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For those that need an escape from reality…
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Approaching her was going to be difficult. The woman was on constant guard, always aware if someone was following her. Several times, I’d nearly been caught, but I was a professional. Being a sneaky bastard was part of the job. She probably wouldn’t agree—just out of spite. We always did argue about stupid shit. Most of the moments I couldn’t remember.

I slid behind a wall and peeked over to see if Jolie had slipped inside her apartment. She was being awfully sneaky herself by checking over her shoulder and wearing black like she’d just cased a joint. It wouldn’t surprise me if she had, to be honest. I heard she was into some shady shit.

Hopefully, what I had to tell her would pull her out of that life. But what else could I expect from elves like her? She lived a shit life, raised by a woman she thought was her mother. After I learned about her life from her uncle, I knew I had to explain it as soon as I approached her about the estate. Her uncle, Airon, had been murdered. That part I would leave out for now.

“How long do you plan on following me, asshole?” Jolie’s breath brushed my ear as she spoke to me. A blade was pressed against my neck.

Knowing her, it was probably sharper than my own. She’s changed so much since the last time we were together.

Deciding I had to act, I dislodged the knife from her hand. She barely had time to react. Her body was now pressed against the brick wall, mine flush against hers. I smiled, knowing she’d be able to see my face now. The recognition and shock was almost too satisfying to me. That was until she kneed me in the balls. I grunted loudly and folded over.

Shoving me by placing her hands on my shoulders, Jolie smiled, pleased with her handy work. “I guess I got the asshole part right.”

Taking in a deep breath, I attempted to stand up straight, but the pain was still too much. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” I glanced up at her—her midriff was showing. “Why are you out in public like that?”

Jolie scowled. “Because I want to be. What business is it of yours?” she demanded, a light appearing above both of us as if she wanted to see my pain better. When she smiled again, I knew I was right.

“I’m your husband. Of course it’s my business,” I replied, knowing that would piss her off.

Gods was she gorgeous. Her silver hair went straight down to her ass, always flowing around her like there was a slight breeze. She had violet eyes that expressed more anger than anything else. The woman was always on fire about something. I remembered those nights I slid my hands over her perfect curves. Every part of her was a thrilling mystery. There was always something new to discover. The need to go exploring with my lips was almost overwhelming now that I had her up close.

“You bastard. The only reason why we’re still married is because you disappeared! Now that I have you, let’s get those papers signed ASAP, shall we?” She grabbed me by the ear, forcing me to stand up straight. “Come on, lover, we have much to discuss.”

I chuckled, amused by her good mood. Then I frowned, instantly suspicious she’d just been with a man. “Why are you in a good mood?”

Raising an eyebrow, she shrugged. “Like I said, nothing I do is your business, Tucker.”

“Well, what I have to tell you might change that attitude of yours,” I said to her. “Take me to your apartment.”

She crossed her arms over her chest, pushing up her breasts so I got a good eyeful of her cleavage. I grinned when she glared at me, but she didn’t bother to change her position.

“I’m not letting you into my apartment.”

“Worried?” I asked, trying to rile her up.

“Fuck no,” she replied.

“Worried I might make you melt again?” I walked forward, causing her to step back against the wall. Her hands went down to her sides, bracing her body. When she looked up at me, I growled my desire. My gargoyle wanted to stake its claim again. She belonged to us.

Poking me in the chest, she glared. “Nothing you do would make my panties melt, Tucker. Nothing. I’ve moved beyond you. Want to know how?” she asked.

I braced an arm above her head, leaning in her direction. My nostrils flared as I took in her intoxicating scent that reminded me of the wild berries in Faery. “How, my lovely little flower?”

“I have a boyfriend,” she said with a sly smile.

My blood heated thinking about her lying with another man. I pressed my body to hers and rested my nose against her hair, tantalizing myself with the delicate, familiar scent. “Does he make you feel the way I do?” I asked, moving a hand to her hip.

Her whole body shivered beneath mine. She lifted her face so her lips brushed against my neck. I groaned, pushing myself against her so she could feel how much I wanted her.

“No,” she sighed out.

I grinned in satisfaction, but then she pushed me away from her and I stumbled back. “He makes me feel a lot better. He sets my panties on fire, Tucker. Something you never could do.”

She was lying and we both knew it. Our time together was like fireworks. No one could hold a flame to what we had. We married nearly fifteen years ago and separated a year later when my mother called me back home. Jolie had refused to come back with me, not fully understanding my duties as the prince of gargoyles. As royalty I wasn’t allowed to refuse an order, especially as I was part of the military.

When I returned from our lands in Faery, Jolie was gone, living a new life. She thought hiding from me would be easy, but it only took me a week to locate her. Ruining her happiness would have destroyed me, so I disappeared to never bother her again. Every now and then I would check in on her, but she always seemed content living without me. That had to mean something.

“Well, I didn’t come here to win you back. I actually have something important to tell you. Something you should have known about years ago,” I started to explain.

“What the fuck ever, Tucker. You’re always trying to worm your way back in. I’m not going to let it happen this time. I should have known better when you asked me to marry you.” She started jabbing me in the chest. “You ruined my life.” With each word, her finger poked me harder.

Wincing, I rubbed my chest. “I didn’t ruin your life. You just failed to support your husband when he needed it. You ran off like a coward.”

“You chose your mom over me, asshole,” she gritted out.

“Stop calling me that,” I growled.

“Asshole.” Then she moved away from me, hurrying down the street. Her heels clicked loudly on the sidewalk as her hips swayed. It felt like I was under a spell watching her, but I immediately shook my head to clear my mind. It’d been too long.

Jogging after her, I tried to catch up before she could slam the door in my face. When she smiled, closing the door, I slipped a foot through to stop it from closing completely. The pain made me wince, but I forced a smile out anyway. “We have to talk, Jolie.”

“I don’t want to see you again, Tucker. We’re done and have been for years! Take the fucking hint. I don’t want you,” she hissed.

Hearing her say the words made my chest hurt, but I continued to keep my foot in the way. “Don’t you want to know why I’m here?”

“A fucking booty call,” she replied a little too fast for my liking.

“No, even though that sounds really good right about now. Just looking at you in those tight leather pants has me so fucking…” I groaned. When she pushed on the door again, I cleared my thoughts. “You need to know that your uncle died and has left you his estate.”

“I don’t have any family and you know that.” She sighed, frowning. “This is low even for you.”

Reaching into the crack in the door, I grabbed her hand, giving it a slight squeeze. “Gayle, the woman that raised you, she wasn’t your mother. You came from Faery, and I know exactly who your real family is.”
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When I released the door, he sighed in relief. I gestured him in, ignoring the smile on his handsome face. He was too irresistible for words. His black hair was always perfectly swept back, which only seemed to enhance his brilliant blue eyes.

There was no denying that I was attracted to his perfectly muscled body and well maintained beard. I just couldn’t be put second when it came to his priorities in life. Maybe it was wrong for me to be that way considering he was royalty, but I couldn’t help it. I wasn’t enough.

Tucker entered the apartment and looked around. It was well lived in, there was no denying that. I had pictures of my life from the past fifteen years without him. The more he examined the photos, the deeper his frown became. I had a lot of male friends. My best friend was a guy.

Closing the door, I crossed my arms again as I allowed him to explore what was mine. In the living room, I had a well-worn blue couch with a light-colored, wooden coffee table. My TV was small, but it was still a flat screen.

From there, you could see the kitchen, where it was spotless. I barely ate as it was because I mostly hung out at my best friend Jared’s house. He was a great cook, so I made sure to be starving when I arrived there. Whenever the guy finally found a girlfriend, I’d probably live off frozen meals.

My fridge was a bit run down, but my landlord said he’d replace it eventually. That was nearly two months ago, so who knew when that would actually happen. I wasn’t about to hold my breath. If Tucker were to look inside, it would be obvious that I never really ate at my place. Of course, he decided to check the inside of it.

When he didn’t see anything, he frowned. “Don’t you eat?” he asked.

“Why are you looking in my fridge? This is my private space. I only let you inside so you could explain to me about my supposed uncle.” I rubbed my temples with my fingers. “I’m tired and have no patience right now. Can we talk about this tomorrow?”

“Why are you tired?” he asked, opening a cabinet.

I groaned. “Come on!” Reaching into my pocket, I pulled out a ring so I didn’t wash it by accident. When I set it down on the counter, I noticed Tucker’s eyes on it. “What?” I snapped.

“You just got back from robbing someone!” He grinned like he’d just figured everything out.

Sighing, I picked the ring up and went toward the back of the apartment, where my room was. Grabbing my dark, wooden jewelry box, I lifted the lid to place the ring inside.

It used to be Gayle’s box. It was the only nice thing she ever owned. Even though she was a raging bitch, she was the only family I had, so I kept it.

When I turned around to return to Tucker, I yelped to find him standing in front of me. “Why are you back here? I didn’t invite you into my room.” My gaze automatically strayed to my bed, giving him the exact idea of what was going on inside my head.

Sure, for years I’d wondered what it would be like to share the bed with him. I never could get him out of my head. Every attempt I made to forget him was hopeless. This would always be the man I loved.

“You stole that ring.” He crossed his arms over his broad chest, staring down at me.

Pointing at the door, I pressed my lips together. When he didn’t move, I ran a hand through my hair, bringing it over to one side. Tucker groaned, reaching out to run a finger over the pointed ear I’d exposed. I shivered.

“I reclaimed it for a client. It was stolen from him nearly a century ago,” I replied, taking a step way from him.

If he touched me again, it would be my undoing. Even after all this time he still had an effect on me. My body was betraying me despite my mind telling it to keep control.

Tucker nodded, looking around the room. “You’ve been hanging out with the wrong crowd, Jolie. There’ll come a day when you’ll have the wrong client. I don’t want to see this kind of future for you.”

My rage shot up out of nowhere as I stared at him. I clenched my fists at my side, glaring. “It’s none of your damn business. Don’t you have a fucking kingdom to run?” I growled.

Raising his hands in surrender, Tucker’s eyes widened. “Look, I have a reason for being here. I’m not trying to get into your pants or bring back the amazing marriage we had.”

“Amazing, my ass. Your mother ran everything!” I hissed. “What Mommy says, son will do.”

“That’s hardly fair, Jolie. She’s my queen. Even if I wasn’t her son, I would have to do as she asked.” He seemed flustered that I didn’t realize that.

Maybe I didn’t because I always followed my own path, but still. I was his wife. I should always be first.

Closing the lid to the jewelry box, I walked around Tucker to leave my room. The farther away we got from my bed, the better my hormones would be. Or so I hoped. His smell was in my apartment. My whole body was heating up with the desire to get closer to him. “Tell me why you’re here and then leave, Tuck.”

“Like I said, your uncle passed away and now you need to come take over the estate. I’ve been assigned to his property by my mother,” Tucker said, ignoring my eye roll at the mention of Mom.

“Dear boy, she doesn’t believe a single thing coming out of your mouth,” came a voice from the dark corner of the living room.

Backing up into Tucker, I clutched his hand, not even caring that we were touching.

“Who the fuck are you?” Tucker growled, pulling his gun out of his jacket where he’d been wearing a harness—something I hadn’t even noticed.

The light by the chair flicked on, revealing a man who looked strangely like Tucker. His eyes swirled with green and blue as he watched us carefully. As he crossed one leg over the other, a cigar appeared in one of his hands, already lit.

He took a puff of it then blew the smoke in our direction. “I’m your father, Tucker. Hasn’t dear old Mum spoken of me before? I know the witch is alive.”

“Don’t talk about my mother like that,” Tucker growled.

The man waved him off as if he viewed Tucker as nonthreatening. That was a mistake. He seemed at ease, unafraid of being in someone else’s home. There were no weapons on him, which was the first indication that he had power.

I briefly closed my eyes, feeling him out to find there was definitely power there, and it felt endless and dark. He was stronger than anyone I’d ever come across. The hairs on the back of my neck stood and I stepped back some more, crashing right into Tucker’s body. He placed a large hand on my shoulder, rubbing a thumb against the back of my neck to sooth me.

“I’ve come to introduce myself to both of you, considering time is of the essence. I’m your father, Tucker. Your mother and I came together, had intercourse many times and the result was you. Shall I go into more depth of what kind of kink your mother is into?” He grinned when Tucker shook his head. “Good, now put the weapon down. Do you know who I am? My name?”

Tucker didn’t put the gun away. He continued to hold it. When he didn’t respond right away to the man about his identity, the man showed himself. Horns formed on his head, his eyes began to glow red, and smoke formed around his body as fiery veins began to appear on his body.

“Demon,” I whispered.

The man put a finger up. “Not just any demon. My name is Lucifer. I’m the King of Hell.”

I spun around to face Tucker, my mouth hanging open. “Your father is the King of Hell? I thought you were a gargoyle?”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I’d fucked a demon? Holy shit. That was one direction I promised myself I’d never go, yet I’d already done it! Tucker was made of darkness.

Tucker scowled at me. “Stop looking at me like that.”

“Don’t you think that’s something your spouse should know? Hey, my name is Tucker. My dad’s the fucking devil.” I waved a hand as if I was saying hello.

“Aw, don’t blame the boy. He only just found out—when his mother finally told him. Isn’t that right, son?” Lucifer asked, beaming up at us.

His eyes swirled blue and green as the red faded away. It was mesmerizing. They went with the blue green tie he was wearing. His suit was coal black with not a single speck on it. He was perfect if you ignore the horns and the skin. Oh, yeah, and the fucking eyes too. Dear gods, what had I gotten myself into?

I held up a hand to stop them both from saying anything else. “I don’t recall inviting either one of you to my home. For your information, I prefer to be alone.” I stepped away from Tucker and pointed at him. “Don’t come near me again. I am done with you, especially considering you’re half fucking demon. I hate them, which means I hate you.”

“You hate demons?” Tucker seemed confused by that.

Lucifer chuckled. “Oh, I suppose you wouldn’t know about how she summoned one and forgot to close the damn circle! Not all of my demons are civilized creatures.”

I widened my eyes to tell him to shut up, but he only grinned at me before continuing. “My demon chased her all the way down the street. She barely managed to escape his deadly claws. I had to send someone else to save her. Your brother was annoyed, of course, but at least dear Jolie was safe once again.”

“Once again?” Tucker asked. Frowning, he put the gun away, shoulders slumping. “I’ve failed to protect you over the years. I thought checking in on you would help keep you out of trouble, but apparently I was wrong.”

“Keep me out of trouble? I had a job to do. Keeping me out of trouble is not your job, Tucker.” I sighed. Feeling Lucifer’s gaze on me, I frowned. “Why are you even here? What do I have to do with you?”

“Oh, dear, dear, Jolie. I’m here to tell you both that you better start getting along again. In the future I’ll need your assistance, and when I come calling, you better be on speaking terms.” Lucifer pulled a teacup out of thin air, took a sip and scowled.

“Cold? Maye! Why is my tea cold?” He hesitated, face suddenly going slack. “Yes, I suppose I can serve my own damn self.” Annoyed he tossed the cup. I thought for sure the liquid would fall to my carpet, but it disappeared just before it landed.

I didn’t understand why I had to be involved. When I opened my mouth to ask him, Lucifer disappeared, leaving no evidence that he had just been in the room other than the light that was still on.

Blowing out a breath, I glanced over at Tucker who was staring at me. “What?” I asked.

“It’s just been an unusual evening is all.” He frowned, heading over to the chair Lucifer was just in.

When I crossed my arms to show my irritation, I could tell he was trying to hide a smile.

“You heard my father. We need to get along, Jolie.”

“Tucker, why in the hell weren’t you questioning him more? I sure the hell would have if the devil just told me he was my father.” It didn’t make any damn sense, and if I was right, Tucker was hiding something from me. There was more to Lucifer’s visit than I knew.

Counting backward from thirty in my head, I went into the kitchen to find something to eat. I was starving. It had taken me almost an entire day to get that damn ring. It was hard, breaking into the White House. When I found out the First Lady was the one who stole the ring a long time ago, I’d been in shock.

With my powers, I managed to get into the well-secured building, and I found the ring while the jerks were eating their dinner. Easy peasy.

The White House had a lot of wards especially for magical beings, but I was special. I learned on my own as a child how to become stealthy, hiding within the shadows and making my powers be unseen. That was how I made my money these days. Apparently, being an elf came in handy even though I knew nothing about my kind.

Tucker shrugged his broad shoulders. “Because I don’t want to try to learn about my father in front of you. You’ve made it very clear that you want nothing to do with me. So, guess what, Jolie? I’ll give you what you want. I’ll finish telling you why I’m here and what you need to do. Hell, when you get control of the estate, you can send me away. I don’t care anymore. A man can only try so much before he’s had enough.”

A lump formed in my throat as I tried to digest everything he’d just said to me. He’d been watching me and I never knew about it. I was living my life just fine without him, yet here he was sending me reminders of what it was like to love him. The rage inside me grew to the point where I could hear nothing but a ringing noise, and the room grew darker and darker until I could no longer see Tucker as he stood up to try to calm me down.

It was too late, I unleashed it.
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The scene in front of me had fear clenching my heart. What the hell was happening? One minute I was talking to her about how I’d leave her alone, and then the next she was angry. The room started to grow dark as some kind of dark substance poured out of her. It surrounded me, making me feel like I was about to suffocate.

Stumbling forward through the darkness, I reached out, trying to find Jolie. When my hands settled on her warm skin, I brought her face in front of mine, where I saw tears streaming down her face as her eyes clenched.

“Jolie, please calm down,” I whispered.

As I struggled to remain standing, I called to my own power that turned me into stone. The coolness of it went through me as the stone began to cover my skin. All the while, I kept my eyes on Jolie, watching to see what else she would do.

Suddenly the dark cloud began to retreat and her eyes were now open, meeting mine. “If you want to leave, then leave, Tucker. I don’t need the damn estate. If my uncle thought it was okay to be away from me, then what does it matter if I take his stuff anyway?”

Feeling the stone recede, I removed my hands from her body before she yelled at me for it. Everything inside me wanted to pull her close, to show her how much she still meant to me, but she made it clear that I needed to leave her alone. I would do this for her because I cared that much.

“He stayed away because that was what it took to keep you in hiding. You don’t even know the whole truth. Do you know anything about your life before Gayle?”

When she shook her head, I nodded.

“Exactly. Really, you shouldn’t even be mad at me for being here. I’m doing you a favor by providing you with information about your past. The past you’ve always had questions about. The past you didn’t even know existed.” I didn’t know why I was getting aggravated, but I was. Maybe because she was so quick to get rid of me. I had no idea, but now the anger was bubbling inside of me.

Taking a deep breath because she was looking away from me now, I grabbed her hand and led her over to the couch despite her trying to tug away from me. I gestured for her to sit down, and she did reluctantly, eyeing me suspiciously. She needed to see how important it was that we went back to the estate. It was all she had left of her past.

“Your uncle left Faery after your family was brutally slaughtered. Your mother made him promise to protect you—and he did by putting you with someone who would bring you up in a life separate to the one you were born in. I don’t know all the details, but I do know that more information can be found at the estate. If you come back with me, I’ll help you discover more about your past.”

I hoped that was enough to convince her into coming with me, but when she bit her bottom lip in thought, I had a feeling she was about to turn me down. Apparently, choosing my mother over my wife had been a bad idea. I should have realized that, but at the time, I knew I had to be loyal to the crown.

Everyone was loyal to the crown when it came to the gargoyle kind. She probably would have come with me had I asked her, but I stupidly thought she would wait years for me. Gargoyle women understood the life, but not the outsiders. Now I’d possibly lost the only love of my life.

“Fine,” Jolie finally answered, looking me straight in the face. “But no funny stuff.”

I held up my hands in surrender. “Me? Funny? Please.” I quirked an eyebrow, and she immediately frowned.

* * *

After we boarded my plane, tension lingered in the set of Jolie’s shoulders as she took her seat next to me.

She looked around until her gaze landed on me. “This is yours?” she asked.

Nodding, I motioned for one of the flight attendants to bring us something to drink. They handed me a glass of my usual fifty year old single malt scotch and














































