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COLD MIST SWIRLED AROUND Zoe’s ankles as she peered at the old church she knew all too well. Her usual mixture of anxiety and weary resignation was missing. Instead, dread had taken its place. Light spilled through the windows, beckoning her to enter. People were singing inside with voices full of yearning and holy zeal.

It was pitch black, thanks to the clouds that were concealing the moon. Zoe could barely see the headstones of the graves in the small cemetery that surrounded her. A night bird called out, startling her. Her head whipped around, but she didn’t see anything alarming. The church was isolated, yet there should have been cars in the parking lot. Instead, it was strangely deserted.

“I’m dreaming,” she realized. The church was a few miles away from her small town.  No one would endure the cold and dark to walk all the way out here in the dead of night.

Zoe was drawn towards the building despite the sense of doom that was rising. Her feet carried her around the graves and over to a window. She grabbed hold of the sill and went up onto her tippytoes to peer inside. Instead of seeing the familiar townsfolk, the pews and pulpit were empty.

“What the hell?” she murmured, shaking her head at her weird dream. It felt so real that she shivered when a breeze stirred the low mist.

“It’s time, Zoe Zayden,” someone said from directly behind her, yet the voice sounded like it was coming from the far end of a tunnel at the same time.

Gasping in fright, she whirled around, but no one was there. The voice had been female and unfamiliar. Just the sound of it had sent a cold shiver down her spine.

“Wake up!” she ordered herself, hoping to end the dream. It was tame compared to some of the nightmares and visions she usually had, but it still left her feeling unsettled.

A hand came down on her shoulder, but no one was there when she spun around again. 

“Wake up, Zoe,” her mom said, shaking her out of the dream. She’d turned on the lamp and was fully dressed. Her voice was frantic and excited.

“What’s going on?” Zoe asked, feeling alert rather than groggy. A glance at the clock on the nightstand told her it was almost midnight.

“It’s time,” her mom said and tugged her upright. 

“Time for what?” Zoe asked warily, eyeing her mom’s Sunday dress and best shoes.

“The First Resurrection is upon us,” Ms. Zayden said, clutching her thick bible and cross to her chest. Her dark brown eyes that matched Zoe’s shone with religious fervor. They looked a lot alike, with the same olive skin and brunette hair. Zoe had no idea who her father was, but she hadn’t inherited much of her looks from him. She towered over her mother, so she guessed she had his height.

“Again?” Zoe asked, suppressing a groan even as she tossed the covers back.

“Don’t be flippant,” Ms. Zayden snapped, turning her back so Zoe could hurriedly pull on the dress she’d laid out for her. “No one knows the exact time or day our Lord will arrive,” she reminded her daughter.

“So how does Pastor Robert know it’s time now?” Zoe asked skeptically. This was the third time she’d been dragged to church for the supposed Rapture, as other religions called it.

“He saw it in a dream,” her mom said. Her tone was firm and warned her not to argue.

Heaving a silent sigh, Zoe pulled on her church shoes. They grabbed their purses and coats on the way out of their small, two-bedroom home. Their car was twenty years old, only five years younger than Zoe, but the rusty light blue sedan still ran well. Zoe took the wheel, so her mom could pray during the drive.

Vanity wasn’t allowed in their home, so Zoe did her best to finger comb her hair. Her upbringing had been strict and she’d been homeschooled. That wasn’t the reason why she didn’t have any friends. She’d always been different from everyone else. She had talents that set her apart. One was her prophetic dreams. Zoe saw what would happen before it occurred far too frequently for it to be a coincidence.

Mary Zayden claimed Zoe’s father was an angel. She believed he’d been sent to impregnate her so Zoe could assist humanity with the First Resurrection. Their entire town was deeply religious. Pastor Robert said Zoe was a prophet and everyone treated her like she was a holy relic. All she’d ever wanted was to be normal, but that had never been possible. Instead, she’d grown up feeling like a freak and an outsider.

Self-pity had Zoe firmly in its clutches as they reached the church grounds. Her mom mumbled prayers as she held her cross to her chest. Seven inches long and made of pewter, the antique holy symbol was heavy. 

The parking lot was full rather than empty, but Zoe was shaken by how similar the scene looked to her dream. Voices were singing inside and light shone from the windows. A nightbird called out and Zoe’s shoulders hunched in reaction. “I don’t like this,” she muttered.

The back door was always locked, but she didn’t know why. Damp mist swirled around them as they took the side path to the front door, passing through the cemetery. Feeling eyes on her back, Zoe paused and looked over her shoulder. She could just make out two figures lurking in the distance. One was dressed in a black robe, but her face was completely shadowed. Long black hair reached out to her companion, curling over his shoulder. About Zoe’s height and size, she was taller than her friend by a few inches.

Squinting at the pair, the man wore a strange tight suit that was red on one side and green on the other. A weird spikey hat with bells on the ends was perched on his pale hair. The bells were silent even though a slight breeze had picked up. Clouds moved in to obscure the moon, snapping Zoe out of the slight daze she’d fallen into.

“Zoe!” her mom called out from the front steps of the church. “We’re waiting for you!”

“Good luck, lass,” the short, slender man called out softly from the shadows.

“Humanity is counting on you and your companions to save them, Zoe Zayden,” the shrouded female said.

Another shiver wracked Zoe when she recognized the woman’s voice from her dream. She hurried down the path before either of them could speak to her again. Even from a distance, she could sense they weren’t normal. Obviously, they were both crazy.

Pastor Robert stood at the pulpit at the far end of the room as the Zaydens entered the church. In his late seventies, he was tall, thin and bald. Seeing Zoe, he broke off from his song and lifted his hands in the air. “The time has come at last!” he proclaimed as her mom gave her a light shove to get her moving. Zoe stumbled and caught her balance as her mom sat down on a pew at the back of the room. “Come, Zoe,” the pastor said. “Do your duty to help shepherd my flock to heaven.”

Flushing at being the center of attention, Zoe kept her head down and hurried down the aisle. She stood near the gigantic cross with a life-sized Jesus nailed to it, then pretended to sing along with the others. Her mom wasn’t the only one who was caught up in the excitement. Most eyes were shining with tears. Hands were lifted in praise and hope that they would be chosen to ascend. Apparently, Zoe’s role was to stand there like a lump, which was fine with her.

“Holy Father, I beseech you to take my flock unto heaven!” Pastor Robert called out. “We have been faithful to you, Lord! You are our light and our reason for being! We are ready to do our bidding in heaven with your other willing servants!”

The sense of doom Zoe had felt in her dream came rushing back. Pressure built and a high-pitched sound came from everywhere at once, making her cover her ears with her hands. The singing was drowned out as the whining noise rose in volume. No one else seemed to hear it. Pastor Robert was shouting something, but his words were lost as a bright light burst into being.

Ms. Zayden caught Zoe’s eye. She smiled beatifically as she and everyone else in the building suddenly vanished just as the light intensified. It only lasted for a split second, but it had been almost bright enough to blind Zoe.

Blinking rapidly, she tried to tell herself she was still dreaming as she stared at the now empty pews. Not even her imagination was good enough to conjure up all the clothing, jewelry and other items that now littered the pews and the wooden floor.

A black suit, white shirt, shiny black shoes and a watch were piled next to the pulpit where Pastor Robert had been standing. In a daze, Zoe crossed the floor and spotted small lumps of metal among his clothes. “They’re his fillings,” she said incredulously.

Feeling sick and bewildered, she made her way back along the aisle, glancing at the items that had been left behind. Some had been internal, like pacemakers and artificial knees. Two orbs full of some kind of liquid caught her eye where a woman her age had been sitting. “I knew Betty’s boobs weren’t real,” she murmured, still in shock.

Reaching her mom’s seat, Zoe’s heart clenched when she saw her bible, purse and large cross that she’d dropped. She bent down and picked up the items. Her shock and terror began to change after a few minutes of standing there in silence. Betrayal and anger took their place.

Placing her mom’s belongings on the pew, Zoe held the cross tightly and turned to face the pulpit again. Her gaze landed on the cross and the figure that peered down at her in eternal suffering. “I was good!” she shouted, anger escalating at the injustice. “I did everything I was supposed to do! I hardly ever broke the rules and this is how you repay me?”

Pure rage suffused her as she succumbed to the simmering emotions she’d suppressed for half of her life. Bringing her arm back, she screamed in anger and threw the cross as hard as she could. The windows in the church shattered from the force of the emotions that emanated from her. The cross flew the length of the room and pierced the statue’s heart.

Slapping her hands over her mouth, Zoe’s rage faded at her blasphemy. “Oh, God, I’m so sorry!” she moaned, wondering how God was going to punish her. Then she realized He already had. Everyone who was innately good had ascended to heaven. The unworthy had been left behind.

Collapsing onto the pew next to her mother’s belongings, she put her hands over her face and began to weep. Distantly, she heard bells chiming. They should have sounded merry, but instead rang sorrowfully before fading away into silence.
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DEEP IN SLUMBER, THE warrior stirred when he sensed a presence. “It’s time, Amaros,” a female voice intoned. “Awaken and resume the duty you were made for.” She sounded distant and her voice echoed slightly, but he knew she was somewhere close by.

Her commanding tone roused Amaros from his nearly eternal rest. The thick gray fog of the Void that entombed him pulled back a few yards, releasing him from its spell. “Fate,” Amaros said in greeting as he regarded the shrouded female. As tall as he was, she matched his bulk. He knew her appearance was just a trick of his mind, but she’d always appeared in this cloaked guise with her face hidden. This time, she wasn’t alone. “Who’s he?” the warrior asked, dark eyes landing on her companion.

A strange little man with white-blond hair and pale green eyes was holding Fate’s hand. His outfit was unfamiliar to Amaros. “I’m Crowmon, lad,” the being replied. “Fate’s consort,” he added with a cheerful grin.

Frowning, Amaros wondered what sort of changes had occurred while he’d been sleeping this time. A tendril of Fate’s long black hair reached out to him and brushed his naked shoulder. He flinched as knowledge poured into his mind.

“You need to be aware of how vastly the Earth has changed since you last fought the Soldiers of Chaos,” Fate said. “They, too will soon be stirring, readying themselves for the battles ahead.”

Mind reeling with thousands of years of information bombarding him, Amaros clenched his fists and withstood the onslaught. He’d been through this before, but his memories of the past were faint and hard to focus on.

“Things are a wee bit different this time,” Crowmon said, bells on his spiked hat jingling.

With his newfound knowledge, Amaros realized his red and green outfit was a jester suit. “You’re a trickster god?” he asked, identifying the being as a minor deity. Divine power emanated from him, even if it was dwarfed by Fate’s presence.

“Aye,” Crowmon agreed with a smirk. He noted the incredulous glance the warrior gave his beloved. “I find it hard to believe she chose me, too, boyo,” he said.

A lock of Fate’s hair curled around her partner’s neck, caressing the short man rather than punishing him for his levity. “As my consort said, things are different this time,” she informed Amaros. “Some of Chaos’ soldiers were released briefly from their slumber some time ago. They mated with females before being returned to their confinement.”

Amaros’ upper lip curled at that knowledge. “How many cambions are running rampant this time?” he asked, spine rigid as he automatically stood at attention. He might not recall everything about his past, but he remembered fighting his enemies. Their offspring had seldom reached maturity while they waged their wars, but they’d been difficult to kill even when they’d been children. The spawn had caused havoc wherever they went. They’d always needed to be hunted down and eradicated by the Knights of Order.

“Are you going to tell him, or shall I, love?” Crowmon asked, gazing up at his wife in clear adoration. Fate gestured at him to take the lead. “Here’s the thing, lad,” the god said, turning to Amaros again. None of them were bothered that the warrior was nude. They had more serious things to focus on. “This time, you and your fellow knights won’t be eradicating the cambions. You’ll need them if you want to survive.”

Amaros’ frown deepened as he tried to figure out what the trickster meant. “It’s our sacred duty to wipe out all evil entities,” he reminded the pair.

“Chaos broke the rules when it instructed Anarchy to release its minions early,” Fate said. “It gave me an opportunity to make some changes that may aid Order’s knights.”

From the satisfaction in her tone, Amaros figured she was confident about whatever action she’d taken. “Can you tell me more?” he asked. Fate and Anarchy, her evil counterpart, could only impart certain details to their lackeys. That had always been the rule in the past.

“I eliminated the parental bond between the cambions and their sires,” Fate said. “The cambions have free will this time. If they choose to bond with someone, it will be their decision. I also sterilized your enemies. They don’t know it yet, but they won’t be able to produce more offspring.”

Amaros didn’t like the way Crowmon’s smirk widened. “Does this mean the cambions they sired aren’t inherently evil?” he queried.

“Aye,” the trickster god confirmed. “They can be swayed to either side,” he added. “Their bond can either become one of servitude to their sires, or something altogether different.”

Silence filled the foggy nothingness around them. Amaros had no context to go on and waited for more information. He’d been created to be a warrior and it was his duty to follow orders. Fate would have to tell him exactly what she wanted him to do in this instance, since things had apparently changed this time.

Realizing Amaros wasn’t going to make the leap to what he was suggesting, Crowmon rolled his eyes. “He’s not the sharpest knife in the utensil drawer,” he muttered almost beneath his breath. The warrior pressed his lips together to hold in a retort. “It’s like this, lad,” Crowmon said. “If your rivals find their offspring first, they can convince them to become bonded to them. Their children will become their slaves. If someone else were to find them first, they would have the opportunity to gain valuable and powerful allies.”

“The Knights of Order don’t require allies,” Amaros said stiffly, finally getting the hint. “What need do we have to become bonded to these creatures? Our task has always been to fight our enemies, then return to the Void when we succeed, or if we’re defeated.”

Fate exchanged a look with her consort at the bitter tone he didn’t even hear himself using. “Order has allowed me a boon,” Fate said, capturing the soldier’s attention completely. “If you and your unit choose to bond with the cambions, you will become far more powerful. They will boost your abilities and forever alter your destinies.”

After countless eons of the cycle he’d been stuck on, Amaros couldn’t fathom what that meant. “How?” he asked in confusion.

“You won’t have to go back into stasis if you win against Chaos’ minions, boyo,” Crowmon told him. “You’ll remain on Earth and will become its constant sentinels.”

They allowed Amaros to think about their proposal. “All we need to do is find the cambions, convince them to bind with us and we won’t have to return here?” Amaros asked, gesturing at their eerie surroundings. “The creatures will become our brothers in arms?” he queried.

“The cambions are all female,” Fate corrected him. “I intend for them to become your mates.” His upper lip curled again, horrified at the idea. “Know this, Amaros,” she said before he could voice his protest. “It cost me dearly to reach this agreement.” Her tone had become icy with disapproval and he shivered despite himself. It was a reminder that she was far more ancient and powerful than he could ever hope to become. “I am giving you a chance to become more than just a tool,” she went on. “You can have a life, instead of being constrained to merely fighting and sleeping in between the endless cycles of war.”

“You said we would need these cambions if we hope to survive,” Amaros said, switching his gaze to Crowmon. “What did you mean by that?”

“The boon my wife was given comes with a condition,” the god explained. “Fate must relinquish some of her strength to you and your squad. Breaking the cycle will upset the balance between Chaos and Order. It has only been allowed because she’ll be sacrificing her own personal power.”

“I don’t feel any different,” Amaros said.

“The change will only be triggered if you meet my terms,” Fate said.

Amaros had seen that one coming. “What are your terms?”

“Find your cambion and convince her to accept a bond with you,” she told him. “If you succeed, the strength I’m sacrificing will become yours.”

“What happens if I don’t choose to bond with the creature?” Amaros asked with a sinking feeling.

“Then this will be your last ride on the carousel, lad,” Crowmon said with a fatalistic shrug. The bells on his hat chimed almost mournfully. “Once you either win or lose the war against Chaos’ minions, you’ll fade away into the ether,” he went on. “The same will happen to your foes. New warriors will be created on both sides when the next cycle begins again.”

Fate turned her head, seeing something the soldier couldn’t. “It’s happening,” she said. “The Rapture has been triggered. Even now, humans are vanishing from all over the world and Chaos will soon release its warriors again.” She turned back to Amaros. Her face was shrouded in darkness, but he knew her eyes were on his. “As always, you will command the Knights of Order,” she said. “Tell them about the choice that I have given to you. Gather your warriors and find the cambions. You can all either choose to bond with them and live, or fade away forever.”

Amaros didn’t get a chance to reply. The fog vanished along with the deities, then he was suddenly falling.
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A RISING SENSE OF ANTICIPATION broke through Zoe’s misery. She lifted her head and looked around through bleary, swollen eyes, waiting for something to happen. Nothing did, so she heaved herself to her feet. She wanted to go home and sleep for several days. Maybe she’d wake up and this would all just be a horrible nightmare.

Gathering her mom’s belongings, she left the cross embedded in the statue’s heart and strode outside. The mist had deepened even more, hiding the path from sight as she headed to the car. Feeling numb, she drove towards her home on autopilot.

Zoe was halfway to town when a bright light flared in the sky. She pulled over and watched as a meteor streaked through the darkness. Beautiful gold light followed in its wake, awing her even in her misery.

“It’s getting really close,” she murmured as the meteor seemed to be heading straight for town. The light intensified and she lifted her hand to shield her eyes. Peering through a slight gap in her fingers, she let out an alarmed scream when it looked like it was about to smash into her car. Instead, it slammed into the field next to her with enough force to rock her vehicle. Dirt and rocks spattered against the passenger side of the sedan, but at least the windows didn’t shatter.

Zoe had been raised by a religious zealot. She knew chaos was about to descend on the world now that the First Resurrection had occurred. There had been signs for years with wars and natural disasters happening everywhere. She peered upwards, searching for more ominous portents, but the sky remained clear.

“Comets aren’t raining from the sky yet, so I guess that’s a good sign,” she said morosely. Instead of gripping the wheel to take off, her fingers undid the seatbelt. Unable to ignore her curiosity, she grabbed her purse, opened the door and climbed out. Her coat was still in the car, but heat was emanating from the crash site.

The crater left by the meteor was far bigger than she’d expected. Reaching the edge, she peered into the hole and spotted something pale. Dirt and dust hung in the air, obscuring her view. Again, her body moved of its own volition. She skidded down the steep slope and stumbled to a stop next to what should have been a large rock.

“That’s not a meteor,” Zoe said in fresh shock. None of her visions of the future had ever prepared her for what she was currently seeing. “That’s a man,” she said. “A naked man,” she added, blushing slightly and looking around to make sure no one was watching her gawk at the stranger. “This is the second naked man I’ve ever seen and he’s an alien,” she said, heaving the biggest sigh of her entire life.

Despite her mom’s best efforts, Zoe wasn’t a chaste virgin. She’d snuck away briefly during a religious retreat two years ago. A young man in a café had flirted with her while her mom was in the restroom. They’d agreed to meet up while her mom was sleeping later that night. They’d only slept together once and it had been underwhelming to say the least. That guy had nothing on this specimen of masculinity lying in front of her right now.

Still half-convinced that this was all a nightmare, Zoe studied the alien as the dust settled. He lay on his side, curled into a defensive ball with his arms over his head. From what she could see, he was muscular all over.

“He puts the max in gluteus maximus,” Zoe murmured, admiring his butt even in her state of shock and grief. His thighs and biceps were even more impressive than his derriere. Ropes of muscle ran down his side to his chiseled abdomen. Not even the dirt that coated him could hide his perfection.

Realizing she’d been staring for a couple of minutes by now, she shook herself out of her daze. “Pull yourself together, Zoe,” she ordered. “Go home, go to bed and when you wake up, none of this will have ever happened.” Even as she gave herself the speech, she knew this was real. The shock was slowly beginning to wear off and reality was setting in.

There was one sure way to check whether this was all just her imagination. With great reluctance, she took her cell phone out of her purse. She had limited internet on it and had only been allowed to use it to research religious topics in the past. This time, she opened a news app.

Even though she’d expected it, her gut lurched at the panicked reports that she skimmed through. People had vanished from all over the world. Most of the people left behind in the United States probably didn’t even know about it yet. The Rapture had happened everywhere all at once. Those who remained were going to have to deal with their loss as they learned to live in the aftermath.

Tears began to flow again now that Zoe’s worst nightmares had come true. She’d always wondered if she truly was a force of good as her mother had believed. Her mom had never seen the dark side of her personality that she’d suppressed for the past twelve years. The temper she’d kept hidden had reared its ugly head when she’d reached puberty.

“There’s something wrong with me,” Zoe sobbed brokenly. “That’s why God abandoned me and I’m stuck here all alone.” Maybe if she’d remained pure, she would have been chosen as well.

A fresh wave of self-pity washed over her. She sank to her knees in the dirt next to the naked man who’d fallen from the sky.

Absorbed in her sorrow, she started when a hand clamped down on her ankle. Visions of the alien’s memories filled her mind. She saw him fighting alongside his companions in an endless war against their enemies. In between each battle, they waited in a foggy land, held in a strange stasis.

Zoe scrambled away, breaking the contact as the warrior uncurled from his defensive ball. Eyes of the darkest obsidian opened to regard her blankly. His mind was rattled from the fall and the landing. Already, he was adjusting to his new environment.

Crouched on the ground, Zoe stared in awe as the warrior rose to his feet. She couldn’t see any wounds on his body from the impact. He looked strong and ready to fight. She gaped at his perfection even as she blushed at his nudity. Their eyes met and he saw how his nakedness affected her. “Cambion,” he said, upper lip curled in what she could only deduce was mistrust.

“Is that your name?” Zoe asked, averting her gaze as she rose to her feet. She was trying not to be offended by his reaction. She’d been wrong when she’d thought he was an alien. Clearly, he was an angel, although he didn’t seem to have wings. Forces of evil would be sure to rise now that all of the good people had vanished. He must have been sent here to fight them.

“My name is Amaros,” he said haughtily. “I am a Knight of Order. You are a cambion.”

“I have no idea what a cambion is, but my name is Zoe Zayden,” she said as politely as she could. It probably wouldn’t be a good idea to anger an angel. “Do you need a ride somewhere?” she asked, wondering if she was going insane. This entire night still felt surreal. “The church is only a couple of miles back that way.” She hiked her thumb over her shoulder while looking anywhere but at his privates. He was bigger down there than she’d expected, not that she had much to compare him to.

The warrior reached out to grab her arm, but she’d always had good reflexes and sidestepped him. She didn’t want to see more visions of death and maiming.

“I need to scan you, Zoe Zayden,” he said imperiously. He looked like he was in his late twenties, but acted far older.

“No, thanks,” she retorted. “I’ve had a long night and I just want to go home.” She couldn’t hide the tremble in her voice as she climbed back up to the top of the crater.

Hearing him right on her heels, she picked up her pace and ran to the car. Amaros caught her and spun her around, caging her against the door with his hands on either side of her head. Zoe was five foot seven, but he loomed over her. He had to be six foot three. It was too dark to see his pupils. She wondered if he had any as he glared down at her.

“I need to see if you’re good, or if evil lurks in your heart,” Amaros growled.

“Clearly, I’m evil,” she said with enough vehemence for him to drop his arms and take a step back. She waved her hands around as she began to rant. “I’ve tried to be good my entire life. I hardly ever took my temper out on anyone. I used my visions to help people and what do I get for it?” Her voice had risen to a shout, but she couldn’t stop now. “My mom and everyone I know left me here! Even Betty boob job was chosen and I wasn’t! The only bad thing I’ve ever done is stab Jesus in the heart, but that only happened after everyone but me was raptured!” She didn’t mention her brief, naked interlude from two years ago, or the event that had happened afterwards.

Amaros wore a wary expression with a hint of bewilderment. “Betty boob job?” he said in utter confusion. She burst into tears once more, overwhelmed by the trauma of the past hour of her life.
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AMAROS DIDN’T KNOW what to make of the cambion. She was nothing like the creatures he’d annihilated in the past. They’d been twisted and evil through and through. Zoe Zayden seemed to be delicate and fragile, like the pink flowers on her pretty white dress.

Studying her while she wept, the warrior was conflicted. Fate and her consort had given him a choice that he hadn’t had time to process yet. A cold breeze reminded him that he was naked. His nudity didn’t bother him, but the girl seemed to be embarrassed by it.

The fact that he saw her as a girl rather than a woman spoke volumes. She was young, vulnerable and had a strange appeal he couldn’t identify. Seeing her shoulders shake with her sobs, he realized something disturbing. Amaros wanted to comfort the creature. He didn’t like hearing her noises of distress. It was so unlike him that he wondered if she’d charmed him. Her kind had strange powers. Zoe had already admitted she received visions. He wondered what other talents she possessed.

“Zoe,” Amaros said, keeping his tone neutral rather than harsh. Being too hard on her would only send her into a deeper spiral of unhappiness.

“What?” she asked with a hint of defiance. Her hands were still covering her face, but she shifted her fingers apart so she could see him. Wild brunette hair drifted around her face, falling to her shoulders.

“Will you allow me to scan you?” he asked, holding out his hand. Her gaze shifted to his fingers and she warily lowered her hands. Even tearstained, she was beautiful. He skimmed his eyes down her body. Tall for a female of this era, she had plenty of curves, yet also possessed an athletic build.

“What will you do to me?” the cambion asked. She was wise not to trust a being like him. He knew she’d seen his memories. Her power still lingered in his mind.

“I just need to touch you and scan your soul,” Amaros said soothingly.

“Oh, is that all?” she said and rolled her eyes. “Sure, why not? I’ll just let the angel rummage around in my soul. What could possibly go wrong?”

Wind swirled around them, making them both shiver. Tendrils of her hair wavered in the air, reminding him of how Fate’s locks obeyed her commands. “I’m not an angel and I won’t hurt you,” Amaros vowed. He mentally added a caveat that he wouldn’t hurt her right now, at least.

Zoe stared into his eyes as if seeking reassurance, then gingerly reached out and placed her hand on his palm. They both felt an instant connection. Heat shot through them and their eyes became locked. The bond Fate had spoken of was right there, demanding they accept it and become entwined forever.

Amaros’ body reacted to the temptation before him. He could sense the power beckoning to them both. If they accepted the bond, he would become stronger than ever before. Zoe’s power would also be boosted. They would be unstoppable and their foes would cower in fear and fall before their might.

Zoe fought against the compulsion to let the knight into her mind. Lowering her eyes, she stiffened and tried to yank her hand back. His fingers closed around hers, refusing to allow her to escape. Even without a bond, he sensed her shock and unease. “What’s wrong?” he asked.

“Your dong is huge,” she said in amazement, staring down at his now erect manhood. “I didn’t know they could get that big,” she added, apparently unable to look away. “Is that normal?” she asked, finally managing to meet his eyes again.

Embarrassment wasn’t an emotion Amaros was used to feeling. Seeing the honest confusion in her eyes, his scan of her soul was a mere formality. His power swept through her, seeing she’d led a mostly chaste and innocent life. Her only real fault was the simmering temper she kept banked. That was probably courtesy of her sire, one of his ancient foes.

“There is no normal when it comes to the size of a man’s...dong,” Amaros said with as much dignity as he could muster. “Everyone is different in the same way that breast size is different for women.” His gaze slid down to her chest. The corners of his lips lifted with the barest hint of appreciation.

This time, Zoe succeeded in yanking her hand free. She crossed her arms over her chest and gave him a frosty glare. “What are you if you’re not an angel?” she demanded. “You have a tattoo of angel wings on your shoulder.”

Amaros glanced at the mark all Knights of Order carried. His was different to the others to denote him as being their commander. The wings on his tattoo were lowered and pointed downwards, curving around a sword. His teams’ wings were more stylized and were spread out to either side of their swords. Each one differed slightly, but they all possessed a mark. “Angels and demons don’t exist in this dimension,” Amaros said, taking a step back. He needed to distance himself from her so the bond would stop trying to entice him.

“Is that thing going to stay like that for much longer?” Zoe asked, pointing at his erection without looking at it.

The warrior heaved a sigh, wondering why his cambion had to be barely more than a child rather than a mature woman. He instantly winced at mentally naming her as his. They barely knew each other and it was far too soon to decide their fates. “How old are you?” he asked, shielding his erection with his hands so he wouldn’t offend her delicate sensibilities.

“I can still see it,” the girl said when she glanced downward. “The top three inches are still showing.” Her blush increased and she turned around, putting her back to him. “I’m twenty-five,” she added, belatedly answering his question.

That would have been considered middle-aged long in the past. In this era, it was considered fairly young. She was an adult, which was a relief. “Take me to your home,” he ordered. “We need to talk.”

“You need to find some pants,” Zoe muttered, unaware that he had excellent hearing. “How am I supposed to concentrate with that trouser monster waving around?”

Amaros held in his snort of laughter as he rounded to the other side of the car. Fate had infused him with all of the necessary knowledge for him to exist in this time. It would have been impossible to know what she was talking about otherwise. Opening the back door, he grabbed Zoe’s coat before getting into the front passenger seat.

“Great,” the cambion said with heavy sarcasm. “Now I’ll have to burn my coat. I can’t wear if after your dong has touched it.”

“I’m not diseased,” Amaros said in affront as he folded the coat over his lap.

“It’s the principle that counts,” Zoe said primly. “What will my mom say when she finds out a strange man...” her complaint trailed off when reality hit her again.

“I’m sorry your mother is gone,” the warrior said as she began to cry again.

“Everyone I know and cared about is gone,” she said, bravely refusing to succumb to sobs. He fished a tissue out of
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