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        Honeymooning with demons and death angels.

        At a secluded Washington State island resort.

      

        

      
        Old enemies. Demon bounty hunters. And Lucifer’s revenge.

        Threaten their friends.

      

        

      
        Jack and Talia must survive Lucifer’s demonic onslaught.

        Long enough to discover what he’s really after.

      

      

      
        
        Just married, Jack and Talia run from demons hunting Jack’s soul to film a special honeymoon show at a secluded Washington State island resort.

      

        

      
        But old enemies join the hunt as Lucifer, hell-bent on revenge, breaks all the rules.

      

        

      
        As Talia and Jack struggle to discover what Lucifer is really after, Lucifer’s vengeance targets their friends. To save them, Jack and Talia must battle an onslaught of demonic bounty hunters—and something deadlier than the King of Slayer Demons in…The Heavenly Honeymoon Hour
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      “Jack Casey, what did you do?” Talia shouted.

      Time froze around the wedding altar sheltered by the chateau’s secret clearing as Talia whirled around, fury burning in her light grey eyes. She glared at the love of her life. Her brand-new husband.

      And the massive force of demons surrounding the vineyard’s hidden grove.

      Scent of stargazer lilies was heady in the deepening twilight, the Sonoma Valley sunset burning the sky in a fiery rush of reds and oranges. Almost like Hellfires. And that terrified her as her grip tightened around Jack’s hand.

      Dusk darkened the candlelit white castle tower and Hollywood set, boom lights washing the wedding altar with soft gold light, cameras still rolling.

      Live. Her stomach tightened. This was a live broadcast.

      “Jack Casey, what did you do?” she repeated as the gold wedding band gleamed on her finger.

      Muriel was beside her, maid of honor bouquet in one hand, gold shield of light in the other.

      “They’re everywhere, Talia!” Muriel cried, glancing around, looking unnerved. “We’re surrounded. Looks like they broke through one of the wards and poured in wherever they could.” Her gaze traveled toward the sky. “Azrael’s got the guard in tight phalanx formations. All of them. This is bad.”

      Jack cleared his throat and tugged on his shirt collar as she used her angel powers to detect lies.

      She couldn’t wait to hear this one.

      “Well, I sure as hell didn’t invite them, Mrs. Casey,” he said with a shrug, those light green eyes hooded. “Luci’s been off my Christmas card list for months.”

      His eyes looked weak and a little glassy.

      She took him by the shoulders of his grey morning coat. He was stunning perfection in that light grey long-coat and pants, that devastating, sexy smirk curving the corners of his mouth upward, light blond hair tousled. And those smoldering light green eyes still made her weak in the knees. She wanted to run her hands through his hair. Kiss that mischievous smirk off his lips. And drown in the warmth of his hot caramel voice calling her Mrs. Casey. Again and again.

      She had to remember her anger. One look into his scorching green eyes made her forget it. Every. Single. Time.

      “Jack…” she said, fixing him with her best, angry angel of death look. “You’re blocking my angel senses. Now, tell me—what did you do?”

      Azrael and the guard circled over the altar, moving in close as the writhing red ring of demons and restless hellhounds closed ranks around them. Slipping closer.

      “About that…”

      “Jack!” she cried.

      His gaze flicked from the massing demon presence and then back to her. When he sighed, she knew it was bad. She was terrified now—and furious.

      “I uh, sort of—well,” he chuckled. “Funny story. See, Luci’s been…hounding me for days through his demons. Get it? Hounding! Hellhounds?”

      Her stomach dropped. Lucifer. No wonder this was bad. And Jack was stalling. Badly. Making her even more afraid.

      His eyes looked glassy, corners of his lips rising into that face-melting smile of his—doing his best to charm his way out of this conversation.

      “Spill it,” she said.

      With hooded lids, he looked down at his hands and then back at her again through that thick fringe of lashes.

      “I couldn’t fight Luci and Aby at the same time, babe,” he said, sounding tired and a little exasperated now. “Lucifer promised to destroy you. So, I…”

      He sucked in a breath.

      A cold wash of fear rushed across her heart.

      “You what?”

      “I made a deal,” he said in a low, rusty voice.

      “You WHAT?” She shook him. “Jack Casey, you’d better be talking about a game show or a new car!”

      He lifted his head and fixed her with his gaze again. “With Lucifer,” he said and those words tore through her heart. “To spare you from Abaddon. In exchange for my surrender.”

      He smashed his eyes closed. Waiting for the backlash.

      He’d never seen the wrath of an enraged angel of death before. But he was about to!

      Her wings unfurled. Halo burned hot and spun faster as gold flames engulfed it, roiling with Holy retribution. Her grey eyes narrowed.

      “We haven’t been married five minutes and you’re ready to smite me,” he said, coat sleeve shielding his eyes.

      It took a few moments to rein in her anger and cool those flames of Holy retribution.

      Muriel smacked him in the back of the head. “Jack, you dolt! You know better than making a deal with Lucifer.”

      “Jack Casey!” Talia shouted, grabbing his lapels. “You stood here and promised to be at my side for all time. Knowing you’d just made a deal with Lucifer!”

      He shook his head. “I didn’t sign anything! And I didn’t shake on it. I just…strung him along in negotiations long enough to free Aby from Luci’s control.”

      “What?” she cried, mouth gaping. “You freed Abaddon?”

      That dangerous smirk returned to his lips, wearing away at her anger. “Sure did. While I was pretending to negotiate with Luci through one of his demons. Then I splattered it with a murder marble. And reneged on giving myself up.”

      Then he hadn’t completed the deal! Hadn’t signed it in his blood or gotten his soul marked by Lucifer.

      She used her angel senses, searching for a mark or another tether wound on him. Nothing showed, but she feared he still wasn’t telling her everything. She’d check again when that block was down.

      “How were you able to do all of that, Jack?” she asked in a quieter voice, her panic softening.

      “Omnificence, Mrs. Casey,” he said, smiling as he tapped his right temple with his index finger. “I negotiated with Luci while I showed Aby that his BFF was just using him. Then I revived his halo and wings with seraphim powers. He left the vineyard headed for Heaven. And the archive. He’s an angel again, Talia.”

      She glanced at Muriel who still looked annoyed at Jack.

      “Then why aren’t you power drunk, Jack?” Muriel asked, a hand on her hip.

      “What is this?” He snapped. “American Crime Story–the Jack Casey episodes?”

      Talia’s anger flared again. “Answer the question.”

      Was he hiding something with that block?

      He motioned toward the koi pond the ring of evergreens beyond the altar.

      “Aby used his angel powers to dam up the power drunk—to get me through the wedding and reception.”

      Talia glanced around at the demons. They were much closer now.

      The seraphim wards had faded, the bright white lights dim.

      She released Jack’s lapels and Muriel grabbed her arm.

      “We need to fly out of this trap, Talia. Fast!” Muriel’s face looked dire now. “Before all those wards fail. Not sure how Lucifer brought them down, but that question should be answered after we’re all safe.”

      Jack frowned. “We can’t just fly off and leave Gianni, Izzy, Banks, and the crew to the demons. We have to stay and fight them.”

      “Even Lucifer knows the rules,” said Muriel with the shake of her head. “He can’t directly assault humans.”

      Jack motioned at the demons. “Doesn’t look like they got that memo.”

      “Jack’s right,” said Talia. She nodded toward the wedding party. “Now that Lucifer has his full powers back, we can’t assume anything. Especially since we tethered his halo to Hell, preventing him from leaving. No, with this many demons, we can’t take that chance.”

      She glanced around at the legions of demons. She hadn’t seen this many in one place since she, Jack, and the guard repelled Lucifer’s assault on the Heavens.

      Azrael landed beside them, concern burning in his charcoal grey eyes, silver-black hair swept away from his face. He wore clear gold Eternean armor that gleamed in the candlelight.

      “Talia, we need to get Jack out of here—and the rest of these humans,” he said, motioning at the frozen wedding party and the crew behind the cameras. “I don’t know how they’ve done it, but the demons have weakened the seraphim wards. We can’t hold back the tide much longer.”

      Talia felt angry and frightened as she stared at the writhing mass of demons and hellhounds pounding away at the remaining seraphim wards.

      “What are they after, sir?” Talia asked, gripping the sleeve of his grey robes.

      “Wish I knew, Talia,” he said, shaking his head. “It makes no sense.”

      The archangel looked as confused as she felt. What were they after?

      When she glanced at Jack, she knew. Lucifer sent an army after him. After Jack reneged on the deal he’d made with the King of Hell.

      Was that it? Was it all still revenge against Jack? Amped a thousand times after Jack made a deal and broke it?

      “What about a deal with Lucifer?” Muriel asked, glaring at Jack.

      “I’m not making any deals with Lucifer!” Azrael shouted, eyes flashing.

      Muriel shook her head, her gaze fixed on Jack who started to squirm. “No sir! Would making a deal with Lucifer cause him to send this many demons?”

      “I can’t imagine a deal with Lucifer would…” His gaze fell onto Jack and his voice trailed off. “Oh, no. Please tell me this is a hypothetical question.”

      Again, Muriel smacked Jack in the back of the head. “Hypothetically, if a dolt like Jack Casey made a deal with Lucifer and then broke it. Would Lucifer send all of Hell up here to kill him?”

      “Jack,” Azrael said with a groan. “You didn’t.”

      Jack shoved his hands into his pants pockets and glanced up at the archangel. “I had no choice. I couldn’t fight Lucifer and Abaddon at the same time. Lucifer was going to destroy Talia unless I gave up. So, I acted my way through the hand off until I freed Abaddon and told Lucifer to suck it.”

      Azrael sighed, a hand against his forehead. “That’ll do it. That’s why every demon Lucifer ever created is massed around this wedding.” He moved over to Jack and took hold of his shoulders, peering into his face with a deep, penetrating stare.

      “Did you offer up anything to him, Jack?” Azrael asked. “Anything to seal the deal? Breath. Blood. Your signature. A handshake? Something binding you to this deal?”

      Talia held her breath, watching Jack’s face and eyes for a hint of deception. She couldn’t take it if Lucifer dragged him off to Hell for eternity again.

      He shook his head. “No, I told him I’d meet to negotiate my surrender. I had to keep him distracted while I freed Abaddon with my omnificence power. Then I healed Aby’s wings and halo with the seraphim powers. Once Aby was free, I told Lucifer no deal and obliterated the demon he was controlling.”

      “Swear to me that you didn’t give Lucifer something to seal the deal, Jack,” Azrael demanded, his voice loud and fierce.

      “Why are all of you giving me the third degree?” Jack shouted, those light green eyes turning fiery, his mouth flattening into an angry line as he pulled away from Azrael. “There was no contract, no exchange of anything—except the murder marble I fed to his demon.” He crossed his arms against his chest. “I offered the deal. I offered my life for Talia’s and I met him and Abaddon in the clearing to discuss my surrender. But I had no intention of becoming Lucifer’s bitch again.”

      The hint of a smile touched Azrael’s face.

      “You lied to him,” said the archangel, the expression in his eyes lightening, hands on his hips.

      “Damned right I did,” said Jack with a nod. “Kept my block in place the whole time. Like he wasn’t already lying to me anyway. I prefer to call it playing a role. Used to get paid big bucks to lie on camera.” He sighed. “Am I gonna burn in Hell now for lying to Lucifer?”

      Talia groaned. They were surrounded by demons and Azrael was smiling at Jack like a proud father.

      “It’s about intent, Jack,” said the archangel. “Spirit not letter. Besides, Lucifer always lies. And he hates to be out-manipulated. That’s why he’s sent legions of demons to brute force the wards. With so many demons inside and out of the chateau, it was only a matter of time before the seraphim wards fell.”

      The archangel surveyed the small, hidden garden with its trickling fountain, burbling koi pond, tall stands of evergreens, and fragrant hedges, the set lights and candles giving it an ethereal glow. It was a magical place, especially now that she had married the love of her life here. She wouldn’t let Lucifer’s minions destroy it. It was her favorite place on the  now.

      “Do we fight or evacuate?” Talia asked.

      Azrael’s smile turned into a grin as he laid two fingers against his ear. “We fight, guard. With seraphim at our side.” He turned toward her and Muriel. “Guard, shield all the humans from the seraphim’s arrival.” He nodded at Jack. “Jack, can you use the seraphim powers to protect your eyes?”

      He sighed and bowed his head. “I’ll try, but I might be at my limit. Abaddon hit me with his angel powers to hold back the power drunk.”

      Talia slid beside him and laid a hand on his cheek. She gazed into those smoldering light green eyes that burned right through her heart. She leaned up and kissed his warm lips. His eyes were still weak and glassy. Looking closer, she saw that something ethereal held back the tide of after effects from his fragile human body. Even his halo had dimmed to a pale yellow.

      “I’ll shield him,” she said to Azrael.

      “Or smite him?” Jack snapped, eyes narrowed as he stared at her, that hurt look in his eyes. “I was trying to protect you.”

      She grabbed him by the coat lapels and yanked him toward her, kissing him hard on the lips.

      “I’m an angel of death, remember?” she said. “I don’t need protecting.” She leaned toward him, brushing her lips against his. “I just need the love of my life safe—my husband.” She smiled. “Out of Lucifer’s hands…and into mine.”

      “To smite?” he countered.

      “To love,” she said and let go of his lapels.

      She slid an arm around his waist, holding him close.

      His sullen mood dissipated as she caressed his cheek. “Am I forgiven, Mrs. Casey?”

      She grinned. “You’re forgiven—as long as you don’t make any deals with Lucifer, Jack Casey. I mean it. I won’t lose you. I fought too hard to be with you.”

      At last, that hot little smirk touched his lips. He leaned down and kissed her. Like sparklers. Like a California heatwave. Like Studio 22 in August. And she never wanted to let go of him again.

      He was her husband now. He was all hers and she refused to give him up to Lucifer and his demons.

      “All right, guard,” Azrael announced, his voice booming across the twilight. “Shield the humans’ eyes. Seraphina and Seraphyran are both ready to blink into this garden and contain the demons.”

      “Leave some for us,” Jack called as Talia pressed her hands over his eyes.

      She wrapped heavy white light around his face, covering his eyes. She added an extra layer of gold healing light—because that glassy look had deepened in his eyes—and moved to Izzy who stood frozen, tears running down her cheeks. Talia laid her hand over Izzy’s warm brown eyes, covering them in thick white light like she’d done to Jack.

      Muriel moved over to Mark Banks, shielding his eyes in white light as Talia laid her hand over Armand Gianni’s big brown eyes and enveloped them in heavy white light. Muriel shielded the woman that had performed their wedding while Talia headed toward Devin Van Fossen who stood frozen in front of the first aisle of chairs, a handheld microphone in his fist.

      All around the little hidden garden, white shielding light began to glow as others from the guard landed and protected the crew and guests seated in the chairs, including Jack’s mother who sat in the first row beside Jennifer Collins and some of the crew.

      When Jennifer had asked Jack for a list of guests, he’d politely declined, saying that he didn’t have anyone to invite. Not even his sisters were there. He told Jennifer that his mother had convinced his sisters to break off contact with him after the news broke about his cocaine addiction. Because he was dangerous and crazy—and he’d be hitting them up for money soon.

      That whole interchange made her sad. His mother had negotiated an uneasy truce with him and was now acting a little more like a mother than a wedding planner. But Talia still saw the hurt in Jack’s eyes about his sisters. He’d been so alone before she first met him on The Cinderella Hour, but she hadn’t realized it until she met his mother.

      Only then had it become clear to her just how deeply Jack needed to be saved. Azrael knew. That’s why he chose Jack as the first soul for her to save.

      “Guard’s ready, sir,” said Muriel as she gazed around the little hidden garden.

      The light on the seraphim wards grew dimmer, barely illuminated against the brilliant white glow of the angel light shielding the cast and crew of The Royal Wedding Hour.

      “Wards are about the fall,” said Talia. “There isn’t much time.”

      Nodding, Azrael sang out a clear angel note that floated through the treetops and hung in the air as the wind rose.

      Like a lightning storm, a rush of blinding, pure white light engulfed the garden as two fiery gold forms appeared overhead, burning in the dark sky.

      Wind whipped through Talia’s hair, the heat rising as the screech of a thousand demons pierced the deepening twilight. She felt Jack’s arms tighten around her, pulling her close.

      Demons fell in droves in a blood-red circle surrounding the garden. Hellhounds collapsed. Shadow panthers dissipated into smoky mist that clung to the air like a dust storm and smelled of brimstone and wood smoke.

      In a flash, it was over. Legions of demons destroyed by the seraphim.

      In a burst of orange flames, the seraphim disappeared as the wards burned with pure white light, recharged, and working again.

      Talia smiled. She and Jack would make it to their reception after all. But she worried about the power drunk that hovered in his eyes. She wanted to be alone with her new husband tonight, on their last night at this romantic, historic chateau. She’d had extra wards placed around their suite and on the roof. None of her squad would be with them tonight.

      Tomorrow, after filming Gianni and Izzy’s wedding, the cast and crew packed up for the trip north to the tip of Washington State. She couldn’t hold back her smile. Her long-awaited honeymoon with Jack. And the reality television special, The Heavenly Honeymoon Hour.

      She hadn’t even gotten the chance to tell Jack that Mark Banks and Morgan Boyer were getting married in Seattle. And that he was to be a groomsman alongside Armand. Filmed and included in the show. At least now, she understood what had been bothering Jack all week. He’d been stalked by demons and hadn’t told her—or about Lucifer reaching out through the demons to taunt him. Threaten him.

      Poor Jack was trying to protect her again. The thought of him making a deal with Lucifer terrified her, but what frightened her even more was that she’d been unaware that any of it had been happening. He’d kept it to himself. Why couldn’t she get him to understand that angels of death didn’t need protection—humans did.

      “All right, guard,” Azrael shouted, his voice echoing in the quiet and growing darkness. “Drop your shielding and resume phalanx positions above the altar, shields out. Be ready for anything.”

      “Thank you, sir,” said Talia, gripping his hands. “We appreciate the assistance.”

      He turned to her, smiling as the light fell away from Jack’s eyes. “Talia and Jack, congratulations,” he said. “Oh, and Jack—Seraphina, Seraphyran, and Seraphiel all send their compliments regarding Abaddon. He’s never looked happier—or more like himself. He even locked the gates to Hell, another failsafe to keep Lucifer inside. And he keeps talking about some grand adventure he’s undertaking until God calls him to duty.”

      “You’re welcome,” Jack said with a smirk.

      Azrael raised an eyebrow. “You’re doing?”

      Jack nodded. “Gave him some ideas on how to spend his time until his smiting duties were needed.”

      For several moments, Azrael stared at Jack. “All of Heaven couldn’t find a way to defeat Abaddon and you brought him home instead. I’m impressed. Glad you’re keeping those wings and halo. Looks like Heaven still needs your services, Jack.”

      Jack’s eyes widened, his lips parting as he gaped at Azrael.

      “What is it?” Azrael asked, frowning.

      “Thought Heaven was leaving it up to Abaddon or Lucifer to get rid of its mistake.”

      Azrael’s eyes narrowed. “Mistake? What mistake?”

      Jack shifted his wings as he gestured at the pale-yellow halo spinning above his head.

      “Me.”

      Talia felt his pain. He hadn’t said a word, but he’d been feeling like a problem that Heaven didn’t wanted to handle. A human walking around with seraphim powers that they didn’t know how to remove—along with his halo and wings. He’d been feeling like he didn’t belong anywhere now, not quite human and not an angel either.

      She felt terrible.

      “Jack!” Azrael cried, looking surprised. “You’re not a mistake to be gotten rid of. I’ll admit, your case has been an anomaly, something we’ve not encountered before. But I’d be proud to have you in my guard, Jack. You taught all of us seasoned soldiers more than a few lessons about combat, courage, and love. My entire guard would welcome you back among them with open arms.”

      Chewing his bottom lip, Jack bowed his head. “Just thought you dudes were letting opportunity fix it.”

      Reaching out, Azrael squeezed his shoulder. “Of course not, Jack,” he said. “We just couldn’t find a way to defeat Abaddon or resolve your wings issue without causing you harm. Something we would never do.”

      Muriel stepped over to Jack and poked his shoulder. “Yeah, you dolt! Just so you know, we still consider you a member of the squad. The whole guard misses you. You can fight beside us any time. Mistake. Give me a break! I’ll never forget watching you lay waste to Lucifer’s army in the Middling, Jack. Alone.”

      At last, a smile touched his face. “That means a lot,” he said in a quiet voice. “Thank you.”

      “Thank you, Jack,” said Azrael. “You brought Abaddon home—and my Berith. I’ll always be in your debt for that one. She says congratulations, by the way.”

      He looked up at Azrael, those light green eyes brightening. “Having angels as my in-laws is kinda sweet, especially angels that can smite people and stop their hearts.” His gaze settled on Talia, smoldering. “Like my wife.”

      Azrael laughed. “For now, the smiting is over. You and Talia enjoy your celebration. We’ll need to talk about this honeymoon tomorrow though. Going to need to ward it and protect the two of you from Lucifer. I expect Lucifer is foaming at the mouth at you again, Jack. Talia, the guard will check in with you—tomorrow.”

      She grinned. He was giving her and Jack space and alone time tonight. For their first night as husband and wife.

      “Thank you, sir,” said Talia.

      “Enjoy the party tonight—and each other,” said Azrael. “This is a sacred bond between the two of you now. One beyond the physical bond that mirrors your powers, Talia. One that no human or demon may sunder—unless they’re fond of…murder marbles.”

      Jack laughed. “You got that right. Anybody that messes with me and Talia tonight’s gonna get a handful.”

      “We’re all sad that we’ll miss the power drunk Jack Casey show later,” Muriel said with a chuckle. “Especially Kesien.”

      Jack just sighed, making Talia laugh when his face flushed with embarrassment.

      “Okay, Talia, unfreeze time whenever you’re ready,” said Azrael. “Call if more demons show up.”

      Azrael took to the air, soot-colored wings fading into the darkness as the guard took up phalanx positions overhead. Muriel turned to Talia as she returned to her maid of honor spot across from Armand Gianni.

      “Ready whenever you are,” said Muriel, gripping her bouquet of stargazer lilies, pale pink roses, hydrangeas, and lavender with both hands.

      “Jack?” Talia replied as he let his wings fold against his shoulders.

      Talia hid their wings as she slid her left arm in Jack’s right and they faced the cameras.

      She rotated her index and middle fingers clockwise until sound and movement crashed through the stillness again.

      Grinning, Jack glanced at her and tugged on her arm. Together, they ran down the aisle strewn with rose petals and an ice blue fabric runner, heading down the footpath and back toward the chateau. For a royal reception in the ballroom, another surprise by the cast and crew. They set up the huge hidden space on the second floor as a royal ball with music, champagne, and dancing.

      But first, more publicity photos. Jack already looked tired. She hoped he got through the reception before the power drunk hit him.
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      Jack and Talia stood on the chateau’s second floor candlelit ballroom together, posing for a barrage of photographs, especially Talia in her amazing fairytale wedding dress by Carini and Amanté, designers to the stars. With those ethereal gossamer wings that sparkled with light. They’d done all their wedding couple photos together, including exclusive shots for a couple of magazines that had paid a shitload for those images. He’d put that money toward a new place to live. With Cali’s housing prices, he’d need every dime.

      Afterward, Herb and Jennifer split the wedding party into bridesmaids and groomsmen for more photos and exclusives. While Jack posed with Gianni and Banks, Talia posed with her bridesmaids: Muriel and Izzy.

      He was glad to be distracted right now. Took his mind off what Lucifer might do next.

      He’d been giving Luci hell since, well—since he’d been tethered back into Hell. When poking the bear became his life’s mission. He’d betrayed Lucifer to escape Hell and paid for it with his life, but Talia brought him back. And then, during the battle for Heaven, he’d lured the King of Hell into the haunted woods, intending to unleash all his seraphim powers at once after Talia lost her memories of him.

      Lucifer would have killed him again if Berith’s tether hadn’t yeeted Lucifer back to Hell and kept him there. Aby locking the gates had helped, too.

      And now, he’d reneged on a deal he’d never intended to accept, much less keep. Lucifer would hunt him even more relentlessly now—if that was possible. Azrael seemed to recognize that fact—and Talia was still furious at him over it.

      But he’d do it all again to keep the love of his life safe.

      The hidden ballroom was a long, vaulted chamber with shiny walnut floors and intricate crown molding across the towering white walls. Intricate panels of arched crown molding framed each wall with white vines, flowers, and other flourishes. Even the ballroom’s towering doorways with palladium window transoms above them were adorned with those finishes. The doors had been boarded up during the Great Depression and later walled up and forgotten.

      Who forgot about a huge ballroom like this? Although, it probably cost a fortune to light and cool this extra space.

      At each end of the long, wide chamber stood a recessed, white Edwardian fireplace, gently curving marble mantles arranged with marble busts and two small ice blue vases of Talia’s bouquet flowers. Inside each fireplace, the firebox had been covered with a white metal screen that matched the scrollwork on the walls.

      Crystal wall sconces glistened along every wall and three massive, crystal chandeliers cast rivulets of colored light across the hardwood floor like confetti. It felt like they’d stepped back in time to 1914. Set lights enhanced the magical mood, cameras placed throughout the space.

      The ballroom smelled like cake, stargazer lilies, and a hint of orange oil.

      On one side of the room, an open bar had been setup, ice blue tablecloths adorned with the bottles of wine that he and Talia had chosen from Celestial Vineyards. And a huge, four-tiered white and ice blue cake decorated with a raven-haired Cinderella and her blond Prince Charming crowned the top-most layer.

      He smiled. Talia would love that.

      Morgan Boyer rushed up to Mark, dressed in a peach-colored short dress. Followed by Claire Olsen dressed in a longer mint green dress beside Ryder Kurland in a tan suit.

      Surprise guests, he realized with a smile.

      But when Rachel Daniels stepped into the room, he stiffened and tried to hold his game face in place. She wore a long, blush pink dress with Eric Saunders on her arm in a sleek navy blue Brioni suit. A huge, round diamond engagement ring perched on her finger.

      Rachel Daniels was an unpleasant surprise he hadn’t been expecting.

      But the sight of Lare Dumont and a familiar looking woman with short brown hair and hazel eyes in a silver dress startled him, game face slipping.

      He sucked in a breath.

      Lare stood near the bar. The woman looked over at him, smiling, red glow of her eyes burning across the ballroom. A chill raked his spine as the bad dream rushed back at him like a Maserati cutting across five lanes on the 405.

      Anqa. The succubus from all those months he’d spent in Hell. She’d been sweet enough to him, even taking care of him a time or two, but her boss made him squirm.

      To complete the horrible image, Tyler Hughes slouched beside Lare, a woman with shoulder-length blonde hair in a red dress on his arm. Lare and Hughes both wore dark suits and caustic expressions, scowling across the ballroom at him.

      In an instant, he had flashbacks of Hell.

      Of heat and fire and the press of bodies. Of burned-out buildings and ash that rained down like snowfall. The perpetual, ruddy glow of lava, stink of brimstone, and the wailing of souls rising above the sharp crack of whips that never stopped popping and snapping.

      And for a moment, he couldn’t breathe.

      Lare and Hughes—here? With Rachel. And Anqa. All sent by Lucifer.

      He was dead.

      Abaddon’s angel power was the only reason he was still on his feet after using so much seraphim power today. On top of his heavy use of omnificence, in a way he’d never tested it before. Being in two places at once for an extended period took everything he had. And it would cost him dearly later when the power drunk broke through Abaddon’s firebreak.

      The woman gripping Hughes’ arm turned toward him, fury burning in her face. His breath caught in his throat.

      Too tanned skin, hard brown eyes, over-bleached hair…he gasped for air.

      Holy Hell! Erica Thomlin.

      He couldn’t fight Lare, Hughes, Rachel, AND Erica Thomlin. With Anqa thrown into the mix for the hell of it! In his current condition, he couldn’t fight one of them right now.

      This was Lucifer’s doing. All of it. Trying to ruin the best day of his life. And it was working beautifully.

      Someone grabbed his elbow.

      Startled, he jolted forward and turned. Gianni. At his right shoulder.

      “Gianni,” he said with a hiss, a hand against his chest. “Thank God.”

      Gianni’s angry, worried gaze traveled across the cavernous ballroom. To the open bar—and Lare and Hughes.

      “Dumont and Hughes? You’ve got to be kidding me!” Gianni growled, eyes narrowing, gaze not leaving the open bar. “What was Herb thinking to let those two come back onto the show for your wedding? After how they treated you. This is still yours and Talia’s wedding.” He let out a sharp exhale. “And inviting Rachel back, too. Is he trying to get you killed?”

      “Worse, I think,” Jack replied.

      Then Gianni squinted, his mouth gaping. “My God…is that—?” He shook his head, those Cary Grant brown eyes filled with shock. “Erica Thomlin? The woman that tried to gun you down on live television! Almost killed Talia?”

      Jack groaned. “Probably got paroled just in time for the big event.” He sighed, running his fingers through his bangs. “Feels like an old episode of the Jerry Springer show. Or a cooking show—with me the main course. All my favorite enemies are here. To wish me dead on my wedding day.”

      Someone touched his left shoulder. He turned. Banks. Glaring at Lare and Hughes.

      “Damn, Jack,” he said, watching the bar with a shocked look on his face. “And Erica Thomlin? Why are they here at your wedding?”

      “Wish I knew,” said Jack, unable to look away.

      “Banks and I have your back, Jack,” said Gianni. “No worries.”

      “Gianni’s right, Jack,” said Banks. “We won’t let those little jealous bastards near you.”

      “And we won’t let them ruin your reception,” Gianni added.

      “Including Rachel Daniels,” said Banks.

      Jack turned around, worried as he studied Banks’ hard stare and mouth pressed into an angry grimace, spiky light brown hair a little windblown against the sleek grey lines of the morning coat and ice blue ascot he wore. Gianni looked better in the morning coat than the dude that had modeled it.

      “I don’t want you dudes getting hurt over these douchebags,” he said in a quiet voice. “All of them are dangerous.”

      He couldn’t let these dickheads harm Gianni and Banks—or Izzy and Morgan. Lare, Hughes, and Anqa were demons. And Erica was unhinged. He didn’t know if Lucifer still had his claws in Rachel after he unknowingly released her from her contract.

      Another reason Lucifer wanted to get hold of him. He’d done a ton of damage to Lucifer’s operation.

      Gianni nodded and stood up straighter. “Then we stay together. And we don’t let them near you.”

      “Done,” said Banks. “We stick together and keep them away from you and Talia.”

      “You and Talia are going to have a night to remember tonight, Jack,” said Gianni, a hand on his shoulder. “Banks and I will see to it.”

      “Thank you both,” he said, a little choked up. “I mean it. Means a lot to me. Really.”

      Gianni grinned and squeezed his shoulder. “Now, let’s get you and Talia out here for your first dance as husband and wife.”

      Mark rubbed his hands together. “And then we cut the cake. Please tell me that you and Talia didn’t pick something stupid like lemon.”

      “Talia’s favorite was the champagne cake. My favorite was chocolate.”

      “A man with good taste,” said Banks. “Hope it extends to those wines you chose.”

      He slapped a hand against Banks’ back. “Guess I’ll have to let the former sommelier make that call.”

      “Should take five or six glasses tops to find out,” Banks said with a snort.

      Gianni nudged Jack. “Heard the bar has both drinks that you and Talia concocted on the menu as well.”

      Banks’ eyes lit up. “I know where I’m going next after watching you and Talia dance together,” said Banks.

      Glancing around the room, Jack looked for Talia. Judging by its darkened state, she wasn’t in the room yet because she lit up every room she’d ever entered. Apparently, she was still taking photos with Izzy and Muriel. He sighed. She would lose her mind when she saw Rachel Daniels back at the chateau. Much less Hughes and Lare. And when she saw Erica, she might burn down the entire vineyard with Holy fire.

      He’d told her about Lare’s and Hughes’ contracts with Lucifer that had expired and how they’d attacked him in Hell. If he hadn’t already expended all those powers before the ceremony, he could have easily destroyed them in a fight. But right now, he was barely standing on two feet. He felt the power drunk pushing through Abaddon’s angel powers, the weakness so close that it made his muscles shake.

      And it was closing fast.

      He hoped it didn’t ruin his first night alone with Talia as husband and wife. Made him want to throw a bucket of murder marbles in Lucifer’s face.

      “Talia’s going to be so pissed when she sees Rachel here,” Jack whispered. “She’ll lose her mind when she sees Hughes and Lare at the bar. But the sight of Erica’s gonna make her head explode.”

      Gianni nodded. “Can’t blame her. Banks and I saw how they treated you at the beach estate. It was ugly and it’s not right that you have to deal with them at your own wedding. This is wrong and Herb should know that. I intend to bring it up tomorrow. But having Erica here? That’s just insanity. The woman almost killed you and Talia.”

      “Getting nervous, dude?” Jack asked, patting him on the shoulder. “You’re about to get hitched tomorrow.”

      The taller soap star smiled and waved it off, but Jack saw the nervousness shine in his big brown eyes. He had the poise of Cary Grant, but Jack knew him well enough to see the nerves.

      “And Morgan and I are next,” said Banks, beaming. “Three days from now. We signed onto the Heavenly Honeymoon Hour, too.”

      Grinning, Jack extended his hand. “Dude! Congratulations! That’s great news!”

      “Don’t worry, Casey,” said Banks, clapping him on the shoulder. “You’ll be standing beside Gianni here, standing up with me. So, you’ll see the whole thing.”

      “Wouldn’t miss it, Banks,” he replied.

      Banks’ hazel eyes brightened, that devious smile still on his face as he lowered his voice. “So, who named this next show anyway?”

      “Why?” Gianni asked, raising an eyebrow.

      “Heavenly?” Mark replied. “How’d we jump from royalty straight to heaven?”

      “One guess, Mark,” said Gianni, turning toward the ballroom doors as Izzy, Muriel, and then Talia stepped into room.

      Jack froze.

      Talia…in that figure-hugging diaphanous dress. She took his breath away.

      She looked like she was floating, her intense grey eyes outshining the crystal chandeliers, the candles lighting the space, and everything else in the surrounding area. Those delicate, gossamer wedding-dress wings floated behind her like spun sugar and glass.

      “Oh, yeah—the dress,” said Banks, his voice trailing off.

      “Blame Jack,” Gianni replied. “Th wings were his idea, according to Talia.”

      Jack could only stare, his heart melting all over the ballroom floor.

      She was mesmerizing in that ethereal dress, feathery layers of sheer, sparkling white fabric billowing as she flitted toward him. Fixing him with her enchanting grey gaze.

      He grinned. Like he was the only person in the room. He moved toward her.

      She fell into his arms, enfolding him in her embrace, warm mouth finding his in an urgent kiss that made his blood churn.

      “Good evening, Mrs. Casey,” he said, holding her tight against his chest. “Didn’t think I’d ever get to say those words to you.”

      “Good evening?” she replied, looking confused.

      He laughed and kissed her. “Mrs. Casey.” He spun her around and turned her toward the gathering crowd of guests in the ballroom.

      “Ladies and gentleman,” he called out to the room, conversations quieting. “Your attention, please.”

      He couldn’t contain his grin and he wouldn’t let Lucifer’s minions spoil the best day of his life. He held out a hand to Talia and gave his best prince charmingly bow.

      “It’s the thrill of my lifetime to introduce the love of my life. My wife, Ms. Talia Smith Casey.”

      Talia’s eyes were misty as she took his hand and he pulled her into his arms again, planting a fiery kiss against her mouth.

      “And my husband,” she said, her hand still in his. “Mr. Jack Casey.”

      The ballroom went dark and a spotlight lit the ballroom floor with sparkling gold light. Slow, lilting acoustic guitars filled the room as he led Talia into the spotlight. He smiled. For their first dance.

      “First dance with my wife,” he said, brushing a lock of black hair out of her eyes.

      He pulled her against his chest and spun her around in a slow-turning waltz to the song, You and Me by Lifehouse.

      “Jack…this song is beautiful,” she whispered, her hot breath against his ear, sending chills across his skin as they turned in slow circles around the ballroom. “Is this from your movie?”

      He pressed his face against hers, holding her so tight that he felt her heart thrumming against his chest.

      “I wish,” he said. “Just a song I wanted to hear the first time I danced with my wife.”

      “I love you, Jack Casey,” she said, a smile brightening her voice.

      As the music swelled, he was overcome with emotion. She was finally his wife. Finally, his.

      His breath hitched. And he couldn’t hold her close enough, couldn’t wrap his arms around her tight enough, couldn’t feel enough heat from her skin against his body.

      “I love you more than…” He choked on the words, his throat tightening, eyes stinging.

      For the first time since this whole crazy love affair began, he knew he had her love and her heart at last. And his ring was on her finger. Now until forever.

      He bit his lip, eyes getting misty. He was completely overcome with emotion.

      “More than what, Jack?” she asked in a soft, gentle voice, her luminous grey eyes wide with a mixture of concern and wonder.

      The ballad filled the room, washing over him in waves, the lyrics rasping across his heart, the heat of her hand like a brushfire against his skin.

      He opened his mouth, but nothing came out, lips moving, emotions swelling.

      With a sharp inhale, he pressed his face against her hair and slow danced, bodies pressed together as the emotions welled in his eyes. He squeezed them closed, fighting to find his voice again. To tell her exactly what she meant to him.

      “More…than I can—express,” he said finally, his voice so tight and emotional that it startled him.

      He felt her arms tighten around him as she nuzzled his neck.

      “The twenty-six years I spent without you just ache through me. And the millions of miles and moments that separated us.” He pulled in a breath. “Talia, you’re that first spark of light and that last grain of sand in my world. I love you. Now until forever.”

      He lifted her face and kissed her, their bodies swaying together in a slow, languid rhythm until the song ended to thunderous applause, including the crew behind the cameras.

      The lights came up. Devin Van Fossen grinned as he traversed the ballroom to stand in front of them, a microphone in hand.

      “My royal subjects,” said Devin in his grey tailcoat and pants as he turned to the camera behind them. “The moment you have waited four seasons to witness. I now present our Cinderella, Talia Smith Casey and her prince charming, Jack Casey as husband and wife after their first dance together.”

      Jack held Talia close, his gaze searching the room for Lare and Hughes now.

      But an army of royal attendants entered the ballroom in white tailcoats and charcoal grey pants, carrying silver trays of champagne in crystal fluted glasses. A short, skinny teenager with dark hair and glasses stopped in front of him and Talia, handing them each a glass of champagne.

      As he took the champagne flute, Gianni walked over and stood on Devin’s right side, Muriel on his left. Both of them held a glass of champagne. Devin took a glass as well and turned to Gianni.

      “And now, I turn over the stage to Armand Gianni, Jack’s best man. Armand will deliver the first toast to our first royal married couple.”

      Gianni had the poise and presence of Cary Grant as he grinned and held his glass high, glancing around the room in silence.

      “I’ve only known Jack Casey for about a year, but what an incredible year it’s been. We met as rival prince charmings, vying for the same Cinderella on a certain reality television show that changed all our lives for the better. And since I couldn’t drown him in the pool without a camera catching it, I decided we were better friends than enemies.”

      Jack laughed along with the rest of the room.

      “I remember when he swaggered into Cinderella’s palace for the first time,” Gianni continued. “He was younger, hotter, and a much better actor than me. Rule breaker. Hollywood bad boy. High maintenance. I hated him already.”

      Jack couldn’t hold in his laugh. It bubbled out as everyone else in the room laughed.

      “And then I got to know him. He was passionate. Honest. Hardworking. And selfless. He wasn’t the difficult pain in the ass like the tabloids claimed. He was a fighter. He fought for other people and for what was right.”

      Gianni smiled at Talia and held out his hand to her.

      “And he fought his heart out to match with this incredible young woman at his side. He had my back through that entire second season, making sure I got time with my own incredible match. And he talked me off the ledge several times when I doubted my chances. I watched him grab hold of a razor-sharp sword blade and stop it from injuring his competition. It almost cost Jack Casey everything. And I watched him fight a giant-of-a-man to almost his last breath, so he wouldn’t lose her.”

      Jack felt his face burn as he glanced down at his feet, but Talia’s arms tightened around his waist.

      “Jack has a heart as big as this room and he offered all of it to Talia, free of charge, in an empty cardboard box. He had a million-dollar match in that box, but he threw it away on a slim chance to tell Talia Smith how much he loved her. Jack Casey started off as my rival and by season four, he became one of my best friends. And it’s been my privilege to watch him finally get the girl and live his happily ever after. He and Talia earned this moment. A toast. To Jack and Talia Casey.”

      Jack couldn’t contain his grin as he tipped his glass and drank. He nodded at Gianni.

      “Thanks, dude,” said Jack, moving toward him. “Means a lot to me that you’re my best man.”

      He hugged the taller actor.

      Gianni moved to Talia’s right where Izzy stood beside Banks and Morgan.

      With a sweep of his hand, Devin motioned to Muriel who stood on Devin’s left.

      “And now, we hear from…”

      A concerned look touched Devin’s face.

      But Muriel took charge in her angel of death way, stepping closer to the microphone.

      “Muriel Jones,” she said with a smirk, gazing at Talia now, a glass of champagne held high.

      “I’ve been Talia’s best friend since—” Her smile broadened as her gaze flicked from Jack to Talia. “Since we were really young. I’ve been with her as she’s celebrated the good in her life and weathered the bad—like her fashion choices before this show.”

      Everyone laughed, including Talia.

      “I’ve watched Talia find joy and light in things as simple as a rose blooming in fall and wonder in whipped cream on chocolate mousse. And find love in that first moment she and Jack Casey met and couldn’t stop staring at each other. A crush that grew into the love of lifetimes.”

      He felt the weight of Talia’s gaze on him. He turned toward her and she brushed her lips across his in a quick, gentle kiss.

      “You did have a crush on me,” Jack replied, grinning at Talia. “You played me, Talia Smith!”

      “Guilty,” she said and leaned against him. “You had me at those light green eyes and I’ll never stop crushing on you, Jack Casey.”

      He kissed her.

      “Upstaged again,” Muriel replied, shaking her head. “Never trust an actor. Talia’s heart grew ten sizes over four seasons on this show and I watched her emerge as a champion for the good in this world. And as Jack’s fiercest defender. Together, there’s nothing they can’t accomplish.”

      Muriel’s gaze tracked over Jack’s shoulder, those grey eyes a little more intense now. It made him uneasy.

      She was an angel of death. She had to have sensed Anqa in the room. Probably Lare and Hughes, too. Talia had been distracted by the wedding, the legion of demons, and his condition after expending so much seraphim power. Muriel knew something was up and she had an actor’s instincts. He could learn something about maintaining a game face from angels of death.

      “Her life changed for the better when she finally matched with Jack. And together, there’s no evil they can’t defeat. Whether it’s a world away or—” She pulled in a breath and held her glass of champagne higher, her lips pressing into a worried line. “Or right here in this room. To Talia and Jack.”

      Muriel definitely saw them as she fixed Talia with her gaze and then drank a big mouthful of champagne.

      As Jack brought his glass to his lips, he felt hot breath on the back of his neck. He turned his head.

      Anqa was at his shoulder, sharp claws pressed into the small of his back.

      “Hello, Jack,” she said with a velvety purr, that red glow piercing her hazel eyes. “I’ve missed you.”

      “We’ve missed you, Jack,” said Lare from across the room, teeth gritted, eyes flashing red. “Lucifer sends his regards. Says you’ve got unfinished business to handle.” He laughed, a deep rumbling rasp. “You’re so screwed.”
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      The shrill angel notes poured from Muriel’s toast speech as she lifted her champagne glass to her lips and drank. Warning Talia and the guard about the demonic presences in the ballroom. Building. Like they had outside in the little hidden garden.

      Talia felt them at the edges of the opulent space with its 1914 fixtures, ornate fireplaces, and French styling. But the demons were a stain on these polished walnut floors.

      Dancing here in Jack’s arms felt like stepping back in time and with that lilting ballad echoing through her brain and Jack holding her so close, she’d lost herself in the moment.

      With him.

      His emotional declaration to her had melted her heart in ways she couldn’t even process yet. Made her fall in love with him all over again. She wanted to wrap him in her arms and hold him safely in her wings. Keep Lucifer and his demons from ever getting near him again. Forever.

      But she’d let her guard down. She’d let those demons creep into the chateau and get within striking range of him.

      And not just any demon.

      How did she not sense Lare Dumont and Tyler Hughes within a few hundred feet of her and Jack? And Rachel Daniels. How?

      She’d been distracted.

      All of them were in this room at the wedding reception. From the beginning. They hadn’t been on the guest list that she and Jack had drafted for the show. None of them. Besides that, Lare Dumont—and Rachel—tried to kill Jack at the beach estate in Malibu during the filming of The Ever After Hour. Tyler Hughes treated Jack like garbage that season and during the live elimination show, he froze time and tried to kill Jack on the terrace. Not to mention the years of gaslighting and grooming him with lies and cocaine to eventually overdose.

      Tyler Hughes’ girlfriend tried to kill Jack, too. Nicole something or other. Talia had forgotten her name, but not the fact that she was a demon. Or that Jack had obliterated her with an oblivion sphere. She’d been posing as a human. Unlike Lare Dumont and Tyler Hughes who were still human—partly. From their behavior, she wasn’t sure anymore.

      Jack said they were both in Hell when he woke up there. They tried to kill him again, but he held his own against them.

      Lucifer must have sent them back to the  on a mission to kill Jack. Since he couldn’t come himself after she and Berith tethered his halo to Hell, preventing him from leaving. But she’d let Lare and Tyler slip right up behind Jack.

      She winced. And a succubus with her claws in Jack’s back.

      Talia felt miserable. She’d let herself be distracted by this human wedding custom and now, Jack was in danger.

      Turning her index and middle fingers counterclockwise, she froze time again.

      Cast, crew, and guests stood motionless throughout the ballroom, an eerie quiet descending as Muriel rushed to Jack’s left side.

      Jack hadn’t moved. The look in those light green eyes was concern, but she saw the fingers on his right hand moving.

      “Don’t, Jack,” she said with a hiss.

      If those demons saw even the glint of a murder marble, the demon at his back would pierce him with a killing blow. Her knife-edged claws would eviscerate him before he even let one drop.

      Talia grabbed his hand in hers, folding his fingers into a fist and gripped it, preventing him from calling up an oblivion sphere.

      “Lucifer promised to give you to me—eventually, Jack,” said the succubus in her smooth alto voice, mouth quirking into a hungry grin. “He’s rather furious at you for reneging on the deal you made. I’m afraid you’re in deep trouble, little human.”

      “I told Luci I wanted to make a deal,” said Jack in a quiet, careful voice. “Couldn’t agree on the terms. So, I walked.”

      “You killed his demon messenger,” she countered.

      “Yeah, I did kinda splatter it all over the garden,” he said with a shrug.

      “He hates when you do that, Jack,” said And in a soft voice, forked tongue clicking as she leaned against Jack’s neck, those claws still pressed into his lower back. “Don’t you remember? He beat you much worse when you splattered his messengers like that? He’s going to take you apart for this one.”

      Talia slid closer to Jack, gripping his right hand tighter as the whisper of wings beat the air. She felt Muriel floating beside her.

      “Was tired of listening to Luci’s rants, Anqa,” he replied, his gaze shifting toward his left shoulder. “Y’know, since we spoiled his takeover of Heaven, his conversation skills have really fallen since we chatted last.” That mischievous smirk sprang to his sexy mouth. He just couldn’t resist poking the bear. “I’d have invited him to the wedding, but…heard he was all tied up with Hell business. Up to his halo.”

      Jack’s snicker echoed through the room.

      Behind Anqa, Lare Dumont and Tyler Hughes moved closer, red eyes burning bright.

      “Oh, Jack!” said Anqa with a gasp. “Don’t joke about that tether. You’ll send him on a rampage that will go even worse for you.”

      Anqa’s left hand slid over his shoulder and down to his chest, fingers sliding inside his shirt as she nibbled on his ear.

      “Get your hands off him,” Talia demanded, feeling the Holy fire churn within her.

      “But then there won’t be enough left of you for that wild, depraved, angel of death monkey sex.” Her red eyes widened as she stared over Jack’s shoulder at Talia. “So, this is the angel of death that made you her sex slave?”

      Talia glared at him. “Jack Casey, I will smite you.”

      “See, Anqa—” he said, grinning. “She doesn’t want me to say it, but I’m at her mercy twenty-four/seven. She’s insatiable. It’s never enough. Especially when her whole squad’s in the room.”

      “Her whole squad?” The succubus shuddered as she stared at Jack and then Talia. “Oh, my…” She fanned herself with one hand, claws still pressed against Jack’s lower back. “I’ve missed you in Hell, Jack.”

      “Yeah, sometimes she just likes to watch,” he said.

      Talia gasped. “Jack!”

      She heard Muriel snicker behind her.

      “I had no idea angels of death were so…ravenous,” Anqa cried.

      That devious smirk burned across Jack’s lips, his light green eyes full of mischief. If he wasn’t so devastatingly handsome, she’d have given him Holy hell, but she realized he was trying to unhinge this succubus and escape.

      His eyes sparkled with amusement as he fixed her with his gaze, talking over his shoulder at Anqa. “Wild. Depraved. Angel of death monkey sex, Anqa. Just imagine—with the whole squad involved. And me, the one lone human at their mercy…all those wings and halos!”

      “Oh, my! That’s really hot!” the succubus cried, both hands sliding to her sweaty face, running her fingers across her flushed cheeks.

      The moment Jack felt those claws leave his back, he threw himself forward.

      Laren Dumont and Tyler Hughes rushed at him. Jack let his wings unfurl as he flexed them wide and lifted into the air, hovering above the demons.

      “So’s this,” Jack replied, gold light at his fingertips.

      But only a trickle of Holy fire dripped between his fingers. He couldn’t even summon an oblivion sphere right now.

      Talia winced. That fight with Lucifer and Abaddon had drained every last ounce of power within him. Only Abaddon’s energies were keeping the power drunk at bay right now. She was grateful that Jack had wings, keeping him out of the hands of these three monsters.

      “How’d you get wings, Casey?” Dumont shouted, his mahogany brown eyes burning red as he glared up at Jack.

      “Same way you got those red eyes, Dumont,” Jack replied. “Oh, wait—I’m wrong. You got those for being a greedy dickhead. And landing in Hell. Thought you could out-deal the King of Hell for fame and money.”

      Dumont laughed at him. “You mean like you? Think you can make a deal with Lucifer and just walk away?”

      Jack smiled. “Big difference between offering to make a deal and making a deal, dude. Luci’s just pissed because I didn’t hand off my soul.”

      “Nobody ever walks away from a deal with Lucifer,” said Hughes, glaring at Jack. “And lives. If you were smarter, you’d know that, Casey.”

      “Until now.” Jack held out his arms. “You think you can take me, Hughes? Come at me, bro.”

      Muriel spread her wings and floated beside Jack, gold shield gleaming in her right hand.

      “Better think long and hard on that one, boys,” Muriel replied.

      Talia stretched out her dove grey wings and summoned a sword of Holy fire as she let the Holy light envelop her. She burned in the dim-lit ballroom as she flew up and hovered on Jack’s right side, sword extended.

      “Consider carefully,” she said. “You’re way out of your league right now.”

      It was three against three. They had no idea that Jack’s abilities were drained. But he was playing the long con, acting his way through this standoff. She’d do a little acting herself, especially with the Holy fire theatrics.

      “Way out your league,” said a male voice, flying into the room.

      Kesien!

      Anahera was beside him, Daidrean and Deemah floating behind them.

      Her squad had heard Muriel’s call.

      Hughes rushed over to where Erica Thomlin stood frozen near the open bar and pulled her out of the time freeze.

      She moved toward them, red eyes shining. She’d been turned by Lucifer or Hughes.

      Grinning, Dumont walked over to where Rachel stood frozen beside Eric Saunders. He grabbed hold of her wrist. And pulled her out of the time freeze, too.

      “Dude, my money’s still on five angels of death and seraphim powers,” said Jack, his silver-grey wings beating the air.

      “I can have two dozen more demons here in minutes,” said Dumont with a grin. “You’re screwed, Casey. Give up. You made a deal.”

      Jack laughed again. “You so want that to be true, don’t you, Lare? Then I’d
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