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Chapter One
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“We need you to go to Lansing, Sin.” 

My brother came into my office as I flipped through the pages of my glamour magazine. Not that I was into fashion, but sometimes I found it fun to cut out the bodies and then place different heads on them, like my brother’s. Of course, for his protection, I kept them hidden from the public. If something like that got out, he would be pissed, and then I would be labeled as the President’s crazy sister once they figured out who I was. Behind closed doors I would be labeled as the President’s crazy sister who is allowed to murder people. 

It was bullshit if you asked me. Like anyone knew what I had to deal with. If it weren’t for my best friend, Seth Trevino, finding me, I would have been out on the streets trying to score my next fix. Before our father died, he told Reed, my half-brother, about his one mistake, an affair. He told him about me, and that he knew I was out there alone, because my mother died from an overdose. That’s when Reed sent Seth to look for me; only he never revealed his identity to me until a year ago, ten years after the fact.  

Placing a finger on my chin, I pretended to think about it. “Hmm, no. I’m taking a vacation day, which means your case can wait until tomorrow.” I grabbed my zebra-bladed scissors off my desk and started cutting out a body of an overly thin celebrity. Shockingly, the article was talking about her clothes, and not the fact she could be mistaken for the skeleton in a science classroom.

Reed sat down in one of my visitor chairs, watching me with a single eyebrow raised. Since becoming President, the stress had been getting to him. He looked about ten years older than his actual forty-three. During his time spent as Governor of Missouri, he was known for his amazing, almost black hair. A dumb thing to be known for, but one area my brother didn’t lack in was the looks department. He had become the U.S.’s most eligible bachelor, and one year he was even named the Sexiest Man Alive. Not something you would normally see on a President’s list of qualifications. 

We didn’t really even look like brother and sister unless you just went by our hair color. Mine was nearly black like his, reaching past my shoulders in its typical hot mess. My skin was strangely pale, but creamy in texture, lightly dotted with freckles, especially on my face from the times when I braved the sun. I wasn’t a vampire by any means, but I loved the night because of how the air felt around me. It was calm, dark, and it meant that I was alone, away from the demanding world.

Taking out a precut head of Reed, I taped it to the girl’s body, and then showed him. “I kind of like your legs better in this one.”

“I am your boss. So, when I say that I need you to investigate, then you need to go do it,” he said, becoming impatient. Another thing that he had also developed since becoming the President: impatience. He wanted his way, a hundred percent of the time.

Placing his new body in a hidden box I had in my desk drawer, I finally met his dark brown-eyed gaze. “Look, just because you are the President of our wonderful country, doesn’t mean I am at your beck and call. I still have rights, you know. Not only that, I am not your pet killer. I don’t just go around sending people to the other side because you said so. It has to be their time, and you know how the process works.” 

Everything that I just said to him was completely false. I was everything that I said I wasn’t. I had no choice now. It was sad to think that he would use everything I have done against me, but he would, and that’s what allowed him to survive being President. He wouldn’t have made it if he weren’t good at ruining lives in order to accomplish the things, he felt were important.

Reed climbed to his feet and started to pace in my tiny office. It was a small place inside of an outlet mall in Jackson, Michigan, but at least it was mine. He offered to get me something a hell of a lot nicer in Washington, D.C., but most of my clients weren’t the kind who lived in five million dollar homes. “You are Death, and you can only take people when it is their time. I get it, you only had to tell me—”

“Six times,” I finished. All six times, he wanted me to murder someone before his or her time. As President, I guess he was allowed to make decisions like that without the rest of America knowing. Sad for him, but at least I knew I would survive another day without wondering if I messed up the Death Design—the design that existed for a reason, created to prevent anyone or anything messing up the order of events. I was afraid that one day I would take someone before his time, and because of that, the end of the world would come sooner than it had been decided.

There was a design in life that determined who would die and when, and I carried out those plans. When someone’s time came, I had no choice. But Reed had me going around assassinating people, taking them before their time. I would make it down to them a few minutes or seconds before they would breathe their last breath. With a sick fascination, I watched until it was my time to take them. If their departure was unplanned, it was always painful for me. Like a strike against my own soul, every single time. Each marked by another strange thread of darkness that clung to me, weighing me down.

The thing with Reed is, he’s a master manipulator. He is the best politician around, and that’s how he became President. People saw him as America’s chance for survival, and that somehow, he would bring our country out of the trashy state it was presently in. Reed would be able to do that as promised, but he never had to tell how. America would see companies and jobs created. Those of us who associated with him daily knew he could be shady though, and if he became your enemy, you better watch your back.

Reed looks down at his watch. “I have to go. I will send someone to pick you up to drive you there.”

When he turned to open the door, I said, “I can go there on my own. Traveling has never been a problem for me.” It was one of the perks of being Death. At least that’s what I assumed I was. There was no other supernatural explanation for how I could do what I do, and that included traveling from one location to another by allowing my body to become one with the wind.

Turning to look over his shoulder at me, he placed his hand on the doorknob. “I know, but I also know that unless I force someone to escort you, then you probably won’t go. This is serious. I wouldn’t ask unless it was.”

I sat back in my chair and put my feet up on the desk, ignoring his bewildered expression when he saw that I had rainbow colored toe-socks on. “You say that every time, brother. Send the file to me by tonight. I’ll leave in the morning after I wake up, and don’t call me, because I have plans to sleep in.”

“Fine, whatever. I wish you would stop being a bitch for one minute and just help me out.”

“Wait, are you going to tell me why you are sending me there?” I ask before he could escape.

Reed sighed unhappily because he couldn’t escape fast enough. “Sanders will brief you before you leave.”

“Sanders? What?” I put my feet back on the floor, prepared to tackle Reed to change his mind. “No! I said I wouldn’t take someone before his time, but for him, I would make an exception.”

Turning around, Reed leaned against the door, his expression annoyed. “Sanders likes you, so I have no idea why you are making such a big deal out of this. Word on the street is that he is popular with the ladies.”

“Exactly. The ones you find on the street corner!”  I growled. “I will show all of your paper dolls to the media if you make me spend one second alone with him.”

Grinning, Reed shrugged. “You forget that I have more than just you on the payroll.”

I gasped. “Is that a threat?”

He shrugged. “Just know who is in charge, Sin. He’s going to stay up there to help you with the mission, so just deal with it.”

Taking a deep, calming breath, I briefly close my eyes before exhaling. “Do you remember the last guy I worked with? He knew about Supernaturals, but after watching me do what I did, he went crazy. That’s why you have him locked away in your special hospital. Let Seth come with me!”

Reed shook his head as he stared down at the floor of my office. His shoes were super shiny, and I knew for a fact that he didn’t do that himself. In fact, I was quite sure he didn’t do anything himself, besides talking to me. I was the one person who could get away with saying no to him. Finally, he looked back up at me. “Seth will be there in a couple of days. He has other things that he needs to do, but has agreed to help keep you under control, considering your issues. Sanders isn’t human, so he will be fine.”

“Issues? What issues? And what is he?” Immediately becoming suspicious, my questions tumbled out, one after another. If he wasn’t human, then Reed should have said what he was in the first place; only this time, he was trying to get around it.

Making a decision, he opened the door. “He’ll tell you if he wants to.” Then his face became serious. “Seth says your drinking has been even worse lately. Don’t make me force you into rehab.” And then he left.

Damn Seth! Fuck Reed. Both deserved to have the crap beaten out of them. Sometimes I wanted to beat up my brother even more than usual. I mean, I know we are related, but how much stuff was I supposed to let my brother get away with? Siblings always forgave each other, but our relationship was often tense and not close. We were nothing like the brothers and sisters that you see in movies or read about in books.

I despised having the ability to take people from the world, but it just happened. After a while I became used to it, but not before I would cause panic, either in the person who saw me, or for the people around us that were told about what I could do. My mom refused to believe that her child was Death. To her, I was pure evil, but then she had no idea about the Supernatural world. That little gem made the whole situation even more interesting. I always thought that one of my parents should have to be supernatural in some way, in order to make me who I was. Regardless, my true identity was enough to make her pop pills to forget, and then eventually turn to the hard stuff. When I told her it was her time to pass, she was so happy because I showed her something beautiful, despite how ugly she made her life. Sometimes, what I was could be a good thing or a bad thing. Good, because, depending on the person’s soul, I could show them something so beautiful ahead of them that they had no problem leaving their loved ones behind. Other times, when I took someone who was evil, I became their worst nightmare, a small sample of what waited for them in hell.

Getting up, I went to the fridge to grab a cold piece of pizza. It was two days old already, but I hated wasting food, especially since I hadn’t had a case in a while. My brother gave me plenty of money to live on, but it was hard to break yourself free from certain habits after living off of nothing for so long. Small bits of those memories appeared in my mind, and I quickly squashed them down. Those days were hell, living in dirty places and having to clean myself in the public bathrooms. I shuddered.  

My cell phone rang on my desk, so I walked over to it, taking my time. Sanders’ name popped up on the screen, which only had me groaning with annoyance. I hit ignore so he knew that I was purposely trying to avoid him. When I sat down again, another call from Sanders came through, and I clicked ignore again. For his avatar, I selected a picture of a donkey. When he saw it, he was shocked, but that was the point. I wasn’t about to consider his feelings for one moment; the man had an ego the size of Europe. He thought he was a gift to women. Granted, he was a good-looking guy, but he didn’t know how to tone down the innuendo or quit asking personal questions. In America we have a personal bubble, and he liked to be inside that bubble all the damn time. 

Taking another bite of the pizza, I closed my eyes, picturing a true vacation. I’d probably go to some spa in another country, travelling under a false name. It would be perfect, so I would probably never come back. Frowning after the third call from Sanders, I realized that I just got a glimpse of the future. Working with Sanders was going to be the worst job yet. Finally, I decided that I would pack up and disappear for a while. It wouldn’t be the first time I did it, so I could do it again, and Reed could suck a big one.

After gathering my things, I hurried to the door to set the alarm and lock up. Only when I flung it open, Sanders was standing there, leaning against the doorframe. Was it okay with the President that one of his agents wore jeans and t-shirts? As much as I found Sanders to be annoying personally, it would probably be worth pointing out the reasons why he was unprofessional to my brother.

“Excuse me, I’m leaving.”

Sanders gave me a slow smile, the kind that only the hottest country boys can possibly pull off. His hair was blond, highlighted from all his time spent out in the sun, probably working his big muscles by tying up cows or something. You know, like the rodeo. My mind decided to picture it all in slow motion, muscles rippling from tying up a calf, completely shirtless, which they probably didn’t even do. But in my mind’s movie they sure did, though.

Blinking several times, I refocused on him, noticing that he was wearing a cowboy hat that had seen better days. I guess that made him more authentic? His white shirt was dirty, like he just had been wrestling out in the mud. He even had some mud on his tan face, smeared over his sharply angled jaw. Then there were those stupid jeans that usually had me drooling like a lovesick teenager. I knew I was in denial about how good looking he really was, but his ego only made me want to hide that fact from him. Or knock the smug look off his face, which he was featuring now. I shifted uncomfortably as he continued to stare at me with cobalt eyes.

“Apparently, you are getting to that age where a hearing aid is a necessity in order to survive in today’s world. Please move before I use my knee as a weapon.” I smiled evilly.

“I just figured I would catch you before you decided to disappear again, Sin,” he said with a good ol’ boy southern accent. My whole name was Sinese Noble, but everyone just called me Sin. I liked Sin a hell of a lot more, because it went along with the territory of being Death.

“Sanders—”

“Just call me Liam, sweetheart.”

Help. That’s what I wanted to scream to the person climbing into their car in the parking lot as Sanders was trying to smooth talk me. If I attempted to run with the witnesses, I wondered how far I would get before he would tackle me. Then again, having him tackle me wouldn’t be so bad. Crap. No, I had to push away those types of thoughts. “No, Sanders is better. First names only make it seem like I want to be your friend. We both know that I don’t want that.”

He flashed me one of his irresistible smiles. “We both know that you want more than friendship from me.”

Acting insulted, I pushed into him, forcing him to step back. Then I turned to lock the door, but as I was doing that, I could feel him right up against me from behind. It took everything I had to not fall back into his warmth. Hurrying, I turned around with a glare. “Back up, pretty boy.”

“Sin, I only want us to get along during this mission.” He held a hand over his heart, trying to seem sincere.

“Sanders, you only want to make sure you get laid during the mission. There will be plenty of hookers available for you. I may need cash, but not that bad.” I patted his shoulder and then shoved him out of the way. I ignored the small thrill that went up my arm when I touched him. If I had to spend all of my time with him, this was not going to end well.
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Chapter Two
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Liam had a beautiful truck, the outside of it impeccable, which he probably just had detailed before coming to see me. Loser. I wasn’t sure if that was to impress me, or because it was his toy, and that’s just what he did. I literally had to climb up steps to get into it. Liam came up behind me, placing a hand on my ass as I put a booted foot up onto the step. I glanced behind me, raising an eyebrow. “You want to keep that hand?”

Grinning, he rubbed my ass a little bit. “I might not if it means I can touch it for a few seconds longer. You have a gorgeous ass, so plump and great for grabbing during—”

“Do not even finish that sentence,” I said, throwing my bag up onto the seat. Adjusting my gun’s harness, I finished climbing up. We were so high up off the pavement, it was a wonder that he could drive without running someone over. Was this even street legal? Shaking my head, I slammed the passenger door before he could say another word to me.

It was going to be a long ride. I glanced over at Liam as he carefully merged onto the highway to head to Lansing. We had almost two hours together until we arrived. I almost wanted to cry because it sucked so badly. How the hell was I supposed to survive in a vehicle for that long alone with him? Already the silence was killing me, but I’d rather have that than endure him being his usual, perverted self.

Liam was humming to the country music that played low in the cab. He looked really good with his trimmed beard that covered the length of his strong jaw. His hat was no longer on, so I got to see his blond hair, now slightly disheveled. Other than his giant ego, I really had nothing against the man. He always smelled good, a combination of earth and something else I couldn’t really figure out. His hands were calloused, showing he did a lot of manual labor, but I was sure he just tied up cows. That’s how it went in my head, so it had to be true. Right?

Realizing I was staring at him, he looked over at me and grinned. “Like what you see?”

Rolling my eyes, I folded my arms over my chest. “Why do you act like that?”

Confused, he asked, “Like what?” 

Oh, my gods, his accent was even driving me insane. In a good way! Either I needed to get laid, or I had a thing for this dude. It could be both, but I wasn’t ready to admit that to him. “Like you are the gods’ gift to women.”

He chuckled in response, speeding past a rundown Geo Metro. “I have been after you ever since your brother brought you in. This is the only way I know how to act around you.”

My forehead scrunched as I tried to think of what he could possibly mean. Coming up empty, I just let it go, staring out the passenger window. Traffic wasn’t as bad as it usually was, but then most people were already at work and not driving around. I blew against the passenger side window as we were about to pass a vehicle. I wrote help me on the window, so the driver could see. The elderly woman’s eyes widened, and then her mouth fell open when my hands went around my neck with fear on my face. I could see her picking up a cell phone to make a phone call before we passed her completely. Sighing, I sat back in my seat. Hopefully, she is calling the police. I would take any chance to get myself out of here so I could get a drink somewhere.

My phone started playing Kelis’s Milkshake song to let me know that I had a phone call. I glanced down, finding Reed’s name. Groaning loudly, I answered the call. “What up, bro?” 

“Stop scaring other drivers. No one is going to save you, Sin.”

“Oh, my gods! How did you—shit, why am I even asking that question?” I hung up the phone, glaring out the windshield. I heard Liam chuckling before he turned up the music. I debated my next move once we finally made it to Lansing. I could disappear, but not before I found out what the mission was, and then knee Sanders in the nuts. He deserved to be in timeout for a while. No action for the cowboy.

“Now, I know what you are thinking, Sin, and I don’t want you to burn out that crafty brain of yours.” Liam said, glancing at me.

Oh, he had no idea what I was thinking. Smiling what I considered to be my come-hither smile, I unbuckled to slide closer to him, pushing up the armrest. He looked over at me, suddenly becoming tense. What? He didn’t trust me? Inside, I was chuckling, but on the outside, I was trying to be a sex kitten. “Now why would you think I was up to something, Liam?” I purred his name as my lips brushed his ear.

He jerked his head away from me while laughing. “This, this is good. I know you’re fucking with me.”

“I’ll make you a deal. Tell me what this mission is, and then maybe we can see where this thing goes.” I let my tongue trail around the edge of his ear. “I know you want this.”

Liam turned to me, his hand holding my jaw. He should be watching the road! I tried not to let the panic show on my face, but once I saw how serious his blue eyes were, I felt it begin to appear. “Sin, you might think this is funny now, but when you are so hot and bothered that you can’t keep your hands off of me, you’ll regret that you hadn’t gotten a taste of me sooner. And when I do get a hold of that tight ass of yours, I’ll make you come harder than you ever have.”

When he let go of me, I crawled back to the passenger door. “Whatever, I won’t do anything with you.”

He only smiled, his eyes on the road again. “I’ll tell you about the mission once we get to the hotel,” he promised. “For now, I need you to keep that gorgeous ass in that seat. No more trying to get into my pants.”

Damn him! “I wasn’t trying to get into your pants!”

Liam turned up his music some more and then started singing the words. My gaze went straight to his neck, admiring how tan it was, the back of it a darker shade. This wasn’t going to work; I was tempted to just climb all over him until he gave it up to me. This just underlined why I needed to stay away from him so bad. The attraction was hard to ignore.

*
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I blinked awake, realizing we had finally come to a stop. Lansing wasn’t that far from Jackson, but it was enough of a distance for me to fall asleep and ignore the fact that Liam sat a foot away from me. It was already growing dark out, which meant that I could go to the bar. I needed to get a drink to calm my shattered nerves. Maybe I could even get laid. Yeah, that was a great idea. Then maybe Liam would seem less attractive to me because I had finally calmed my hormones. I wasn’t sure why I was stopping myself from actually sleeping with him. Any other time I was willing to be with a man, but him, I just couldn’t do it because it felt like the experience would be life changing. Just how life changing was something that I didn’t know and didn’t care to find out.

Liam winked at me before he got out of his side. I followed, relieved to finally be on the ground and not up in his truck. We were at some hotel near the highway, and sadly not the kind with a bar. Damn, he did that on purpose! Glaring at him when he made it around the front of the truck, I held my hands out questioningly. “Bar? Where is a bar?”

He frowned, coming over to twirl a piece of my dark hair. “Reed says you aren’t allowed to go to a bar, and that you need to focus on the mission. Maybe we can chill inside the hotel room tonight and I’ll buy you a soda.”

“Do you always do what Reed says?” I demanded.

Giving a look that told me I was asking a dumb question, he dropped my hair. “Let’s go inside and talk about this mission, Sin. You know I have to follow his orders, for two reasons. One, he is my boss. And two, he is the President. I know that may be a surprise to you, but he does lead our country, and that means what he says goes.”

“I have rights. Like I have the right to go back home.”

Liam sighed heavily. “Look, I hate this as much as you do, but you know what he will do if you don’t listen. He will expose you, or worse. Brother or not, the guy can shut off his feelings just like that.” He snapped his fingers for emphasis. 

Sadly, I knew he was only stating the truth. Reed was an asshole, and part of me wished he’d never tried to look for me in the first place. But that was in the past now. Why didn’t I just take him away from this world like I have done for others? He was my brother and taking someone against their will was really against my rules, but taking him would likely save a bunch of others. My chest tightened with the building anxiety. It could be worse, right? Gods, what could possibly be worse than taking the lives of people who weren’t meant to cross to the other side yet? I was horrible, and I might as well have been the devil himself.

The wind gusted, blowing my hair around me in invitation to let myself go with it. It was really tempting to just go to the bar and let everything go. After my most recent crossing, I didn’t know if I really wanted to be sober again. It was shocking that I could actually forget about it for part of the day, but now that I felt trapped with Liam, all I could think about was how much my life sucked at that moment. I should have run away when I had the chance.

Liam decided to head toward the hotel’s entrance when I stayed silent a little too long. He wanted to get into the hotel, and apparently arguing out in the parking lot wasn’t his idea of fun. I thought about a bar I knew was around this city. My body soon began to hum, cooling down, growing even colder than the night air around us. When Liam turned around to see if I was coming, his eyes went wide and he was about to reach out for me, but my body split like atoms and I was gone.
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Chapter Three
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“I found her like this.” Liam said to Seth Trevino in a hushed tone. 

This wasn’t going to end well, I could already tell, once I realized that my best friend was inches from me. Seth picked me up from my usual bar about four times last week after I’d drunk texted him several times about meeting up to have a quickie. I couldn’t handle my liquor; I will be the first to admit that. Still, that wasn’t a good enough reason for me to stop drinking. Sometimes it was easier to find the fastest way out of reality when you couldn’t deal, and I had been doing it off and on for years.

Seth sighed, frustration apparent in it. I barely opened my eyes to get a good look at him. He was so freaking hot, it was too bad he had a rule about not dating friends. His usually thick lips were pressed into a thin line as he tried to push down his rising exasperation. His dark hair was still wet from the shower that he must have just gotten out of. Taking a breath, I confirmed that assumption with his yummy, cinnamon-like scent. “She had to take another child to the other side a couple weeks ago, and I don’t think she’s coping well.”

“Oh, man.” Liam said. I could just picture him with his arms crossed over his chest, trying not to get irritated by Seth’s presence. He and Seth didn’t always get along because Liam was constantly trying to get me to sleep with him. He was the friend that could promise you a good time, and Seth was the friend that would kill the fun out of everything. Not that I considered Liam a friend. Keep telling yourself that, the inner Sin whispered.

“I am getting tired of this shit. I have to work in three hours,” Seth grumbled. “Reed said I was to have no contact with her for a few more days, and you can’t even keep an eye on her for a few hours?”

Opening one eye, I stared at him. “No one asked you to come. Plus, you’re a werewolf, so you will be just fine on three hours of sleep, asshat.”

Liam was standing at my head where I laid on the couch at the back of the bar. He leaned over to get a good look at my face, then flashed me a heart-stopping smile. “Well, hello sweetheart, glad you made it back to the land of the living.” As he spoke, his warm breath caressed my face. Pulling down on his face, I pressed my lips to his, even though our heads weren’t pointed in the same direction. His tongue touched mine, but suddenly he was pushed away from me.

Seth sat on the edge of the couch I was laying on, anger all over his face. Never mind the fact that I was soaked all over from entering that wet t-shirt contest. It was fifty bucks for the winner, and a girl has to make a living, especially when she doesn’t like her day job being her brother’s super assassin.

“Stay the fuck off of her, Liam.”

“Give me some more of the Crown, Sanders,” I mumbled, slowly struggling to get up.

Liam shrugged and went to grab a drink off the table a few feet away. The bar was still busy with people, considering it was only eleven o’clock. I was a lush, so sue me. Seth got to his feet, startling Liam. “Don’t you dare give Sinese anymore of that shit,” he snarled, his eyes wolfing out. When I say wolfing out, I mean they start to glow his natural color. He makes an awesome nightlight. Liam gripped the drink so hard, I could hear the glass cracking beneath his grip. He went toe to toe with Seth. Still, I couldn’t figure out what kind of Supernatural he was.

Sighing, I got to my own feet, shoving Seth out of the way to snatch the drink. “Don’t call me that. Only Sin, remember, Sethalicous?” He made a face at the sound of my nickname for him. I downed the drink, wiping my lips with the back of my hand, trying to think of what I wanted to do next. When I looked back at them, both were staring, but quickly averted their eyes once they saw that I noticed. Looking down, I saw that the girls were a bit perky, and I flashed a smile. “Never had a threesome. Wanna go?” I looped a finger through one of Seth’s belt loops, jerking his body into mine. His eyes turned dark as a growl rumbled through his chest, but he took my hand and pushed it away.

Liam cleared his throat. “We should get you back to the hotel before Reed figures out that you got away from me.”

Grinning, I felt my head start to spin. “Maybe that drink was a bad idea.” Seth went to reach for me, but I pushed away his hand. “Woo!” I screamed, attempting to skip out into the crowd. Everyone in the crowd cheered as I came out, raising their arms up with me. The DJ started playing a fast song that had everyone moving, their drinks held up in the air. Liam went to grab my arm, but I jerked away from him, glaring in response.

Then I saw him. The next one in line to die. I dropped my drink to the floor, ignoring the shattering glass, as I started moving in the direction of a man who was leaving the bar. When someone was about to depart, they might as well have a bunch of neon arrow signs pointing at their head. They were the only ones that would stand out to me in a room full of people. Everyone else went dark around us, and all I could see was the one about to die.

“Shit.” 

I heard Seth swear from behind me, but I was like a bloodhound on a trail. I had to go after him. Pushing people out of the way, I went to the bar’s entrance, suddenly becoming sober enough to focus on the object of my desire. I had to make sure he passed, and I had to be the one to do it. I tried quitting cold turkey on the whole helping the departing thing, but it was like I had slowly withered away into nothing. I was starving for life blood, and finally Seth had to get me off my ass. I wasn’t sure what would happen to me if I completely stopped helping people cross over. Seth seemed to think I would die, but he wasn’t about to let that happen, let alone test the theory. He had been with me since he discovered me sleeping in his car when I was fifteen. Even then I was a complete drunk, but my mother had just died, and I was the one that had helped her cross over. That’s when my problems began, because she was my first.

Pushing open the door, I nearly hit a couple coming in, but I didn’t say anything because it wasn’t my fault that the girl lost her balance wearing those ridiculous platform shoes. The light from the man I was chasing started to disappear. My heart rate began to increase as I scanned the area, finally spying the man trying to climb into his car, unsuccessfully because he was so drunk. He was almost as pathetic as I was. He was drowning his sorrows after losing his job at the local car factory. One of the worst things about being a Reaper was the inability to help those who you knew were about to get into situations that they weren’t going to come out alive from. 

The man’s shirt had streaks of vomit on it. I could smell it over the wind that came in my direction. It didn’t even bother me, because all I could see was his soul moving around frantically inside of him because it knew the time was near. The soul always knew, yet the person that housed it was always oblivious.

When he climbed into the car, I waited. Once he was on the road, I would make my move. Afterwards, I always had a hard time accepting what I had done, but during the event it was like my instincts kicked in, overriding all else. I had to help him cross, even if he could be a serial killer. In some twisted way, that was my main source of sustenance.  

Seth and Liam came up behind me, but they stopped several feet away, knowing there was no way to stop me from doing what I had to do. The man started to back out of the parking spot, hitting the brakes about every two seconds. When he was finally out, he squealed out onto the roadway. I turned to look at the boys, and Liam stumbled back, shock all over his face. I was curious what he saw in me at that moment. Then I felt my whole body drop several degrees as I broke down to ashes in the wind.

Inside the car, I turned to look at the man driving. He was going faster than the recommended speed limit, still hitting the brakes as he went. The man would crash, but take no one with him, I knew that much. I also knew that his name was Todd Jorgenson from Stockbridge, Michigan. He was forty-two years old, single, and never amounted to much because he lacked the confidence to pursue his dreams. I didn’t want to give a shit, yet this knowledge came at me anyway, creating a connection that I didn’t want. It was like I knew this person my entire life, and I hated it.

“All I wanted was to have sex in the bathroom with that hooker! I didn’t deserve to lose my job.”

What the hell?

“John can go to fucking hell! I paid for that bitch! He fired me even after he took her for himself.” The man started crying, hard, snot stringing from his nose as spit flung from his lips.

This was not attractive at all. Hookers? Really? He probably had no idea










d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Y

. BOOK 3
- THE DAUGHTERS O
VAT e

<

it | e L A
B

[, DARKNESS.
ARKNESSy.





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





