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      He is tormented by the past. She is traumatized by her present.

      Tied since birth to a darkness that longs to break free, spiritual psychic Harper Sinclair fights a never-ending battle with demonic spirits. Her only relief comes from the fallen angel whom she’s long ignored deeper feelings for. Physically scarred and emotionally wounded from a year of fights and revelations, Harper is losing herself to the one thing she’s always been afraid of: herself. And in the process, she’s changing her relationship with the one friend she trusts the most.

      Elias Jamison is a fallen angel. He lost his place in Heaven when he chose his friends over his creator. He fell, but he is not lost. For centuries, Elias maintained his innate goodness, fought against evil, and protected those in need—except for one. Grief-stricken, Elias pushed his loss aside for over one hundred years as he watched over the Freeman bloodline from afar, but the deeper his feelings grow for Harper Sinclair, the deeper old guilt digs in. Regret is a powerful tool when wielded against us, and vanquishing Harper’s demons means confronting his own.

      There’s a little darkness in all of us. Are you ready to embrace it?
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      “Oscar Wilde,” I whispered, the author’s name rolling off my tongue, merely a breath in the middle of the night. The name was an odd thing to think aloud, but I’d been listening to an audiobook recently and, after the dream I’d just had, it was a Wilde quote I thought of as I locked gazes with myself in the mirror.

      A dreamer is one who can only find his way by moonlight, and his punishment is that he sees the dawn before the rest of the world, I mouthed.

      I thrived during the night, but I felt lost after the dawn. The darkness was my friend, the day my punishment for paying too much attention to the night. Hell, the darkness was my family, in the form of shadow demons and spirits. My constant companions.

      My face was pale, my long brown hair a chaotic nest around my head, my eyes home to dark circles put there by too little sleep.

      The bathroom mirror was too honest, telling me things I didn’t want to know about myself.

      As a spiritual writer who’d been brought into this world after my pregnant mother was stabbed by a necromancer’s athame, I’d always been tied to darkness in one form or another. It was this gift that introduced me to the fallen angel who helped me understand myself and subsequently, the other fallen angel who became my closest friend.

      It was Elias Jamison—my best friend—I thought of now, my gaze on my reflection. My breathing was too rapid, my heart pounding, beads of sweat clinging to my brow. All because I’d had a scorching hot, completely inappropriate dream about the man who’d slowly worked his way past my wall of defenses over the last year. I trusted him more than I did anyone else.

      He’d helped save my life twice.

      I wasn’t an easy person to befriend. I was reclusive, but Elias didn’t seem to mind. The way he checked in with me—the texts he often sent—was important to me. Which was why when he left recently, his absence affected me more than I thought it would.

      Because you’re angry, the spirits around me said bluntly.

      “No,” I argued. “It was good he left.”

      When Elias had disappeared on angel business, I honestly thought the distance would be good. I’d become too dependent on having him near. I needed to be more open with the friends I’d made recently, but while I’d become closer to the others in town the last year, especially after our recent alliance to battle against the one known as the Collector, it was still Elias I felt most comfortable with.

      Until now. Until this dream. This was why I shouldn’t sleep.

      “Is this going to become a habit?” a snide voice asked. The bronze-barbed mace—he was basically a baseball bat on steroids—who lived with me bounced near the doorway, impatient and agitated. Desi—short for Destroyer—was a sentient weapon that shape-shifted into a huge lion with wings. He’d been a gift from the first and only lover I’d ever had. I didn’t quite know what finally losing my virginity to a high-ranking fallen angel at twenty-three and being rewarded with a weapon said about me, but I was all about collecting odd experiences and memories.

      Desi was annoying as hell, but I couldn’t live without him. Some people spoiled their cats and dogs. I spoiled my ancient shape-shifting pet weapon. Go figure. He needed lots of love, attention, and validation.

      “What woke you up this time?” Desi asked.

      It wasn’t a nightmare that had me this restless.

      A red blush bloomed across my skin, and I turned on the sink to splash cold water on my face. Images of flesh on flesh, Elias’s hands and lips in places I’d never imagined his hands and lips being before, burned into my subconscious. Elias was a big man, brawny and broad, a beard covering a handsomely rugged face. His voice was raspy, deep, and sexy in a rock star kind of way.

      He’d called my name in the dream. Over and over again.

      I stared at the running water, watching as it circled the drain and disappeared, the dream replaying in my head.

      
      “Harper.”

      Elias breathed my name into my ear, surprising me, because I’d been asleep when he slid into bed behind me. His voice and the warm feel of his body woke me. I should have pushed him away, the shock of him being there bringing me to my senses, but all I felt was excitement and contentment.

      “Finally,” I whispered, because I wanted this. Really wanted this.

      “Harper,” he repeated, his arms pulling me into his embrace.

      He was naked and hard. As was I—the naked part anyway—which was strange, because I didn’t sleep naked. Tonight, however, there was only desire and need between us, his hand sweeping over the smooth contours of my stomach before slipping between my legs to caress me.

      “You’re wet,” Elias said, satisfied.

      His fingers slid through the moist heat to my clit, the sensation he caused with his touch so painfully pleasant that I almost lost it. My whimpers filled the room.

      What was I doing? What were we doing?

      “Elias—”

      He stopped me with a kiss, rolling me over so quickly, I had no time to think before his lips crashed down onto mine, his tongue invading my mouth. His hand gripped my ass, our bodies pressed so closely together there was no space between us, the hard length of him hot against my belly.

      “Tell me you’re ready for me,” he told me, pulling back to rest his forehead against mine, his breath fanning my lips.

      “I’m ready.”

      He had me on my back in seconds, entering me quickly, as if he were afraid I’d change my mind. He filled me up completely.

      “So tight,” he growled.

      His hips moved, and I lost the ability to think.

      “Eli—”

      
      I had woken on the verge of saying his name. My hand drifted to my stomach, the sudden tickle in my gut new and fresh and different.

      “I want Elias,” I heard myself say, my voice huskier and sexier than usual.

      My eyes shot to the mirror, to the gaze staring back at me.

      “What’d you say?” I asked myself. My free hand found my lips, my fingers tracing my mouth.

      Desi snorted from his spot by the door. “Look what you’ve done to her. She’s finally gone crazy,” he said, his words directed at the dark spirits.

      Shadow figures ducked in and out of the bathroom, ghostly images that played with my shower curtains and hissed at Desi.

      Despite the chaos and their presence, the hand I had on my stomach drifted lower, and I jerked, forcing it up and away from my body.

      “Out!” I yelled suddenly, my voice too rough. “All of you!” Embarrassment turned my skin hot, and I shooed the mace and ghostly shadows out the door before slamming it shut and turning to slide down to the floor. “Holy shit!”

      I wasn’t sure what bothered me more. The fact that I had been about to pleasure myself in front of a group of demonic spirits and a sentient weapon or the fact that I was about to masturbate while thinking about my best friend.

      “What’s going on with you, Harper?” I asked aloud.

      The freaky thing wasn’t me talking to myself or having sexy dreams about Elias. It’s not like dreams could be controlled, and I talked to myself all the time.

      It was the fact that I answered myself, my voice seductive when I said, “Being horny isn’t bad. Not doing something about it is completely terrible for a person’s health.”

      I knew what this was. This was me fighting with myself because part of me wanted what another part of me wasn’t sure of, but fear and confusion shot down my spine nonetheless, immobilizing me. The last time I’d fought with myself like this, the last time I’d been this conflicted, was when I was taken captive by an evil doll—long story—and held in a creepy dollhouse for weeks in a nightmare that had ended with me physically wounded and emotionally bruised.

      “No one understands you, Harper.” The shadows returned, thick, dark, and seductive, their voices strong and powerful in my head. Their voices didn’t sound like mine. I was used to their voices.

      “But we understand you. We understand you like no one else ever will. We understand your desire and your needs.”

      Trembling, I slid back up the door and turned cautiously toward my mirror.

      It was just me. The same plain Jane I’d always been—messy brown hair, scared green eyes, and a plaid pajama set that was two sizes too big.

      This was the Harper I knew. Only there were dark forms crowded behind me, shadow people, their wispy, sinister arms outstretched as if to hug me.

      “We are everything you will ever need and more.”

      Desi pounded on the bathroom door. “At least use the air freshener when you’re done.”

      His light joke broke the tension, and the shadows scattered. A small, nervous laugh escaped me, my wide eyes dropping to my hands where they gripped the bathroom sink so tightly, the knuckles were white.

      I felt like I was torn in two, completely divided between who I used to be and who I was tempted to be. I’d even started talking to myself in my sleep, getting up at night to leave written messages I found later. I’d once written a message in red lipstick on my mirror. It was hell to clean off.

      Releasing the sink, I walked on unsteady, light feet from the bathroom, into the bedroom, and out into the kitchen. My hands were swifter than my brain, quick to make a cup of hot cocoa that I cradled in my palms, the warmth comforting.

      Desi followed, quieter than he’d been before. It was hard reading him in weapon form. He didn’t have eyes or lips. When he communicated, words were just heard. I didn’t question how it worked. I was just glad he could speak, sarcasm and all, because he kept me from feeling lonely.

      My mouth was full of hot chocolate when Desi murmured, “You feel different, and I don’t think it’s because you had a sex dream.”

      Holy hell!

      Cocoa spewed everywhere. “You didn’t just say that!”

      “What did I say then?” he asked sweetly. “It’s⁠—”

      “There are certain pet privileges you don’t have.”

      “I’m not a pet,” he spat.

      Arguing was normal for Desi and me, but tonight it cloaked an entirely different problem. And it had nothing to do with dreams. I felt different. Antsy and impatient. As if my body was telling me I needed to do something.

      My phone, which I rarely used because the signal tended to be bad in Havenwood Falls, lay on the kitchen counter, and I touched it lightly.

      The urge to text Elias was strong, but I’d promised myself I wouldn’t reach out to him until he returned. Elias had an entire life and problems of his own outside of me. Besides, it would be a little weird to text him after having an erotic dream about him, right? More so since it was the middle of the night.

      I tapped the phone’s screen and touched the messenger icon to scroll through our old texts. I was one of those people who never deleted anything.

      Sweet memories surfaced, the messages a reminder of the first time I’d met Elias outside
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