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Prologue
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Death has no allegiances. 

When the thunderous roar of demise comes to a stop at your feet, Death, himself, will appear before you. He does not care to hear your pleas, your reasons, or apologies. He will take back all in which you were indebted and place it back in cadenced hands of time’s only keeper — Fate.

And so it has been since the beginning of the realms. However, the winds have shifted, and Death has been made an offer. A sinister exchange of favors has disrupted the unspoken vows of life, and Fate now has new meaning for all — the judged and the awaited dead.
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Kayla

The moonlight cascades onto the sidewalk in front of me as if to guide my path out of the car. I take a few seconds to review my surroundings and wait for the guards to give me a nod before I walk into the restaurant with confidence and longing anticipation. The maître d greets me the moment the door opens. He doesn’t ask where I would like to sit. He already knows. 

Aurora —our favorite restaurant, our place. It is the place I first asked him, “Did you have parents? Or did the devil just create you from some spare parts?” They were questions that seemed unreasonable, considering my understanding of reality at the time, but the reality I once knew is not the reality I know now. While I believed one of my questions was true, I had no idea that both, in a way, were. I also had no idea that, one day, I would stop hating him and love him beyond measure. I had no idea I would have his children and build a powerful dynasty that hell hasn’t seen in generations. 

This is our place. Our place to feel normal, to get back to that moment when we wanted—craved—each other but didn’t dare make the first move and lose our power over the other. He enjoyed my strength and resistance, and I enjoyed his games, more than I would ever admit to him. We have a lot of memories here. I love this place because of that, and Nick knows it. 

This place I love so much has become even more popular since then. This place I love turned me away one day for lunch as they were, “fully booked,” according to the hostess with a dismissive attitude. 

“I have a reservation,” I said before I fully understood what was going on. There, seated in the back corner, were some political types who made it their mission to embarrass me. They despise our hold on the city and find us beneath the power of their old money. We aren’t the kind they want seen in their restaurant. The sneers of the archaic wealth and diplomatic elders, as well as the up and coming, made clear they were happy to see me turned away. It was a feeling I hadn’t felt in some time, not since I was known as the city’s “quality whore”. It certainly wasn’t a label I was fond of, but despite my efforts to repair my past, some people just never give you a chance to be anything else. I was young and couldn’t see past my pain, so I did what I thought I had to. Once I married Nick and became a part of his life, I got used to the whispers and finger pointing, but that was then. Much has happened since then. Our family has grown. Our friendships and connections have grown. We don’t need society’s approval to get what we need. Our position here is solid. 

I just wasn’t prepared to face the disdain. Maybe if I had been, I would have reacted differently. I would have dismissed it and shielded Nick from the occurrence. It shouldn’t have been that big of a deal, but this hit home. This restaurant was more than a territory to be earned, and I knew what I was doing when I called Nick. I knew what I was doing when I told him we would need to meet somewhere else because the restaurant turned me away.

He was silent for a few seconds, but I knew he would take care of it. I knew he would get revenge for me, and I wanted it. “No, Kayla, we will meet where you want to meet— at our place. I’ll make sure it will be no problem.” 

Nick’s car pulls up, and he jumps out the moment the valet opens his door. As he buttons his jacket, he finds me and immediately takes my hand. The moment the maître d spots him, he searches for a hole to crawl into. 

“Can I help you, sir?” 

“I would like a table. Actually, I want that table.” Nick points to an occupied table near the window, the known prime spot for the restaurant. 

“Sir?”

“I want that table, and I want it now,” he says calmly.

“But it is occupied.”

Nick turns to face the man directly and looks him in the eyes. “I didn’t ask you a question.” The man hurries to get the manager who leans around a column to spot us but never comes to speak to us. Probably because Nick stared him down while tapping his watch. I may have a reputation, but Nick does too. The table he requested was quickly cleared, and the people rushed out just as they were getting their meals. They were offered another table or to have their food packaged and sent along with them. The ordeal was noticed. No matter because the table was pristine when we were seated. 

We ate. We danced. We talked freely and enjoyed each other with no limitations. Before our evening concluded, Nick made the owner an offer he couldn’t refuse, or at least didn’t dare. We had the place remodeled and created a room just for us with a view of the city that cannot be out done. The perfect view for watching him. 

He has been away for a week, personally overseeing the battles in Hell. His strength and power have grown since he took over as Lord of the Ninth, the most powerful leader in hell and an ally to Michael, an unpopular alliance. Five years have passed since Savage reclaimed his seat with the Lords. His position as Lord of the Seventh and his self-appointed role as Grand Ruler of the Third have been greatly challenged by our alliances and armies over the years, but his brother, sitting in the eighth seat, has boldly protected him, using others as shields. With every sacrifice, Savage marches, and Nick stands strong against him. The war has been at a standstill for some time. It’s important that Nick goes and continues to hold off our enemies, but I miss him every time. 

When the butterflies begin to flutter inside me, I know he is near, and I stand with shaky legs. He still makes me weak with desire. I move to the edge of the room to look out the window where I see his heated breath illuminating the frozen air. His movement is confident and rigid. His guards flank his sides, but anyone who approaches is quickly deterred by his low growl. When he enters, his fiery eyes spinning with hunger, he scans the room until he sees me. He slips out of his coat and tilts his head to one side with a wink, revealing the jagged edges of the blackened flames tattooed to his skin. The flames that engulf the entire right side of his body, traveling a path from the top of his neck all the way down to the tip of him, lead my eyes on the same adventure my tongue has traveled many times before. 

“Leave us,” he says to the staff, already licking his lips as he eyes the wrap dress I selected specifically for him. He steps towards me, leaving his shirt and belt behind. His influence is strong, and he wills my dress to fall open before he even touches me. “Have you been waiting long, Princess?”

“Too long,” I say with a smile.

He nudges his way up my neck and to my lips, and with a smile, he promises, “I’ll make it up to you.”

His tall, masculine body is only a precursor to the fire he starts inside that sends your mind spinning into splendor. His strong hands hold you just as he needs, molding your body into his. His eyes—oh, his eyes. If you have ever known what it’s like to look into the eyes of passion, love, and hell-fire all rolled together, then you would know what it’s like to look into the devil’s eyes. To see the power that holds all of hell in his hands. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2

[image: ]


Nicky

Most love stories are told to inspire happiness and hope for one to find love. My parents’ story is no different, except that hate, hell, and all that is upside down in the world is what brought them together. Now, no one that knows them would ever believe anything could ever tear them apart. Their fate has been intertwined since the beginning, since before the beginning. Some even believe God played a role. Hell has not been the same since my father took over. There has been a peace between heaven and hell, an understanding of roles and responsibilities. A relationship that hasn’t been seen in many generations, and for a devil, that’s a long time. If we were to stay in hell, we would never age as only the living earth provides time. When living humans were first brought to hell to serve the realms, there was hope to bring life, but most died from insanity. The mind cannot tolerate life without time. The ones that survived changed into something similar to a wild boar. The lords of hell soon realized, while the evolved creatures maintained value in providing protection, they served no purpose as actual warriors. A new system was put in place to pull in living humans, allowing them to transfer to and from hell with monitored activity, of course. Relationships were established, the realms grew, and the adaptation process started. Life in hell became possible, but with the living sins spreading like a disease — greed, lust, gluttony, sloth, wrath, envy, and pride. No longer was there a clear line between the realms and the living. The lords embraced the new opportunities and began to not only influence but also live among and enjoy all that life has to offer. This change initiated the meeting of my mother and father, the king and queen of hell. Fate, whoever it may be, has always stepped in to bring things back to right. 

My fate, along with my brothers’ and sister’s, is still undetermined. My powers are unique. The combination of my mother and father enables me to control both the body and the mind, allowing me to kill and heal. As far as we can tell, no devil has ever had this power. Michael says my true ability is empathy, a blessing that was no mistake. I’m not sure if that’s true—not sure it matters—now that my half-brother has found us. 

Ithan has been chosen by the Black Dragon. He’s finding it hard to control, so much so that our father won’t allow him to try without him around. The diviner, Mahlah, is afraid of him and has refused to see him since the day she told him about the dragon. Ithan is desperate for information, and the only person that seems to know anything is the one who refuses to see him. We’ve been forbidden to approach her, so for now, we are in search of answers in other places. My father is searching everywhere when he’s not hell.

With my father busy with realm matters, my mother is in charge of the family organization. There have always been threats but never anything of much concern until recently. Most are too afraid of my father to go against him. The few stupid enough to try are dealt with and are never a bother again. Recently, the stupid have multiplied. We know Savage is fueling their boldness, but we can’t prove it or do much about it. Because of this, my father takes extra precautions when he is away. My brother and I have been promoted to guards for my mother and the little ones. Taking my little sister to school, which is usually something my dad handles, is now up to Ithan. I would do it, but Jael likes for Ithan to take her. I think it’s because he hates it. Something about a bunch of little kids screaming and running around his feet with their sticky fingers makes him nervous and “physically ill”, according to him. He loves our sister, but she is not exactly the average six-year-old. Jael’s intelligence has exceeded us all. Not to mention, she can talk to animals, and not just to our supernatural dogs. She can talk to all of them. It’s something we only became aware of when my parents took her and Brayden to the zoo and she slipped their grip to pet the lions. My father panicked, but the lions wouldn’t let anyone near her. They were ready to lay down their lives to protect her. My mother had to coax her away with a promise to see other “fun” animals. From what I was told, it was equally as odd throughout the rest of their visit. Thankfully, my father was able to erase any evidence of the incident—recorded and memory. My father claims I was always bad about bringing broken animals home, but Jael? Ha! She somehow calls them to her. I help her heal them if necessary, but mostly, she just feeds them all. It drives my father crazy. Every time he turns around, there is some new animal wandering our house or yard. He tries to be calm and patient, but he usually just calls my mother to handle it. Two weeks ago, there was a kangaroo in our house. Someone’s pet that was being mistreated. Jael influenced a release and guided him into the house for warmth and food. 

Let’s be honest. It’s not every day you get to hang out with a kangaroo, so my brothers and I helped hide him. Then, the kangaroo got into a fight with Ro over his phone. Ithan and I had good money on the kangaroo winning, and when my father got home, he walked into one of the sorriest scenes that we will never let Ro forget. Ro was in the fetal position in the corner with a black eye, and the kangaroo was casually hopping around the room streaming videos of other kangaroos. 

We were given a talking to. Well, it was more like a yelling at. For four hours straight. It was awful. Even Brayden couldn’t calm him down. We were all grounded to the house for a week, and Jack, the kangaroo, was given to a sanctuary. My sister cried until my father promised to take her to see Jack anytime she wants. My father blames my mother’s influence. She simply smiles, and he melts into her hands. Just another typical day at the Jayzon household. 

My mother is nowhere near as reasonable as my father when it comes to her children. I may be sixteen, but I might as well still be in diapers as far as she’s concerned. My dating life has to be in secret because my mother will not allow anything fun. Thankfully, my best friend, Oscar, has his license, and he helps me out whenever I need. Oscar’s father is Gideon Stark, Lord of the Sixth. Not something I knew when I first became friends with Oscar. 

Gideon put us together so Oscar could watch out for me when I first started school. Oscar is quite bigger than most and knows how to fight the most ruthless demons. There aren’t too many demons in high school though, so he mostly just eats and follows me into trouble. Tonight, we are supposed to be at the movies and then getting a pizza. That should buy us enough hours to have some fun. The greatest thing about being a devil is that I can get into any club I want. No matter my age. Oscar doesn’t have to influence anyone. One look at him, and no one believes a sixteen-year-old would be that big. No one bothers to even ask.

“What are we doing here, Nicky? The guy that owns this place is running drugs in and out of here. Your dad hates him.”

“I know that, but it's the best club in the city.”

“It's not the best,” Oscar huffs.

“Well, it's the best one that my family doesn’t own.” Oscar rolls his eyes. “The music, the layout. Look at the women, Oscar. This is way better than the movies. Come on. Let’s go get a drink and scope out the place.”

“We aren’t drinking alcohol,” he clearly states. 

“Like it matters, we’re devil’s.” He doesn’t budge in his position. “You are really ruining the mood here. Lighten up. It’s a party not a funeral.”

“There’s no food here. It’s weird.”

I roll my eyes. “There are appetizers in VIP. I’ll get you some if you promise to lighten up?” Oscar settles down once I talk a waitress into letting us have some VIP privileges. 

It doesn’t take long before I spot someone of interest. Well, actually a few interests. 

“Hi,” a voice says from behind me.

Oscar and I turn to see an awkward looking girl who clearly isn’t old enough to be here. She’s dressed like she is forcefully trying to fit in but has failed miserably. Her clothes are way too big for her frame, and she’s wearing glasses without lenses. Her shoes are military boots that I’ve never seen before. She has no makeup, and her hair seems to have been brushed straight down—for hours. 

“Hi. Are you old enough to be in here?” I smile, hoping my devil charm isn’t causing her issues. 

“Are you?” Fair point. 

“Okay then. What do you want ...?”

“Isabelle.”

“Oh. Well, I’m Nicky, and this is Oscar.”

“I know,” she says oddly. “I heard you talking, and you called each other by your given birth names. I’m surprised you have not developed odd names for each other. Have you not been friends long enough to develop this ritual?” 

Oscar looks away, groaning. “Isabelle, what is it you need?”

“Nothing. I just wanted to say hi.” 

Huh. Oscar leans over and whispers to me. “See, I told you. This place is weird.” I roll my eyes, noticing the girl I wanted is moving, and I need to get away from Oscar. 

“So, Isabelle, have you met my friend Oscar here? He really likes to talk to people. He’s a people person.” He shakes his head at me, mouthing words that should never be said in the presence of a lady. “Here. Take my seat.” She sits, and I give Oscar a thumbs up before moving onto better places. 

Oscar stays at the bar with Isabelle while I get to know my new friend and a couple of others in the darkened booths in the back. I’ve got one on my lips, one down my pants, and another anxiously trying to cut in wherever she can. 

“Nicky, we need money.” I look up from my friends to find Isabelle standing over us all. 

“What?”

“Oscar said you have the money.” I look around her to see Oscar laughing. “I would like to get something, and since we are here together, it is proper that you pay for the woman.”

“Is she your girlfriend?’

“No. No. Here, Isabelle. Take my wallet and go. Get whatever you like.”

“Thank you. Please go back to your love making,” she says, walking away. 

“You heard her.” I squeeze them all closer, burying my face into breasts and letting my hands wander into soft, warm, and wet places. All is good and only get better when the third girl finds her way in and I find out she's not wearing any underwear. 

“Can I sit here?” she asks, sitting down on me and pulling my erection from another girl’s mouth. Her eyes instantly roll back into her head. “Oh, I love you!” Her body goes limp in my arms.

“No, no, no, come on.” I hold her body up and try and finish, but jealousy creeps in. 

“It's my turn, Nicky! Please.” 

“No, he's mine!”

“Nicky! Nicky! Nicky!” I smile wide and revel in the attention. 

“Nicky!” someone yells, grabbing me and pulling me back to my feet. “What the fuck are you doing?!” Ithan yells in my face. I put myself back into my pants while the girls whine about my sudden withdrawal.

“What the fuck does it look like, Ithan?! Now, if you don't mind, I only have so much time before I have to be home from the movies.”

Ithan jerks me back, and we both sigh. “I know what the fuck you are doing, you fool, but why are you here doing it?”

“Because high school girls don’t do this.”

“I swear. I’m going to kick your ass.”

“Damn, Ithan! I just want to have some fun. I can’t stop thinking about sex, and I have these women all the time coming onto me. I can't do anything about it because ...”

“Your mother is going to kill you.”

“Right. So, you understand. Thanks. Now, I’ll see you when I get home.” I try to go back to my friends, but Ithan stops me again. 

“Nicky, I swear. If you don’t get your ass out of here.”

“I can't leave. Oscar would be heartbroken. I only came for him.” I point him out, remembering Isabelle. “He’s in love with this girl, Ithan, and they are forbidden to see each other. This is the only place they can be together. You don’t want to deny true love, do you?”

“Oscar doesn’t go anywhere that doesn’t have food. The girl admitted she only just met you both tonight, and she also said she has no interest in Oscar. And believe it or not, he had no problem with that. We spotted Oscar first, and I knew where one idiot is, the other can't be too far behind.” I start to say something. “No. No, shut up. If somebody finds out you’re here, I’ll have to hear about it for weeks. You know damn well we have to be careful right now. Go home and buy Oscar some real food. The kid looks like he is about to eat someone.”

Before I can say a word, I get pushed from behind. “Hey, you’re a dead motherfucker!”

I turn around to see a group of guys with their fists balled up. 

“What's the problem here?” Ithan asks, stepping between me and my new friend. 

“He fucked my girl!”

I look behind him to see his girl sweetly waving at me. “Oh, no. I didn’t fuck her.” 

“See, he didn’t fuck her. Must’ve been someone else,” Ithan says trying to diffuse the situation.

“She just sucked my dick.” Ithan closes his eyes and sighs in my direction. “I didn’t fuck her.”

“Great. Thank you.” Ithan steps aside and motions to his friends, Jace and Malachi. They, along with Oscar, come running, but it’s too late. The guy throws a punch and misses. 

A few more missed punches and me laughing at him as he falls to the ground causes the anger to boil over in my direction. His buddies jump in, but it does them no good. I was trained to fight multiple demons at one time. These amateurs don’t stand a chance. I enjoy myself way too much as the crowd begins to take notice, but Ithan has had enough. He steps in and ruins everything fun, as usual. 

“Let’s go.” Ithan motions to everyone, and we all make our way to Ithan’s car. “Oscar, go home.”

“Thank you.”

“And ...”

“Isabelle.”

“Isabelle. Pretty name. Are you good?” Ithan asks. 

“Thank you.” She smiles all over herself. 

“Oh my God.” I roll my eyes.

“Shut up, jackass. Isabelle, do you need a ride, or can you make it home okay on your own?”

“You’ll drive me?”

“Sure. Just let me know where we can drop you off.”

“That’s so nice,” she says just staring at him. 

I lean into Ithan. “You might want to turn down the charm, devil boy.”

“Shut up. Isabelle, I don’t think you’re capable of driving on your own. I’ll drop you off at home.” 

I am forced into the middle to sit next to Malachi who just keeps laughing at me for some reason. 

“Listen, Bruce Lee. You need to calm down. Those hormones of yours are in overdrive. I thought you were bad at sixteen, Ithan, but this kid needs a padded room for the next few years.” Malachi laughs, nudging me. 

“He doesn’t need a few years just a few more months. I was in control by the time I hit seventeen. Hopefully, he can get control by then.”

“If you understand, why don’t you leave me alone and let me have some fun? I had those guys all by myself. I didn’t need your help,” I yell, clenching my fists. 

“If I hadn’t pulled you out of there, the word about you being in that damn club would have spread like wildfire—if it hasn’t already. People know who you are, Nicky. What if Savage found out you were out on your own and vulnerable?”

“I wasn’t vulnerable, Ithan!” He rolls his eyes. “How did you find me anyway?”

“I wasn’t looking for you. I was trying to have my own fun! And you ruined it!” he yells back at me.

Jace butts in and tries to be his usual, peacemaker self. “Nicky, listen. You’re young, and you have all these emotions going on inside you. Much more than a typical ...” 

“Demon child.” Malachi jumps in, causing them all to laugh, but I just roll my eyes. Isabelle begins laughing next to me, who we all forgot was in the car. 

“You’re not helping, Chi. What I was trying to say is that you have a lot of responsibility on your shoulders. I imagine it’s not easy, but instead of doing all the wrong things, maybe concentrate on something more calming. Like meditation or ...”

“Breathing exercises,” Chi says before breathing like an exaggerated idiot. I stare at him as he breathes in and breathes out, slowly and loudly. 

“What the hell is wrong with you? I’m not pregnant.”

“And let's make sure no one gets pregnant!” Ithan emphasizes.

“ERGH! Just take me home.” I curl up, angry. Ithan allows me to be mad and takes up talking with Jace and Chi. I glance at Isabelle who seems happy to just stare at Ithan. Is his appeal more powerful than mine? She doesn’t seem to be under any influence. Wait. Is he better than looking than me? I look him over. No. Definitely not. I nudge Isabelle. “Where do you live?”

“Oh, it doesn’t matter.”

“That’s an odd answer. Where do we need to drop you off?”

“Wherever you would like.”

“Uh-huh. Ithan, she wants us to drop her off at the bar down the street. I’ll keep an eye on her until her parents come.”

“Shut up, asshole. You’re going home first, and then we will drop her off.”

“I hate you.”

“Good,” he says, pulling up to the gate and driving me all the way up to the house. Isabelle slides out and lets me out. 

“Thank you,” she says before walking away. 

I grab her. “He’ll take you home. You don’t have to walk from here.”

“Oh, that’s okay.” She looks around nervously. “I just live up the street. I’m staying with people.”

“You’re from out of town?”

“Yes.” She smiles, nodding a little too enthusiastically. 

“Oh, somewhere far away, huh?”

“Very far.” There’s an awkward silence. “Thank you, Nicky.” She shakes my hand for some reason. “Thank you, Jace, and um, Mal–a–chi and Ithan.” She shakes hands with Jace, who smiles respectfully, before going to Malachi.

“Oh, okay. Me too, huh? Thanks,” Malachi says, shaking her hand too. 

She leans through the car over Jace to reach Ithan who exchanges awkward glances with Jace. “Thank you, Ithan,” she says, shaking his hand a little longer than normal. Not that any of this is normal.

“You’re welcome, Isabelle.”

“I will see you again soon.” She pulls out of the car with a smile. “I will see all of you again soon. Have a good night.” She starts to walk off but turns quickly and curtsies before running back down to the main road. 

Malachi leans out the car window. “And this is why you don’t pick up strange women at the club, young man,” he says, shaking his finger at me. I roll my eyes, and they take off again. He’s going to get laid tonight. It’s so unfair. 

Pissed off and frustrated, I storm into the house and run right into Dwayne as he’s leaving. I give him a dirty look, and he just starts laughing. No one fucking takes me seriously around here! Before I go upstairs, I catch sight of my dad in his office, and I get even angrier. He notices. 

“Nicky! Come here!”

I stomp my way to the edge of his door. “What?!” He doesn’t say a word. I finally look his way and instantly regret it. “Sorry.”

“Sit down.” With a deep sigh, I fall into the chair farthest away from him. “Damn. You are killing me, kid.”

“I didn’t do anything!”

“You raise your voice at me one more time, and I won’t care about what you may or may not have done.”

“You know, I think I need to just get out of here for a while. Maybe go stay with Uncle Eli.” My father starts laughing. “He likes me. He would let me.”

“Eli would kill you or himself after a day. Eli doesn’t handle bullshit well. He asked me to kill Ithan after knowing him for an hour.”

“Then, Uncle Ryan?”

“Ryan knows you as much as I do. He would move before you could get there.” I sink back into the chair, mumbling. “Nicky. Look, I understand better than you think I do. You’ve got to listen to me. You have to get your emotions in check before you get yourself into trouble that you can’t get out of. If you find yourself incapable, I will do it for you.”

“What are you going to do?” He sits back, glaring at me, and I decide I don’t want to know. “Fine. I’ll start breathing exercises.” I start mimicking Malachi, and my father looks at me like I’ve lost my mind. “I knew it was stupid!”

“You know what to do. I have told you to practice self-control. I have shown you how. Just like I showed Ithan. You have to practice. Stop goofing off and put in the work. You’ve become too dependent on your brother. I get it. You never really got to be a kid, and now with your brother here and taking over most of the security, I understand how it would be easy to get careless. However, that doesn’t mean you can do whatever the hell you want to do. Do you understand me?”

“Yeah.” I get up to leave, but my father stops me and hugs me, kissing the side of my head. “I need to know you’re going to be okay without me,” he whispers, and I grip him a little tighter, not wanting to think about not having him around. It’s hard enough with him gone half the time. 

“I wish you were here to work with me. I hate working with Ithan. He thinks just because he’s older – ”

“Tomorrow. I will be here, and we will work together. Okay?” I nod with half a smile. “Good, now go to bed before your mother comes in and starts asking questions about the movie you never saw.”

“I thought Ithan didn’t tell you?”

“He didn’t. I told you. I know you better than you know yourself,” he says, pushing me along with a smile. 

“Is Mom upstairs?”

“No. She’s working with Kamini tonight.”

“Oh, so somebody is about to regret being alive?”

“Forever.”
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Chapter 3
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Kayla

Sometimes I need to take a break from the family business and work with Kamini. Serving punishment to the evil that has been released into this world is a great stress reliever. This time, we have information on a man who has enjoyed his life too long— Simon Mfeka, an opportunist who lures women and children into a trap and uses them to make money any way he can. Once they are used up, he kills them and moves on to the next. He has multiple businesses and many broken souls in his control. For now, he has no fear of anyone interrupting that, but he soon will. 

Simon has just brought in new recruits, and Kamini and I are among them. We were lured into a party we were given passes to while hanging out at a popular club. Two women enjoying a vacation away from it all with no man in sight to protect us. We were the preferred targets. The party seems legit with a house full of people, music, food, and drinks. The crowd, however, is nothing but Simon’s army of men and a plethora of women destined to be nothing more than his latest round of victims. Some caught on and attempted to run, but they were killed before they could escape. Others tried to call for help, but cell service is virtually nonexistent on this hill. A few cried and begged to be released. Two underage girls quickly admitted they shouldn’t be there—a grave mistake. They are the first to be taken and auctioned off live over the web for us all to see. The blonde is stripped and paraded to increase the bids coming in. The brunette is dragged into place, begging to go home. Their cries are ignored, but as a mother, I can take no more. Kamini grabs my hand. 

“Patience. This is not the time. We need his full focus on you. He will only try to kill you if you stop him now. They are more valuable to him at the moment. Our job is not to save, but to punish. Remember that.” His fate is sealed with every minute that passes, with every second that he breathes more horror upon this world.

Once the girls are sold, they are moved to a holding room to be cleaned up and prepared for travel. Simon begins reviewing the rest of his stock, searching for the perfect woman to bring in the most money. Those that aren’t sold will be used for low end houses. Neither option is better than the other. Both result in a life of subservient captivity. My ability makes it hard for any man to ignore me, and Simon is no different. The moment he spots me, he can’t see anyone else. 

“You. You’re next. I can only imagine the bids that will come in for you.” 

His men try to rip at my clothes, but I calmly maneuver out of their grasp. I have to be careful. Any heightened emotion on my part will alert Nick. We are connected in many ways, and that connection has only increased with time. Harming me in any way will cause more than one to die, which is not our mission tonight. “I wouldn’t try that again if I were you,” I say, smoothly and confidently. 

They send in more men to handle me and hold me down. I look back at Kamini who silently reasons with me to stay calm. I allow one man to get a hold of me. I allow them to feel victorious, knowing it’s only a matter of time. Simon excitedly rushes at me to drag me to his stage. The bids are already running high. 

“Let’s see what she’s got!” he announces before pulling out a knife to begin stripping my dress. He, however, makes a mistake. The knife pierces my skin, and a trickle blood runs down my arm. Before a drop of blood can reach the floor, a low growl erupts around the house. Shit. A devil doesn’t need permission to break up a party. Simon searches the room but sees nothing. An uneasy calm washes over the room. Without warning, bidders begin logging out. 

“Where did they go? Get them back!” Simon yells at his people. They scramble, trying to regain connections, but as they try, even more disappear until only one remains. With an awkward smile, the bidder starts to ask a question, but his image goes dark with a scream. Simon stands with his heart beating louder than the breaths he takes. “What is happening?” His men all stand around, searching the room as if they are waiting for an attack. Simon grips me close to him and holds the knife to my throat. 

“That’s not wise. You’ve already made him angry.”

“What? Who are you talking about. Are you FBI?”

I laugh, “You wish.” 

Doors rattle in their frames, the metal hinges crying for relief as the doors ricochet off the walls. “Get out,” a voice says from the darkness. Women run to safety, faster than have ever run before. The ground rumbles and eyes light up with spinning fire. Simon’s men run, trampling each other, running each other over with cars, shooting each other to try and steal a ride. Anything to get away. A self-sufficient slaughter. Simon reacts, swinging his knife in my direction in a pathetic attempt to eliminate the evidence. However, he’s a weak man that I easily control into a paralyzed calm. 

I begin repeating, “Vos erant 'iens ut moriatur, vos erant 'iens ut moriatur, vos erant 'iens ut moriatur.” Each time I speak, I get louder and louder, pushing the thoughts of his evil into his head. Reminding him of every fear he caused, every life he took. 

“Stop it!” he screams. His own fears cause him to go blind and see only the darkness. 

Again, I repeat, “Vos erant 'iens ut moriatur.” 

“Stop! Please stop!” Simon screams, holding his ears to keep from hearing me. Kamini and I walk towards him, surrounding him and chanting in unison. 

“Vos erant 'iens ut moriatur. You’re going to die. You’re going to die.”

It doesn’t matter that Simon doesn’t know the language. He understands. He sees his sins played out in front of him, each one becoming more implanted into his mind, placed there for all of his eternity in hell. 

He continues to hold his ears, screaming at us with all he has left. We lock the most horrific, sinful images in his mind in reverse, with him attacking, raping and killing himself over and over again. His screams become silent. His ears bleed. His tongue hardens. His eyes go black. I feel good about his demise when Death appears with a nod in my direction. 

“It’s done now,” Kamini says. “I imagine he’s Nick’s now.”

“Nick will only be so happy to handle his eternity in hell.”

The madness of Simon’s evil turns him into the most grotesque of demons. Nick is the only one that can control them. Simon’s men, the ones who managed not to get trampled or die of fear, escaped with a touch of madness poisoning their minds. They don’t understand what has happened, but they are too scared to ever speak of it again. We walk away, leaving the dead to be found another day.

“Your skills are getting better. I didn’t need to step in at all that time. Although, I wish your husband would give you a little time to handle yourself.”

“Nick is never going to allow more than a second, especially right now.”

“I have a feeling you knew that. You have to learn not to let your own emotions disrupt your obligations. It was his punishment, not everyone else’s.”

“I admit to nothing.” I smile, looking up as Death appears and smiles back at me, something I have never seen before.

“Even Death was impressed with you. He rarely shows up himself, but he’s been waiting anxiously for this one. Simon’s eternal sentence will be processed quickly...”

“Straight to hell,” I whisper with a glance to my side to see Death, once again, admiring us as we walk away. I take some time to admire the tall, majestic, ancient warrior. “He’s impressive.”

“Yes, he was once the man every woman wanted, much like Nick. Samael was supposed to serve God only; however, he strayed a little too far. He begged for forgiveness and to have the opportunity to serve God once again. Now, he serves us all—forever.”

“Forever. That doesn’t seem like forgiveness. That seems more like a life sentence.”

“It is better than what he would have gotten. Word to the wise, never claim to kill in his name, especially to serve your own needs.” 

“Our sins catch up with us all, come end of time.”

“Time is a variable that only the soul can know. Be careful, Kayla. I’ve sensed trouble brewing lately.”

“When isn’t it brewing?”

[image: image]

I have several business meetings to attend, and for some reason, Nick has assigned Nicky as one of my guards. Nick said he thinks he needs some more responsibility, but I think there is more to it. I love my son, but he looks more and more like his father every day. The girls are constantly coming to the house looking for him. It worries me that his frustrations and anger are being dealt with in all the wrong ways. I would ask Nick, but he wouldn’t want me to worry. He’d tell me everything is okay and send me away with a kiss. Nicky does his job, but he is clearly bored. Before our last meeting, I pull him to the side. “I need you to stay focused, even when you don’t want to.”

“I’m focused. There is no danger here. I can sense that just as well as you.”

“You never know what could help mask danger. You always have to be prepared for the unexpected. You are the future of the realm, the next in line. You’re a target, Nicky. They will come after you more than anyone.” He sighs with a nod. He’s a teenager and only half hears what we say. He grew up so fast, and I just assumed he would always be ready. Now, I’m not so sure. “How about having lunch together? We haven’t done anything just the two of us in a long time.” I smile, taking his hand.

“Sure, that sounds great.” My baby smiles back at me. 

“How about Aurora? At least we won’t have to wait for a table.” He nods. 

The moment we walk in, we are shown to our table. We sit down, and Nicky is ready to order without even opening the menu. Being a typical teenager, he orders more food than I can imagine eating in an entire day. 

“Are you planning on taking some home for your brothers?”

“No. Why?”

“That’s a lot of food.”

“I’m hungry. I haven’t eaten since this morning, and it’s been a busy day. Am I working tomorrow too or am I back at school?”

“Do you want to go back to school?” He shrugs. “I never see you bring a book home.”

“Yet, I still have no problem acing the classes,” he smarts off.

“I’m not trying to start a fight, Nicky. I am just wanting to know how you’re doing. Maybe it’s too easy, and we should move you up? Some of your teachers have told your father that you seem bored.”

“I doubt they said ‘bored’ to my father. They faked interest to get him to come in and talk to them. Mr. Harris, especially, has a huge crush on him. I can’t go to class without being asked about you or Dad. Hell, I even get asked about Ithan.”

“Ithan?”

“Yeah, he came to pick me up one day, and my chemistry teacher asked if he was legal. She’s been overly sweet to me all semester.” He laughs, seeming to recall something. I wonder how much like his father he is. I’ve heard stories about Nick’s time in high school. 

“Are you interested in anyone at your school?”

“Like girls? Yeah, I guess. They’re okay.”

“So, do you want to be there, or would you prefer for us to move you out?”

“I don’t know. It’s kind of nice being somewhat normal for a few hours a day. Oscar hates it. Well, except for lunch. You think I eat a lot? Some of the guys get together at lunch, and we see how much food we can toss into Oscar’s mouth. He just lays there, and we toss whatever we have. He catches it almost every time.” Nicky laughs. “This one time, Chad threw a can of soda, and Oscar caught it and bit into it. It sprayed all over everyone. Girls were screaming, and Oscar just stood there smiling while Principal Arnold yelled at him. No one thought he could catch an entire can, but he did it. It was great.” Nicky continues on about school, and I realize he needs to be a kid for a while longer. I enjoy every second with my son, who manages to eat most of his food while he tells me stories. 

“What about your brother?”

“Brayden?”

“Yes. Does he like school?”

“Brayden likes everything. He’s overly social, mostly because he likes taking things from people.” I stare at him, wide-eyed. “No, he gives them back. That’s the game. He takes stuff and then puts it back before they notice. He’s really good at it. I’m not sure if he likes school or just being around people he can manipulate.”

“Oh, good. I’ll have your father talk with him later.”

“I think it’s best you do it. You don’t take any of his shit.” I give him a look. He rolls his eyes, sighing. “I mean crap. Dad is not as good at it.”

“Understood. I would ask about Jael, but ...”

“She tells everything she knows to all of us. She’s lucky she’s cute. The non-stop jabbering would drive me crazy otherwise.”

“And Ithan? How are you two getting along?”

He shrugs. “Fine. I didn’t like him much when I first met him, but now, it’s kind of nice having an older brother. He is annoying at times. Always telling me what to do. He acts like he knows so much more than I do. He’s not that much older, and he has only been in this family for a short time. He doesn’t know that much.”

“He’s learning a lot working with your father.”

“Yeah, I guess,” he says, staring off into the heart of the restaurant.

“Your father says he is going to spend time working with you on controlling your emotions.” He shrugs. “Do you want to go with him when he leaves for the realm next time?”

Nicky sits at attention. “Can I?” I nod, trying to let go of my fears and giving my son his father. Nicky suddenly goes silent, listening and watching the crowd.

“What’s wrong?”

“He’s here, and he knows you’re here.”

“Who’s here? I don’t feel anything?” Nicky stands in front of me, fists clenched and eyes swirling with fire. Before I know it, the people we thought were standard customers are swarming around us with venom. I stand behind my son, wanting to protect him but knowing there is nothing I can do in this situation. “Your father will be here. Don’t do anything reckless,” I warn him. 

Getting him to stay put is easier said than done. Nicky is anxious and craving a kill. His blood races through his veins, and his muscles tense through his clothes. Savage’s demons get a signal, and several run at us, but Nicky catches them in mid-air and kills them with ease. There is nothing I can do to stop him now. His hunger is too strong. His instincts are amazing. No matter how many there are, they can’t get by him. By the time Nick and Ithan arrive, Nicky is covered in blood and still in full fire. I shake my head at Nick, letting him know there is nothing I can do. Only Nick can calm him now. 

Nick walks up on his son cautiously. “Nicky, I need you to calm down. Breathe and focus on our place. You remember the place on the lake. The trees and the birds and the swing you loved so much. Focus, Nicky.” Nick continues to talk to him until he reaches him and finally gets him to calm. 

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to. I was just afraid they were ...”

“It’s okay. None of them were human, and all were sent to kill your mother.”

Ithan approaches my side. “Are you okay?” 

I grip his hand and fight the tears that are nearing the surface. “Yes, thank you.” He is kind enough to let me continue holding onto him for support.

“He’s going to be okay,” Nick says. 

I look him in the eyes. “Watch him. He needs you.”
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Chapter 4
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Nick

Kayla is clearly shaken. I worry more about her than Nicky. He is more ashamed than scared. She’s scared, and I’m scared for her. They were after her for some reason. Unfortunately, they didn’t realize she was with Nicky. Once I get Nicky settled and calm, I send him to stay with his brother for the night with orders for Ithan to treat him like he usually does. Nicky needs to feel normal again, and Ithan playfully picking on him will help. 

The restaurant clears, and my priority switches to beefing up Kayla’s security. I’m bringing in some of my own demons from the Ninth, a personally trained militia. When I walk into our bedroom, Kayla is sitting on the edge of the bed, still clearly feeling stressed. 

“How is he?”

“He’s fine. I sent him with Ithan. I think they are going to eat junk food and play video games.”

“That’s good. He needs a distraction.”

I lean over her, trying to get her to look up at me. “Princess. Everything is going to be fine.” She looks up, pitiful. I smile. “I know it’s difficult right now, but he will grow out of it. We just need to keep him out of school for the year, at least until his hormones are a little more in check.”

“But he loves it there. He loves feeling normal, Nick. I don’t want to take that away from him,” she says, waving her hands at me in distress. I take hold of her hands and laugh, shaking my head. “Don’t laugh at me, Nick. It’s not funny.”

“It’s not, but you are overreacting. He will be fine. I had the same problems.”

“And you killed your father.”

“With the influence of my grandfather.”

“Exactly!”

“Kayla! What do you want me to do? Lock him up in a padded cell, maybe sentence him to holding in hell? There’s nothing more that we can do. He has to be the one to do it.” She looks away, calmer but still in distress. I take a deep breath before wrapping my arms around her and whispering my love for her in her ear. “He’s stronger than me. We both know that. I wouldn’t have been able to do what he did today at his age. He was protecting his mother. You know how he is about you, how he’s always been. I’m surprised he recovered so quickly, to be honest.”

“Really?”

“Yes. Everything is going to be okay.” Being close to her and taking care of her makes me a little crazy. “I love you.”

“Enough to ease my stress?”

“Anything you need, I am willing to do for you, Princess.”

“Good. Then, I would like a full body massage with those devil hands.” She winks playfully.

“You tricked me.” She laughs, stripping down to nothing and lying down with her back to me. A little too tempting. I can feel my energy building. I follow her lead and peel off my clothes so as to allow nothing to get in the way of feeling her skin next to mine. I work my way from her hands down her arms and to her shoulders where I place a kiss on each one. Her name a gentle murmur through my lips, I respect her body all the while whispering loving thoughts to her in French. Moving to her feet and legs and up to my favorite spot, I can’t control myself any longer. I glance and notice her biting her lip, waiting. “Oh, your eyes, my love. They tell all your secrets,” I groan, tasting her. Kayla fists the bedding. “Mon beau, I love you.” Her clit is warm and wet, a satisfaction that sends me spinning. I grip her body, holding her still as best I can in her excitement until the flavor of her pleasure coats my tongue. 

She rolls over, leaning backwards and calling out my name. I give her a minute, enjoying my success until she reaches out and pulls me back to her. She smiles, kissing my lips and feeling for my hard power that is already seeking her fever to ignite its flame. The moment I’m inside of her, my body blazes with lust. The power, as it has been of late, causes my body to rise from the bed. My strength is such that I can hold her entire
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