytime his name was brought up. Tonight was the first time his name did not immediately cause Tamarius to argue with Makayla and make ridiculous accusations. This scared V, and he quickly realized that he was running out of time. He would have to do something that he wasn't even certain he could pull off.

❧

Dinner went by smoothly; even their discussion concerning V was peaceful. The passion that had been suppressed because of the tension that V had placed on their relationship was now gone. They made passionate and intense love as if they were lovers reunited for the first time. Makayla happily clung on to her husband as they fell into a harmonious sleep.

Tamarius finally relaxed, now that they reached common ground on how to deal with V and his intrusions. They would focus on the one thing he could not have—-love. They would only focus on their relationship with God, each other, and their children. Tamarius wondered why they hadn't thought of it sooner. His mind eased, and so did his spirit. Makayla's soft breathing was all he cared to hear as he sank deeper into sleep.

Three hours later, Tamarius was awoken by an odd sensation in the room. He opened his eyes and saw nothing unusual, but had a sudden thirst, compelling him to get up and get a bottle of water. Makayla was still asleep. Tamarius lifted the sheets and smiled at her nakedness. He got out of bed and quickly dressed in jeans, a T-shirt, and sneakers. He took his room key and left for the nearest vending machine.

An hour later, Makayla awoke to gentle kisses trailing down her spine. She smiled as excitement grew in her for the invitation to make love to her husband, once again. She turned to open up for him when she realized it was not her husband kissing her. She screamed as she jumped out of the bed, taking the sheets with her.

Rage filled her as she peered into V. "What have you done?" she shouted, looking around the room, confused if she was even in the right place.

"If you want to see Tamarius alive and well, you will give yourself to me, right here and right now!"
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Chapter 3 ~ Will and Determination
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"What did you do to my husband?" Makayla demanded to know. She boldly walked over to her suitcase and began searching for clothes. She could feel every inch of her nakedness and the vulnerability that followed close behind it. She was desperate to cover herself.

"Don't you dare!" V yelled, lunging at her, pulling the sheets away and exposing her chest. Makayla held on to the rest of the sheets as tightly as she could. He released the sheets, angry that she was rejecting him. He turned his back to her for a moment, and Makayla quickly wrapped the sheets securely around her. "What does he have that I don't? So, my skin and eyes are a little different? I still have everything that he has to make love to you in ways you never thought possible," V complained. "I can give you something no woman can have. No woman has ever rejected me! No woman has ever made me feel what I feel for you."

"You are an abomination, and I am a happily married woman!"

Bitter rage took over V, and he slapped her hard, knocking her to the floor. Blood pooled in her mouth as she regained her composure. "Stop making me hurt you!" he shouted over her. "I gotta—-I gotta cool down," he mumbled, leaving the room.

Makayla quickly took the opportunity to dress, even putting on her sneakers. She silenced her cell phone and slipped it under the zipper of her jeans. She then flopped down on her bed and began to pray, asking for God's will to be done and not her enemies. V returned to find her dressed, and his rage continued, but he fought against his temper and against laying a hand on her. He paced the room for a bit and then stopped.

"Fine!" he relented. "You want your husband, so bad? Let's see if he loves you enough to rescue you."

"How can he rescue me, when you probably have him locked up somewhere?" Makayla sobbed.

"Well, if the love you have for each other is true, then nothing, and I do mean nothing, will stop you from finding each other." V then dematerialized.

Makayla pulled out her cell phone and called everyone, but got no response. She quickly realized that she was on her own. She assumed that somehow V had managed to block her from her family. She looked up towards the ceiling and said, "It's just You and me, Father."

She took a deep breath and searched her mind for anything that would help lead her to understand where her husband might be. She glanced around the room to try and retrace his steps. She noticed his sneakers were missing and saw that his suitcase had been rifled through. She looked at her watch; it was four forty-five in the morning. "This explains why no one is answering my call," she grumbled. "Okay. Think, think," she chanted to herself.

Where did he go? Was he forced? She saw no signs of a struggle, but noticed Tamarius' sneaker print in the carpet by the door. Keeping her eyes on the floor, she followed his tracks to the main door of the suite. She grabbed her key and left the room. She stood in the hallway and then placed her hands on the wall. She closed her eyes, focusing all her energy on picking up on her husband's energy trail. Excitement filled her heart when she began to see him. She took a deep breath to neutralize her emotions. Right now, she needed to focus on the trail she was picking up, and her emotions only blurred her spiritual vision.

She followed the trail to the elevators, through the lobby, and then down a hall to the vending machines. She watched his spirit purchase a bottle of water and drink the entire contents while standing in front of the vending machine. She had never seen him that thirsty without working out before. She saw him throw away the bottle and then purchase another one. As he drank his second bottle, a woman screamed out for help, just outside a doorway leading out to the walkway for the hotel guests. Tamarius jolted when he heard the scream and then left to see what had occurred.

Makayla followed his spirit out the double doors and off to the left of a grassy area. There was a woman seated on the floor, holding her ankle. Tamarius placed his bottle of water down and asked if the woman was okay. She had green eyes, short, dark hair, and her skin was a soft peach complexion. She was wearing a skimpy black dress with five-inch heels. The woman complained that her ankle might be broken and asked if he would carry her to her room. She spoke to him flirtatiously, and Makayla watched her husband become uncomfortable.

He stood upright and told the woman, "I will get you help; be right back." He then turned to leave, when she quickly stood up, pulling an object out of her purse and hitting Tamarius on the back of his head, bringing him down to his knees. Three men came out of nowhere to grab him, but he vanished.

She watched as the four stood around, looking lost and confused. The woman who was the apparent leader of the pack stepped forward and threatened all of them, should they tell V that they had failed. The four walked back into the hotel, and just as Makayla was about to follow, Tamarius reappeared, but something was wrong. He seemed disoriented and lost. He stumbled off to the right side of the entryway and disappeared behind a corner. She followed, and once again, saw him vanish.

Makayla slumped to the ground. Tears trailed down her cheeks as she wondered how she could find her husband when he might be suffering from a concussion and memory loss. In some ways, she had wished he was being held hostage; at least, she would know where to find him. Makayla stood as she continued to sob, unaware that she was being admired by V. He slowly moved closer to her, slipping his arms around her waist and then disappearing away with her to his dimension.

❧

He turned Makayla around in his arms and pressed her against his chest. He maintained his human-like appearance. He knew that she would not lie against his snake-like skin or near his snake-like head. "How can you describe a world void of love?" he questioned her. "I guess it's the human in me, always searching for companionship."

Makayla looked around to where he had brought her. Grey-colored clouds loomed above them and below them. The air felt stagnant, and there didn't appear to be other forms of life anywhere. "What is this?" Makayla asked.

"This is my home—-well, it has been since..." He looked down and away as his thoughts rested on his first memories.

Makayla pushed herself out of his arms. "I don't know why you are doing this, but I can not be a part of your world. Even if I had never met my husband, this could never be between us."

"I can't force you, and I will not take anything from you that you are not willing to give. I just wish you could see things through my eyes," V said, trying his best to manipulate her.

"I just want my husband back! I can't go home without him! I can't let my children lose their father!" Makayla shouted.

"Your children..." he grumbled.

Makayla heard him and became enraged. "If you harm one hair on any of my children's heads, you will regret it. I promise you."

"Tamarius' children are safe. I am only concerned for the call of mine," he said, moving closer to her.

"Well, you're looking at the wrong host. I'm sorry your father was a fallen angel, but I can't help you. You are an abom-"

V hissed. "Don't you dare call me that again," he warned.

"Take me back to my realm," Makayla demanded.

❧

It was now after ten at night, and Isra, the dark-haired vixen that Makayla had seen in her vision, roamed the grounds of the resort in a desperate search for Tamarius. Although she had tried to lie to V, he had immediately seen right through her. Her face still burned from the slaps and punches she had taken for disappointing him. She was now running out of time. He could only momentarily distract Makayla.

Isra was new to this spiritual battle to which V had introduced her, but she would do anything for him; anything to have him want her like he wanted Makayla. She looked at her watch. Miraculously, he had been able to keep her from searching for her husband since the early morning. Isra was glad, but her feet were killing her, and she needed a short rest. She saw a secluded park bench in the distance, overlooking the waterway behind the resort.

As she made her way towards the hotel, she slipped off her black heels and breathed a sigh of relief. The wind blew a cool, Florida breeze, which she loved. It was certainly a welcome change from the harsh weather in which she had been raised, in Chicago. As she moved closer to the bench, she gasped. Sitting lost and confused on the park bench was Tamarius. He peered out at the boats traveling by on the waterway as if he had lost all hope. She wasn't sure how to handle this situation. It wasn't clear how much of his memory might have returned by now. Isra decided to move carefully.

"Makayla?" he questioned.

Isra smiled. "Yes, my darling. Where have you been? I have been searching all over for you."

"I think some robbers bashed me over the head and stole my wallet. I can't remember anything, except your name," he replied, opening his arms to embrace her.

She hugged him and reveled in the feeling of such loving, masculine arms wrapped around her. He held her for a moment, but then abruptly let go. "I think we should go to the police and file a report," Tamarius said, stepping away from her. "Man, my head is killing me. Maybe I should go to the ER," he blurted.

"Let's go back to m-m—-our room and see about your head and maybe get you into a change of clothes," she suggested.

Tamarius looked at her. He knew that something was not right, but he couldn't get his thoughts clear enough to figure out what was nagging at him; however, what stood out was the continued longing for Makayla, and the more that he looked at her, the more he felt that something was off about her.

Isra couldn't take his inquisitive stares any longer. "Come. Let's see about getting you help," she said, taking his hand and leading him away.

As they made it back to the entrance of the hotel, Isra entered first and turned left. Tamarius froze. Everything in him told him that his room was not down that hallway.

"What's wrong, honey?" Isra asked, attempting to appear loving and warm.

"This is not the way to our room," Tamarius replied.

"Well, what do you mean?" Isra fumbled on her words, unsure of how to salvage the situation.

"We are in the presidential suite. That way," Tamarius said while pointing in the direction towards the lobby.

"Pres-presidential?" she laughed. "Oh, honey! You hit your head hard. If you want to get a presidential suite, then you need to find your wallet," she said between laughs.

"I need to call the police," Tamarius replied, not finding humor in anything she was saying.

"Fine. Let's go to our room and call the cops. Come on," she said, stretching out her hand towards Tamarius.

He looked back in the direction that he felt he should go and then back at her hand. In his heart, he knew something was not right, but he had no idea on how to handle the situation at the moment. So, he took her hand and followed Isra back to her room.
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Chapter 4 ~ Echoes of Love
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Tamarius sat uncomfortably on a chair in the hotel room while Isra babbled on about their love for each other. Everything felt fake to him. Nothing felt real, and the more she spoke, the more he wanted to escape. Although she was a beautiful woman, her advances did not arouse him and the longing in his heart for Makayla grew to the point that now he was seeing an image of a woman that he felt was the real Makayla.

"So, what do you think?" Isra asked, showing off her lace lingerie.

"Where is my cell phone?" he asked, looking the other way.

"Are you serious? I'm standing here in skimpy, red lace, and that's all you have to say?" she snapped.

"I need to wash my face," Tamarius stood and quickly crossed the small room to the bathroom. He locked the door behind him and turned on the faucet. He washed his face and looked up in the mirror. "Babe, where are you?" he asked, not acutely aware of his words. Blackness took over as he heard Makayla's voice call out to him.

❧

She had heard him. She had heard the voice of her one, true love, and Makayla had to contain her excitement so that V did not figure anything out. Teleportation was still very new to her, but she followed the steps the teacher had taught her. While V continued to rant on about how she would be better off with him, Makayla stayed quiet and focused her attention on connecting with her husband. At times, it felt like chasing an echo, but finally, she captured it. His spirit was calling out to her. She could feel his love and his passion for their union. As V turned his back, Makayla vanished. V felt her presence leave and knew that she had found Tamarius. Their love was stronger than he had expected.

He returned to the human realm and directly to Isra's room. "Did you get him?" he questioned her, upon entering the room.

Startled, Isra spun around, struggling to cover herself. "Yes. He's in the bathroom, washing up," she answered.

V looked around the room and then back at her. "You failed at seducing him, also," he added and then vanished.

The faucet finally shut off in the bathroom and the door opened. Isra realized she would have to be more aggressive. She ran to Tamarius, jumping into his arms and began to wildly kiss him. He roughly groped her, slamming her against a close-by wall and then placing painful bites on her breasts and shoulders.

"I never expected you to be so rough," Isra commented.

"And I never expected you to be so stupid!" he shouted. Isra looked into his eyes for the first time and saw reptilian eyes staring back at her. "Where is he?" V yelled, pinning her against the wall by her neck.

"He was in the bathroom! I watched him go in there. There is no other way out, unless he
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