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What if a demon started to have a conscience?




It has been over seventy years since Gwen deserted the Twelve Generals of Lucifer. She knows if any of them find her, she is going to have hell to pay—literally. However, she can’t go on causing havoc and trying to open the gates of hell. The only way she can find redemption is by finding one of the Gargoyles, angelic beings that serve Heaven, and help them destroy her comrades. 




But she never could have imagined what they would want in return.




The Gargoyles want her to turn a human into a half-demon, half-human. And not just any human, but the human she saved, and fell in love with, years before. She doesn’t want to do it, in fear that he will lose his humanity, and because the Twelve promised never to turn a human ever again. Not after last time.




Will Gwen turn her ex-lover into a halfbreed? Or will her fear of the repercussions make her turn her back on the Gargoyles for once and for all?
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CHAPTER ONE










REBECCA





“You will always be meine Liebchen.”


My eyes shot open. I glanced around, breathing quickly, trying to ground myself. Gray walls, simple furniture, a full-sized bed, a door leading to a bathroom. None of it felt familiar, and yet it all did.


I couldn’t be back here—I couldn’t be back in the military, or he would get to me. I had to get out of here. I had to leave right now.


My brain kept screaming at me to run as I took in a deep breath and let it out slowly. First I needed to try to remember where I was. What was the last thing I remembered? Nik, Jonathan, and Admiral Bardon. That was right—we were given a mission to take down Admiral Sebastien Wilde. And we did. Or at least I was able to lead Admiral Bardon to one of Sebastien’s facilities where he was experimenting on innocent people, trying to create the perfect weapon.


I took a few deep breaths as I reached for the vials I kept at my bedside—a little morphine-B I had been taking since before we ran away three years ago. I should have gone to a doctor earlier to get the shot that would make my body not fall into withdrawal, but we were too afraid we would get turned in even if we weren’t in the Nreff Nation territory. It was also too expensive for me to grab on the black market, and I couldn’t exactly tell Nik I was an addict. He wouldn’t understand. Now it didn't matter—now we were in the clear.


Thankfully, even in all my years of getting the drug on the black market, I never had to take the normal morphine. If I had, then I would have to keep upping my dose until I overdosed. With morphine-B, I didn’t have to worry about it as doctors had perfected the formula so the body didn’t ever require more, nor was it as harmful to my organs. I was still addicted to it, however, and needed the shot to get off of it. But that wouldn't be until tomorrow and right now I needed something to take the edge off.


With my hand shaking, I opened the vial and took the entire dose—the bitter, almost acidic substance burning on the way down. It tasted vile, but at this point I didn’t care anymore. I just needed it to calm down.


I pulled my legs into my chest and leaned my forehead against my knees. Gently rocking back and forth, I let the tears wash away the aching feeling I had in my heart.


“It’s okay,” I whispered. “He’s in jail now. He can’t get to me. I am safe.”


I knew it was a lie. I knew that no matter where he was in this universe, he would still have a way to get to me. I was never safe. I never would be safe.


My breathing rate began to increase, and I squeezed my eyes shut. Why did things have to be like this? Why did I make such stupid decisions when I was seventeen? Sixteen years later, I was still paying the price. I tried to take a deep breath through my mouth, but my lips quivered and it came out in an anguished gasp.


When would the drugs kick in?


Even in my peril, my mind was smart enough not to grab another bottle. It would just take a moment since the drug had to be absorbed through my digestive system. It wasn’t as quick as smoking or a needle, but after everything I had been through, there was no way I was going to be able to inject myself. I hated needles. I hated being in a doctor’s office.


Which was going to make later that day even more difficult to deal with.


But I had to go to the doctor and get off this medicine. Then I could finally move on with my life. It was making the memories worse—it was making me feel as if I couldn’t move on without it. Once I was off of it, then I could work on everything else.


Once I was clean, I would feel less weak.


My body felt a little more relaxed, and I took another deep breath, letting my entire body melt. Even though I didn’t like being on this drug, I wasn’t sure how I would have survived after everything that happened three years earlier.


When that bastard killed my fiancé.


My heart began to race again. I shouldn’t have thought about Walrum—I should have just leaned back and gone to sleep so my dreams could remind me of my pain.


It felt like yesterday when I walked into the room and found him sprawled out in his cell—beaten and bloody. Jonathan and Nik had checked his pulse and found he was dead.


That was the day I felt as if I had died—the day I knew everyone around me was going to be destroyed if I didn’t run away.


More tears were falling. But that wasn’t the end. Sebastien wouldn’t let me just suffer the fact that my fiancé was dead. No—he had done horrendous things to Walrum’s body—creating a monster.


I didn’t know how he had done it. No one had. They were still running tests on him. I wasn’t even sure if the real Walrum was still in there.


But he was dead. We saw it with our own eyes.


When Sebastien had revealed him to me a couple of weeks ago, I had snapped. It was the only time I had ever attacked Sebastien other than the two times I had slapped him. Nik had to pull me off of him when they had raided the facility.


I had never been so furious—I had never wanted to kill him as much as I did at that moment. Fear had been overtaken by pure anger. I wished Nik hadn’t intervened—I probably would have killed him. And that sick fuck was laughing the entire time.


The drug was taking a better hold, and I felt the drowsiness engulf me once again. I fell back on my pillow, and darkness swallowed me up. If only it would swallow me up forever.







I woke up a few hours later, in less distress but still shaken and wondering what was in store for me that day. Knowing my luck, probably something disastrous. That was how it always was, but I kept moving forward—it was the only thing I could do at that point.


Stepping into the shower, I let the hot water relax my body. When Nik and I were on the run, we didn’t exactly have a real shower on our ship, and all the hotels we stayed at were pretty cheap and always had cold water. I could get used to a nice place like this, which really wasn’t that nice. It was just military hospitality rooms for the higher-ranking officers. I used to be a captain after all.


After a nice long shower, I changed into my normal tank and cargo pants. I liked having the pockets, and it was a rather warm day on Regenswelt—which meant it was humid as well. This planet was always so wet, hence the name. It was the capital planet of the Nreff Nation and where Sebastien’s trial would take place. I wanted to leave, but I had to give my testimony or whatever. I wasn’t sure how that was going to go down and still needed to discuss specifics with Admiral Bardon, but I had been putting it off until after I visited with the doctor, which I had also been putting off.


Running my fingers through my short red hair, I headed out toward the commons to grab a bite to eat. It was packed with officers. I glanced around but didn’t see any sign of Nik or Jonathan. I grabbed some grapes and nuts since that was all I could find to eat and took a seat by myself at a small table.


The grapes weren’t the best quality, but it was pretty good for military food. I sighed as I glanced around. How many of these officers knew what was going on under their noses? How many of them worked for Sebastien and were watching my every move? How many were just cocky men who thought becoming a military officer would get them laid?


As I almost finished the grapes and seeds, I heard a few men talking behind me.


“Do you see those scars on her? What the heck?”


I glanced down at my arms. They weren’t the only parts of me that were scarred. I didn’t care how I appeared any longer nor who stared at them. They were visual indicators of how I felt on the inside—marked and forever changed.


“I’d still fuck her though. Do you see those curves?”


I stood up and turned to glare at them. The three boys froze. If we weren’t in a crowded area, I would have probably knocked some sense into them—a few punches here and there—but I didn’t need more eyes on me than necessary.


Glancing at the clock, I found that it was time to head to the clinic before I was late for my appointment. All I needed was for them to tell Admiral Bardon I had skipped getting the shot. Again.


As I made my way across the facility, doubt and fear crept deeper and deeper into my mind. What if the doctor treating me was associated with Sebastien? What if they drugged me and I woke up on a table to be tortured and experimented on? My heart began to race. I shook my head as I walked. No, that wouldn’t be possible. He had no power currently; he couldn’t get to me.


At least not that way.


I dug my nails into the skin on my arm, careful not to draw blood as I knew the doctor would ask what happened. Or, perhaps, nail marks appeared more suspicious. If they started bleeding, I could say I snagged my arm on something.


Instead, I glanced up at the blue sky. Since Nik and I traveled quite often in space, I didn’t get to see the sky as often as I would like, although I did prefer the freedom that space provided. The sky was beautiful, and it felt warm on my skin, although a little sticky, I had to admit.


All the military facilities were laid out the same, so I didn’t have to think too much about where to go. It was all ingrained in my brain after years and years serving this nation. I even went to high school at a military facility, much to my parents’ dismay. It was a good thing I knew how to forge signatures even back then.


The medical wing was in sight now, and every cell in my body felt as if it was screaming. I wanted to run and hide and never open the door for anyone. But someone would find me—they always found me in the end. Even after three years, Admiral Bardon found us.


But I could probably hide for at least a year, maybe more, if I really tried.


Before I could make up my mind, a familiar face stepped out of the medical wing.


“Oh hey, Nik.”


His good eye widened as he smiled. “Becca! What are you here for?”


Right. He didn’t know. “Oh, just a checkup. Maybe reduce some of these scars.” I sort of moved my arms as if showing him something he already knew and probably memorized all the times we had been alone together. “What are you doing here?”


He pointed at the eye that was under the eyepatch. “Getting this fixed finally. I was going to surprise you, but the doctor said it should be healed up with one more treatment, so probably next week.”


“That’s amazing! I’m glad they were able to fix it.”


“Yeah.”


We stood there in awkward silence. This was how all our interactions went since the shit show went down. After finding out my fiancé was still alive, things got… complicated. And neither of us wanted to talk about it or our feelings, so we ignored it, just like best friends who slept together did.


“Well,” I began, glancing around, “I probably should get going.”


“Yeah, good luck.”


With that, I left him outside, cursing at myself for not bringing up what we needed to discuss yet again.










CHAPTER TWO










NIK





Well, that was more awkward than it should have been.


I sighed, knowing one of these days I needed to tell her the truth of how I felt. I was going to after the mission was over. I really was. I had planned this great confession and how I was going to use the money we’d gotten for turning in Admiral Wilde, but that all changed when we’d found out Walrum was still alive. Now the words wouldn’t come.


Heading toward the offices, I went to meet with Bardon and Jonathan. We had some matters to discuss about Walrum—ones that Bardon said he was going to hold off telling Becca since she was tied to him—not to mention she was never part of our original mission.


It was a nice day today, which was always strange after two weeks of straight rain. It made it humid, however, and I was glad I’d found a tank and some shorts to wear, otherwise I would be sweating something fierce. I nodded to younger officers as they ran past, heading to training. I did not miss those days—nor did I like remembering how many years ago that was. Was it twenty years now since I graduated from the academy? I did not like the sound of that.


I should be retired by now. I should have been able to save up enough to buy some remote cottage on a lake and just waste away for the rest of my life. But all that went out the window the moment Admiral Wilde set us up and tried to make it appear we’d murdered a representative from Nash Mir, a planet not too far from here. He had figured out we were sent by Admiral Bardon to spy on him. The problem was, there shouldn’t have been any trail back to him, so how did he know?


Perhaps that was what today’s meeting was about. I wanted answers, and I felt that Bardon and Jonathan were keeping things from me, as they had been a couple for quite some time now—apparently since we graduated from the academy. Perhaps Wilde found out about that, and that was why he’d set us up. One never knew with Wilde. It could have just been a whim. He was a monster, so I wouldn’t put it past him.


Arriving at the admiral’s offices, I saluted and showed my ID. The lieutenant scanned it and let me proceed inside. I felt out of my element, even after all the years I’d served. Three years on the run from all military, no matter the nation or zone, did that to one. I still felt as if someone were going to murder me in my sleep for what all the newscasts said about me, mainly that I murdered one of the most beloved representatives in the nation, but once the mission was finished, Admiral Bardon went on record saying we were exonerated from any crimes. I had a feeling, however, that not everyone agreed and that I was still a target in some people’s eyes. I was used to people wanting me dead, however, so I wasn’t going to worry about it too much.


Admiral Bardon and Jonathan were already in the conference room. Admiral Bardon’s curly graying hair appeared as disheveled as always. Next to Jonathan and his own messy brown hair that was gelled back, they appeared like two peas in a pod. Although I didn’t care they were in a relationship, it still weirded me out that one of my best friends was dating our old commander from when we were teenagers. And he had been keeping it from me for almost two decades. And he was almost old enough to be our dad. But I ignored that bit as best I could. To each their own, and they were happy. It warmed my heart, seeing the way they looked at each other, and I wished I could do the same with the person I loved.


I saluted to Admiral Bardon.


He waved for me to be dismissed. “You don’t need to do that when we are alone. I know you want out of this place,” Bardon said as he nodded toward the door. “Close the door behind you.”


I nodded and did as he asked. “Never know who is watching. I don’t need any of the other admirals chewing me out.”


“So you aren’t going to deny that you want out of this place?”


“It has crossed my mind.”


Bardon smiled. “I can’t blame you. I wanted to leave, but my desire to see Sebastien taken down was greater.”


“As it was for me. But now that he is behind bars with his trial date coming up, perhaps we will both get our dream to come true.” I took a seat. “Unless you think he won’t be tried fairly.”


Jonathan and Bardon glanced at each other. I let out a defeated laugh. “You have to be kidding me. We found the facility.”


Bardon sighed. “We did. And he’s claiming that he had no idea it was there and didn’t have a part in it. All the doctors we arrested are saying they have never met Sebastien before.”


I shook my head. “Scheiße. Ernsthaft? We were there! We know it was him!”


Jonathan shrugged. “Je connais. Apparently it’s not enough to hold up in court.”


I slammed my hand on the table. “We made Becca go through all that! We can’t just let him walk away freely.”


Bardon tapped on the table. “I know. She could give her testimony, but I’m afraid he would drag her down with him. She will have to be careful what she says, and I don’t know if I can ask her to do that.”


I shook my head. “She had nothing to do with the things that he did. We would know— I would know…”


Bardon and Jonathan glanced at each other. Bardon coughed. “Even if she hadn’t, anything she said he would spin on her. She can give her testimony of what had just happened, but it would be her word against his, not to mention he would try to say she is emotionally unstable due to finding her fiancé. For now, we can’t use her.”


This was getting more and more frustrating by the minute. “How is Walrum? Have they found out anything yet?”


Bardon shrugged. “We know he has been worked on. Dr. Mostovoi has been working on him since it is her area of expertise. But I don’t think there has been any progress on reversing it or getting him to remember anything.”


Part of me was glad, which made me even more disgusted with myself. I should want my friend back—he didn’t deserve what happened to him. He was wrongfully accused and then killed for the actions of a madman. He should have been alive, and he and Becca should have been happily married.


But part of me wanted her in my arms. Who was I kidding? I fully wanted her in my arms, but if Walrum was back in the picture, that meant there was a chance he could come back to us, and she would go back to him.


At least, that was what I thought.


I really needed to talk to her, but I didn’t want to hear those words—the words saying she wanted to be with Walrum. I let out a slow breath.


“So we are up shit creek without a paddle.”


“Ne t'inquiète pas. We just need more evidence before the trial. I am having my people try to follow strings, so to speak, which means I might need you on a mission coming up. Are you ready for that?” Bardon asked.


I nodded. “Of course. Anything to get that Schwein behind bars. Just tell me what I need to do.”


“Good. You will have to go without Rebecca, just in case,” Bardon explained.


I narrowed my good eye. “In case of what?”


He shrugged. “We just don’t know, Nik. We don’t know who is stuck in Sebastien’s web—this is way bigger than we could ever imagine. The fact that none of those doctors—none of the staff—will confess, even with the threat of being in prison for the rest of their lives, is frightening. He has them all wrapped around his finger, and I don’t know how much we can convince them otherwise.”


I glanced between the two of them. “You can’t be serious. We served with her. I have been on the run with her for over three years! There is no way she is serving Sebastien. She just helped us take him into custody.”


“She did. But he is one twisted fuck, and for all we know, she could be acting. Or he is using her as a puppet. We just have to be careful and only can trust the three of us. Vous comprenez? Anything discussed here is not to leave this room.”


Jonathan tried to smile innocently, but I simply glared at him. He knew as well as I that there was no way she could be helping him—not after everything we had gone through.


“If she was a part of it, then why would she have been part of the mission that was sabotaged by Wilde? Why would he have tortured her like that?”


Bardon shrugged. “Sebastien makes no sense to me either. He’s sadistic and a sociopath. Why would he think it was all right to perform experiments on people? Because he’s crazy. But he’s also smart and likes to weave webs that not even I can seem to unravel. Just promise me you won’t tell her what we discuss. After it is all over, then you can confess to your heart’s content. But until then, we need to find more evidence and take him down.”


I gritted my teeth. She should have been included—she was practically a part of our mission. We had served with her almost the entire time since we were recruited by Bardon to spy on Wilde. She joined us five years after we began.


“Fine. Was immer. But you are wrong. She isn’t a spy for him.”


“I don’t believe she is a willing spy, Nik. If she is working for him, it would be unwillingly and he would have something on her. I just want to keep her—and us—safe from that. Don’t you want her safe?”


I nodded. “Ja, I do. I won’t tell her. I wouldn’t go against orders anyway. But I trust her with my life. I want that on record.”


Bardon studied me for a moment, then smiled. “Ah, I see. You two are sleeping together.”


Jonathan started laughing. I gave him a look, then turned back to Bardon.


“Not… technically? We were, but then…”


“But then her dead fiancé is actually alive but isn’t because he is brainwashed by her other ex. Got it.”


I frowned. It was a lot more complicated than I wanted to admit, but that summed it up. I just wanted her to be happy. After everything she had been through, she deserved it. I didn’t care what anyone else said.


Bardon nodded to my eyepatch. "How are treatments going? For your eye."


"Good. I think I will be able to take the eyepatch off soon."


"Ça c'est bon."


“Danke. Is there anything else you need from me?” I asked. I had skipped breakfast, and my stomach was reminding me of that decision.


Bardon shook his head. “No. That will be all. I’ll let you know once I have a mission for you. You will need to check out if you go into the city, but otherwise you are free.”


I nodded and stood up. I felt like saluting, but he had mentioned I didn’t need to do that. It felt odd, so I did sort of a half nod and hurried out the door to go find myself something to eat.








CHAPTER THREE






REBECCA



Doctors were always late, even in a small facility like this one. My knee bounced as I slouched in the uncomfortable waiting chair. I folded my arms in front of me and checked the clock. It was five minutes slow, and it was ten past my appointment time. How could they be late this early in the morning? I was the second appointment for the day.


I wanted to take slow, deep breaths, but then I would get a big whiff of the chemical smell that always filled medical units. I hated the smell. I could go my entire life without smelling that horrific smell ever again.


Digging my nails into my skin, I tried not to think of the last time I was on a medical table. It was when Sebastien kidnapped me. That was still fresh in my mind since it was within the past two weeks. My nails went deeper into my skin.


“Rebecca Kompen?” A nurse stepped into the waiting room. She was tall—taller than me—with dyed silver hair back in a messy bun. She stared at me over her thick-rimmed glasses. I glanced around. There was literally no one else here.


I stood up. “Unfortunately.”


“Right this way. I am going to take your vitals, and then the doctor will be with you.”


I nodded. “Right.”


The medical room was typical—small, had some photos of space, landscapes, and smiling people. There were a couple of chairs and the dreaded cushion table thing. Of course, there was also a tablet and other scanners.


“Please take a seat on the table.”


I shook my head. “I’m going to sit in the chair, if you don’t mind.”


The nurse didn’t even blink. “That’s fine. Now, can you answer a few questions for me while I take your blood pressure and heart rate?”


“Sure.” I sat down on the crappy chair and held out my arm. She put a wrist blood pressure reader and a cap that went over my finger.


“According to your chart, you had the hysterectomy when you got out of the academy.”


“Ja.”


“Are you sexually active?”


“I… uh, kinda? Sure.”


“Bowel movements?”


“Fine.”


“Do you drink or smoke?”


“Nein.”


“Are you on any drugs?”


“I… uh, shouldn’t the reason I’m here be in that chart of yours?”


She scanned over it. “Ah. I see.” She made some notes and then checked the screen for my heart rate and blood pressure. “Your heart rate and blood pressure are a little high.”


Well, yeah. I’m here. “Oh.” I didn’t know what to say—it’s not like I could really explain all my nervousness to her, not to mention didn’t everyone feel nervous at the doctor’s?


“Let me take your temperature, and we will be all set.”


She placed a device in my ear, and after a few seconds, it beeped. “All good. The doctor will be in shortly.”


The nurse left me, and I glanced around the room. I hated waiting, especially in a place like this. I feared the silence, swearing I could hear his whispers.


I tried to distract myself by examining the pictures. One was of a lake on Regenswelt, just south of here. I had been there a while back with my crewmates. I remembered what fun we had that summer day, playing in the water. I had shoved Jonathan off the boat, and he ended up dragging me in with him. Walrum was smiling and having fun.


So this picture wasn’t relaxing. It just brought back memories that were once joyful but now hurt more than anything. I didn’t want to be reminded of Walrum and the state he was in. I didn’t like being here and having to deal with interviews and seeing his progress, if there was any.


Especially since I knew the truth.


Before I could keep on wallowing in misery, the door opened. I always felt awkward being out of my chair when someone walked in, so I fumbled around a little.


The doctor—a woman about my age with curly black hair—held out her hand. “I am Dr. Theissi. Nice to meet you, Captain Kompen.”


“I’m not really a captain anymore. You can call me Rebecca.” I took her hand and shook it.


“All right, Rebecca, please take a seat.”


I sat back down in the uncomfortable chair. My hands were shaking. I wasn’t ready for this. I didn’t want to have the one thing that helped me sleep be taken away.


Dr. Theissi looked over my chart on her tablet. “Can you tell me a little more about the drug you have been taking and what it was for?”


I gulped. “I got injured on one of my missions and was given some morphine-B. Then we were set up to take the fall for the rep on Nash Mir and were arrested. I didn’t get the injection before I ran away and never went to a doctor for fear they would report it or that someone would find out who we were. Even in different territories, someone might recognize us. That was three years ago.”


“That is a long time to be on morphine-B. Normally when we give this shot, it helps with short-term effects of addiction. I am not sure how it is going to interact with your body, and we will have to monitor it. Where were you getting your doses?”


I hesitated. “Underground. But I tested each one to make sure it was the correct strain.”


“How often were you taking a dose?”


“I take it once a day, if that, but sometimes twice if I need it.”


“Do you take it for pain, or is your body craving it? Or do you take it for another reason?”


I wasn’t sure how to answer that. If I told her it was for PTSD, she would make me see a therapist, and there was no way I was going to tell anyone what happened for a few reasons. “Cravings. My body starts to shake, and I can’t concentrate.”


The doctor tapped her tablet. “All right. It might take a few doses of the serum then. We will have to monitor you. I need you to come in for a checkup twice a day, and if you feel off, you come straight here, all right? I don’t want you to have to take any more doses, but if you do, I want to monitor how much you are taking and do it here.”


I didn’t like the sound of that. I would have to come here twice a day? But I also wanted to be off this drug. I wanted to be able to drink and hang out with my friends.


“All right. I can do that.”


“First I am going to take some blood for tests so we can monitor your functions and how much is in your blood. When was the last time you took a dose?”


“This morning around two.”


She wrote that down in the tablet and then went out of the room to grab some supplies. I clutched the fabric on my pants. I didn’t want any needles—I didn’t want to see them or feel them in my skin. I clenched my eyes shut and tried to take long, deep breaths. I was stronger than this. No little needle
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