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DEDICATION

 


To the wild souls who dare to love in the
shadows,

who crave the thrill of danger and passion,

and who find solace in the arms of the unearthly.

May you always find strength in the darkness

and love in places you least expect.

For those who believe in the impossible,

this story is for you.
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Author’s
Note

 


Sinner’s
End may contain triggers for some and includes dark themes. As
readers, we find trigger warnings to be spoilers, but as authors,
we understand that they are sometimes necessary. Although we are
not going to list each one, there are many, please feel free to
check either of our websites for your specific trigger(s). There is
significant sword crossing within the male members of the harem. If
this is not your party, you are forewarned. Please do read the list
for your safety.

Jade Marshall:
www.jademarshallauthor.com

Raven Hush:
www.sofiaaves.com/raven-hush-paranormal-romance

For those of
you who wish to go in blind, please remember that this is a work of
fiction, and we DO NOT condone or wish to romanticize any of the
situations or actions of the characters. Please read safely.

 


Happy
nightmares.

Jade &
Raven
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Prologue

 


Ever wonder
what it would be like to wake up with no memory of who you are, or
what you did the day before? To forget everything and start with a
clean slate. No past crimes, no embarrassing moments, or memories
of broken hearts. Ruined friendships, family. No … nothing. A blank
page waiting to be written.

Only, how do
you start a story when there’s no baseline? What are the benchmarks
you set yourself against, if you can’t remember your last failures,
or how far you fell? If it hurt when you landed. What makes you
fear rejection, or how to succeed in business, in
relationships?

All the
questions that come from one simple line. A wish unthought out for
its basic complexity.

To be
reborn.

Alone.

Why would a
person—any person—want that? What did they do that was so horrific
they desired most of all to forget everything they’d ever done?


Everyone.

Maybe I wished
that once, and wondered what it would be like. But I guess I’ll
never know.

Or maybe I
do.


Chapter
One

 


A Change is
Coming

 


Adreana

 


Have you ever
had the feeling of being alone even when you’re surrounded by
people? Being utterly and completely alone even when you’re among
your closest family and friends? For years I felt that way even
when I was in a crowd. But the last year has been different. I
haven’t had a moment where I felt alone once.

Because of my
watcher.

“Did you hear
a word I just said?” Emma, my twin sister, asks, shoving at my
shoulder.

“No,” I reply,
continuing to scan the park we are walking through.

My American
pit bull terrier, Daisy, comes speeding my way with a ridiculous
smile plastered across her face. The steel-blue monster tackles me
to the ground, slathering me with kisses until I struggle to
breathe before she speeds off again.

She loves
coming to the park as much as I do. I rescued her from the pound
the moment I stepped out of high school and we haven’t been apart
since. She is the only thing I love unquestioningly and without
forethought. For three years, Daisy has been my only companion, the
reason I still have a remaining sliver of sanity. She helped me to
not feel so alone in a world full of people.

Daisy and my
watcher.

I feel watched
and followed every minute of every day. I can’t explain where this
feeling is coming from but I know I should have a different
reaction to the situation. I shouldn’t feel safe or cherished. What
I should be feeling is fear. I know that, but it doesn’t
change a damn thing.

“I want you to
come with me to the Halloween party at Harken tonight,” my sister
says again, finally drawing my attention.

“Are you nuts?
I hate that place,” I reply with a frown. “Everyone is on
something, and that fucking man is always lurking.”

I can’t
fucking stand Mana. The man is too attractive for his own damn good
and he knows it. I’ve only been there a handful of times, but I
always manage to run into him. Most of those times are because of
something my stupid sister did.

“Please. You
can’t let me go alone,” Emma says softly, casting her eyes toward
the grass beneath our feet.

I inhale
deeply through my nose before exhaling. I know this ploy. She is
trying to manipulate me but that doesn’t work anymore. It’s another
thing that has changed since I started to be watched. I went from a
wallflower, terrified of my own shadow, to someone who has a
backbone and speaks her mind.

“Don’t do
that.” I nod as I scan the area for Daisy. “Your crocodile tears
and fake sadness don’t work on me anymore, Em.”

“What happened
to you?” she sneers, clearly irritated, her false tears forgotten.
The difference between her actual personality and the fake one she
uses is as stark as night and day. “What happened to my
sister?”

“You mean,
when did I stop following you around like a lost puppy? When did I
remember I had a mind of my own?”

“You know that
isn’t what I meant.” Emma faces me with a frown, her hands firmly
planted on her hips.

“You may not
have said it but it doesn’t make it any less true. Our entire
lives, you led and I followed. You spoke and I agreed, even when I
was sure you were wrong. That’s what really bothers you.”

“What the
hell, Addi?” she gasps her shock. “You’ve never talked this way
before.”

“I didn’t, but
these have always been my thoughts and feelings. And now it’s time
for things to change,” I say, clipping Daisy’s leash in place
before walking away. “I’m not just going to blindly follow you
anymore, Emma.”

“Where are you
going?” she yells behind me.

“Away!”

I hear her
continue to talk but I steadfastly ignore her. For as long as I can
remember, I have always danced to her tune, done whatever she
wanted. She has always been the more outspoken, free-spirited twin,
but now it’s time for me to start living my own life.

Don’t get me
wrong, I love my sister with my whole heart. She is the only family
I have left but I can’t stand her. I never could. But then, you
don’t have to like someone to love them.

Yes, I am
fully aware that I won’t allow my only living family member to walk
into the damn den of iniquity by herself. Yes, I will end up
joining her at Harken tonight. But you can be damn sure I will make
my displeasure known every step of the way.

A tingle
spreads down my spine, and awareness flows through my veins. My
watcher is back. Breathing deeply, I try to remain calm even with
the adrenaline spike coursing through my veins. I want to stop and
seek my watcher out, but I don’t. I never do.

The fear of
them leaving holds me back. Do they know I am aware? Or will that
scare them off? I don’t want to lose this feeling. Also, I am
terrified of ending the mystique that surrounds my watcher. I
honestly don’t know if I want to find out, even if the curiosity is
killing me.

I can’t
explain the way I feel which is why I haven’t said a word about it
to anyone. Being watched like this isn’t something creepy or scary.
No, it feels like I am being protected, even though I don’t have an
idea why I would need that sort of attention. Or deserve it.

So instead of
doing anything, I continue as if nothing is out of place.

“How do you
feel about some ice cream, girl?”

Daisy gives me
a lopsided smile and a little yelp. She starts walking faster,
pulling me along, and I laugh at her enthusiasm. People may say
animals don’t know what we’re talking about but as my beautiful
rescue leads me toward the ice cream parlor, I know they are full of shit.

“Hello,
Adreana!” Mr West smiles brightly as the bell above the door rings.
“And the beautiful Miss Daisy.” He reaches down and scratches my
pup affectionately behind her ear.

“Hey, Mr West.
How are you feeling today?”

“You know,
same old, same old.” He chuckles as he scoops out some of the
sugar-free peanut butter and banana ice cream he makes special for
all the dogs in the area.

Growing up
just outside of Portland, Oregon, you would think I was just one of
many faces. But the community is very close-knit in the suburb we
grew up. You know the kind of community you see on TV and think
could never be real. That’s where I grew up. Everyone knows each
other and is always in each other’s business. Even with the city
just being out of reach, we almost have a small-town feel.

It’s
irritating in a way I can’t explain, but also beautiful. When my
parents died in our last year of high school, the entire community
banded around us, watched over us, and helped us. I will never be
able to repay what this community, this town did for me. And I
would never be able to put into words just how grateful I am.

I stay here
for that reason. Hoping one day I will be able to pay forward the
kindness that was shown to me and my sister.

The other side
of the small-town feel is always having people in my business. I
couldn’t fart without the whole town knowing and having an opinion
about it. But I have learned to take the good with the bad.

“Are you
headed home?” Mr. West asks as he hands over the ice cream,
glancing out the window. “It looks like a storm might be rolling
in.”

“Yeah, just
stopped for a treat.” I smile and hand over some cash.

With a wave, I
walk out of the parlor and head to the house I have lived in my
entire life, and now share with my sister. It’s nothing special,
hell, it’s not even a pretty house, but it’s ours.

All the way
home, the feeling of being watched and protected never leaves
me.

I wouldn’t
have it any other way.

 


****

 


My dreams are
vivid. Hands, lips, and skin. Dark hair, light hair, tattoos,
bulging muscles… I’m not sure when they started, but I know I have
them every night now. Scratch that, every time I sleep. Even if
it’s only an afternoon nap. I always wake up hot and bothered, the
feel of several hands still burning on my skin.

Perhaps if I
had someone in my life, someone to slake my lust and take care of
my needs, it wouldn’t be so bad. But I’m alone, and I’ve only had
mediocre sex a handful of times with the same guy. I don’t even see
any prospects on the horizon.

I don’t have
any interest in any of the men in town, and I certainly don’t see
myself with any of my sisters’ friends or one of the drug-addled
idiots that frequent Harken.

So, I did the
next best thing a girl can do and ordered myself a battery-operated
boyfriend online. The sleek black box arrived yesterday. After
waking from my afternoon nap and a dream that has me begging to be
fucked, I seek out my new purchase. Opening it up I stare at the
intimidating silver phallic form nestled in its bed of purple
velvet.

Desperate
times call for desperate measures.

Slipping fresh
batteries inside, I lie back down on my bed and fiddle with the
speed and intensity settings before pressing it against my sex
through my panties. Holy shit. The vibrations roll through
my already sensitized body. Outside, thunder rolls through the
clouds as heavy rain pelts against my bedroom window. I never close
the drapes anymore, hoping to give my watcher an unobstructed
view.

Awareness
rocks me, and the feeling of being watched is more intense than
ever before. The gaze caressing my heated skin from a distance
serves to make this experience more erotic and even a little taboo.
I mean, who the fuck masturbates for their stalker’s viewing
pleasure?

Pulling my
panties aside, I allow the object in my hand to slip through my
folds and nudge at my entrance. My orgasm is already cresting, the
dream I woke from earlier still riding me as I twist the dial to
the highest intensity.

A scream rips
from my throat as my orgasm washes over me. I hope my watcher sees
everything. I want to entice them to approach me. I need to know if
my watcher and one of the strangers in my dreams are the same
person.

I want…


Chapter
Two

 


Welcome to
Hell on Earth

 


Mana

 


Blood tinged
with a hint of sin drips from the end of the needle jammed into my
skin. Even with tape wrapped around the puncture mark, my darkness
ekes out, staining my flesh with the taint of my kind. Demon kind,
waltzing amongst humans like I’m the same and expect them not to
notice the increasing differences between us.

“One of
these things is not like the other things.” I hum the little
ditty in my twisted way, watching my man potter about at my side in
the unused asylum’s frigid, underground room. The perfect place to
create a drug the previous inhabitants would have given a fragment
of their souls to possess.

Alonzo sees
the change in my demeanor as he drains me, I’m certain of it. But I
pay him well enough, and that’s what keeps him in line. His loyalty
remains with the highest bidder, and none other. No one else can
give the twisted Chemist what I do.

A good thing
my father allows me unlimited power over some aspects of my life.
That boon creates a comfortable hiatus for my study of the
overworld to better understand how to endlessly torment and torture
their kind.

At least,
that’s how I pitched my little holiday venture.

I’m so full of
shit.

An hour in
sunlight is worth an eternity in any dark realm, and I’ve bartered
myself a full mortal life of the stuff. Shit, I nearly giggled
hysterically as I backed away from his throne built of ash
and souls.

For the next
sixty or so years I’ll exist in a reduced, aging body until my
bargain expires. I fully intend to enjoy every second of my rule
over men before I return to my place at the hellkeeper’s side.
Sunshine, hot pussy that’s not actually burning from the inside out
when I pierce their flesh, and lollipops.

That last part
might have been misconstrued. The gift I was given turned out to be
a mortal curse that has left me, at the human age of thirty, a
pincushion prisoner for a drug of my own making in an underground
criminal empire on which I maintain a tenuous grip.

Sometimes, I
wonder why I left hell at all.

“Another
gallon to go, my lord.” Alonzo smirks, flicking the needle
with a dirt-encrusted, ragged nail rather than the vein.

Pain ricochets
along my arm, and I discover extra nerve endings I forgot I
possessed in this form.

“I appreciate
your candor.” I grit my teeth, watching the man’s scarred, pale
fingers worm their way along my flesh. “One day, I’ll repay you in
kind.”

And sear the
flesh from your brittle bones, one layer at a time.

I believe
humans have seven layers of skin. I’ll enjoy exposing every single
nerve ending of his to my blackened flame while I fuck his ass with
a cock that spews acid the color of my blood. A gift I could
request and know the promise will be held for a not-too-soon future
for both of us.

Cooking
sinners from the inside out is fun. I get to experience all their
suffering that way. Here, I am a lot more harmless. No acid in my
veins, though my taint remains. Same for my cock. I haven’t cooked
anyone for thirty years and … it’s nice. Relatively speaking.

Alonzo fusses
with his vials, swirling their contents and studying the color. He
checks a cheery little timer on the scarred wooden table at my side
while he sucks on his teeth. A disgusting habit. I’ll enjoy
removing his gums sometime.

“It’s paler
today.”

I blink at
him. “I beg your pardon?”

“The stain
that ForgetMeKnot flourishes on. It’s … fading. Like you’re
becoming more like the rest of us.” He speaks baldly in an honest
exchange of information as we’ve always done, though omissions are
permitted.

Human.
Mortal.

I never said
anything, and he hasn’t asked. But it’s hard to hide that my blood
isn’t the claret hue of the rest of his race. Not that he’ll oust
me. There’s no reason for him to screw his cash cow into the ground
before I’ve run my course in benefiting him.

Plus, he won’t
find a payday greater than my drug.

I sigh. “You
want to test it again, don’t you?”

“I won’t fuck
with our distribution.” He shrugs, rolling heavyset shoulders and
cracks his neck. “Or I can take double.” Alonzo taps the little
timer and twists the dial.

A groan rips
from my throat and I manage to conceal the wince that follows. Fuck
me, being human is more of a pain in the ass than advertised. Maybe
sunlight isn’t worth it after all.

But it
is.

I nod slowly,
collecting my thoughts as my mortality drains from my veins. I’ve
never stopped to see how much it takes for this body to bleed out,
but I can’t die. I was aware enough to add that clause into my
bargain. I might be a flaccid meat bag for a short period, but I
can’t cross over until my penance is due. Which means that no
matter what happens to me, I am stuck living in this realm for the
next sixty years.

It seemed so
simple a deal but the look in his eyes told me I should have
been more cautious of signing away the only real life I would ever
be likely to claim before I returned to my eternity of servitude.
Freedom wasn’t real. Everything was a facade. Fake, fake,
motherfucking fake.

“Fine. I
suppose you have a subject in mind?”

Alonzo’s thin
mouth covered in sparse, unmanicured hairs splits in a truly
horrific grin, and that’s before he breathes. “I’ve got just the
man. Actually, he reminds me of you.”

“There’s no
one like me.” I inhale carefully as he backs up, fixing me with an
unsettling stare.

“Well, not
quite like you. More like what you’re not.” He laughs, the
high-pitched sound unbecoming his endless girth in a duplicitous,
psychotic sound that echoes around the cavernous room.

“I see.” I
relax, but my heart, that traitorous organ I cannot control,
thrashes wildly in my chest. Sweat gathers beneath my hairline and
trickles along my spine in an itchy, unreachable path.

Who said being
human was a joy? Lying fuckers.

Alonzo has
guessed at more than I expected. I will have to be more careful. If
he realizes he can overpower me, turn me into a pump for the
forgetfulness drug, I’ll be more of a prisoner than I already am.
That deal really sucks from this point of view. Then his words
register.

“What do you
mean, like me?”

Alonzo backs
off, slipping a dirty knife from his belt and trailing it along the
stone walls that remind me forcibly of home. “He’s like you, just …
bats for the other team.”

The door to
the old asylum’s shock room closes with me its only inhabitant,
locked to a chair the twisted mind of a human designed for the
devious pleasure of watching others suffer.

Beside me the
little timer ticks the seconds of my mortality away and I count the
pints of my sins collected in tiny vials.

 


****

 


My arm throbs
beneath the little plaster decorated with tiny pink daisies. Alonzo
swears it’s the only box he could find, and I plan some extra
playtime for him in the afterlife. Not that he gives a shit, the
man can’t think further than his next payday, and his expenses eat
through his stipend well before the next rolls around.

I stride
through the double doors toward my office, the only plushly
appointed room in this godforsaken place where the sun rarely
shines.

That’s the
other part of my bargain. To live in a place not of my choosing.
While I imagined a sandy paradise for my travels, what I earned
myself was nine decades in a mostly sunless city. Portland, Oregon,
was where I landed. It looked all right, hell, I can even see the
water from the top of the abandoned building beneath the almost
constant cloud cover.

I just can’t
get to it.

My limits end
at the edge of the asylum’s grounds and spread as far as that cloud
cover allows on the other side of the city, terminating at a house
that borders an old graveyard, its turrets overlooking the hallowed
ground.

Sinner’s
End.

It’s not even
abandoned. A pair of not-so-innocent sisters lives there, and my
drug has started to worm its way into their social lives. Ekeing
away at their fears and replacing their petty concerns of social
canceling into a recklessness that drives them directly into my
path. One girl is just like the rest of her tribe—vapid,
thoughtless, concerned only with herself. The other is … different.
Not that I care for a child barely out of her swaddling rags, even
when her moans roll through the quiet grounds while her dead rest
in their earthen graves.

My father’s
sense of humor carries into the overworld, and I don’t care for it
a fucking inch.

And so, I turn
my attention to the parts of my life I can control. I’m becoming
more like them every day. Too damn much. Soon I’ll be chasing
skirt and breeding a blonde human woman, for fuck’s sake.

“Who is our
hamster today?” I flick the handles on the panneled, polished
doors, soaking in the cold air let into the space by the open
windows opposite my hardwood desk.

If I can’t
have a sunny beach and fake tits in my face, I’ll damn well
experience a cold, fresh breeze sharp enough to freeze the clit off
a sorority slut. My brand of torture differs from my kind, as does
my peculiar humor, or so I’ve been told.

“Reporting for
hamster duty, sir.” A tall Arayan looking man towers over me.
Crystal pale eyes the color of pristine snow stare at me from
within a chiseled, tanned face. This asshole clearly gets plenty of
sunlight, and I instantly hate the fucker.

“Jesus
Christ.” I look up at him, unused to feeling short on this plane.
At over six feet tall—not under—that doesn’t happen very often. “I
thought hamsters were tiny.”

“Maybe you can
dissect me for the purpose,” he suggests softly without a single
frisson of fear.

I watch him
with the sort of care one eyes prey they aren’t sure won’t turn
about and latch onto them with rabies-infected fangs. “Perhaps we
can. Seat.”

“I thought it
was sit.” He arranges himself in a perfectly still “L” shape
on the hard wooden chair designed to make the average person
uncomfortable. He looks right at home.

“So they do.”
I wait, expecting him to try to fill the silence, but he stays as
still as before. It’s fucking unnerving, and I suspect the tanned
asshole isn’t even trying. I sit opposite him in a leather gamer
chair that fits my ass to perfection. “Do you have a name?”

He mumbles
something under his breath, but before I can call him out on the
shitty habit, he fixes his gaze over my shoulder. “Lethe.”

“Lethe.” I
turn the name over in my head. “Got a first name, Mister
Lethe?”

“No.”

“Last name?” I
raise my eyebrows, my patience redlining.

“Just Lethe.”
His gaze never wavers, and he never looks directly at me.

If this isn’t
the strangest conversation I’ve had in this place, then I don’t
know what is.

“All right,
Just Lethe. Why do you want to try my drug? It’s powerful, and you
won’t remember anything afterward. What is it you’re trying to
forget?” I watch his eyes as they oh-so-fucking slowly slide to
meet mine.

“I’ve already
forgotten,” he says simply.

Pain is etched
behind those crystaline, inhuman eyes that sees everything, a curse
in itself, but he doesn’t know why.

I do, and
Alonzo was right. Lethe is like me, and he does indeed bat for the
other team. Well, he did.

Because fuck
my life if I haven’t found myself a fallen angel who doesn’t even
know he is one.


Chapter
Three

 


Fuck My
Life

 


Adreana

 


Don’t you dare
fucking judge me!

Yes, I am
outside Harken, dressed more like my sister than myself. Even
though I want to protest and lie, saying I don’t know how I ended
up here, I can’t. As per her usual methods, my sister has
manipulated me into doing something and being somewhere I never
would have chosen on my own.

I can honestly
say this is the last straw. She has dragged me from my home out to
an abandoned asylum on the wrong side of the tracks, literally.

Standing
outside the imposing building, I stare up at the disheveled red
brick facade.

Harken.

To Listen.

What kind of
name is that? Why the hell would I want to go inside? The Gothic
building looks like it may crumble at the slightest gust of wind. I
can’t think that I want to hear anything a single soul there has to
say.

Emma grabs my
hand and tugs me past the ridiculously long line of people waiting
to gain entrance. “We don’t wait in line!”

She is giddy
at the idea of getting in before everyone else with her A-list
card. It makes her feel special, the preferential treatment. I
would rather wait outside in the cold night air freezing my
underdressed ass off, hoping to never gain entrance.

“Emma,” the
burly bouncer greets with a toothy smile. “Who’s your little
friend?”

I have never
seen the same staff twice. They could be rotating their places and
I just miss it every time but my guess would be that the staff
turnover here is high. I know I wouldn’t be able to work here for
any extended amount of time.

My sister
giggles in a pitch so high it makes me want to rip my ears from my
head. When did she become this irritating creature beside me? When
did I start to dislike her this much? I miss the days when we were
joined at the hip, doing everything together and sharing all our
secrets. Now, I spend as little time with her as possible.

“She’s my
sister.” Her eyelashes flutter as she gazes up at the bouncer. “How
does it look inside?”

“Same old,
same old,” he says and chuckles. “Dancing, drinking, all the fun
things we know we shouldn’t be doing but can’t live without.”

Emma bounces
up and down in her sparkly, powder pink minidress, her boobs nearly
popping out the top. The bouncer has his leery gaze glued to her
cleavage, and I want to gag.

“Why don’t you
ladies head inside?” he mumbles, pushing the door open. “Have
fun.”

The moment my
heels hit the tiles I know this is a bad idea. I swear the walls
whisper secrets at me. My skin is crawling at the thought of
staying here a moment longer. A deep base reverberates through me,
seducing me. There are people everywhere, bumping and grinding on
the dance floor beneath strobe lights. I watch as men and women
shimmy up against one another, hands touching, lips tasting. It’s
beautiful chaos.

Some are
dressed casually, while others are dressed for Halloween. Cats,
vampires, and what looks lie a mummy mingle with the other
patrons.

“What are you
staring at?” Emma shouts in my ear.

I shake my
head before focusing my attention back on her. “I need a
drink.”

“That bar,”
she yells with a broad smile, pointing in the direction she means
before stepping away from me.

“Emma,” I say
harshly, pulling her back by her wrist. “Don’t disappear on me
tonight.”

“Don’t be a
baby,” she jests and I want to slap some sense into her. “You’re a
big girl. Now, let’s party!”

With her hands
thrown above her head, I watch her shimmy between the writhing mass
of bodies on the dance floor as she makes her way to the bar.

Skirting
around the dancers, I make my way to one of the two bars situated
in each of the back corners of the room. It is a lot more opulent
inside and I keep finding new details to marvel at.

Mana keeps the
inside of the place immaculate, unlike the outside, and every time
I step foot in here it seems he has updated or changed something.
The bar itself is sturdy, made of dark cherry wood, and polished to
gleam and reflect the strobe lights. The barstools are covered in
black leather with high backs and I am more thankful than words can
express to find one available.

I rarely wear
heels or dresses, both of which my sister has coerced me into
tonight. She tried to get me into a canary yellow minidress but I
was able to work my way into something more my style. Black. I tug
the dress down my thighs as I take the last available seat and wait
to be served.

The man behind
the bar is tall and muscular, though not bulky, with wavy blonde
hair. Dressed in black pants with a deep purple button-up shirt and
black tie, he seems a little out of place. His sleeves are rolled
up to exposed muscular forearms covered in colorful ink.

I definitely
haven’t seen him before.

The man gives
me a sexy grin as he approaches and my heart does a little flip
before I realize Emma is right beside me. Of course he wasn’t
admiring me the way I was him. How stupid can I be? A man like that
is much better suited to someone like my sister. The pretty one.
The one all the men look at while they overlook me.

“Kaleb,” she
purrs seductively but he doesn’t even spare her a glance as he
stops in front of me.

“I haven’t
seen you here before.” His voice is deep and smooth. “What can I
get you to drink, gorgeous?”

“Just a beer.
In the bottle,” I say, shoving my shock aside.

He nods before
turning to my sister. “Your usual?”

She nods
before turning to glare at me as he moves away to get our order.
“What the hell, Addi? I’ve been trying to get into Kaleb’s pants
for months!”

I return her
glare as my beer is placed on the counter. I don’t respond to her
asinine accusations. It’s not like I was trying to get his
attention. Besides, he is a bartender. It’s his job to flirt.

A man whistles
from the other end of the bar and Kaleb waves him off as he leans
across the bar top, slate gray eyes focused fully on me.

“Tell me your
name.”

Emma huffs
loudly before grabbing her fruity blue-and-green cocktail and
leaving me alone at the bar. So much for spending time together.
The moment she didn’t get her way she deserted me. I knew she would
disappear on me. Same shit, different day.

“Addi,” I say,
not giving any forethought to telling this stranger anything about
myself.

Another
whistle sounds from down the bar and Kaleb glares in that
direction. I watch a man twice his size pale underneath his gaze
before holding his hands up. Interesting.

“You should
see to your customers.”

“I am seeing
to the most important one right now.” He winks. “The rest of these
chuckleheads can wait.” He smirks and I wonder if this line of
flirting gets him laid often.

“Won’t your
boss be mad?” I ask, sipping my beer from the bottle.

A thought
crosses my mind. What will it take to ruffle Mana’s perfect facade?
To make him crack and lose that perfect control he is so famous
for? Will his staff being less than considerate of all the patrons
be enough? Not that it matters.

“My boss is
very … open-minded.” He seems to be laughing at an inside joke.
“But enough talk about things that aren’t you. What brings you to
Harken tonight? I’ve never seen you here before.”

“How can you
be sure? There are probably thousands of people that make their way
here every week.”

“I can assure
you I would remember.”

He continues
to flirt. It’s a great feeling, to be desired. Occasionally his
gaze dips to my cleavage before returning to my face and I know
this is more than simple, friendly banter. He really is
interested.

“My sister has
a thing for you,” I mention with a smile. “So you can stop flirting
with me.”

“Sister?”

“Emma.”

Throwing his
head back he laughs freely. “Sorry to be the one to break the news
to you, but your sister has a reputation.” At my confused frown, he
continues. “She’s a slut. And I would rather chop my dick off than
stick it in what is probably the most worn-out pussy in
Oregon.”

Beer goes
flying from my lips, and uncontrollable laughter bursts from me. My
sister has always been promiscuous but I never expected to hear it
put that way.

“Sorry,” I
mumble, cleaning my chin with the napkin he offers me. “I’ve never
heard it stated quite like that. But I can assure you it isn’t
news.”

Looking up at
Kaleb, I find him staring at my tits before licking his lips. Beer
has dribbled down into the valley between my breasts, clearly
drawing his attention.

“I need to
clean up,” I say standing from my seat. “Which way is the
bathroom?”

“The red door
over there.” Kaleb points.

I glance in
that direction, two doors clear to see. Red and blue, side by side.
Making my way around the writhing mass of bodies on the dance floor
once more, the usual awareness works its way down my spine and I
know my watcher is near. Did he follow me? What does he think of
how I am dressed? Will he finally come to me tonight?

I quickly head
inside the bathroom, wanting to hurry. If I’m lucky, tonight could
be the night I finally come face to face with my watcher.
Protector? Excitement sweeps through me at the mere thought.
Grabbing a few sheets of tissue paper from the dispenser, I lower
the straps on my dress and start cleaning myself up.

“Such a pretty
little treat.” The words are breathed into my ear before I find
myself shoved against the wall, face-first.


Chapter
Four

 


For Her …
Anything

 


Lethe

 


I can feel the
desire rippling through the insurgent’s body a moment before I tear
him from hers, slamming the back of his head into the brickwork
behind me, and dropping his unmoving form to the floor. Is he dead?
I tip my head to one side. Do I care?

As I stare at
the stunning girl in the skintight black dress, I decide I don’t.
Mana won’t, either, from the way I watched him rip a man to pieces
with strength no human should possess.

I know my
talents are wrong, just as his are. Perhaps we’re alike, him and
me, and that’s why I am drawn to this place with its torture and
echoing screams I can still faintly hear when the music stops and
silence holds. The sounds are etched into the very stones of this
house of literal horrors. It’s obscene that underage teens and a
few legal and tempting pieces like the one before me party here. A
disgrace, really.

A single tear
trails her cheek, and my groin tightens in the black leather pants
Mana insisted I wear as part of my staff costume.

Not that I’ve
seen anyone else dressed like a fucking gimp. All that’s missing is
the helmet. My chest is encased in a tight leather vest with boning
that tightens around my waist, and there are cut out holes for my
nipples. Maybe I’m the disgrace, not her.

This should be
a place of reverence where the souls trapped in the thick walls and
the hard-packed dirt beneath our feet have a hope of freedom. We
should pray for their eternal existence before we become another of
their legion.

A whimper
escapes her throat, while mine dries. My first night on the fucking
job and here I am, lusting after a girl who must be at least half
this body’s age, ripping men off her. It won’t be the last, I am
certain of it. Not with the grateful way she watches me like I’m
some golden boy, some heroic savior.

Not like the
identical sister who trailed her fingers over my nipples on her way
to the bar earlier. The little slut stank of overuse. I half
expected her to drop to her knees in the middle of the dance
floor.

Moss green
eyes stare at me unwaveringly. Even though I just killed a man
before her—he’s not moving and darkness slinks from his body as if
trying to make its final escape—she isn’t running or screaming.

No, this girl
is different, and some innate part of me recognizes she’s mine to
protect. Not that I remember anything of my past life, so that last
could be utter bullshit. It probably is.

“I see you’ve
started the night well already.” Mana leans against the end of the
hallway, his bulk blocking out most of the light. His
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