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Lucifer’s daughter rises.

Faith Kennedy’s mother hid the awful truth from her daughter for sixteen years. Until she lay on her deathbed. Only then did she reveal who sired her daughter, and the revelation terrifies Faith.

The devil may have sired her, but he only wants her beating heart ripped out of her chest. After all, that’s where her angel grace fueling her fire power is stored, and that will give him what he needs to bring about humanity’s fall.

And Lucifer will take down anyone who gets in his way.

When Faith is given an ancient knife that can kill the devil, she faces the toughest challenge of her young life. She must hunt Lucifer and put him down. Otherwise, the world will burn.

But if she succeeds, she may wipe herself, and everyone she loves, out of existence.
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THE ONLY THING WORSE than holding my dying mother’s hand was her whispered confession just before she took her last breath.

I stared at her, dumbstruck with horror.

She’d chosen this moment to tell me her darkest secret? Her breath wheezed, and she nodded, her gaze lucid enough to make me tremble. As if losing her wasn’t devastating enough.

My knees gave out, and I tumbled into the chair next to the hospital bed. After all these years, she’d finally told me who my father was, and it was enough to strike fear in my soul.

Lucifer.

The Lucifer.

Not some arbitrary fool she’d met in a bar with the same name.

My father was the devil himself. The fallen. The archangel, Lucifer.

Nurses surged into the room and peeled me away from my mother. I hadn’t even heard the monitor flatline. Annie, one of the junior staff members, led me out to a seat in the hall.

I stared at the floor tile pattern as the chaos gave way to silence and a lingering stench of antiseptic and Death.
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THE FUNERAL HOME WAS just as quiet as the hospital had been. My mother didn’t have many friends. I guess when you live off the grid for so many years, that’s what happens, but it still struck me as odd and sad at the same time.

I glanced at the photos I had propped on the receiving table. Hollie Kennedy had been a stunning woman before cancer ruined her beauty and her mind. The paper on the counter next to the picture ruffled as the door opened, reminding me of the whopping hospital bill that I was responsible for. I didn’t think I’d ever be out of debt due to my mother’s death.

I glanced up at the door, and the woman from the state stood waiting to take me to a group home in Bangor. There was no one else, and because I was only sixteen, the state would not let me go back home. My mother had left no will, no provisions, and apparently owned nothing, not even the cottage where she’d raised me, tutored me, and taught me control.

There was a reason my mother lived off the grid.

So, I lingered. The thought of mixing with society left me cold to the bone.
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“FAITH, IT IS TIME to go,” Mrs. White, the mortuary assistant, said.

She gently took my elbow in her hand to help me to my feet. I pulled out of her grip and crossed to the table, taking the backpack that had the sum of my belongings packed inside. I grabbed the frame and maneuvered it into the front pocket, and hesitated with the zipper between my fingers.

I stared at the hospital bill, gritting my teeth. Crumpling it, I stuffed it into the mesh holder meant for a water bottle and then hauled the pack over my shoulder.

I turned to Mrs. White. “What will happen to my mother’s ashes?”

“You can pick up her ashes tomorrow, or you we can mail them to wherever you are staying,” she said.

Mrs. White had let me pick out a simple urn for my mother’s ashes, even though I had planned to dump them in the ocean. That was what my mother had asked me to do, but I couldn’t bring myself to transport her remains in a cardboard box. My mother had made me promise her I would find my way to the Atlantic Ocean. She wanted her ashes scattered in the sea, so she could travel anywhere she wanted in the afterlife.

It was a silly thought, but one I was compelled to honor.

Mrs. White squeezed my hand, and I tried to smile, but I wasn’t sure I pulled it off. My heart thundered in my ears as I turned to the state child services woman who stood in the doorway and tapped her foot impatiently.

My legs stiffened as I crossed to her. She took hold of my arm in a grip that I didn’t like, but I didn’t fight her as she led me to a car parked at the edge of the parking lot.

I got in the passenger seat of the sedan and dumped my backpack on the floor between my feet. She closed the car door behind me. The woman slid into the driver’s seat and clipped her seat belt before she turned to me.

“I’m Sue, by the way.” There was no warmth in her gaze. It was as cold as a snake. “I’m sorry for your loss.”

I just nodded and looked out the window. The populated city of Bangor still was a shock to my system. We had been in Williamsburg for so long, and the town center only consisted of a veterinarian, a doctor’s office, a gas station, and a country store. So, the transition from there to the hospital, to the funeral home, and now to the wayward home for girls, was too much stimulation for my brain to handle.

My fingertips sparked, and I curled my hands into fists to staunch the burn.

Sue parked on the curb next to a building with a sign on top that said Home for Wayward Girls. It reminded me of the old wing of the hospital. She stepped out of the car and came to the passenger door, then opened it for me.

Even though I lacked a lot of the social graces normal people had, everything about her mannerisms was weird. She took my arm again in that iron grip that was tight enough to stir my instincts into a frenzy.

A chill skittered through me.

By the time we stepped inside, the heat had bled from my skin in waves that warmed the air around me. If I didn’t get control of my nervous energy...

Sue stopped inside the great open hall.

A handsome couple stood from the bench near a door marked Office.

The woman had kind eyes and blonde hair that reminded me of my mother’s. She was pretty, but not stunning. Her gaze jumped between Sue and me, and a tick twitched the side of her mouth.

The man had his gaze locked on me. He was handsome in a way that made my knees weak, even though he was probably more than twice my age.

Sue’s gaze hardened even more, which I didn’t think was possible until I saw the knot in her jaw. “We are closed for the evening,” Sue said, her voice clipped with authority. Her grip on my arm tightened as she led me toward the door opposite the office.

“I am related to Faith.”

He knew my name. I stopped, and the air in my lungs sucked out as if a boulder had landed on my chest.

The man glanced at Sue’s grip on my arm.

She tugged me, but I stayed in place, just staring at him.

His eyes narrowed. “I suggest you let her go,” he said, his voice lowering into a dangerous tone.

“Her mother’s records stated there was no next of kin,” Sue snapped, still gripping my arm and trying to get me to move towards the interior door.

It made me wonder what was on the other side of this grand atrium, and I found myself decidedly not wanting to find out.

The air shifted, caressing my skin with a discomfort so severe that I nearly yanked out of Sue’s grip and bolted for the outside door. I was willing to take my chances in the harsh world instead of this questionable institution.

“I’m not related to her mother,” he said.

I blinked. If he wasn’t related to my mother...

I shook at the sudden thought that swelled in my mind. This was Lucifer. This man was my father.

His gaze turned to mine and softened. “I’m not your father,” he said as if he had read my thoughts, or somehow felt the fear broadcasting from every cell.

“There is paperwork that needs to be filled out,” Sue said, and her grip tightened painfully.

I winced.

The man stalked towards us. “I am her uncle, and I am taking her home. Right. Now. Please see that you file the paperwork accordingly.” The words sounded more like a growling command than a request.

Sue’s hand dropped from my arm as if she had no choice. As if an invisible force made her release me. Her face scrunched, and she glared at the man.

The moment Sue released me, the blonde woman stepped to my side and hooked her arm through mine. She turned me towards the outer doors and hurried us away from the bristling state worker.

“I’m Bridget Ryan,” she whispered as we left the atrium and started down the stairs. “That’s my husband, Tom. I’m sure you have a million and one questions going through that brain of yours. Once we get settled in the truck, we will answer every one of them.”

Unease burned in my belly, and my nerves started firing in overdrive, creating a prickly heat itching every inch of my skin. I didn’t know if staying in that institutional building was safer than going with these strangers.

I almost pulled out of her grip, but a hand landed on my shoulder, shocking me. It felt like an electrical surge, and I jerked away from the connection with my heart lodged in my throat.

His touch had almost ignited my fingertips.

Tom Ryan stared down at me with an apologetic smile. “We need to go.” He traded a glance with Bridget.

She looked at the building, and I sensed fear.

“What are you?” I blurted as my mind started truly working again for the first time since my mother had imparted my heritage. Tom said he was my uncle. Which meant he was Lucifer’s brother. Which meant he was an archangel. I shivered despite the warm spring air.

“I’m not an archangel. But we need to move because whatever that was inside was not alone.”

Bridget bolted down the stairs and climbed into the front seat of the truck.

“What do you mean?”

“That thing was not a state worker,” he said. “It was a soul eater, and once they figure out you are gone, they’ll come after us.” He glanced up the steps, and a nervous energy singed the air.

“Why should I trust you?”

“You need to make that choice, but I’m kind of partial to my soul.” He started down the stairs and stopped like he knew I was debating about running. “There are worse things than the foster care system, and I think you sensed that even before that woman dragged you into the building.”

“It could have been because you were in there,” I said.

“Tom, there’s movement up there,” Bridget said. Her voice sounded as on edge as I felt.

He nodded. “We need to go. I will not force you, but I’m not going to stay and fight, either. So, the choice is yours.” He turned, trotted down the steps, and climbed in the back seat of the truck.

Bridget started the truck and the engine idled.

I glanced at the Home for Wayward Girls sign, and unease wrapped around me, squeezing my abdomen. There were very few times in my life that I’d felt that kind of unease, and my mother moved us the moment I’d mentioned it.

The front door opened, and what stepped out made my eyes widen and my heart stall in my chest. It was wearing the outfit Sue had on, but its face didn’t have any eyes or nose. Just a gaping mouth with rows of teeth.

I turned and ran toward the truck. Screw the illusion of choice. I didn’t want to stay behind and find out just what a soul eater did. I skidded around the front of the truck and hopped into the passenger seat. I didn’t even have the door closed all the way when Bridget gunned the gas.

I just prayed I wasn’t making the biggest mistake of my life.
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SILENCE FILLED THE CAR. I didn’t know which question to ask first, and neither Bridget nor Tom seemed to be inclined to break the silence. When I turned towards the back, Tom met my gaze and handed me a pair of leather gloves.

I stared at the soft fabric and then back at him.

“While I can probably survive a fire, Bridget can’t.”

I recoiled and fisted my hands around the gloves. He knew my secret. My gaze jumped to Bridget. She glanced at me and then back at the road, and all I could sense was her discomfort.

“How...”

“Fate.” Tom said nothing more.

Fear laced my mouth, making it taste like rusted metal. “Gloves won’t help,” I finally said.

“Those will. They’ve been warded. I know you have some sense of control, but some things we need to talk about may trigger... a reaction.” He glanced out the window and waited.

Bridget’s knuckles whitened like her grip on the steering wheel was the only thing keeping her together.

If I were going to have a reaction, it would have been on the front steps of the home, but I slipped on the gloves, anyway. The burn in my hands cooled like when my mother used to plunge me into a cool bath before I could set the cottage on fire. It calmed my nerves, and I glanced at the man in the back seat like he had just given me the best gift in the world. That euphoria faded as he began to speak.

“Fate came to us the day your mother passed away and told us—”

“Wait. Fate’s a real person?” I asked, unable to contain myself.

Tom smiled, and it reached his eyes, creating crinkles at the edges and dimples in his cheek. He certainly was nice to look at when he smiled.

“Your mother really kept you off the supernatural grid,” he said with a laugh. “Yes. Fate is an actual being. So is Death. Just like Lucifer was an archangel... and I am not. I’m just a man, but if you want to get technical, I’m Lucifer’s great grandson, by so many generations removed that I’m not sure what the number is. My brother could tell you the exact number of generations between us.”

My hands fisted. “Was. You said Lucifer was an archangel.” The rest of his explanation had faded out after those words.

“Your father is dead.”

“Lucifer is dead?”

He nodded.

“How do you know that?” I crossed my arms, skeptical. No one could kill the devil, could they?

“Because I was there. I saw it with my own eyes.”

“I didn’t think you could kill the devil.” I narrowed my gaze, unsure of what kind of dung he was shoveling in my direction.

“Angel fire is pretty damn good at wiping out any supernatural creature in its path, even an archangel.” He shifted and stretched out his legs. “I guess your mother begged Death to send someone to help you. To protect you. So Fate made a house call, and that’s why we were there today when you arrived.”

“Is my mother...” I pressed my lips together, unable to ask where she had ended up.

If he heard my thought, he ignored me.

“You were pretty much dumped in my lap because I’m a descendant of your father, and I harbor his grace.” His gaze turned to almost a glare, and he closed his eyes, taking a few breaths to calm whatever beast had crawled into his tone.

Calm seemed to cloak him once more, but the chill had already settled into my center. When his eyes opened, they nearly glowed.

“I wasn’t happy. The idea of being responsible for his child... But the moment I saw you, I realized you were just another piece of his collateral damage.” He studied his hands. “I don’t think your father knew about you. Otherwise...” He didn’t finish and when he glanced up at me, I shuddered at the intensity of his gaze. “And I think he’d be pissed to know you were in my care.”

The smile that formed on his mouth sent a tremor through me, and I began to doubt this had been the right choice.

His smile faded. “I’m sorry if I have made you uncomfortable,” he mumbled. “It’s just your father...”

“Was the devil.” I focused out the window in front of me.

“No. It isn’t because he was the devil. It’s because every memory I have involving him opens some deep wounds.”

The sorrow in his tone pulled my gaze back to him. It reflected intensely in his blue eyes.

I sighed. “I never knew my father.”

“That’s a good thing. I think if you had, you would be dead. Blood meant nothing to that bastard.”

“And what does it mean to you?” I asked, curious at the sudden thickness in the air.

“Everything,” he said. “Family means everything to me.”
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I COULDN’T SHAKE THE uncomfortable feeling that I had made a mistake.

There was far more venom in Tom’s tone than I thought he meant to reveal. But I didn’t get the same level of discomfort when I looked at Bridget. She reminded me of my mom. Soft on the outside, but I was sure a warrior lurked on the inside.

“So, where did you find these?” I held up my gloved hands after we pulled off the exit for York and Ogunquit.

“The gloves I found at the trading post, and a friend of ours put a warding spell on them.” Bridget glanced at me.

“And what did you think was going to freak me out so badly that I might lose control?” I crossed my arms.

“I didn’t realize you knew who your father was. And I’m sure if I was told Lucifer was my father, I would have freaked the fuck out,” Tom said from the back seat.

“Tom,” Bridget scolded and glared in the rearview mirror.

I laughed. “It did, but not in the fire-starting sense. It numbed me. But with whatever affliction I have, the why me question finally made sense.”

“It’s not an affliction. It’s the angel blood in you. Being a direct descendant of an archangel has some side benefits.”

“Benefits? You call spontaneously setting things on fire when you lose your temper a benefit?” Anger bloomed, lacing my voice and tingling my skin despite the warded gloves.

He shrugged. “Pyrokinesis, telekinesis, clairvoyance, telepathy, precognition, astral projection—it’s all related. Psychic abilities are part of the package.”

My brain couldn’t wrap around what he was saying, and too many crazy questions fired off in my head, but my worst fear blurted from my lips. “How do you know I won’t turn out just like my father?”

“Because your aura is pure light, much like my brother’s.”

Surprise raked its claws across my skin. “You see auras?”

He smiled. “Yes. But I wasn’t born with that gift. I kind of inherited it. I was born with the ability to see ghosts, which seems like more of a sideshow trick compared to what you were born with, or what my brother was born with.”

Bridget turned into a beautiful Victorian home across from a bluff overlooking the ocean. She parked in the space closest to the house. But it wasn’t the home that caused me to raise my eyebrows—it was the sign over the front door.

Ryan-Okeefe Paranormal Investigation Agency.

Tom stepped out of the car as shock filtered through me. I glanced at Bridget and pointed at the sign.

“It’s where we live. And it’s what we do.” She gave me a strained smile.

Light spilled from the front door, pulling my attention away from her. My brain stalled at the figure standing on the porch. The backlighting from the house looked like white wings, and his face was so familiar that I gasped.

I rummaged in my backpack, focused on confirming what I saw. I pulled out a CD and stared at the cover. The same person who stood a few feet away was branded on the front of the CD package.

Bridget touched my arm, and I jumped in the seat.

“CJ Ryan is Tom’s brother,” she said.

It hadn’t just been a cold bath that calmed my spontaneous combustion tendencies. It was CJ Ryan’s magical voice. I blinked and shifted my gaze between the CD cover and the man on the steps.

My car door opened, and I stared up at Tom Ryan. My hands shook. Hell, my entire body shook.

Tom crouched down next to me. “This all has to seem so strange to you. I know you’re trying to come to terms with a lot right now. I don’t even think you’ve had the chance to mourn your mom’s death.”

I stared into his bright blue eyes and nodded.

“It takes time. I lost both my parents when I was nine, and it messed me up, so I know where you’re coming from. Just remember, being Lucifer’s daughter does not define you. You have a choice of what direction you take in life. A choice on whether or not you let the darkness in. If you’re looking for a role model to emulate beyond your mother, CJ is a great choice.”

“What about you?” I asked in a small voice. Whether or not I wanted to admit it, I felt some weird connection to him, especially when his gaze was so open and sincere.

“I’m not the best person to model yourself after. I’ve made some truly shitty choices in my life, but I’m trying to do right by people now that I’ve got myself together.” Tom’s gaze scanned around me and then met my eyes again. “The best advice I can give you is to let yourself grieve. If you keep it bottled up, it will eat away at your inherent goodness. And if you’re worried about setting a fire, the gloves should help.”

My chin trembled. “What if they don’t?”

“Then I guess we’ll have the fire department on speed dial.” He glanced over his shoulder and then back at me as Bridget got out of the car and went into the house. “Are you feeling up to meeting my family?”

Family. That word cut through the wall I had erected, and I looked down at my covered hands. My vision blurred, and the back of my throat burned.

“I can sneak you in the back if you need time,” he said.

I nodded. I couldn’t imagine walking into a roomful of strangers right now. When he stood and offered me his hand, I took it, letting him help me out of the car and take my bag. He led me toward the side of the house, away from the famous man on the front steps and the commotion I could hear coming from the doorway.

The kitchen was dark and so was the stairwell. The dimly lit hallway at the top of the stairs had three doors. Tom opened the one on the right. The room had a large bed and a dresser.

“There’s a bathroom over there.” He pointed to the corner. “The room across the way is my daughter’s. She’s a few years younger than you are. You can meet her when you’re ready.”

“Thank you.” I swiped at my eyes. The bedroom was as big as the cottage we had stayed in for the last few years, and the homes before were not much bigger.

He closed the door behind him, and I grabbed the backpack he’d put on the end of the bed. I did not expect a room fit for a princess. This was too much to take in. It was more than I had ever had.

I climbed into the center of the bed and clutched my backpack in my arms. Tears came in a deluge. I covered my face with the soft fabric of the gloves. Losing my mother finally caught up with me, shredding my insides to a pulp with every shaking sob.
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A LIGHT KNOCK ON the door pulled me from sleep. Light spilled through the curtains, and I gripped my bag in my arms in an unfamiliar room. My hands were covered in leather.

“Breakfast, then school,” a deep voice said through the door.

I stared at the wood as everything from last night flooded back.

When his words registered, fear ballooned in my belly. My mother had kept me at home. She’d never subjected me to an institution, and I wasn’t keen on the idea. I stayed in place and hugged my backpack.

The door opened. Tom stood in the hall and crossed his arms. “My house, my rules.”

“Don’t be such a dick, Dad,” a girl’s voice called from the other room.

His face bloomed red. “Pancakes are waiting.” He walked off.

A pretty blonde a few years younger than me poked her head into the room. “I’m April.” She crossed to stand a few feet from me. Her head tilted as she studied me. “I love your hair.” She stepped closer, reaching for my fire-colored locks.

I pulled away, but she didn’t seem deterred.

She leaned against the side of the bed and smiled. “Do you like pancakes?”

“Yes,” I said. They were one of the few treats my mother used to let us indulge in when she had something to trade for the mix at the local country store.

April leaned close. “My dad makes the best pancakes, but don’t tell him I said that.”

“Why not?”

“Because it will just go to his head.” She rolled her eyes and took my gloved hand, then pulled me along with her, out of my room, down the stairwell, and into the kitchen, where plates were already set out on the table. She released my hand and took a seat, nodding to the chair next to her.

I thought the bedroom was big, but the kitchen was the equivalent of a palace. My gaze jumped from the row of cabinets to the long counter with all sorts of appliances. The table shined with polish, and the colorful placemats reminded me of a bouquet of spring flowers. My mouth watered at the scent of buttermilk pancakes.

Tom turned from the stove. He set an overflowing plate of fluffy stacks down in the middle of the table. I still stood by the door, clutching my backpack.

Tom glanced at me. “Eat. Then we can talk about school.” He glanced at his watch and then at his daughter. “You have ten minutes until the bus comes.”

April rolled her eyes and dug into the pile of pancakes. She pointed to the seat again before drowning the poor pastries in syrup.

I gave in to the growling in my stomach and took a seat. The backpack stayed on my lap, but that didn’t deter me from taking my share of the flapjacks.

April handed me the syrup and smiled. She was certainly a cheery one. Tom sat down at the head of the table.

“Where’s Bridget?” I asked.

“She’s not a morning person.” Tom took what was left on the plate in the center of the table.

My first bite was heaven. The pancakes were fluffy and sweet enough that they didn’t need syrup, but the sugary liquid just increased the experience. I closed my eyes and let the food settle on my taste buds before I swallowed. I must have made a noise, because when I opened my eyes, both Tom and April were staring at me. April’s expression warned me not to say it, and Tom’s was a smug smile of satisfaction, like he knew these were the best-tasting pancake I had ever eaten.

I licked my lips and devoured the rest of the food.

April dumped her plate in the sink. “Maybe when we get home, Mom can take us shopping?”

Tom nodded and sipped his coffee.

April stepped out the door and ran down the driveway just as the squeak of brakes and the rush of exhaust sounded.

“I have the paperwork for high school,” Tom said, pulling my attention to him.

The quaking in my soul began again, and I slowly peeled off my gloves and dropped them on the table before I pressed my palms onto the wood. The hiss of burning fibers filled the room.

“Do you really think a public school is such a great idea?” I lifted my hands and curled them into tight balls.

Tom stared at my handprints burned into the wood.

“That’s what being nervous does to me.” I couldn’t help the snap in my voice. The idea of being in a place surrounded by strangers left me shaking.

His gaze narrowed. “Did I say I was sending you to public school?” He leaned back and folded his arms. “That’s as much of a disaster as putting me in a room full of angry angels.”

“Oh.” I didn’t quite understand his metaphor, so I folded my hands in my lap. I stared at the marred wood. “I just assumed.”

“You assumed wrong. The papers are for home schooling.”

I glanced up at him as hope flared.

His lips pressed together. “I am not homeschooling you. My brother is. He is a damned good teacher, and if you can keep up with his kids, then you’ll be Harvard material. If not, we can talk about alternatives.”

My heart clanged in my chest. “CJ Ryan is going to homeschool me?” The mere thought of it was enough to make me woozy.

His eyebrows rose. “Are you... fangirling?” His voice carried a measure of disgust.

Heat filled every pore as I stared down at the designs on my nearly clean plate. I knew what fangirling was. My mother had accused me of it, too, but she was more of a CJ Ryan fan than I could ever be. I raised my shoulders in a meek shrug.

My mother would die if she knew.

I closed my eyes at my last thought, and my heart constricted with pain that nearly folded me over. I hated cancer and what it had taken from me.

“My mother died at the hands of a serial killer who was practicing surgery on me. He put her severed head at the foot of the table I was chained to. So even though cancer is a hideous disease, there are far worse ways to die.”

My eyelids flew open wide, and I stared at Tom. His words scraped my skin like a blade and turned the pancakes in my stomach sour. I recoiled in the chair. “Why would you tell me that?”

His lips formed a smile that did not reach his eyes. “It shocked you out of that pity party you were throwing, didn’t it?”

I didn’t get this man. He was so different from any of the handful of people I had met. “I thought you said I should let myself grieve,” I mumbled and traced my handprint on the wood.

His smile faded, and his gaze dropped to the table in front of him. “I did say that. I’m sorry.” Remorse filled his voice, and I could almost see him mentally kicking himself.

“Was that even true?” I hugged my backpack to my chest.

“Unfortunately, yes.” He stood and cleared the plates. “My life has been pretty much a shit show since I was four.”

The way he freely swore around me made me uncomfortable. That was the one thing my mother couldn’t stand, and she rarely ever let an expletive pass between her lips. I’d heard more curses since I stepped into that godforsaken hospital than I had all my life.

He cast a quick glance in my direction. “I can’t seem to wrap my head around being so sheltered. And I’m sorry that my language makes you uncomfortable. I’ll try to watch what I say.”

“You read minds?”

He nodded without turning my way and continued to clean the dishes. I cleared the rest of the table and stacked the dirty plates on top of the pile he was working to clear.

“In the interest of not assuming anything, do you know what your education equivalent is?” He glanced at me, turned off the water, and wiped his hands on a dish towel.

When he folded his arms across his chest, I noticed just how thick his biceps were. The strength in those arms unsettled me. I could feel it surrounding him, and it made my skin buzz. I still wasn’t sure this was the right place for me to be, but I was willing to play along. Especially if it meant meeting CJ Ryan in person.

“I’ve been taking online college courses.”

“Did you get your high school diploma?”

I bit my lower lip and shook my head. “My mother got sick before she could file the final papers.”

“Well, CJ will probably insist on an assessment. Then we will need to let the superintendent know where you fall on the grid.”

I crossed my arms, annoyed at the prospect of having to repeat classes based on a stranger’s opinion, even if it was CJ Ryan.

He glanced at me again, scanning me like he was seeing me for the first time this morning. “Did you want to shower and change before we go?”

I glanced down at my clothes. The same clothes I had on yesterday, and the day before. I had nothing else to wear with me. I shifted and shook my head.

His gaze clouded over, and he pointed at my backpack. “I just assumed you had clothes stuffed in there.” He sighed and inspected me, cocking his head. “You’re a little too tall to fit in April’s clothes, but Bridget may have something you could wear if you want something clean.”

I didn’t know what to say. Wearing a stranger’s clothes didn’t feel right, but a shower sounded more heavenly than I wanted to admit. I hadn’t cleaned up since the day my mother died.

“There are towels in your bathroom. I’ll get Bridget up to help pick out something for you to wear.” He scooted me back up the stairs and disappeared into the main bedroom at the end of the hall.

I brought my backpack into the bathroom, set it next to the sink, and turned on the shower. I engaged the lock on the door and then ran my hands over the thick towels on the bar. They were plush and large. Eons better than anything that had touched my skin before.

The shower was blissful. I stood under the water for much longer than necessary, lathering my skin with the pomegranate body wash. The combination of scents between the body wash and shampoo lulled me into a state of calm I hadn’t experienced in years. The water pressure was so much better than that of the cabin, and it was steamy, unlike the lukewarm showers I was used to.

The knock on the bathroom door jerked me out of my stupor, and I turned off the water. With one of the plush towels wrapped around me, I crossed to the door and cracked it.

Bridget stood near the door with clean undergarments in her hand. “These should fit. I also laid out a couple outfits on the bed from my younger days for you to choose from. When you get back, we can go shopping, okay?” She smiled and handed me the underwear and sports bra and then left the room.

Awkward heat filled my cheeks. I closed the bathroom door and leaned on it, staring at the soft fabric in my hand. Every encounter with both Tom and Bridget had been weird, just like my encounters with the doctors and nurses at the hospital.

While my mother taught me social graces in the confines of our home, I wasn’t comfortable interacting with people.

My sum total of conversations had been maybe two sentences at the general store and learning about what type of cancer was killing my mother at the hospital. Even the negotiation for the urn was difficult.

I realized just how used to silence and squalor I was.

This environment was as strange as if I had been launched to Mars. Perhaps I should have taken my chances with the soul eaters.

You can’t think that way, my inner voice scolded. I knew it was right, but I couldn’t help but feel like an outsider in these people’s home.

My eyes widened. The urn. I need to call the funeral parlor.

With that single thought, my temporary paralysis broke, and I slipped on the borrowed undergarments. They were smooth and silky and fit better than my old pair of cotton briefs. When I stepped out of the bathroom and into the bedroom, I stared at the outfits spread out on my bed. There were three of them, and all three were prettier than anything I had ever worn.

I picked up the soft jean skirt and pulled it on. The waist was perfect, but the length seemed a little short at the top of my knees. The white shirt was comfortable with one shoulder covered and the other bare. I pulled on the long black cardigan and took a seat on the bed to put on a pair of socks. I slipped into my sneakers and returned to the bathroom to see what I looked like.

I stared in the mirror. I looked... normal. A smile formed, and I hand combed the knots out of my hair before I picked up my backpack and headed down to the kitchen.

Both Tom and Bridget glanced up from their phones, and Bridget smiled.

“You look fantastic,” she said.

Tom stood and handed me the gloves I had left on the table. “Just in case you go all fangirl and set CJ’s house on fire.” He cracked a smile.

A blush heated my cheeks as I put them on.

Bridget rolled her eyes at Tom. “I’ll see you in a few hours,” she said to me. “Be nice,” she said to her husband.

“I’m always nice,” he muttered under his breath and held the door open for me.

“Before we go, can I give the funeral home this address?”

“We already took care of that for you,” Tom said. “They said your mother’s ashes would arrive tomorrow.”

My mouth popped open.

“Mind reader, remember?” Tom tapped his temple.

I blinked and looked at Bridget.

“It is annoying,” she whispered, as if Tom wasn’t within hearing distance.

I was ambiguous about Tom, but I definitely liked Bridget.

He huffed and stepped out the door.

“Thank you for the clothes.” I followed Tom out. He was waiting in the truck, and I took the passenger seat. “Are you always this moody?”

“I’m not moody.” He started the car.

I snorted a laugh. He was as moody as I had been when I first got my period. That had been harrowing. I spent more time doused in cold water than all the prior years I had graced this earth, and it was all because of puberty.

He glared at me, and his jaw tightened.

I guessed he didn’t like being compared to a hormonal teenager. I smirked and glanced out the window at the rolling Atlantic.

He pulled down a hill and parked in a spot overlooking a sandy beach and the ocean. “Okay. I am moody. And I’m just as ambiguous about you as you are about me. I can’t help but think this is a disaster in the making, but that could just be my slant on life these days.”

His fingers drummed the steering wheel. He exhaled loud enough to make me shift in the seat, and he wouldn’t look at me. The air thickened in the car as he glanced out at the water beyond me. When his gazed moved to mine, it was conflicted.

“I’m not sure how to get past this.” He dropped his gaze.

A lump formed in my throat. I had no idea what he was fighting to get past, but then one name flared in my head. Lucifer. I was Lucifer’s daughter.

“What did he do to you?” My voice was barely a whisper, but even though I’d asked, I really didn’t want to know. Not when his eyes held such pain.

Without words, he reached out and pressed his fingertips to my forehead.

The car disappeared, and a slide show of horrific images flashed before me. But it wasn’t just images—it was the depth of emotion accompanying each one. Fear, heartbreak, despair. They pummeled my insides as much as the visions. And every one of them had my father’s touch.

Tom Ryan had lost his wife, his child, his best friend, his adopted parents, and his dog to the wrath of Lucifer.

The images would haunt me for the rest of my days. What that bastard did to the man sitting next to me would have driven me mad.

When Tom pulled his hand away, I gasped for air and threw the car door open, then fell to my knees on the asphalt. The most horrific thing about the mini-mind movie that Tom had subjected me to was the fact that I recognized some expressions my father wore. I recognized them because I had seen those same expressions in my own mirror.

Heat encompassed me, and I counted my breaths, getting a hold of the wild beast in the center of my being. Perhaps Tom had gone mad. After all, he collected the daughter of his greatest nemesis when asked to do so.

Who does that?

Could I have done that given the same set of circumstances?

I knew with a cold certainty that I would have wanted retribution for all the ills that had been rained on me.

Tom sat in the car and stared out at the water, waiting for me to get myself together. His face was stoic, but I could feel the boiling conflict beneath.

I finally got control over my emotions and my stomach and climbed back into the car. “And you still came to get me after all that?” I asked with a voice I barely recognized.

“I went to kill you,” he said softly, unable to meet my gaze. His cheeks flared red, and I couldn’t tell if it was from anger or embarrassment.

I shivered, studying his profile. A new thought rose from the ashes in my mind. “Was that what Fate told you to do?”

He shook his head. “No. Fate did not order your death. If she had, we wouldn’t be sitting here right now.” He shifted the car back into drive and glanced over at me. “Your instincts were right to be on edge, but as I said last night, it only took me one glance at your aura to realize you were just another piece of his collateral damage. An innocent. But that still doesn’t...” He pressed his lips together.

“My existence haunts you,” I said with a heavy sigh.

He nodded. “Whether I want it to or not.”

“So, you’re still ambivalent about killing me?”

He shook his head. “No. I’m not on the fence about that. I can’t kill an innocent. It’s just the way I’m made.”

I blinked and narrowed my gaze at him as the litany of visions played back in my mind. “Yet you killed your best friend.”

“I did.” He nodded, not trying to sugarcoat his actions. “But Damian was far from innocent. He was the one who originally stole your father’s grace. He was a former vampire who had been born centuries before Christ.”

Wait. Vampires exist?

Tom continued as if he hadn’t heard my thought. “Damian was my bargaining chip to get my daughter back.”

A chill skittered down my spine. He had been so ready to trade his friend’s life for his daughter, but something deep inside him couldn’t go through with it. He had killed his friend, but instead of giving Damian’s heart to Lucifer, he had eaten it himself, absorbing Lucifer’s grace.

My brain turned that scene over in my head. Disgust clenched my stomach, creating a dark spot in my soul. I shook the cold out of my head, focusing on the heat tingling my fingertips. Danger pulsed in every nerve, and I shifted in the car seat.

“Does Bridget know?”

“Know what?” he asked, as if he wasn’t privy to my thoughts.

“That your intent was to kill me?”

“She would have never let me.” He took a right turn.

It wasn’t an actual answer, and from the set of his jaw, I guessed pushing him for more information would just aggravate him further. When we pulled up to a gate, the house beyond captured all my attention. I thought Tom’s house was big, but CJ Ryan’s home was stately. It was what I would imagine lined the Hollywood hills.

Tom snorted as he punched the code into the gate. “This isn’t a mansion. There are far bigger, more elaborate houses over on the lighthouse bluff.”

Before we were parked, the front door opened. CJ’s glare landed squarely on his brother.

Tom got out and crossed his arms, staring his brother down.

“You haven’t done it yet?” CJ said as I climbed out of the car.

Fear ballooned in my throat as I returned to the conversation a few minutes ago. My gaze darted to the gate for an escape, but the gate had already closed. My backpack dropped to the ground, and I struggled with my gloves, Hell-bent on protecting myself.

Tom turned towards me. “Calm your ass down. This isn’t about me killing you,” he snapped.

I paused and glanced at him over the roof of the car. My gaze moved to CJ’s, and his brow creased. When he glanced at me, his eyes widened and then went back to his brother. CJ stomped down the steps.

“Fate told you to give her his grace,” CJ said, approaching his brother.

My stomach clenched, and I backed away from the car, putting my hands out in front of me. There was no way I would even consider eating a human heart.

CJ’s gaze jumped to mine. “That’s not the only way to transfer grace.” He turned hard eyes at Tom. “I can’t believe you shared all that with her. Way to make her feel a part of the family, bro.”

The contempt in his voice almost made me smile. But my mind was too preoccupied with the ability to transfer grace. My head spun, and the scene before me altered.
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CJ AND TOM STOOD on the front lawn. Tom had his hand clamped on the back of CJ’s neck, and his other hand was centered over his own heart. Light ballooned around and through his fingers, coming from his chest in pulses that matched a heartbeat. When the last of the light exited his chest, Tom turned his hand and slammed the glowing ball into CJ’s chest.

The result was epic.

It was as if Heaven’s gates had opened and shined their light on the man. Golden wings fluttered inside the majestic radiance.
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I GASPED, BLINKED, AND the scene disappeared. CJ and Tom just stared at me with their jaws hanging open.

I shouldered my backpack, unnerved by the weird vision and more so by the open-mouthed stares. I just wanted my diploma and to get on with my life. I rounded the front of the car and headed towards the open door.

I turned my gaze from the two men by the car to the front door, and my feet faltered. At the front door, a younger, more handsome version of CJ Ryan stood with the same open-mouthed awe. When his gaze moved from the yard to me, my heart clanged in my chest, and the rest of the world disappeared.

Heat filled me, and it wasn’t the same as my scorching fire. This was at the cellular level, drawing me closer, yet I remained in place, afraid to move. Afraid this wasn’t real.

He took a tentative step toward me, his gaze locked with mine.

The world around us darkened until we both stood a few feet apart, just staring at one another while surrounded by a black void.

I peeled my glove off and stepped closer. He raised his hand. I mirrored his move, pressing my palm to his. Wind whipped my damp hair around. It was as if the two of us stood in the center of a tornado.

His gaze widened. His fingers curled around my hand, clutching it tight. I mimicked him.

Everything about the moment felt right. It felt like I had found the piece of my soul that had been missing since the day I was born.

My body jerked away from him. I blinked and then stared up at an angry tiger. My brain couldn’t reconcile the peaceful feeling that had overtaken me and this sudden rush of fear. My skin prickled, and I went to raise my hand intending to burn the snarling animal.

An invisible force held my hand on the ground at the same moment as someone body slammed the tiger and rolled away with the cat in his clutches. I had a second where our eyes met, and it wasn’t the boy that spoke to my soul. This one was different. Older. More rugged. Still handsome, but not in the captivating way that CJ’s spitting image was.

“Cut the shit, Grace,” the man snarled in the tiger’s ear while he stared at me.

CJ dropped the enchanted glove onto my stomach, and the hold on my hand released. He brushed his fingers through his hair and surveyed the pandemonium. Even he looked perplexed as to what had just happened.

“Alex, go inside,” CJ said to his look-a-like.

Alex met my gaze for a second before he glanced at the hissing tiger and then turned and retreated into the house.

My hand still tingled where Alex had touched it. I slid the glove on and climbed to my feet slowly, still trying to make heads or tails of what was happening.

“That... that thing shouldn’t be here,” a female voice spat.

I turned toward the voice, and the handsome man who had hurled himself at the tiger stood next to a dark-haired woman who pointed at me with an equal amount of venom as the tiger had tackled me with.

Tom stepped in front of me, blocking my view. “She isn’t what you think.”

The girl huffed and glared at him. “You are defending her? You?”

Tom’s hands dropped to his sides, and he glanced at the ground. After a few beats of my heart, he nodded. “Yes. I’m defending her.”

She launched at him. Mid-air, she transformed into the beast that had attacked me.

My heart lurched in my chest. I blinked incessantly, but each pass of my lashes confirmed what I was seeing.

The tiger crashed into an invisible barrier separating her from Tom. It slid down almost like the coyote in those cartoons my mother let me watch.

“Please go home.” CJ’s command broke the tension.

The tiger transformed back to the wildly angry woman. She let out a scream of frustration and marched away, leaving me with Tom, CJ, and the one who had tackled her.

“Thanks, Gabe,” Tom said.

Gabe nodded, and his gaze met mine. There was no trace of warmth in his piercing stare, but there also wasn’t the malice present in the woman’s. “Grace just went ballistic.” He wiped his face and then crossed to where I stood. His sharp glare landed on me. “The second you stepped out of the car, she went crazy.” His voice carried accusation as if I had any control over how that woman acted. “My sister can be... volatile, but it is usually with good reason.” He glanced at Tom and CJ. “And Lucifer’s daughter is enough of a reason for us all to be a little on edge.”

I blinked and crossed my arms. Anger burned below the surface. When his gaze came back to me, I did my best not to fidget. As much as being Lucifer’s daughter unnerved me, this stranger had no right to throw accusations. He didn’t know me. He didn’t know how I was raised, and he certainly didn’t have the right to sneer at me the way he was.

The more his judgmental stare lingered, the more my skin burned. I kept eye contact and my mouth closed. I inhaled, quenching the beast roaring inside me.

“Nice to meet you, too,” I finally said when I was sure my voice would be steady.

He blinked, nodded, and turned on his heel, marching across the lawn in the same direction the woman had gone.

Relief made my muscles rubbery. I turned to Tom. “Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For standing up for me. I know how hard that must have been.”

His cheeks turned pink, and he traded a glance with CJ. “CJ, meet Faith Kennedy. Faith, my brother CJ.” He waved his hand between us.

His formal introduction was as awkward as everything else that had happened this morning, and I couldn’t help but wonder what else lay in wait to pounce on me today.
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CJ LED ME IN through the kitchen to the family room. “Have a seat. I need to have a word with my brother before he leaves.” He waved towards the soft couches.

I could hear their harsh whispers from the other room, and I wished Alex was with me to calm the brewing storm building inside. He seemed to make me forget about all my ailments. When we’d gripped hands, it was as if everything that had come before didn’t matter. Only the connection between us mattered.

I glanced out the back door and jumped to my feet. The glass I had been holding fell and shattered on the table. The scene outside rattled me more than anything that had happened recently.

I bolted to the slider and laid my splayed hands on the glass. Darkness painted the landscape, which was a far cry from the bright sunny morning out front moments before.

Each pant of my breath fogged the glass, but it didn’t mar my view of the apocalyptic scene.
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TOM AND HIS DOG stood at the far end of the backyard. Tom’s eyes were wide, and his hands slowly curled into tight fists. Fear and anger radiated from him. His entire form shook, even from this distance, and I had a pretty accurate guess at what could make Tom react that way.

What waltzed into view stalled my mind. A mirror image of Tom, but something was off with his gait. The man’s stride was predatory, and his mannerisms sent a tingle of recognition through me. This was my father playing some sick game.

A wave of creatures followed, flowing into the backyard from both directions. Hulking red-eyed men with dagger-like nails poured in, along with sleek hounds the size of Great Danes. Their eyes were as red as the demons’, and their teeth reminded me of razors. Long canine razors.

CJ and another man stepped onto the battlegrounds. Their gazes jumped from Tom at the back of the yard to his doppelgänger on the left.

“Tom is back there!” I cried and pointed to his image at the far side of the yard, but no one heard me.

My heart leaped into my throat as the demons attacked. 

They didn’t flow towards Tom’s doppelgänger. Instead, they separated and attacked CJ and Tom. The man next to CJ went after Tom’s mirror image.

Blood splattered against the glass separating me from the battle. Arrows and gunshots pierced the air. One knocked CJ off the bluff, leaving Tom to fend for himself against the band of demons.

Each punch pulled a flinch from me, and I could almost feel the pain where the demons’ fists hit Tom’s flesh. My breathing came in fast pants as I watched the massacre.

I turned away because I couldn’t watch Tom get pummeled.

My gaze landed on his doppelgänger, and for a moment I glimpsed underneath the façade he wore. I saw Lucifer in all his beautiful glory. My heart stopped in my chest and I gasped. Understanding of why my mother could ever entertain having a relationship with the devil wove into my psyche. He was too breathtaking to look away from, never mind deny. She couldn’t have said no to his shining, angelic beauty.

The moment passed when he ripped the man’s head off and tossed it toward Tom.

Despair wrenched my gut, and I nearly doubled over from it. How could a mere mortal stand up to that sort of power?

“Your turn,” Lucifer growled, and he pointed at Tom.

Two demons grabbed Tom’s arms. Tom spun, wrenching his wrist away from one demon, and landed a throat punch to the other. He snapped the demon’s neck and dropped the limp body before two others stepped in. He parried and twirled out of the way of many of their attacks, but his luck ran out when he backed right into Lucifer’s reach.

My father punched Tom, lifting him right off the ground. Tom collapsed on his knees but rolled away before Lucifer could do the same thing he had done to the other man.

The two remaining demons circled him. Tom executed the type of spin kick I once saw in an old kung fu movie I had found on my computer. The demon’s head snapped with the force, but when Tom landed, he stumbled. The grimace on his face broadcasted the pain.

He shuffled a couple of steps to get his balance, but it wasn’t enough. A demon drove his boot into Tom’s supporting leg with such force, I actually heard the snap through the glass.

Tom fell, clutched his knee, and bellowed to the Heavens. The agony in his scream curdled the contents of my stomach. Before the demon could connect another kick, Tom swept the demon’s leg out from under him. Luck favored Tom this time because the demon hit his head on a rock post and didn’t move.

Somehow, Tom climbed to his feet. 

I was awed by his tenacity and will to survive. He stumbled toward the house with eyes that radiated fear.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Lucifer growled. He grabbed a fistful of Tom’s hair and yanked him backwards into his grasp. Lucifer’s hand wrapped around Tom’s throat.

All I could see was the despair in Tom’s eyes. It was enough to crush my heart. Tears blurred my vision, and I wiped at them.

“I promised you pain,” Lucifer hissed.

A steel blade reflected in the light, and I cried out a warning that wouldn’t breach the void.

Lucifer gutted Tom. Blood spilled out of Tom’s abdomen along with his entrails. He frantically tried to put himself back together while Lucifer smiled with satisfaction.

“This is only the beginning. I have a very special place for you in Hell, and my staff has instructions to make your suffering more horrific than anything ever seen before.” Lucifer’s hand formed a claw. “Now give me my fucking grace.”

Lucifer’s fingernails pierced Tom’s chest.

Tom’s cry of pain and fear weakened my knees. I slowly slid to the floor. In that moment, hatred bloomed in the center of my soul. Hatred so pure I couldn’t run from it if I’d tried.

I hated my father.

I hated what he stood for.

And I hated what he did for his insane pursuit of power.

An arrow pierced Lucifer’s throat, making me jump. Hope flared inside me, and I climbed to my feet as Lucifer released Tom.

Lucifer turned towards the door where I stood, and his gaze met mine. It wasn’t an illusion. It wasn’t a manifestation of whatever was happening to me. Lucifer was actually looking at me as if I had been there in the flesh. His eyes widened with recognition, and his mouth popped open.

A second arrow pierced his chest, breaking whatever had been taking place between us. I dropped to the ground, gasping for breath.

He waved his hand, and a breeze brushed my cheek. His face formed a hateful glare as he yanked the arrows from both his neck and chest like they were annoying gnats instead of deadly projectiles.

He stepped toward Tom, but the appearance of CJ from the right side of the yard pulled both Lucifer’s attention and mine. CJ had the same stunning golden wings that I had seen in the front yard. White light radiated from him as if Heaven had opened up and supplied him with God’s wrath.

Righteous fury pulsed over the clearing, and CJ moved like he was made of heavenly intent. When he decapitated Lucifer with his own hands, flames of pure white rolled over the entire yard, licking as high as the doorframe.

I shivered on the floor, staring out at the carnage. The rise and fall of Tom’s chest slowed. I bit my lower lip, and hot tears rolled down my cheeks.
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A HAND LANDED ON my shoulder, and the darkness surrounding me faded with a blink. I glanced out the window, expecting to see blood and gore still painting the yard, but only green grass and a clean rock wall met my gaze.

I turned toward the owner of the hand, and Alex’s concerned eyes stared at me. His lips tilted in an awkward smile.

“Thank you,” I whispered and covered his hand with mine.

He squeezed, and I wondered if I would have gotten stuck in that horrifying scene if he hadn’t pulled me back.

Angels, demons, vampires, soul eaters, shape shifters, psychics. Outside of what was written in the bible, I had not been taught about these things. Not in the practical sense. Nothing my mother had taught me had been grounded in this type of reality. I shivered again, and this time my whole body trembled.

Alex helped me to my feet, keeping his arm around my waist to steady my sway. My breath shook, and I glanced across the room to where CJ and Tom stood staring at me with the same wide-eyed expression that I imagined still graced my face.

“You shouldn’t have survived,” I whispered, staring at Tom. I forced myself into control despite the tingling across my skin. Shock kept my heart galloping. “What is happening to me?”

“I have no idea.” Tom glanced out the door. Apprehension settled into his features. “It’s almost as if you are creating echoes of my past.” His haunted gaze found mine.

“You saw it, too?”

All three of them nodded. I gulped down the fear now threatening to burst from my fingertips despite the gloves. If it had just been me, I could chalk it up to the stress of losing my mother, but since I’d pulled them into whatever that was, it scared the daylights out of me.

And what scared me the most popped out of my mouth.

“Lucifer saw me,” I said. “He looked right at me.” I pressed my lips together.

“You were standing where Bridget had been standing when she shot him with the arrow,” Tom said. “He wasn’t looking at you. He was looking at Bridget.”

“If he was looking at Bridget, she never would have gotten that second shot off that hit his chest,” I said. I was as certain as I was of Alex’s arm supporting me at this very moment. There was no arguing my point. Not with how fast he’d swatted her away once he reclaimed himself from my vision.

Tom and CJ’s heads tilted like puppies who were trying to figure out a foreign word. Tom’s gaze narrowed as he looked at the door. A crease appeared between his eyes, and he blinked rapidly. Then all the lines in his face smoothed. His gaze returned to mine, and it filled with wonder.

“Faith, you have an entirely different kind of astral projection than we do.”

CJ’s head snapped in Tom’s direction, and he gasped. “Time travel?”

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Fire Cursed Chapter 5

[image: image]


[image: A heart with wings and ribbon

Description automatically generated]

“WHAT TRIGGERS IT?” CJ asked.

I shrugged. We had been sitting at the kitchen table for at least an hour trying to figure out my newest manifestation.

“If I actually time traveled, wouldn’t you have been able to hear my warnings?” I asked. While I was certain my father had seen me that night, I was not certain of anything else.

Tom leaned back in the chair and ran his hands through his hair. It seemed to be his go-to move whenever he was exasperated, and he had done it enough times so his hair wasn’t neat any longer.

“Maybe it’s more of an echo, like Tom alluded to, but I don’t understand how just an echo of the past could allow Lucifer to see you,” CJ said. He chewed on his bottom lip and stared out the kitchen window as if the bright sunny sky had the answer.

“Have you ever done anything like that before?” Tom asked.

I shook my head. “Out on the front lawn was the first time anything like this has ever happened, and CJ triggered that one when he said there was another way to transfer grace.”

“That was wild,” Alex said, pulling my attention to the basement door. “I hadn't seen it when Uncle Tom gave my dad Michael's grace, so it was truly awesome to get a glimpse.” He gave me the kind of smile that made my heart flutter and my stomach flip. “Are we going to
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