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Prologue

 


Pain and darkness.

It was everywhere.

All around.

He couldn’t see, he couldn’t think. His
entire world spiraled down into a vortex of agony where he couldn’t
function past the basic component of breathing. He knew he was
crying but only because he could taste the saltiness of the tears
as they rolled into his mouth. Fire engulfed his skin, burning him
alive, boiling his blood. He couldn’t escape, although he tried. He
thrashed against the hands holding him, trying to outdistance
himself from their sadistic torture, but it was no use. They were
stronger. They were killing him.

And then he heard her voice.

The voice of an angel.

“Jacob,” she breathed against his ear.
“Please let us help you.”

Lost in the darkness, her voice was a cool
splash against the torment. He turned his head, his blind eyes
seeking her instinctively. He tried to talk but couldn’t. All that
came out was a raspy moan, but he ceased his struggles. Only then
did various words filter through his pain-numb mind.

“… A matter of days…”

“… Hopeless…”

“… Poor soul…”

The beeps of machines and the sterile smell
of antiseptic suddenly broke through the fog. He could feel tape on
his arms and round electrodes sticking to his chest and realized he
was dying. Fear washed over him, chasing everything else away. He
was hopeless? Just a matter of days?

His angel brushed the hair over his ears, so
he reached up to grip her hand tightly. She was his lifeline, the
only haven from the storm into which he’d suddenly been tossed. It
couldn’t be true. He couldn’t be dying.

He was too young.

He had so much he wanted to accomplish.

How had this happened? He couldn’t remember.
Nothing made sense.

He let go of her hand and sank into the
oblivion that beckoned, promising relief from the hurt. The
sadness. The fear.

Most importantly, from the knowledge.


Chapter One

 


“His name is Jacob St. Cross,” Head Nurse
Brittany reported as she held out the medical chart. “Wraith
touched.”

Eden blinked, taking the chart and
automatically turning to the patient’s history. “A wraith? Are you
sure?”

The head nurse pursed her lips and glared
over the top of her glasses, which gave her a look that somehow
made her squinty face even more sour, if such a thing was
possible.

Eden cleared her throat. “Right,” she said
and started reading. Human male. Forty. Healthy. And he was dying,
slowly being burned alive by someone who hated this man so much
they initiated a vengeance curse.

“Who is he?” she asked softly.

The head nurse pointed to the chart. “You
read the history.”

“This shows a perfectly normal human who
should never have entered Dove Hollow Hospital,” Eden said. “Do we
know who cursed him? And why?”

“The only thing we’ve managed to piece
together is he’s fairly prominent in the upper echelon of Los
Angeles society.”

“Which means he could have been the victim
of envy, not vengeance.”

The head nurse sighed and shook her head.
“You see the goodness in everyone, Eden. Remember not everyone
deserves your unshaken faith.”

“Everyone starts out innocent. Even the most
vile of demons.”

It was common knowledge among the hospital
staff that Eden was one of those people who could not, would not,
see the darkness in anyone. And if asked, she would answer that was
why she became a nurse. Life was life, even among the blackest of
hearts.

Head Nurse Brittany smiled faintly at her,
allowing Eden to see the beautiful light deep in the fairy’s eyes.
Not many in the fairy world could feel enough compassion to help
humans, but all at Dove Hollow Hospital had arrived by their own
choosing.

“All right,” she said with a grumpy sigh.
“He’s got three days before succumbing to the wraith’s touch. Work
your special magic to make sure his last days are as peaceful as
possible. Perhaps you can find out who cursed him. I’m sure the
Council would like to know who cast the spell.”

Eden nodded and turned away, walking softly
toward Jacob St. Cross’s room. She had been in the ER when he had
been brought in and had asked permission to stay with him, which
was immediately granted given the natural progression of Jacob’s
affliction. Wraiths were very rare, even among the supernatural
world. The only people who could summon them were powerful
sorcerers, and to do that, a sacrifice of blood had to be made,
which made casting the spell illegal. At some point, the Shade
Council was sure to come and try to get the information from Jacob,
so if she could find it out for them, they would leave him in
peace.

As she entered Jacob’s room, she paused a
moment to take him in. He was like a lot of human males, tall and
tanned, with sleek muscles streamlining his whole body. However, he
exuded an aura that vibrated with energy. The morphine that dripped
into his arm had calmed him, but sweat dotted his face, slicking
back his black hair which curled a little over his ears and neck.
It was clear that fever raged through his body and she knew that
with the heightened temperature came unimaginable pain. Either
Jacob had been an innocent victim or he had wronged someone badly.
Still, even if he had been a horrible person, no one deserved to
die like this, alone and in agony. The human world would never know
what happened to Jacob St. Cross. His body would be transferred to
the city morgue so that his family and friends could seek answers,
yet they would never find any. Supernatural curses couldn’t be
traced through pathology, of course. His death would be attributed
to stress, high blood pressure, or a myriad of different factors
that had stopped his heart.

Sadness streaked through Eden because there
was something about Jacob St. Cross that tugged at her heart. He
had stared at her through blind green eyes, obviously terrified but
still fighting to survive. He had gripped her hand tightly and his
thumb had tenderly caressed hers, a soothing gesture even in the
midst of his own suffering. That lone gesture had made it hard for
her to believe that a man with an evil heart and soul could be
gentle in a moment of absolute panic. And her instincts were
usually correct. Head Nurse Brittany might scoff at her being too
tender-hearted, but Eden relied on her intuition as any seraph
did.


Chapter Two

 


“Where did he go?”

Mennally Croft winced at the thunderous
demand. His client wasn’t happy, and he waved a warning finger
while backing up from where the large tycoon sat. “Wait, wait,
wait,” he muttered. “No, no, no. The curse is placed. That’s all
you asked.”

“I asked for St. Cross to die and for
me to find Ariel!” Preston Wall banged his meaty fist on his desk,
causing not only a pen to jump but Mennally as well.

“You asked for him to die a slow death,
which is exactly what I gave him. Slow death. Wraith touched.”

“And when do I get the angel? Why can’t you
conjure her up for me?”

“I’ve already told you I cannot break his
protection barrier.” He shrugged. “She was marked with his blood
and blood magic is unbreakable. The strongest there is. No sorcerer
has the power to overcome sacrifice.”

“Seems to me death would be the only thing
unbreakable.”

Mennally shook his head. “No, no, no.
Zombies are a thing, although they come at a very high price. I
don’t do zombies.”

Wall bridged his fingers and narrowed his
gaze. “Interesting, but I have no desire to start the apocalypse. I
want to know when will I get what belongs to me.”

“When the wraith poison has taken his life,
only then will the protection be lifted and I can see where she is.
Three days in all. And now, down to two.”

“Two days, sorcerer. If longer, I’ll be
hunting your head. Understand?”

Shaken, Mennally nodded. He really didn’t
like Preston Wall. No, no, no. Not one little bit.

****

Eden looked at the photos on her phone, all
of Jacob St. Cross at various social functions. She had discovered
he spearheaded many charities, but his main focus seemed to be
helping women who had been sexually trafficked. One photo caught
her attention and she enlarged it, a candid shot of him taken at
some park. He held a child in his arms and the smile that came
through the screen was natural. She also saw it reflected in the
depths of his green eyes. Caring like that could never be
faked.

“Hello, Eden.”

She glanced up, shutting off her phone and
slipping it into her pocket as if caught doing something naughty.
She smiled at Krause, the frail-boned orderly, who shuffled along
the corridor at a phenomenally slow pace. Several towels were
crushed in his arms, as if he were scared of dropping them, and
Eden’s first instinct was to help him.

“Let me get those,” she murmured, reaching
for the towels.

“Oh, thank you,” Krause said. “Room
three-one-four needs them.”

 She turned to
walk with Krause, changing her speed to match his. The short, older
man was fae, but so old even he didn’t know his age.

“How have you been?” she asked him.

“Getting along. Making the rounds.”

They reached the room and Eden held out the
towels for Krause. “Here you go. You have a nice evening.”

Krause bobbed his head. “Will do, missy. And
make sure you take care. I don’t want to see you disappear like the
others.”

She frowned. “Excuse me?”

“Seraphs, at least that’s what I heard from
the Shade cops at the front entrance. Three of them gone.” He shook
his head sadly.

He shuffled into the patient’s room, leaving
her staring into space, thinking. Three seraphs? There weren’t that
many of her kind that had come through to Earth, and to know that
three had disappeared unnerved her.

“Any change?”

Eden jumped, her heart racing as the
question startled her. Head Nurse Brittany raised an eyebrow.
“Sorry.”

“That’s all right,” Eden replied. “I was
heading back to Jacob’s room.”

The nurse looked at her watch. “Aren’t you
off duty?”

“Yes, but he doesn’t have much time.”

“I see. Well, I don’t want you
exhausted.”

“I understand.” They began walking back to
Jacob’s room and looked inside. He twitched in his sleep and sweat
soaked his sheets. “I asked the doctor to up his morphine because
he has started to break through the first day of the curse.”

The head nurse nodded as if she expected
that. She pinned Eden with a narrowed gaze. “You have something to
add?”

Eden took a deep breath.

“I thought of a way to save him,” she said
softly, her eyes drawn inexplicably to the man’s unconscious
form.

The head nurse cocked her head as she
regarded her. “The only way to save him is to turn him
immortal.”

“Yes, I know.”

“No, you don’t. You don’t know him, Eden.
Not only do you not know how he’d react to no longer being human,
but there’s a good chance he deserves this fate.”

“No,” she stressed. “I don’t believe
that. He’s going to die—”

“Humans always die,” the head nurse
interrupted, not unkindly. “Someone had a vendetta against him,
hateful enough to break the law by summoning a wraith. Did you ever
consider that his soul may not be good enough to save?”

Eden bit her lip. “The wraith blindness has
blocked me from being able to look directly into his eyes but in
his pictures, he doesn’t seem to possess a dark soul. I can’t
believe he’s done something so foul as to curse him to die. I
won’t believe it.”

“That’s because you see the good in
everything.” The older nurse sighed. “Eden, I won’t allow you to
help him unless he understands the consequences. Understood?”

“Yes,” she said with a nod and watched as
the head nurse turned on her heel and left the room. Eden entered
the room and walked up to Jacob’s bed. He rested now because of the
medicine, but his eyes moved rapidly under the lids and his limbs
jerked. She should just ease his way into the next life with a
larger dose of morphine but something tugged at her heart …
he tugged at her heart, and she was determined he understood
just how much she could help him.

****

His skin hurt. His hair hurt. Every fiber of
his being hurt. Pinpricks of light popped into his brain, squeezing
out every ounce of excruciating pain with each flash. It made him
want to gag. He involuntarily curled up as his stomach heaved, only
there wasn’t any food in it to follow through, so all that came up
was acidic bile.

A cool hand touched his forehead, pushing
back the lank hair that clung to his damp skin. The contact was so
heavenly, so peaceful in a world of pain and confusion, that he
instinctively moved toward it, wanting more. He tried to speak but
all that came out was a raspy croak.

“Shh,” said a female, and he recognized the
voice of his angel. “Let me get you some water. Here, use this
straw.”

Jacob sucked up the liquid like a dying man
in a desert. He could feel it dribble out of his mouth and down to
his chest, and the contact cooled some of the fire in his soul.

“Easy,” said the voice.

He licked his lips and turned blindly toward
her. “I can’t see,” he rasped.

“I know,” she replied.

“Who are you?”

“My name is Eden. I’m your nurse.”

“My nurse? What happened to me?”

“You’ve
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