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I made him to ruin you, and you begged for more…

So spread those pages, little ghost—he’s ready for you.
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THE MENU “Trigger Warnings”

This is a fourth wall–breaking story, where you, my darling, are the love interest. Turn back now if you don’t consent to a book character becoming obsessed with you. This is your warning. Now, onto our menu…


	Explicit sexual content

	Violence

	Blood and gore

	Torture
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	Inappropriate use of a gardening hose

	Mentions of past childhood trauma

	Light stalking

	Forced proximity

	Vines of the provocative variety

	Demonic possession—including, but not limited to, a toaster

	Manipulation
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	BDSM themes
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	Light dubious consent from a poltergeist
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	Possessive demon

	Fourth wall break







PROLOGUE ALABASTER [image: ]

Well, well, well, what do we have here?

Mmm, my pretty girl… Hair as black as the charred edge of that grimoire she keeps too close. I want to thread my fingers through it and see if it leaves ash on my hands like the pages do. How poetic.

The golden rays of the sun seep through the sheer curtains of the library window, and she looks as if she is glowing. Reminds me of an angel.

Innocent.

Pure.

Powerful.

Makes me want to corrupt her all the more.

There is something about a creature so perfect that makes me want to taint it. Even if it’s just for the fun of it. I’ve watched this one. And haunted her dreams long enough. I’m getting bored, and I want more.

I watch as Callisto picks up a strange pendulum from behind the grimoire—funny, that wasn’t there before. Curious. She holds it in her hand, looking it over, and speaks under her breath.

“Where did you come from?” She holds it up in front of herself, smiling. “I suppose you’ll do for what I need.” Moving over to her little makeshift altar, she kneels and speaks, holding the item close to her chest.

“Spirits, hear me.” Her voice is soft but steady. “I call to you across the veil: Find Cade. Bind yourself to him. Watch him. Protect him.”

I chuckle to myself. She’s so cute when she’s desperate. The thought of her desperation pleases me. I picture how pretty she would be pleading like that to me.

She continues—rambling on about how her brother doesn’t know what he’s getting into, and how much she wants to help.

As if the universe cares about her little wish. Yet, as she speaks, a ripple in the air prickles against my senses. It’s faint, but it’s there.

How interesting…

A new player in my little game.

I can feel you, human, yes.

You.

The girl is mine to haunt. Mine to possess. Mine to do with as I please…

My thoughts snap back to her as a tear slips down her cheek. Her hands tremble as she pleads—

“Gods I hope that worked.”

An iridescent haze fills the space and she appears to breathe it in, head leaning back ever so slightly. I watch as her long hair falls off her shoulders—unable to pull my eyes away.

I hesitate. That feeling again—something heavy and unfamiliar twists inside me. Curiosity, maybe? No. Something else. Against my better judgment, I step closer, reaching out a hand.

Just a little closer—

Her breath catches, eyes snapping up… directly at me.

Impossible.

I freeze. She can’t see me, not if I don’t allow it. And yet, here she is—staring, mouth open in a silent gasp. Pretty rose pink lips parted.

For a moment, neither of us moves. She tries to speak, but the only sound she manages is a small, broken squeak.

The pendulum.

It must be the pendulum. Artifacts like that are unpredictable, and I can feel its pull tugging at the edges of my form. Strange. I let my hand fall and step back, watching her carefully.

She swallows hard. A single bead of sweat drips down her olive skin, and she visibly shakes it off before scrambling to her feet and rushing out of the room. Pity. I would have liked to lick it off her.

I follow—keeping to the shadows. She doesn’t need to know I’m here… Not yet.

She glides quickly down the hall, the navy rug muffling her steps as the wood creaks faintly beneath her. Approaching her brother, Cade: the little hunter. He towers over her with his broad shoulders and chiseled features. Overrated, if you ask me. Not to mention he’s a total asshole. I’m clearly superior.

He looks down on her as if she’s a child. She presses the pendulum into his hand, her voice tight with urgency. “Take this—it’ll keep you safe.”

I can’t help but notice how dainty her hands are, and how pretty they would look wrapped around my—

“Please, Cade.”

Please, Cade. My eyes roll into the back of my head. The only person she should be saying please to is me.

Something in her voice makes him pause. He sighs, taking the pendulum and shoving it into his pocket; not another word shared between them.

Yes.

Follow him, and stay the fuck out of my way. He doesn’t deserve her and neither do you. But you could deserve each other…

So, the skeptic has a magical object now, that’s hilarious.






CHAPTER 1 CADE [image: ]

The heavy bass is a dull thump through the walls as I slip through the back entrance and look around the gaudy mansion. The whole place is ringed with hedges and elaborate sculptures. Even had a fucking staff entrance hidden on the side of the property, perfect for me to get in undetected.

A myriad of golden hues splayed from floor to ceiling. Too fucking much. My heavy boots echo against the marble floor in the quiet hallway.

Footsteps reverberate off the walls, and I quickly press myself into the wall near the entryway, silently setting my trap.

Just as the shadow of a man enters, I loop the cord around his neck, yanking tight till I feel the pull cutting off his air. He spasms, clearly shocked from my assault. I’m sure he didn’t expect this kind of choking at a party like this. The poor bastard. He’s clawing at his throat, which will end in—Five. Four. Three. Two. Out.

I grab him by the ankles, dragging his unconscious body further into the room near a closet. Stripping away his clothes takes effort, but I get them off, tossing them aside. I grunt, wrestling his dead weight into the closet.

I grab the clothes and hurry out of the room, farther down the hall, slipping into one of the back rooms and planting the clothes under the chaise lounge—I’m gonna need those for later. Walking over to the full-length mirror, I run my fingers through my hair, messing it up on purpose, and walk out, into the party.

The room reeks of sweat and arousal, a heady mix that turns my stomach. These people disgust me, but I haven’t come to judge.

In the writhing masses, bodies are tangled in slick, desperate motion among the silk pillows scattered across the floor, but they’re nothing more than background noise among the variations of blues. My focus remains sharp against the dimly lit euphoria.

I scan the room and head toward a bar in the back corner, sitting on one of the empty stools. I raise my finger up, capturing the bartender’s attention.

“What can I get you?”

“Whiskey, straight,” I reply.

The bartender moves with quick hands, sliding the drink to me. But I’m distracted by a stunning woman in lingerie. She’s carrying a tray out to a man fisting a woman’s hair as he aggressively fucks her mouth. My eyes shift away and meet the gaze of a short blond-haired man, his features delicate yet confident, as he seats himself next to me.

“You are way too hot to be alone right now,” he says in a sultry tone, eyeing me up and down.

“I’m not alone. You’re here.” I smirk and take a sip of my drink.

“You like what you see?” he says, biting his lip.

I look him over. His small frame is covered in… glitter. Nope.

Redhead, long hair, short hair, big dick, a pussy I can sink into. I’ll fuck it all, but no fucking glitter.

In a dim corner, a blond in a silver mask gasps, and shudders. Her body taut beneath the hands of a faceless stranger.

I watch as the man squeezes hard into her love handles, her massive titties bobbing back and forth over a woman motorboating her. Now that’s a thing of beauty.

“Sorry, I’ve got my eye on someone. Unbothered, I saunter over to the trio. Tilt her chin upward teasingly, and her breath hitches.

“Mind if I have a turn?” I ask, smirking as I meet her gaze.

Her eyes drift downward, lingering on my chest before wandering lower. A smile plays on her lips as she rises to her feet, slipping her hand into mine. I lead her out of the room, feeling the weight of her curiosity in how she studies me.

She hesitates for only a moment.

“Have we met before? You seem familiar,” she murmurs quietly.

“I don’t know. You got a name?” I look down at her.

“We don’t do names here.”

Perfect.

I guide her into the empty back room and press her against the wall, my lips finding the curve of her neck, teasing and tasting as my hands explore her body. A deep moan escapes her throat and echoes through the room, raw and unguarded. I lean in close—

“We may have never been formally introduced,” I whisper, low and deliberate. “But for now… I’m yours.”

She trails her hands up and down my biceps. “Fuck, your tattoos are so hot,” she says, then pulls my face to hers and kisses me. Her tongue rolls over mine as my hands trail down her subtle curves. Gripping her thighs, I lift one of her legs over my forearm, locking it in place. She wastes no time unzipping my pants and dropping them to the floor. Her fingers wrap around my cock, guiding me to her entrance, and the moment I feel her warmth, I thrust in deep, burying myself inside her.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” I growl, my voice rough.

I lift her higher, making her take every inch of me as I carry her to the chaise near the window. Laying her on her back, I pin her down, pounding into her without restraint.

“Oh my God, don’t stop!” she cries out, her back arching as she trembles beneath me. Gripping her hips tighter, I pick up the pace, driving into her ruthlessly. She fucking molds to me as I angle myself lower and find that perfect spot—

“Don’t stop, oh my God—please, I’m—” I feel her pulse around my length as I slow down to savor the feeling. Fuck… I’m gonna come and it hasn’t even been five minutes.

Weak.

Reaching under the pillow, my fingers close around the knife I planted when I got here. I groan, still riding out her pleasure, her moans becoming reckless and unguarded beneath me. I take the knife and cut the front of her bra, freeing her breasts. She shudders at the blade’s cool touch and looks up at me.

She meets my gaze, breath hitching, eyes blown wide, dark with something sinister. Then, in a whisper, she says, “I like to play.” Well, fuck me, that just made my dick twitch. If I’m going to get this done, I might as well get some enjoyment out of it.

Her bright hazel eyes roll into the back of her head as I thrust into her with reckless abandon, the chaise now loudly thumping against the wall. I throw my head back, wiping the sweat that’s trickling down my brow, my abs flexing as my hips move more erratically. Her moans drown out the cries of pleasure just outside the door.

A deep, guttural cry rips from my throat as I let go, filling her, my body pulsing against hers. My breath is ragged, muscles taut as I hover over her, drinking in the sight of her blissed expression.

I exhale, eyes downcast, my charcoal hair tickling her chin, lips curling into something that isn’t quite a smile, my voice just a breath, blunt. “Okay.” And before she can react, the blade sinks into the soft flesh of her neck.

Her eyes go wide with terror and confusion, her swollen lips open, but no sound comes out. I stay there, watching, waiting—until the light in her gaze finally flickers and fades.

Gone. Fucking finally.

I stand, my breath still heavy as I pull away from her lifeless body, the warmth fading fast. I turn my head and look out the window, at the lanterns that line the empty pathway outside it. The night is a quiet contrast to the room outside the door, so… Why do I feel like I’m being watched? Moving with practiced ease, I crouch under the chaise and grab the clothes I stashed earlier—from the poor bastard working the party. He’s probably still out cold.

He’ll wake up… eventually.

Now that I’ve changed, I can blend in as a staff member of the party.

I leave the room, feeling smug, knowing the next step of my plan has been executed. As I cross the threshold, though, an overwhelming feeling of anxiety washes over me. A high contrast array of colors—my eyes squint in an attempt to focus. Was I drugged? No… But I don’t feel like I’m here—an overwhelming sensation of eyes on me, but nobody is looking.

What the fuck?



“I need to get the fuck out of here,” I whisper, my voice strained.

Walking down the hallway I steady myself on the wall, my skin glowing unnaturally in a neon hallucination from the ultraviolet lights. I focus my sights on the end of the hall. My vision tunnels on the door.

I pull open the door to the exit the staff uses, sucking in the fresh air. I straighten my black blazer. This is not the place to lose my cool. I walk past two guys smoking cigarettes, talking about how badly they wish they could participate in the activities inside. I keep my stride confident; it won’t be long before someone finds her body. Not that they’ll know it was me. She was so covered in cum; there would be no way to tell whose DNA was the one to take her out. Convenient for me.

I hop into the truck I hotwired earlier, my pulse thumping in my ears as I slam the door shut. The engine roars to life, and I shift into gear, feeling the tires grip the pavement beneath me. As I adjust the rearview mirror, I’m suddenly freezing, like the temperature in the truck dropped ten degrees.

What the fuck is going on?

I scan my surroundings: no other cars on the road. It’s late. And I’m probably the only motherfucker who leaves an orgy early. No one saw me, no one is following me. And there’s no way this piece of shit is being tracked.

Despite my rationalizations, my gut tightens at the thought. That’s not possible. I took precautions. I’d gone out of my way to snatch this truck from a small-town hick while he was too busy attempting to pick up two very unwilling women at the bar.

There is no way anyone would have bothered to look twice at it. It’s just another beater, blending in with the employees’ cars parked nearby.

So, how the hell could it be bugged? It’s not. And I know damn well I wasn’t drugged. I’ve gone crazy. There’s no other goddamn explanation.

I rub my face, trying to shake off the creeping paranoia.

I tap the brakes, swerving the wheel slightly as the unease builds, and I pull off to the side in a movie theater parking lot. I should change cars just in case. The area has a few in the lot. I grab my duffel bag from the passenger seat and set my sights on a beat-up old wagon two spaces down. I try for the door. It’s unlocked. How convenient. The thing looks like a forgotten relic from the eighties. Rusted, unkempt, and totally under the radar.

Perfect.

I toss my bag in and slam the door shut. My fingers tremble as I hotwire it as quickly as I’m able. Tiny wires are not my thing. I fumble a bit with them before the engine sputters to life. I hate this shit. If anyone is following me, they won’t think twice about this piece of junk. I shift gears, and the seat rattles beneath me as the wheels hum under the vehicle. Thankfully it holds together long enough to get me close to the airport. I ditch it near an abandoned gas station and walk the remaining way to my hotel. Tomorrow, I’ll be back in Washington—safe, secure, and out of sight.

I jump at a sudden vibration in my pocket, fumbling to pull the phone out. It’s Jack, right on time. Fuck, I need to get a handle on myself. Attempting to steady my fingers, I swipe the screen to answer.

Jack’s voice comes through, loudly chewing something as he speaks. “Yo, is it done?”

I drag my hand down my face. “Yeah, it’s done,” I answer, trying to push the unease crawling up my spine back where it belongs… What the hell is wrong with me? I grit my teeth, forcing my mind to focus.

“You good, Cade?” Jack asks, his voice dropping slightly, sensing something’s off. When I don’t respond immediately, he continues, sounding serious, “You’ll be happy to know I found our next target, and it took me less time than I expected.”

“These assholes aren’t exactly hiding, Jack.” I smirk to myself despite the rising feeling. The Covenant created me in their own image, a weapon. Their dutiful soldier.

“We’re going to get them, Cade.”

I tilt my head back, taking in a long breath.

A smirk tugs at my lips despite myself. “Yeah, but the higher-ups in the Covenant won’t be so easy.”

“Keep an eye on the target.” My purpose returns in full force. Fucking finally. The thrill of the hunt, of tracking them down, of getting to the ones pulling the strings—it steadies me. “I’ll get the full details when I’m back.”

“Got it, boss.”

I hang up the phone, letting the silence settle in, but the weight of everything lingers.

And it’s not just the mission anymore—it’s something else I can’t quite place

I head into the hotel, each step heavier than the last. My hand trembles, feeling distant—like it’s not my own but still familiar. This is fucking annoying. It’s like I’m watching myself from the outside. I struggle with the key card, fingers numb as I slide it into the slot. It clicks, the light turns green, and I step inside.

The room feels too quiet. Too empty.

Stripping off my clothes, I move mechanically toward the bathroom. The shower knob turns quickly under my fingers, the rush of water filling the silence.

Staring into the mirror, my eyes trace the scar on my face that reaches from my cheekbone down to my jaw. The reflection blurs. Like I’m not here but instead watching from the other side of the glass. I focus on my hair… It’s been too long since I’ve had it cut properly. Then I see it, a shiny silver strand caught in the black mass.

“Are grays normal at my age? Must be stress…” I mumble. My voice sounds hollow, like it’s not even mine.

I lean closer to the mirror, inspecting the silver intruder. The closer I get, the more disconnected I feel. My face seems… off. The edges of my features seem soft and out of focus, like my reflection doesn’t belong to me anymore, my dark eyes unfamiliar.

As the steam fogs up the glass, further distorting my reflection, I squint, leaning in. It almost looks like another face is overlapping mine… like a shadow over my own, or an overlay of someone else’s expression.

I wipe away the fog, but the other face vanishes, leaving only my own, strained and blurry. I rub my eyes, trying to shake the feeling off. It was just the steam. A trick of the light.

I step into the shower, hoping the water will ground me, bring me back to something real. The heat pours over me, hitting my scalp, my back, rinsing away the day’s grime and tension.

Under the steady rhythm of the water, my body relaxes, lost in the comfort it provides. Time slips away, but in the reprieve, my mind drifts, too quickly, back to the mission.

Flashes of my parents’ bodies tangled in their bed.

The cold sting of the ritual room.

Artifacts glinting under dim light.

The memories bear down, heavy and unwanted.

No. No distractions.

Not now.

I was groomed to take over the Order of the Covenant. So, I know how to end them. My next target is within reach, and now that I’ve gotten rid of his daughter, gaining access to him should be easy. I force my mind back on track. Concentrate. There’s still work to do.

I step out of the shower, wrapping my towel around my waist as I crawl into the bed. The cool fabric against my skin, a stark contrast to the heat of the night. Sleep drags me under, and my dreams are fragmented, distorted—nothing that makes sense, everything twisting.

Except for one thing.

I see someone. They’re holding a book, eyes focused on the pages, but as if they sense me watching, they look up.

They don’t have a face.

Just an empty space staring back at me, like there’s a black hole in the place where a face should be. But before I can truly process… oh fuck no…

The blackness pulls at me, swallowing me whole, deeper and deeper until it feels like I’m falling—endlessly falling into the void. Eyes surround me.

So many eyes.

Waiting.

Watching.

I can feel them on my skin. They’re everywhere, and it’s fucking suffocating. Then, I hit bottom, but it’s not what I expected. It’s soft. A familiar warmth, like the feeling of being caressed, even though I can’t see anything.

My body tenses, but the touch is gentle—delicate. Hands glide over my skin, tracing my chest, neck, and arms. Electricity pulses through each touch, and goose bumps rise as my body responds, even though I can’t explain why.

I feel myself growing hard, the touch both foreign and strangely familiar. Hands explore my body, moving lower, their fingers grazing my hips and then my thighs. It feels too real, too intense, like something I’ve always wanted but never let myself acknowledge.

“Fuck…” I mouth in a breathless whisper. “Who are you?”

There’s no answer, but they continue to touch, intimate and precise. The sensation overwhelms me. On instinct my hips begin to rock into it, as if I am no longer in control of my body. Then, without warning, my cock is freed from the confines of my pants and I feel it being taken into their mouth. A blurred aura. Lips moving up and down in rhythmic precision, too perfect to be real.

“Oh my God…” The words escape me, muffled by the pleasure. “So good, too fucking good.”

I reach my hands out to find something, anything, but my searching hands meet only air. Nothing tangible.

“What is this?”

I throw my head back, lost in the sensation, but the moment quickly severs, as if it was never actually there. In the next moment I’m met with a caress, and it almost feels like lips meeting my forehead. Ethereal. It snaps me awake.

My brows furrow, and I jerk upright, sheets tangled around my legs. The room is still as my heart pounds in my chest.

I look over at the clock on the bedside table: 3:33 a.m. I gaze down, my body still betraying me—hard and wanting. My stomach twists in disgust when I noticed the sheet is stained.

“Wet dreams now?” I grumble to myself, exasperated. “I’m fucking losing it.”





CHAPTER 2 CALLISTO [image: ]

I jolt awake from a dead sleep, drenched in sweat. The memory of the towering black mass, the image of its golden eyes and massive horns, is burned into my mind. My heart pounds as I scan the room, moonlight filtering in through the curtains. It’s quiet… too quiet.

I reach for my phone: 3:33 a.m.

The witching hour.

Again.

The same dream every night for over a week now…

“My little witch. Are you here to come again?” I whimper at the contact, sharp fangs grazing against my collarbone.

“Please.” I can feel his low rumble as I look up at him, my demon.

“You always beg so pretty. Now open your legs for me.” I do, Gods I do. The covers shift as I do what he asks, strong, thick fingers dragging over my core. Teasing as his claws slowly trail up to my breasts, one thumb brushing my nipple until it hardens under his touch.

“Always so responsive for me,” he breathes, so low, I almost don’t catch it. Like he is in awe of how I melt for him, crave him. The smell of amber and earth consumes me. Warm, grounding, ancient. Like freedom. Like stepping into a world I’ve never known…

My thighs press together at the memory. “Guess I’m up now,” I mutter, sighing as I push the covers aside and swing my legs over the edge of the bed. A strange heaviness lingers in the air, an unsettling feeling like something is watching me. I can feel him, my monster of sorts.

From the moment I found that pendulum, I can’t shake the presence it has left behind. The way it just appeared one day sends a chill up my spine. At first, it felt gentle and almost comforting. But then… The darkness I felt was overwhelming, as if it would consume me if I let it. I prayed that whatever I called didn’t open the door to something else… Something more dangerous.

I’m still new to this. I’ve always been aware of my magic, but haven’t a damn clue how to control it. That was the last thing my parents wanted me to learn, lest I use it against them, but not knowing leaves me dangerous. It breaks through when my emotions are high and grows stronger by the day, showing me visions in my dreams I can’t escape. I have no idea what this power is capable of or how to use it.

Giving the pendulum to Cade was the right call. It vibrates with magic—that even he shouldn’t be able to deny. He needs to know what’s out there, to feel what our eyes can’t see. I am convinced that whatever came through the veil will do just that, both for him and for me. I just wish these nightmares would ease up.

I rub my eyes and lift myself off the bed. My body is heavy and sore from the poor night’s sleep. I head to the bathroom and turn on the faucet to draw a bath. Sweat-damp leggings cling to my skin, and I shiver as I peel them off… Gross. I grab my favorite bath salts and sprinkle them into the steaming water, hoping the heat will wash away the lingering unease.

The lights flicker—once, twice—accompanied by a faint buzzing that makes the hair on the back of my neck stand on end.

I freeze. It’s not me. I can tell when it is.

“What the fuck?” My voice is barely a whisper. It’s just a faulty wire. Nothing to worry about.

Wrapping a towel around myself, I scan the bathroom, pulse pounding in my ears. Something caresses my shoulder, almost like a breath that pebbles goose bumps over my skin.

No… Not me.

“Who’s here?” I call out, trying to sound braver than I feel. Earthy tones fill my senses—the scent from my dreams.

Heat blooms over my skin, and it isn’t from the steam. My chest tightens, the air feeling thick and heavy. I close my eyes for just a second and an image flashes in my mind: a towering black mass looming in a corner. It appears to move, almost as if it’s pointing to me, when I hear an eerie whisper—

“Mine.”

My eyes snap open, gaze darting to the corner. Nothing’s there.

I bolt from the bathroom, my bare feet padding against the cool hardwood as I rush toward the kitchen. The sensation of something right behind me fuels me to move faster. My heart hammers as I turn the corner—and slam into a solid body.

I scream, the sound ripped from my throat, my heart slamming against my ribs.

“Shit, Calli! It’s just me,” Jack says, gripping my arms to steady me.

“Damn it, Jack!” I snap, trying to catch my breath. “You scared the hell out of me.”

He raises his hands in apology. “Sorry, I couldn’t sleep…”

I flick the kitchen light on, and as his voice trails off, his gaze drops to the towel clinging to my body.

“Next time, turn on a light if you’re up,” I scold, brushing past him to grab a glass from the cabinet. “Unless you want to give someone a heart attack.”

“Yeah, right. Got it,” he mumbles, eyes darting anywhere but at me.

I fill the glass at the sink, gulping down the cool water in an attempt to calm the heat still crawling over my skin. Out of the corner of my eye, I catch him sneaking glances, but he does that with any woman with a pulse, a hopeless flirt. Something I easily fell for when we were young.

We don’t talk about it, knowing Cade would murder Jack if he ever found out I lost my virginity to him when we were teenagers. We were isolated, bored, and left alone. And I wanted to know what it felt like to be the center of someone’s attention. Jack was more than willing to provide that attention. Though I know he wouldn’t do anything now.

We have evolved. He’s the closest thing I have to a friend, and both of us decided it was better this way—friends.

“Cade will be back later this afternoon,” he says, breaking the silence.

“For how long?” My voice is sharper than I mean it to be, but Jack just shrugs.

“Not long. I found Allen White. He’s not going to miss his chance to get to him.”

My stomach twists. I get why Cade is doing this, but that doesn’t make it any easier. The Covenant is no joke—they have a literal God on their side. I haven’t seen it myself, but my parents did. And for all their neglect, they never lied to me.

I drift back to the night Cade found out I was meant to be sacrificed. Deep down, I had always known, and I had accepted it. But not Cade—he refused.

His rage was explosive.

Our parents said I should feel honored, like I had been chosen for some grand purpose, but Cade didn’t buy their bullshit. Ever since, he’s been obsessed with tearing the Covenant apart, but he doesn’t understand the supernatural side of it. He has no clue what he’s really up against.

“I’m worried about him, Jack,” I admit quietly.

“Don’t be,” Jack says, leaning against the counter with a confident smirk. “If anyone can take down the Covenant, it’s Cade. Your brother’s a badass.”

He isn’t wrong. They trained him in hand-to-hand combat, made him a person capable of tracking, hunting, and capturing people. They had unknowingly built the perfect weapon against them. Cade never trusted our parents—and he never stopped protecting me. In his own fucked-up way, he’s the only one who’s ever really had my back. Though for many years I didn’t realize it.

“Yeah, I guess you’re right,” I say, setting my empty glass in the sink. I turn and start back toward the bathroom, but Jack catches my arm before I reach the hallway. His deep blue eyes burn into mine, an attempt to calm me.

“Trust him, Calli. We know what we’re doing,” he says, his voice steady. I lift an eyebrow at him but nod.

His mouth curls into a teasing smile. “By the way, what the hell are you doing walking around in a towel at three in the morning?”

I roll my eyes. “None of your business,” I snap, but after a beat, I sigh, his hold still firm on my arm. “Fine. I had a bad dream and woke up sweating. I felt gross and needed a bath.”

“Need any help with that?” he jokes, his eyes glinting with mischief.

I glare at him, about to fire back, when I see the cabinet behind him swing open. A glass flies out, hurtling across the room. The sharp sound of it breaking shatters the moment.

“Shit! Calli, get back!” Jack moves between me and the mess, and I step away from the scattered shards. My breath catches as I attempt to put logic to what I just saw.

He kneels to clean it up. “Go on,” he says without looking up. “I’ve got this.”

That wasn’t me. I know that wasn’t me. My feet stay rooted for a moment too long—any doubts in my mind have been quelled; this is full confirmation to me. I’m being haunted. My eyes dart around the room, trying to see whatever is clearly trying to get my attention, but I find nothing. Gripping my towel to my chest, I back away. I’m used to weird shit, but this is ridiculous.

Just my luck.

I head back to the bathroom, only to find water spilling over the edge of the tub, soaking the floor.

“Fuuuuuuuck.”

After spending twenty minutes cleaning up the massive mess I made, I give up on the bath and opt for a shower instead. I attempt to wash away the lingering unease under the hot water, to get myself to feel a little more human.

Freshly dressed and somewhat calmer, I settle onto the living room couch with my favorite book, Death, the last book in the Four Horsemen series. I flip it open, hoping to lose myself in the words—but after reading the same sentence four times, I drop it in my lap, frustrated. This sucks. Of course I would attract a fucking poltergeist. I’ve done nothing my entire life. No job. No purpose. No luck. Just existing in the background.

Easy to overlook.

My only redeeming quality is my dreams. They have always held weight—flashes of things before they happen, like a twisted form of déjà vu. I’ve always been able to sense when something is coming, like a strong gut instinct. Maybe not the best judgment… But it’s always given me a sense of pride.

And right now? My gut is screaming that something is here.

Setting my book aside, I head back to my bedroom and pull open the top drawer of my nightstand. My fingers brush against the cracked leather of the old grimoire. One of the many artifacts my brother took after we left the house where everything fell apart.

I sit down on the bed, my heart pounding. I take a steadying breath before opening the book at random, the pages crackling beneath my fingertips as they settle on a section about demons. Thinking back to my dream, my stomach twists.

Oh, hell no.

Nope. Nope. Nope.

Snapping the book shut, I press my palm flat against the cover.

I may not be the brightest crayon in the box, but I sure as hell know a red flag when I see one. Maybe I can ignore it. If I don’t feed into it, then it will get bored. Because unequivocally: Fuck. That.

“I do not claim any bad energy. You hear me?” My voice is firm, but there’s a tremor beneath the surface I can’t quite hide.

Silence.

Not even the hum of the fridge or the distant tick of the hallway clock. A bitter laugh escapes my lips as I push myself upright. Soft golden light spills through the window. Morning already. I could really use some breakfast.

I tuck the grimoire back into its hiding place and head toward the kitchen.

A sudden creak breaks the silence, the sound crawling up my spine like cold fingers. The air thickens and my heart pounds as I turn to find the drawer cracked, grimoire lying open again… this time on the section about a demon named Alabaster. I linger on the image for a moment, stuck on his eyes—his golden eyes.





CHAPTER 3 ALABASTER [image: ]

Oh, this is almost too perfect. Her fear makes this all the more enjoyable.

Don’t worry, pretty girl.

You’ll have me soon enough.

I can’t help but fixate on her heart racing, knowing it’s me it’s working so hard for. I hover behind her and look down at the cursed book in her hands, watching as she gawks at the terribly drawn portrait of me. This is how they know my name… As frustrating as it is that I am there in the first place, they could have at least done me justice.

My nose looks nothing like that.

My initial enjoyment is quickly broken when I feel an unwelcome presence approach from behind.

“Your obsession with this one is concerning.”

I smirk to myself, flashing my teeth. Alok knows I’ve been watching her. He finds it curious that I’ve been creeping in her shadow for so long… longer than any other human I’ve watched.

He can stay curious.

“What are you doing here?” I ask in a clipped voice, sitting at the far end of the room.

He sits down next to me, his long pale-blue hair cascading down to the floor. An ugly grin stretches across his too-perfect face.

“How about you come back with me, and we can team up again? You used to be so much fun.”

“I am disinclined to acquiesce to your request. I have no interest in going anywhere right now.”

“You better be careful, Kai. Don’t want to end up like Ashur.”

Ahh yes. The scary story all of us are told to keep us in line. The big bad Ashur who fell in love with a human and went mad after she died—like they tend to do.

Dumb bastard.

Then there was that whole thing with him taking immortals and trying to fuse them with his wife’s spirit to bring her back. But what the fuck did the guy think was going to happen?

Humans are flesh-bound. We exist beyond that limitation. Our essence is not confined to a vessel. We move between the physical and metaphysical as easily as breathing. Humans have to die to be free, but we were never caged to begin with. And without a body, they are nothing more tangible than smoke. Anyone who knows anything knows the price you pay for love is loss. Ashur couldn’t handle it and lost himself. I’m nothing if not self-aware, and I don’t need the reminder.

Ashur was an idiot, and I’m not falling for a damn human.

“Let me have my fun and leave me be,” I say, brushing him off.

“Ah, and here I came all the way to this miserable cesspool of a planet to see you. And, of course, to see what has you so occupied.” He glances over at Callisto.

I reach for his throat and shove him onto the ground, his horns clacking against the wooden floor.

I hear Calli gasp, and she turns in our direction. I catch the look of horror on her face before she runs from the room. I hover over him, rage boiling in my eyes.

“Oh look, you scared away the human.”

“This one is mine—you do not get to look at her,” I say, venom seeping from my words as my claws dig into his neck.

I know what would happen if he decided to follow her. We tend to hyperfixate quite easily. Immortality will do that to you. But Alok is known for his brutal ways when handling humans. He has little restraint, and I’m not in the mood to share.

He laughs through his sharp teeth and shoves me off. Standing, he offers his hand. I smack it away. He’s only slightly shorter than me, but he’s older, and stronger. I know he could tear me apart if he wanted to—but I don’t care. He looks me over with a glint of authority in his glowing white eyes.

“Find me when you’re done with your new plaything.” The air vibrates around him, and he waves his arms. His form fades away in a spiraling mist, leaving behind a faint shimmer in the air.

So dramatic.

I’m surprised he didn’t put up much of a fight—but I’m glad. The fun is just beginning, and no one needs to know why I’m here. Not yet at least.

That goes for you, too—you’ll take what I give you. Now go back to your hunter, little pest.
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