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Being supercharged doesn’t mean you can stop the inevitable.

Faith Kennedy has no control over her own powers, never mind what Tom Ryan bequeathed to her. She must learn to control her natural fire abilities while harnessing all her new supernatural gifts without harming those she cares about most.

When Faith partners with Kylee Paradox, an ancient bounty hunter, to close rifts she created across the globe, her worst fear comes to fruition. Half a world away, Alex Ryan goes missing.

Faith must hunt down the devil before he can claim Alex as his own. If she fails, she may have to kill her one true soulmate.
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DRIVING WITHOUT A LICENSE with a dead body in the back seat probably wasn’t my brightest idea. I didn’t give too much thought to my current predicament until the flashing lights and siren filled my rear window.

I swallowed the last bit of spit, and it felt like I was trying to ingest a handful of spikes. I glimpsed my face in the rearview mirror. There was no wiping the amount of blood smeared on me away. If the officer pulled me over, I would land in jail, and I was still way too close to where Lucifer was to take that chance.

“You aren’t chasing me,” I whispered, wishing it to be so.

The police car changed lanes and flew by me.

I uttered a high-pitched laugh. I wasn’t sure if that had resulted from my words or just dumb luck, but either way, I would take it. I wasn’t going insanely fast, like Tom had driven up to the cabin. But I wasn’t going the speed limit either.

I wanted home.

I wanted Alex’s arms.

I wanted someone to tell me what I did was okay.

I didn’t know if I would get any of those things.

My vision blurred.

I wiped away my tears and focused on the road. Pushing the pedal to the floor was tempting, but that was a surefire way to land in a world of trouble.

I glanced at the body lying prone on the back seat. Tom Ryan had died to save the world, but it had been all for nothing. Lucifer still got out before I could shut down the breach between our world and Hell.

Instead of wallowing in growing despair, I focused on what had happened the moment I ate the last of Tom’s heart. My stomach lurched, and I swallowed back the bile. I had no idea what would happen if I vomited now. I certainly couldn’t do it at eighty miles per hour.

Tom’s memories swarmed in my head. But it wasn’t just his memories. It was so many others going back thousands of years to a time when archangels walked among us. My hands trembled with the sheer volume in my head. It rivaled the aching power pulsing just underneath my skin.

I didn’t have the first clue of how to use the arsenal I now had. I quickly realized that when I tried to close Tom’s chest, and nothing happened. But I sure felt every ounce of the power inside me. I thought my fire power was strong. This little infusion of angel magic made all my cells hum.

I reached the town of York at a little after midnight. My muscles ached with the tension tightening my body. I drove past Tom and Bridget’s house. I couldn’t face either Bridget or his Tom’s daughter, April, right now.

A lump formed in my throat, and I couldn’t swallow. By the time I rolled up to the keypad at CJ’s gate, my entire form shook, and tears blurred my vision. I didn’t even have to roll my window down. The gate opened at the same time as the front door, and the blindingly pure light of CJ’s aura shined on the front walkway, making me squint.

I pulled into the driveway, put the truck in park, and engaged the parking brake like Tom had taught me. That small activity brought the sobs back while I climbed out of the car. I made it two steps before I dropped to my knees on the walkway and buried my face in my hands.

“Where’s Tom?” CJ asked, and his voice carried worry that I couldn’t deal with.

I pointed at the truck. All I could do was shake my head.

CJ stumbled to his knees next to me. “He’s dead?”

His words pierced my heart, along with his raw emotions. I felt the loss as if I were CJ, and it was crushing. I glanced up to see a stream of tears rolling down his face as he stared at the truck.

“We failed,” I squeaked out between sobs. “It was all for nothing.”

His gaze jumped to mine and widened.

A blur of motion came towards me, and then arms wrapped around me. It took a second to realize Alex had been the one to hug me, not CJ, but his presence didn’t stop the tears. It didn’t stop the churn of my stomach or the heat building inside me at my failure.

Alex helped me to my feet and led me towards the front door, leaving his father kneeling on the brick pavers.

There was no consoling CJ. His emotions flowed over me like a suffocating wave of fire. Even as Alex sat me on the couch and brought a wet towel to wipe my face, I couldn’t climb out from under the weight of CJ’s despair.

Alex cupped my chin and lifted it so I would meet his gaze. “Are you hurt?” he asked, and then glanced down at the soiled cloth in his hand. His worried blue-eyes waited for an answer.

I shook my head, unable to articulate while I studied Alex’s aura. Light still shined, but it was much duller than CJ’s. My heart constricted in my chest, and the horror of what I’d unleashed prickled my skin.

His brow creased as he lowered in front of me. “Uncle Tom?”

“He...” My throat tightened, and I couldn’t say the words. How could I tell Alex that I’d ingested his uncle’s heart? That he was dead, and even with Lucifer’s grace riding my blood, we hadn’t won? How could I tell him he was now in real danger of becoming the devil’s vessel?

He glanced outside. “Where is Uncle Tom?”

“In the backseat.”

He stood, but I grabbed his hand, shaking my head.

“Don’t,” I said.

“I’m okay. And if you are okay, I think I need to help my father.” He gave me a soft smile. “I guess there are some benefits to being nearly soulless.”

I nodded. His father’s emotions were still pounding into me like the waves on the rocks outside. But there was very little emanating from Alex. He left me. A few minutes later, he brought his father inside and sat him on the couch.

“Should I call Aunt Bridget?” Alex asked.

CJ looked up at his son and then over at me, his face scrunching as a new set of tears tracked down his cheeks. He wiped them away and took a shaky breath. “I’ll call her.” He stood and headed upstairs.

Alex resumed cleaning the blood off of me. His gentle touch kept drawing new tears.

Overwhelmed. That was the only thought that surfaced. I was not handling this very well, considering I had watched cancer kill my mother.

But I was not the cause of my mother’s cancer. I caused Tom’s death and probably of all those who surrounded me here. All that I loved would be destroyed because I wasn’t strong enough to keep Lucifer in his rightful cage.

“Show me,” Alex whispered.

I shook my head. The time jump had caused the breach before. I couldn’t guarantee another one would break open if I did it again, and I did not want to be responsible for Hell’s army being released. It was bad enough Lucifer had survived.

“Were you able to close the breach?” he asked.

“Yes.” My voice shook as if I had a teeth-clacking shiver. “But he still got loose.”

Alex searched my gaze, and then slowly sat down on the coffee table in front of me. He closed his eyes, and his thoughts swarmed my head.

I didn’t need to tell him the horrifying truth. He already knew.

“Well, then.” He opened his eyes. “I will need to be extra vigilant.”

I nodded, and a fresh wave of tears heated my face. “I can’t even protect you,” I whispered.

“Don’t you have Uncle Tom’s gifts now?”

“I have no idea,” I said. “I tried to close his chest with whatever this is turning my bones to jelly inside me, but I failed at that, too.” I hung my head.

“What exactly happened?” CJ asked from the stairwell.

The room twisted out of focus and I tried to stop the time jump from happening by clamping my eyes shut, but it was out of my control. When I opened my eyes, we were all outside the little cottage.

I glanced up at Alex as hot panic welled up in my blood. I did not want them to actually see Tom’s death. It had been so brutal, so awful. My stomach did a slow roll, and I swallowed the sour bile that crawled up my throat.
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“WHAT’S THE PLAN?” TOM asked, looking at the ground.

“I figured if we both blast it, our combined power will close it,” she said. 

I stared at my likeness and shivered. It was strange seeing myself, and now I understood the unease of both Tom and CJ when they’d witnessed my time jumps.

“I’ve never been able to control my angel fire.” Tom said, and they stepped into the middle of the clearing twenty yards from the breach.

Her nervous laughter filled the tense air. “I’ve only suppressed mine, so I’m not very versed in control, either.”

“Aren’t we a pair?” he said with a smile. “Here goes nothing.”

They aimed their palms toward the crackling light. Flames licked her hand, but that was it. A small ray of white light sputtered from his. They both stared at their hands with open mouths and creased brows.

She pulled her hand out of his grip and nearly torched her face before her fist closed. He closed his hand before the angel fire shot into the stratosphere.

Their eyes looked like wide anime eyes, and they both turned toward the breach in unison.

“Let’s try that again,” he said, and the moment their hands opened, white and blue flame shot from their palms.

Seeing us in action was spectacular and humbling. My chest squeezed because we should have been able to close the breach with our separate powers, but the opposite happened. The hole stretched, and screams of joy filled the air from the other side of the breach. That same sick feeling that had blanketed me at my cabin gripped me again.

“Jesus Christ!” Tom closed his palm and took a shaky step back. “We weakened it! Fuck!”

She screamed, and the flare from her palm brightened and only served to increase the gap. Bodies started pushing through the portal. Her face turned red with the effort, and tears tracked down her cheeks.

The first red-eyed demon smiled as it fell onto the earth, despite the shower of fire Faith aimed at it, but it finally charred under the blast.

“God damned demons,” Tom muttered.

The more demons she torched on this side of the portal, the more broke through.

A voice carried through the breach. “I’m coming for you.”

Tom’s face went deathly pale. “Give it everything you have.”

Her lips pressed together, and her eyes narrowed. The fire coming from her palm turned blue with white flares. The hottest color of fire, but blue eyes still peered out through her wall of fire. She screamed, and wind accompanied the fire rippling the demon’s clothing before fire charred it.

A storm brewed overhead.

“You know what you have to do,” Tom said, stepping close to her.

I wanted to stop the time jump. I didn’t want them to see what I had to do to close the damn breach, but I couldn’t pull this back. I screamed at the same time as my image, and Alex wrapped his arms around me from behind. Even his touch didn’t stop the vision.

“No!” she screamed.

“You have to,” Tom whispered. “It’s either him or you, and I’m betting on you.”

The roar of the wind surged around them.

He tore his shirt open, revealing Raphael’s sigil on his chest, and pointed at the breach. “If Lucifer gets through, I’m dead anyway.”

“I can’t. You should have killed me that first day.”

His gaze hardened. “Never think that. Ever. You understand?”

She nodded, her chin trembling.

His gaze flicked to the disturbance between worlds, and then he closed his eyes. Clenching his jaw, his skin broke open like a scalpel running down the length of his chest.

My image wasn’t the only one who gasped. CJ shared the same horror I had, and his hand covered his mouth.

Tom’s arms shook as he gripped his shirt. He cried out as bones snapped. His rib cage ripped through his skin, giving her a clear view of his innards.

“Take the grace,” he said, and his lungs inflated and deflated with his labored breath.

Fire spit like crackling embers from her ungloved hand. She reached into his chest with her gloved hand and grasped his heart. The beat of the muscle continued, and tears streamed down her cheeks.

“Do it,” he commanded.

She screamed as she yanked his heart from his chest, and the fire flared brighter.

Lucifer was already halfway through the portal.

Her fire was the only thing keeping him from reaching this world.

She closed her eyes and shoved the still-beating muscle into her mouth, then bit off half of it. She gagged, but continued to eat through her sobs until the heart was gone.

My stomach rolled, and I swallowed the bile lining my throat.

With blood still dripping down her chin, her form went rigid. Wings of fire formed on her back, burning until blackened. The fire flowing from her hand tripled in strength, turning into white-hot angel fire, annihilating the rift between worlds and anything in its path.

When the fire faded to only sparks, she dropped to her knees and pressed Tom’s hand to her lips.

The ghostly figure of Tom materialized next to her. “Just remember to keep your promise.” His voice rang in the clearing.

“I will remember,” she whispered.

He smiled and faded into the smoky mist.

She closed her eyes, and a crease of concentration along with a layer of sweat broke out on her forehead. When she opened her eyes, her lips turned down in disappointment.

“Damn it,” she whispered, and let go of his hand.

She placed her palms on the skin outside of his shattered ribs and pushed. They collapsed with a sickening crack.

She sat back on her heels and wiped her face as she stared at his prone form. With effort, she stood and grabbed his ankles, then dragged him to the truck and opened the back door. The awkward battle of getting him over her shoulders and into the back seat commenced.

If Tom had just been unconscious, the scene would have proven to be comical, but the fact I was struggling to put his dead body in the car created a solemn atmosphere.

Her sobs echoed off the car, drifting into the woods. When she finally closed the back door, she fell to her knees and buried her face in her hands.

Tom’s ghost kneeled next to her and put his hand on her shoulder. “I knew this was a one-way ticket,” he said. “They knew it, too.” His image faded before she finally uncovered her face.

Blood streaked her skin. She climbed to her feet, sniffling as she glanced at the smoldering pile of bodies under where the rift had been.

Nothing moved at first, and then the pile fell away. One charred body rolled towards her. His head turned deliberately, and blue eyes peered from a burned face.

Lucifer grinned.
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I BLINKED, AND WE were all back in CJ’s family room. Alex’s expression hadn’t changed, but CJ’s was tight, like he was trying to hold whatever he had eaten earlier this evening inside. His cheeks bloomed with patches of red over the green hue that had colored the rest of his face. He walked to the bathroom around the corner and the sound of retching reached us.

I couldn’t say I blamed him. I wished I could vomit, but I kept my stomach in check. I still didn’t know what throwing up Tom’s heart would do. From what I’d gathered from his memories, he’d had the same struggle and the same conclusion that something bad would happen if he didn’t digest the muscle fully.

“So, you now have Lucifer’s grace,” Alex said, breaking the silence.

I nodded. “And I can see auras, and I saw his ghost, so I guess I got some of Tom’s gifts. I don’t know what is what, but my skin feels like it is going to fly off in a million directions at any moment.”

The toilet flushed, and CJ came out just as car lights pulled into the driveway. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, wiping his face.

He glanced at Alex. “I need wood in the backyard.”

“Why?”

CJ sighed and tilted his head. His mind broadcast two words, and I shivered.

Funeral pyre.
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I WENT WITH ALEX into the backyard lit by the floodlights on the house, unable to face Tom’s family. Unfortunately, I was no longer buffered from their emotions. I had a hard time standing on my feet, but focusing on building what was asked helped.

Alex must have known I wasn’t coping well, because he didn’t say a word. When he handed me wood, he made sure to touch my hands and meet my gaze. When we had a pile of wood that was four feet high and at least six feet long, I stepped back and stared at what looked like a cord of wood. The top was indented for the length of the pile.

“I think it will be a while before he comes for us,” I said, thinking of Lucifer’s charred form.

Alex nodded. “Did you want to clean up?”

“Not yet.” I didn’t want to traipse through the house at the moment. Besides, I had no clothing here, and from the inappropriate thoughts swarming Alex’s head, it would open up a situation I wasn’t ready to be in.

“Should we try to bring Tom back here?” Alex asked.

I didn’t know if we could manage Tom’s six-foot, two-hundred-pound dead weight on our own, but it would certainly mean CJ wouldn’t have to get him on the pyre. Of course, CJ probably could just move him with his mind, but he was still battling the crushing loss.

Alex raised an eyebrow, waiting for my answer.

“He’s really heavy.” I shifted my weight and bit my lip.

“You got him in the truck on your own,” he said, hooking his thumb over his shoulder.

Heat filled my cheeks, and I shrugged. I was hopped up on adrenaline at the time. My muscles were just starting to ache from the exertion of moving Tom and then moving close to a cord of wood. I wasn’t sure I had it in me to move him to the backyard. But if it meant CJ and Bridget wouldn’t have to, I could suck it up and help.

I nodded.

He took my hand in his and led me around the house. The truck still sat shrouded in darkness. I shivered at the thought of touching Tom’s lifeless form, but Alex didn’t seem fazed by it at all.

We opened the back door of the truck and stared at the empty, blood-smeared seat. My eyes widened, and I glanced toward the front door. I couldn’t imagine them bringing his bloody body into the house, but perhaps they did.

We closed the door and headed inside.

“Dad?” Alex called as we stepped into the foyer.

CJ came around the corner, the crease between his eyes broadcasting his concern just as much as his mind. “Tom’s not in the truck?”

We shook our heads. My heart thundered. If CJ didn’t bring his body inside...

My breath wheezed in my chest as I spun on my heels, racing outside and around to the passenger side of the truck. Lights over the garage blinked on, bathing the area with brightness. CJ and Alex skidded to a stop behind me. A trail of blood and matted grass led toward the burned-out Andreas lot.

Both CJ and Alex muttered, “Grace.”

“What the Hell would she want with Tom’s body?” I said before the truth hit.

And it hit hard. Lucifer. If he had a body to inhabit, even one with his chest cut open, he would heal much faster than the burned husk I’d left at the cabin in Northern, Maine.

“Bridget and April are here, right?” Alex asked.

“Yes.” He took a deep breath. “The last time he was injured, he powered up on angel blood.”

I gasped. “Do you think Grace would sacrifice her family?” They were the only angel descendants not at CJ’s house.

“I don’t know.” CJ shook his head and glanced at Alex. “I didn’t think she would turn on us the way she did, either. So, I just don’t know.”

“What about Austin?” Alex asked.

CJ huffed, turned, and jogged toward the house. His mind was unreadable, but the fluttering of colors through his aura told me enough. I didn’t need to hear his thoughts.

Paige and Austin trusted Tom. If Grace had stolen Tom’s body for Lucifer, and Tom’s likeness showed up at their door, they would let him in.

I stepped into the kitchen with Alex and CJ. Bridget and April sat on the couch. April’s aura shined like the rest of the angel descendants, but Bridget’s aura was so muted that it surprised me. Then again, all I had seen since I came back with Tom’s gifts were angel offspring, so seeing a normal human aura was jarring and welcoming at the same time.

Bridget looked up, and a lump formed in my throat. Her pain was as acute as CJ’s, bringing fresh tears to my eyes. At least Alex had cleaned off my face, so I wasn’t covered in her husband’s blood like I had been when I arrived.

She stood and crossed, then wrapped me in her arms. “Thank you for bringing him home,” she whispered in my ear.

I closed my eyes, and tears burned my throat. “You might not want to thank me yet,” I squeezed out. “I didn’t lock the truck when I came inside.”

Bridget pulled away and studied my face. Then she turned as CJ walked into the room with his cell phone to his ear.

“Tom is dead.” CJ’s gaze snapped to mine. “Get Austin away from him, now. Use magic. Use whatever the Hell you need to. That is not Tom. It’s Lucifer.”

Bridget gasped and looked at me.

“Grace,” Alex interjected.

Bridget closed her eyes and brought me into a hug. “I’m so sorry you had to go through that, sweetheart.”

The screams coming from the phone line echoed in my head, and I held CJ’s gaze. Fury filled his eyes, and he squeezed the phone enough to crack the screen. The laugh that followed chilled me to the core.

I broke free of Bridget and crossed, putting my hand out. He blinked at me, like he didn’t understand, so I snagged the phone from him.

“Next time, you won’t be so lucky,” I said into the phone.

A chuckle filled the line. “Are you sure about that, little girl?”

I met CJ’s gaze. “Yes. Because of you, I lost the closest thing I had to a father. I will end you.”

Silence filled the line. “You don’t want to reunite with your dear old dad?”

“Why? So, you can rip my heart out?”

“From what I understand, it seems Grace may have already done that.”

“You have been poorly misinformed.”

“I have made a deal with that wild tiger. She can either deliver your heart to me, or your boy to me. Either way, I will deliver his soul to her.” He paused. “Unless, of course, you would like to bring me the boy yourself.”

“I will see you in Hell before I do that.”

“So be it.”

The line went dead.

I handed CJ his phone and turned, heading into the living room where no one was gathered. Three people had died today because of me. Guilt bit at my skin, creating an uncomfortable tightness in my chest. I sat on the stairs and covered my face.

Warmth radiated near me, and then a hand landed on my back as a body settled on the stair next to me. Silence prevailed. No thoughts came through, and I finally glanced over.

April sat next to me, her eyes red and puffy.

“I am so sorry about your father,” I said with an unsteady voice.

She wrapped her arms around me in a tight hug. “You need to find that knife. It’s the only way. Otherwise, the world will burn.”

“Why me?” I whispered in her ear.

“You are the only one now. My uncle won’t be able to. Not when Lucifer is wearing family.” She pulled away and stared at me.

Her words chilled me more than seeing the empty truck seat. I shivered. I wasn’t sure I could do what she was asking, no matter how sure I’d sounded on the phone.

“I failed once already,” I said. “And now people are dead.”

“I know. But I’ve seen the alternative...” She shook her head slowly.

I caught a glimpse of whatever vision April had seen.

Walls painted with blood. Bodies torn to bits. Smoke-filled air. Fanned red hair draped over a chair.

It took me a moment to realize it was my hair. In April’s vision, I was laid out like a sacrificial lamb, with a hole in my chest the size of a man’s fist.
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“I DON’T KNOW,” BRIDGET said.

“You should stay here,” CJ said.

Valerie nodded with eyes as haunted as CJ’s. “He’s already killed Austin and Paige.”

“I know.” Bridget glanced at April and me sitting on the couch. “It’s just that...” She closed her eyes and took a breath. “I need to get our things,” she said after a moment.

“We will help,” CJ said.

“Really?” Annoyance crept through Bridget’s grief, giving her voice a hard edge.

“No one in this family is going it alone.” CJ crossed his arms.

Bridget moved the truck over to the side of the garage so CJ could access their cars. I piled into the back seat of Bridget’s car, and Alex rode with me instead of the rest of his family.

He laced his fingers with mine as we sat in the dark of the back seat. Bridget didn’t speak as she drove to the house. When she pulled into the driveway, she slammed the brakes and gasped.

A figure sitting on the steps looked up into the bright headlights and smiled in a chillingly familiar manner. His chin was still smeared with blood and his hands were painted crimson.

“Tom?” Bridget whispered and threw the gear into park.

I was out of the car before either she or CJ could step foot on the asphalt. I shut the door before Alex could follow. He was in more danger than anyone else here. He banged on the
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