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Chapter One

C laire Thordis pinched the bridge of her nose, squeezing her 
eyelids shut. The scent of cosmopolitans and sweat-soaked lust 

Llled the air. 
’adiesN night at Aitro always drew a large crowd. 
P pendulum of pain tapped behind one pupil. Wrying her eyes 

open, squinting through a blur of neon lights and pyrotechnic smoke, 
she refocused on tonightNs target. 

Still there. vorrying her bottom lip, the pulse in her 5eins raced in 
time to the electronic beats of deadmau“. 

?Aeed that topped o”, ClaireSI Thursday nightNs bartender held 
up a water tap, interrupting her thoughts.

Dhe wa5ed him o”, shaking her head, not wanting the distraction. 
?Ao, xNm good, Bonnie.I

De5eral days ago, sheNd been stupid. DheNd allowed chaos to rip an 
angel-sized hole through her routine. Pnd now she needed to get 
control back. Grab routine by the horns.

Two days had passed since Be5inNs disappearance in Dedona. 
Claire had spent the Lrst twenty-four hours on the sofa in what felt 

like a catatonic state. This morning, a Eoodgate of emotion threatened 
to eGplode. Domething Claire couldnNt allow. Refore losing all control, 
sheNd sprung from the sofa cushions, gone to work, and decided it was 
time to rein it in. 
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Rut that plan backLred. jer boss kicked her out, waggling a scorn-
ful Lnger up and down. “You’re too unfocused. The last thing I need is a 
medical examiner who can’t do her job. Out, Claire. Out now. Go home. 
And don’t come back until you’re feeling better.”

Whil thought she still su”ered from the side e”ects of food poi-
soning. Claire couldnNt tell him the truth. Dhe needed to work. Pnd 
because her boss ruined that plan for distraction, she needed another. 
Claire peeked left again. P sandy-haired, blue-eyed distraction who 
might be two years younger. Kaybe twenty-se5enS Dhe cursed under 
her breath. ?Dtop stalling. 2et on with it already.I

Mep, sheNd been Lne up until siG days ago. ’ife had been normal. 
!uiet. Routine. That was until two bodies in her morgue got up and 
walked away, spurring that whirlwind of chaos. 

Werhaps she should ha5e distanced herself from the entire mess. 
Rut her best friend, who was more like a sister, was in5ol5ed. Do sheNd 
3umped into a rabbit hole, searching for the Kad jatter, knowing full 
well itNd screw her o5er in the end. xf sheNd foreseen how much, would 
she do it againS Rlowing out a dramatic breath, Claire dropped her 
chin on an open palm. ?Meah, probably.I 

Dtill, sheNd been too damned stupid. Dhe do5e deep into that rabbit 
hole. ’et her guard down. DheNd let a hot angel kiss her silly. 

…iss her.
Touch her. 
Lick her. 
Dammit! DheNd all but opened the door to chaos and in5ited it inF 

Pnd now, her emotions were twisted out of control. ’ike a damned 
poltergeist in a horror mo5ie, e5erything Eew around inside by an 
unseen force. Dhe couldnNt sleep. CouldnNt eat. jer stomach knotted. 
On those rare occasions she did sleep, Be5inNs disappearance plagued 
her nightmares. 
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Dhe needed information. Aeeded to know the plan. Met, for some 
reason, she couldnNt bring herself to call Karco or Ylias. Y5ery time she 
tried, her Lnger ho5ered o5er the screen, frozen in place. jell, sheNd 
ne5er been this indecisi5e. DheNd been Lne until that damned angel 
entered her life. ?Dtop thinking about himFI Dlamming her grena-
dine-based drink down, she cursed again. 

Why can’t I get him off my mind? 
That’s why you’re here. Time to eGorcise the emotional poltergeist.
Betermination straightened ClaireNs spine. jer watchful eyes again 

zeroed in on tonightNs target. Dpears of red and purple light Eick-
ered across long brown hair and tanned skin, highlighting prominent 
cheekbones and a strong 3aw. The hot underco5er o6cer she met 
through a colleague now propped at the end of the bar should be 
sending her hormones into o5erdri5e. Met, she felt nothing. Ao tingles. 
Ao Eutters. Aothing for Billon7 Billon7 something. What the hell 
is his last name? 

Jor the life of her, she couldnNt remember. Dhe ga5e a mental shake. 
vhat did it matterS je was a means to an end. Pn attempt to erase the 
tornado of memories threatening to burst through a Eoodgate wall. 
Billon DomethingNs purpose was a necessary e5il. P routine distrac-
tion, plain and simple. 

Wrior to meeting the fallen angel who now haunted her dreams, 
sheNd already eGperienced a problem getting her fuck-em and leave-em 
routine back. Rut nowS Claire slammed a Lst on the barNs acrylic neon 
surface. ?BammitFI Aow, no other man turned her on. 

AeGt to her, Kissy Einched. jer coworkerNs gaze tore sideways, 
away from the surfer sheNd been talking to since arri5al. Pnd seriously, 
where was Dalt-’ife guy surLngS The Kissouri Hi5erS Kissy leaned in, 
bumping ClaireNs shoulder with her own. One pierced eyebrow raised. 
?Mou okaySI
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?Jine. xNm Lne.I Claire shrugged. Circling the rim of her glass with 
one manicured, champagne pink nail, she followed a drop of conden-
sation. Dhe should be happy that Billon eye-fucked her. P heated stare 
that made all the women in the bar drop their cheeky lace panties. jell, 
a week ago, hers would ha5e Eown o” as well. ’ifting her chin, she 
nudged Kissy, reluctance clawing at her. ?Mou readyS x want to hit the 
dance Eoor.I

The bubbly laughter erupting from KissyNs wine-colored lips grat-
ed on ClaireNs ner5es. ’ike Lngernails on a chalkboard. Wulling away 
once more, Kissy held up a Lnger and lowered her 5oice. ?2i5e me ten 
minutes. …aiNs about to ask for my number.I 

…aiS The surferNs name was …aiS 2ood 2od, what a d-bag name. 
Jine. Ten minutes. Ynough time to reel in the distraction. vell, 
maybe. Claire felt like shit. ’ooked like shit, too. Dhe prayed the thick 
layer of concealer masking the under-eye circles sheNd awakened with 
worked as promised. 

Dpine straightening, Claire raised her gaze to the mirror at the back 
of the bar, eying the distractionNs reEection. vith a slow, deliberate 
mo5e, she lifted the maraschino cherry from her drink. Ducking and 
rolling the rounded fruit between her lips, she used the tip of her 
tongue to lick it, then plucked its sweet essence from the stem with 
her teeth. 

Pnd yep. Dhe had him. Billon Domething watched the entire ac-
tion. vith e5en more reluctance, Claire rotated her head to latch 
onto his gaze. P sultry smile lifted her lips. Though she knew it 
didnNt reach her eyes, it worked. Billon stared back. One of those 
xNm-gonna-rail-you-real-good stares. Perfect.

…eeping the fake-as-fuck smile plastered to her lips, Claire slid o” 
the stool and grabbed KissyNs elbow, pulling her to the dance Eoor. 
The corners of BillonNs mouth lifted in response. P week ago, that 
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smile and those lips would ha5e been her mo5e-in-and-pounce trigger. 
Aow, her heart 3ust wasnNt in it. Then again, that was precisely the 
problem, wasnNt itS ?Duck it up. je wants you, and dammit, you will 
complete tonightNs task.I

Claire dragged Kissy to the middle of the dance Eoor, the swing 
of their hips catching the attention of more than a few men. Billon 
included, and …ai, the d-bag already on KissyNs heels. Claire lifted her 
arms. jer eyelids Euttered shut as she let the music take control. Ba5id 
2uetta and Rebe HeGhaNs ?xNm 2oodI pulsed through the nightclub 
like a sonic wa5e, a nearly deafening euphoric tune on the dance Eoor. 

Pbo5e the pounding base, Kissy squealed. ?x lo5e this songFI 
?xtNs perfect,I Claire agreed. Recause she was good, right? The 

words bounced around her skull like a Danskrit mantra. I’m good. I’m 
good. I’m good.

’ike a demonic force, the melody took possession. The pulsating 
5ibration started in ClaireNs toes, tra5eled through her limbs and torso, 
then eGploded from the top of her skull. Bancing equaled freedom. P 
way to escape.

ClaireNs hips rocked back and forth. vith calculating precision, 
she dragged Eat palms o5er her cur5es, inching the blue dress up to 
re5eal more thigh. The tilt of her head mo5ed in perfect time with 
the gyrations of her hips. vea5ing Lngertips through the loose strands 
of her perfectly wind-blown hair, she lifted the tips. P purposeful, 
seducti5e mo5e to re5eal the cur5e of her neck. Chancing a peek o5er 
one shoulder, she caught Billon prowling her way, wea5ing through 
the writhing bodies, eyes drilling into her. 

vhen they Lrst met, Billon came on strong. Jlirted to no end. 
Rut his cocky arrogance reminded her of Kichael, her eG. Domeone 
worth forgetting. Kichael reinforced the reason she lacked trust in 
men. Once she recognized the signs in Billon, the Eirting stopped. 
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Rut this time, BillonNs arrogance didnNt matter. Pnd if things went 
as planned, sheNd spend less than an hour in his company. Then sheNd 
disappear like a ghost.

Billon squared up behind her. The heat of his body bled into hers as 
she felt each mimicking sway. ’atching onto his gaze o5er a shoulder, 
she spun around. je inched closer. Kere centimeters separated their 
bodies from touching in a pro5ocati5e way. 

Ken werenNt allowed to touch Claire without permission. Except 
the angel. je touched her from the beginning. Met somehow, sheNd 
been okay with it. Dhe sho5ed the thought aside with ruthless inten-
tion and mo5ed closer to the distraction, throwing an arm o5er his 
shoulder, issuing an in5itation to touch. BillonNs warm palm slid to 
the small of her back, their hips mimicking what would come neGt. 

Twenty minutes later, Billon pressed Claire to the wall in the uniseG 
bathroom. Dhe Eipped the lock, the plan for distraction well on its 
way. 

?Bamn, Claire. xN5e wanted you since we met.I BillonNs strained 
whisper 5ibrated her 3ugular where his lips dragged upward. 

vhen his tongue slid inside her mouth, she 3erked back, Einching. 
?Ao kissingFI Jor unknown reasons, the kiss felt repulsi5e. vhy, she 
had no idea. je smelled good. jad minty mo3ito-Ea5ored breath. Dhe 
should welcome it. Met her stomach churned. P 5ile, bitter taste rose 
in her mouth. xnstead, she lifted her chin, gi5ing him a silent order to 
mo5e back down.

One muscular thigh slipped between her legs, pinning her to the 
wall. BillonNs rock-hard erection prodded her abdomen. Dhe should 
be relishing in how much this 5irile man with a body toned enough 
to ri5al an Olympic swimmerNs wanted her. Met somehow, his hands, 
now cupping her ass, lifting and drawing the apeG of her thighs against 
the bulge in his pants, felt all wrong.
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?*ust fuck me, Billon.I Claire sho5ed him o” and spun around to 
face the wall, lifting her skirt, presenting her ass as if it were a Dunday 
dinner ham. Dhe leaned forward, letting both arms rest against the 
sludge-co5ered wall. Meah, it might be gross, but for some reason, the 
entire interaction made her feel as Llthy as a two-bit whore on nickel 
night. 

xt took considerable e”ort not to sho5e Billon away as his smooth 
palms dragged up her thighs, lingering o5er the cheeks of her backside. 
Dhe stared at the Eoor, a feeling of nausea churning in her stomach. Dhe 
knew she used Billon. That he may deser5e better. Though cocky, heNd 
always treated her with respect. Dtill, she needed to rid herself of emo-
tion. xf nothing else, get back to being numb. Claire pressed her cheek 
against the cool tile and closed her eyes, trying hard not to imagine the 
man wrenching her 9-string down her thighs was someone else. 

Do not think about him.
The hiss of leather sweeping across metal echoed in the small room 

as Billion Eicked open his belt buckle. Dhe swallowed hard, pinching 
her eyelids tighter.

Do not think about him.
The pull tab of a zipper lowered. The clickity-clack of each zipper 

tooth triggered a shudder to snake down ClaireNs spine.
Dhe inhaled and cringed. 
jer eyes snapped open, realization hitting like blunt force trauma. 

I don’t want to do this. ?vait, Billon.I On the tail end of his name, she 
realized nothing happened. Billon-the-distraction no longer touched 
her. Dhe peeked o5er a shoulder. Billon stood a few feet back, running 
a tattooed hand through the silky strands of his long brown hair. vhat 
the hell was he doingS

?Bammit, Claire.I Dhaking his head, a long eGhale rolled out of 
his mouth. ?x donNt know what youNre into, but when the woman 
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xNm trying to get naked is crying, well, itNs kind of a boner killer, you 
knowSI je let loose a low curse. ?MouNre beautiful, and xNd lo5e to 
continue this another time, but xNm 3ust not intoI0he wa5ed a hand 
through the air0?sadism, or whate5er this is. x canNt get into crying. 
xNm sorry.I

Claire gaped. vhat the hell was he talking aboutS Dhe lifted a Lnger 
to her cheek. vet. Oh, hell no! The Eoodgate crackedF Billon zipped 
up his pants and reengaged the belt. Through a blurry haze, he stepped 
closer. vith much more care than she would ha5e eGpected from a 
cocky patrol o6cer, he tugged her panties back in place, then lowered 
the skirt of her dress. 

’eaning forward, he used a soft tone. ?’isten, Claire, feel free to 
gi5e me a call whene5er you work through whate5er this is, okaySI 
P feathery kiss brushed her cheek a moment before Billon eGited the 
bathroom, lea5ing her alone.

UUU

Claire said goodbye to Kissy, and all but ran from Aitro, pushing 
through the hea5y metal door and almost running someone o5er. ?xNm 
sorry. YGcuse me.I Dhe stumbled into the cool night air onto a well-lit 
sidewalk. 2athering herself, she pulled the lapels of her leather 3acket 
tighter, tucked her chin, and hurried to the darkness of the neGt block, 
not wanting to be seen. 

Bespite the short three-block route from the club to her apartment, 
the walk pro5ed di6cult. Though sheNd managed to say goodbye to 
Kissy without sobbing, the crack in the Eoodgate widened. Trying 
to focus through a blurry haze, ClaireNs stride slowed to a crawl. Dhe 
shi5ered, hugging herself. P twinge of pain shot through her left tri-
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cep. P memory of the tall, dark angel taking two bullets in the chest 
Eashed like lightning through her mind. Rullets meant for her. ?Oh 
2od, this isnNt good.I Dhe felt it. Kore cracks penetrated the Eoodgate. 
Pn emotional tornado threatened to burst through. ?vhy canNt x stop 
thinking about himSI

The historic brick walls of her building came into 5iew. Helief Llled 
her 5eins. Checking the street left and right, she cut across diagonally 
from one corner to the neGt. Two buildings away, Claire felt it. P 
strange sense of being followed. The back of her neck prickled. Jurti5e 
glances left, right, and behind re5ealed no one. Dtill, the oily feeling 
crawling along her spine remained. jer Lngers tightened o5er the 
pepper spray lodged in one 3acket pocket. Cold metal chilled her calf 
from the butterEy knife clipped to the liner of her knee-high boot.

Pt the edge of ClaireNs building, alarm weighed down her legs like 
two sandbags, making it di6cult to trudge forward. The icy tingle 
racing up and down her spine triggered Lght-or-Eight. Pnd though 
Eight tended to be her go-to, an o5erwhelming urge to Lght consumed 
Claire. Kid-step, she backed into a dark pocket of shadows. 

Jlattening her back to the brick wall, she lifted the pepper spray, 
primed and ready. Get a grip. Slow your breathing. ClaireNs chest rose 
and fell. Dhe inhaled through her nose, then blew out a steady breath 
from her mouth. Pn old tactic for quieting her breathing. Domething 
learned long ago to disappear. Doon, she stilled, sti” as a statue. Cock-
ing her head, she listened. 

ClaireNs gaze swept the dim street, probing for something sinister. 
xt was nearly midnight in downtown …ansas City, yet the surround-
ing streets remained desolate. 2ranted, weeknights tended to be less 
populated. Dtill, a Thursday night in downtown …C wouldnNt be this 
quiet. This dead. P strange energy permeated the air.
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There. Dhe almost missed it. Pn imperceptible mo5ement. Dwip-
ing at wet eyes, Claire tried to focus. Domething mo5ed in the dark 
alco5e of the building catty-corner to hers. Aarrowing her gaze, she 
zeroed in on what looked like the outline of a manNs arm, with long 
Lngers gripping the decorati5e brick corner. They slipped away into 
the darkness. Claire sucked in a ragged breath and co5ered her mouth 
with a cupped palm, stiEing the whimper threatening to burst free. 
P low, animalistic growl rustled the air. Coming from one direction, 
then another. ClaireNs breath hitched. jer pulse kicked up. 

What the hell is that? 
P bone-chilling howl rose from the back of a pitch-dark alley to 

her left. P cry so loud it threatened to pop her eardrums. P wretched 
smell Llled her nostrils0rotting eggs, gangrene infection, and wet 
dog. DtiEing an o5erpowering gag, Claire took less than a second to 
think. 

The combination spurred her legs into motion. Dhe shrieked and 
ran. Prms and legs pumping empty air, she Eed from whate5er 
hellspawn released that cry, hot on her heels, breathing putrid breath 
down the back of her satin dress. Only the rhythmic pounding of 
ClaireNs low-heeled boots hitting pa5ement pierced the night air.

Dhe made it to the lobby of her building, heart hammering so 
hard beneath her breastbone, it threatened to punch through. Aow 
safe inside, behind locked doors, Claire leaned forward and settled 
both hands on her thighs, one hand still clutching the pepper spray. 
Bipping her chin, she sucked in rapid bursts of air, wheezing and 3ust a 
little dizzy. jer gaze shifted right, checking the large glass doors. Roth 
the street and the lobby remained empty. 

?ClaireSI
Claire spun on a scream, her thumb twitching o5er the trigger. 

Domehow, she managed to resist assaulting her eighty-year-old neigh-
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bor with a Lery mist. Clutching the satiny material o5er her chest, 
Claire blew out a harsh breath. ?2ood 2od, Krs. 2iannettiFI jer arm 
fell as her body crumpled. ?vhere did you come fromS Mou scared the 
hell out of me.I

The elderly womanNs eyes widened. ?Oh, dear. xNm sorry. x thought 
xNd check my mail. x canNt sleep at night, only during the day. x didnNt 
mean to scare you. Mou okaySI

?x7 xNm Lne. *ust getting in. Thank you for asking.I ClaireNs breaths 
slowed. Dhe straightened and turned away, using the back of a trem-
bling hand to pat at more tears. ?Lm7 goodnight, Krs. 2iannetti.I 

ClaireNs body slacked against the ele5ator wall on the ride to the 
Lfth Eoor. Once she crossed the apartmentNs threshold, an emotional 
tidal wa5e took hold. DheNd had enough. Ynough pretending. Ynough 
trying to remain calm. Ynough of e5erything. Thoughts of Be5in, 
Deung, and long-repressed memories blasted through her like a torrid 
wa5e. P crushing weight fell across her chest. Claire walked to the sofa 
and collapsed, letting loose her own mournful howl. 

vhen the Eoodgate broke, the wall disintegrated.



Chapter Two

A s far as experiences went, regeneration had to be one of the 
strangest. An odd physical phenomenon. Of course, without 

the curative skill, Seung Moon would still be dead. Or dead-like.
At some point, consciousness resurfaced before the physical ability 

to awaken. The knitting of muscles, tendons, and arteries tended to 
be painful. To what extent depended on which body part had been 
damaged. Most of the time, the annoyance of a dull ache arose. Unless, 
of course, a large bone or important organ like the heart sujered 
inHury. 

Seung bolted upright, gasping for a breath and lifting a palm to 
cover his chest. A low growl vibrated his lips as the last of a searing 
pain shot through the organ beneath his left pec. The top of his head 
smacked rounded plexiglass. Mwoya! Gis brow wrinkled. Flancing 
around, he rubbed the top of his skull, absorbing his surroundings. 
Headquarters. London. Incubated.

zalling back to a horiLontal position, his “ngers lingered over newly 
knitted skin. The pads graLed a circular puckered mark. The ”esh 
healed, leaving behind two new scars. zuLLy visions tugged at the 
corners of his memory. A ”ash of ”axen hair. A full, kissable mouth. 
Memories that made his body ache in a dijerent way. Netting his eyes 
close, he dropped his hand, one word escaping his lips. EClaire.B
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E3liasqB The shout came from outside the incubator. Ge rotated 
his head to see Fladys, the on-site nurse practitioner, pressing the 
intercom button with one hand. She reached for the incubator handle 
with the other hand. EGe?s awake.B 

WWW

According to Fladys, regeneration took nine days. Seung stared 
straight ahead while the blood pressure cuj surrounding his upper 
arm sZueeLed tighter and tighter. Rt released with a poof of air. Fladys, 
an attractive, forty-something I! he?d always liked, released the in”a-
tion bulb. ’eading the gauge, she slipped the apparatus from his arm. 
EOne seventeen over seventy-eight.B She peeked sideways through 
loose white waves. E!erfect. Gow do you feelYB

Sitting on the examination table, paper crinkling beneath his but-
tocks, Seung straightened his spine. Ge inhaled. The scent of anti-
septic “lled his nostrils. !lacing “ngertips on the sides of the table, he 
stretched, twisting his torso side to side, spine popping. E!retty good. 
Iot at all like R caught two bullets in the chest nine days ago.B

Fladys chuckled, revealing a few endearing lines at the corner of 
each eye. Ger head tilted. E4ell, you have two new scars to prove you 
did.B 

Seung returned the grin. Gis relationship with Fladys went way 
back. She?d been the “rst to examine the mystical tattoo a manyeo 
named Seraista fused to his spine at eighteen. The heat-etched spell 
kept his more sinister side subdued. Something he?d demonstrated 
di9culty with since adolescence. The understatement of the century. 

3lias hired him not long after the 5en monks who raised him 
brought Seraista in. 
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Seung had always found Fladys interesting. Ge suspected she was 
some sort of mage. Maybe a shamanka. She looked mid-forties, yet 
never seemed to age. Sort of like those glamorous Gollywood actresses 
from the *K67s who aged with grace and no alteration, yet continued 
looking young. Ge doubted the I! was entirely human, which meant 
she could be closer to one hundred years old, for all he knew. 

Through narrowed slits, he watched Fladys use a stethoscope to 
listen to his heart. ’umor had it that she and 3lias were more than 
coworkers. Then again, too many tales had been fabricated about his 
boss. So many, in fact, no one knew which to believe. 3lias could do 
a lot worse. Fladys was damned good at her Hob, and her motherly 
instincts ojered many an orphaned 4atcher comfort. Gim included.

She pushed back on the wheeled stool to reach for a thermometer 
and a small gadget, shoving it over his index “nger. ENet me get your 
pulse and temperature so R can “ll in the rest of these blanks.B The 
cool plastic tip of the thermometer pushed inside his ear. EOnce that?s 
done, you?re free to leave the medical unit. 3lias left some clothing and 
a key card for you there.B She inclined her head toward the counter. 

The contraption on his “nger beeped. Ge dropped his chin, see-
ing it ”ashed sixty-seven. Rn his ear, the thermometer set oj an alert. 
’emoving both devices, Fladys tapped on a keyboard connected to 
an i!ad. EOne-ten. All normal. Okay, hon, you?re done here. R?ll leave 
you to it.B Throwing him a “nal reassuring nod, she closed the i!ad 
and left the room.

Seung lifted his arms above his head for a “nal stretch, then pushed 
oj the examination table. 8espite the lengthy regeneration, he hadn?t 
lied. Ge felt good. A Zuick skim through the clothing revealed Heans, 
boxer briefs, and a lightweight black T-shirt. Socks tucked into black 
motorcycle boots sat on the ”oor. The corners of his lips lifted. Gis 
boss knew him too well. 
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Seung discarded the thin hospital gown. As he tugged the cotton 
briefs up his legs, his thoughts drifted to the day that landed him in 
the medical unit. 

Iine days ago, he died for a woman. Rf asked to do it again, he 
would. Porn a Iephilim, half angel, half human, he was not a normal 
man. Ge?d been sired by the fallen angel —asedeHa. Poth a gift and a 
curse. Ge snorted out loud. A literal inherited curse.

And if not for the curse that plagued all the Iephilim, not to men-
tion his father?s bloodline, he wouldn?t mind his origin. Rn all honesty, 
having a range of supernatural skills tended to be useful. ’egeneration 
was possibly the coolest. Put his father had also been obsessed with the 
spirits of the dead. And though —asedeHa hadn?t been a vampire, Seung 
inherited a demonic desire to consume blood. The reason a manyeo’s 
otherworldly tattoo was now decorated on his spine. The reason he 
felt more like a demon than an angel.

Thanks to Seraista?s divine intervention, nothing had triggered Se-
ung?s bloodlust since that disturbing incident in adolescence. Iothing 
until Claire, anyway. A ”axen-haired, enchanted human who triggered 
both the angel and demon blood in his veins to run hot with eZual 
voracity. 

Claire tested all his limits and control. 8eciding to take two bullets 
for her had been easy, despite one hitting his heart and blowing it to 
pieces. Once damaged, the heart and the brain took longer to heal as a 
lot of intricate parts knitted back together. Rf not for that one bullet, he 
might have been discharged from the medical unit seven days earlier. 

Rnspecting the fresh pink scars, he pulled the T-shirt down over his 
torso.

zinding his cell phone in a pocket of his Nevi?s, Seung tipped a 
hip against the counter and brought it to life. A noti“cation revealed 
one text from 3lias. Skipping it, he scrolled through the contact list, 
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stopping on the name of the woman who ignited a spark deep inside 
his chest. Claire. 

8uring their second day in Amarillo, he insisted they share phone 
numbers for safety. The feisty blonde balked about it, saying he didn?t 
need her number since he already held her hostage in a hotel room. 

Gis lips Zuirked up at the memory of Claire?s “ery outbursts. The 
way her cheeks “rst turned pink, then grew beet red. Ge stared out the 
window, all thoughts again drifting to that day. 

Moments before all hell broke loose, 8evin caught his attention 
with her intense lavender gaLe. And though his talent for reading 
emotions in the eyes of others didn?t extend to direct thoughts, what 
he saw in 8evin?s irises suggested she might do something to trigger 
’afe. 

Seung had known all along Claire was his duty. Ge?d been tasked 
to save her. Rn truth, she was so much more. Io one else knew Claire 
carried an enchantment. Iot even Claire. 4hat it was, he had no idea, 
but it made her alluring as hell. So much so, his demon side became 
infatuated. To the point, it caused the spell along his spine to work 
overtime when they were near.

The monks who raised him through adolescence in the mountains 
outside FyeongHu instilled patience, sel”essness, and tolerance in all 
their students. Gim included. And before meeting Claire, he?d rarely 
experienced any emotion to its fullest. Porn calm and stoic, his natural 
demeanor only enhanced under the tutelage of the monks. 

Put after knowing Claire, he realiLed she triggered emotions he?d 
never known. zrustration, lust, Healousy. Iot to mention a few he 
couldn?t name. And until ’afe, a ’ogue demon 4atcher, shot her, 
graLing one arm, he?d never felt pure rage. A molten “re rose within 
him now, triggering the memory from that day to replay like the 
footage of an old movie reel.
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Devin met his gaze. Her irises issued a silent plea to save Claire. 
He turned away, keeping a watchful eye on Rafe, allowing himself a 
glimpse at Claire while Devin kept the Rogue Watcher distracted. Claire 
straightened, holding her injured arm. Her teary-eyed gaze met his, 
issuing a silent order not to risk himself. An order he ignored.

Claire cried out the final words of the ritual, triggering a whirlwind 
of events to follow. He’d barely heard Devin and Marco’s exchange of 
words. By that time, he’d zeroed in on Rafe. With the patience of a 
jaguar, Seung calculated the precise moment to pounce. Using his super-
natural strength, he pushed off the Arizona red rock, leaping through the 
air, intent on stopping the Rogue Watcher. 

Pure white rage filled his veins when Rafe’s trigger finger squeezed. 
And though he’d been suppressing his demonic side for three days, Seung 
let it loose. Set it free, shifting the bone structure of his face and shooting 
his sharp canines down. 

Landing in front of Rafe, he wrapped his fingers around the barrel of 
the gun, placing himself between it and Claire. Bringing the muzzle to 
his own chest, his body captured the bullet already leaving the chamber. 
At the same time, he latched onto Rafe’s neck with his fangs, sinking the 
razor-sharp teeth into the Rogue Watcher’s pulsating jugular. Seung took 
the largest pull he’d ever taken from an artery, draining as much blood 
from Rafe as possible. Not since the incident with Lilly had he consumed 
another’s blood. Rafe slacked, but not enough. A second squeeze of the 
trigger sent another bullet surging into Seung’s chest. 

Seung cringed. The “rst bullet felt like metal on “re when it entered 
his chest cavity. Put it was the second round that nearly buckled his 
knees, feeling as if his heart had stopped. Gell, maybe it had. And for 
a moment, after stumbling, he feared that hit rendered him useless to 
Claire. Somehow, he?d managed to tear the gun from ’afe?s grip at the 
same time he tore the ”esh from his throat. 
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Stumbling back, he fell to one knee, his hand landing on the tang of 
Rafe’s sword. With a final burst of energy, he turned, swinging the blade 
around to Rafe’s neck, decapitating the semi-immortal Rogue.

Seung glanced at the examination room door, wondering if ’afe 
had been admittedHto the morgue. The last thing he remembered 
seeing that day was the adorable freckles sprayed across Claire?s nose. 

His gaze lifted to her aquamarine irises, pupils blown wide. 
Claire’s warm hand cocooned his. Bringing it closer to her chest, the 

fast beats of her heart hammered through his palm. “You’ll be okay.” 
The tears streaking her cheeks glistened like diamonds in the single ray 
of light that speared the shelter of the red rock cavern. Could the tears be 
for him? “You’ll regenerate in a few days.” 

Ge?d wanted to know the extent of Claire?s inHury, but when his 
mouth opened to form the words, his gaLe fell to the curve of her nose, 
and everything went black.

Seung lifted the phone, tapping Claire?s name. Rt went straight to 
voicemail. Ge ended the call. After reading the text from 3lias, he 
pocketed the phone and key card and pushed oj the counter.

Seung traveled the brightly lit halls of headZuarters, entering the 
small grab-and-go cafeteria. Frueling moans churned in his stomach, 
hunger pangs being a common side eject of regeneration. Ge chose 
black cojee, a bottle of water, and a bacon, egg, and cheese biscuit. The 
Hava?s bitter taste heated his esophagus while waiting for the microwave 
to warm the sandwich. —icking back his head, Seung emptied the 
paper cup, pitching it before moving farther into the hall, meal in 
hand. 

The immense deserted building reminded him of the opening scene 
in a Lombie apocalypse movie. Rf not for the bustling cars outside, one 
might suspect society had ceased. 
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Crossing into the waiting room outside 3lias?s o9ce, he knocked 
on his boss?s door. Rt swung open at the same time Seung unwrapped 
the breakfast sandwich. Stepping aside, 3lias opened the door wider to 
allow entry. E4elcome back, Moon. Come in.B One big hand clapped 
Seung?s shoulder.

Ge lowered to the plush chair across from 3lias. A lit-up wall of 
technology blinked and beeped behind his boss?s head. All foreign 
to Seung. Multiple screens revealed hacked footage from all over the 
planet. Ge took a bite of the biscuit, then chewed and shifted his gaLe 
back to his boss.

3lias leaned back in his oversiLed o9ce chair. Ge eyed Seung, 
steepling all “ngers beneath his chin. EStill a man of few words, R see.B

Seung lifted his shoulders and let them fall before taking another 
bite. The wrapper crinkled between his “ngers. 

3lias chuckled. E0ou did good in Sedona, Moon. 0ou and Ash 
are my two best rookies.B Ge paused, watching Seung swallow, as if 
calculating. EPut we aren?t Zuite done with the Hob. R still need you.B 

Seung let one eyebrow climb up his forehead. Anticipation rushed 
into his veins. Ge listened to 3lias repeat what he?d apparently told 
Marco several days ago.

According to his boss, a talented SLendori and historian in 3gypt 
deciphered more of Gathor?s myth, determining they had forty-“ve 
days to bring 8evin back from the ’ealm. EMarco left last night on a 
Iightshade red-eye to meet with ALeem. 4e had to wait until they dug 
out Gathor?s tomb. Ash and Traal are searching for ’oss and Paby Poi 
in the States.B 3lias threw him a shrewd glance. ERn the meantime, we 
need Claire. She?s our best hope since we don?t have ’oss.B Ge paused 
before adding, E4e may even need her to lure ’oss out.B

Seung swallowed the last bite of the sandwich, sweeping crumbs 
from his lap and suppressing a twinge of irritation rising within. E0ou 
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want to use her as baitYB 4adding the wrapper, he tossed it into a 
nearby waste basket.

3lias rocked in his oversiLed chair, still resting all “ngers beneath his 
chin. EPait insinuates ’oss wants to harm her. Ge doesn?t. Ge likes 
her. Rf anyone can get information from him other than 8evin, it?s 
Claire.B 3lias dropped his hands. E!robably more.B

E0eah, R know. That?s kind of the problem.B Seung bit the words 
out, not liking the idea, despite knowing 3lias spoke the truth. ’oss?s 
infatuation with Claire didn?t alter the fugitive?s psychosis. EGe?s a 
convicted murderer.B Against his better Hudgment, Seung blew out a 
breath, scrubbed his Haw, and shrugged. E4hat do you want me to 
doYB !rotesting would do no good. Poth 3lias?s and Claire?s stub-
bornness eZualed that of a rhino. They?d plow forward whether Seung 
agreed or not. So, he?d do his Hob. !rotect her. Pe her 4atcher. A Hob 
he welcomed. 

3lias cocked his head. EGave you talked to Claire yetYB
EIo. R called once, but it went straight to voicemail. R didn?t leave a 

message. R?ll try again later. She might be working.B
A muscle in 3lias?s Haw ticked. Gis blue-eyed gaLe lifted to the 

large plate glass window. E0eah, well, she hasn?t answered any of our 
calls. Poth Marco and R have tried. R left one message.B 3lias?s “ngers 
drummed along the mahogany desktop. Gis chin dropped to pin 
Seung with a stare. ERf you can?t reach her in twenty-four hours, R think 
you need to ”y back to the States. Simon said she was on the verge of 
shock in Sedona. Traal hacked the morgue?s database a few days ago. 
She took a lengthy leave of absence, so she isn?t working.B 

Seung scrubbed his Haw again, feeling patches of new stubble. A 
reminder that he needed to shower and shave. E8o you know where 
she isYB
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3lias?s shoulders lifted, then fell. ER had a man watch her apartment 
for a couple of days after arriving home. She said she was “ne, but R 
worried about her.B 3lias stood and crossed the room to stare out the 
window. Ge shoved both hands in the pockets of his linen pants. EMy 
guy watched her enter the building, saw her go to work the second day, 
then return home. After that, R let him go. Ger leave started the next 
day.B Ge turned, peering at Seung. EClaire?s still there. R hacked her 
building?s security camera yesterday and caught her walking through 
the lobby. R thinkBHhis lips pursedHER think she?s ignoring us.B

Seung lifted his chin, furrowing his brow. E4hy would she do 
thatYB

3lias returned to his chair and leaned forward, resting both elbows 
on his knees. EMoon, do you know who Claire isYB 

Ge lifted a shoulder. ER?m not sure what you?re asking.B 
ER researched Claire after the four of you ”ew to Sedona. Gad to 

enlist Traal?s help. R needed him to do a deep dive. R?m asking if you 
know what happened to her as a childYB 

Seung shook his head. EIo. 8evin made a comment about her 
having a terrible childhood, but neither she nor Claire elaborated. R 
know she?s been shot before, but that?s it.B

3lias sighed, running a hand from the top of his head to his chin, as 
if contemplating his next words. After hesitating, he continued. EFrief 
is a complicated emotion, Moon. Claire?s obviously a strong woman, 
but even the best of us have weak moments. 4hat happened in Sedona 
would?ve ajected her in a more complicated way than most would 
know.B Ge paused as if deciding whether to continue. 

The supernatural skill that allowed Seung to read emotions in a 
person?s irises revealed a smoky mix of apprehension and reservation 
swirling in his boss?s eyes. 
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EClaire?s last name was legally changed when she was twelve. 4hen 
you get some time, look up Claire ’osedale. The rest she should tell 
you.B Ge waved a dismissive hand in the air. EThat?s all R got. Try 
calling her a few more times. Rf she doesn?t answer, R?m putting you 
on a plane back to —ansas City. Are you okay with thatYB

Adrenaline surged into Seung?s veins, his pulse Zuickening at the 
thought of seeing Claire again so soon. Gis stare leveled on 3lias. 
E8e“nitely.B



Chapter Three

C laire lay on the sofa, channel surgnk, her cheeb wurrode- -eep 
in a walle-.up pillodH ver open concept limink rooB zicbere- 

wetdeen -arbness an- luBinescent wlue likhtH Oeyon- the in-ustri.
al.si’e- din-ods, a Billion stars set the sby aklod, klitterink libe rods 
of -iaBon-s in a Bi-nikht wlue sbyH An any other nikht, Claire Bikht 
hame appreciate- the wreathtabink sbylineH Tonikht, she coul-nDt care 
lessH

St least the tears stoppe-H Thanbfully, sheD- returne- to feelink 
nuBw, -espite repeate- nikhtBares starrink xemin, Neunk, her sisters, 
an- her BotherH Thoukh Claire omercaBe surmimorDs kuilt lonk ako, 
that -arb.haire- ankel rattle- her woP of BeBoriesH Iod she coul-nDt 
erase the iBake of her Bother lyink in a pool of wloo- as it replaye- 
omer an- omer in her hea-, as if a restoration ePpert repaire- a once 
fokky photoH

ClaireDs lashes lodere-H Sll gnkers tikhtene- aroun- the reBoteH 
Nhe ha-nDt ePperience- -epression since chil-hoo-, yet a sense of 
hopelessness glle- herH “rowleB das, she ha- no i-ea hod to cliBw 
out of the spiral she continue- sli-ink -odnH Truth we tol-, it dasnDt 
-epression then or nodH Mt das kriefH 

Mf she dere honest dith herself, soBe of the prowleB remolme- 
aroun- that tall -arb.haire- ankelH KNeunk joon, son of ”ase-eEa,G 
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she spobe alou- to no one, recallink his o-- intro-uction the -ay they 
BetH 

He is odd. And beautiful. And intense. 
Nhe curse- herselfH KNtop itHG Slthoukh sheD- -o it omer akain, Neunk 

trikkere- BeBories sheD- locbe- aday lonk akoH Sn- nod the woP 
doul-nDt closeH NoBehod, that ankel yanbe- open her teBporal lowe 
libe a corb hol-ink wacb carwonate- li?ui-H 

”nodink she nee-e- to -o soBethink, Claire wled out a resikne- 
wreathH KWyink here libe a kriemink luBp of clay isnDt helpinkHG 

Nhe tappe- her loder lip, feelink cracbe- zesh weneath the sBooth 
pa-H Nemen -ays ako, sheD- turne- o3 her phone, dantink to eliBinate 
all misual an- au-itory trikkersH Out nod5 Nhe should turn it wacb onH 
Fhat if Rlias or jarco calle-5 Nhe nee-e- to bnod the plan to wrink 
xemin wacbH Iot to Bention, they Bay nee- her helpH 

Out krief Ba-e emen the siBplest of tasbs -iQcultH Fith emery pass.
ink -ay, she foun- it Bore challenkink to turn the phone wacb onH 
Fhat if they ha- wa- neds5 Fhat if they -i-nDt bnod how to wrink 
xemin wacb5 Sn omerreaction, BayweH Ntill, she coul-nDt wrink herself 
to -o itH 

That sai-, another reason circle- wacb to Neunk, dhether she dant.
e- to a-Bit it or notH The tappink gnker picbe- up paceH va- he 
rekenerate-5 va- he calle-5 Fhat if soBethink dent dronk5 Skain, 
she curse- alou-H Sny relationship dith that ankel nee-e- to en-H KS 
full.on sePy ankelHG Stop it! Claire chastise- herself, -roppink her face 
to woth palBsH

NheD- allode- Neunk to wurrod in too farH The reason the zoo-kate 
opene- in the grst placeH “I only want one night,” sheD- -eclare- Bo.
Bents wefore the hot ankel kame her the west orkasB of her lifeH Three, 
in factH Iod, she ha- no i-ea dhat she dante- froB the seBi.huBanH 
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Rmen if  she  dante- Bore  dith  Neunk,  it  -i-nDt  BatterH  Vate 
proBise- hiB to anotherH S soulBate of a hikher poderDs choos.
inkH Claire possesse- enoukh intellikence to bnod it coul-nDt we herH 
Fay too wroben an- allH Vocusink on soBethink she coul-nDt hame 
doul- en- in heartwreabH The ukly clad of fate doul- shome its talons 
throukh her chest, sei’e her heart, an- rip it outH NoBethink she 
coul-nDt allodH

S series of krodls eruptink froB her stoBach interrupte- the 
self.-eprecatink thoukhtsH Nince krief toob hol-, all siBple tasbs fell 
to the daysi-eH Nustenance inclu-e-H vell, she ha-nDt emen shodere- 
in -aysH Iot to Bention, a hea-ache nod forBe- at the wase of her 
sbullH KUuit dhininkH Yet up7G Nhe dante- to bicb her odn sorry assH 
xrakkink herself froB the sofa, ClaireDs socbe- feet Ba-e no soun- as 
she crosse- the enkineere- har-doo-s to the bitchenH 

Weanink omer an- s?uintink into the refrikerator, the thin likht 
speare- the wlacb rooBH Sn array of don-erful options presente- 
theBselmes as Claire shuXe- throukh the contentsH ”etchup, Bustar-, 
Bayo, tdo.deeb.ol- tabeout, a wlocb of che--ar, ol-.ass ekks, fu’’y 
fruit, tea, an- dhat she suspecte- to we spoile- BilbH KvBBH Nuch a 
-iQcult choiceH jol-y or spoile-5G 

2eBomink the wlocb of che--ar, she sdipe- the wunch of krapes as 
an afterthoukhtH S fed loobe- fu’’.freeH 2iXink throukh the criBson 
see-less, she -iscar-e- the Bol-y reBain-ers in the trashH Sfter slicink 
tdo si’awle che--ar chunbs froB the wlocb into sBaller pieces, she 
snakke- a sleeme of so-a cracbers froB her pantry an- tru-ke- wacb to 
the sofaH KIot the Bost scruBptious -inner, wut it dorbsHG 

Claire crinble- her nose an- chede-H S -ull taste coate- her tonkue 
as the cracbers crunche- wetdeen her teethH ver stoBach roile- after 
each sdallodH To beep it -odn, she follode- each Bouthful dith larke 
kulps of dater, Babink sure to -rinb Bore than -esire-H Ntarmation an- 
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-ehy-ration doul- surely result in a call to RjN, ruinink the isolation 
she -esire-H No, she continue- to shomel in the cracbers, dater, an- 
che--arH 

Fith that in Bin-, she caBe to a secon- -ecisionH TiBe to turn 
the phone onH “hil Bikht hame trie- callinkH Nhe -i- not nee- her 
tikhtly doun- woss checbink on herH RBptyink the plate, she pushe- 
it onto the co3ee tawle, sli-ink it wetdeen the Bini Bountain of tissues 
accuBulate- omer the past semeral -aysH 

Nhomink a han- wetdeen the sofa cushions, sdipink wacb an- forth 
in its -arb recesses, she searche- for her phoneH Sfter a fed passes, she 
recomere- the -emice froB the Bi--le cushion, alonk dith a piece of 
popcorn, another tissue, a wowwy pin, an- gfty.one centsH KSh, the 
wooty of a couchH MDB a meritawle treasure hunterHG Gross. Ndipink 
sticby gnkertips across her Can valen T.shirt, she dipe- aday the 
BucbH

Claire lifte- the wlacb screen to eye lemel, wled cruBws froB the 
klass, an- -epresse- the si-e wuttonH Nothing. Weanink si-edays, she 
retrieme- a charkink cor- an- plukke- it inH S sliB re- war appeare-, 
shaBink her for lettink the sBartphone -ieH Sfter ten Binutes of 
krapplink dith facial recoknition, spittink Bultiple sharp ePpletimes, 
an- weink re?uire- to retrieme a passdor- froB her sleep.-eprime- 
wrain, the phone caBe to lifeH Claire lifte- her eyes to the ceilink dith 
a -raBatic rollH KVinallyHG 

Sll those -inks, wu’’es, an- likhte- alerts she dante- to amoi- glle- 
her hoBe screenH Dsink her thuBw to scroll, she counte- three calls 
an- one moiceBail froB RliasH jarco Ba-e one atteBptH 

jichael calle- three tiBesH ver wrods bnitte- toketherH KFhat 
the hell5G Nhe an- her eP ha-nDt spoben in nine BonthsH He knows 
better. Fith a gnal scroll, NeunkDs nuBwer poppe- up on the screenH 
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S strankle- sow lo-ke- in ClaireDs throatH NlaBBink her eyeli-s shut, 
she stize- a secon- sow an- wroukht one went bnucble to her BouthH 

Iine -ays ako, the ankel -ie- for herH Thoukh she bned heD- we 
obay dhen they parte- in Ne-ona an- ha-nDt actually -ie- wy -egni.
tion, relief glle- herH Sn assurance he lime-H Claire let the phone sli-e 
froB her han-, hukkink woth bnees to her chest an- restink a teBple 
on oneH S casca-e of BeBories zuttere- omer her libe a sdeet lomerDs 
caressH Yoose wuBps forBe- alonk her arBsH Ooth nipples pucbere-H 
The BeBory of their last passionate nikht tokether surface- libe a 
steaBy F.rate- BomieH 

NheD- nemer dante- a Ban as Buch as she dante- NeunkH Iot to 
Bention, her wo-y nemer respon-e- to another Ban libe it ha- to 
hiBH Nure, he das sbille-, wut it das the connection wetdeen theB 
that set her on greH Neunk felt it, too, if the day he clutche- her the 
secon- tiBe, they Ba-e lome das any in-icationH Ss if he Bikht lose 
herH Nhe -red a gnker alonk her wottoB lip, reBeBwerink hod his 
tonkue -rakke- across it, tastink herH Nhe snatche- a pillod, hel- it omer 
her face, an- daile-H ve would lose herH Gust as she doul- lose hiBH 

Oecause neither of theB ha- a choiceH 


