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      Demons aren’t real. Are they?

      

      One sexy demon. One human female. One lethal magic dagger.

      

      She’s broken. He’s on a mission. How did her brokenness derail his mission? Join this sexy demon and the woman who can’t deny the attraction to him on a journey for healing, revenge, and sexy times.

      

      Jasmine’s life flipped upside down a little more than a decade ago since the fateful day she intervened in a scuffle between two men with horns. Horns! Since that day her family’s thought she’s bonkers. In more institutions than she cares to remember, on more prescriptions than a junkie, she’s finally settled into a semblance of normal in the middle of nowhere, running an antique store. Normal. Totally. Until…

      

      Arkon’s been haunted by the memory of the girl who saved his life ages ago, but he’s had more important things on his mind. Staying alive. He and his brothers are being persecuted by bounty hunters sent by the princes of hell. He’s doing everything he can not to be killed. While at the same time, trying to find a way through the veil so he can avenge his parents’ murders. Until…
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      The white and porcelain-blue vase needed to be wiped down. A single crack ran down the side, cutting through the patterned roses and ivy covering the wide base. It wasn’t a bad find, considering half the junk that came from my latest haul from the estate sale at the old mansion on the bluff.

      “Let’s get you cleaned up and put on a shelf,” I told the vase, tapping my neon-blue fingernails against it. “You’d look good in the display window, too. I think I have some flowers lying around somewhere.”

      “Talking to the merchandise again?”

      I shrugged when Cara Night, my only employee and one of my only friends, came around the counter carrying another dust-covered crate. “I like to know what’s in my shop. I don’t think that’s a bad thing. Each piece has a story.”

      She blew a curl of black hair out of her face. Her grin made her hazel eyes crinkle. “Whatever you say, sunshine. I love you, crazy or not.”

      “Someone has to,” I replied with a smirk. I jotted down a note about the vase, then set it and the vase aside on the counter. The surface was already lined with four antique wooden boxes, two more vases, a set of tarnished candlesticks, and an incredibly unique statue of a satyr perched on a tree stump sporting a rather sizeable erect penis. I chuckled when I glanced at it again. The figure was over a foot tall and was exquisitely made. “I’d love to know who all lived in that damned mansion if there were items like this sitting out on display.”

      Cara frowned. “The old place on the bluff, right?”

      “Yeah, why?”

      “I forget you didn’t grow up around here,” she said, leaning against the counter. “Rumor is that Oak Hollow had its own residential cult. Or at least a witch.”

      “Seriously?” I said, my brow rising.

      “Eh, it’s just a story, but no one really saw the lady who lived there. Never had the house serviced for anything. Never came into town to get things. There was a huge garden and orchard around the property, if I recall. Some say on the night of the full moon, you could catch her outside, dancing around a fire. Naked.” The way she pronounced it, it was more like nekkid.

      I chuckled. “Probably very freeing. The orchard and garden were still there.” I remembered seeing the curling, iron fence that had surrounded a massive garden. “The house wasn’t in bad shape, come to think of it. They said it was a hundred years old or so.”

      “Oldest mansion in southern Missouri,” she mused. “It’s weird, though. I looked it up once. There’s no actual date for the place, nor records of it anywhere. It’s like the place just appeared one day.”

      “Spoo-oo-ooky,” I teased, wiggling creepy-scary fingers at her.

      She flipped me off. “Whatever. I’m going to get the last crate. Lunch break after?”

      “Sounds good to me. Want to go dance naked around a fire later?” I said, already turning my gaze to the next item in the box at my feet.

      “You think you’re so funny,” she said, her voice trailing away.

      I went back to my work, singing softly under my breath while I jotted down note after note. Three pieces later, including two more interesting statues of naked women, and an intricately sculpted face mask that was a mix between a stag and a devil, Cara flicked on the radio.

      I rolled my eyes.

      “Get a better singing voice.”

      I tossed a ball of packing paper at her. The mask caught my attention again.

      A flash of another being with horns appeared in my mind’s eye.

      I stilled.

      “Just a mask,” I murmured to myself, turning my back on it.

      I went back to work while Cara puttered around the store. About eight years ago, I found myself in the small town of Oak Hollow. I’d been broke and trying to pick up random shifts at the local diner and bar. One night, a lady with curly blue hair came into the bar, and we started talking. Her name was Florinda Dale. She was an interesting woman. The local crazy was what everyone called her. I’d been upset at first at the nickname, but out here, it was a compliment—a friendly joke. Everyone loved Florinda. This old antique store used to be hers. She offered me a stable job—more stable than the one at the bar—and I’d been here ever since.

      Two years ago, she told me she was retiring. I thought she was shutting down the store when she presented me with the deed and the keys to the building. She’d given me the place to run on my own. She’d told me since she had no kids to pass it on to, it was mine. It was the only time I’d seen that woman tear up. I’d say I was doing pretty good, being a couple of years from thirty and owning my own place. Pretty damned good.

      Florinda popped in now and again, whenever she was in town. She spent most of the year traveling the country in her old beat-up camper, sending me postcards every so often. The Hidden Treasure Trove—the name of the antique store, I hadn’t changed it—was doing just fine, though.

      I paused before picking up another item out of the crate, proudly glancing around the shop. Yup, I hadn’t done bad at all.

      I’d met Cara during my first few months in town and brought her on when Florinda said she could use an extra set of hands. We’d been friends ever since.

      “What are you smiling about?” Cara asked, wiping the dust from her hands with a damp rag.

      “Can’t I simply smile?” I mused. I hadn’t actually realized that I was.

      “You can, but it always worries me. You don’t do it enough. Not genuinely, at least.”

      The tinkling of the most annoying bell Cara could have found sounded when the front door opened, saving me from responding to her comment. “Your food has arrived, ladies,” a cheery voice called.

      Dylan was the owner of the Backroad Bakery in the heart of Oak Hollow. I’d asked him about the name once—it’s not like it was actually on a back road. More like main road—and he’d shrugged, saying it was the best he could come up with. Somehow, it stuck. His tall frame ducked under a few wind chimes hanging from the heavy wooden beam running through the center of the sprawling shop. His hair was short, and his dark brown eyes glimmered with mischief, as they usually did.

      “What trouble did you get into this morning?” I asked, taking the brown paper bag from him.

      “The usual. You know how Alicia is. Might be my bakery, but that woman doesn’t let me out of the kitchen to do anything. All I wanted to do was change up the front window display. That was a mistake.”

      I took the bag, turning toward the opposite counter because it was mostly cleared of clutter.

      Cara and Dylan were laughing, but the sound was muffled. Suddenly, my pulse raced, and my knees locked. Shaking, I found myself frozen in place, unable to move or hear a thing except a rushing in my ears. A whimper slipped past my lips. Mentally, I screamed at myself to move beyond it, but my body refused to answer, trapped in a state of intense fear. Chest heaving with my ragged breathing, I sank to the floor in a heap.

      Cara and Dylan were there a moment later. Their lips were moving, but I couldn’t hear anything. Cara pried the bag from my hand while she situated me on the floor, so my back was against the counter. She took one hand while Dylan held the other, their foreheads creased with worry.

      Cara was trying to get me to breathe with her, but flashes of a dark night twelve years ago kept appearing before me.

      I winced, hearing that horrible growling all over again. The sensation of claws digging into my upper right arm made me flinch. Another whimper broke free of my mouth. All I wanted to do was curl into a ball and disappear.

      Another face appeared in my memories. I calmed. Shimmering amber eyes filled with confusion and concern held me captive. He reached for me, then there was nothing but darkness.

      “Jasmine? Come on, open your eyes, Jas.”

      “Cara?”

      Her heavy sigh was punctuated by a stream of curses. “Been a long time since you had one that bad.” Her fingers pressed against my wrist. “Thought we were gonna have to call you an ambulance. Thank goodness your heartrate’s going down. Shit, woman.”

      “I’m fine,” I mumbled, mouth feeling sluggish. “Really.”

      “Whatever you say,” Cara replied, not sounding convinced.

      I opened my eyes to see her scowling. Dylan hovered over us, the cordless phone clutched in his hand. Cell service in this shop was notorious for being shitty. “I don’t need an ambulance. This happens. See? I’m all better.” I motioned at myself while I tried to stand. My knees wobbled, and I sank right back to the floor.

      Dylan and Cara exchanged a look.

      “Don’t you dare,” I ordered. “Give me the phone right now.”

      Dylan’s lips thinned, but he handed it over. Once it was safely in my grip, I let them help me to my feet. I managed to stay upright this time, not moving away from the counter.

      “Don’t you have medication or something?” Dylan asked.

      “Tried a bunch. Nothing works,” I said, waiting for the last of the terror to fade away as if it hadn’t just turned me into a puddle of quivering human limbs. “I’ll be good in a few minutes.”

      Dylan appeared less convinced than Cara was. He held up his hands in surrender when I continued to glare. “Make sure she eats,” he told her.

      I reminded him I wasn’t a child. He waved on his way out the door, with the bell’s tinkling announcing his exit.

      Cara unpacked the sweet buns Dylan had brought us, as well as the muffins, and two chocolate chip cookies. She plopped it all in front of me with strict instructions to eat. I tried to tell her again I was fine, but she crossed her arms and watched me until I finally took a bite.

      I was usually starving after those episodes. When the first one happened over a decade ago, the doctors told me they were panic attacks. I wanted to believe them, but deep down, I knew these moments were something else. Not that it really mattered.

      I didn’t experience an episode every day. Sometimes I’d go a few months without having one at all. It was a rare moment I saw flashes of the night that messed up my life or that I blacked out entirely.

      “You ever going to tell me about what happened?” Cara asked.

      “What are you talking about?”

      “You never talk about your past, which is fine,” she said in a rush. “But you went through something. I know you did, and I just want you to know I’m here for you if you ever want to talk about it.” She dropped the pieces of the muffin she’d torn apart, not eating a thing.

      “Why are you asking me that now?” I asked quietly. “You’ve seen me have fits before.”

      She shrugged, not meeting my eye. “You were whispering under your breath this time.”

      “I was?”

      She nodded, shoving her food across the counter. When her hazel eyes met my gaze, they were filled with worry. “You said something about a car. Then a… hound? And Dylan said you mentioned the word demon a few times.”

      I forced a laugh. “Demons? Okay, I think you two have been watching too many of those ghost hunter shows lately.”

      “Are you sure you’re alright?”

      “Yeah. I promise. I’m going to get back to work now.”

      She continued to hover, so I started singing in my off-key voice until she sighed, flipped on the radio, and went back to setting up new displays.

      A couple of locals came in, as well as people passing through town. We sold two paintings, a bookshelf, and a rather sizeable old metal plow that had been sitting out front for ages. At five on the dot, I flipped the sign over on the door, announcing we were closed.

      “You heading home?” Cara asked, snagging her violet leather purse from under the counter.

      “I’ve got one more crate to go through. I won’t be long.”

      “I can stay.”

      “I’ll see you in the morning,” I said, waving her off. “Night.”

      She grumbled, but the door opened and closed. I went to lock it, pulled the shades on the front windows, turned off the radio, and picked out a vinyl from the shelf, flipped on the turntable I kept behind the counter.

      The sound of folksy music filled the shop.

      There were only four items left in the crate left to catalog. Three of them were hand-embroidered items, each showing a different floral scene with black roses and lilies on dark burgundy. Once they were documented, I picked up the narrow wooden black box at the bottom.

      “What are you?” I murmured, checking the box for any indication of what was inside.

      I knew most of the items that would be in the crates, but this box, I couldn’t recall seeing it at the sale the day before. There’d been so much stuff, though, I could’ve easily overlooked it. Carefully, I flipped open the silver clasp.

      “Holy shit,” I whispered, glimpsing the knife resting on a black silk bed. No, not a knife. A dagger. The blade was about a foot long, the hilt another eight or so inches on top of that. The sheath covering it was encrusted in red and black stones that glimmered beneath the overhead lights. “Where did you come from?”

      Curiosity warred with apprehension until I gave in and picked up the dagger. It was heavy in my grip. There was a chunk of smoky stone at the base of the hilt. I thought it might be smoky quartz. I’d have to call a few of my experts to see what it was. Not to mention with the other stones that decorated the object. Carefully, I tugged the dagger free of the sheath.

      The hilt warmed in my hand.

      I frowned. “Overtired,” I muttered. “You’re just overtired. Nothing’s changing temperature.”

      I tried to ignore the sensation, only the heat increased. I yelped a few seconds later, dropping the dagger while I clutched my right hand in my left. The lights flickered at the same time a rush of cold air gusted through the shop. Then everything went back to normal.

      Mostly.

      Biting back a string of curses, I glared from the dagger to my palm, bright red and stinging. A circle appeared to mark my skin, with a strange, harsh design at the center of it.

      I blinked and the image faded.

      I stood in that one spot for a solid minute until I managed to get my body to move again. “Maybe you’ve been watching too many supernatural shows,” I grumbled. “You’re tired. It was a long day. Just leave it for tomorrow.”

      By the time I had the dagger packed in the box and was ready to head out, my hand no longer hurt. The redness had faded, too. Brushing it off as my imagination getting carried away, I locked up the shop, climbed into my beat-up old Jeep, and headed home.

      The headlights lit up the faded gray farmhouse with its wrap-around front porch. The place needed work when I bought it five years ago. I was slowly making headway. Very slowly. My home was in a constant state of renovation. On the plus side, there was no one around me for a few miles. Just me and the trees. I had a garden of my own but planned to make it larger. Maybe adding a small orchard. I wasn’t exactly in a hurry. I didn’t plan on leaving Oak Hollow any time soon.

      This might not have been the town I was raised in, but it sure as hell felt more like home than home did those last few years.

      The porch steps creaked when I stomped up them, the front door also greeting me with a loud squeak. I tossed my keys and purse on the front table, kicked out of my black boots, and trudged to the bedroom. More exhausted than I realized, I barely stepped out of my jeans, got my bra off, and fell onto the bed as my eyes were slipping closed, and I passed out.

      “Shit,” I yelled, bolting upright in bed what felt like maybe minutes later.
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      I fumbled for the lamp on the nightstand. Soft light flooded the room, and I shoved my messy hair from my face. With a grunt, I flopped back down, wiping the sheen of sweat from my forehead. My body tingled, and I bit my lip, recalling all too vividly the dream I’d had. I’d been in my bedroom, but I hadn’t been alone. A tall, broad-shouldered figure had filled the doorway. I hadn’t been scared of him. Oh, no. I’d held out my hand for his. He’d growled my name and tumbled into bed with me.

      I fisted my hand in the comforter, feeling his heated lips pressing against my neck all over again. His hands, god, his hands had been everywhere. They’d caressed my back, dragging me closer while his tongue had plunged into my mouth, dominating the kiss. He’d ripped my clothes from my body without any effort at all. I scrunched my eyes shut, seeing him slide down my body to bury his face between my legs. I gasped, an unexpected burst of pleasure shooting through me, much as it had in the dream. I’d still been shaking with ecstasy when he’d covered my body with his, whispered my name, and filled me completely. My hand drifted across my stomach to between my legs, unable to resist sating my desires before trying to go back to sleep.

      Soaking wet from the dream, I quickly shimmied out of my black panties, flipped off the lamp, and shed my t-shirt, too. I wasn’t a stranger to taking care of myself since I tended to avoid relationships, but I couldn’t remember the last time a damned dream had turned me on to this extent.

      The man’s face remained in shadow, but I felt his firm body pressed against mine. My fingers glided up and down my sex then teased that sweet bundle of nerves. I plunged them inside, mirroring how his body had moved, filling me over and over until I didn’t think I could take any more. I cupped my breast, pinching my nipple while my back arched off the bed. My gasp turned into a sharp cry. An echo of his groan of release filled my ears, and I could have sworn, for that moment, he really was there with me, his face pressed to my neck, his warm breath sending a pleasurable chill down my spine.

      Breathing heavily, I collapsed to the bed, wishing that dream hadn’t been simply a dream. Ready to go back to sleep, I shut my eyes, only to open them again and sit upright, heart pounding.

      Shimmering amber eyes. That’s what I’d seen in my dream.

      Covering my face with my hands, I told myself it meant nothing. So what if I’d been muttering under my breath today while freaking out on the shop floor? Didn’t matter. And just because those eyes were the ones I saw after having a mind-blowing sex dream didn’t mean he was going to randomly show up. He couldn’t. It’d been twelve years. If he was going to burst into my life again, he would’ve done it by now.

      Yanking the comforter over my head, I told myself to just go to sleep. I was fine. Everything was perfectly fine.
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      The sun had set an hour ago, the evening air crisp with the sweet smell of fall rustling through the leaves overhead. I hated it. Lip curling in disgust, I snarled quietly at the surrounding woods that reminded me, day after day, that I still wasn’t where I should be.

      I threw my head back, glaring at the stars blinking into sight while the crescent moon rose higher into the sky. My brothers had told me to try and find some joy in this world. Some beauty to make me happy. They didn’t believe in returning to the underworld. That we’d ever have a chance to go back home. Our real home. Our family had been torn apart, and we were forced to the surface to live among mortals and the creatures who felt the desire to mingle with them.

      Not me. The underworld was where I belonged. One way or another, the demon prince who thought he could take it away from me would pay.

      I tugged on the ends of my newly acquired black leather jacket, then leaned against a nearby tree. My boots had sunk into the mud a while ago. Each time I moved, they made a squishing sound that was getting on my last nerve.

      A snort came from behind me. I glared over my shoulder at the large buck staring me down. He pawed at the ground, grunting louder. A growl rumbled through my chest, and it took off into the brush, its white tail flashing in the shadows. I was no stranger to the woods. Miles of forest was far easier to hide in because I didn’t want to use glamour to conceal my true face from the world.

      When I wasn’t sulking beneath the trees, I’d hit up whatever dive bars I could find in whatever town I happened to be in. For nearly two decades, I’d been fighting to track down a way to pierce the veil that would let me into the underworld. Once there, I could seek my revenge. There was no point in plotting Prince Carridan’s death until I could complete that first step.

      Constantly dodging bounty hunters sure as Hades didn’t exactly make my life any easier.

      My brothers and I were supposed to be dead. If a demon ever managed to report that we were, in fact, alive, not only would my life be in danger, but my brothers’ lives would, too. They had some semblance of normal lives. I was the one who wasn’t able to let go. I was too much like Prince Gorath, our father. He’d always been the warrior. They were too much like our mother, willing to not hold onto grudges that would eventually wear down the soul.

      No matter what my brothers told me, it didn’t break my resolve to carry out my revenge. If one of us didn’t attempt to avenge our father’s death, his soul would find a way to come back and haunt us, I was damned sure of it.

      Something tickled the beard on my face. I raised my hand, pulling off an orb-weaver spider. It crawled over my fingers, and I turned, gently setting it on the bark of the tree. “They’re late,” I muttered to the spider, not that it would know what I was saying. “I left a big enough trail for a child to follow. The quality of good bounty hunters appears to be lacking of late.”

      Earlier that morning, I’d purchased a magical trap from a local witch. One called Cyrene. There’d been several demons trailing me through the woods of Missouri over the last three days. If the rumors I’d been hearing were correct, they were some of Carridan’s demons. A majority of the bounty hunters were under his employ. This pair didn’t realize they were following me but seemed to think they were trailing another demon on Carridan’s kill list. Too bad he was now dead.

      I was the one who put him in the ground a week prior. Bastard had snuck up on me outside a bar and tried to knife me. Thought he was going to return to Carridan and be able to plead for his life if he delivered news of having killed me. His death saved me the trouble of trying to lure the hunters to me without revealing who I was. I’d taken the dead demon’s leather jacket, a chunk of his hair, his blood, and some skin for good measure, leaving a trail for the others to follow. If I captured them alive, I’d have someone to question about Carridan’s movements in the underworld as well as on the surface. With any luck, I’d find a way to use them to get my ass back through the veil.

      If I shut my eyes, I could sense the magical doorway leading to the underworld. It was only a few miles south of here, tucked away in the dark of the woods. No one could simply walk through it. If they could, the underworld would be tossing out humans left and right after they’d stupidly stumbled into it. The princes all bore rings granting them access, as did their mates and heirs. Mine and my brothers were taken and destroyed. Other tokens were gifted to bounty hunters, the personal guards of the princes, and any demon who needed to pass through the veil regularly. I’d take whatever tokens these bounty hunters had on them and hand them over to the witch. She’d do her magic and once they were attuned to me, I’d have my way in.

      “Easy,” I grumbled, knowing it wasn’t. Not even close.

      Magic always came with a cost. The witch, Cyrene, had asked me if I was ready to pay it when I purchased this trap from her. I’d said yes, and she’d merely looked at me. I’d been using magic for years after my parents realized I had a knack for it. Most demons could manipulate it slightly, which was why most of us could pass as humans in this world. Creating a glamour was the first spell demons learned. I proved to have a bit more talent and thus was trained in secret. I’d been warned a long time ago that using magic always came with a price, no matter the amount of magic used.

      Revenge was all that mattered now. I’d pay whatever the price to see it done.

      The wind shifted directions, and a new scent caught my attention. I’d left the blood, skin, and hair in the middle of the small grove of cedars. Using glamour, I concealed myself to blend in with the surrounding shadows. Blocking my scent had taken a bit more effort. Cyrene had aided me in that regard, too. I’d downed the potion to keep my scent from being picked up hours ago.

      The moment the demons entered the trap, they’d be caught in a magical cage that would last twenty-four hours. Plenty of time to torture information out of them. Relishing the blood about to be spilled, knowing they were of Carridan’s line, I reached for the jagged-edged knife sheathed at my hip.

      Footsteps crunched over leaves, and the quiet murmur of two, deep male voices echoed around the trees. Thirty more yards, then twenty. I held my breath, not daring to move an inch to give myself away. Not yet.

      “Where you at, Borag?” a voice shouted. “Make it easy on all of us, eh? Just come out now.”

      “He’s not going to do that, you dumbass,” a second voice replied.

      “You never know. Borag never was the brightest demon.”

      “Just snag him, and let’s get out of here. I hate the mud and the bugs.”

      “You hate everything up here,” the first demon replied.

      Two shapes loomed out of the darkness a mere ten yards away from me. The trap was right in front of them. A few more feet, and I’d have them in my grasp. I’d thought I’d recognized their voices when they first called out. The moment they stepped into the grove and turned in my direction, I swallowed back a furious snarl.

      Jorl and Feral. They’d been there the day my father was killed.

      They’d laughed when his head was severed from his body.

      “I don’t see him,” Jorl, the first demon, said, sighing. He sniffed the air, giving his head a shake. “Trail’s fresh, though.”

      Feral shrugged. They entered the grove.

      A bright flash of red light blinded me. Their panicked shout followed by furious snarling told me the trap worked. When I could see again, I smirked at the glowing red bars forming a circular cage around the two demons. Drawing the dagger from my side, I stepped out of the shadows, not caring how much noise I made now.

      “Who’s that?” Jorl snapped while Feral growled ferociously from beside him. They reached for the bars, and the cage struck back, jolting them until they let go.

      “Your death,” I replied, keeping my voice as emotionless as possible.

      Jorl squinted, yelling at Feral to shut up. “You’re not Borag.”

      “Borag’s dead. You should worry about yourselves right now,” I said, strolling around the cage.

      Jorl’s shimmering blue eyes followed me. “Is that right?” He touched the bars again, snarling when they shocked him a second time. He sniffed the air, grunting. “You’re a demon. Demons don’t use magic.”

      “Depends on the demon.”

      “So you’re a coward,” he said, to which I growled. “What do you want, huh? We won’t tell you anything.”

      “We’ll see.” I raised my blade, ready to open the cage enough to drag half of Jorl through when the breeze that had been steadily blowing died.

      A hush fell over the grove. It was like something sucked the air out of my lungs. I gasped, right along with Jorl and Feral.

      A second later, a massive shockwave rolled through the forest, knocking down tree limbs and tearing saplings from the ground. I grunted as my back crashed into a tree trunk, splitting it down the middle. The cage holding Jorl and Feral vanished with a loud popping sound, and they hit the
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