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      The moment I entered my apartment, I knew Benny was into something he shouldn’t have been. I could hear his slobber from the front door. The wet, slopping noise filled the living room. It was a disgusting sound. The hellhound was a pain in the ass, but he was mine and that was all that mattered. Doomed to eternity as one of Hell’s mutts, Benny had been with me since the beginning of his punishment.

      No, he wasn’t obedient and often talked back when given the opportunity, but he was a good friend. As much of a friend as a hellhound could be, anyway. They weren’t usually the reliable type, especially when there were females around. Female dogs, that is.

      Someone was inside, and Benny was too busy slobbering over his meal to even care. Frowning, I looked around the darkness, taking in the shapes of the furniture. Then I spotted the figure sitting in my recliner. My powers surged into my hands, ready for the attack. Whoever it was, they’d learn not to break into my home.

      “Calm down, Eva. It’s just me,” Lucifer said as the light from the lamp next to him snapped on.

      I blinked several times, until my eyes adjusted to the light. When they finally did, I glared at him as I kicked the door closed.

      “Why are you here?” I demanded. It was my only seat in the entire living room. I didn’t have much furniture.

      My old boss smiled, staring up at me as he crossed one leg over the other. Lucifer was perfection, but then what else would I have expected from the devil? He always wore a suit, nothing out of place. Most of the time, he wore black and white wingtip shoes but tonight he just had on regular black ones. Whatever he’d come for must have been serious because normally he went out of his way to piss me off with his off the wall comments that only made him laugh.

      He picked up a cup that sat on the table He sipped quietly, continuing to stare at me. It was probably his usual cup of tea that he brought from home.

      Home, as in Hell.

      I shifted uncomfortably as I waited for an answer. I couldn’t rush the King of Hell. If he wanted to tell me something, then he’d do it when he was ready. Even though he came off as a jokester most of the time, his mood could change in an instant.

      “I have a job for you,” he said after finishing his cup of tea. He tossed it behind him, and it disappeared presumably to his dishwasher in Hell.

      Before he could even continue, I started shaking my head and placed my hands on my hips. “Fuck that. I told you I was done, and you agreed. It was our deal. Since when do you back out of deals?”

      As he ran a hand through his dark hair, I studied him. He was frustrated, something I’d never seen before. Normally, he was calm and collected. Even during torture, it was like watching an artist at work. Now he sat before me, tense and obviously under stress. Were those bags under his baby blue eyes?

      “I wouldn’t have come, but my wife, Maye, said you’re our only hope in successfully defeating our problem. You know how I hate asking for help—especially after someone has blown me off.” He shook his head in feigned disappointment, a small smile curving his lips.

      “Are you serious right now? You kept prank calling me from different countries, claiming to be in trouble.” I pinched the bridge of my nose, closing my eyes as I let out a breath.

      Lucifer squinted at me. “I’ll have you know I was in Africa fighting lions then in Scotland running from a bunch of large men with axes!”

      This was not happening. We’d parted ways nearly ten years ago. Why was he bothering me now? “Why would you be in those situations in the first place?”

      He opened his mouth to reply, but I held up a hand to stop him.

      “You know what? Never mind. I don’t want to know.” I grabbed his left arm and started tugging. “What I do want is for you to leave. You’re not welcome here.”

      “Is that why you have your home warded with anti-devil sigils?” he asked, refusing to move.

      How much did he weigh? Even though I was throwing my weight into it, he wasn’t moving an inch!

      Losing my grip on his arm, I stumbled back, my hair falling forward and into my face. Growling, I fixed the wild strands, glaring at Lucifer. “Yes! Why didn’t it stop you? I put a lot of work into making those.”

      Amused, Lucifer stared at me as if I was the dumbass. This coming from a man who once thought that, since his home was in the fiery parts of Hell, he could handle the heat of a ghost pepper. “I’m too powerful, love. Nothing can stop me.” He snapped his fingers, and every sigil on my walls and doors disappeared with a puff of smoke.

      “Aden can stop you,” I pointed out, thinking I was clever coming up with that response. I raised my eyebrows, daring him to challenge me.

      His face darkened, eyes taking on an eerie red glow. When his horns began to emerge from his head, I knew I’d stepped over the line.

      Suddenly Lucifer grinned. “Just kidding. Of course, my brother is stronger than me. He created everything.” His gaze traveled over me, but not in a sexual way. He was sizing me up, making sure I could perform the job he had in mind. “But nothing you can do will stop me. If I want something, I’ll get it.” He stood and took two steps closer to me. “And my dear, I want you to get back to work.”

      Benny hobbled over to me now that he was finished with his meal, whatever it had been He glanced up at me, confusion in his large, bulging eyes.

      I motioned to my face. “You have some, uh, stuff on your face.” My stomach rolled violently at the sight of it. It looked like raw guts. From what, I couldn’t even begin to guess.

      Lucifer stared at Benny, scrunching his face in disgust. “If I’d known you’d eat like a bloody pig I would have put you outside on the balcony with that.” He walked into the kitchen, flipped on the light and started rummaging around in my kitchen. “When are you planning on dinner? It’s almost six in the evening. Most families have begun to sit down for their feast.” He gave me a scathing look.

      “Look, I’m not coming back. We had an agreement and now it’s your job to keep up the deal.” I folded my arms, watching as he pulled out a box of crackers and started munching.

      “Even after I brought back Thatcher for you? This is how you repay me?” Lucifer sat the box of crackers down and straightened his suit jacket. He glanced down at his watch as if he was running out of time.

      Turning around I went back into the living room and took a seat in my chair. I picked up the remote and turned on the TV to start searching through the guide. “Thatcher is dead. He died six months after you brought him back. How is that an even trade for everything I’ve done for you?”

      Lucifer was a bastard for bringing up Thatcher. He was my first and only love. We were pirates with our own ship in the 1700s. We’d been together for close to ten years, discussing marriage even though he didn’t believe in it. Then one day he died. He became very ill with something I couldn’t identify even now to this day. Taking care of him was hard. Watching the life leave his eyes as each day passed was harder. When he was finally gone, I didn’t deal with it well. We attacked ship after ship, stealing what we could because I was too weak to face the truth of his death.

      Eventually, a few weeks later, Lucifer showed up, surprising all of us. We attempted to kill him, but he had powers I’d never seen before. He tossed every member of my crew overboard. When he cornered me, he made the offer for me to come work with him and in return he’d bring back Thatcher. At the time, I was eager to do whatever I could to bring my lover back, but when he died during an attack, I became resentful and blamed Lucifer despite it having nothing to do with him.

      It would have been unusual for him to approach a normal human. As far as my crew was concerned, I was. Thatcher was the only one who knew the truth about me being a witch. I was old, yet didn’t age over thirty-seven as far as my looks went, but I was born in 1401. I’d been through the witch hunts and was even there for the Salem Witch Trials. Yet, I managed to escape all of it.

      When Lucifer approached me, he changed me into something more. There was only one of my kind, and I hated that I enjoyed that part of my powers.

      Everyone in the supernatural world knew me as the Soul Eater.

      I glanced at Lucifer as he opened his mouth wide and spooned a Nebraska-sized scoop of ice cream into it. Confused, I pointed at it. “Where did you get that? I don’t even have ice cream.”

      Lucifer leaned against the doorframe of the kitchen. He licked his spoon, staring at me thoughtfully. Annoyed he was taking so long to speak, I turned back to the TV to start watching a cop show. It was one of my favorites and there was a new episode.

      I felt his power sizzle in the air and the screen went black. I looked over questioningly. “Why are you here? You’re dragging this out, and it’s annoying the shit out of me.” I stood up and stomped a foot in irritation only to hear a yelp. “Oh shit.”

      Bending over, I looked down to find Benny laying at my feet. His bug eyes stared at me like a helpless puppy would. “Sorry, dude. You keep getting under my feet.”

      “I wish he’d tell you why he was here so we can watch our show,” Benny growled, plopping back down on the floor so he could go to sleep.

      “You’re to work for me again. I have one more assignment that I need help with and to refuse would mean the start of your new life in Hell’s prison system.” His face was expressionless, eyes once again taking on that red sheen. He was close to showing the real devil. This was the part of Lucifer I avoided as much as possible.

      Defeated, I stood up. “Fine!” I said throwing my hands in the air. “Just know I probably won’t forgive you for this. Tell me the job.”

      Rubbing his scruffy chin, Lucifer smiled, pleased he’d won the fight. Asshole. I was raging inside. What could he possibly need from me that he couldn’t do himself? Hell, he could enlist his brother to help him instead of bringing me out of my retirement.

      “I need you to watch over my son, Damon. Protect him and do whatever you need to do to make sure he survives.” Lucifer flashed me a smile before raising his hand, fingers posed to snap. “Now, get to work.”

      “Wait—” I started to say, but he’d already snapped his fingers, teleporting me out of my apartment. When I looked around, the last thing I expected to find was the bodies littering the floor.
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      “Fuck,” I groaned. My head was pounding. Opening my eyes would be a mistake, but I had to figure out where the hell I was. It wasn’t a good thing being a FBI agent and getting knocked out. Someone could have killed me. Somehow, I’d managed to make myself vulnerable.

      Sliding my hands over the cold floor, I finally opened my eyes to find my gaze meeting a lifeless one. “Holy shit.” I leaped up, stumbling backwards as I tried to get to my feet. As I fell on my ass, my hands hit the floor behind me to brace my fall, sliding in a pool of blood.

      My mouth parted in shock. All around me there were bodies. They were people I’d never seen before. Blood pooled beneath their bodies. Their dead eyes stared in my direction. Who were they? I wiped my hands on my jeans, smearing the blood onto them. Glancing down, there was a mark on my left wrist. It was in shape of a scythe. Nothing was making sense, and I was becoming more confused by the second. Maybe someone drugged me and left my body with the others. Maybe they expected me to die.

      “What did you do?” a woman’s voice asked from behind me.

      Startled, I turned to look at her. Most people would have been alarmed about the scene in front of them, but not her. She was calm, bending down to check each of the dead.

      “Who are you?” I struggled to my feet.

      She was short with long, dark brown hair. I couldn’t see her face since she was bending to look at female covered in blood. When she did turn her head, her dark brown eyes focused on me, judging.

      “Who I am doesn’t matter right now. What matters is that you killed all these people.” Standing up, she placed her hands on her hips. She wore a pair of bootcut jeans, and a tight purple top with an olive military jacket. If I hadn’t been in a compromising position, I would have been fascinated with her beauty, but all I could think about was the possibility that these people were dead because of me.

      Climbing to my feet, I continued to watch her. She adjusted her stance to a defensive one, preparing for any reactions from me. My gaze went over the bodies. Did I really kill these people? There’s no way. Yet, I couldn’t remember a single thing.

      “I’m a FBI agent, so it’s better if you identify yourself now.” I went to reach for the gun I didn’t have. Confused, I looked around the room we were in and found it nowhere.

      The woman smirked, crossing her arms. “I don’t see any evidence of you being an agent. Plus, you’re covered in blood. I call bullshit.”

      Boy, did she have a mouth on her. I shook my head, reaching up to run my hand through my hair, but thought better of it when I remembered the blood. It was a nervous habit, but at least I’d stopped myself in time. “Doesn’t matter what you think. I’m calling this in.” I reached into my pocket to draw out my cell. Next thing I knew, my hands were empty and the woman was less than a foot away from me. “Hey.”

      “You will not call this in. It looks like you did this. What needs to happen is you getting out of here.” The woman shoved my phone into her back pocket and shook her head at me. Her perfume reminded me of cookies or brownies.

      “It’s my duty to call this in whether I did it or not. I wouldn’t hurt people, though. I think something else is going on here.” I held out my hand, waiting for her to give me my phone.

      Instead she raised an eyebrow, smirking. “Nice tattoo, reaper.”

      Confused, I stared at her. “What?”

      “You’re a reaper. This explains everything.” She started to walk away from me, heading to the only door in the room. “Come on, let’s get out of here. Then you can call it in.”

      “I don’t know what a fucking reaper is.” I started after her, wondering if leaving was a good idea. Years of training on the job told me I needed to call it in, but instinct was telling me I had to get out of there.

      When I hesitated, she turned to look at me, her hair flowing over her shoulders and behind her. “The reason you passed out was because all of these people crossed to the other side through you. You’re too new to handle all that energy at one time.”

      She was only confusing me more. But instead of asking her what the hell she was talking about, I decided to ask other questions. “What’s your name?”

      “Now isn’t the time for twenty questions. I have to get you out of here like I promised your father. Don’t make me force you. It’ll be unpleasant, I promise.” She raised her eyebrows, waiting for me to challenge her.

      Normally I would have laughed in her face, but she was being serious. Something told me that she was tougher than she looked.

      Realizing she’d mentioned my father, I frowned, eyebrows bunching together. “My father? He died ten years ago in a car accident.”

      Eva opened the door to the room and looked at me. “Wrong daddy, dude. Your real father has sent me to help you. Now get your ass in gear and let’s move. We don’t have a lot of time before someone shows up.” She gestured toward the entrance with her head.

      When she started out the door into a darker area, I grabbed her arm, ducking right before she could connect her fist to my face.

      “Whoa, I was just trying to stop you.”

      Breathing heavy, she nodded once, waiting for me to continue.

      “I don’t know where my badge and gun are.”

      Sighing audibly, she started looking around the room. With one foot, she pushed over body after body. Finally, when she got to the last one, she picked up my badge and gun. “Come grab them,” she instructed.

      “Bossy, geez.” I hurried over and snatched them up. Both were covered in blood. The place was a mess. Why did I come here in the first place? The air smelled wet and cool. We were surrounded by boxes that were empty, decaying from getting wet at some point. There had to be a reason why I came without any backup.

      “Can you speed it up? My gods, if I’d known you were this slow, I would have knocked you out and dragged your ass out of here.” She shook her head in disbelief.

      “Like you can carry me.” I scoffed, rolling my eyes at her.

      Anger appeared on her beautiful face as she stomped over to me and poked a finger into my chest. I backed up slowly at each tap.

      “Look here. I’m a lot stronger than you think. I promise you, there is no one else like me in this world. You think this scene is fucked up? I have a whole new world to show you, asshole. Now get your ass moving because I’m pretty sure I hear sirens.”

      Nodding, I hurried after her as she hurried to the door with quick steps. She didn’t even wait to see if I was following or not. Why was I even following her? My job was to make sure this scene was taken care of by the police. But the alarm bells in my head were going off, telling me if I didn’t leave now, I’d never be free again.

      We were in a warehouse of some sort. It was mostly empty aside from a few steel tables that weren’t in any order. They were scattered about, some of them tipped over on their sides. I struggled to keep up with the woman because there was so much debris everywhere. Boxes and plastic tripped up my feet. I fell against a wall, grunting at the pain in my arm from hitting it so hard.

      “You have got to be the clumsiest person I’ve ever known. Use your night vision! I know you can see what the hell is around you.” The woman stopped long enough to make sure I was on my feet again.

      “I don’t have night—” I started to say, but stopped when my eyes began to focus on everything around me. Everything was so clear—as if I was looking around the place during the day. “What the fuck?”

      “Dude, are you coming or not?” she asked from across the warehouse at the exit door.

      Quickening my pace, I hurried over to her, immediately running into her vanilla scent. She frowned at me, obviously not pleased with my slowness. I shrugged in response and she turned to open the door slowly.

      When she peered out, she sighed in what sounded like relief. “Looks like we’re clear. Come on, once we get out of here, we’ll find a car to take.”

      “We are not stealing a car,” I said, stopping immediately. Once again, I grabbed her arm to keep her from moving forward.

      “Grow some damn balls!” she hissed, pushing my hand away. “Let’s go.”

      Once we stepped outside, I looked around at an industrial part of Portland. There were a few, but I recognized this one, taking in the docks and the nearby train tracks. There were a few other buildings nearby, but no one else seemed to be around.

      The woman frowned, as if she sensed something. When I opened my mouth to question her, she grabbed my arm hard, staring straight into my eyes with her suddenly frightened ones. “Run.”
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      When he didn’t move, I started to get pissed. I shoved him forward. “You need to get out of here, Damon. You have no idea what we’re up against.”

      “We?” he questioned eyes widening in surprise.

      I stared at him, not sure what to say. He didn’t look stupid, but he sure the hell was acting like it. Grabbing hold of his muscled arm, I yanked him to follow me. He was much larger than me, probably around six foot three, so yanking him around was like trying to lug around a boulder. Too bad he looked a lot like Lucifer, I would have wanted to take him for a ride. Of course, it would have been for fun only.

      Damon stumbled after me, his dark, nearly black hair falling over his forehead. I glanced back, and his blue eyes were finally showing the concern I was hoping he’d feel after my being so serious about him leaving the area. I almost felt bad for the way I was treating him, but that was just my lady parts objecting.

      “People are coming, and I have a feeling it’s you they want. I have to get you out of here.” My hand slid down his forearm until it was engulfed in his large one. “What the hell did Lucifer get me into?” I muttered, looking around the corner of the building to see if anyone was coming.

      “Lucifer?” Damon asked.

      I ignored him as tires hit gravel behind us. They were here. Damn hunters. My senses told me right away who it was but telling him would have only confused him more. I could always sense when trouble was near. The air would change, become electric.

      “We’re too late.” I ignored his question about Lucifer.

      Turning around, we both faced the trouble that had just showed. Two Range Rovers pulled up, four people exiting out of each one. They drew their guns, aiming in our direction.

      “Shit,” I swore as they fired.

      Reacting before I could, Damon placed an arm around me when a strange feeling came over my body. It was a tingling sensation as if every cell in my body was vibrating at once.

      “Holy shit,” Damon said as his body pressed up against mine. The warmth made me shiver as his male scent filled my nose.

      Opening my eyes, I looked over his shoulder to see what had happened. We were no longer in the industrial area of Swan Island. The place was unfamiliar, the apartment every bit of a bachelor pad. “What the hell happened?” I asked, moving away from him.

      We were standing in the living room of the apartment. My gaze traveled over the black leather couch and sofa. There was a black metal coffee table with a glass center. All that sat on it was a remote and a newspaper. A large, flat screen TV hung on the wall. Next to that were the balcony slider doors that showed a view of the city. The place smelled masculine, a woodsy scent reaching my nose.

      Damon rubbed his jaw with one hand as he stared at me with a frown. “I don’t know. I was thinking about how I needed to get us out of there and then suddenly we were here.”

      That must have been part of his reaper powers. They could come and go because he was new, but at least they’d decided to show up at the right time. Sighing, I walked out the living room to explore. “This is your place?” I asked, shoving my hands in my back pockets.

      “Yeah, it is.” He followed me into the next room, eyeing me warily. “Who are you? Why did you show up there? Do you know what happened?”

      I took in how clean his kitchen was. The appliances were stainless steel. The counter tops were a granite color with dark gray cabinets. There was nothing out of place which I considered odd because most males I knew were slobs. I’d expected a lot worse, considering he was the son of Lucifer. Maybe in one of the other rooms he had a dungeon. It wouldn’t surprise me if he was a freak. Lucifer sure the hell was.

      “I don’t have a lot of answers. Your dad just kind of threw me into the situation without explaining anything. I don’t expect anything else from him, but it sure pisses me off.” I glanced over at Damon, taking him in again.

      How often does this guy work out? He was muscled all over, but not too much. I was a fan of the tattoos, especially the black flames that ran up his right forearm. His other arm had one of the grim reaper holding a scythe that disappeared under the sleeve of his t-shirt. I wonder if he has more? My mind wandered, thinking of all the possibilities that he could have hidden beneath his shirt that fit all too well on him.

      Frowning, I ran a hand through my hair. I needed to focus on the job. I didn’t want to deal with Lucifer any more than I had to when it was completed. Getting involved with his son was not a good idea.

      Slamming down the gates on my lustful thoughts, I smiled at him. “But we’ll get answers in a few minutes.” I went back into the living room. “Lucifer!”

      “Whoa, whoa, whoa! Are you one of those satanic worshippers? I will not have you calling the devil into my apartment.” Damon grabbed my arm, jerking me to a stop. “I’ve seen what shit those guys get into.”

      Looking down at his hand, I raised an eyebrow.

      He released me, taking a step back.

      “Lucifer is your father, buddy. You’re related to evil, so get used to it.”

      I turned to look around the living room, biting my lip. Lucifer wasn’t making an appearance. Taking
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using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.




